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Linked together words...
 Out of boredom we searched for words with double meanings in the bible during religion classes in our grammar school years. The Song of Songs was our favorite for that.
In spite of the fact that no one really understood it, there was  one that had wings: In the beginning was the word, and the word was God and God was the word...
That is how I more or less remembered this cryptic citation. Of course I had to look up the source text:
'In the beginnynge was the worde, and the worde was with God: and the word was God. The same was in the beginnynge with God. All things were made by it, and with out it, it was made nothinge, that was made. In it was lyfe, and the lyfe was the lyghte of men, and the lyghte shyneth in the darckness, but the darckness comprehended it not.'
(William Tyndale’s version of the Bible)

In brief, this text says that the word is the beginning of things (objects). Only at the moment we name something, give it a name, does it become something, it becomes a thing, an object. We could even call naming an act of creation. Words draw boundaries between this yes and that not. Apparently this is how the creation game is played and the life story told. If I play the game I and the other, I have to identify myself, (be someone, be a name) in relation to the other, that is how the game is put together. But, if there is no other, then I also need not be someone, then only being remains.

What is remarkable about this translation is the use of the words the same (which is replaced by the Word in later translations).


If I now permit myself a small freedom and write the second sentence as follows: All things were made by the Self, and without the Self is nothing made. Life was in the Self and life was the light of mankind. Then you stand close again to the vanishing point of non-duality

But OK? What does this all have to do with this edition of Amigo? The key word is words. This time there is a kind of surprise number rolled out. This time you will not be led by names, but by words in the choice of articles. Allow yourself to be surprised this time, be intrigued, be inspired by the colorful collection of words and their mutual connections. And of course you always find the writers of the diverse articles in the text itself.
The subjects that are offered are: Now, Seeing, Responsibility, Out of your senses, Good and Evil, Awakening, A book that hurts, etc.
We hope that this form perks up your curiosity and invites you on a trip of discovery. Notice every once in a while that what you read is a string of words linked together. Words are the raw materials out of which things are created and with which the story comes to life.

Finally from the series of words that together form Michael Endes The never ending story*:

[...] What are they doing there?, whispered Bastiaan. What kind of game is that? What is it called?
The coincidence game, answered Argax. He waved at the players and called: Good children! Just carry on! Don’t give up!
Then he turned to Bastiaan and mumbled in his ear: The have nothing more to say. They have lost the power of speech. That is why I invented this game for them. As you can see it keeps them busy. And, it is very simple. If you thought about it you would have to admit that all the stories in the world are made of just twenty six letters. The letters are always the same, only their mutual connections change. words are formed out of the letters, sentences are formed out of the words, chapters are made from the sentences, and stories are made of chapters. Take a good look, what do you see there?
Bastiaan read:
H G I K L O P F M W E Y V X Q
Y X C V B N M A S D F G H J K L O A
Q W E R T Z U I O P U
A S D F G H J K L O A
M N B V C X Y L K J H G F D S A
U P O I U Z T R E W Q A S
Q W E R T Z U I O P U A S D F
Y X C V B N M L K J
Q W E R T Z U I O P U
A S D F G H J K L O A Y X C
U P O I U Z T R E W Q
A O L K J H G F D S A M N B V
G K H D S R Z I P
Q E T U O U S F H K O
Y C B M W R Z I P
A R C G U N I K Y O
Q W E T Z U I O P U A S D
M N B V C X Y A S D
L K J U O N G R E F G H L
Yes, giggled Argax, that’s the way it goes most of the time. But if you play the game for very long, for years, then sometimes words happen by coincidence. No special spiritual words, but words at least. Spinach spasm for example. Or brush sausages, or collar lacquer. But if you play it continually for a hundred years, a thousand years, then in all probability a poem has to happen sometime. And, if you play it forever then all the poems and stories that are possible have to appear, plus all the stories about the stories including this story in which we are now speaking with each other. That is after all logical isn’t it?

That’s horrible, said Bastiaan.  
Ah, said Argax, it all depends on what point of view you take....[...] 

Standpoints, light, darkness, letters, words, stories, bliss, toothache.
Does consciousness prove itself by playfully pointing to itself with these words?

*(translated from the Dutch edition published by Pyramid - 2002)  [Kees Schreuders] 
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The now!
In our daily lives, by 'the now' we mean a brief, ungraspable moment, that is gone as soon a you want to grab it, something that has disappeared the instant you saw it.

In other words in our daily life by the word 'now' we mean a thought. A thought, also the thought that we call 'the present moment' is already gone when we know it. A thought can never be grasped, its very nature is brevity and motion. No thought is ever so friendly to stand still to allow itself to be seen, even when it is contained in letter symbols on a page. In that case we have to read the text concerned again and again, even if it is made up of words that we can grasp at one glance. 
We make use of time as if it were real and has an independent existence - a reality that is even stronger than ours, because we are after all limited by time. We are born at moment A and we will die at an unknown moment Z, and that moment arrives for everyone. For one person the period from A to Z may last four or five years and for another one hundred - but there is nothing that hinders arrival at Z. Therefore, time is a dictator who imposes his will on us, stronger than any dictator whatsoever.
Why is that so?
The reason is that in this point of view we see ourselves, and experience ourselves as a temporary phenomenon. In other words, what we project on our selves we also see in the 'world'. If I am a temporary phenomenon then I project what I experience as reality on the world and I say that this property is an unshakable given. In this manner time becomes an independent given: a calendar produced by creation that runs from one hundred thousand years before Christ until a good stretch further than today, and I am someone who lives out a small piece of this endless series. But in fact, it is exactly the other way around.

Not only is time something that is perceived by me as a certain way of thinking, but also the 'I' that lives 20 or 80 years is only a perceived notion of myself. Without me-as-thinker there is no time, and without time I can not exist as me-the-thinker. In short, the phenomenon 'I' and the phenomenon 'time' are so intertwined that they can not be separated from each other.

Is water the cause of wetness or is wetness the cause of water? In that sense, water and wetness are two words meaning the same: the one can not exist without the other.

This is not only true for this perception, but for all perceptions: every perception is a movement in consciousness, and each perception exists for a certain period of time. If there is no time then no perception can exist. And, because the world is nothing other than perceptions - perceived things - the world as phenomenon, as a form, is time. Without time there is no perceived world and inasmuch as people know only phenomena that appear in consciousness, we can conclude that without time what we people call the world could not exist.

The perceived 'I', the notion that I take as myself, is part of the world.

It is not so that a perceived 'I' perceives the world, but it is so that there sometimes is a perception that I call a house or a cloud, and sometimes an 'I', but both are temporary phenomena that again leave us after a few moments.

However what is really curious is that 'I' remain even when no perceived 'I', no notion, is.

No water remains when wetness is taken away, but 'being' does remain, at least a thousand times a day, but without I, without any I-notion. 
If I live 90% of every day without any I-notion then that is irrefutable proof that in reality I am not a perceived I-notion. This discovery, at least if it does not remain superficial sets a total revolution of our life into motion. Because, everything that we have done in our lives up to now, has been done in one way or another in the service of a notion of a sometimes appearing I-notion. In short, for something that we are not - for someone else as it were.

Taken literally, the 'now' is a 'thought word', which is over before it is perceived.

But, there is another now: not a perceived 'now', but the perceiving 'now'. Indeed: I am always now. When I was six years old I had to go 'now' to school. This morning I had to wake up 'now', and 'now' I am reading. I am always now: now, and an instant later, now, still now.

And because I am always now, my perceptions are also always now. And, because my perceptions are always now, what is arises in this perceiving is also always now: I can not perceive something that isn't here now. 
If I claim that the past is real, and that I can perceive it as a memory, I claim something impossible. I witness now a thought that is there, irrespective of whether I call the thought a memory or an expectation. Thus what I call 'past' and 'future' are one or another perceived forms. But, the perception is now.

Because I can not leave this for even the blink of an eye, it is completely impossible to perceive something that is not here now. Therefore, it is impossible that a person could perceive something that he calls 'the past'. He perceives a thought now, that he indeed calls 'past', but that is now.

In other words, in the now, the thinking - the form of thinking that we call the memory - can project something that it calls 'past', but it is happening now.

People who go to a spiritual master because they feel vulnerable or bound, and are searching for freedom, naturally feel bound by the past. To be bound you need to have a past, because all our fears and longings (and that is what the problematic is made of) arose because of experiences in the past. We say.

But whoever looks penetratingly and discovers that there is no past unless I now produce a thought that I call 'the past', discovers that he is only bound by a notion that is there now, therefore in the reality of a thought-puppet that I call 'I' and says for example: 'I have after all had such a difficult youth'. But, as the immortal Shri Krishna Menon says (Atma Nirvriti, 14 art 5): 'A past thought is one that has ceased to exist'...

What has ceased to exist does not exist, and what doesn't exist we can not know. The only thing that we can perceive is a thought that is now, but claims to have been there yesterday. That idea 'yesterday' is also now.

No one of us is thus bound by the past. The only, but then only apparent, being bound is the belief that a thought that says it belongs to the past instead of now is telling the truth. But it is lying. The truth is that we are only now, can only know the now, thus can not have a past, or consequently be bound by it.

That is the truth - the truth of which Jesus says that it will set us free.

This freedom lights everything up suddenly like a sun with the discovery that my entire personality, that is nothing else than an appearance that I call the past, has therefore absolutely no existence, unless I think it up this moment. Ten counts later it has disappeared again. How in heavens name can I be bound by a thought that is perceived for a few counts in the consciousness that I Am?

Thus in truth there is no one who is bound, and thus also no one who seeks for liberation or could be liberated. There is only this now-being that I am, effortlessly, whether I want it or not.

If there were no consciousness there could be no movements in consciousness. The movements, irrespective of whether I call them thoughts, or feelings, or sensory perceptions depend on the fact that I am there first as consciousness in which they can appear.

So, for example the belief in a bound and limited 'I' is only possible because I am there first as formless, timeless, witnessing consciousness (Atma) without which no idea of 'I' can appear. This is the origin of Shri Shankara's remark that the appearance of an ego is by itself the best proof of the fact that we are not an ego. The old proof that the appearance of movements delivers, is that there is 'something' within which they appear, and of which they are ultimately made, as waves are made of water.
[Wolter Keers, 1923 - †1985] 
Published with permission of the Dutch publishers.
The trip and arriving home are not important,
they are even a danger...

A conversation between Johan van der Kooij and Jan van Delden.
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My search stopped when I saw the only 'situation' that deserved to be called 'I'. Nevertheless I noticed that there was still an inner process necessary, a deepening of insight. In order to continue that process of insight I went to my friend and former fellow disciple of Wolter Keers, to ask him for advice: Jan van Delden.

Knick-knacks 

Johan: I see a number of patterns in my thinking and feeling that still nag at me. In my time with Wolter I got the impression that after self-realization 'every trace of duality would have disappeared'. That just didn't hold water in my case. I catch myself regularly in personality knick-knacks such as pride, jealousy, worry...

Jan: If you can see that there is only consciousness and that no personal inclinations - good or bad - exist except for the knowing thereof, then the so-called doer, perpetrator really falls in battle and you need not do or not do anything else and the 'little Jan's (= apparent personal inclinations) of pride to jealousy' can just be there. Everything can be. 
There is acceptance of what is without needing to do or not do anything. I call that: give onto Caesar what is Caesar's and onto God what is God's. 

Johan: I cannot recall that our unforgettable and dear friend Wolter ever spoke about a process after self-realization. I was convinced that after realization my psychological baggage would go overboard and that I would let my identification with body, thinking and feeling go for good.

Jan: I spoke with him about this often, and what he regularly said was that the people who came to him at that time were not yet ripe enough for that and were still busy with 'coming home', just like Odysseus 'came home' to Ithaca after about ten years of 'searching'. He said: If you begin to talk about that right away then no one would begin on it. 
I have always found it a challenge to be able to say something about that. It was Odysseus who handed me a perfectly fitting story for this route, in which 'coming home' becomes almost unimportant and the real work is: the recognizing and passing of all personal inclinations and then the flight from duality to the all-encompassing one.

Johan: I notice that thoughts come up in me that are lead along by a commenting voice that I think you call the 'pilot fishes'. The fishes that swim along both sides of a shark and steer him. At least that is what they think, but of course the shark just goes on his own way. To give an example: I coach people in the art of the podium. Immediately a commentator voice says: Well, that's not very spiritual, why should I occupy myself with that? This accompanying thought blocks my energy. I really like that work and it is this 'yes-but' thought that always pushes me off track.

Jan: The pilot fishes are the stories about how it should be or could be and the shark is the unchanging in which everything happens just as it happens. You are attentiveness and this attentiveness needs to learn to keep its attention on the shark. You have to see the pilot fish's stories as nonsense - no matter how beautiful or believable they are. Just like a little child who says to his papa and mama: I'm going to work. You don't take that seriously and you laugh about it. Then, the personal inclinations that claim to have influence on the shark's course, become a source of fun and pleasure instead of pain. 

The commentator voice rules like a king 

Johan: In the past I used to think: the personality is good for nothing, it just has to disappear. Now I see that my personality just has to continue to express itself with all its nice and not so nice habits. I do still have trouble from a holy commentator voice that claims that the holy Johan, who does his daily things, should have the quality of clear consciousness. It is as if the commentator voice rules like a king. 

Jan: Your personal inclinations have delusions of being lord and master as long as you don't undo your attention from them and recognize them as yourself. If we do not pay attention to their eternal stories and we have learned to direct the attention to attentiveness itself, then they have no more right to exist and they change into ghosts. You pay attention to that until you see the doer transforming itself into unity-consciousness. 
This makes it clear that coming home and the trip are actually not important and can even be dangerous. First you have to learn to be the boss in your own house in order to let that go later and become what you actually are. 

The taste of silence 

Johan: In your 'Musical Chairs' (= an analogy Jan uses in his week-programs in France to point the way home) you presume that the 'Empty Chair' has a number of qualities such as: knowing, the now, silence and attention. But according to my insight these qualities automatically remain by themselves when the polarities of these qualities disappear: clarity remains when the hectic thinking stops, silence remains as noise ebbs away, the now remains when all the projections into past and future stop. I find it confusing that you call 'the now, stillness and attention' characteristics of being. It is as if you divide being into subsidiary qualities.

Jan: I use the qualities to teach the taste of them so that you direct your attention to them more easily. It is the attention that after a long time still feels personified and embodied. Putting the undefined attentiveness on the I-bound attention is the great 'liberator'. The moment the undefined attentiveness touches the attention the peace of being there happens by itself. The difficulty is that this only means something to you when you have recognized all the inclinations of the ego and gone beyond them by seeing that they are not yours. Only then are you permanently separated from them while the ghosts continue with their spooky stories.
If this has happened, and attention to the attention is the only thing there is to see, then the concepts 'attention, peace, silence, and the now' fall away, because no thing or no one can be found in the wholeness of being.
What looked like the world and life is transformed into all-encompassing consciousness and then you forget everything again, and are what is, because consciousness doesn't have to be conscious of itself, it is consciousness!

Attention to the attention 
Johan: I have one more question about 'attention to the attention'. How do you visualize that? Is that the same for you as 'attention to being'? If I direct my attention to an object there is still duality. But if I direct my attention to the attention, then there is no hard experience of the object, but experience of unity. Is that what you mean by attention to the attention?

Jan: It is not something that can be clarified with just a couple of words. I shed light on that process in the three workshops I give (Musical Chairs, Killing the Suitors, and Being There, ed.).

In a few words the answer is: water looks at water. At first it was wave looks at wave - the duality. 
Then it became: wave is looking consciously for water - then it is possible to see non-duality - the essence of the wave is water.
The next step is to see gradually that everything is water; there are no waves and there have never been any. In this boundary territory of duality (wave looks at water) towards non-duality (water looks at water) it may be helpful if you first learn to recognize the formless attention - as being yourself, separate from objects, the body and all your little I's. After that you learn that you not only can direct your attention to an object, but also to the subject and in that way go 'beyond' all objects. I call this: learning the taste of water. 

In 'Hummology' (Amigo 1) I described what was the easiest way for me to get this taste, but of course there are many ways. However you do it, if you succeed in keeping the attention on the subject, then the object, the body and all the little I's are gone beyond. Room comes free to get used to the taste and to become habituated to it; Wolter Keers called this 'nestling into it'.
An idea can arise in this situation that something is still not right. Freedom of course doesn't mean that you constantly keep your attention away from 'so called' objects. The notion, that your body and the I's with everything they claim to be, cannot really exist as an object, comes later. If you can see that no objects are perceived, but only the knowing of objects, it can go quickly. In the following step you see that there cannot be any knowing of objects, but only the knowing itself.
Then you see that there never was, is or shall be anything else except the knowing, the undefined consciousness itself. Then attention to the attention loses its track of action and the doer caves in. Everything is consciousness; attention and consciousness are just the same. 

Johan: You say that this can only be useful if you have gone beyond your personal inclinations. I don't have the feeling that I'm that far along. Will it help me to direct my attention to the attention?

Jan: If you have recognized yourself as attention and can direct it freely, separate from the 'body and the I-happenings', then 'seeing' these shiploads of I's, is sufficient. Giving light through attention makes a ghost out of every I, and so you go beyond them or transform them only by seeing them.

After all inclinations have been seen - it can often take a little longer before you have recognized and illuminated all the little good and bad I's - the attention gets its natural being there more and more, until there is nothing more to see besides the attention itself. And then the little story is done.
Making all the little I's in us visible, is the most difficult part, especially the good and holy little Jan's were more difficult for me to go beyond than the jealous and false Jan's. Even more difficult is seeing in practice that the little I's in you are the same as those of your neighbors, whatever kind soul or villain they are.
If you are free from your body and all the outer and inner I's, then only the one that we are shines forth.

In conclusion 

Johan: By the overwhelming experience of self-realization clarity came into my life. At first I didn't believe that following up with spiritual exercises was necessary. Now I see that in situations I still regularly react out of worry or anxiety... If I succeed in remaining clear and attentive in conflict situations, then there is no question of reacting 'personally'. Some situations still irritate me and then the identification with worry or anxiety is too strong to let go of. Something in me knows certainly that the haze 'I am Johan van der Kooij' will finally not survive the light, but the tendency to claim races along for a while, like a football that you have kicked rolls along for a time. When the ball lays still the eye for the clear light arises. Also there I see the inclinations of this little bundle of thoughts (the little I) that still dances its dance. But the center of gravity has however definitely and unchangeably come to lie in being. 

Jan: Sometime I say: if you have recognized the taste of coffee as the unchanging, then you can still enjoy coffee with milk and sugar without losing touch with the taste of pure coffee. Love is the freedom of being everything, that burns unchangingly in the experience which we are and goes from conception and maintenance to dissolution again. Then you see that consciousness is playing with itself and is in fact 'the seventh day' in which Shiva standing still is dancing with itself... 
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[Johan van der Kooij & Jan van Delden, april 2003]
Seeing
Do I see what I see or what I think I see?
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 Has it ever happened to you that you read a sentence that looking back did not exist at all? Or, that you saw objects or people who were not there? Absorbed in our thoughts we project our thoughts on the perception. It is mostly an innocent and entertaining mistake that illustrates that we are actually not neutral but are continuously interpreting.
However, this projecting is much less innocent if it doesn't concern a text or an object but myself. How do I see myself? What picture of myself do I carry? Is it the image that I see in the mirror? Or how I think others see me (from a distance)? Or how I look in a picture (which is of course taken from a distance)? And, what do people mean when they claim to come closer to themselves? How close to yourself can you actually come? What or who am I at 0 cm distance?

Headless
This sort of questions kept Douglas Harding busy, when he made a walk around sixty years ago as a soldier in the Himalayan Mountains. When he stopped thinking for a moment and really looked he came to a bewildering discovery. He writes about this as 'the most beautiful day of my life' in his book 'On having no head'.
Here is his account:
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'What actually happened was something absurdly simple and unspectacular: just for the moment I stopped thinking. Reason and imagination and all mental chatter died down. For once, words really failed me. I forgot my name, my humanness, my thing ness, all that could be called mine. Past and future dropped away. It was as if I had been born that instant, brand new, mindless, innocent of all memories. There existed only the Now, that present moment and what was clearly given in it. To look was enough. And what I found was khaki trouser legs terminating downwards in a pair of brown shoes, khaki sleeves terminating sideways in a pair of pink hands, and a khaki shirtfront terminating upwards in - absolutely nothing whatever! Certainly not in a head.
It took me no time at all to notice that this nothing, this hole where a head should have been, was no ordinary vacancy, no mere nothing. On the contrary, it was very much occupied. It was a vast emptiness vastly filled, a nothing that found room for everything - room for grass, trees, shadowy distant hills, and far above them snow peaks like a row of angular clouds riding the blue sky. I had lost a head and gained a world.
It was all, quite literally, breathtaking. I seemed to stop breathing altogether, absorbed in the Given. Here it was, this superb scene, brightly shining in the clear air, alone and unsupported, mysteriously suspended in the void, and (and this was the real miracle, the wonder and delight) utterly free of "me", unstained by any observer. Its total presence was my total absence, body and soul. (...)
There arose no questions, no reference beyond the experience itself, but only peace and a quiet joy, and the sensation of having dropped an intolerable burden.' (1)
This is the description that Harding gives of his discovery. No matter how 'mysterious' the discovery was, the perception was simple, clear and direct and not a kind of dream or insanity. Whereas before there was the vague idea of a somebody staring at the world out of two eyes, there appeared now to be an immense window, wide open, without a frame and without someone looking through it...

Is that not true for all of us?

Well, you can try it out immediately. The only thing we need to do is really look and forget for a moment what we think we are (a human being with a head and two eyes). Turn the memory, imagination and belief off for a moment. Stop the thinking for a moment, the judging, the comparing and come to pure seeing.
A small 'exercise' may help.

The pointing finger

We use our index finger to better see what we see, a bit like a child who follows the words with his finger while learning to read. This pointing hand, much used in commercials, rouses all kinds of feelings. What is it actually pointing at? Let's test it out with a small detour. (Attention: just reading it is useless, you have to really do it!)

[image: image10.jpg]


Point to the wall in front of you ... see how massive and impenetrable it is. Lower your finger slowly until it points to the floor... see the structure, the color...
Now turn your pointing hand until it indicates your feet... your legs...your chest ...stop again and again see what you see a non-transparent surface, with color, with form, with boundaries, impenetrable... in short: a 'thing'.
Finally point with your finger above your chest, to your face, to your eyes - or even better, to the place where people say that they find these things...
Where is your finger pointing then? Are you pointing to a thing? An object with form and color? Something with boundaries? A closed surface?
Or do you instead find the absence of all these things?
See how wide it is on your side of the pointing finger, how deep, how high. How transparent, and how open!
And see: just because it is so empty of all things, how free it is for all things. See how full it is of the whole colorful spectacle: the wall, the window and everything in it, the floor, your legs, your body and the pointing hand itself. See how this not-something (this no-thing) is at the same time all the things that it contains.
Have you ever been anything else?

What moves?

Boundless space that moves seems like nonsense. Things, people, animals, cars all move, but emptiness? Let's test it out. Think about it: direct experience, not from memory, no imagination, no belief. See what you see, not what you have learned to see! 

Stand straight up and direct your index finger again to the place from which you look - your faceless face - and notice how this place is wide open and free. Simultaneously remain looking to the things outside (among others your pointing finger) and inside to the absence of things here and begin slowly to rotate on your axis.
What is moving?
Isn't it the room that rotates, walls, ceiling, windows, pictures?
And are you not the unmoving space in which the movement happens?
If you in the near future take a trip with a car or train, see how the landscape moves: trees and towers in the distance very slowly, the houses close by a bit faster, the light poles and road signs very fast. And, notice how it is impossible for you - the real you - (the First Person) - to move even one centimeter.

Profound

Douglas Harding has invented a great number of similar 'consciousness exercises' to discover this central Emptiness, that is at the same time Fullness. Actually, he prefers to talk about tests or experiments, because he insists that one should work in a critical, scientific way. No belief, no external authority: only you are in a position to say what you find in your 'center'. To accomplish this he uses all kinds of aids to outwit 'Big Brother' (your learned conditioning). Little mirrors, paper cylinders, cut cartons, are the 'instruments' with which he creates an unfamiliar situation in which we can better see what we see, and not what we have been taught. 

This is only about SEEING and not about what you feel or think about it. Feelings, (no matter how pure) and thoughts (no matter how deep) belong to the ever-changing objects of consciousness. They come and go. However, this is about the 'Background' that we actually and always are. This perceiving into the Openness can always take place in every moment, in every mood you might be in and wherever you might be. In this sense it is just, 'closer to yourself than your breath'. No mystical experience. No peak experience, rather a valley experience says Harding. 

Nevertheless this 'in' seeing (this looking inward) should not be underestimated. Whoever takes it seriously - and thus goes for what he sees and not what he thinks he sees - gets an entirely different perspective. Where previously I saw myself as a tiny puppet walking around in an immense world, I now see that the world actually appears in me, in this immense Space. Things and people, but also emotions, get another place. The questions that life asks get their proper place. They appear here in the Openness, where they cannot threaten anyone. 'The solution to your problems is to see who has them' says Ramana Maharshi.
Also, the relation with others gets a new meaning. In the usual use of language, one speaks of a 'face to face' meeting, or an 'eye to eye' conversation. As if I, from behind my two eyes look at the other there who is also behind his two eyes. Object opposite to object, symmetric. That is what we imagine, mislead by language. However, whoever really looks notices a totally different situation that is not at all symmetric. The face of my friend there appears in the Openness here ('face to no-face'). The imaginary screen disappears. Confrontation changes to recognition. The recognition of oneself in the other. The exchanging of each other's faces. If that isn't love...!

The 'practice' of seeing

Of course this demands that you don't halt at this first glimpse. This evolution is not just thrown in your lap. Most probably it calls up many resistances in the beginning. After all, it puts a bomb under our safe I-image (the fictitious person that we have built up in the middle of our universe). This demands a kind of practice. A becoming aware with which this new seeing (and this is to be taken literally: the visual seeing) becomes the rule rather than the exception. 

Harding speaks about looking in two directions: outward and inward. Therein one can see over and over again that 'that there' appears in 'this here' (2). In addition, 'that there' is not only the outer landscape of people and things, but just as much the inner landscape of thoughts and feelings. 'This here' is the conscious Emptiness, the Openness, the blank screen on which the film of the world is rolled out. Here and There are at the same time completely opposite and nevertheless entirely one:
Because here I am formless and without color, it is possible that forms and colors appear.
Because here I am motionless, it is possible that movements appear.
The silence here is the always-present background of the sounds that resonate therein.
In That which has no feeling or thoughts, the changing feelings and thoughts can make themselves known, without leaving a trace behind. 
I have to be free of whatever I take in: the cup has to be empty to allow it to be filled. This seeing again (rather than knowing) is the 'meditation' that Harding proposes. It is a meditation for being on the way. Seeing how the busyness of the shop street passes by in my emptiness. How the sounds of the marketplace appear in my silence. How the landscape along the way races by in my immobility. How the small bounded face of my friend appears in this unlimited space. Everywhere and always this seeing can be of service.

Also in difficult moments. After all, 'here' in my center I have nothing to lose and there is no one who can be injured. Fear, frustration, shame, rage... are seen in their proper place (namely outside the center) and because of that consciously allowed, so that they can lose their sharpness in this way. 

Still, that first 'seeing' remains the certain compass that cannot be improved or replaced. It is not to be remembered and thus also not to be guarded. 'Seeing' always happens now and asks that you are ready to open yourself for what is now, without pre-conditions. 

'I gain nothing from seeing Who I am, yet I gain everything. This seeing is not to be practiced yet it requires lifelong vigilance and dedication. It's no task at all, yet the hardest of tasks. There is nothing to do, yet all to do. It's the very end, yet the beginning of the Way'. (Douglas Harding). 
[Raf Pype]

-------------

(1) 'On having no Head' pub. Shollond Trust Publications, 87B Cazenove Road, London N16 6BB. Tel & Fax: 020 8 806 3710, www.headless.org
(2) The reader should understand that words such as 'that there', 'this here', 'center' are not used as ordinary indications of place. In direct seeing every distance between the object (or the other) and myself simply disappear

Responsibility

Language can create many misunderstandings because words always refer to an experience or an object that can be experienced. A word is therefore a label with which an object or phenomenon is indicated, never the phenomenon itself. The menu (word) is never the dish (the object that can be experienced) . How can you explain in words how rosemary tastes? That can not be explained with words. Taste a bit and we (think ) we know what rosemary is. Naturally we know absolutely nothing, we have only had an experience that we call tasting. No matter how much information you may have gathered about rosemary, making a single seed of it is impossible. This intelligence comes out of another realm. There no language exists. That intelligence creates countless complex things, as we can see in nature, but without operating manuals. What creates is the source, the absolute where all differences and manifestations are transcended. In the relative world there are differences, contrasts and opposites by means of which the manifestation is made possible and able to be experienced. Of course, the distinction between the absolute and the relative is artificial because the source contains everything and the creation of the relative world cannot exist separate form the source, just as a shadow cannot exist without the sun.

Language belongs to the relative and is a means for exchanging information: useful, but nevertheless limited to making communication possible. Language is certainly useful for practical existence, where we want to, or have to, give each other concrete messages such as 'can you hand me that book', or 'watch out there's a car coming'. But to let each other know with the use of language what Unity or Truth is, or the Source of all Being out of which all phenomena arise is impossible. But we have no other tool, we have to make do with it. Whoever is silent speaks no untruth, but a blank page is of no use if we want to discuss the theme of 'responsibility'. 

Source, Truth, Unity Consciousness or whatever label you want to give it is the capacity to perceive the self-created, relative or apparent reality, a capacity that is itself beyond every perception. If it were perceivable, then it would be a phenomenon and as a consequence not the Source. The eye can see everything except itself. 

This essay is devoted to 'Responsibility'. The intention is to approach the concept of 'responsibility', which is a relative concept, a label, from the absolute standpoint (from the Source). To avoid as much as possible any misunderstandings I will begin with a dictionary definition of 'responsibility'. This is what the dictionary says:
Responsibility = Being responsible: obligation to account for one's behavior. Having responsibility for something, take it on one's self, demand, deny. Synonym: able to respond.

Other related connotations:
Responding: 

1. responding, accounting for, justifying

2. responsibility, accountability, justification

3. liability

The most important meanings are thus to account for, accountability, obligation to clarifying and especially justifying behavior and being able to respond to questions such as 'why' and 'how'.
This means giving a justification. None of these concepts can be separated from 'guilt' or 'merit', which a person can be made accountable for. If someone does something that is approved within a large circle of people, then one can speak of merit and generally that does not bring so many problems, at the most perhaps some jealousy, but with a bit of effort that can be masked. 

It is different if certain behavior results in damage or if this behavior is considered to be harmful in some other way. Then we immediately bring up the question of guilt. With every 'mishap' of some proportion there are two questions which are always asked first: How could this have happened, and who is responsible? In law these questions are of course very important because for liability it is necessary that someone is held liable in order to recover the damages. That is how the human mind is put together: somehow or other, someone has to be the guilty, if only to be indemnified. The Dutch have a saying: 'Big bump, own fault' (you should have acted more responsibly). In law, the concepts of guilt and liability are strictly speaking different, but their relation cannot be denied. Liability can be the result of culpable behavior. 

Even in the case of natural catastrophes there is always the inclination to hold the government liable: they should have avoided the disaster, or they didn't begin the rescue work quickly enough. There shall be and there has to be someone responsible, or made responsible. We seem to find it very difficult to accept setbacks, and have to assign guilt to someone who behaved irresponsibly. That could be an individual or the government, but naturally you can accuse yourself and go further bowed under guilt feeling. 'Thy will be done' has a limited life time: until Sunday after church. I noticed that this concept is seldom applied to the practice of living. 

Thus, we see that a relation exists between: good/bad, a person and irresponsible behavior (guilt). We find people who display irresponsible behavior guilty because we are of the opinion that they had the choice to not behave badly (thus responsibly). Person, guilt and 'free' will come together here. Personal guilt can only exist if:

· a person exists;

· if there is freedom of choice for that person;

· if a distinction can be made between good (responsible) behavior and bad (irresponsible) behavior. 

It already begins to become a bit slippery. Whether or not behavior can be labeled good or bad is for a great deal dependent on culture, time, circumstances and especially result. And, to make it even more radical: without Hitler no Churchill, without the English ruling in India no Gandhi, without apartheid no Mandela, without animal experimentation no medical progress. Also, without the completely understandable and valuable ideals of equality, there would be no left wing Marxist dictators, who as in Cuba still enslave the people. Whether you like it or not, the relative needs opposites. Good and bad are only opposites (such as light and dark, space and perceivable object) that that the Source uses to make possible it's conjuring up the appearance of a sensorial perceptible world. Take the opposites away and the world no longer exists. Good and bad are only relative concepts belonging to a relative world. Similarly, responsible behavior can only exist by grace of its opposite: irresponsible behavior. Good and bad are thus extremely relative concepts and to quote Shakespeare: 'Nothing is either good nor bad, but thinking makes it so.' At this moment of writing an acquaintance of mine is taking completely irresponsible action: mountain climbing. Undoubtedly from his point of view he will insist that only extremely disciplined and responsible behavior the mountain can be conquered. My acquaintance and I think differently about the same.

Then the freedom of choice: earlier (in other little articles) I have argued that for any action to take place we are dependent on an impulse that sets us into motion. We have absolutely no control over this impulse and our freedom of choice is hard to find. Whether this impulse is a mechanical reflex (the hand you pull back if the water out the faucet is too hot) or a thought that indicates that one action is more attractive than another: these are forces that come from 'outside' the person. Even the most rationally made decision, was finally dependent on a number of criteria that determined the choice. And, it would be too far fetched to claim that you are your criteria. So who actually decides, you or your criteria?

Finally there is the question of what a person actually is? Whatever it is, it is in any case a phenomenon, because we can look at it, it is an object with observable behavior. But what kind of an object is an object that can't make any distinction between good and bad: after all, that distinction is arbitrary and highly subjective as we have seen. And what is a person if it is completely dependent on reflexes and criteria for its choices? These criteria all stem from upbringing and background. I don't want to get involved in the nature/nurture controversy here, but it seems reasonable to claim that you have not much control over the one or the other, over your genetic programming or your upbringing and background.

To summarize: a person is an object, a phenomenon without freedom of choice, who thinks that it can know what is good and what is bad and above all imagines that it has freedom of choice. What the person or the ego does not want to see is that it is only an apparent object, that is called into life by the Source as a dream projection and just like a shadow lacking any independent existence. If you dare to recognize that you cannot be what you perceive (you can perceive a floor lamp, but you are not the floor lamp, not even if you are 'enlightened' ), then simply you cannot insist that you are a person. After all, you can look at your own person and even be surprised about your 'own' (responsible or irresponsible) behavior.

Thus, if there is no freedom of choice, if a person is a perceptible projection, who then is responsible for what? The Source, Consciousness, God, the Energy, the mysterious Witnessing conjures up the world as it is, for whatever reason, if there is indeed a reason and if so we cannot know it, because we are the Source itself. The eye can not look at itself. If there someone or something responsible then it certainly has to be the source, in which the relative, apparent world appears.

Do we then have to accept all behavior? Do we have to observe any behavior meekly in a sort of fatalistic state? The mistake one makes in this kind of thinking is that these questions are asked by a 'person'. We are then forgetting that a person cannot avoid asking these questions if they emerge in him. Furthermore these questions arise implicitly from the idea that there is a choice between acting and not acting, reacting or not reacting. And that is just the point: the choice is not there. If someone is hitchhiking then apparently there are two choices, but there is only one (relative) reality, one outcome: you either offer him transport of you don't. What it will be is what it has become, because it could not be any other way. Whether you confront the bully misbehaving in the subway or not: the decision has been made, even before it penetrates your consciousness. Suddenly you see that you flee or look the other way (shameful!). It could also happen that to your own surprise you fulfill a hero's role (fantastic!), about which you later will say; 'I never knew I was capable of doing this'.
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If you behave 'responsibly' then you need to be a bit humble, it is not your merit. If you behave 'irresponsibly', then I have compassion. because it will unavoidably cause suffering; for you or for someone else. But responsible behavior can only exist by the grace of its opposite: irresponsible behavior. You are not your behavior, we (you and me) are the source and in that realm all the opposites disappear. From the absolute (where no opposites exist) we perceive the relative world as it unfolds, over which the relative has no control. Whether you jump into the swirling river to save the drowning person putting your own life at risk, or you let him die a certain death, you will only come to really know when you are confronted with this situation and no second sooner. Responsible or irresponsible is not the question; accepting What-Is, in whatever way manifested, your 'personal' reaction included, that is what it is about. And for that there are no words. 

[Justus Kramer Schippers - February 2003 Costa Rica]

Eye to 'I'

Language is so funny and so inadequate. What does one take when one 'takes a photo'?
Taking pictures, is inextricably intertwined with 'the moment'. Bresson called it 'The Decisive Moment'. Advaita calls it 'The Now'.

Thinking about what I would write about this process it suddenly came to me that 'Existence' is the real photographer. This little 'I' here puts it's 'eye' to eyepiece.. looks, adjusts, focuses, chooses, sees something... pushes the button.. click .. the pixels sit in the box..
Later, when the photo is 'developed', or looked at on the computer screen there are many elements in the composition, and perhaps the very best, that were not seen by that little 'eye' at first glance. 
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In the photo above I was attracted by the gleaming coat that the woman is wearing, by her absolute stillness, her posture of waiting, her mood, her seeming aloneness. The poster on the wall that speaks of 'Zien', seeing in Dutch, almost escaped my attention at the time. I saw peripherally that it was there and part of the picture, but didn't realize it's relevance at that moment. Later I was amazed at the result, found it to be so fitting. 

Accident? That's just a word.
No shutter is fast enough to capture the moment, the instant, of the timeless here and now.
The light shines on 'objects' makes them seemingly visible, photographable, but the light itself can not be photographed. 

So, I'd like to say, Existence is a marvelous 'photographer'. The little 'eye' sees only a small portion of the existential 'picture', the All that is there.
Our perceptions are limited by mental filters, we quickly paste words and concepts on everything we see. 

The camera has no such limitations, it simply takes in everything in its field of focus without words or judgments. For the camera there is only light revealing objects. The light itself can only be 'seen' thanks to the objects it illuminates. It makes itself visible. 

One magic evening, I 'saw' my body as a man in a full length mirror in my bathroom, the identification was broken for an instant. It was there, present, without the thought of me looking at me, and I realized that I loved others but not myself. Suddenly it was as if all the energy I had been putting into the love of others came flooding back to me and with it a sense of my presence and the presence of all things in the manifest world. Everywhere I looked the presence was there. Smoking a cigarette I saw, with love, the presence of the curling smoke. In the kitchen the presence was in the steam arising from the kettle. 

Jacob Boehme was a shoemaker in Lutheran Germany, born in 1575. We know almost nothing of his early life, but we do know that when he was twenty four, he caught the reflection of the sun in a polished pewter dish, and was instantly plunged into an ecstatic vision. Boehme later wrote, "in one quarter of an hour I saw and knew more than if I had been many years together at a university." This unlearned man would spend the rest of his life attempting to describe in feeble and limited human language, what he saw in that pewter dish.
Many people have had such transforming 'experiences' of the presence. The book 'The Common Experience' by Cohen and Phipps has many accounts of such experiences collected for the Religious Experience Research Unit of Oxford University. 
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Our daily world is filled with light, gleaming, and reflecting, and casting shadows on the all too familiar corners of our kitchens. 

The presence can not really be photographed, but it calls, it wants to be seen and to reveal. A photograph can only hint at the presence of the light that makes it visible.

There is a meditation given by Osho from the ancient Hindu treatise the Vigyan Bhaurav Tantra in The Book of Secrets:
Shiva says,
Look lovingly on some object,
Do not go on to another object.
Here in the middle of the object - the blessing. 

Osho goes on to say:
'Have you ever looked lovingly at any object? You may say yes because you do not know what it means to look lovingly. You may have looked lustfully - that is another totally different thing. So first try to feel the difference.' 

I think by 'lustfully' he means much more than the obvious sexual dimension, I think lust here means wanting to make use of something, any use.
The light falls on objects, makes them visible, the eye sees, the heart moves in love, says yes to the image, the instant. There is a recognition, a spoor to follow, leading to the source of light behind both light and object.
Morning and evening seem to be the very best times to take photographs. The light is long and glancing, warm with the rays of sunlight almost saying: 'Here. Look, look at this. See me here.' 
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This scene met me one morning when I opened my door onto the hall. 

A moment in time, caught by the morning light. The next instant the figures move, the scene changes.
In fact 'I' was attracted at first only by the fall of the light. Existence placed the figures where they were, wove that momentary pattern.
Our eyes are needed by existence in order for it to see itself. In a sense that is existence looking at itself. Or to use that much overused word god looking at God and that is worship, existence worshipping itself. 

Love is attention. Attention is love.
The maker is visible in its creation. Our eyes are there to see that. And only our eyes can see that.
'You see', invites this stream, 'I hide nothing from you, I reveal my presence by my light.' 

And sometimes some bit of presence says like an eager kid: 'Hey Mister. Take my picture'. 
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[Sam Pasiencier, June 2003]

Mr. Beenther lost his senses

Mr. Beenther sat on the rocking chair on his porch and rocked and rocked.. He rocked slowly in the morning, and slower in the afternoon, but almost not at all in the evening before he went to bed, just to get up and go sit on his porch again in the morning. 

Sometimes there was wind, and sometimes rain, blue sky's and gray. Birds soared far overhead, and just there, far away by the horizon you could sometimes see a distant herd of sheep going by and hear the soft barking of the sheep dog. 

But Mr. Beenther noticed none of these. 

When people talked to him, as they had to sometimes, he would answer in grunts and growls and everybody knew what he meant: ‘Go way and don't bother me with your foolishness. I am thinking important thoughts.’ So they did go away, mostly. 

He grunted like he didn't care and kept on rocking, and thinking his endless important thoughts which were like a great big ball of twine all tangled in itself. He kept trying to untangle it. One thought jumping to another. He wanted to find a little loose end somewhere, certain that if he could find that then he could unwind the entire ball. One day he almost had it, something about what happened long ago when he saw how beautiful the light could be. ‘Yes’, he thought, ‘that's how it must be. Like the time he drove around that curve and saw that lovely little isle covered with pines, sitting there like a mirage on the lake with the distant mountains behind, and his whole being had tingled with waves of beauty’. 
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He was so busy with the memory of it that he didn't notice that his eyes had gone gazing far up the hill towards the herd of sheep, and then over the top where they saw the sheepherder and his beautiful dog and then just following the curve of the majestic hills they flew up to the top and could see the distant line of blue sea, and there up high some gulls just soaring. 

The ears then noticed that the eyes had gone and started following the sound of some birds chattering nearby, and then from that the baby crying in the house across the way, and further down the street a child was learning how to play the piano and the ears were delighted to hear the simple tunes, and then the playground where the children laughed, and then the crying woman in her house, and then the yelling of the market men. Further and further the ears roamed by themselves.
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The nose started to feel all alone wondering where his friends the eyes and ears had gone. It was summer and the air was filled with smells of pine woods, and flowering meadows, and water, and from a church nearby the smell of incense, and the smells of all the vegetables and fruits in the market stalls. The smell was almost drunk with these. 

Further and further the senses traveled, and Mr. Beenther didn't even notice they were gone. It was just like people sometimes said about him, that he had lost his senses. 

What a day the senses had. Colors and sounds and smells. Bells: camel bells, temple bells, church bells, Swiss cow bells with their mellow clank and wooden bells in Africa. Gamelans in Bali, shouts and songs and Tibetan monks blowing on their giant horns, and didgeridoos. So many sounds, no end of sounds, beer barrels rolling on the ground and falling trees and everywhere the shush, shush whisper of the old women in the churches and the mosques. 

Flowers smells and stable smells. The deep smell of the sea and of the river flowing into it, and of the fishes in the market stalls, and of the perfumes in the shop and of the leather at the shoe makers. The nose was in the seventh heaven, 

What sights there were. A string of ants carrying their precious cargo, and the child just sitting there with wonder in its eyes watching fascinated. The dust motes swimming in the cathedral light beaming through the stained glass windows. The gleam of brass bowls being washed there by the well. 

All day and almost all the night the senses roamed. 

But with the darkness of the night, and just before the dawn, they all began to feel futile and empty. ‘What is the use of all this beauty?’ they thought, ‘with no one to experience it and no companions’. 

And one by one they decided to return to their quiet life in Mr. Beenther. 

They tried to come back into him as quietly as possible so as to not disturb their old friend. 

But, with the return of his hearing Mr. Beenther heard the crowing of the rooster as he hadn't‘ done in years. He sat up straight and looking up saw the vanishing of the starry night and the glimmer of the sunrise tinting the sky pink. And with a gasp of joy the smell of the dew went from his nose straight into his swelling heart and he felt the ecstasy of life and as if drunk, he jumped up from his rocking chair and danced a welcome to the brand new day. 

Everyone said that Mr. Beenther had come back to his senses. 

But he knew better and was evermore grateful that his senses had come back to him. 

The end 
and the beginning… 

[Sam Pasiencier - illustrations: Silja]
The eternal fight against evil

If you are a faithful reader of 'spiritual' journals you are probably interested in personal growth and expanding your consciousness. You want to learn how to improve your communication with your fellow people, or you are desperate to find peace within yourself. Or maybe you want to do something about the injustice in this world, maybe you want to work on a better society. Or you feel you should help other people on an emotional or even spiritual level. 

It might also be that your motivation is a personal problem: you have a physical complaint that you can't solve. Maybe you need an emotional release and you are looking for a way to get free of it. If you consult the publicity available on this subject, the paths offered are very promising: 'follow the path of intuition', 'solve your problems by living in the here and now', 'develop your higher capacities', 'work with the group of souls', 'obtain insights into your functioning, your talents and your problems using astrology', and so forth. You are invited 'to live from your heart and not from your head', 'to have the courage to deal with certain shadow sides of yourself' , develop 'the art of reading toes' or learn to 'communicate from heart to heart'. 

Some of the above named therapies or courses promise you healing. Others pretend to lead you to liberation. It is true that they can reduce your feelings of incompleteness and discontent. Maybe they can make you stronger, more peaceful, healthier, more open, more conscious. But all these techniques and books assume that there is something wrong with you as you are. Or that something is wrong with other people, as is the case in therapy. Suppose you are therapist, you start with the idea that there is something wrong with the other person and that something can and should be done about that. Although I don't want to criticize those therapies (or therapists), I want to see if things really work that way. 

What amazes me is that a lot of people seem to suffer from the 'judgment syndrome'. In medical textbooks the word 'syndrome' means a complex of symptoms or complaints that are described by one word. It's not always clear how such a syndrome appears or how the different symptoms are related. For example, the 'Meniere syndrome' describes people who complain about dizziness. The 'Gilles de la Tourette syndrome' describes those who suffer from uncontrollable movements. Of course, the 'judgment-syndrome' is not described in the medical literature. The 'judgment-syndrome' refers to those who suffer from judging/or being judged. 

We have all been programmed since childhood by our parents, educators and teachers to make distinctions. We all need this knowledge in order to function in society, of course. We have to learn a number of rules for practical reasons, indeed. As a result, we know we have to stop for a red light and to drive on if the light is green. Stopping for a red light is labeled as 'good' and passing a red light is labeled as 'bad'. There is nothing wrong with such conditioning. Thinking in terms of good and bad can be practical but this coin has another side too. The conditioning usually goes much further than just the practical arrangements of our everyday life. From 'distinguishing between read and green' we go to labeling 'red' as bad and 'green' as good. That is where the trouble starts. We apply our knowledge about red and green to areas where it may not be suitable. We judge or condemn people, phenomena or situations based on our own value system. We pass very quickly from witnessing to judging. So we reject everything which is red, and approve of or stimulate everything which is green. And, if we look at the history of mankind for the last two thousand years, we see that a great part of human behavior is dedicated to the battle against evil. 

The question is not only whether that battle against evil has been effective, but the question is rather: is there actually something like good and bad, or does that idea only exist in our mind? When we take a closer look at what people see as good or bad, we notice a lot of cultural differences. In other words: good and evil are quite relative. It is obvious that society needs a minimum of judgment to function properly, and on that level it certainly has its value. I don't want to question that. Justice won't be possible without thinking in terms of good and bad. There is no doubt about that. But the question is whether all this judging does us any good on a personal or spiritual level. I would like to focus on that issue now. It is amazing indeed to see how deeply the 'judgment-syndrome' is incorporated into our thinking. We are so familiar with it that we are no longer aware of it. There are (seem to be) good and bad thoughts, good and bad feelings, good and bad actions. And because we project a 'doer' into it all, a person who is responsible for his deeds, people are soon categorized as 'the good guys' on the one hand and 'the bad guys' on the other. Even the fairy tales usually have some personification of evil, and in such a story there is again the struggle against evil. Our society sometimes seems to be dominated by this eternal struggle between good and evil. 

The question is now whether all that fighting against evil is not an endless process. Suppose we were to quit putting labels on the people around us, wouldn't that bring us peace of mind? Suppose we no longer listen to the voices that suggest there is something wrong with anger or hate, wouldn't that bring us more peace? If all these internal dialogues would come to rest, maybe we would indeed live in peace with ourselves and our fellow humans. 

The division between good and evil is also prominent on the spiritual level. Positive energy versus negative energy, good spirits versus bad spirits, white magic against black magic, and so forth. And so we go to war against blocks in the body, against negative influences, against negative emotions. All these methods may indeed bring temporary relief, but will the process ever end? Isn't there an underlying block behind every block? Isn't every struggle against evil a struggle itself? It is like fighting a dragon in which two new heads appear as soon as you cut his head off.
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Maybe this story sounds a bit disappointing, as if all our efforts to create a better world are useless anyway. Wouldn't this lead to laziness and indifference? Let me tell you that there is another way of looking at this story. What is interesting is that everyone has the possibility of stopping judging. Just as people quit smoking you can quit judging and criticizing. As a result, a natural state of peacefulness and fluidity may arise, simply because you are freed from an old conditioning. There is just what there is and that can include being active. Allowing everything to be as it is doesn't mean that you have to be in a state of peace and love. When anger or jealousy arise these are also witnessed without judgment or resistance. Even if the old habit of judging itself arises it is again witnessed with a smile. 

It is like being aware without interference, or 'being a witness without judging'. It is about simply being. Then all that is left is 'what is'. This 'Beingness' doesn't originate from restlessness nor from a battle against evil, it is just naturally available from a Oneness with what is without there being anyone who can lay claim on this Oneness.
For more information: www.kersschot.com
[Jan Kersschot]

Unity is not dependent on the disappearance of the person

Everyone knows moments when everything seems to go by itself. Maybe you are playing some sport and everything, really everything seems to succeed . Actions are completed spontaneously and without effort. The same can happen for example when you are making music. After years and years of practice you can sometimes suddenly experience that the music happens as if by itself. You become as it were the witness of a happening in which no effort is needed. These moment also happen in relationships. Everything goes just as it goes and there is complete acceptance of the now. At such moments there is longer any question of 'someone' who is trying something. Rather it is more a question of witnessing an action that is taking place. 

There are spiritual currents that make this phenomenon of the absence of a doer the essence of their teaching, think of the archery, flower arranging, tea ceremony and calligraphy in Zen. One begins as a 'student' and along the way discovers that there is no 'doer' at all, and then the idea of being a student disappears. In other words the idea: that YOU are the one who 'does' something. Many meditation techniques are also directed towards the insight that there is 'no one' who meditates. 

Can we therefore now propose that entity arises as soon as the person disappears? No. There are moments that the doer appears, as in thinking. And there are moments when the doer remains behind. The Oneness in which everything appears is there in both cases. In the first case you are witness to a misunderstanding in thought, the 'doer'. In the second case you are witness to just doing. What it is all about is that the Unity that you are can never be disturbed or interrupted. It makes no difference to the Unity whether there is pure clarity about your real nature or misunderstandings
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Therefore, as long as you believe that there is a person, a thought process who could possibly stand in the way of the Unity, you are on the wrong track. There is never actually a person who could carry out actions. At most, an action can occur and afterwards the thought 'I did that'. Seeing the thought for what it is, is insight. 

Unity is not dependent on the disappearance of the person, because Unity is the only independent thing that there is. The appearance of a person does not mean an interruption in the Unity. Thus, you can never be pulled out of your Unlimited-ness by Unity. Sometimes I hear people saying: 'I got carried away by my thoughts', but that is completely impossible. Otherwise how could it be possible that you can recall that entire 'carried away story' so well afterwards? Because you can't switch off that being a witness. You are always the Unity.

[Jan Koehoorn
Peak

A conversation between mountain and mountain climber

1. 'I have stood on many peaks, in all the mountain ranges in the word. Have reached everything, the unfulfilled feeling remained. But now, so it seems, I have found the ultimate mountain. It was suddenly there. Irresistibly I was drawn to it. Mountain of mountains, I will master you'. 

2. 'On my mountain you forget what you have learned. Your experiences don't count. Your equipment is worthless. Climb theory, I laugh about it. You arrive at the top with empty hands. I will teach you what real climbing is.'

3. 'Climbing with empty hands, that time is past. Good material, that is the basis. Super lightweight to the top. This time completely alone, without help. With the newest novelties. The sponsors guaranteed it. Supplies via guided mini helicopters, the ‘newest of the new'.

4. 'Lovingly I allow the climber up to my sides. I teach him two facts: you climb here and now and you always see that you climb. There is only climbing and resting. He will realize that he is no climber. I will stimulate him to converse with me, to give up reticence and to let go of everything that he knows, because past experiences are no guarantee for the future.'

5. 'I don't know what is going on. It seems it all doesn't make sense any more. So much experience and still it seems as if it falls short. Or it doesn't entirely work anymore. My climber’s feeling abandons me sometimes. Solutions for problems, and there were plenty of those, don't come as quickly as before. I see myself doubting more. Equipment burdens me sometimes.'

6. 'Detachment is happening already. He is not climbing a route, so as he still thinks. I intervene, push him if he needs to be pushed, offer resistance if he needs to be slowed down. I change the landscape, the weather, and I keep repeating: how is it here/now? Stop fighting yourself. Don't climb is my ultimate advice. There is no climber. And that I repeat endlessly.'

7. 'Now I am leaving the last base camp on my way to the top. Damn bloody awful mountain keeps changing. But I am beginning to love him. Without him I am nothing. Remarkable, if I don't try to climb I have more energy. Therefore I have left part of the equipment behind. I have been plagued the last few days by a constant stream of thoughts and feelings about previous trips. I begin to see that now. Will it finally become clear to me why I am climbing? I enjoy the silence more and more and I can't remember previous trips. The silence and the mountain creep into me'.

8. His energy is becoming free now and therefore he doesn't climb with a goal, but just for the sake of climbing. He is beginning to realize that there is actually no climber, but the silence of the mountain carries him and propels him. He has never been able to surrender to the mountain. The mountain was always an enemy that had to be conquered. The distinction between mountain and climber is falling away. The peak is no longer an issue. Not climbing his system floats along.'

9. 'The peak is reached. It was different than expected. I have more the feeling that the peak has reached me instead of the other way around. Not climbing helps immensely, through that it goes by itself. The mountain carries me forward. I am the mountain and the mountain is me. Now I have to return, in the silence to let the not climbing go on working during the descent. Remaining here on top is not an issue. Descending along the same base camp is no longer possible. The heavy reaction remains, seemingly I have to work through a lot, but it may be there, just as the mountain maybe.'

10. 'He has realized what he actually is; the mountain, the silence, not the climber. It is clear for him that he must return on the other side. It happens by itself. He lets the fundamental change be seen. Everything that his system shall still undertake will come form the silence of the mountain. And the mountain of mountains, appear to be only a grain of sand in space.' 

11. 'For the first time in a descent I am conscious of the muscles that need to work. But I realize that it is always the same muscles regardless of the action that arises. Not climbing I descend towards the bottom. ‘It becomes clearer with every step’, to put it that way. I am no longer so overpowered by fear, sadness or loneliness. It happens sometimes, but it is allowed to be there, I can remain looking. Stillness has become my base camp.
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12. 'My love of the mountain and what it has taught me become ever greater. And still I know that I have to leave the mountain soon. What I have realized I will never lose again. The feeling of the total OK-ness of everything and everyone hangs like a cloud of knowing around me'.

13. 'The climber is the mountain, the mountain is the climber. The mountain searching for itself has found itself. The climber no longer rejects the mountain. And he realizes in great thankfulness that the change would not be possible without the mountain. It has made him strong. Through the many changes on its faces he has developed strength, that is as solid as the silence.'

14. 'I stand at the foot of the mountain with empty hands. I have left everything behind. I no longer know the way I have followed. I never came back, I never went up the mountain.'

15. 'The OK-ness of existence rumbles through him. He no longer hides his light under a basket. It may shine freely for everyone, that is his and everyone's birthright.'

[Richard van de Waarsenburg, March 2003]

Richard van de Waarsenburg (Helmond 1947)
works as a publisher of educational children's products. A long and exhausting search (via Lectorium Rosicrucianum, Alexander Smit, Barry Long) brought him home by Hans Laurentius.
Row, row, row your boat. Gently down the stream.
Merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily. Life is but a dream.
Amigo talks with Leo Hartong (Amsterdam, 1948), author of Awakening to the Dream* 

Why is the title of your book Awakening to the Dream and not Awakening from the dream?
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Leo Hartong: Awakening to the dream is like lucid dreaming. You wake up in a dream and realize that you're dreaming and then carry on with your dream. Even when you see that life is like a dream it nevertheless carries on. At that point you have awoken to the dream; that's what I mean. 
You could say: 'It is clear that it is but a dream, so if I know that, I am awake', but the film continues anyway. It does not all come to a stop. There isn't a flash of white light wherein everything disappears.

So you have 'awakened'. Did any specific thing happen? Would you talk about it?

The idea that it is possible for someone to wake up is nonsense. An awakened person is a paradox. The awakened Self is not a person. There is the clarity that there is no one to awaken. So it is not about freedom for the ego, but about freedom from the ego. But the show continues, the apparent characters continue to play their part. 

So you don't feel that something is different - that your life has changed?
It feels different. Somewhat like having been watching a movie and being hypnotized in believing that what I see is real and then suddenly coming out of the hypnosis. The movie continues in the same way. So nothing has really changed and everything has changed. The sense of reality, or intensity has gone out of it. It doesn't refer back to a central point, or a 'me' to whom it all seems to be happening. Everything simply happens and if you want to bring a 'me' into this picture, then we can say it happens AS me and not with me or by me. The only real identity is totality. It doesn't belong to anybody and it isn't some new discovery either. 
When you look at an Escher picture it may all of a sudden seem to turn inside out. Nothing has changed in the picture, but something has shifted in your perception of it. At this point you could say everything has changed, or nothing has changed.

Does your wife feel that you've changed?

She might... but that could be because... getting older, getting milder... (later we ask his wife Bertje and she replies: 'He is less confronting, milder, his reactions aren't as strong as they used to be.')

Alexander Smit would say: the sting's been taken out. You are less of a prick?

Yes, I'm less of a prick. I don't take everything that seriously anymore. Now you could of course say: who is this 'I' who does or does not take life so seriously, but that also disappears. It is not given much importance any longer. It's just grammatically easy to say I. 
You see it happen. 
You have always seen it, but the attention was somewhere else. It is a lot like SEEING. When I talk about seeing I usually start to describe WHAT I see, oh those trees, they look beautiful, or the fire in the fire place, but the seeing itself remains invisible. And suddenly I realize that in fact SEEING is the essence and not that which I see. What I see keeps changing. One moment it could be something beautiful, the next something ugly, but the SEEING itself, the essence, does not change. SEEING has been there all along, but the attention was not on seeing, but on that which was seen. 
When that is noticed, then I realize something which in fact has been so all along. There never was a moment of not seeing. SEEING has been constantly present, only the accent was on what was seen instead of on the seeing itself.

Is it beyond words?

That makes it sound like as if it is complicated. The beauty of a rose cannot be measured and certainly not with a yardstick. When you try to do that, you might after some time conclude that it is very difficult to measure the beauty of the rose, but a yardstick will never do the job. It is the wrong tool. In a similar way the mind is not able to grasp THAT in which it appears. 
The mind appears in Awareness like a fish appears in water. The mind thinks it is aware, but it is the other way around; there is awareness of the mind. Something is aware of the mind. The mind believes/pretends to be the acting principle, the one who is in control.

Is there someone in your life that you would call a guru?

The guru doesn't have to be a person. Sometimes the guru can manifest as a person, but might as well appear as an apple falling on your head, a dog passing by, an illness or an unexpected stroke of good luck. 'Guru' is the teaching or inviting principle in life and it says: here it is, you are it, this is it. This can appear as Leo or Belle or as this story. It is the One Substance presenting itself in all kinds of shapes and forms.

What happened for you? 

First there was an overwhelming experience when I was 21 years of age. It was what has been called a 'peak experience' or an experience of 'cosmic consciousness.' Through this experience a lot of things just dropped away or, as I then thought, things fell in place. For example, I always assumed eternity to be a very long time, but then it was seen that it is the absence of time.

Did you use anything, like drugs, or did it simply happen?
Yes, LSD. It was a turning point for me. Due to circumstances I felt quite depressed that day. Everything I did or said seemed so fake. We were with a group of people, but I went upstairs by myself and randomly choose some music. It turned out to be the Beatle's album 'Let it Be' and the first thing I heard was: I've got a feeling, a feeling deep inside/ I've got a feeling, a feeling I can't hide - the depression lifted and there was an enormous sense of relief. All apparent opposites unified. What remained was presence. The universe appeared to be neither large nor small, it lacked a reference point to compare it to. It was clear that everyone actually new 'IT' but pretended not to know. The experience 'said:' All is One - and my conclusion was: Oh, when everything is One that means that I am part of that oneness and responsible for what happens and therefore I have to improve myself to be a better part of this totality.

Sounds dualistic.

Exactly. It was not completely clear. Real Oneness has no parts, you cannot be a part (apart) of it. A diamond may have facets, but no parts. For years that was the way I saw it, but there was an 'itch' in the back of my mind. First slowly, like the lifting of a mist, it dawned on me, then suddenly it was clear: IT is not about experiences, but about THAT which is aware of the experiences: the space in which it all occurs. Whether it is a peak experience, washing your hands, or stubbing your toe - it makes no difference to THAT in which it all appears. IT is the seeing rather than that what is seen. That is the shift.

The Beatles were singing what you already knew?

They were of course both: an expression and one of the driving forces of their generation, but as soon as IT is clear, everything and everyone says it! Not just the Beatles, but also the shopkeeper, handing you your groceries, saying, 'So, this must be it.' At that point you can hear it everywhere. When someone says 'here you are' then he says all there is to say.

What about the need to share this with someone? Was there anybody at that time, the sixties, for you to share it with or to ask guidance? Someone who really knew?

In those days there was Ram Dass. I had read his book 'Be Here Now.' He was visiting the 'Kosmos' in Amsterdam -in those days the only alternative/spiritual center. I ended up sitting next to him in the macrobiotic restaurant. There was this young man who said to me: 'Do you feel his warmth? Do you also sense his love?', but I couldn't really say I did. Ram Dass was talking about 'being here now' and I said something like 'Yes that is clear'. He gave me an intense look and said: 'Are you here now?' And I responded: 'Yes, where else could I be?' He turned away and continued the conversation with someone else saying: 'Yes, there are people who know this with their mind, but not with their heart.' At that moment I no longer felt attracted to a teacher/disciple relation.
Then there was a meeting in 2001 during the talks of Ramesh Balsekar in Germany. That was wonderful, very warm. There was a private meeting with Wayne Liquorman. I said: 'There are no questions I can think of as I have a complete intellectual understanding of what is being talked about here.' And Wayne answered: 'Yes, but you still say I understand.' Well, I thought, that's just grammatical, how else could I say it... but it 'stuck' with me, it kept coming back and triggered a clarity: There is no 'I' that understands this, there is just understanding, seeing and being. A small shift to how it already is.

Very important though.

It wasn't a 'big bang' it didn't have an enormous impact. Who is there to be impacted? Who can shout 'Eureka I've got it!' Then it would start all over again. I see Leo doing his thing, recognize that he has his way of doing things and that he has preferences for some things over other things. He eats this food rather than that food and he enjoys this film more than that one, but now there is something that sees Leo doing his thing and Leo is not taken so seriously any more. I am not identified as Leo, but know myself as That which sees Leo's coming and going.

With whom do you talk about these things?

Sometimes I talk with Tony (Parsons) and there are regular phone calls with Nathan Gill.

How did you meet with Tony Parsons?

I picked up a book, As It Is by Tony Parsons and for the first time in years there was this resonance, like I used to have with Alan Watts; especially with his book The Book On the Taboo Against Knowing Who You Are. 

I read Tony's book and it sort of rekindled the fire. I reread books like the Tao Te Ching and the Ashtavakra Gita; now it all seemed very clear. Then I became aware of Ramesh Balsekar, with his strong emphasis on 'non-doership' and it made a big difference: there is no 'I' doing it all and who is responsible as part of totality, as I had assumed. It just happens AS me instead of BY me. I have some more resonance with Nathan Gill who says 'as me' than with those who say 'through me.' Through me somehow suggest a separate entity - it gives me the feeling as if one is a hollow tube or bamboo reed through which God acts. When everything is One that difference cannot be made. This 'insight' is like that 'yes of course feeling’; one minute you're asking a question, then, when you get your answer, you say 'ah, yes, of course' which indicates that you in fact already knew the answer. So what has really changed in that instant?

When did you start writing?

Some time before I went to see Ramesh. It started slowly. From the moment I went to see him, and Wayne said 'You still say 'I' - 'I' have a complete understanding,'- from then on the book wrote itself.

Did you ever feel you were going crazy?

No.
I lived with junkies for some time...so I know what paranoia means.

Did you use drugs then? 

Yes, amphetamines... I don't like to indulge in a life story, but denying it will give it a lot of importance as well. While being a junky I saw many people flip out. Paranoia was an often used word. When there was too much or too little dope, people would, for example, see the carpet come alive with millions of small insects. They would look all over their body to be sure there weren't any crawling on or under their skin. I would see that kind of thing too, but I saw it as an optical illusion, as an effect of the dope. I did not get as involved as some of my friends. I also kicked the habit on my own; I did not end up in a clinic...

You kicked the habit on your own? That's quite something.

It's like entering no-man's land. Your social contacts are based on being a user. People outside that circle might know you, but as non-users they most likely don't want to get involved with you. So when you stop, your user friends react uncertainly, they don't really know what to do with you. Often the try to get you to start again, somewhat like, 'stay with us'.... They might offer you dope for free, where before you always had to pay. If you do not accept their offers, you end up in some sort of twilight zone - you're on your own. If you make it through that desert you emerge at the other side and you know what addiction is. 
Then you know it and you don't have to repeat it with alcohol or nicotine.

What about jail? You were in jail. How and why? What happened?

One day a friend and I boarded a train to Istanbul. We bought 2 kg's of hashish and returned to Amsterdam. We had stuffed the merchandise in two vases and shipped them back home. They were intercepted by customs. I got arrested and sentenced to a year in prison.

When was this?

Early seventies... In a way it was a good experience, because I already was fixing up. When I came out of prison I could tell by the look of my fiends what a difference a year of using makes. I did join them again though, because I did not want to be changed by 'the system.' But somehow my heart wasn't really in it any longer. It was an interesting period and 18 months later I stopped using.
Another thing I learned in prison was that it is possible to feel alright under shitty circumstances. Later I learned you can also feel shitty on a beautiful beach... It showed me how relative it all is. When you sit in the back of a prison truck, for a visit to the courthouse or something, you see people walking around, perhaps on their way to have a cup of coffee somewhere and often they don't take in their surroundings or with a grim look on their faces and I thought: 'people you don't know how lucky you are.' I assume it is something like not noticing your health until you know what it is to be in a hospital... 

But all this is just a story/drama; when we keep talking about that we miss the essence. Every story is a fantasy. It is the individual's story and that is not what this is about. The story is content: Awareness is That in which this content appears.
I do talk about it when it comes up, because if I don't it starts to lead a life of its own. It may seem as if I want to avoid it by using the non-dual perspective as an excuse to not talk about it. So I do mention it, it is there, but on the other hand I find it totally irrelevant. It doesn't matter what someone's story is.

The 'Direct Path' is direct because it offers no methods. The 'Progressive Path' is indirect and so the opposite, claiming one of more methods, exercises, practices. What would you do if people would come to see you, asking for guidance?

Each method is an illusion. It can be fun and it's OK, but who is on the way to what? As long as there is the belief that you are somebody on the way to something, you confirm the existence of a separate individual. Every step you take to reach IT, says that your separation is real and that you have to accomplish something. When this is seen through, then there is no you to do anything. There is no path leading to yourself and there is no way to get any closer. There is no I that - by accumulating merit via a process of becoming more and more spiritual - will finally reach the summit of spirituality... 'spiritual enlightenment.'

And yet many people think this way.

That's absolutely fine. In itself it can be a beautiful game and there are plenty of people who would rather do that instead of seeing-what-is; to the mind this 'seeing-what-is' may not seem very interesting. It is like space or silence and how would one describe that? The mind needs to be able to process words, sounds, pictures feelings or descriptions - and how would you describe space? How to describe silence? The mind says 'booooring, I would rather go and follow an interesting path, I will meditate and reach an exalted state and will have beautiful experiences.' Of course, wonderful experiences are available and possible, but that is not what this is about. Whatever experience arises, the stubbing of a toe or a wonderful meditation experience, there is something absolutely quiet that is aware of it. This silence is always one step before whatever it is that is perceived or experienced. To simply admit this and to say: 'although it has been an interesting experience, all this seeking has been futile' - this is something not everybody is ready to admit. As long as you want to continue as an 'I who has accomplished something' you're not ready to admit this.

I've always thought that the body dies the moment one knows what we truly are. Do you recognize that?

It did cross my mind once or twice; that when you go beyond a certain point it is all over, but it is only a metaphor for what really happens. It is the individual 'I' that's foreseeing its own death. I see it as metaphoric and as one of the ways by which the game continues itself. It creates a challenging wall and dares you to open the gate and go through it... And when you do, you find that there never was a door to go through. That's why Zen calls it 'the gateless gate.' When you stand in front of it you perceive a gate and if you dare you go through it. When you look back there never was a gate or someone to go through it; in reality there isn't even one to look back and so only the SEEING remains. And yes, it was always already so...

How do you feel about the war in Iraq?

Whatever happens, there is the recognition that it is an experience in space/time, with a beginning and an ending and I will not attempt to withdraw from such an experience by saying something like: 'oh, there is no life and there is no death'. The character Leo will be affected by such experiences. I would find it highly unpleasant to put my hand in the fire and that's an understatement. 
But THAT which is the experiencing, knows no rejection and has no preferences; it sees war take its course, but it also sees the new spring flowers blooming. In the larger scheme of things, war is not important. It is all the One Self appearing. The height of the mountain is the depth of the valley. Perfectly balanced and in the end it all adds up to exactly zero. However, would I find myself in a war zone, then I would do my utmost to get out of it. That's a healthy physical response, but that-what-I truly-am is not affected by it.

[Belle Bruins]

* 'Awakening to the Dream' will be published in English. For more information see Leo's website:: www.awakeniungtothedream.com

There isn’t anything to do about being, 
we are already doing it!
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[...] Could you please explain what you mean by 'consciousness'? 

I am using the word 'consciousness' to mean the field of awareness in which everything that we apprehend arises and passes away. Neither science nor philosophy has really come to grips with what consciousness is. We can see some of the effects of consciousness, much as we can 'see' the wind rippling the water of a lake. We can say, perhaps, what it is not, such as thought looking at thought, the watcher - a kind of facsimile of consciousness cooked up by thought. But the question of what consciousness is, is a profound question. We must hold it as a question and thereby outside of the known, if we hope to discover anything about it.

By holding the question as a perspective, do you mean exploring without reaching a conclusion? What is the difference between exploration and seeking? 

The sense of seeking often has the quality of something missing and with that, a projection of what completion would look or feel like. Carrying this template with us as we seek, we look for the parts or states that we imagine we need.
The sense of exploration is not really about acquisition at all. It is naturally interested regardless of what it discovers or doesn’t discover. This is possible only when the exploration comes from a perspective of wholeness, as the fragmented perspective will generally turn the whole thing into seeking.

Aren’t we after an impersonal I that is not I at all, but is all that is, as it is, including all thoughts, feelings, and actions excluding nothing, controlling nothing, changing nothing? 

We already have all that is, as it is. Part of that ‘as it is’ is that we are constantly struggling with our thoughts, feelings, and actions, and we love excluding things we don’t like, control anything we can overpower, and change whatever we can manipulate. The’as it is’ is painful. We want a better as it is, the kind described in the spiritual literature. In the mythology of spirituality, ‘as it is’ is a code word for the bliss of non-attachment. This spiritual fantasy would be more accurately described as ‘as it isn’t’. I don’t think there is any school of spirituality that is about achieving life as it isn’t, though. That probably wouldn’t market well.

* * *

There appear to be two schools of thought. One is like Krishnamurti’s, which implies free will for breaking through, and the other is like Balsekar’s, which says there is no free will and that all is pre-determined even the desire to break through. Somehow my instinct tells me that life is like an improvisation rather than a fixed script. While I once had a powerful experience of being lived by life, it still felt like an improvisation, a potential, rather than a fixed plan. This is also accords with quantum physics. What do you think? 

Thought always appears to have a choice. Thought’s essential function is to measure and predict, to present the best possibilities for our survival. In this respect, we live in a world of choosing. But this choosing, this free will, has a mechanical quality to it, and while it may appear to be free, it is free only to roam the confines of its conceptual interpretation.

Consciousness appears unconcerned with the choices that thought is so caught up in. Consciousness attends to the choosing of the conceptual world. It simply is. It is choice-less. Yet while this unmoving being-ness may appear to be uninvolved, it has a tremendously dynamic, transformative quality to it. It changes everything it touches.

But this is not the end of the story, because there is no thought separate from consciousness, in actuality. There is only one, and this singularity, the collapse of the two in one, the merger of consciousness and thought, has the qualities of both aspects. Life itself, whole and undivided, is the doer, the action, and the result of the action, neither predestined nor possessing free will. The wholeness of life holds the potential of infinite possibilities in the timeless of each moment, and yet in the expression of each moment there is only one thing happening. Upon this one thing happening, there is only one thing that could have happened.

Since we tend to think in either/or terms, this both/and quality of life is most elegantly expressed by the poet, the quantum physicist, and the mystic. It is the great experiment of life the great improvisation as you put it to discover what occurs when consciousness and thought are not held as separate.

* * *

Given this understanding of history and its interpretation, can you tell me anything about your spiritual search before you stopped? 

First, lets understand that whatever my so-called search was, it was useless. The very premise of looking, the premise that something was wrong with me was mistaken, so the search was irrelevant. The story of my search is like any other story. It is fiction. I can tell you about the great teachers I met, the terrible austerities I underwent, the months and years of meditation I spent relentlessly looking for truth. That would be fiction.

I could tell you the story of a young man who was like many of the post-World War generation. He grew up in a country racked by political turmoil, social injustice, politics by assassination, and leadership by hypocrisy. This was the United States in the sixties and seventies. This young man was involved in politics like many of his generation, until he saw that politics could never solve the problem of the human condition.

The young man saw so many friends fall along the way, those who gave up, gave in, sold out, or succumbed to the world of mental illness or drug and alcohol addiction. In this chaos, the world of spirituality had a powerful appeal, with its teachers of surety, the workers of wonders and givers of grace. And that is what it turned out to be the appeal of power. In the face of confusion, so many of us chose authority, magical thinking, and belief. We were not searching for truth or for love; we were looking for power and control, for safety. We were infants looking for father and mother.

It is easy to see that the search of the young man in that world of teachers of spirit, of magicians and miracle workers, of yogis and lamas, is a fiction. The story collapsed under the weight of its own fantastic need for a happy ending in which the seeker merges with the universe, but is still there to tell all his friends about it.

There never was a search, only the attempt to acquire power and control over life. This idea, based on the notion of separation, is unrelated to any actuality. As such, there is no obvious beginning or end, no point of resolution. Accounts of sudden shifts are interesting in that they imply a before and after, a kind of dualism maintained as memory in the after phase. If there is no before or after, no time to sequence events, then when is the end of the search or the beginning of the search? For that matters, what is the search and who is searching?
So when you ask about my search, you are asking me to tell a story.

You say enlightenment is a myth, but how did you arrive at your understanding, if not through experience? 

If I describe a series of experiences that came to a certain point, after which I was different, don’t we really have a restatement of the enlightenment game? Then whatever I describe as what I did to get to that point will be what the listener will want to do. When I look at the question Have I transformed, have I changed from something before to something after? I don’t find any point of change. There has always been this ground of awareness, which has always been accessible. There have always been thoughts arising and passing away in that ground. The shift of perspective that moves the field of awareness to the foreground and thoughts to the background has always been there.

Whatever story I tell is fiction. I pursued whatever approaches to understanding I could find, including long periods of meditation, particularly in Asia. I had contact with some very obscure but powerful teachers. And I found that the discovery I sought was not in all those pursuits. At the end of all that, I discovered that I was still there. All the qualities that I started with were still there. Now that’s a very interesting thing. What I discovered was that I’m a human being. That was the point of connection my humanness, not some state I created to get away from it.

What would you say a human being is? 

That’s what we all are; its inescapable. We can try to escape by creating perfection or some alternative quality that is not conflicted or painful, but in the end that’s an attempt to run away from something. Not an attempt to make contact with something.

What took place in your searching that allowed you to realize that there was no longer anything to search for? 

You are still asking about a point of transformation. You are positing a period of life before this point, which is in one state of mind. There is the point of transformation, and then there is the rest of the life, which is lived in a fundamentally different way. This is the enlightenment myth. For me to indicate a point at which I realized enlightenment was a myth, and that there was no need for a spiritual search, would just be another version of the enlightenment fiction. This would just reinforce the lunacy we seem to be caught up in.

* * *

Do you have any full-time students who are engaged with you in an ongoing and intimate way? Do you even offer this? 

I don’t offer anything and I don’t teach anyone. There isn’t anything to do about being; we are already doing it. The recognition of that, the acceptance of the full responsibility of our lives and the relationship to everything, is the very nature of this being. That is not the end point of spiritual search. That is the beginning of the inquiry into the nature of life.

* * *

Do you think then that there is an enlightened state? 

What would that be?

Perhaps an understanding of the thought process and the ego. 

And what would that person have that you don’t have?

Perhaps a life free of psychological pain and conflict. Perhaps the ability to go into ecstatic states of divine bliss.

You can do that by taking Thorazine. Then would you be enlightened? If you have a frontal lobotomy, are you enlightened? You are now in an ecstatic state, and you have no problems. People even come and feed you. Are you enlightened? What is enlightenment? Take the enlightened person out of his or her context and see what happens.

Out of their environment with their followers, their teaching? 

Yes. Put them in a convenience store in New York City on the night shift for twelve hours and then see what happens. I don’t think that enlightenment exists for these teachers outside the context of the group, the theology, and the belief system. If you’re inside that, it is enlightened state, but that enlightened state exists only with the agreement of the two thousand followers.

And do you equate this scenario with the historically enlightened people? 

We know a little about the historic figures, but then there’s not sufficient information to say anything, really. Scholars get together and talk about fragments of parchments containing stories by disciples of somebody who may or may not have existed. That’s usefully if you’re very interested in that particular religion and the particular individual who was supposed to have started it. It doesn’t really tell us much about the state of mind of that individual.

Does the fact that their words have lasted all these years speak to anything? 

If you come back ten thousand years from now, there will still be Styrofoam containers with the McDonalds logo printed on them. Does that give the McDonalds logo substance? I think religion tells us something about the human psyche.

That it held on to such teachings for so long? 

Yes, that the human mind wants a belief system. It wants to have mythic figures. It wants to divide itself from its own potential by projecting a God figure. That potential exists in each of us in this moment. We decide not to accept that because we want our cars, our houses, our stereos, our computers, and the rest of it. That’s what were drawn to.

* * *

Why do all these enlightened beings, supposedly beyond any sense of personal doer-ship, still find it necessary to talk about themselves as separate entities? Would a truly non-dual consciousness speak or write, and what would it have to say, and to whom? 

Enlightenment is a myth. Non-duality is a story. Aren’t these so-called enlightened beings defined as such by those of us who choose to define ourselves as unenlightened? Isn’t this a social construction and a mutual delusion?
Language seems to be based on a subject-object relationship, a technological strategy that allows the concrete world to be manipulated. This is useful for biological survival. Thought and languages have expanded this subject-object relationship into a psychological world where a created me strives to avoid the actuality of its non-existence. This psychological reality is the basis of great conflict, but the conflict is concept, just as the me is.

You seem to me to be a teacher in the lineage of Ramana Maharshi. Do you see yourself that way? 

Ramana Maharshi had no lineage. He had ample time to create one and did not. He did not even want an ashram. He barely agreed to speak or teach. How then can anyone claim to be in his lineage, and further, what is the motivation to claim this? I have the highest regard for Ramana, and I honor him each day by having nothing to do with him.

* * *

But don’t I need a teacher to help me wake up? 

We’re already awake. We don’t have to become awake. Thought attempts to maintain its hold on us through any means possible. One of the great ways of doing that is the regression into a childlike state in which we think, I’m not awake. I’m asleep and I need you to wake me up. You don’t need another person to wake you up. Our relationship to each other can happen only when I don’t want anything from you and you don’t want anything from me, including enlightenment. Its an autonomous, adult, responsible relationship. That’s worth exploring.

Are you suggesting that people simply stop all spiritual seeking immediately? 

You can continue seeking if you so desire, but its recreational spirituality. Perhaps there’s no good movie or concert tonight, so I’m going to go hear some spiritual speaker. That’s fine, but lets call it what it is. Its recreation, entertainment, a form of social interaction, but it has nothing to do with a movement from an enlightened state to an enlightened state. Its just a response to our boredom, an attempt to entertain ourselves. [...]

[Steven Harrison - from: 'The question to life’s answers' -,
published by Sentient Publications, ISBN 0-9710786-0-2
published with permission of Sentient Publications]

For more information about the author: www.doingnothing.com

The book hurts - 
the pain is noticing clearly the ego's persistent claim to exist.
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If you point fingers, you're always pointing at yourself (common wisdom)
You are what you see (Osho)
Your thoughts determine your experiences (H. Palmer)
You are what you eat (macrobiotic)
What you don't know, you don't see. (NRC Newspaper)
So, are you what you say, see, think, eat, know... ?


Yes, but do we also realize that we are what we read?!... In other words: what you read, is what you are.
I didn't know this.
Never thought about it.
Jed McKenna's book, Spiritual Enlightenment - The Damnedest thing, threw me into that playing field.
The following is neither a dialogue nor a conversation. It is what it is - a discussion by two women about a book and a man, a friendship and an apparent sense of 'I'.


•
My friend Niyati in South Africa was so thrilled with this book that she took it to bed at night and woke up with it the next morning.
She sent me the book via e-mail and my computer went into instant shock, resulting in my being unable to send or receive e-mails for days on end. < And I get these furious e-mails asking me if I have gone completely bonkers or what, and that if I EVER again have the audacity to send you something of this sort, you will NEVER have anything to do with me ever again, etc. etc.>


•
I had asked a befriended publisher for a desk copy of the book from the American publisher. He received it, took one look at it and put it aside straight away - eleven pages of 'foreplay' (10 plus the entire back cover of the book), full of sensationalist recommendations, so much twaddle, so American - out with this thing! 
Another friend had read the book, or flipped through it, was irritated, found it worthless and dumped it. I retrieved it from his garbage bin. Mmm, there are limits. I had a New Age thought: 'apparently I need to read this book, there is no way out for me.'



•
I started to read it because Niyati wanted me to read it. Do I have a choice? 
Definitely not.
No spiritual book has ever made me laugh so much. < I had the same. That's exactly why I insisted you read it, you nitwit!! > I instantly fell for this vibrant man. I loved the way he dragged everyone through the so-called spiritual mud. < Yes, that's what I also found absolutely fantastic, little nitwit!!! > It touched me to read about those disciples. I felt the same, that time (with Osho, ShantiMayi, with Alexander Smit...). < Well... I didn't quite have the same reaction... My response was more one of 'Why don't you stop putting that guy on such a pedestal!', even though I loved certain parts of the interaction with disciples, like for example 'FUCK BLISS'. And I also loved the part where he's playing a video game whilst entertaining a dialogue with some boy who thinks he knows it all already, when in fact his very ideas about liberation form the walls of his prison.>


•
Whilst Niyati, who was pages ahead of me, < No, I had finished reading the entire book WAAAAAY back when you finally made a start with it. And during that entire period I could NOT share anything with you, tear, tear, and all you did was declare me mad, tear, tear> had already recognized that after all, Jed did not exactly meet her longing for ordinariness, lack of holiness, simplicity, it turned out that I enjoyed his irony, his cool observations and the mocking manner in which he pulled the rug out from under his disciples' thinking (yes, yes, yes, that's how it happened to me too...).< The contradiction you're stating here is not quite right - I did also thoroughly enjoy his razor sharp decapitation of all the holy cows, I've never seen this described in such a sharp manner and with such sense of humor. What 'clashed' with me, was that I regularly got the impression that he saw himself as separate from his disciples, as if he had already 'reached' something they hadn't - and furthermore, I often got the feeling that he again turned enlightenment into something special and difficult to reach and only attainable for the very few, etc. etc. > 


•
I saw Jed as a kind of Osho prototype, who from a Guru viewpoint observes everything out of the corners of his eyes and describes life with disciples and the disciples' behavior in his Ashram in a witty and cool-ironic manner. And not to forget, the magnificent beauty of the South-East Iowa nature adjacent to the Mississippi river...
I thought to myself: 'the ability to mock oneself is a virtue.'



•
I appeared to recognize myself in everything: whatever I read had relevance for me, he was always talking about me, it was my experience in the ashram: close to the guru, the closer the better, the worse, the more chance for me to see, feel, understand IT. < Yeah, that whole mindset came across very strongly, and I have of course had the same thing, in particular with Alexander, and in a certain way THAT is deceiving!!! Because one gets the tendency to project IT outside of oneself and to personalize IT - as if 'he' has got it, and 'you' don't - and that's just plain bullshit, and it is deceiving because it is NOT personal, as you know. So that's why I felt that Jed is in a way still caught up in an old paradigm, which no longer fits in with the current spirit.>


•
Disciple after disciple was grabbed by the balls and described in detail. In short: I had the impression of Guru Jed as the Guru-hero who mocks us all and describes how HE views that bunch of loonies being immersed in 'striving towards' and 'hoping' and being fascinated by their desire to reach enlightenment, here and now with Him. Meanwhile he is trying to be ordinary, to go skiing and parachute jumping and is giving a hilarious interview about Realization to a journalist for a New Age magazine, who is eventually so completely shaken up that she nearly faints from sheer enlightenment. < Yes, that interview was also the topper of the entire book for me, and I nearly killed myself laughing when reading that interview! >


•
Meanwhile, Niyati in South Africa, had a totally different view on the book from mine. < No, that is not true, you nitwit and thick-headed individual, for the most part I see it the same way as you do, APART FROM my remarks above. > She had a draft of the book on e-mail, she had never read the 11 pages full of recommendations (with which the book opens) from every self-respecting Guru who ENTIRELY agreed with Jed. I loved those sensational ads, I saw them as ironic; I thought and still think that all those so-called guru's don't really exist, that it's all a farce and that is exactly what I found it so enjoyable, innovative and refreshing. 'How on earth did he get to all of this?', I thought to myself. 



•
Niyati had made a 180 degree turnaround. < NOT AT ALL!!! See above. >
She started to get irritated with the 'himself respecting' Guru called Jed, who, according to her, was only busy showing off how Enlightened he was/is. She started to despise him and she could not understand how I could see/read/experience it differently. < Now, this is really a prime example of your lively fantasy, I have NEVER had a feeling of despising towards Jed, but it is true that all that superiority fuss started to irritate me and I find it deceptive, that's all. Of course I understand that you experience it differently, because you are simply mad. So, end of that. ; - ) (By the way, I have already written to Jan K. that he will need to mediate between us in order to SAVE our friendship!!!! He said though that he has not been able to get hold of the book yet.) > The communication was fiercely intense and insightful. < Neither fiercely intense nor insightful. Now what is intense about it, little nitwit? Look, if you were not 'mad', I could never have been your friend, because I'm muuuuuuuuuuuuuch madder than you are!!! > 


•
We ask ourselves who Jed is, is he really alive, is the book's content real, is there anyone who knows him, or, if you read the book, what do you think of it? < Yes, that is what's great about this book - that it evokes so much! Indeed, I also questioned if he is 'real' and if that Ashram in actual fact really exists at all.> Or is the book only fun for people who have lived in an Ashram for longer periods of time and who have had a real life experience of what actually goes on behind the spiritual facade? < Look, that is perhaps the root of our differing views - I have never lived in an Ashram! I got involved only after Oregon and when I did want to live in the commune, I was refused because they found me too arrogant. Funny hey! >


•
I have learned this:
I really think that everyone reads his/her own book. < YES, that is where we come together again, and I herewith declare our friendship SAVED!! Without Jan's help, we don't need him anymore!! All right then, you're right, it was insightful after all. You're right again...> What you think, that's what you read, that's what you encounter, that's what you see, that's what you are. That is, on the level of appearance and in that particular moment.< Yes, all right then, I love you again. Enjoy reading. Keep in touch.>
[Belle en <Niyati>]
* Enlightenment – The Damnedest Thing van Jed McKenna- existing or non-existing, who knows... - with quotes from giants like Walt Whitman, Rumi, Chuang Tse and others and the author himself. A Wisefool Press publication, enlightened publishing. (ISBN: 9714352-3-5) 

see: www.WisefoolPress.com
SIT DOWN.
SHUT UP.
ASK YOURSELF WHAT IS TRUE UNTIL YOU KNOW.
THAT'S ALL.
(Jed McKenna)

c o l o p h o n 
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AMIGO, a periodically appearing web-magazine, is a platform for texts about diverse Non-dualistic approaches. Said more poetically: Amigo wants to show 'you' in that empty chair, that you see at the head of this magazine, that you have found an unconditional friend.
Every issue will in any case contain texts by Wolter Keers and be in the spirit which he gave to the magazine 'Yoga Advaita' founded by him.
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