SMASHWORDS EDITION
Copyright © Stanislaw Kapuscinski 1997,
eBook 2009, Smashwords 2Edition 2011
Inquiry into the Nature of Being
A Personal View
Collected Essays
Volume I
For Bozena
And other people,
who feel a certain sense of dissatisfaction,
a certain unease, with the orthodox teaching.
Beyond the doing right, and doing wrong
there is a field.
I’ll meet you there.
Jalal-ud-Din Rumi
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the author/publisher.
Previously published in paperback ISBN 978-0-9780267-9-0
by INHOUSEPRESS Montreal, Qc. Canada
CONTENTS
FOREWORD
INTRODUCTION
Chapter I. DON’T BELIEVE IN GOD - How it all started...
Chapter 2. THE LAST THINGS - On eschatology
Chapter 3. PHENOMENOLOGY - Comments on “His Holiness”
Chapter 4. LIFE - On the nature of nephesh and El
Chapter 5. POWER - On meaning of corruption
Chapter 6. BODY AND SOUL - On our identification
Chapter 7. KNOWINGNESS - On outer and inner knowledge
Chapter 8. FREEDOM
Chapter 9. QUALITY CONTROL - From Moses to Deming
Chapter 10. SIX SIX SIX - On work ethic
Chapter 11. CELESTIAL AND OTHER BODIES - On theory and practice
Chapter 12. THE DEAD, THE LIVING AND THE DYING
Chapter 13. BEING AND BECOMING
Chapter 14. THE UNKNOWN - On instinct and intuition
Chapter 15. I DON’ T BELONG
Chapter 16. DUALITY - On opposing forces
Chapter 17. CREATIVITY - On the creator, creating and the created
Chapter 18. OLD AGE? On the New Age
Chapter 19. SELF - On id, ego and superego
Chapter 20. A HORSE OF A DIFFERENT COLOUR - Four horses of the Apocalypse
Chapter 21. CYCLES - On walking in circles
Chapter 22. PLEASURE
Chapter 23. PRAYERS
Chapter 24. TRADITIONS
Chapter 25. THE MANY AND THE ONE - On outgrowing our gods
Chapter 26. THE SHEPHERD AND THE SHEEP - On three levels of understanding of the Bible
Chapter 27. MYTHS AND REALITY - On Christian Creed
Chapter 28. THE CARROT AND THE STICK - On heaven and hell
Chapter 29. VANISHING WORLDS - More on illusion of reality
Chapter 30. THE STRANGER - An inquiry into human progress
Chapter 31. THE STAGE - On perception of reality
Chapter 32. FAITH - The purpose of faith
Chapter 33. YE ARE GODS - On human potential
Chapter 34. VENGEANCE - On the futility of hatred
Chapter 35. PURPOSE - To be or not to be...
Chapter 36. GENESIS - On the creative method
Chapter 37. THE MESSAGE & THE MESSENGER
Chapter 38. NECESSITIES - On two modes of existence
Chapter 39. QUESTIONS - On self discovery
Chapter 40. CLONING - On Scottish sheep and cardinals
Chapter 41. MEN AND WOMEN OF EVERY ILK - On gays, lesbians and celibates
Chapter 42. SEX
Chapter 43. PROBLEMS - On challenges and opportunities
Chapter 44. SANCTIFYING - Completeness
Chapter 45. SILENCE
Chapter 46. PARALLEL EVOLUTION - On centrifugal and centripetal forces
Chapter 47. ADAM - On the first and other men
Chapter 48. GRACE - States of consciousness
Chapter 49. SALVATION - The saving of nephesh
Chapter 50. EVE - More on the animal soul
Chapter 51. THE UNIVERSAL AND THE PARTICULAR
Chapter 52. BEYOND RELIGION I - On evolution of consciousness
The essays are offered in chronological order. Volume 1 consists of essays written between November 21, 1996 and May 15, 1997. The dates are given as year, month and day. Some additional notes and/or comments have been added in late autumn 1999 and 2010.
In my earlier years I used to skip the Foreword to get into the meat of the book, to delve into the mind of the writer, fathom his or her hidden thoughts, perhaps, innermost secrets. I was in error. I have learned since that omitting the foreword was like forgetting to meet the host when entering his house. Surely the rooms are saturated with the presence of him whose very being is, for the most part, held and contained within the space and time by the walls one is entering. Yet to fully understand the dwelling, one must meet the dweller.
My true dwelling is my state of consciousness. It is not my permanent abode, but rather a transient expression of the conditions that, at any particular moment, have bearing on my awareness of the outside universe. I say outside, because while my haven is both, within and without the reaches of my senses, imagination, or even mind, that which defines my essence, is within a realm that is unchangeable, singularly permanent, indestructible. I, no more than a pilgrim, reach out from my temporary haven––perhaps heaven is a better word––and stand in awe of the wonders that surround me.
It is my impressions of these wonders that I wish to share with you. I have no desire to convince anyone of anything, to praise or condemn anyone or anything, though it may seem so, at first. I have as much respect for the state of consciousness you inhabit, at any particular moment, as I have for the universe in which we all find the intimacy of our being. In many ways, the two are inseparable. Furthermore, in most essential ways we are all One; we all look out from our inner sanctum, we enter countless states of consciousness; we observe, experience, learn, and retreat to our City of Peace.
What follows I have variously named thoughts, ideas, essays or even, in my more pompous moments, dissertations. In truth––they are neither. They are little more than one man’s way of looking at the world. Neither better nor worse than countless others. I trust my way will add, without detracting, expand without creating new barriers, to the spectrum of reality. I offer a viewpoint that, hopefully, eliminates paradoxes. I ask no one to adopt my way of looking at the world. I ask everyone to remember that they, like myself, are unique. It is through boundless diversity that the One Consciousness finds Its expression. I like to think that you and I are indispensable components of the Whole.
***
Many, many years ago, perhaps in another lifetime, I’ve been a reasonably ardent member of an Orthodox Church. My life was secure. I knew that if something went wrong I could always rely on someone to take the blame, and even to give me credit when credit was due. I also wasn’t too worried about the distant future. I knew that even if I broke any of the Commandments it wouldn’t matter too much. I’d been told, frequently, that I was born a sinner, originally blemished, so to speak; but not to worry, Jesus died for my sins, so all would be all right. Just have faith, they’d told me. And then, there was always Confession. Five minutes of discomfort, a few Hail Mary’s and I was on my merry way to heaven. One day. After I died.
Convenient.
If it weren’t for the paradoxes, I’d probably still be nestled among the flock. After all, they were my friends (some still are). I shared their customs, traditions, emotional security. Being a sheep wasn’t half-bad. All major decisions regarding the welfare of my soul have been made for me. I could always find a sacerdotal friend who would straighten out the error of my ways. In fact I was encouraged not to think too much. Not good for the soul. Leave it to the experts. Why not? They’re paid for it.
Life could have been so easy... except for those glaring paradoxes.
How can God be good and allow wars to happen? How could Jesus say suffer the little children to come to me and then watch them suffer malnutrition in Africa? Why should we become as little children; sure they’re cute, but aren’t they also egocentric, irresponsible? How can God be infinitely good and infinitely just––both at the same time? How can a newborn not go to heaven just because some priest arrived too late to sprinkle water on his pate? How can I go to heaven if heaven is within me? Why must I love my enemies if everybody else hates theirs? Why did the soul enter my body?
Should I listen to the church or to the Bible?
I felt stifled. I could no longer breathe inside the thick, musty walls of the ecclesiastical protocol. Limited by statements ex cathedra, by the infallibility, by symbols that replaced their original meaning, by ritual that took over from the substance. Perhaps the church was protecting the truth from unholy eyes. My eyes. What of the other billion pairs of eyes? Are they unholy too? And what happened to those who knock; is there no longer anyone at the door? I was no longer prepared to wait to have someone open the door for me––what if they lost the key? But more than anything, I was not prepared to wait until I die––before entering paradise.
And there was more.
There were the biblical statements such as: Ye are gods, Be ye perfect. Whosoever believes in me shall never die.... If I never die, how can I go to heaven? Oxymoron? I spent one year reading, and rereading, the Bible. End to end. I became aware of the poetry, of the enticing charm of biblical symbolism, of the incredible source of knowledge. Strangely, I’ve learned nothing about dying. Only how to live. How to rejoice in the gift of life, perhaps forever. I also grew seriously fed up with all the paradoxes. Einstein said that God didn’t play dice with the universe. Well, I considered myself part of the universe. If God had a plan for the universe, I wanted to know what it was. Somewhere the Bible claimed that I’ve been created in God’s image. Perhaps if I studied the image, I might also learn something about God. And that’s when my journey really started.
I asked myself the seemingly simple question: Who am I?
It seems to me that we are all pilgrims. The ideas that follow are stages in my own journey. Some later insights may even contradict some of the previous ones. This is the excitement of travel. As the scenery changes, our understanding gains a new, perhaps greater perspective. I was moving from the known into the unknown. I continue to do so. I’ve discovered that often the fastest way to travel is to keep very still. Paradox? No. You’ll see. Many of you may have passed this way a long time ago. Still others may not have reached this or that particular mile. A few among you will recognize the twists and turns in my road. It is not always easy to stay on the straight and narrow. Some of you might even enjoy taking the journey with me. If you do, I shall no longer be alone.
Nor will you.
***
Chapter 1
We were walking hand in hand.
The sun cut obliquely, intensifying the hues of the sprawling oaks ablaze in their autumnal finery. The maples, drenched to overflowing with gold, lined the broad, winding alley of the Mount Royal Park. Overhead the sky rivaled the purest azure of the southern Adriatic. It was a day of glory, designed to saturate me with warmth, to take me through the Canadian winter. A day to remember––filled with hope. Amid such beauty the divine presence was really palpable. It was all around us. It filled me with awe, serenity. We chatted distractedly, inhaling the sweet fragrance of fall. I felt like composing a psalm of praise––of gratitude. I said as much.
“I don’t believe in God,” she said.
I fell silent. Speechless is a better word. Could it be that the woman with whom I have spent a dozen years, whom I thought I knew well enough to read her thoughts, didn’t believe in the evidence of her own eyes? Were we not both staring at the very same, direct manifestation of infinite Beauty, Life, Benevolence...
I found it difficult to talk after that. I tried to dismiss her statement from my mind. It wouldn’t go. It kept gnawing at the corners of my awareness. It was jagged, raspy. Painful. Could I have misunderstood? I didn’t dare to ask. Had she said it looking at some TV pictures of war atrocities, at the starving children of Africa, at the first page of our daily newspaper––I would have understood. But here? In heaven, the absence of God is too ludicrous to contemplate.
It took me some time to understand.
At home I looked up my Webster. The dictionary states the following:
god, a. and n. good (Obs.)
And then it hit me. (Obs.) meaning: obsolete. The meaning of god or God and good or the infinite Good is now obsolete. It’s a pity, I thought. A great pity. I wondered what is it that people believe in these-days. Money? Sex? Drugs, murder and mayhem so vividly expressed by our media entertainment? Maybe some did, but surely, not she! We talked about God before, but always inconclusively. It is not easy to be conclusive about God. As difficult as being personal about the Impersonal. And for a hundredth time I wondered, what is it that she really believes in. Can anyone really know what another believes?
There is hardly one amongst us who will not deny identifying god with an ancient, gray-bearded Man, whose stern yet fatherly features seem ever willing to reward or punish us for our actions. An anthropomorphic god. A god created by man in man’s image and likeness. We, the advanced 20th century men and women, do not ascribe to such primitive, childish fantasies. We are past such primitive concepts. We are much too sophisticated.
Yet in moments of trouble, especially dire trouble, we bend our knees and beg god for forgiveness. We offer sacrifices––a mending of our ways. We ask for his help, his mercy, his fatherly concern. The long, gray beard reappears as if by magic. We are, once again, his children, helpless, unable to cope with the life we have created for ourselves. It is abundantly evident, that deep––at the subconscious level––this fatherly, albeit all-powerful and, surely, loving-if-stern image still persists. And if, in spite of our intellectual assurances, we did not relinquish such a concept of god, than such an image will continue to govern our reality. Why? Because god, or God, is whatever we truly believe He, She or It is. He, She or It is a compendium of traits which we, the believers, assign to It; and whatever it is, this image, concept, illusion shall govern our tiny subjective universe, in which all things happen as we deeply perceive they should. Or shouldn’t. Depending on our belief.
To define God is to deny God, averred a mystic philosopher Spinoza. Had he been right? Probably. Or does an image of God change over the centuries? Does it grow with our understanding of It? Does it expand in direct proportion to the expansion of our consciousness? In 1656 Baruch Spinoza had been excommunicated from the Jewish group, in which he was raised, for daring to create his own image of god. He dared to insist that all is One, that All is God. Mind, matter, time, our dreams, desires, you and I... all that is perceptible is but a manifestation of the One. He also insisted that God is Good. That evil exists only for the finite mind but has no substance when seen as part of the Whole.
Not bad for a lack of definition.
So much for One. But what of a personal god. One hears so much about such a Being lately. We hear of people having a personal relationship with a personal god. Well, why not? As long as they do not limit their personal god too much, but make Him, Her or It reasonably omnipotent. To make Himherit good. As good as they can imagine. Because if they imagine that their god will punish them––Hesheit will. To the extent and degree that the believer commands. According to your faith be it unto you(1). This could prove positively dangerous.
Emmet Fox, writing almost extensively on Biblical subjects, found a reasonable way out. He put together a list of traits that he needed his God to possess. He called these traits Aspects. While, like Spinoza, he would not presume to limit God to a specific number of traits (in fact saying that the number is infinite), Fox identified, what he called, the Seven Main Aspects of God.(2) Every one of us can go through such an exercise and list our own aspects which we shall (and invariably do) assign to our God. Why? The First Book of Kings explains it as follows: “And I will take thee, and thou shalt reign according to all that thy soul desireth, and shalt be king over Israel”.(3) Whatever your soul desires. Whatever you decide shall rule your consciousness (Israel, your kingdom, your reality). Your life. The Book of Proverbs states: as he thinketh in his heart, so (is) he.(4) “Whatsoever you think that I am, that I shall be unto you.” This is what my Lord is saying to me. I have to watch my thoughts!
Today it is safe to assume that the word god (with or without a capital G) became a euphemism for whatever we choose to assign power to. Throughout history the churches, kings and other authoritarians used the word “god” to usurp absolute power over those they managed to fool into submission. Some continue to do so today. Or at least, to try. It seems that many of us are still in need of that kindly-if-stern-fatherly-figure to whom we can run for succour, to whom we can turn in trouble, whom we can blame for our misfortunes. Such are the Hebrew and the Christian gods. At least to most believers I’ve met. They are dualistic gods. They are invariably blamed for both, the good and the bad in our lives. They reward and punish. Indeed the Webster definition is obsolete. God no longer means Good. Did it ever?
Or perhaps we are only beginning to reach the level of understanding to give the old meaning its full impact. Perhaps we are ready to stand on our hind legs and become responsible for our actions, our words, our thoughts. Perhaps we are ready to create a god in our consciousness that will be synonymous with Good, with divine Good, with perfect ideal of Life, of infinite Beauty, of unlimited, divine Love. When we do learn to believe in such a God we shall take the first step towards being reborn unto His image and likeness. Or Her image and likeness. Whatever we decide He or She or It is in our hearts.
The next day we walked the park again. Nothing had changed.
And then I noticed that whenever I looked at someone approaching us from the opposite direction they were smiling. I thought it might be the autumn colours. But then, as they neared us, I tried to follow their eyes. I noticed that those total strangers invariably seemed to steal glances at my wife. The unbeliever. Oh, she’s beautiful enough, but... it wasn’t that. I began to steal glances at her myself. Unobtrusively, sideways.
Soon I too smiled––my understanding. When least expecting it, I discovered the first two of the traits that my god shall have. They will be Love and Life. These two, when mixed in the sparkling cauldron of her eyes, were blended into Joy. Joy which those gazing at her couldn’t resist. And they smiled.
***
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FOOTNOTES
1. Matthew 9:29
2. Fox, Emmet ALTER YOUR LIFE [Harper and Row, New York]
3. (3rd after the reckoning from the titles in Jerome’s Latin Vulgate) I Kings 11:37.
4. Proverbs 23:7
...when faith requires that he relinquishes his understanding,
then to have faith becomes just as difficult
for the most intelligent person
as it is for the person of the most limited intelligence,
or it presumably becomes even more difficult for the former.
Soren Aabye Kierkegaard
1813––1855
CONCLUDING UNSCIENTIFIC POSTSCRIPT
[pg.377]
Chapter 2
Reading the book entitled HIS HOLINESS(1), I came across a strange statement. The authors claim that Karol Wojtyla, the future pope, became so preoccupied with the untimely death of his brother that the “Last Things”, or subjects dealing with the apocalyptic accounts in the Bible, took over his consciousness. The Four Last Things are listed in this order: death, judgment, heaven, and hell. (2)
At fourteen years of age, as he then was, Karol Wojtyla had been already greatly influenced by the Catholic Church. He attended mass daily, often dropped in to the church after school. He certainly took his religion extremely seriously and thus must have been under considerable influence of the Church’s teaching. It is evident that after being dealt such painful blows(3), his turning to the “Last Things” was a desperate cry for help, a search for justice, understanding, perhaps a reaching out for solace, compassion.
Under the circumstances the order in which the Last Things are listed take on an ominous air. One can only imagine the influence that such dire, morbid subjects must have had on a young, impressionable personality. Imagine being deeply saddened, perhaps on the verge of depression, and having to face, alone, the dark finality of death and judgment, and even greater finality heaven and hell. I must stress here, again, that it is not Karol’s untimely evocative interests that disturbed me, but the order in which, the young, teenage mind was compelled to face them.
I have scoured the Bible to find substance to such a dismal order of this eschatological doom. I could not find it. The Bible talks of the last days, but does so with joy. Micah talks of the last days as those in which: “...the mountains of the house of the LORD shall be established in the top of the mountains, and (that) it shall be exalted above the hills: and (that) people shall flow unto it.”(4)
Now since people do not flow up mountains, this phrase is a dead give-away that we are dealing (as so very often in the scriptures) with an allegory. Students of biblical symbolism are well aware that mountains, in the Bible, invariably stand for a state of raised consciousness. The LORD stands for the divine presence of the Infinite within us.(5) Nowadays references to the Lord have been translated as the Higher Self, the Immortal Spark, or the El (as in Is-Ra-El) of the Old Testament. The prophet Micah assures us that the last days shall only take place when we shall arrive at the highest state of awareness, perhaps the Christ consciousness, and that this illustrious state shall be exalted to such a degree that people shall be drawn (shall flow) towards It.
Note that there is nothing sad or worrisome about the last days. On the contrary, such a condition shall be exalted! Could this be what drew young Karol to this subject?
In the New Testament, Jesus says: “...that of all which he (the Father in heaven) hath given me I should lose nothing, but should raise it up again at the last day.(6) As usual, Jesus talks about the soul. The all which he hath given me are the indestructible states of consciousness, the immortal aspects which all of us entertain within us but so few appear to identify with. That which we really are cannot be lost, injured or destroyed. It knows no death, bar that of a temporary illusion of a separation from the Truth. We are admonished to raise our consciousness to the higher level of understanding in which we shall identify with that within us which is immortal. If all that is good (which came from the Father) shall be raised on the last day, then we are not some physical beings interacting with our sinful egos. We are immortal entities interacting with a material substance of our physical bodies. Our ego is what sets us apart; our soul is what unifies us with the Infinite. Is this what the precocious teenager found in his hour of need?
It could not have been easy for Karol. Then and now people have difficulties understanding the true reality. The prophets and Jesus devoted their lives trying to explain this simple truth. Yet Paul, in his letter to the Romans, seems sad when he refers to the Old Testament saying: “There is none that understandeth, there is none that seeketh after God”.(7) Jesus too calls on Isaiah, quoting: “By hearing ye shall hear, and shall not understand; and seeing ye shall see, and shall not perceive.”(8) Later Jesus sounded even more despondent: “why do ye not understand my speech?” he cried(9).
But let us attempt to rearrange the order of the ‘Last Things’. Let us list them as heaven and hell and death and judgment. If we were to regard heaven and hell as states of consciousness, heaven being the raised, the exalted condition (the mountain) and hell the barren desert, an illusory feeling of separation from the Whole (i.e. God), then what joy would we experience when the latter were to ‘die’ and we reverted to the joy of the awareness of Oneness. After all, from the top of the mountain we enjoy unlimited horizons. As for judgment––this, surely, is an exercise we practice not only as a ‘last thing’ but daily. We practice discrimination, directing our thoughts toward ever-higher ‘mountains’. Such last things would not hurt young Karol. They would give him solace indeed.
There are things that may come last, which are final. But not for soul. As soul we are immortal. The young Karol must have known that.
Or perhaps discovered it––just then.
***
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FOOTNOTES
1. HIS HOLINESS by Carl Bernstein and Morco Politi, subtitled: “John Paul II and the Hidden History of Our Time” [Doubleday, New York, 1996] pg. 27.
2. The Catholic Encyclopedia calls the subjects dealing with the ‘Last Things’ Eschatology.
3. His mother died when he was 8, and apparently there had been a sister whom he never knew. The brother, whom Karol idolized and adored, died when the future pope was 14.
4. Micah 4:1
5. Depending on context, it can mean the ‘unbreakable LAW.’
6. John 6:39
7. Romans 4:11
8. Matthew 13:14, Isaiah 6:9
9. John 8:43
“....the Kingdom is within you, and it is without you.
If you will know yourselves, then you will be known and will know that you are the sons of the Living Father.
But if you do not know yourselves, then you are in poverty and you are poverty.”
THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO THOMAS
Logion 3.
[Text translated by A Guillaumont, H.-Ch.Puech, G.Quispel, W.Till and Yassah ‘ Abd Al Masih, Harper & Row 1959]
Chapter 3
This complex word is defined in the Webster dictionary as the science dealing with phenomena, as distinct from the science of being (ontology).(1) Webster also offers a definition of the word phenomenalism as the philosophic theory that knowledge is limited to phenomena, either because there is no reality beyond phenomena or because such reality is unknowable. The root of both words––phenomenon––(from Greek phainomenon, ppr. of phainesthai, to appear) is defined as (inter alia) any fact, circumstance, or experience that is apparent to the senses and that can be scientifically described or appraised, and, the appearance or observed features of something experienced as distinguished from reality or the thing in itself.
The Columbia Viking desk Encyclopedia defines Phenomenology as a modern school of philosophy founded by Edmund Husserl, who tried to develop a universal philosophic method focusing only on visible phenomena. The method demands suspension of all preconceived judgments in order to elucidate the meaning of what is observed through intuition.(2)
Imagine my surprise when reading His Holiness (3), a book dealing with the life and times of Karol Wojtyla (later pope John Paul II), I learned that His Holiness not only subscribed to this philosophy, but also wrote two books on the subject. The first in Polish: Osoba i Czyn and the second in English which started as a translation of the Polish version, but thanks to a deep involvement and editing by Dr. Anna-Teresa Tymieniecka, it became an authoritative statement of the pope’s philosophy. This latter book is entitled The Acting Person.
Let me confess at once that heretofore I read neither of the books, though I intend to satisfy my curiosity at my first opportunity. Whatever the papal interpretation of the modern philosophy of phenomenology however, one thing is certain. This new science is almost by definition in direct opposition to Thomism, the teaching of St. Thomas Aquinas, on whose Summa Theologica the Church based its promulgation since the thirteenth century.
[I shall not attempt to dive headlong into the St. Thomas’s scholasticism which attempted to reconcile the Aristotelian thought with the Christian faith. Nor shall I regress to the 4th century B.C. to discuss the deductive rather than inductive and experimental rather than intuitive method of arriving at conclusions. Aristotle, the most prominent pupil of Plato, was sufficiently prolific in his analyses].
Within the context of phenomenological philosophy, what interests me is a single statement attributed to Jesus. 1300 years before St. Thomas and some 325 after the death of Aristotle Jesus said: I and my Father are one.
A phenomenal statement?
As is usual with biblical statements, one is forced to assume that the quotation is not to be taken literally. I must say I have a hidden admiration for some fundamentalist sects that manage to contrive a literal meaning to allegoric reflections. Let us agree that Jesus did not claim to be one with St. Joseph, his ‘earthly’ father, nor was he referring to any other phenomenal male who may have been instrumental in his incarnation.
Since Jesus did mention, on quite a number of occasions, that to perceive the true reality (which will set us free) we must be born of Spirit(4), it is safe to assume that Jesus was referring to his spiritual rather than biological progenitor, and that, therefore, his Father is synonymous with the Spirit. Under the circumstances, can we regard the spirit in a phenomenal context? Can we regard the spirit as an observable phenomenon?
Once again, almost by definition, we cannot. After all, if spirit were observable by or through our senses, it would no longer be spirit. It would be matter/energy. Apparently we must suspend the Webster definition of phenomenon––circumstance, or experience that is apparent to the senses and that can be scientifically described or appraised––as well as phenomenology––as the science dealing with phenomena. We are left either with a paradox, or must defer to a stipulation of the greatest (if fictional) of all detectives.
Mr. Sherlock Holmes said (something to the effect) that if in any given circumstances all the solutions (the tangible, observable phenomena) prove impossible, then the residual alternative, no matter how seemingly improbable, must be the true solution. And what would that solution be? Jesus supplies us with the answer. He said quite clearly that he and his Father are one. He and the spirit are one. Ergo: there is no matter. There is no physical universe as such. The universe is composed of spirit and spirit alone. What we see as phenomenal events or objects are really an illusion. The true and the only reality is Spirit.
Though this also might sound rather farfetched, St. Paul attempts to provide us with an inkling of true reality. He says: now we see through a glass, darkly…(5) Apparently we are attempting to collect illusory phenomenal data with illusory eyes, ears, senses, instruments. But the lens distorts reality. The glass itself is not real. The only true senses are those of our spiritual body. None other can give us the truth. Vanity of vanities, saith the Preacher, vanity of vanities: all is vanity.(6)
Vanity, illusion, a truth distorted beyond recognition.
The phenomenal world is an illusion.
It does not really exist. The atoms, within whatever our physical senses fool us as perceiving, are in a constant state of flux. They are bundles of energy whirling within a matrix of forces beyond the capability of our instruments to measure. The spaces between the atoms in solid objects are, in proportion, so wide as the distance between the physical earth and the physical sun. What we really perceive with out empty eyes is empty space. All is vanity.
There is no physical universe. What we see with our illusory senses is but a shadow cast by the True Reality. We alone are real. But we are spiritual beings. Whether we know it or not.
***
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FOOTNOTES
1. To be more precise, ontology (from Greek ontos, ppr. of einai, to be) is the branch of metaphysics dealing with the nature of being or reality.
2. Gleamed from the Columbia Viking desk Encyclopedia, [Viking Press] Third Edition.
3. HIS HOLINESS by Carl Bernstein and Marco Politi; [Doubleday, New York]. (see above)
4. John 3:5-7 et al., and John 8:32
5. I Corinthians 13:12
6. Ecclesiastes (or the Preacher) 1:2
“The point is not to gain some knowledge
about philosophy but to be able to philosophize.
Phenomenology is the name for the method of ontology, that is, of scientific philosophy. Rightly conceived,
phenomenology is the concept of a method.”
Martin Heidegger
1889––1976
[THE BASIC PROBLEMS OF PHENOMENOLOGY]
Chapter 4
How important is life?
Great ecclesiastic dignitaries assure us that human life is the most sacred of all. Leaders, in an effort to guide people who are at the stage of development that requires guidance, add such prerequisites as dignity, equality, wellbeing, and an adequate level of financial security. Apparently we all have an inalienable right [although no one with the exception of Ayn Rand questions at whose expense(1)] to employment, education, free medical care, pensions, a roof over our heads and enough to eat to make us at least reasonably unhealthy. All to enhance our life.
Most sacred life, of course.
Presumably to make sure that we do not overindulge in this Edenic euphoria, the pope, for instance, demands of us (to whom this may apply) unquestioning obedience. He demands this obedience while insisting that other leaders (presidents, dictators, and disparate heads of other misguided faiths and political systems) must give us absolute freedom, so that we might obey him (and him only) absolutely. A paradox? Not according to His Holiness. We are assured that all this is so as to improve the physical not to mention moral quality of our life. Perhaps. But before we accept the precepts of all the infallible paragons of virtue, there seem to be a tiny little question that begs to be answered:
What is life?
Some claim that life begins at the moment of conception. Sperm winds its murky way toward an unsuspecting egg, a tiny puncture and bingo, we have life. Others say that life is only manifest when the (human) cranium appears in the outside world and the baby takes its first breath. But how did the baby get there? That’s an easy one. There was a cell, which divided into two cells, which divided into two cells each, which... rather like a single bacterium which in a mere eight hours can merrily divide to produce 1,000,000,000 bacteria.(2) That’s right, one billion. All in a day’s work. Talk of life! Of course, according to some religious authorities this life doesn’t matter. It is not sacred; it is not human.
Convenient.
The baby eats, defecates, sleeps, crawls, walks, and grows. It, the grown up baby, walks on and in its own offal. No, it no longer needs the security of diapers; he/she is trained now––rather like my kitten––only it took a lot longer. Nevertheless, it does walk in its own biological waste. How? As it walks, every hour it sheds around 1.5 million dead skin flakes. We recognize them as dust on our floors. But not to worry. A veritable army of insatiable mites spends their entire existence eating up bits and pieces of our dead, dried-up pieces of skin. Epidermal delight. The more we shed, the more they eat... and multiply. Our loss is their gain. But although they save us from eventual drowning in the dead cells of our own bodies, their life is not sacred either. I suppose they are a little like domestic help in some illustrious residences of our social elite. Sub-human?
Is life a biological infestation? Is there life in our organs, brain, heart, blood, cells? Are we impregnated with it? Are we alone imbued with this sacred cycle of life that so diligently omits all other biological forms?
Are we alone?
Certainly not physically. We live in great togetherness. Not with other people. With them––we fight. We live in relative harmony with some 100,000 billion microbes. For the more mathematically minded, this figure looks like this: 100,000,000,000,000 or 1014. We are permanent hosts to this congregation. Without them we would die. That is to say, our biological functions would cease. We are at the mercy of vermin. But they are not sacred either. And worse. We are also hosts to hosts of viruses––pieces of genetic material surrounded by protein. Lately, the scientists have added ‘prions’, pieces of protein which, contrary to bacteria, viruses, and protozoa, do not even need DNA to divide and multiply.
Do they all want to live?
And then there are parasites. They seem to attack the sacred human and the unholy animals alike. No preferential treatment is accorded. Parasites are responsible for more death than any other organism.
So what makes us, humans, so sacred? We are a battlefield on which the viruses, the bacteria and our immune system are engaged in a battle to the death. Eat or be eaten. There is no mercy in this world of which we seem to be such an integral part. We––the sacred cows of religious powerhouses. To my knowledge, most religions acclaim us to be superior to whatever we come in contact with. Even if we can’t even see it. Even if it kills us with the ease of a microscopic virus.
Is this really life?
Or is life something which has nothing to do with any of the above?
Is life not at all a biological infestation, be it of viral, bacterial, parasitic, or human variety? At the biological level, we all eat, defecate, multiply, kill with no mercy. All of us, including the sacred cows. Perhaps more so. We, humans, kill even when we are not hungry. Just for pleasure. For sport.
I wish those looking after our moral and ethical welfare would stop worrying. That, within us, which is sacred, is also present in all other biological manifestations. It is also present in the trees and flowers, in the air we breath. The rocks and the sand are saturated with It. The visible universe is a manifestation of Its invisible presence. Life is an integral, indivisible part of the Whole. The awareness of this Oneness manifests itself as Soul. It, and It alone, is sacred. It is also indestructible, immortal, and omnipresent. No human agency, no matter how ‘sacred’ can injure It in any way whatever. So... do not worry so much about Life.
If you believe in this one, last, paragraph, you’ll never die.
***
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FOOTNOTES
1. VIRTUE OF SELFISHNESS by Ayn Rand [Signet Books, New York] Ms. Rand points out that we have a right to pursue certain benefits––not be given such at other people’ s expense.
2. Most scientific data have been gleamed from the NOVA program called the Odyssey of Life, aired on channel 33, on 96.11.25.
A conscious, passionate, singleminded intensity
tends to dampen out ambiguity
and achieve a realization...
We are finally confronting the mirror
of our true selves...
We are in our own hands.
Joseph Chilton Pearce
THE CRACK IN THE COSMINC EGG
[Washington Square Press, New York 1971, pg. 184]
Chapter 5
“Power tends to corrupt, and absolute power corrupts absolutely. Great men are almost always bad men.” So wrote John Emerich Edward Dalberg Acton––later known simply as Lord Acton––in a letter to Bishop Mandell Creighton, in 1887.
More often than not we cite the above assertion without analyzing its deeper meaning. Why does power corrupt? Were all our kings and princes, our presidents and ministers, popes and bishops, mullahs and preachers, judges and advocates and other men (and women) wielding power (almost always) bad men... corrupt? If so how does this corruption manifest itself?
What is power, anyway?
In physics power is the energy made capable of doing work. In mechanics it is that which tends to produce motion. In engineering, power is the energy of all kinds taking different forms such as mechanical or electrical. In mathematics it is a sort of inverse of a root. In optics it is the degree of magnification. It is also the ability to act, to react, to conduct oneself in an autonomous manner. I do not believe that any of the above tend to corrupt.
We associate power with birthright, prerogative, privilege, right, management, ascendancy, dominance, dominion, sovereignty, influence, prestige, force, strength... we are beginning to tread on dangerous ground. Power is also synonymous with authority, command, control, domination, jurisdiction, mastery, might, strings, sway, supremacy, superiority... leading directly to corruption of one who practices such on one’s neighbour. But only leading to corruption. After all, there are many who wish to be lead, who need to be controlled or at least restrained, who wish to live under the jurisdiction of a powerful Authority. And one may also wish to exercise mastery over one’s own weaknesses.
Still, we are now walking on very dangerous ground. There is a distinct suction heard as we steer our boots laden with self-righteousness through the quagmire.
The corruptive influence of power is not in how we apply it towards others, but what it does to us. To our psyche. It riles the waters, it distorts our vision, pollutes our soul. Why? Surely I exercise power (physical strength, will power, power of decision, overcoming fear) as I lift a baby which falls, inadvertently, in front of an oncoming truck. It is also within my power to forgive, to atone, to help––when requested. We also heard about the power of love.
That last is an oxymoron. Power is the opposite of love. Even as Absolute Power is the opposite of Unconditional Love.
The corruptive influence of power applies only to the kind, the noble, the saintly. The others are already corrupt. They have nothing to lose, so to speak. But the goodly, those who firmly desire to do so much for so many––they are in danger. No matter what the effort, what sacrifice. Those who are willing, and sometimes able to sacrifice their very lives to do good unto others... they are the victims of power.
There is one ethical axiom that can save us from the wiles of power: The end does not justify the means. Ever.
No matter how noble the intention, how wonderful our hopes, how altruistic, how prodigious the apparent benefits... the end does not justify the means. And those who wield power are in a position to sacrifice more means than those who do not.
A practical example comes to mind. A man wants to do good for others. He is honest, hardworking, altruistic. (Good enough to be corrupted). He gets elected to the parliament. After the statutory period in power, new elections are called. The man, the good, honest, hardworking man is halfway through his program. If he does not get reelected, the chances are great that the program he initiated will be shelved. He has put in four years of self-denial, sleepless nights, and hard labour, to have his program accepted by his party. He worked so hard his wife left him; his children hate his guts. He sacrificed everything. (Did I mention he was driven by altruism?)
Now come the elections. If he accepts money from unclean sources he can augment his advertising campaign. His chances for reelection shall increase exponentially. He would not do it for himself. He would do it for the cause. A great cause. He cannot do more himself. He already gave his all. He accepts the money. He doesn’t keep one cent for himself. He buys the votes. Indirectly, of course.
The man compromised his principles. His program was designed to clean up corruption. On the election night, on the way to the local party headquarters, the once noble man falls under a truck.
Power first proposes, then imposes, finally forces us to obey. “For our own good”, of course. It takes away our freedom of choice, offers to do our thinking for us, lowers our resistance until we succumb to it. Power corrupts our minds, our ability to be individuals, to respect individuality; but mostly it corrupts the one exercising such power over others. You must be noble before you can be corrupted. Corruption is another word for compromise. Both jeopardize ethics. The greater the compromise the greater the corruption. As I mentioned before, power is the opposite of love. You can always compromise on power, never on love. You can give the citizens some freedom; you cannot give them only a little love. Love is indivisible.
Have you heard? Compromise is said to be the soul of politics.
***
961123
Society in every state is a blessing,
but government in its best state is but a necessary evil,
in its worst state, an intolerable one.
Thomas Paine
1737––1809
[COMMON SENSE]
Chapter 6
Few of us have any problems identifying with our bodies. These physiological structures have this amazing arsenal of senses that enable them, that is us, to distinguish and experience other bodies. They, the bodies, also move us around. They give us pleasure. They also give us pain. They come in various shapes and sizes: tall or short, thin or fat, healthy or decrepit. They seem to formulate and define our tiny, subjective universes. Yes, we definitely identify ourselves with our physical enclosures.
Soul is quite another problem. The Old Testament, the Torah, refers to the soul as nephesh (1), which means ‘animal soul’. In the same scriptures a woman invariably symbolizes a soul, but this time she represents the subconscious (as well as our feeling nature). Carl Jung referred to the subconscious as the animus (positive) and anima (negative) which help to balance our positive (active or male) and negative (passive or female) minds or psyches. In other words, ‘passive’ women are imbued with ‘active’ subconscious, and the men the other way round. Since we all claim that the conscious state is the one controlling our life on earth, the man is assigned the active or the ruling role, with the woman being passive or subservient. This symbolic treatment, however, suggest that the tip of the iceberg (the conscious mind) controls the submerged part (the subconscious). We all know that is nonsense but, apparently, that is the way it’s supposed to be. We are supposed to live conscious lives; not be guided by subconscious whims resulting from an ocean of instinctual baggage. Although men and women each enjoy male and female characteristics, neither, with few exceptions, achieved the state of full conscious living. Such an achievement would be described as Cosmic Consciousness, when the conscious and the subconscious become one. [In this context, the word ‘cosmic’ refers to the microcosm, i.e. the subjective world we live in].
But, there is more to it than that.
Or, at least, there is more to the concept of Cosmic Consciousness than the marriage of the conscious and the subconscious. While, more often than not, the Bible refers to the subconscious as the soul, there is also a reference to the spiritual aspect of the human psyche. The name Israel is the key to this condition. Is represents the subconscious/feminine aspect of our nature, RA the conscious/male, and El the spiritual or universal aspect of the human entity. Apparently only when we become fully aware of having the El component, we begin our conscious journey towards our true Self. When Jesus told a man to let the dead bury their dead (2), he was referring to those Jews who have not, as yet, become aware of their spiritual nature.
This awareness, according to the symbology of the Bible, is the secret of success. From the evolutionary standpoint, we begin our lives as animals. All of us. We differ from other animals only in the degree to which we can manipulate matter. But a monkey differs from an ameba a lot more than most of us differ from a monkey. It’s all relative. Biologically, the differences spring from the complexity of organism. The more complex––the more advanced. A present-day supersonic jet is more advanced than a biplane of the first world war. The memory of a jet’s computer banks is staggering. One might call it the subconscious––the operating system being the conscious component, though it only reacts to its sensors. But a computer is not aware of its spiritual nature. In the biblical sense it is dead––as are men and women who do no more than react to their programming. As mentioned before, not only human species walks on the two hind legs. So does an ostrich. What makes us different from other animal forms is our capacity to come alive. To become aware of our spiritual nature. Prophet Isaiah described the birth of this higher awareness as follows: “For unto us a child is born, unto us a son is given: and the government shall be upon his shoulder: and his name shall be called Wonderful, Counsellor, The mighty God, The everlasting Father, The Prince of Peace.” (3)
And this is the key.
This Higher consciousness is our true domain. This consciousness is not only Wonderful, but it is indivisible from the spirit (the mighty God, the everlasting Father), it is one with the Christ Consciousness (the Prince of Peace). It is awareness that we, by our ultimate birthright, are immortal, indestructible, incorruptible components of the Whole. Each one of us, as individuals (4), are indivisible from the Whole.
When one human sperm in 500.000.000 is allowed through the egg membrane, an animal with a potential is conceived. An animal with a potential. The cells know what to do. They divide. A blastula is formed: several layers of cells around a central cavity forming a hollow sphere. A rudimentary embryo. The cells continue to divide automatically. After three months it becomes a fetus: a name given to an animal embryo (including human) in its later phases of gestation. At this stage (and for another few months) a human embryo has fewer brain cells than a monkey. The automatic cell division continues: in humans for nine months, in elephants around two years. (5) Next, a fetus takes its first breath. It becomes a baby. An animal with an incredible potential.
The cells continue to divide. The baby grows; it becomes a man. The man marries, perpetuates the cycle. He eats, defecates, sleeps, procreates, works, fights to protect and squirrels his savings, fights to feed his offspring. The man thinks, schemes, suffers, experiences pleasure. He grows old. The cells are programmed to slow down. He deteriorates. He dies. In his life he’d done nothing to differentiate him from an animal. Oh, he operated more complex machinery (so does a computer), he learned to add and subtract better than a monkey. He was a smart monkey. A clever ape. He was nice, responsible, loving, he looked after his children. So does a monkey, a fish and a bird. Yet this nice, responsible, loving man, according to Jesus, was never born. Not spiritually. Not into the real life.
He remained one of the dead burying the dead.
A human entity that becomes aware of its Higher Self does not die. Gradually it learns to identify with those aspects of itself that are immortal. In time, this new entity discards its service accoutrements, the redundant paraphernalia. It frees itself from appurtenances that an animal needs at various stages of its journey towards enlightenment. Still, it is true that the human animal alone seems to manifest such a greater potential. For good and for evil. For spiritual growth and for material decadence. And for eventual immortality. Barring accidents, the human animal shall find it. It is only a question of time. It could happen in a few billion years. Or tomorrow.
***
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FOOTNOTES
1. The Hebrew word nephesh is invariably translated as soul, meaning animal soul or the sub-conscious. When the word for spirit is needed, the Hebrews used neshamah (Isiah 57:16), meaning breath, which prompted some to suggest that the spirit enters the baby only when it takes its first breath. The same is true of the Greek word pneuma (from pneim: to breathe) variously translated as the breath of life, spirit or soul.
2. Isaiah 9:6
3. Individual from Latin individuus meaning indivisible, inseparable.
4. (Note added on 2/28/2009) Since writing this essay science concluded that the human brain continues to evolve throughout adulthood.
The lamps are different, but the Light is the same.
So many garish lamps in the dying brain’s lamp-shop,
forget about them.
Concentrate on essence, concentrate on Light.
In lucid bliss, calmly smoking off its own holy fire,
the Light streams towards you from all things,
all people, all possible permutations of good, evil,
thought, passion.
The lamps are different,
but the light is the same.
Jalal ud-Din Rumi
[Harvey, Andrew LIGHT UPON LIGHT, Inspirations from RUMI (North Atlantic Books, Berkeley, California 1996) pt. of pg. 14.]
Chapter 7
The earliest library known to modern man was in Babylon. The collection of clay tablets goes back to the 21st century B.C.. Centuries later the Egyptians secreted their knowledge in their temples, hiding it from the people. Their library of Assur-bani-pal (1) was the most noted before the Greek era. We know of the sacred library in Jerusalem’s temple. The fame of Alexandria and Pergamum beacons us to this day. The Greek private collections reach back to the 6th century before the present era, and they established their first public library in 330 B.C..
The list of superb modern libraries is endless: the British Museum in London, the Bodleian Library in Oxford, the Bibliothèque Nationale in Paris, the Vatican Library, the Ambrosian in Milan, the Laurentian in Florence, the Lenin in Moscow, the Library of Congress in Washington D.C. where every book copyrighted in the United States must be represented. An enormous emporium of vast human knowledge.
Knowledge, not Knowingness.
The modern man is hungry for facts; enter the encyclopaedias. Collections of data, some odd––some common, famous and infamous, lists upon lists of materials and bibliographies, all neatly stacked up in alphabetical order. Some medieval scholars attempted to make all knowledge available to the less informed. (2) The modern encyclopaedia tries to do the same.(3) There is no longer any excuse for ignorance. Be it from countless libraries or, more recently, from the computer software, we all can gain access to the intellectual storehouse. To other people’s knowledge.(4) We can learn what others thought, did, and aspired to. It is a little like being peeping Toms on a global scale. We can now steal with impunity the efforts of other men and women, appropriate them, make them our own. But none of it is our knowledge.
It is not Knowingness.
Knowledge is the heritage of the human race. It is the depository of the efforts of countless people, throughout the ages; the product of sweat and toil, of the incomparable instrument we know as the human mind. The libraries of the world attest to the intellectual potential of the human race. In a like fashion, our subconscious is a more surreptitious depository of all events, of all knowledge acquired by an individual human being. There is also, according to Carl Jung, a racial memory that manifests itself as the archetype imprints. Finally, our trillions of cells through their secret encoding system known as the DNA, record, store, and update all information required for our biological survival.
Yet, none of it is Knowingness.
Knowingness always comes only from within.
Not from within our physical bodies but from within an intangible source. All who attempted to reach into these esoteric archives, into the origins of all which, in a diluted form, gradually percolates into the domain of public libraries, have not yet found a way to pass on this information to their fellow man in a direct way. This special form of Knowingness is knowledge in its purest, undiluted form. It is the raw Intelligence, the Truth beyond all doubt, the indestructible, the immutable, the eternal. We can attempt to tap into this field of untrammeled information. We can also burn our spiritual fingers in the process. It is not a library for the tame, for those who think they know all, or even some, of the answers. It is particularly not for those who are easily satisfied with other people’s knowledge. It is for the brave, the hungry, for the not easily discouraged.
The vast majority of mystics, men or women who established even a momentary contact with this Infinite Source, shall remain unknown. They ventured on their search for knowledge not for the purpose of sharing it with individual men, but to enrich the wholeness of the human fabric. Those few whose motivation was directed to an objective testimony became known as avatars, as saviours, as men so advanced in relation to the humble pilgrim’s progress as to be regarded as gods. And gods they were as, ultimately, we all must become.
The mystics found the human language so inadequate that when they wished to communicate with each other they used symbols or secret signs. The transference of this esoteric Knowingness into the exoteric knowledge became the task of the few. Those who had that need deferred to parables, allegories, fables. And thus their teaching became shrouded in myths, while the avatars that strove to liberate us from our ignorance paid a horrendous price. The laws of duality demand an equal force to be raised in opposition. Thus the good, the profound is balanced with the evil, the profane. The Spiritual-intangible became balanced by the religious-material. To all but the few––it still is. Why?
Because it cannot be done.
The Knowingness is available to all. A mystic can point to a direction, but all must take the trip alone.
It is from those avatars that we have learned that our essential being is indestructible. That our true identity is indissoluble from the totality of Life, of Oneness, of the amorphous substance they called Spirit. They all agreed on one point: that unless we look for the divine spark at the very depth of our being we shall certainly not find it anywhere else. Neither in temples, nor in synagogues, nor in churches gilded with statues of saints. It is a lonely journey. But the rewards are, and must remain, beyond words.
***
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FOOTNOTES
1. circa 626 B.C. in Nineveh
2. Lexicon technicum (1704), Encyclopaedia Britannica (1771), Encyclopédie (1772) et alii.
3. As of late 1999 the Encyclopedia Britannica is available on the Internet for free.
4. Since writing the above, the Internet tends to exceeds all previous sources of knowledge. (March, 2009)
I knew a man in Christ...
(whether in the body, I cannot tell: God knoweth)
such an one caught up to the third heaven.
II Corinthians 12:2
Chapter 8
There are few amongst us who do not recognize freedom as a God’s given right. History is abundant with men who preached, beseeched, fought and gave their lives for this most sacred principle of individual freedom. In the Declaration of Independence the delegates to the Congress of the United States speak of all men being endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable rights, among them Liberty. (1)
Liberty ensues from independence, independence from the spirit of liberty.
The Preamble of the American Constitution speaks of securing “the blessings of liberty to ourselves, and our posterity.” All the articles that follow are illumined by this preamble. The Bill of Rights declared in force December 15, 1791 defines and further protects these rights with particular accent on freedom of the citizenry.
On June 26, 1945, in the City of San Francisco, a text equally authentic in Chinese, English, French, Russian, and Spanish, reaffirms faith in the “fundamental human rights, in the dignity and worth of the human person, in the equal rights of men and women...” So reads the preamble of the Charter of the United Nations. The first text in the history of the human race addressing all people, men and women––the world over.
How few delegates understood the meaning of such noble precepts.
But we mustn’t give up. The charter had been affirmed hardly 50 years ago; a long journey indeed since 1215 when King John of England, at Runnymede, signed the Magna Carta. An early seed for the charters of freedoms to come.
Freedom from whom, from what? Who will take care of us when we’re free? Who will tell us what to do, where to work, how to earn our living? Who will tell us what to believe in, what to teach our children, where to send them to school? Who will protect us from the unexpected, the unknown, the unpredictable? What of unemployment? What about our old age? What....???
How dare they give us freedom?
***
Responsibility––no one told us––is the obverse side of the coin of freedom.
781 years lapsed since the singing of the Magna Carta.(2) Are we ready to take on the responsibility of being free? 220 years since the Declaration of Independence. Are we ready for the independence? Are we ready to stand up and walk on our own two feet without the assistance of a king, prince, church, welfare state looking after us? Are we willing to chart our own direction on the turbulent oceans of life and adventure? Or do we demand our illusory rights without paying the dues of birthright.
Freedom without responsibility is anarchy.
Freedom for the select few is oligarchy.
Freedom imposed on children is irresponsibility.
Freedom is a privilege to be earned, not given.
Freedom is an idea.
And ideas are power. Yet to impose one’s ideas on others is equivalent to the practice of the blackest Black Magic. We infuse others with concepts that are not yet ready to flourish. We cast pearls before swine (3); yet swine remain blameless and we are the guilty. Great ideas are sacred and we must cherish that which is holy. Yet we must be so careful. To withhold knowledge from one seeking it is paramount to refusing food to a starving child. The greatest teachers always offered, never imposed their knowledge.
The greater our understanding of freedom, the more responsibility we take on for our brothers. We truly become our brothers’ keepers.(4) We begin to perceive that we all are little more than tenants in this world. That we did not create it, that we did little to enhance it, that we hardly deserve to be in it. That up to now we were no more than carefree tots in a magic kindergarten, and that it is time to stand up and look over the edge of our playpen. The world lies outside. A world we have never seen––till now.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/11346 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!