
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




 


 


 


BEYOND

RELIGION

III

 


 


AN INQUIRY INTO THE NATURE OF BEING

A PERSONAL VIEW

 


 


Stanislaw
Kapuscinski

 


COLLECTED ESSAYS

VOLUME III

 


 


SMASHWORDS EDITION
2010

ISBN
978-0-9813015-1-8

 


Copyright © 2001, eBooks
2010,

Stanislaw
Kapuscinski

 


All rights reserved. No
part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any
form or by any means electronic, mechanical, photocopying,
recording or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the
publisher. [Please note that a number of Essays have been
previously published in part or in whole].

 


 


 


For my friend

Jan Jezewski

With gratitude for planting
the seed

 


 


 


Nothing exists except a-toms and empty
space:

Everything else is opinion.

 


Democritus of
Abdera

c.460 – c.370
B.C.

 


 


LIST OF ESSAYS



FOREWORD

INTRODUCTION

 


1. XENOPHOBIA—On our genetic
image and likeness

2. APPLES—On fruit from
several orchards

3. LOVE—Why we should love our
neighbour

4. BEING
THERE—More on being and
becoming

5. AN
APOLOGY—On human
depravation

6. FATIMA—On
prophesy

7. ONE ON
ONE—More on prophesy

8. ARMAGEDDON—On making
money

9. THE ERRANT SUPERMAN—On
assigning blame

10. BLOOD
BATH—On wholesale
slaughter

11. ETERNITY—On going to
heaven

12. VISUAL PERCEPTION—On the
futility of reliance on our senses

13. EUTHANASIA—On suffering and
being human

14. PROBABILITY—On quantum and
other theories

15. WHY
THE FALL—On the reality of
Eden

16. BE YE
PERFECT—More on
duality

17. THE CHICKEN AND THE EGG—On
the birth of the universe

18. THE
CHURCH—The legacy of the Roman
Church

19. MIRROR OF A LESSER GOD—On
the advantages of marriage

20. ETERNAL DAMNATION—On divine
wisdom

21. ECUMENISM—On faith and
religion

22. CONSCIOUSNESS—On human
nature

23. TRUTH—On the nature of God
and man

24. FREE
WILL—Or the law of
Non-interference

25. SERVICE—On masters and
minions

26. THE
MASTER—On High Self and the
nature of becoming

27. SACRIFICES—On what we must
sacrifice

28. HELLO?—A conversation with
God

29. THE GOD PARTICLE—On
phenomenalists and noumenalists

30. HEAVEN AND HELL—On
devotional and contemplative methods

31. SOUL OF A MACHINE—On
Universal Soul

32. SKIMMING THE SURFACE—On Pol
Pot, science and karma

33. THE GREEN EYED MONSTER—On
envy and its insidious ways

34. RUNN’N, JUMP’N & STANDING
STILL—On suburbs and
teenagers

35. WHO AM
I? —On the search for
Self

36. VIRGINS—On virgins and
mothers of yesteryear

37. WHAT
IF...—On different
possibilities…

38. CHILDREN—On the need for
weaning

39. IMMORTALITY—On liabilities
and consequences

40. THE
FUTURE—On seeing with spiritual
eyes

41. MASTERS AND MINIONS—On the
mastery of being

42. RECUMBENT EVOLUTION—On
being human

43. ALL
PLEASURE—On different images of
divinity

44. OXYMORONS AND MISNOMERS—On
proper use of words

45. COWORKERS—On our
responsibilities

46. WEALTH—On how to procure
riches

47. APRON STRINGS—On the future
of genetics

48. PERCENTAGES—On
individuality

49. TO KILL OR NOT TO KILL—On
killing in the past and in the present

50. MANIPULATORS—On the search
for freedom

51. TRINITY—On various
entanglements in numbers

52. BEYOND RELIGION III—On an
impersonal Trinity

 


POSTSCRIPT

 


All essays carry the date of original
writing. Some have been somewhat updated as a result of further
reading, watching and listening. The dates are given as year, month
and day. Thus XENOPHOBIA had been written on 000221, i.e. on
February 21, 200

 


 


 



FOREWORD

 


It seems to me that there is but one
dominant purpose to the study of reality. It is exemplified
succinctly in the American constitution: The Pursuit of Happiness.
We, Homo sapiens, are a very young species. Our grasp of the
workings of the universe is less than elementary. One generation
ago we considered an atom to be the smallest, indestructible
building-block of reality. Today we dare not insist that quarks,
regardless of color or flavor, qualify as the ultimate Democritus’
a-toms. As the dominant species, we are still pretty ignorant. Not
only in the fields of apparent esoterism but even in the areas of
pure physics, all too often, the best we can do is to offer an
opinion. But we mustn’t worry, as Carl Sagan put it: “There is no
reason to think that the evolutionary process has stopped.”

There is still hope.

We abide on a minor planet orbiting an
inferior sun, whose light would be invisible to a naked eye to
anyone a few dozen light-years away. We have absolutely no reason
to believe that we have earned any distinction among the
intergalactic species. And within a galaxy consisting of billions
of stars, among billions of galaxies, universe continues to expand
at an absurd velocity. And then there are virtual universes,
winking in and out of existence, even as virtual particles of which
they are eventually formed.

In all this unimaginable grandeur, we, you
and I, are put together over many millions of years from elements
formed in the hearts of other, long dead stars. While most of our
bodies consist of hydrogen, a star had to die to give us a few
ounces of more complex atoms without which we could not survive.
And thus, we and the universe are incontrovertibly interconnected.
When I say We are One, we really are.

We really are.

What of the life force which motivates us to
action, to thought, to higher aspirations? What of motivation
towards the arts, the music, painting, sculpture, poetry? These are
not the results of the ashes of the long dead stars. These are
galvanized by a living force, living now, today, some say—immortal.
This Force with the attributes inherent to It, particularly the
attributes of infinite Knowledge and Love—I call God. All in all,
driving us forward towards Its creation, towards Its countless
stars, galaxies, universes, towards beauty and happiness. In the
beginning there was God. The Creative Life Force. And the
concomitant of this Force is Consciousness. All else comes forth
from this single, omnipresent Consciousness. And there is nothing
else. Visible or invisible. Manifested or virtual.

All is One. It is the attribute of this
Consciousness that constitutes our reality. It is into this reality
that I dive, headlong, all else being puny, transient,
replaceable.

I invite you on a journey into the unknown.
I hope you’ll come along.

 


***

 


 



INTRODUCTION

 


Anyone searching these pages for quick,
glib, answers will be disappointed. I would rather my readers
treated my essays as a menu of exotic dishes, perhaps a silver tray
of hors-d’oeuvres, which they might taste, relish, ponder
upon their esoteric ingredients, and if still tempted—swallow.

Whatever subject is discussed in these
pages, it is always, per force, colored by my attitude
towards reality as I see it. A friend once told me that I do not
provide straight answers to the multitude of questions raised. I
don’t, according to him, even provide sufficient meat to engage in
a profound discussion.

That’s quite true. What I offer is a view of
reality that is not espoused by the vast majority of people
I’ve ever met. The intend of my essays is not to impose my views on
others, but to inspire the reader to form his or hers own viewpoint
which will not be limited by the evidence of their senses or
conditioning.

We all see reality differently.

Beauty to some is dire boredom or
indifference to others. We hear differently. Hard-rock is reputed
to be music to some ears, jarring cacophony to others. A gentle
touch is but a sign of weakness to those hankering for power.
Tastes in food differ the world over. And so on. And what seems
even worse (or better?) is that all tastes, all opinions derived
from the evidence of our senses appear to be transient, ephemeral.
We live, hopefully we grow, we mature. We become more
discriminating. We evolve. Physically, mentally, perhaps even at
the spiritual levels. This last motley is usually dismissed as
superstition, unrealistic, impractical—unreliable. Yet, by the
Sherlock Holmes’ well-known process of exclusion, the spiritual
reality seems the only one that is permanent, unchanging, and
reliable.

 


Whoever read my essays collected in Volumes
I and II, must have a good idea what direction I have chosen in my
study of reality. I searched, and continue searching, not just for
the Truth per se, but into the manner in which modern
man/woman can incorporate this Truth in his/her everyday life.
After some twenty-five years of study, I came to the conclusion
that once we find the key, which unlocks the knowledge seated
deeply in our unconscious, our viewpoint changes dramatically. I
have already demonstrated, however briefly, the futility of
reliance on our senses. Unfortunately, for as long as we limit
ourselves to the constrains of our intellect, we remain in
dualistic reality. It is still a reality of contrasts,
contradictions, and apparent mysteries so dear to most if not all
world religions. As long as we wish to perform miracles, to act as
an intermediary between the Potential and the Consequence, we
espouse a dualistic, transient, ephemeral mode. We accept a reality
that is not as good as it could be. On the other hand, the
Perfection, referred to by some people as God, does not
appear to be omnipresent. Unless we revise our definition of
Perfection. If God were as defined by religions, there would be no
need for miracles. God, who is perfect and omnipresent, precludes
any necessity for improvement.

And yet...?

 


Hence the essays.

 


In the meantime, it seems that only
spiritual reality offers escape from duality. It is passive,
static, eternal, undisturbed, inexplicable bliss. If you join me on
my journey, our search will not lead us to stop performing
miracles, but to perform them only for those who still have need of
them. For those who have not yet achieved liberation from the
dualistic mode of being. We all perform and witness miracles daily.
The trick is to see them with non-physical senses. To witness them
as eternal observers and then to realize that we and the Observer
are one.

 


***

 


 


 


1

 XENOPHOBIA

 


And God created man unto his image and
likeness.

We continue to do so. If our own creations
veer from our likeness, we call them retarded, stupid, maladjusted,
or just ungrateful brats who do not appreciate all that we have
done for them. Just look around. The streets are full of homeless
kids with pierced ears, noses, eyebrows and probably brains. They
are the vagabonds, looking for love in a beer-bottle, a needle, a
reefer, or any other quick fix. We, the parents, have created their
environment. We, the parents, repudiate any responsibility for
their actions. Just as they do—the squeegee kids.

They are different. They do not conform.

They are not in our image and likeness.

 


If Einstein had spawned you or me, the
illustrious entourage of egg-heads would probably regard our
actions and mental ability as dismal. Retarded. I have a friend
who’s child is much less retarded in relations to him than we are
in relation to Einstein, yet the doleful father suffers because he
regards his progeny as not ‘normal’. Little does he know that
‘normal’ means average, uninteresting, dull, one of the masses. By
wanting your child to be normal you sentence him/her to
mediocrity.

 


Xenophobia—the fear of the different, of
that which is strange to us.

Ultimately, the fear of the unknown.

Being different from us is not limited to
the extraterrestrials landing their bits of crockery in our
backyards. Xenophobia is alive and well in the hearts of frustrated
fathers and mothers whose children dare to be, to have been born,
different. No doubt we think ourselves so perfect that any
deviation from our mould, our paradigm, we regard with alarm,
disdain, often disgust.

Strangely enough, only deviations, or what
the scientists call mutations, have assured our evolution. And what
is more, the basis for our animosity towards that which is
different has a purely genetic background. For our species to
survive, our genes must have spurned all other genes for millions
of years. If we limit ourselves to such a mindset, then we, guided
by our genes, will continue to do so. If we can rise above such a
primitive level then we can extend what Carl Sagan calls “the
identification horizon” not only to other species but also to the
whole world.(1)

Why can’t everyone be like us? We ask.
Aren’t we good enough?

Certainly not if we are xenophobic. For
whatever reason.

 


In my recent book VISUALIZATION (2), I have
listed a number of unlikely candidates for being recognized as
retarded, together with their apparent deficiencies: “Albert
Einstein and the renown author Virginia Wolf were unable to speak
until they were three years old. As a child, the sculptor Auguste
Rodin was so inept at reading and math that his parents and
teachers discouraged him even from his passion for art. The
multimillionaires of the entertainment industry, Tom Cruise, Cher,
Whoopi Goldberg and Henry Winkler are dyslexic (unable to grasp the
meaning of that which is read). So had been Leonardo da Vinci and
Winston Churchill. Louis Pasteur had problems with math while
George Washington couldn’t spell.” I can only repeat that the
problems these people faced were theirs to overcome. And they have
been.

The first paintings of the impressionists
had been regarded by the connoisseurs as ‘retarded’, and bought for
pittance by the backward dilettanti from Russia. The Russian
ignoramuses are now millionaires, western connoisseurs—dead and
forgotten. The rest is history. Or evolution.

But there is also devolution. The physical
universe suffers from a deadly disease called entropy. We can
succumb to it and cooperate with the elimination of that which is
different, or we can rise above it and rejoice in our abundant
diversity.



Different is not bad, certainly not
abnormal, but, all too often, super-normal. The absence of the
average-gene in a son or a daughter is often compensated by a
unique, extraordinary talent. It may be a capacity to paint or
sculpt in a manner heretofore unknown. It may be a new resonance in
musical structures, new approach to other art-forms; it may be an
ability to love, to spread cheer and smile in areas where ‘normal’
people would be hard-pressed to find a ray of hope. It may take a
long while to discover their unique gift. But the moral is simple.
Do not judge, and particularly pre-judge. He who is different from
us is not worse. He or she might well be better. Perhaps a mutant.
A genius? Only time will tell.

I know of a world chess champion that could
not tie his shoelaces.

Was he sub-normal?

To my knowledge no child prodigy ever
survived our educational system. Oscar Wild said that he never
allowed his schooling to interfere with his education.

 


Yet, we all remain xenophobic. To a
degree.

The clever among us fear abject stupidity,
the rich fear the poor, the poor—the rich. God forbid our daughter
deemed to marry someone of a different skin hue. Perversely, the
opposites invariably attract each other, simply because the
dualistic reality demands it of the opposites. An electron is
attracted to a proton—as mentioned before, the rest is history.

 


We are not equipped to judge our children.
We can only attempt to help them as best we can. What if they
cannot cope in school? Just how many geniuses have our educational
systems produced? On the other hand, how many successful graduates
have swollen the ranks of crooks, murderers, dishonest politicians,
greedy lawyers or perverts masquerading under some disguise? The
children who are ‘different’ will never be any of these. They are
and will remain the unique, precious gifts reaching out from the
divine into our midst.

It is we who are retarded by wanting to
bring all to a common denominator.

Neither we nor our children are limited to
our bodies, even minds. We are spiritual entities experimenting
with different modes of being. The sooner we accept this truth the
sooner we shall free ourselves from our genetic psychosis, from
xenophobia. And we shall allow our children to develop their own
image and likeness. To be themselves.

And then, within the abundant ocean of
mediocrity, let us hope, none of them shall ever become normal.

 


000221

 


FOOTNOTES

(1). Sagan, Carl THE COSMIC
CONNECTION [Dell publ. Co., Inc.. New York 1973]

(2). Kapuscinski,
Stanislaw VISUALIZATION / CREATING YOUR OWN UNIVERSE.
[Inhousepress, Montreal 2000, Smashwords 2010]

 


 


Education is what remains

after one has forgotten everything he
learned in school.

 


Albert Einstein

 


 


 


2

APPLES



When offering Adam an apple, Eve pulled a
fast one. Who could resist Eve—whatever she had to offer? She was
the only game in town. I’m sure she polished the pome, gingerly, on
her silky skin, till it shone with the fire of gold. For a man
whose fridge was still out of order, a tempting snack indeed.
Nevertheless, we are told, the price of a single bite was the
expulsion from Eden. One can but wonder what else Eve had to offer.
A rotten trick, you might say, or, if we choose to interpret the
parable literally (as so very many still do), perhaps a rotten
apple?

Apples always appear to have brought
problems to mankind. The Greek goddess Eris, annoyed at not having
been invited to a wedding, threw—not a tantrum, but—an apple. It
was a gorgeous, golden apple, marked “for the most beautiful”.
Immediately Hera, Athena and Aphrodite claimed the fruit, each for
herself. You know women... Strife followed, all because of an
apple. Prince Paris, the son of Priam the king of Troy, managed to
get hold of this very same apple and, for reasons of his own,
offered it to the “most beautiful” Aphrodite. In gratitude for the
recognition (not to mention flattery), the goddess of beauty helped
Paris to kidnap Helen, thus plunging the known world into the long
lasting Trojan War. Have you noticed how much trouble a single
apple can make? Of course the involvement of a beautiful woman
doesn’t hurt any either. The Greeks knew that. They named the fruit
the apple of discord, Eris—the goddess of discord.

After all this apple-trouble one can but
wonder why the goddess Aphrodite is not mythologically connected to
the tomato. Were not tomatoes originally known as apples of love,
or love-apples?

I really like tomatoes...

 


Many years ago a great man said that we
could recognize the quality of the tree by it’s fruit, rather like
being able to tell the quality of an apple tree by the apples it
produces. If the apples are bitter, rotten, devoid of quality, then
any reasonable man would cut the apple tree down, to make room for
another. If one didn’t do so after a season or two, one certainly
wouldn’t postpone the pruning, let alone outright cutting down, for
thousands of years. Too risky. One bad apple tree might pollute or
infect the whole orchard. Great danger lurks in procrastination of
what one must or should do. Whatever it is.

Perhaps that’s why we have developed systems
with built-in checks and balances. There are tiers of agencies
designed to assure that the tree of the government does not bear
rotten apples—at least, not… for too long. Not for long enough to
infect the orchard itself. Only dictatorships, be they outright or
oligarchic, defy this wisdom. And they fall. As Napoleon,
Mussolini, Hitler, Stalin, as Communism have fallen. Evil dictators
and evil empires. Rotten apples. Trees tainted with greed, with the
excesses of power, with megalomania.

 


And hence the paradox.

There is an organization that ascended to
power riding the crest of the orchard. It is also the sole
organization that acts in total defiance of the teaching on which
it bases its authority. After two millennia of rotten, bitter,
deceitful apples, of apples which caused more discord that Eris
could ever do, the presiding Pontifex Maximus, the boss of bosses,
rose in his splendiferous attire and proclaimed that although the
apples may be rotten-to-the-core, the apple-tree itself is perfect.
He said ‘sorry’ about the apples, but... the tree is good. In fact,
perfect. The boss-of-bosses said so with a straight face, as though
believing that the words spewing from of his mouth weren’t in total
denial of him who said, “by their fruits ye shall know them.”
Admittedly, there have also been one or two, perhaps even a few,
apples that bore evidence of quality. But they really were but few
and far between. In fact it would be all too easy to find many
orchards which bore vastly superior fruit to the one the
boss-of-bosses is so adamant in defending.

Why? Could it be lust for power?

If the present Infallible One is any example
then the answer must be—yes. The lust for power so implacable, so
grim, so relentless, that the stooping, all-but-collapsing old man,
hardly able to mumble almost inaudible words, let alone stand up
straight or walk, refuses to let go. And yet what power? Isn’t the
Kingdom he swore to protect not of this world? And if such is the
case, does this real Kingdom need protection? Why, then, such
single-minded determination to dominate all other orchards
here-and-now? Why create conditions wherein rotten apples grow in
such dismal abundance? “We forgive and we ask forgiveness,”
he said several times. No specific wrongdoings.

Not one.

Are we supposed to guess?

Could he have been talking about the late
Middle Ages when his predecessors carried out the Inquisition in
which the non-believers had been tortured and killed in their
thousands?(1) Or perhaps the later revived Spanish version that was
even more brutal?(2) Or was he asking forgiveness for the thousands
of Muslims slaughtered by the Christian soldiers in a bid to
reclaim the Holy Land—all under the aegis of the Holy See? Or could
it be that the hatred diffused over many centuries by his
Holy organization against the Jews finally bore fruit in the
death camps of the Second World War? A rotten fruit indeed. Or was
the apology directed at the official and officious degradation of
women, even within his own organization? Or perhaps he was
referring to the mistreatment of all the minorities as some
inferior children of a lesser God?

Surely, he could not have been talking about
the hundreds, perhaps thousands, of boys brutally treated by his
sodomitical priesthood? Or the horror stories only recently
surfacing about the abuses in the orphanages run under his
infallible protection by such innocent looking nuns? Or perhaps he
was thinking about the Nazi money laundered through the Vatican
bank, the Church bank, the bank of the Holy, Pristine, Unscathed,
eternally Innocent Church?

We shall never know.

The apology: “...cannot assume the aspect
of a spectacular self-flagellation” insisted Cardinal Roger
Etchegary, president of the Vatican’s 2000 Jubilee Committee.
Cardinal Joseph Ratzinger, head of the Congregation for the
Propagation of the Faith (which articulates church dogma) said that
the Catholic theology prevents the Pontiff from apologizing for any
wrongs of the Roman Catholic Church itself.

So many, so very many, rotten, bitter
apples. All from a single, so fruitful a tree. It makes you indeed
believe in miracles. Unless... unless you believe him who told the
parable that "a good tree cannot bring forth evil
fruit".(3)

 


Hence the apple of Sodom. The Dead Sea
apple. It is thus described by Josephus(4), the thoroughly
Romanized Jewish historian and soldier: “...which fruit have the
color as if they were fit to be eaten; but if you pluck them with
your hands they dissolve into smoke and ashes.” Hence anything
of promising appearance which disappoints and deceives. Perhaps we
should beware of anyone, or anything, being thoroughly
Romanized.

 


000314

 


FOOTNOTES 

 


(1). Matthew 7:17/18. (my
emphasis)

(2). Josephus, Flavius
A.D. 37—A.D.95 (?)

(3). The 12th through 15th
centuries.

(4). between 1500 and
1834

 


 


A good tree cannot bring forth evil
fruit.

 


Matthew 7:18
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LOVE

 


More has been written on the subject of this
four-letter-word than on any other subject. More nonsense has been
garnished with this apparently inexhaustible staple than seems
possible for the rampant imagination of man. Empires have been
built and lost; heroes have been elevated to Olympian heights; gods
have been conjured and murdered, as have thousands of their
followers—all in the name of love. Love of what? Power? Beauty?
Prolific riches, Faustian talents, beguiling secrets of an enticing
woman?

Some say that love is the greatest power on
earth. Isn’t love the very antithesis of power? Perhaps it is the
most irresistible force, rather than power.

 


What limits the efficacy of love is not its
own frailty but capacity of the recipient to accept it. A deaf man
cannot accept the love encapsulated in the harmonies of a musical
masterpiece; a blind man cannot appreciate the ebullience of the
old masters, or the shimmering light of the impressionist. Nor can
we experience love if we close the floodgates through which it
threatens to overwhelm us. And finally, until we realize that love
is not a feeling, an emotion, but the most irresistible force
binding the universes together, we shall never experience true
love.

 


And thus we are told: Thou shalt love the
Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with
all thy mind...(1)

 


So many of my good friends file out,
dutifully, to their many churches (almost) every Sunday, presumably
looking for their God and, once there, they proceed to love Him as
best they can. Yet, how can they? How can they love what to most of
them is a mystery? Who is this mysterious Lord? Can one love
a God one never experienced? Surely, one cannot love what one does
not understand. When Spinoza said “to define God is to deny God”,
he merely refused to set limitations which such a definition might
impose. He did not advocate abject ignorance of the source of Life,
on the Source of All. And most of all, the Source of Love Itself.
But the ignorance of my brothers and sisters doesn’t stop there. My
dear, honest, truly decent friends have only the vaguest idea what
is this heart they are supposed to commit to such a task.
They seem to have an even lesser idea of what is soul, and
only a vague impression of the real function of their
mind.

Let us try to eliminate all ‘mystery’ from
the commandment.

 


You are the Lord.

You are the sole architect shaping reality
from the inexhaustible abundance of the Universal Creative Spirit.
You create your universe, your truth. You are the Truth. According
to what you believe in—that becomes your life, your health, your
joy, your wealth, your pleasure. God, the ineffable, the
unimaginable, incommunicable, indescribable, inexpressible,
unspeakable... will forever, as Spinoza would say, remain
undefinable.(2) God the Spirit, the unchangeable, immutable Source,
the Father, is That from which all draws its substance. But since,
as far as you are concerned, your power is infinite, the
Lord, the High Self, the I AM, the Living Christ, the Only Son of
God is de facto—God. The Lord and God-the-Father are
identical in ‘quality’, though not in ‘quantity’. One cannot tell
the difference between a single drop of saline water and the rest
of the ocean, because their nature is identical. At this
level of perception you were never born, you will never die. YOU
ARE even as I AM. There is no outside agency, no outside
interference that has the power to influence you against your will.
Jehovah (the Lord) confessed to Moses that His name is I AM, and He
warned that thou shalt have none other Gods before me.(3)
The Lord is thy God. And none other. Fifteen hundred years later he
who showed us the way said: I and my father are one.
Inseparable. The same truth promulgated centuries apart.

Will people ever understand?

It is this God within that we are
admonished to love. And love, in this elevated state, means to
become one with. To lose the boundary where you cease and
the Lord begins. To become One. Are we any closer to understanding
who is this God? We must defy Spinoza once more. God is not just
the fountain of life. God is LIFE Itself. To love God is to love
Life. It is to love immortality. I am the resurrection and the
life(4) Create your own list of perfections, of abundant life,
of beauty, of harmony and order, of love and compassion, of
unimaginable wealth, of the realization of all your indestructible
dreams... and then fall in love with them. When you do, you
will love God. You will love Love Itself. If you settle for any
less, for any imperfection, any blemish, then you don’t love God
but some lesser deity. You will create yourself unto an image and
likeness of a lesser god. Only perfection is acceptable. Be ye
perfect.(5)

It is that simple.

 


And what of soul?

 


Soul spelled with a capital S, is defined
above. It is the I AM. It is a mode of being. Soul is but one and
It is the expression of the divine attribute of Individualization.
In you and in me. In all of us. In animals and plants. In rocks and
grains of sand on a distant beach. In stars and galaxies. In the
vastness of space. Without end.

Soul spelled with the lower case: ‘soul’,
represents the sum total of all that you (the individualized I AM)
have accomplished, from the beginning of time, towards the
realization described above. It is your subconscious. It is your
feminine aspect, your anima, which defines and nurtures that which
you are. And the very essence of your soul that controls your
thoughts, your behavior, is your heart. You must learn to
love Life, Perfection, not only with your conscious mind, but also
with the totality of your being. The desire for and the love of
Perfection in all Its Attributes must be instilled in your
heart. This means your total subconscious must be
impregnated with it. When it is, your soul will be worth saving.
Every aspect of you will be preserved for eternity. You will give
an individual expression to the Universality.

 


And what of your mind?

 


The mind is the means, the executive
function. Every miracle is a miracle of the mind. Mind is the
machine, the instrument, which creates reality. Whatever your mind
dwells on, for any length of time, sooner of later becomes manifest
in this, the material world. When you want something, you must ask,
insist if you like, in the name of your High Self, by the power of
your Mind. The authority is there at your disposal. It is your
ultra mind. Your super-consciousness. It is your dream factory.
When you learn to love God, when you learn to employ the creative
force exclusively for the good of the Universal, you will have
learned to love with your mind. You will have learned to
love yourself. Your true, real Self. And since the individualized
Soul is one and the same in every being, in all of creation, you
will love God in your family, your neighbors, in your friends and
associates. You will discover Him in all His modes of being.
Throughout the universes. For ever. And since love unites, you will
never, never, be alone.

Isn’t it fun?

 


A church, any church, of any religion, has
only two functions. First, to teach and assure every man, woman and
child that God is within his or her own being. And the second is
just as straightforward. Since this statement is true of every one
of us, surely, we must, per force... love one another. What
we really love is the God manifested in and through each one of
us.

 


This is what love is all about.

It has been said that as you rise in
consciousness towards the bliss of heaven, your power increases
enormously. Yet, when you finally "get there", all you find is
Love.
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FOOTNOTES

 


(1). Matthew
22:37

(2). Baruch or Benedict
Spinoza (1632-77). In 1656 the Jewish group in which he was raised
had excommunicated him for independence of thought.

(3). Deuteronomy
5:7

(4). John 11:25

(5). Matthew 5:48,
perfect from Greek
teleios also
meaning complete.

 


 


O foolish mind,

why do you go here and there in search of
Lord Vishnu,

when He is very much present in you?

 


Teluga poem
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 BEING
THERE

 


Three men, from very different walks of
life, inspired my today’s soliloquy. Peter Sellers—the inimitable
comedy actor, Joseph Campbell—whose knowledge of the world’s myths
surpasses all scholars I’ve ever read, and the genius of the
century himself, Albert Einstein. All three men cast a unique view
on the human condition of being, of what it is that makes us alive.
All three suggest that the withdrawal of our facility to help
others is contiguous to the aging process, which in many ways is
equivalent to no longer being useful to our fellowman. This
withdrawal, in turn, is not resultant from the onset of any
physical limitations or inadequacies, but only and solely from our
state of mind, our firm belief, no matter how untrue, that we no
longer have anything to offer. We shall see that the attendant
decrepitude is the consequence of laziness, of indolence, which is
the only cause of most if not all our problems related to
aging.

We do not age in our body, we age in our
minds.

The first example is, of course, taken from
the melancholy satirical comedy film: Being There. In it,
the character played by Peter Sellers personifies a gardener who,
having been transplanted from his habitual environment, begins to
dwell, abide, in abject passivity. Being There becomes an
indolent, supine, substitute for “Doing Anything Anywhere”, to
being useful. The epitome of this condition is so unnatural to the
human nature that the ‘gardener’ is assigned superhuman traits of
character, practically divine ability, which just “being there” can
foster. God is, we are merely—becoming. The gardener
is, therefore he is divine. He is also dead from the neck
up. Hence the satire.(1)

 


This attitude brings me to Joseph Campbell.
In one of his wonderful lectures, he affirmed that throughout
history man’s job was to do, a woman’s to be. A man
had to remain active; to do, to perform, to be engaged in
producing, fighting, defending, in supplying whatever was necessary
for the woman to ‘be’. In my essay on Being and Becoming, I
stress the validity of the state of ‘being’ as against that of
‘becoming’.(2) To be is to have achieved, to have reached, to have
succeeded in one’s endeavor, dream, ambition. To be in a state of
becoming, is to remain on the journey, to admit one’s inadequacy of
not having, as yet, scaled the insurmountable mountain. It is to be
a transient, a pilgrim on the way. Yet is also means to be
alive.

If we accept Campbell’s dictum, a woman by
being has achieved her purpose.

If we also accept the concept of death, of
singularity of temporal existence, then the above would be true.
Luckily, all evidence points to reincarnation, wherein man conquers
new horizons only to be given a chance to consolidate his findings
in his next life, in which he will inhabit the body of a woman. A
woman nurtures, protects—is that which she achieved in her
(his) previous incarnation. There are exceptions, of course. There
are very passive men, very active woman. Perhaps this is what Jesus
said to his disciples in the Gospel of Thomas "I’ll make her
male".(3) If we were to concentrate on becoming all the time, we
would never really learn if our new knowledge could be put to
practice. We would be so busy chasing after a rainbow that we would
not notice being awash in its glorious rays. A woman can be—by
being there. But she pays a price. She must be more passive. Her
role of activity has often been confined to sharing her state of
being, of providing a haven in the ocean of living, of providing
the stable rock in turbulent waters of life. If she refuses to do
so, the raging current may sweep both him and her. It is wise to
think of life as continuity, of alternating between being and
becoming, lest we forget what it is that we have become.

Yet there we must be careful. It is much
easier to be active than passive-yet-alive. Perhaps that is why men
are said to offer their efforts—women proffer themselves. To be the
latter, we must not only share with others our inherent
knowingness, but we must actively observe and record the
consequences of this sharing. There will be little time for such
digression in our next life, when we shall be busy, once again,
reaching beyond the new horizons.

 


And this leads us directly to Albert
Einstein.

He once said: “Man like every other
animal is by nature indolent. If nothing spurs him on, then he will
hardly think, and will behave from habit like an automaton.”
Perhaps the genius was contemplating on his own passivity. It seems
that Einstein’s greatest achievement took place early in his life.
Later, he... coasted. Or so he thought. Frankly, I think that he
became so weighed by his novel vision of the world, of cosmos, that
he began the process of consolidation already in his present life.
There is only so much a man can do in a single lifetime. Einstein’s
thoughts embraced the whole universe. A tough nut to swallow, er...
follow.

But was he right? Are we indolent animals by
nature?

I’m very much afraid so.

Most people remain active for as long as
they must. By that I mean that man works instinctively only for as
long as he supports his family. A woman does her share, until her
progeny has weaned. Then, both put on weight (a sort of insurance),
become more passive, more sedate. Why work when I don’t have
to?

We are definitely indolent by nature.

If we do not think of ourselves as being
useful to someone, we slow down. Mentally, we lie down and wait to
die. This, of course, makes us indolent animals, not humans. To be
human is to be much more then to propagate our species. It is,
ultimately, to learn two universal tenets. One, that we are all
one, and two, that we are immortal. That if we become passive
without sharing, than the whole humanity loses something in the
process. No matter how old, we have a great deal to offer. Perhaps,
the greatest challenge is to find what it is. To find it and to
share that knowledge, that knowingness, with others. And this is so
much more suited to a woman than a man. A man must be active. If he
cannot run around, he feels inadequate. Not all man. Stephen
Hawking stopped running around many years ago, yet remained active.
But a woman is not limited by such constrains of character. She can
continue to be, to shine, to share, and to give of herself. No
matter how old, love can pour in great abundance from an
experienced heart. When this happens, the years seem to peel away
as if by magic.

Perhaps love has no age. Perhaps love just
is.
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FOOTNOTES

 


(1). For those unfamiliar
with my apriorism: God is, but His mode of being is in us,
and we are in the eternal mode of becoming. We are the entities
through which God experiences the condition of change. God is Life,
but we are the living.

(2). BEYOND RELIGION,
Collected Essays, Volume I. [Inhousepress, Montreal
1997]

(3). Kapuscinski,
Stanislaw KEY TO IMMORTALITY, The Gospel
according to Thomas, logion 114
(Inhousepress, Montreal 2000, Smashwords 2010).

 


 


Have you heard the music that no fingers
enter into?

 


Kabir

[A mystic poet and saint of
India, 1440—1518]
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 AN
APOLOGY

 


There are many who found shortcomings in the
recent papal apology for the misdeeds of the Roman Catholics
committed over the centuries. We can only hope that whoever speaks
for the Protestants, the Muslim, the Jews, the Hindûs, and other
religions whose palms carry Macbethian stains will offer a more
complete apology for the misdeeds of their sacerdotal members.

Is it likely to happen?

Whatever the papal apology, the sins of the
Catholics certainly do not stand alone. Nor are the malefactors of
neither other religions nor other secular organizations. Others,
many others, dipped their long arms into other people’s pockets,
stained them up to their elbows with other people’s blood. Kings
and queens, presidents and prime ministers, generals and admirals,
dictators and elite members of depraved oligarchies, countless
perfidious aristocrats, all, ALL are guilty as charged. Or as
innocent... even as the Roman Church is innocent, according to the
Holy Father. Power corrupts everyone equally. This is what power
does. It always did.

Yet none of the perpetrators are likely to
ever follow even in the faltering papal footsteps. None of them
will ever admit to their crimes against humanity. Like the Roman
Church, they will forever remain innocent. Or perhaps like
Pinochet: “guilty but insane”. Perhaps they were: “Just carrying
out orders”. Only their hands will remain bloodied. And therefore,
it is in their name, in the name of all people in power, that I
apologize. Urbi et orbi. Even as the pope did, so that the
guilty might remain innocent.

 


For the many humans being so profoundly
subhuman, I apologize.

 


For the war-to-end-all-wars and didn’t, and
the next war that ignited the whole world—I apologize. For
the countless millions of lives lost under the Communist and Nazi
rules; for the concentration camps and for prisons; and for
Siberia—I apologize.

For the bloodshed in the Chino-Japanese War,
the Spanish Civil war; for the wars in Korea and Vietnam, and the
subsequent loss of lives and limbs of adults and children alike in
the insidious minefields—I apologize.

For the murderous civil wars in Nicaragua,
Panama, El Salvador, and for the heinous abuses of power in
Argentina and Chile; for the bloodthirsty rebellion of the Sandero
Luminoso in Peru who murdered as many members of the “upper
classes” as they did peasants in whose name they reaped their
bloody harvest—I apologize.

For the ongoing crimes of countless
drug-lords throughout North, Middle and South America, Europe and
Asia, the Middle and the Far East, the world over, for poisoning
the minds and bodies of our children and the exploitation of their
innocence for sex traffic—I apologize.

For the persistent mass murders of innocent
peasants of whom an estimated two million have died by execution,
starvation, disease or overwork during the rule of the
Maoist-inspired Khmer Rouge in Cambodia—I apologize.

 


For the senseless war between Iran and Iraq,
for using children on the front lines of the battles while the
generals and imams grew fatter in safety—I apologize.

For tribal cleansing in Iran, Algiers,
Sudan, Ethiopia, Libya, by equally vicious religious expurgations
in many of the republics of befallen USSR, and for all other crimes
inspired by Moslem fundamentalists, for the Christian-Moslem-Hindu
genocidal strife in India, Sri Lanka, Indonesia—I
apologize.

For the genocidal wars, murders, tortures,
exploitations, abuses in South Africa, Sudan, Somalia, Sierra
Leone, and still going on in Congo and Uganda, on and on and on...
all over the starving Africa—I apologize.

For the invasion of Kuwait by Iraq and the
consequent brutal Western military response, for the homicidal
games played by the Protestants and Roman Catholics in Ireland, for
the Chinese invasion of Tibet, for Tiananmen Square massacre, for
the murderous nonsense of Falkland islands, for the bloodthirsty
ethnic cleansing in the defunct Yugoslavia which reached its utter
ignominy in Bosnia, Kossovo, Albania, for the laying waste of
Chechnya, for all of them—I apologize.

 


...for all the wars yet to come for which no
one will ever apologize— in the name of all humanity I’m sorry.

I am really sorry...

 


For centuries of abuse and exploitation by
the greatest crime organization of all time, the British Empire,
for France’s and Portugal’s cruelty in the subjugation of their
former colonies, and for all the empires which came before them,
empires which usurped riches while creating poverty—I
apologize.

For as Mahatma Gandhi had said: Poverty
is the greatest crime.

And thus, for all of us who eat more then we
should, or need to, when others go hungry—I apologize.

 


In the name of each and ever man who ever
wielded power in whatever name, I apologize. In the name of
humanity for all who are still imperfect, I apologize because my
church is not innocent. I, and my church, my orchard—the human
race—we are all guilty as charged.

 


For all these that I’ve listed, and so many
I haven’t...

I apologize.

Surely, someone should?

Shall we all be forgiven?

Will anyone listen?

Care?
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Father, forgive them: for they know not what
they do.

 


Luke 23:34
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 FATIMA

 


Dreams, visions, insights, can be the
by-product of excessive intake of good wine, of hitting one’s head
against a wall, inordinate fatigue, or even lugubrious ennui. In
other words, when our senses no longer transmit their input
relating objective reality, the reality we share with other people,
we slip into our private subjective world. Such dreams and visions
fade into oblivion, as they should, the moment we recover from our
temporary deviation from the norm. We sober up, our head stops
hurting.

And then, there is the second group of
revelations.

There are other dreams and visions which,
given a chance, we should attempt to take much more seriously. This
other kind is an attempt of our unconscious to communicate with our
conscious mind which, for the most part, is held in an iron grip of
our subconscious. As I have discussed in previous essays, our
subconscious is the sum-total of our material experience
that enables our physical bodies to survive within an ever-changing
physical environment.

Our unconscious is a very different
cattle of fish.

Not only it is not concerned with our
physical survival, but also it provides us with the only link with
that which is indestructible, permanent, static, eternal. It is the
narrow gate through which the Ocean of Infinite Possibilities
attempts to communicate with our mundane awareness. Since the two
states of consciousness have little in common, they have not, as
yet, established a common means of communication. For the
unconscious, or more precisely our unchangeable state of
consciousness, the I AM, to communicate with our physical awareness
through the unconscious, It employs symbols, allegories or
images to convey Its messages. At the broadcast end of the
communication these messages are holistic, gestält concepts,
and by the time our conscious mind educes any understanding of
them, they degenerate into two or three-dimensional images, what
Carl Yung called archetypes, or merely very vague
impressions. It takes a lifetime of study to learn to recognize
them, to separate them from the continuous clutter of random
thoughts invading our mind, to still our mind long enough to become
aware of them. By the time we attempt to convey such images or
impressions to other people, we are forced to translate them into
linguistically structured communication, into words of a language,
into a horizontally projected symbols.

Imagine describing a magnificent painting to
a blind person by identifying each individual stroke the artist
placed on the canvas, from the upper left corner of the painting
down, in a series of horizontal lines, to the right bottom corner.
Yet this is how we communicate with each other, this is what I am
doing right now, in attempting to convey to you my understanding of
what an inspired, holistic, gestält vision becomes when put down on
a piece of paper.

 


And this brings us to Fatima.

 


Three girls, still unspoiled by the
impositions of our cultural disciplines or a written language, were
capable of recognizing a vision, a communication from their common
unconscious. Children are much more likely to perform such feats
than adults, who have learned to dismiss all inputs from their
unconscious as drivel, or resulting from causes which I have listed
at the start of this essay. Cardinal Joseph Ratzinger, the head of
the Vatican’s Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith, is no
exception. He attempted to interpret the ‘vision’ from a document
written down by one of the children. Not only is it practically
impossible to translate any ‘real’ vision into words, but the very
words have been written down by a child not within days, weeks or
even months after the experience, but by a nun, Lucia dos Santos,
(now 93 years old and the only survivor of the three children who
shared the vision) in 1944, fully 27 years after her
experience.(1)

To worsen the case, Cardinal Ratzinger seems
quite unaware of the symbolic nature of all ‘inspired’ visions. He
must have forgotten that his avowed Master, the Christ, spoke
almost exclusively in parables, in allegories, in symbolic images,
to convey what his unconscious was communicating to him. Could the
three children have been so much smarter? Could it be that their
images must be taken as close to being mundane forecasts of
physical events that were to have taken place sometime in some
undefined future?

 


What utter balderdash!

No fundamentalist doctrine can ever do
justice to the truth, which originates in our unconscious. We may
forever remain ignorant, we might never fully appreciate what the
children have said, but trying to interpret their vision in terms
of physical events related to living, physical men, is to debase
them into total nonsense.

Furthermore, no one can interpret another
person’s vision for a third party.(2) Not with any precision. The
communication with the ‘spirit’ is always a one-on-one
transaction, as it is directly related to, and dependent on, the
development of the consciousness of the ‘receiver’. To interject
oneself between God and man is to deny the very essence of the
teaching of the New Testament. God, we are told, is in heaven and
heaven is within you. Any other postulate is a willful perversion
of the original teaching. As for the attempting to get ‘close’ to
what the children “might have seen”, let us attempt to list a few
basic steps.

 


Purportedly, the children saw “a bishop
dressed in white (and) we had an impression that it was the Holy
Father,” (again, as purportedly written by a nun 27 years after
the event). Later on, in this written statement, the children saw
(we have the nun’s word for it), the Pope(3) “passing through a
big city half in ruins and half trembling with halting step,
afflicted with pain and sorrow (and) he prayed for the souls of
corpses he met on his way.” When the Pope reached the top of a
mountain and was praying at the foot of a cross, “he was killed
by a group of soldiers who fired bullets and arrows at him”
even as he and other bishops, priest and nuns and other people
“died one after the other.” Angels then “gathered up the
blood of the martyrs and with it sprinkled the souls that were
making their way to God.”

A tragic vision indeed.

The Vatican waited till recently to release
the text of this apocalypse. Could it be that only now the scholars
could concoct a story that the faithful might swallow? Apparently
(according to Vatican sources) the ‘prophetic’ events described in
vision already took place; only the group of soldiers armed with
the bullets and arrows have been reduced to a single Turkish gunman
Mahmed Ali Agca, who in 1981 shot and nearly killed the Pope.
Only... the Pope recovered (perhaps resurrected?) and, to top it
all, the Pope the children saw was none other than our very own
John Paul II! As for other bishops, priest and other people...
well, they didn’t actually die in the attempt on the Holy Father’s
life. In fact no one was injured at all. Furthermore, there was
hardly any blood, so the angels had very little to gather, let
alone sprinkle on souls...

Then the Ratzinger doctrine expands to deal
with communism, political systems in Eastern Europe, all derived by
some miraculous interpolation from the three little children.

 


And this is the story Cardinal Ratzinger,
the guardian of the Doctrine of the Faith, is sticking to.
Furthermore, before the Vatican decided to reveal the third part of
the Fatima ‘secret’ to the world at large, the papal envoys visited
Sister Lucia, who reportedly immediately agreed with the Pope’s own
interpretation of the vision conveyed to her, and apparently with
equal alacrity confirmed that the Pope was indeed the Pope,
J-P II. It is interesting to note that when the children received
their vision, John Paul, or even Karol Wojtyla, hadn’t been born
yet. Nevertheless, the mystery, the secret so jealously guarded by
the Vatican since 1944 is finally ours to behold.(4)

 


Now a few words of caution.

In the biblical or spiritual idiom, visions,
‘prophecies’, images, never, never, deal with social or
national projections. They deal always and exclusively with the
pilgrim’s progress towards enlightenment. They deal with the soul,
not the body.

In the biblical idiom, a city
invariably symbolizes a state of consciousness. A mountain—a
state of raised consciousness, as in prayer. The dead or dying
people represent negative thoughts which are “killed off” by
(if need be, symbolically, a hail of arrows or bullets) our
prayers. The martyrs are usually the witnesses, the
remaining thoughts or concepts, which are worth preserving. The
sprinkling with the blood of martyrs symbolizes the inkling of
truth, the influx of spiritual knowledge. The fact that bishops,
priests and nuns “died one after the other” gives us some
indication of what symbols the unconscious suggests represent that
which we should let die within us, within our consciousness.
Perhaps they represent dogmatic thoughts, old, tired concepts,
rigid, unbending insistence on infallibility. Perhaps we should
beware of those among us who attempt to convert all visions into
fundamentalist, material, physical images. That is not what the
Christ did. His kingdom was not of this world.
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[Since writing this essay, Cardinal Joseph
Ratzinger has been elected to lead the faithful as Pope Benedict
XVI. An interesting choice…]

 


COMMENTS

 


(1). The nun shared her
vision with her two siblings, Francisco and Jacinta in
1917.

(2). The third vision has
been recently "released" by the Vatican with a 43-page
commentary!

(3).
…now taken for granted that it was the
Holy Father, presumably as the only bishop dressed in white; there
is no mention of any other identifying marks. (At the time—still the Venerable Pope John Paul II)

(4). Most of the factual
actual for this essay have been gathered from a report by Reuter in
Vatican City, as published by the Gazette, in Montreal on Tuesday,
June 27, 2000

 


 


What does a fish know about the water

in which he swims all his life?

 


Albert Einstein

[in THE WORLD AS I SEE IT,
1935]
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 ONE ON
ONE

 


There are many that desire to sway the
masses. Their need for fame, perhaps power, their need to influence
others is a driving force within their nature. It is often
recognized as the mark of greatness. I think of it as a great
weakness. Throughout the ages, the sages, prophets, saviors,
addressed us on a one-on-one basis. They never attempted to either
sway or save the masses; always individuals within those masses.
Likewise, when they attempted to describe complexion of the “last
days” that any particular unit of consciousness, a soul, will
undergo in the final stages of its liberation, it is always limited
to the experiences of an individual entity.

And more than that.

No one ever succeeded in imparting knowledge
on another person, let alone on the masses. All that anyone can do
is to stir the desire within one’s neighbor to delve into the fount
of enlightenment deep within his or her own being. If it were
otherwise, the great Masters of the past would have long elevated
every one of us to their own illustrious heights. And this brings
us to the prophets and their prophecies.

 


All prophecies describe individual journeys
of an individual soul. The apocalyptic events always describe the
process of liberation from our material consciousness. The end of
the world is the end of your and my transient, subjective world.
The end of a nation is the end of our present system of thoughts,
the end of an erroneous mindset.(1) The Higher Consciousness within
us is indestructible. Thus, we cannot lose It. What we will lose,
ultimately, is the false assumptions, the false idols to which we
pay homage in our present mindset. It may take a day, a year, a
millennium or a billion years, but each one of us will cross the
pearly gates. The gates are eternal. They can wait.

So can we. If we must.

But we don’t have to...

 


There are seers, who claim that our future
is like a course of a river which, if we rise high enough, we can
see and therefore foretell. Not so. Our life, nevertheless, can be
compared to a river. In the beginning, at our very primitive
stages, our river cuts a predetermined course through the garden of
life. But then, as our consciousness develops, we begin to be faced
with diverse possibilities. We become as an effluence swelling into
a broad delta, even as the mighty Ganges, on the way to joining
with the ocean of Love. Suddenly we are faced with countless
opportunities to accelerate or delay our progress. The seer can
predict the destination, but not the diverse courses that our life
can take to get there. The prophet can describe the many
tribulations, but not the intricacies of an individual unfolding.
There is always that ever-present principle of uncertainty.

This principle is called, free will.

 


The past may be fixed, the future, however,
can be proposed but not frozen. Since the days of pretentious dogma
and assumed infallibility, the principle of uncertainty comes to
the fore in every walk of life. It is discernible, under a
different guise, in a broad spectrum of disciplines. We find it in
the new science of fractals, in the projections of global weather
patterns, in medical diagnoses, and even in “the greatest mystery
of them all”, the quantum mechanics.

At each moment in time every human being
(let alone humanity) enjoys an incredible number of choices. We
can, based on his or her previous behavior, project probable
future, but not insist on it. I recall the behavior of some people
during the Second World War. People of reputedly no moral fiber, of
any proven strength of character, no backbone—became heroes, both
in physical and moral sense. The opposite was also true. The
shining examples of the society, the paragons of virtue, stooped
and degraded themselves by becoming folksdeutch, quislings,
they sank below the acceptable level of humanity.

We cannot tell what tomorrow will bring.

What the innumerable scriptural prophecies
describe is the process of becoming. Such is also analyzed
in the Revelation of John.(2) Yet even those who admit to the
symbolic nature of prophecies cling to the premise that the
prophecies apply on a worldly scale. They seem to harbor a need to
know the future, forgetting the fact that only the unknown is dear
to the soul.

It is the unknown that is our greatest gift.
It is the gift that guaranties us total, absolute, indeed divine,
freedom.

Let us enjoy it.

 


The Revelation of John offers us sweeping
insights into our individual unknowns. Each one of us shall unfold
in a specific, particular way, but at a certain point in our
evolution we shall follow the chart staked out by John. We may not
meet all the challenges at once. We may approach the crossroads
many a time only to take the wrong fork. But we shall all continue
to try and try again until we shall all succeed. Every one of us.
For, in a strange, enigmatic yet comforting way, it is not up to
us. Most of us still tend to think of ourselves as beings of flesh
and blood, endowed with considerable command over our futures, our
‘physical’ destiny.

Think again!

Our free will is an attribute of our
spiritual, not physical life or consciousness. Not of our ego.
Physiologically, we are slaves to the laws of the material
universe. Physically, we are mobile robots designed to duplicate
our DNA. We are made up of atoms that are 99.99 % empty space. As
for being ‘solid’, we are little more than bags of water held
together by a variety of electro-magnetic attractions, endowed with
a minute degree of self-awareness. That’s our flesh and
blood...

We have a long way to go, but when we
finally meet our particular Armageddon, we shall know what to
expect. Let’s hope we take the right fork.
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FOOTNOTES

 


(1). In the
scriptures, nations symbolize thought patterns. [Refer to my DICTIONARY OF
BIBLICAL SYMBOLISM [Inhousepress, Montreal 2001; now available as
an ebook.]

(2). Refer to the
following essay: Armageddon

 


 


Future is the hardest thing to predict

 


Mark Twain
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 ARMAGEDDON

 


These-days, there is a marvelous way to make
money. A prolific writer, Stephen King, raised it to perfection.
You scare the living daylights out of your listener, reader,
viewer, and he or she is bound to come back for more. And more. And
more. The greater the calamity the better. The more gore,
suffering, torture, sadism and death—the more fun. Bullets flying,
airplanes smashing, buildings falling, earthquakes shaking, meteors
crushing... there is no end to this fun!

Such is the nature of our species.

Sometime in the late sixteenth century it
became fashionable to practice this art of intimidation, of making
money out of human desire to be scared. A particular example stands
out. In the year 1555 the first edition of the Centuries
appeared. From that date till 1942, in France alone, there have
been no less than 60 publications attempting to scare people into
believing in the relevancy, or the imminence of the prophesies of
Nostradamus.(1) During those four centuries, little (accidents will
happen) if anything came true. Many attempted to update the
prognostications to align them with the events of the day, only to
be replaced by later speculators trying to make money by further
updating the dubious relevancy to their present actuality.

 


Then, for a short while, the age of reason
prevailed. The delirious ranting of the Gauls waned, only to be
resurrected as a new hobby (of scaring people witless) by using the
Good Ol’ Bible. In 1967, a self-proclaimed biblical scholar named
Herbert W. Armstrong took it upon himself to actualize the Biblical
prophecies. He was so well rewarded for his efforts that he not
only succeeded in the creation of his own Church but, thanks to his
astute perspicacity, the erudite Armstrong rode to work in his
private Rolls-Royce.(2) Unfortunately, his need for imminence
forced him to announce that “some 90 percent of all prophecy
actually pertains to this latter half of the twentieth century.”
And furthermore: “These prophecies could not pertain to any time
previous to our precarious present!.”(3) Alas, we have reached the
21-century and.…

Never mind.

Even more baleful is the interpretation of
the biblical prophecies by the Jehovah Witnesses. According to
them, the world came to an untimely end some years ago.

 


And then we have the wonderful man, Edgar
Cayce, the Sleeping Prophet. He has been instrumental in healing
thousands of people, but... the moment his followers attempted to
adjust his prophecies to a chronological time-frame, all was lost.
At least, Cayce never blamed the Bible for his prophetic
contribution. To the best of my knowledge, virtually none of his
"prophecies" came true. And Edgar Cayce was a true healer, a very
gifted man. Why wouldn’t his ‘prophecies’ work?

Yet the first prize in the biblical
department must go to Hal Lindsey.(4) In his book: The 1980’s
Countdown to Armageddon he managed to scare enough people to
waste enough money to keep his book for “over 20 weeks on the New
York times bestseller list.” Luckily for us, in his introduction,
the man who “During the last 25 years (has) been studying
prophecy,” wrote that: “The decade of 1980s could very well
be the last decade of history as we know it.” (Whatever that
means!)

Well, the 1980s are over, the 1990s are
over, and... I can only presume the "countdown" goes on. And on.
And on...

 


[In parenthesis I wish to repeat my thesis
regarding the marvelous way of making money from scaring people. On
the cover of Lindsey’s book mentioned above, incidentally published
in 1981, there is a list of five other literary jewels, all related
to our impending (past) demise. It’s enough to scare me witless.
How about you?]

 


While most prognosticators make full use of
the Revelation of St. John, (known to the Catholics as the
Apocalypse) to advance their sinister theses, the representatives
of the Vatican prefer to ride their favorite horse of carrot and
the stick.(5) Rather than concentrating on the prophetic aspect of
the Revelation, they assure us that the purpose of John’s vision
was inter alia, to assure “God’s intervention in judgment
bringing punishment upon those afflicting the members of his
Church.” For reasons of their own, the church scholars
diligently ignore the biblical assurance that “The Father (God)
judges no man.”(6) Further, we are consoled and reassured that
“Hell exists as the punishment not only for evil spirits but for
evildoers among men.”(7) This inane interpretation carries the
full power of the Roman church, the Nihil obstat of the
Censor deputatus(8), and the Imprimatur of the
Bishop. However, while the church does not stoop to fundamentalist
prophetic cataclysms, it does assure us that in John’s magnificent
vision of our individual unfoldment “no new truths are
promulgated...” Alas, certainly not in the Catholic
interpretation.

 


In spite of any and/or all of the above,
people seem bent on indolent wallowing in the scary interpretations
of biblical and/or any other prophecies. No matter how many
examples I would cite of the innocuous quality of their vitriolic
raving, people would still search out the scariest scenarios, as
long as such would not touch them personally.

Alas, there’s the rub.

All, ALL, biblical prophecies are intensely
and exclusively personal, which is precisely why people feel
compelled to depersonalize them, to push them away, reject their
own inevitable futures. This psychotic role-reversal substituting
“them” for “us” leads to obvious consequences. In this revised
scenario, the Revelation of Saint John provides the scaremongers of
doomsday synopsis with greatest source of ammunition. There, they
really flourish. The revelation is replete with falling stars,
bottomless pits exuding smoke, chariots of many horses running into
battle, pillars of fire, thousands slain, and all this dressed-up
in fire and brimstone and begging to be taken literally by
exploiters of the human weakness for depraved sensationalism.

The late Armstrong mentioned above, went a
step further. Fired no doubt by the flamboyant poetry of Saint
John, he as good as equates the Vatican with the great whore of the
Revelation. Yet no part of the Revelation has anything to do with
any organization, past or present, other than how we organize our
thoughts. The red whore symbolizes our emotional nature, even as
the beast of the Apocalypse stands for the depth of our
subconscious mind, wherein our materiality has been anchored for
millions of years. After all, we became aware of our spiritual
nature (if now) only recently. But evolution created our
subconscious as the storehouse of data necessary for our
physical survival. To change our orientation from material
to spiritual, from being (spiritually) dead to consciously Alive,
we must dig deep and destroy our lower nature. And only then the
new, childlike consciousness can be born within our hearts, and
when It first manifests Its presence, we must protect It. We must
take It into the desert, where no “old ways” will endanger Its
development. It is a precious child. “For unto us a child is
born... and his name is Wonderful...”(9) But first we must win our
final battle with our lower nature. This and only this is the
Armageddon. This and only this is the final battle spoken of by St.
John, by Ezekiel, Daniel and others.

We can deny it all we want, but the future
of the world is not only unknown, but also unknowable. There are as
many possibilities, as many directions human evolution might take,
as there are individualization’s of Soul in the endless cosmos. Or
as many as there are stars in the sky.

And... just think, we are all immortal. The
stars are not.
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FOOTNOTES

 


(1). The various
protagonists are listed by James Laver in NOSTRADAMUS (or Future
Foretold) [Collins Publ., London 1942]

(2). The Worldwide Church
of God.

(3). Armstrong, Herbert
W., THE UNITED STATES AND BRITAIN IN PROPHECY, [Worldwide Church of
God 1967]

(4). I already had the
dubious pleasure to ostracize Mr. Lindsey on one previous occasion.
It should be noted, however, that Mr. Lindsay sates the needs of
many neurotic people.

(5). Heidt, William G., O.
S. B., THE BOOK OF THE APOCALYPSE [The Liturgical Press,
Collegeville, Minnesota 1962]

(6). John 5:20.

(7). ibid.: Introduction,
item 8.

(8). I understand this to
be the office of the Holy (?) Inquisition.

(9). Isaiah 9:6

 


 


We have now reached a stage in the history
of the world when the whole of the human race as a body, or at lest
a large majority of people of every kind and of every race, are
ready for the second coming of the Christ...

 


It is beginning to happen...

(it) is taking place now in the hearts of
hundreds of thousands of people.

 


Emmet Fox

[The Second Coming of the Christ,

DIAGRAMS FOR
LIVING

[Harper and Row, 1968;
pg.157.]
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 THE ERRANT
SUPERMAN

 


On occasion, we tend to blame the Superman
we call Lord, or God, for having created us with certain
infirmities, shortcomings, gradually dilapidating bodies. How and
why does God permit such evils, ills, sicknesses, death itself? We
never seem to stop to wonder that it took millions of years to
create, or evolve, our present physiques together with our
inquisitive intellect and emotional responsive nature to a level
when we can even ask such questions. Not to mention to be able to
just be, should we choose to be, self-sufficient.

While our bodies can be described as
fantastically advanced biological machines, the same cannot be said
of our minds, let alone our emotional make-up. If we, humans, were
able to produce a robot, an android (or any of the artificial
intelligences populating the realm of science-fiction), which
approached the complexity of our own physical enclosures, we would
be in position to criticize evolution (the God’s workshop) for our
physiological shortcomings. Yet, while we are progressively more
adept at sending men to the moon, we are still quite unable to so
much as create, or put together, a single drop of amino acid, the
very basic building block of biological life. Sometimes we forget
that our bodies are first and foremost factories for the
reproduction of amino acids. Later, much later we became host for
the selfish gene, the consequences of which still leads us to claim
superiority over other life forms, other genes, although we had
nothing whatever to do with the creation of either.(1) Physically
our genes can be said to be at the base of our instinct of
self-preservation. Unbeknownst to us, we, the hosts, the biological
production lines, will guide and stimulate us to destroy whatever
might threaten our own species’ survival. Such is the role of the
selfish gene.

Our minds, therefore, have not risen, as
yet, to the most elementary level of being able to create a single
molecule of biological life. We have developed substantial
competence in destroying life-forms other than ours (see below),
but not to replace them with anything better. We are killers by
nature, since nature made us killers. We deny this on a sunny day,
but come periods of trials, of circumstances threatening our
survival, and our true nature comes to the fore. Homo sapiens
survived because we became proud members of the omnivora, and
indeed, in times of stress the human animal will eat everything.
Including each other. And kill to do so. Indiscriminately.

As for our emotional make-up, it also has
its roots in our physical nature. Only now we not only kill in
order to survive, but because we enjoy it. I know people who can
hardly think of more fun than to go hunting, to shoot ducks or
deer, birds and animals of such beauty, of such biological wonder,
as to surpass any and every thing man ever was or is capable of
creating. No matter—killing is fun. I watched the faces of my dear
friends performing the senseless carnal act of slaughter on the
innocent, defenseless animals. We, after millions of years of
evolution, have learned to derive pleasure from the destruction of
that which has never done us any harm. Yet should a hungry animal
attack us to feed its young, we call it a wild beast, a carnivorous
monster, a primitive creature. Are we any better? We certainly are
better at killing!

Only at killing.

And that’s not all. We not only vent our
emotional frustrations on the murder of the innocents of other
species, but we wage wars on our own kind. We indulge in mass
slaughter of the males and females of our own species; we murder
our young, our helpless—the unresisting. We call it collateral
damage. We don’t even eat our victims’ bodies, but leave the
cadavers to rot as evidence of our primitive nature.

 


So why should the Superman (God, or whatever
you want to call the evolutionary force) have given us more than we
already have? Why should evolution proceed to enhance the miracle
of our bodies to make us live even longer, to enhance our immune
system that we might survive the ever-harsher attacks from viral or
bacterial invasions? Should that happen, we would, in our folly,
overpopulate the world even more. We would wage even more wars to
gain ground for our particular gene variant that it might reproduce
itself for our pride and glory. And the greatest killers among us
would be decorated with DKC’s, the Distinguished Killing Crosses
and shining MM’s or Murdering Medals awarded for the greatest
number of kills of other mobile gene carriers. We would hang these
trinkets, proudly, on our meager chests; meager because technology
would provide us with the means and ability to kill with killing
gadgets, from a distance, impersonally. The days are long gone when
we didn’t shoot till we saw the whites of our enemies’ eyes.

Once, machines had been intended as the
extensions of our dreams, our aspirations. Today we are the
extensions of our machines. We are envious, resentful biological
robots. Little more than genetic production factories. Perhaps that
is all we are.

Unless...

 


Unless there is more to us than just our
minds, emotions and self-replicating ability. Unless there is more
to life than physical survival, than slaughter and gluttony, than
living at the expense of the weaker species which we did not, and
could not even attempt to create.

Unless we are still more than biological
entities of such astounding, magnificent complexity. Could it be
that we are supposed to take over our reproductive machines with
all their built-in survival traits and turn them to different
pursuit, reaching beyond physical continuance. Perhaps, just
perhaps, we might then have the right to call ourselves a superior
race, a superior species.

Or, perhaps, only then we shall realize that
we are not superior. That at the very ground of being we are all
one.

We might realize, then, that every time we
kill we commit a protracted suicide, a slow depreciation of our
potential. Killing is in our nature. We must kill in order to
survive. We must eat or be eaten. Survival of our genes is built
into our primitive psyche. Isn’t it time we rose above it? Isn’t it
time we suspended our biological urges to find out whom or what is
it that we are replicating?

Isn’t it time we made an effort to find out
who we really are?

 


There is one single spark of hope in our
depravity. There is no reason, absolutely no reason to suppose that
the evolution of the human species has reached its end. So let us
give the Superman a little more time in his heavenly workshop. We
can hope, we must hope, that during the next few million,
perchance billion, years, some of us shall grow to be less
primitive than we are now. Perhaps then we shall stop blaming the
Superman for our foibles, and begin to take responsibility for our
actions. Or, if we don’t like this idea, we might try doing better
ourselves.

We shall see. If… we survive.

I put my money on the Superman.
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FOOTNOTES

 


(1). The term “selfish
gene” had been coined by Richard Dawkins who wrote a book by this
title

 


 


The most beautiful experience we can have,
is the mysterious.

 


Albert Einstein

in LIVING PHILOSOPHIES,
1931
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 BLOOD
BATH

 


According to Mr. Moore, a gentleman of
literary aspirations otherwise unknown to me, we, Canadians,
indulge in an annual blood bath. No, not the slaughter of the
millions of cows and calves, pigs and piglets, fowl and fish and
whatever else serves to distend our obese paunches, but of
“pre-born” children.(1) Until recently, the adjectives “pre-born”
or “un-born”, or “un-dead” have been reserved for ghouls, the
living-dead adorning our Halloween horror films. Now we are told
that children have joined such grotesque ranks. Albeit, thankfully,
only the pre-born variety. It seems evident that Mr. Moore and his
“pro-life” compadres, would like to make abortion illegal, probably
under the penalty of death. The fundamentalists like the penalty of
death. History has shown that the “pro-lifers” love killing those
who disagree with them. Thankfully, according to the pool which he
quotes, Canadians do not share this sentiment.

The same cannot be said for mother
nature.

Another recent article reprinted from the
Washington Post has announced the results of an extensive
scientific research which states that: “Most newly conceived
human embryos harbor colossal genetic defects that are incompatible
with life.” Furthermore, “...most pregnancies—whether
naturally occurring or the result of test-tube
fertilization—quietly fail within days or a few weeks after
conception.”(2) It seems that we have no choice but to make
mother nature illegal. Moreover, it is quite apparent that Mr.
Moore has not been recently pregnant and thus does not speak from
first hand experience of multiple spontaneous abortions, even
though they contribute to a blood-bath infinitely greater than the
one to which he is referring.

No one in their right mind would question
the thesis that life begins at conception. It may be wiser,
however, to refer to this life as biological
life. Such as is abundantly manifest in all animals,
fowl and fish which, I presume, Mr. Moore together with the rest of
the human race have no qualms in slaughtering in order to masticate
them in vastly excessive quantities. The problem, I suggest, rests
in the excess, not in the fact per se. Strangely though it
may seem, Jesus of Nazareth is said to have eaten meat, while Adolf
Hitler was a vegetarian. Perhaps this is one reason why the
“pro-lifers” argue that they are regarded by the “pro-choicers”(3)
as “just a bunch of lunatic fringe religious fanatics who need
not be taken seriously.” Quite true. Perhaps this well earned
opinion would change if the "pro-lifers" would desist from on-going
murder of millions of animals of all species, or define how does
the human animal differ from the remaining fauna. The question
remains, therefore, whether we draw any distinction between human
and non-human life. If there is a difference, then the question is
at which point in the biological life does this difference
occur.

 


The sausage-shaped globs of DNA, known as
chromosomes, carry practically all the genes inside a cell. Most
human cells contain 46 chromosomes of which only 23 from each
parent are passed on at impregnation. Has life already begun? Are
the residual chromosomes murdered? There are millions of
them.

The slaughter gets worse.

Compared to the other mammals, humans are
very inefficient reproducers. Only about one-in-four of natural
monthly attempts result in pregnancy. Are the products of
unsuccessful attempts murdered? The eggs have been impregnated, but
sensitive hormone test have also shown that a high percentage of
early pregnancies end within days or a few weeks.(4) Nature is
really selective. Whatever she doesn’t like, she aborts. For a
time, the human embryos hover on the brink of molecular
self-destruction. Then, after a perilous beginning, some achieve
genetic stability, and continue their growth. Some become babies.
Born babies.(5)

Perhaps in another few million years
evolution will improve her batting average. Perhaps we can help
nature in her quest. But please, don’t make nature illegal just
because she protects our biological integrity by an ongoing,
continuous “blood-bath”.

 


We still haven’t defined if, and if so when,
the human life becomes different from the rest of fauna. If we
claim a different status from the rest of animal kingdom, if we do
not abide by the kill-or-be-killed dictum for food, for territory,
for power, then I see little or no evidence of it. We certainly
murder a great many more of our own species than any other mammal.
And kill not just our “pre-born”, but also the well and truly and
very selectively born children, as well as our adults and our
hapless elderly. We murder them indiscriminately, individually and
en masse, often without rancor. We then adorn the chests of
our most successful murderers with colorful ribbons, elevate them
to the ranks of heroes, build statues for them, put their
unaffected faces on postage stamps. We are really proud of them. We
forget that the genes in those murdered do not differ in any
way from the genes, which our parents have passed on to us. We
murder because, as I’ve already written in the previous essay on
The Errant Supermen, we like murdering. It is in our blood.
It is carried in our genes.

Except in those few who kill no more.

 


001113 [This essay has been published a number of times…]

 


FOOTNOTES

 


(1). Moore, Charles
W. A sense of betrayal, The Gazette, Montreal Nov.13th, 2000

(2). Weiss, Rick: Embryo
study shows defects are killers, The Gazette, Montreal, Oct.23rd,
2000

(3). These are people who
hate the waste of a human embryo but do not take it upon themselves
to tell women what to do with their bodies.

(4). Weiss, Rick,
ibid.

(5). It may be of some
interest, that at the time of writing, the Internet offered 470
pages on the subject of abortion. The matter is not likely to be
resolved in our lifetime.

 


 


What on earth do I think that I myself
am?

Or you?...

We roam the world looking for the raw
materials needed to assemble the parts needed to maintain ourselves
and eventually assemble another robot capable of the same
feats.

 


Richard Dawkins

CLIMBING MOUNT
IMPROBABLE

[W.W. Norton & Co., New
York, 1966; p. 281]
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 ETERNITY

 


Many religious leaders assure us that should
we manage to behave ourselves, we have a good chance to be rewarded
with a permanent residence in heaven. There, according to those
aspiring theologians, we shall shed all worries, forsake all ills,
rise above all evil, all pain and suffering. We shall also
terminate all efforts, give up strife and striving, content
ourselves to just be. Like gods. Eternal, unchanging, unfeeling,
indifferent. Being integral to That which is All Knowing, we would
lose all interest of discovery. Being above and beyond human
emotions or intellect, we would neither feel nor think. Being
integral to Love Itself, we would no longer merely love someone.
Having all, we would desire nothing... basking in the Eternal Light
of Eternal Intelligence, devoid of personality, of friends or
enemies, ever unconcerned. We shall have reached the desireless
state of Being.

For ever.

Think about it again. We shall spend
eternity in a state of Being, relishing our immortality. We shall
perhaps retain a vague awareness of our individuality, of an
individuality we once had, perhaps enjoyed, but mostly we shall be
immersed within the Ocean from which we once emerged. We shall
enjoy the inexplicable Bliss of Being. This is what heaven is all
about. It is about having one’s Being in abundant Bliss.

On and on... and on... Forever.

For Eternity.

Eternity is a very, very long time...

 


Are you sure this is what you want?

 


If God is so happy just Being, and surely
God IS, why did He (She, It) create man? Or better still—the world?
Or even more so, why did God create the evolutionary process, which
led, under His omniscient guidance, to an entity through which,
eventually, He found a mode of being endowed with
self-awareness?

Or is it the mode of
Becoming?

I have written before, as have many seekers
of Reality, that God has no being other than through a mode
of being. It now seems, that if we are one such mode, then we,
locked into the state of continuous becoming can offer but this
mode to our Creator. It seems that in heaven God IS. On earth, and
surely God is omnipresent, God shares in our mode of Becoming. At
least for six days out of seven we, humans, provide this mode.
Some, who wish or can, may attempt to take Sunday or Saturday off
to merge into a state of being, but the rest of the time we are
busy becoming.

Surely, this is as it should be.

We are given all the equipment to improve
this earthly condition. While in heaven or on Sunday, we may enjoy
rest, detachment; but our reason for being here, on earth, is to
improve and continue improving the mode of becoming. And unless we
are prepared to give up the joys of conquest, of self-discovery
(for all discovery is, in a sense, self-discovery), of
manifesting Love through loving, of manifesting Intelligence,
Creativity, through all forms of activity, we must remain on Earth.
Or some other planet. Or on planets of billions upon billions of
other stars, swirling within billions upon billions of other
galaxies, perhaps within countless other universes. But ever
becoming. For ever providing the euphoric joy of being instruments
of the Infinite Love, Infinite Intelligence, Infinite Life.

Worlds without end.

 


Do you still want heaven as your permanent,
eternal abode?

 


I once wrote an essay on Being and
Becoming.(1) It now seems that I must expand my understanding
of our modes of being. Isn’t this what life is all about? To grow
in understanding? I remember my friend’s frustration when she
cried: “It’s too late to agree with me, I’ve changed my mind!” I
still hold that successful contemplation enables us to become one
with the object of our attention. It enables us to merge with the
Essence of our Being, to lose our identity within the Ocean of our
origin. But...

But now it seems to me that, when it
happens, when we succeed in stepping out the constrains of time and
space, when time comes to a stop hovering for a blissful instant on
the fringe of Eternity, and when we experience ultimate Oneness,
then such an instant is a reward for providing the Infinite
Consciousness with a willing vehicle through which It too might
enjoy the mode of Becoming.

Forever.

For although ever is a very, very long
continuance, Eternity is but an instant beyond temporal
duration.
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FOOTNOTES

 


(1). Kapuscinski,
Stanislaw BEYOND RELIGION Volume I. [Inhousepress, Montreal 1997,
2001; Smashwords Edition, 2010]

 


 


Imaginary time may sound like science
fiction,

but it is in fact a well-defined
mathematical concept.

 


...for the purposes of the calculation one
must measure time using imaginary numbers, rather than real ones.
This has an interesting effect on space-time:

the distinction between time and space
disappears completely.

 


Stephen Hawking

A BRIEF HISTORY OF
TIME

[Bantam Books, Toronto
1988; pg.134].

Refer also to a more
extensive discussion of the concept of time in Kapuscinski’s
VISUALIZATION—CREATING YOUR OWN UNIVERSE,

chapter on Aging and
Longevity.

[Inhousepress, Montreal,
2001 & Smashwords 2010]
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 VISUAL
PERCEPTION

 


In the Introduction to this
collection of essays I mentioned the futility of reliance on our
senses to determine the reality in which we find ourselves. Here I
would like to examine the matter in some greater detail. As the
subject could fill volumes, I shall limit myself to a brief
discussion of the visual perception only.

 


Our eyes are sensitive to photons.

Photons are quanta (groupings or bunches) of
electromagnetic energy. The vast range of the electromagnetic waves
includes, inter alia, X rays, gamma rays, radio and
television waves as well as what we know as light. The waves range
from lengths greater than the diameter of the earth to others so
short that a billion strung together would barely span the width of
your fingernail. Sandwiched between the lengthy infrared and the
extremely short ultraviolet waves is the visible spectrum ranging
from violet through blue, green, yellow and orange to red. This
tiny portion of the visible spectrum varies in lengths from
0.000076 centimeters at the red end of the visible spectrum to
0.000038 centimeters at the violet end.(1) While our bodies are
affected by various waves of electromagnetic energy, our eyes
recognize only this tiny amplitude. Until the year 1800, man has
known no other photons. To this day, all other photons remain
invisible (to the naked eye).

There is a good reason for this.

Many of us think that human vision operates
on principles similar to a camera: we take a picture and store it
in memory for later use. This is true only in part. The human
retina is not a uniform surface. Only an area about one-third of a
millimeter in diameter can absorb information in great detail. This
area contains special light-sensitive cells. The rest of the retina
transmits impressions of whole groups of cells, and this offers
much less detail. Only about one-hundredth of visual field can
absorb an image with any precision. Thus though a single glance
offers us an impression, thousands of co-ordinated eye
movements, up and down and sidewise, are required to scan a
landscape or a painting in any detail.

Then (simultaneously) we must transfer this
information to the section of the cortex, about two inches square,
at the back of the head, through the optic nerve consisting of
about one million fibers of rods and cones. While the transmission
is continuous the individual impulses last a tenth of a second.
Rather like a film projection on a cinema screen (giving impression
of continuous movement), or of light being continuous from electric
bulb connected to an alternating current (AC). Finally, all the
information fed to the cortex must be made available to the rest of
the brain for cognition. Yet, if there were a direct neural
connection between the million visual fibers and the
ten-thousand-million of neurons of the rest of the brain, our
cranium would boil.(2) It would also fill a very large house.
Enough said that nature had to compromise—again.
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