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'You are the master of every situation

from a Chinese fortune cookie

There is nothing I can give you which you
have not; But there is much, very much, that while I cannot give
it, you can take.

No heaven can come to us unless our hearts
find rest in today. Take heaven! No peace lies in the future which
is not hidden in this present instant. Take peace!

The gloom of the world is but a shadow.
Behind it, yet within reach, is joy.

There is a radiance and glory in the
darkness, could we but see, and to see we have only to look. I
beseech you to look.

Like is so generous a giver, but we, judging
its gifts by their covering, cast them away as ugly, or heavy or
hard. Remove the covering, and you will find beneath it a living
splendor, woven of love, by wisdom, with power.

Welcome it, grasp it, and you touch the
angels hand that brings it to you. Everything we call a trial, a
sorrow, or a duty, believe me that angels hand is there; the gift
is there, and the wonder of an overshadowing presence.

Our joys too: be not content with them as
joys. They, too, conceal diviner gifts.

And so at this time, I greet you. Not quite
as the world sends greetings, but with profound esteem and with the
prayer that for you now and, forever, the day breaks, and the
shadows flee away.

fra Giovanni 1513 A. D


Preface

The parents used to do this thing about
truth and fiction with us kids. We'd say, "Ummm, we saw this real
old guy in the alley and he went up this thing of light and
disappeared," and they'd say to us, " Truth or Fiction?" This'd
give us a chance to rethink things.

We'd say, "Mom, the reason we're late is
this Indian tied us to ponies and switched them and they took us
into the desert and they lay down on the ground and we almost
couldn't breathe and the crows saved us." She'd look at us really
hard and we'd say, "Fiction," even if the story was true. Because
we were learning to calculate what they considered acceptable
reality. We were in training to say what we knew would be accepted
which wasn't always what we knew or perceived. It was always
rubbish for some and gospel for others.

When the stress of trying to figure out what
was truth and fiction got to be too much for me I turned dyslexic.
This opened me up quite a bit. Because I couldn't remember patterns
or associations, I couldn't use memory well. I believed pretty much
everything I was told even when it conflicted. Everything was new
and true. I took what was given, tided along on a benevolent
destiny and was lived by life with no interference on my part. I
had only a vague grasp of time and space, logic, cause and effect,
consistency, sin and loyalty. I was no longer punished for failing
to say the truth or doing the right thing because I was now
considered mentally retarded, and therefore home free.

Maybe when you're really innocent the angels
look after you. Since you have no idea of what you're getting into
most of the time they take up the slack of your pure and
magnificent ignorance. That's how so many of us make it through
childhood. But you can't fake it. You can't tempt angels by getting
yourself purposely into a jam to see if they'll rescue you. Once
you get to where you'd even think of such a test they'll have
pulled back. They'll know now that you can fend for yourself, that
you have leaped away from the protective cradling of grace.

My fall from this grace came very late in
life in New York City back in the 60's. I was just thirty when I
decided that I was going to be like everyone else and have terrific
problems, want things more than anything and never get them. I'd
fall in love and be trashed, never have enough money or respect and
fail at what I tried. I wanted to be human, is what it was. I
wanted to know what it is to be committed to certain beliefs no
matter how stupid and have them wrench my crummy life along. I was
tired of riding the tide of God's great love and care for me. It
was hard being this sanctified outcast in the midst of so much cool
suffering. I wanted some too. My angels listened politely and when
I was through they kissed me, shook my hand and went home. From
then on I was pretty much on my own. It was the day of my birth
into life as I saw and needed it then.

Of course the angels still keep an eye on me
same as they do with all of us here, only they don't dwell with me
as they used to. I'll see them in a glance from someone on the
street, or in a pinpoint of floating light peripherally. I feel
them in helpless laughter or sudden weeping where I suddenly
understand something. I see them in animals; once my wife and I
were watching some Holsteins grazing in a pasture in Ballyshannon,
Ireland. One came over to sniff at me, looked into my eyes deeply,
suddenly these huge tears welled up and began falling from her
eyes, big crystalline drops, and then she licked my face. What did
she see?


Introduction

Can a single cell decide to make some
choices not implanted in it through genes and the momentum of all
that has come before? Can that which is you or me make any
difference in the way the body moves? Can you and me among our
family of six billion or so sway the body off the iron tracks that
take it in the same circle over and over, set it free of what has
been and send it into the wilderness of what we yearn for? Can we
move beyond memory?

I think so. Call it mutation, paradigm
shift, Apocalypse, Armageddon, but it happens all the time, it is
normal, it is the way of life, it is Genesis intrinsically. One
cell makes some original choices and this affects the entire body,
infinitesimally at first. Like a benign cancer it infects the cells
nearest it with its dangerous new notions which spread throughout
the body battling the immune system at every step until the immune
system itself is altered. I see Christ in this context, the single
cell in each of us waiting to be triggered.

This personal re-defining came together when
I decided to bring back to life the child I gave up long ago in
order to become a generic man. I wanted more than anything else in
life to have the real skinny on things, not just the popular truths
I had learned in order to play the Game. To do this I had to get
past the fixed ideas and mental reflexes that operated me. I needed
new visceral definitions to old world concepts I'd been injected
with early on. Ideally I wanted no definitions at all, just life
like I used to know it when I was retarded, but if I had to live by
mental constructs I'd better clean them up so they amplified my
power of choice instead of further eroding it.

These re-definitions come from my dreams,
deaths and resurrections, from surreal adventures, the mystical,
and epic burlesques. Because I am seeking something I can't really
identify, because the very language I write is structured to avoid
my getting at what I seek, and because I am 99% other people's
thoughts, patterns, habits and superstitions passed down with
extreme prejudice over the eons, I stagger and stampede through a
lot of territory in this manuscript drawing out secrets from a
deeper intelligence within me that I might not find if I used a
more reasonable or academic tone. The purpose of this writing was
to force me to bust up a lot of sacred tracts entraining me to a
way of life where every move I made, every thought of escape, every
tremendous burst of will to get loose only sped up my hurtling down
that ancient set of rails laid in my mind.

The following definitions are unalphabetized
because I am unalphabetized, and because of an inner design that
came into the work early on.

There are up to six entries per definition,
#1 representing a quick impression of what it means, #2 being an
elaboration on this, #3 sharing personal experiences along this
line, #4 playing around with some metaphors and metaphysics to try
and get around the analytical mind, and #5 having some comic
relief. #6 is the cross-reference to other definitions that might
expand on the meaning. In some cases the cross-references are more
revealing of the meaning of a concept I'm trying to define than the
direct definition itself.

Resurrection is remembering our real
identity. In this recall is the total freedom we have been looking
for. All the great Teachers' fundamental message is: What you see
in me is in you, what you see me do, you do, and, All that I am is
God, same as you. Maybe this is important to at least consider.
Maybe not.
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Heaven: The paradise I seek.

Hell: The paradise where I seem to
be.

Human being: Heaven and Hell.

The Game: Hide-and-seek as a
vocation.

2.) Popularly known as Life. The purpose of
the Game is to challenge the soul by setting up problems that
monopolize our lives in the solving. As in the game of Monopoly™,
we use life as the board, bank and properties, and ourselves as the
gaming pieces, dice, and draw cards for punishment and good
fortune.

The Game, a.k.a. the Lie, the System, the
Frame, the Illusion, is the organizing principal of civilization
providing an understandable matrix categorizing existence into
systems of rules and regulations we internalize in our formative
years. Once we accept our gaming piece and the bank's money we
relinquish our non-game independence in order to become players.
From the first roll of the dice until we win or lose the Game we
are challenged to work out the seemingly unsolvable paradoxes that
make playing so compelling: How do I ever get free if I play by
others' rules? How can I be truly human and still play a game that
seeks to impoverish myself and others? If I live a lie is anything
in my life true? Can I protect my children from the terrible
corrosiveness of this game yet still help prepare them as effective
players when it is this very corrosiveness that makes them more
effective players? Then how do I explain that winning this
particular game is by losing it?

Fear is the main dynamic of the Game, fear
of there being too much or not enough, fear of life and fear of
death. It is a very confusing game. The meaning of things shifts
continually. Sometimes up is up but it can also be down. In is in
until you get in and it turns out you're out. Sometimes it is smart
to be dumb. Weakness is power, ignorance wisdom, poverty wealth and
good is bad. Death is finality but then some of us die and swear
there is no such thing, that if anything we are almost dead now and
when we do die we're finally alive. Honesty is not the best policy,
scarcity is plenty relatively speaking, abundance not enough, truth
fiction and suffering the norm and very good for you. A little
consciousness is good and more consciousness is dangerous as hell,
and inadvisable if you want to keep on playing the Game.

As children we are tantalized by grownups
and older siblings into playing but to really get in we have to
stop seeing it as a game and take it for real. This is the Fall. It
makes sense to play only as long as we believe it is all there is.
But when we give up believing this we are free to step out of the
Game and still maintain access to it as freelancers who've moved
beyond the rules of others.

Successful challengers of the Game are often
called a god, §on of God®, dead, ascended, a saint or insane.

Language: The tongue of the Game of
Life, the words.

2.) Without fear there is one language
understood by us all that is eternal and un-created. With fear
there are as many languages as there are people, the purpose of the
language being to reinforce traditional dogma governing players'
lives. Language is defining the indefinable. To really understand
something we must be it. Language is created on the assumption that
this is not possible—if we are human we cannot be anything else,
but we can describe it all.

If we have 300 words for water in our desert
tribe, we may be closer to being water than if we are in a land of
lakes. We may feel more like water because so much of us has gone
into loving it out of its scarcity. In this way we use language to
bring us back toward our original knowing. We thirst to know. We
push language to get to the original deep springs of understanding
that once united us. The harmonic of poetry, singing and chanting
weaves nuances of words, rearranges the rhythms, music and
vibration of written and spoken symbols and phrases connected to
original feelings to evoke more than word patterns generally
convey. It uses intuitive mathematics and geometry—music—in its
fluid arrangements of syllables, tone, euphony to ease open word
cases like cocoons to free the unexpressed life within.

The power of the word is generally in
conflict with the power of What Is. But words are our consensual
preference for communication since without them there is no
separation, therefore no misunderstanding, therefore no fear,
therefore no Game and thus no experiencing our way back to original
knowing. We go to jail to learn about being free. We learn language
to finally escape its power to separate us from what we are.

5.) Joe: What about where Benny the Fix says
if it can be said, it's not true?

Aaron: At the risk of paradox, I'd say it's
true. Joe:But how can you be sure?

Aaron: Well, let's talk about that. (See
Code Talking, Duality)

Duality: Able and Cain't, Jacob and
Esau, Joseph and his brothers, Left Brain and Right, Laurel and
Hardy, Beauty and the Beast, Thee and Me and Yes and No.

4.) A snowflake needs cold and warm in
certain balance to come into being. Not enough cold and we have
mist or rain, too much cold and the snowflake remains a thought.
(See Marriage)
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Guilt/Shame: Feeling bad about being
me. The heart and soul of the Game.

3.) Guilt holds the reins to the team while
I ride shotgun naked with an empty 12 gauge in my lap. I feel
guilty about wanting more and settling for less, speaking my mind
or being too indirect, for losing my temper or being too timid to,
about my accomplishments too crude and failures so finished, about
killing the divine in me with my sins, hatreds, beliefs and
bigotries, of wanting to win and dominate and be loved and feared
and worshipped. About being me. When I can't feel a full load of
guilt I'll take something perfect and recraft it as all my
fault.

They say that guilt is a good teacher, a
serious learner in the happy-ass wilderness of me, a guiding light
of ethics, responsibility, of maturity, humility and honesty. They
say that without guilt I'd hurt people all my life and get into
trouble 96 different ways. But the thing about guilt is that
with it I end up hurting people for sure because it makes me
dishonest as hell, blind, unethical, egotistical, cowardly,
arrogant and judgmental.

I looked to see if I could find a way to use
the essence of guilt to scientifically guide my way and I just
couldn't. Guilt locks me up and throws away the key. It's bitch
mother of shame and violence. They say, 'But, look, that's because
you don't understand guilt in the right way,' and that makes me
feel really guilty. Guilt is, if not the heart, at least the aortas
and lungs of the living Game, the black blood oxygenated with
caustic soda.

What's it like to live totally without
guilt? Will I become a sociopath, a saint or master? If I can
ease guilt out of my life will that make me free? Damn right. Guilt
is a jumpy buddy I pal'd around with in the good old days, now I'm
moving on without him. But he'll never be lonely, you know. At
least I hope not. If he is, then it's my fault, I guess. Gee...

5.) Guilt: "You killed Christ, and it's all
my fault." Paranoia: "I killed Christ and it's all your fault that
it's my fault and I know you know."

Conscience: Consciousness.

2.) A sub-beliefs, sub-learning,
sub-reaching state of elevated

perception called Love.

Innocence: A quality of trust born of
ignorance when young, of wisdom when old.

laws: Game rules and regulations
involving duality.

2.) Example of a duality law: We must have
structural tension to breathe life into our dream or desire. We
must have a clear idea of what it is we want first and then we
must have forces grimly opposing this. The better we court
the idea of cannot/ impossible/ridiculous and empower it to
overwhelming proportions, the more effectively we challenge our
inner resources to bring around what we want. Primo manifestors
learn to greet every nuance of resistance within themselves and
others with joy because without that challenge to their impossible
dream there is not the tensile strength of high emotion to bond
desire with the fundamental forces that distill light into matter.
We have to catch our full attention and when that is engaged, push
it to the max and sustain it. Where there are no problems we invent
them, employ our personality to turn gold into goad, hurl ourselves
into fierce and fiery furnaces where we are forced deeper into the
hidden sanctuaries of imagination and determination so as to build
toward the core tension flashpoint of YES!!, a fusion of pure love,
the engaging of the power of the universe, the hitching of our
wagon to a star. This is not only manifestation of a powerful order
but it is personal growth at its most raw and naked. Ultimately,
however, we will wend our way back to manifesting directly out of
untransformed ecstasy. We won't need to cleave it into duality to
make it work—we will be it. Looked at this way we see that
anger, endurance, suffering, shame, setback, disillusionment,
illness, failure and occasional brain death are really super assets
of our artistry. When we can appreciate this, when we really
know it, our life shifts instantly because we have moved
into a frame of reference where what we once considered liabilities
turn out to be among our greatest endowments. Without this "bad" we
could never get what we envision as the "good" we are trying to
lure into the subjective textures of now.

Law: Love.
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Light Body: The Sun/Son. What we see
come up each morning is us. In photographic enlargement there's a
light source we direct through a negative from various heights onto
a piece of paper in order to get a positive print of the dimensions
we desire. And so it is with us. God dreams the light of us and to
become material we shine this light through the negative of our
thought to focus us into what we have in mind, stepping down our
radiance by way of the enlarger lenses and filters till we find the
right balance to make a print.

The sun makes the clouds out of which falls
the rain, out of which rises all life, out of which rises what will
fall as rain. We are the sun and we use the light distilling tools
we call Physics to spread the light of us to wherever we choose to
shine. Someone told me of an Indian medicine woman who helps
restore missing pieces of people's bodies through their own
creativity by examining their light bodies, and sensitizing with
her love the negatives needing material replacement. This commands
the original "photography" process to start all over again. We know
from Kirlian photography that the light body is untouched by the
loss of some physical projection of it. Cut a leaf or finger in
half and the energy schematic of the whole is still there, can
still be seen. The "loss" is part of a convincing illusion. We are
always whole, but for purposes of growth we handicap ourselves in
the Game. The only reason we do not grow new limbs, organs, glands,
bones, philosophies when we want to is because we ourselves outlaw
it. We don't want to be that different. When we do, the physical
follows.

Defense: Building a massive and
impenetrable wall for my protection and discovering the enemy I'm
preparing for is me.

All that I am afraid of is within me. I
project this into materiality so I can have something more
exhilarating than thoughts to run from. The more effective the
defenses, the better I protect the hidden part of me from ever
being liberated.

I am so heavily armored in hand-wrought
iron, visor pulled down over my face, clanking along, blindly
staggering into the side of my horse and falling down, takes a
winch to get me back up. Someone sneezes among the rescue crew and
I fall down again. I take a step, lose my balance, careen over
there, hit a tree, rebound and roll down a hill denting my fauld
and greave. When I wake up it is raining. I rust a little more
tightly awhile after. But I'm safe. Can't move, can't say anything
anyone can hear except myself, but the thing is if anyone tries to
get at me I'm covered. Head to toe in expensive iron. I feel an
affinity to the rock I am wrapped around now.

Control/ manipulation: You're here, I
want you there.

2.) You are too close, I love you and want
to be with you but I'm sure you won't give up enough of your
freedom for me to trust you, so take this ticket to my show
instead, it's almost like me, the theater's over there somewhere,
or I could take you, I guess, but I really have to leave because
there's this really important person in my life somewhere and I
have to go look, and it'd be okay for you to come along and all
except if I find him how can I be sure you'll stick around till I
make sure things work out for me, and I just wish you'd get off my
case about this and leave me alone, you never did love me anyway,
you're just so dependent and our whole relationship is your fault,
why don't you get a life? How do I look?

The People: The body of Christ.

2.) The clay finds its potter. The people
creates its heroes and villains, its assassins and saviors, epochs
and epics, catastrophes, revolutions and redemptions through
players called into being by the people's moods and needs. These
selected ones may think they lead, influence and form the people,
but their charter comes from a unified consciousness. There is One,
a core consciousness that is shared by everyone and everything. No
'part' is any more relevant or important than another.
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