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 Living Anecdotally Just Happens 

Let's say you discover that you are genuinely insane; not from some debilitating mental illness, but simply as the product of living anecdotally and dwelling in an arbitrary hysteria of control and justification fantasies that completely rob you of any dignity or the gift of resting deeply in the nourishing presence of your own experience. 

Is it any wonder why we go to substances, counselors, gurus, narcissists, spooks, workshops, retreats, and a thousand other remediation's to self-soothe this unbearable confusion away? 

Any such revelation can inspire us to consider the geometric and mystical nature of consciousness, and thought, and association, and do our best to unravel from the consequences of near non-stop existential panic. 

But first we may want to know why, how, who, when, and where this "mechanism" for malnourished delusion got started in the first place as if the answer to any of those questions will be of some benefit to us. 

Here's a useful hint; rather than explain, justify, or wiggle free from the miracle of spontaneously arising delusional association - why not just marvel at it? 

That This can express and convince itself of being a person at risk within the bio-luminescent field your experience is quite a feat of inexplicable wonder. Living anecdotally just happens, simple as that. 

I would venture to predict that if you find yourself wondering curiously, and maybe even joyfully, about the full catastrophe of presence itself - you may discover an immutable transcendence has been hiding under your very nose as you this whole time. 
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 The Big Shift 

Since we live our lives predominantly trusting that we know what's happening right now, such unsubstantiated and unearned confidence pollutes what we think happened in our past and certainly plagues us as having a reliable or plausible future according to our conditioned fears, hopes, and intentions. 

It may be useful to notice that the reason you have any confidence in the past, as "my story told", is because you think you know what's happening right now. You don't. 

The very best you've got is an endless supply of "seems as if", which is tantamount to having nothing at all. Seeing this can indeed free you from the idea of yourself. At least we'd like to hope it would. 

Here's the rub though, what do you do when you realize that you have become surrounded by and buried under the artifacts of a life that you never lived? What do you do when the primary confidence you have placed in your memory and the for-certain circumstances and events of your life no longer define or place any limitations on your present experience? 

For most of the years we may pine for 

realization (if we do) and seek amelioration 

from my suffering self (if we do), we approach 

the spiritual adventure from the vantage point 

of having an untouchable confidence that we 

know what This is. 

The big shift comes (gradually and/or suddenly 

as clues and revelations) when the imagined 

continuity of my existence goes out with the 

tide, never to be seen or heard from again. 

This might feel like a jolt and a wonder, or 

anything else it may care to. The important 

aspect of this discovery is that you no longer 

punctuate or condemn your present 

experience as being about anything. 

Call it what you will, This doesn't care, why 

should you? 
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 A Radical Departure from Nothing At All 

The nature of identification is worth considering as a key component of a well-diversified self-realization discovery portfolio. 

That most people don't make any deposits to their self-realization discovery portfolio is mind boggling in and of itself - but I trust that my readers, though modest in numbers, are astute investors destined for some amazing returns. Well at least before the Ponzi scheme is exposed. 

Teachers and Seekers have a time-

honored binary star kind of relationship 

in that seen from afar, there is a majestic 

display of very bright light. This seeming 

love fest appears as if it will last forever, 

but we know better. 

Sooner or later these too-close-for-

comfort binary star systems become 

unstable and there is a major food grab 

of fuel and gravitational pull; and one 

star (we'll call that one the teacher star) 

rips the shit out of the other (you 

guessed it, the Seeker star) resulting in a 

quality of gratitude that could never 

have been imagined. 

But I digress, let's turn our attention 

back to identification - such a poignant 

segue if I do say so my-not-self. 

If we care to look closely at the plausible foundations for the fact of experiencing we can discover some interesting and remarkable observations. For instance, the irrefutable nature that such-ness is in the house (unlike Elvis who always seems to be seen leaving the house) is just so. 

That experiencing is present as the basis (the only basis) for your self-realization or lack thereof is a major freebie. 

This is a free lunch, of course it is generally and easily ignored or worse; firmly refused as there being no such thing! 

The question in all this (and it's about time, though there is no time) is by what sleight of hand does this miracle of self-esteem free profundity of radiant expression appearing in and as and to itself without fear or oppression or becoming, decide to be happening to someone (as in the likes of you)? 

When, and right now is as good a time as any, you permit yourself to just feel This without making it about you or your past or your future or your benefit - there is a radical departure from nothing at all. So first and foremost, feel it - then you can call it whatever you like. 
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 Keepin' it real 

My whole life I knew this was unbearably beautiful, I just had to learn how to feel it. 
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 Awake is so simple 

If you have the slightest craving for something, anything, other than what is present as your first-hand experience, you condemn yourself to alienation, mistrust, and the fallacy of psychological time. 

This spontaneously arising seduction of your awareness is the stuff of samsara birthing instantaneously within your nirvanic autonomy. 

To see it without defense or justification is the gateway and fruition of total freedom. That's all there is to This, all other practices and rituals can and should be summarily ignored. 
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 Fulfillment or Cessation? 

We think we want to be free or enlightened or dwell in some balmy place sitting on a tuffet sucking on a beedi lounging in diapers and petting wild animals who eat from our hands. 

We think that this life of ours deserves to be fulfilled, and we are going to see to it that we get our fill of full. 

Or maybe we're into the end of suffering vis-à-vis cessation and nirvana, as the consequence of our successful navigation of the 8-fold path. Right this and right that all the way to the dharmic big tent where we hope to find what exactly? 

Once you are willing to appreciate that all Dharmas and Yogas are nothing special then you relinquish the idea that your present experience needs to be special as well. 

The instant you drop the imperative that there is something you need to do about or with your life your native profundity is free to see what This actually is. 

Try it, all you have to lose are the two liars - Fulfillment and Cessation. 
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 A Gift for Fritz 

If we live our lives with the slightest hint of courage God will see to it that the imaginary fabric of conviction that holds us hostage to the belief that we are less than divine will be torn to tatters leaving us in a heap on the floor quivering with sonorous sheet laughter and filled with so much love that we transcend the suffering of this world. 
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 Disappointment is so disappointing 

Were you to feel the ineffable and radiant embrace of this present miracle just as it is which includes the spontaneous and ever-present collapse of psychological time, grasping, insufficiency, and trust in some future - 

would you, could you be the victim of disappointment? 

The "suffering" takes root within the imagination of you're being an incarcerated and self-deterministic creature dwelling as the choosing captain of your daily life and fate. This bubble of hallucinatory self-interest coupled with the unexamined insistence on your disparate durability is the least common denominator of why your life may seem to suck, or not. 

Typically when we yearn for or consider liberation we want it to show up as I get to still exist as a separate willful enjoying entity steeped in time, but now without affliction. Yes? 

It kind of begs the question, are you in this for the full monty or just for entertainment? If you are interested in the end of disappointment it doesn't stop with some salve appearing in your spiritually improved life - it takes the whole world away. 

Not two is not some enviable condition, it is the annihilation (though nothing changes) of your confidence in yourself as a self and the world - this is not conditional peace, it is beyond thorough. 
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 Awakening & Star formation 

What follows is an article that describes, in layperson’s terms, what Star Formation looks like, theoretically of course. Curiously Star Formation is identical to Awakening, and so I have punctuated the article with parentheticals to highlight the similarities. It’s a bit longer than the typical post, but enjoy! 

Nebulae, being vast clouds of dust and gas (your crappy life), are what form stars (awakened understanding). 

However, it takes a long time before a nebulae becomes a full-fledged star (tell me about it). 

The basic process of star formation is that they emerge due to accretion (accumulation of sufficient sensitivity) of enough matter (interest and attention) to reach a critical mass (pure affection), at which point internal pressures (karmic ruination) raise the core temperatures high enough (tapas and shakti) to ignite nuclear fusion (self-luminous awakened wonder). 

Brown dwarfs (posers who are unwilling to go the distance) are a type of failed star. They do not fuse hydrogen and so are technically not considered to be stars. They do not fuse because their masses (accumulation of sufficient sensitivity, interest and attention to become pure affection), are below what’s necessary, so there is not enough pressure (karmic ruination) to raise internal temperatures (tapas and shakti) to those necessary for fusion (self-luminous awakened wonder). 

Editor’s Note: Do not become a brown dwarf, and I do not intend anything having to do with your size or race. 

Gravitational Collapse & Ignition – 

The first step in the birth of a star is to wait (this is not necessarily the same thing as seeking, but sure feels like it). 

Dust, gas, and other materials (the artifacts of your imaginary life) sit around in nebulae (long periods of addiction, enmeshment, codependence, victimization, and entitlement), and wait for eons (at a minimum) until a passing star, shockwave, or other gravitational disturbance (the presence of an awakened master) passes through or by the nebula. 

Once this happens (meaning you cultivate freedom from self through service), its gravity causes swirls and ripples (delight in the company of realization) which become clusters (growing joy in the possibility of one’s own presence). This process is called accretion (accumulation of sufficient sensitivity), and causes the stars - or clusters 

- to grow larger (growing confidence that you are not human and that This is weirder than heck). 

If the cloud's mass is larger than the necessary threshold of critical mass, then it will collapse (a good thing). 

Otherwise, it will continue to swirl and clump (seeking aimlessly without true commitment), but the clumps will not be permanent (Buddhist anicca), and they will dissolve in the cloud (due to distractions caused by continued interest in self and the world – the lamentation of the brown dwarf). 

Continuing on the road of accretion (smart move for sure), assuming that the cloud's mass is sufficient, the clumps of matter continue to group together in the nebula until they are gigantic clumps of dust and gas (not an analogy for ‘ego”, but for preparedness and the joy of being undefended). 

By this time, the clumps have reached sun-like sizes (metaphorically speaking, weight gain is not required), and by that stage, the gas is dense enough (awareness of rigpa - primordial freedom from grasping) that it no longer loses heat to the surrounding nebula. It has become "adiabatically opaque," (referring to the efficiency of continued interest and attention) and the heat that it generates is retained, and it further heat’s up (the remarkable inclusivity of spiritual self-sufficiency). 
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As the clumps (you), also referred to as a protostar, become larger, gravity (love of being) squeezes it (you) tighter, causing pressure to build and for the heat to increase (where all kinds of symptoms can appear in your daily life). Then, when the pressure in the center causes the core to reach sufficient temperature of 18,000,000 °F 

(drink plenty of water), hydrogen fusion (the collapse and cessation of duality) is initiated. 

Now, the protostar has become a star (you). It shines with its own light (self-luminous awakened understanding). 

Its solar wind (absolute autonomy) quickly pushes away the rest of the dust and gas in its vicinity (freedom from the imagination of self and the world). 



18



 Cogito ergo sum perfututum 

It comes as no surprise that once again we have been deliberately deceived by those who might profit from condemning the poor suffering masses (us) to a half-baked accusation of the perfunctory reality of self such that we celebrate our thinking as proof of our existence. 

You may not realize that our dear friend and esteemed French philosopher René Descartes actually wrote something quite different than what is typically reported in wikipedia and other reliable sources. 

His actual realization was "Cogito ergo sum perfututum" which simply translated from the Latin means "I think therefore I am totally phucked". 

Had his actual insight been published back in 1637, I bet we would be living in a different world today. A world that encourages and rewards frequent and long lapses from discursive rumination. 

You see, all of our existential panic, suffering, and neurosis stems from a simple, but quite potent, curvature of consciousness - not unlike Einstein's teleological notion of General Relativity and the curvature of space-time. 

That This Is Present could be said to be irrefutable; though we still don't know what it is, who it is, how it is, why it is, where it is, or even when it is. 

Once this primary miracle is rendered or presumed to be occurring to "me", that simple slip-up or curvature of consciousness is the exit ramp from the garden of Eden into the myth of experiencing as two, which places you in the equation as the experiencer. 

René had a profound insight into this curious conundrum of cruciferous (as in one who bears a cross) crap and so brought forth the liberating wisdom mentioned above. 

Your only job then to participate in the end of suffering is simple, you take profound and sensual delight in not knowing what this is - it will do the rest. 
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 Don't underestimate just how snookered you are 

You may not realize just how tricky and mesmerizing reality can be. Most primates have the most relaxed confidence that they are experiencing the primary miracle through the lens of the senses and the body and the mind (a cranky and tortured thought stream) as a durable individual - all a consequence of birth. 

We take these symptoms and our experiencing of them as though we are truly incapable of transcending our suffering indignation, and then call this epidemic of stupidity and greed and sorrow human nature - as an ambivalent and truculent "given". 

If you have ever considered (by some inexplicable mystery of curiosity) what is really happening to you as you in you - you know just how lonely that can be. For instance, just how many of your friends, fiends, or family are possessed with the demand to get out of this jam? 

As if that is not worrisome enough, just how many folks who practice Buddhism or Yoga or participate in New Age adventure tours are really interested in going the distance to full ruination and realization? I'll tell you, not that many, and even less than that. 

So if you are one of the few who really want to wake up, and I don't mean you're special, you are likely suffering from a kind of cognitive identity dissonance as you apply yourself to a really confusing sacred adventure in the midst of a sea of disinterested, defended, and hostile primates - comprised of your family, co-workers, and friends. 

Take heart; once you are willing to abandon the advice and entrapment's of all the gurus and all the methods and all the feel-better remedies aimed at maintaining your imagined incarceration all designed to magically float your loyalty and cash to their pockets - then you may come to appreciate that ruination is itself liberation. 

To be clear, this insight is not some event or accomplishment upon which you hang your dharmic hat; ruination is the non-stop trans-human profundity that, like an offer from the Godfather, you cannot refuse. 
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 Awareness + Thought ≠ I am thinking 

OK, we can agree that there is thought, at least there is some phenomena of ephemeral chatter appearing in mind that sounds or looks or smells like familiar patterns of arbitrary fomentation that occur to us in our native language. 

Even this amount of explanation is way too presumptuous and doesn't/can't explain what we mean by mind, as if there were one, but let's just acknowledge thought as internalized, not yet uttered, speech heard by or processed by some miracle of awareness. 

So who is hearing or generating the inner speech? What 

% of it is arbitrary and ambiguous and not connected with 

anything presently appearing vs. some % that we take to 

be deliberate, willed into being by the likes of me, and 

completely relevant to the enticing miracle of present 

experiencing? 

While we can acquiesce to the presence of thoughts 

appearing in us or to us or even because of us that are 

entertained by some impersonal force of apparent nature 

like awareness; does this curious string of events actually 

convey that there is a disparate and discrete "I" at the 

center of the storm? 

The movement of thought alone cannot be held 

responsible for the incredible incredulity that dismisses 

the possibility of our not being nor possessing 

individuated consciousness. A bit of a word knot I know, 

but deliberately crafted. 

Go and find what you take to be the fundamental building blocks of body or mind or neuronal scintillation or existence or awareness including the dumb-ass certainty that you are indeed durable. 

Most don't make the journey, we don't want to connect the dots and see for ourselves that each dreamed miracle moment of the full on presence of irrepressible infinity does not convey or place the badge of "I" on your lapel. 

At some point in your liberation journey you change course; rather than manipulating things to entice the universe to satisfy the puny selfishness of what you think you want - you leave it and yourself all alone. 

Immersive and impersonal wonder conveys no special or durable quality, so the imagination that there is anything apart from you does not get any traction. Give it a try, make no effort, feel what This feels like when you're not in it, feel what This feels like when you make nothing of it. 
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 The Key to Unsatisfactoriness 

The curious and simple key to the puzzle of unsatisfactoriness reveals itself to be another freebie of organically awakened WTF. 

If you are willing to consider that there is only one principle, that being discontinuous transcendence; then you might appreciate that the nature of all myth and personal durability has no choice but to be unsatisfactory. 

Your only true home is the revelation of ungraspable radiant irresolvability which cannot be reduced to or rendered as knowledge since there is no way to corner This with any practical reference points that impose objectivity and subjectivity upon a forever wiggling free no-thing-ness. 

As long as you insist upon being inhabited as a choosing person somewhere between the macro and microcosms fluttering about in time and place then you dwell as an irritation of symptoms of something other than you. 

This existential restlessness of self cannot be ameliorated by any effort or activity of time, the key to unsatisfactoriness is simply to revel and abide in the profound miracle of myth arising from nowhere which is discovered to be nothing other than the heart and soul of liberation itself. 

It turns out that dukkha is nirvāṇa, who knew? 
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 Beware the Muggle Default 

There are only two small and quite unremarkable sentries guarding the gates to heaven. On one side is the smoky myth of two and on the other is the smoky myth of two. 

Solve the riddle and discover what This is. Thank you for your kind consideration. 
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 It's impossible to resist the miracle of two 

There are several entertaining ways to call attention to the random and elusive imagination that you were born and so have become book-ended between that dubious day (when you were branded with an unshakeable astronomical signature) and the cessation of your biological reign of aberrant confusion called your life. 

As long as you side with the typical conviction that your present experience is the consequence of your birth, or your body, or your mind you are tethered, generally unconsciously, to the miraculous myth of two. 

Two can be characterized in several ways; individuation and duration, you as a consequence of some otherness that begat you, samsara and nirvana, the "I" that is experiencing, the certainty that something is happening and that it is happening to you, the absurd myths of duality and non-duality. 

All of these and 10,000 more myths of two arise spontaneously and impersonally in the vicinity of you, suggesting that This can actually escape itself and/or be other than itself. 

Self realization is nothing more or less than the trans-human revelation that This cannot actually do any such thing, and so the entire litany and liturgy of your life evaporates without a shiver. 

The evidence of this radiant inclusivity is exactly the same as everything you relied upon up to this point to insist that you are the consequence of something other than yourself. 

So now you know better and can finally relax into the joyful discontinuity of no lasting moment, no past, no future, and no destination other than the miracle of This as it masquerades as two. 

Glad I could help, you realize we'll probably be having this conversation over and over again - there's not really much else to talk about. 
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 Where might you find some sanctuary? 

In the Buddhist way, great emphasis (and for good reason) is placed on taking refuge. "Refuge from what, Night Sky Sangha Guy", you might ask? 

Refuge from the chaos of misunderstanding, refuge from confusion, refuge from the nagging irritability of having been tasked with a life that you have to do something with or about. 

Don't you feel it? Don't you feel the near constant apprehension of what's going to or should happen to you next? 

Don't you feel the unshakable miserliness of your own consciousness bearing down on you like a cosmic juice press? 

Aren't you weary of navigating and manipulating and bargaining and supplicating and forecasting and protecting yourself from your future when you're faced with the irrefutable fact that you don't know what This is, and your best efforts to control anything at all fall on deaf ears? 

Have you arrived at that precious and fitful realization 

that you simply do not want any further responsibility 

to manage your affairs, that you're tired beyond repair 

from the panic and bracing of being you? 

You see, this practical ruination of your fluffed up self-

importance and entitlements and the demands you 

place upon God in the name of some New Age or 

other spiritual destination is actually the doorway to 

perfect sanctuary, the doorway to refuge - it's the bliss 

of giving up. 

Nothing less than self-realization will sufficiently 

ameliorate the wisdom and hunger you have gleaned 

by being done with yourself - this undefended 

comprehension is sanctuary. 

It may not feel like sanctuary, but kindly permit me to 

encourage you to discard the palliatives and strategies 

you have employed and deployed to make your life 

better in some way. 

You have not been tasked with a life and you need not 

do anything about anything to protect yourself from 

total failure - the revelation of Radiant Presence 

(stolen with a kind nod from Peter Brown) is all This has ever been and can ever be. 

Give your soul to it, give your heart to it, rest without any permission or justification in yourself, discover that you have always been the most precious sanctuary in the entire universe. 

Realization is not some accident of grace, about which you can do nothing, realization is simply This - and being what This is you have as good a chance as any to feel it and dwell as refuge itself. 
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 One Reality, Two Ways to Feel It 

There is only one reality, but two ways to feel it. 

The first (though there is no order of course) is the way we typically feel it characterized by the inconvenient nuisances of birth, space, time, disparate existence, durability of self, the unrelenting unsatisfactoriness of experience, risk of harm, and control dramas punctuated by bracing and supplication, to name just a few - this morass of bullshit that we proudly call my life is referred to as Imperfect Identity. 

It is imperfect because it suffers from three principle impairments; 1) the unconscious denial of our inherent restlessness and sense of lack (dukkha), 

2) the unconscious denial of impermanence in that each moment has no realizable duration (anicca), and 3) the unconscious denial that we cannot actually find ourselves as separate beings, that our will is not connected to anything, and that nothing has or will ever obey us including ourselves (anatta). 

Some of you might say that these observations are screaming for attention, that you're ready for a change, that you are committed to the search for and cultivation of self-realization to remedy this situation. Most however will give these self-apparent clues of misery no practical interest and so the denial persists. 

You might ask, "So what's the other way to feel reality, Night Sky Sangha Guy?" Glad you asked. The other way to feel reality is referred to as Perfect Identity. 

Perfect Identity can only be 

casually articulated to say that 

the impulsive and impersonal 

reflex of two that places you as 

the experiencer of experiencing 

simply ceases. 

That tag along you know so 

well, you know, the one that 

has an opinion about everything 

and seduces your attention 

away from presence back to 

thinking and justifying and 

explaining and planning and 

broadcasting anecdotal trivia - 

the one that will not give you a 

moment's rest from its 

incessant attention seeking; well that pranic reflex to imagine This to be two, simply withers on the vine and all of the virtual symptoms of Imperfect Identity vanish with it. 

Imperfect Identity simply refers to reality's penchant for imagining that it is other than itself. Perfect Identity which is unfathomable and subtly magnificent beyond rendering, is the cessation of any belief in such artful imagining. 

That these are not two conditions is gleefully understood by Perfect Identity; our Inquiry into Awakening then is simply a gathering of friends to feel reality in both ways. 
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 The Shock Wave of One 

I suffer from the bad habit of making nearly every conversation I have about the revelation of This present Awake. 

I'm kind of like a Jehovah’s Witnesses (is that right) - the wonderful folks who come to your house and entrain you into the Kingdom of God with their Awake! Magazine. 

Actually I'm worse; I will accost you at the grocery store, on line at the ATM, during a community acupuncture treatment, at the toll booth (even if it is an unmanned E-ZPass or FasTrak lane). 

It's easy for me to justify this somewhat intrusive behavior; I don't know what else to do with myself. The meds don't work 'cause the vandals took the handles. But I digress. 

It is not so hard to see that you have no future; just because you are imbued with the magical ability to imagine contingency plans, ruminate incessantly over what if's and if only's, and try to negotiate with an uncooperative universe that may or may not grant you your wishes, does not actually provide you with any evidence of your having a future. 

What you have is the present irrefutable expression of the primary miracle about which you are supremely confident and no amount of thinking or sentiment can be held responsible for this revelation. The fact of This being what it is or isn't is felt by you, your confidence in it is felt by you. 

The liberation from self and the day in, day out hysteria of anecdotal projection are of equal measure sacred and one is no better than the other. Maggots eat saints too. 

Once you are invited to see, that what you may imagine to be "ultimately true" (as in freedom from all conditions) or even if you stumble into it without warning - the shock wave of one will make itself known to you. 

Now you will be compelled to reconsider your love affair with apprehension and control as if your life and your will and your plans for happiness have anything at all to do with the incomprehensibility of freedom. 
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 What if liberation had nothing at all to do with your life? 

Let's say you've had it with suffering, or you're into devotion, or you'd like to be awake because it seems like others who claim to be, have more fun than you. 

They don't suffer from apprehension or guilt or fear or imagined loss or maybe even grief. They seem relieved of greed and lust and want and so dwell in some magical realm that makes their life exemplary or really really worth living, and by contrast your life worse than sucks. 

It never occurs to you that the frame of reference that you drag around like a maggot-infested carcass tied to your waist by a leash - called your life - has nothing at all to do with liberation! 

We stalk and pursue teachings and teachers and practices and useless accoutrements hoping beyond hope to make awake a part of our lives. We believe in and adopt Buddhist or Hindu or Sufi shit to ameliorate the failure of and dissatisfaction with our Jewish or Catholic or Protestant shit. I won't mention the other world religion that's perfectly OK just as it is, because they have no sense of humor and will phuck you up with a fatwa. That's just how they roll. 

Once you get a taste of the sacred madness that ruins the imagination of your life you stop trying to add something like liberation to your life. You stop trying to dial it in and become good at it or understand it or impose it on your friends, they're all gone by now anyway! 

No one has anything to tell you about what This is because they're wrong (not just slightly or mostly, but entirely) and if they can't cop to that you shouldn't be wasting your precious time and devotion listening to them anyway. 

Liberation is not something, liberation is not anything, there is no point in trying to make it yours. Fortunately no one has any constructive or relevant idea of what This is, and that's the freedom, that's the Ticket to Ride for any decent Day Tripper who has the good fortune to keep her appointment with This. 
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 The bottom line of liberation? 

So I'm on one of those video calls with a Spiritual Master whose image is way over-modulated with orange, red, and yellow hues reminding me of oh so many mushroom trips. 

And he's speaking extemporaneously about the nature of reality, I guess, and I want to listen to the message real bad so I can better myself or ameliorate my suffering or enjoy reality in the most possible way possible and get my hands on all those goodies of subtle understanding and wow experiences and whatever it is that I think I want and deserve from this shit-bag I call my life, and fast too because I am gonna phucking die, and maybe soon. 

At least that's why I am on the call, I can't speak for the other esteemed and goonish aspirants who seem so sanguine and relaxed and speak as if they get what this Spiritual Master is talking about. 

During the call, despite my efforts to concentrate, I find myself sinking into a bottomless swoon of half awake and half asleep textures and visions and moods that might be joy or anchor-free consciousness or just another diabetic dissociative episode that my physician keeps warning me about. 

And I wonder to myself, if I am getting some kind of second-hand contact high from this guy over a two dimensional video chat that renders me useless, I can't imagine how he can deal with this shit dialed up to 10 like all the time! 

Is this what spirituality is about? Really, I want to know. It seems true enough that as I drop into a person-free plasma of inexplicable beatitudes and causeless joy I can't find a world where my forgettable pedestrian existence could possibly matter in the least to me or anyone else. 

Is that enlightenment? Is that the bottom line of liberation? Am I really interested in that condition as a way of life? Who knows? 
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 When will you stop the fetish of self? 

Fetish - an inanimate object worshiped for its supposed magical powers or because it is considered to be inhabited by a spirit. A strong and unusual need or desire for something. 

Your experience is not what you think it is, but you already knew that. Your opinions about life and spirituality and what you're going to do about it all are myth. 

The great confidence you possess about your past, present, and future is crap. The advice you give to, and the demands you place on your own soul are all lies. Taking a position to assert or deny anything at all is unadulterated hubris. 

You suffer because you fetishize the impersonal miracle of being as something having to do with you - there is no simpler revelation for an ardent seeker. 

When you stop this prideful crusade to place yourself at the center of mystery, then and only then might you open sufficiently to feel the ineffable, irresistible, and self-transcendent nature of being. 

Explanations amount to nothing, practices amount to nothing, catharses, kundalini, and spiritual grandeur amount to nothing. 

Maybe some idea or justification arises within you quite spontaneously and makes you believe that it is your idea, it is a meritorious idea, it is the correct idea, others will agree with this idea. You are mistaken. 

Once you enjoy the unearned grace to embrace the entirety of being (even if for a moment) free from the conviction that This is about you, it is all downhill from there. 
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 The Entirety of Awake 

Buddhism is a very big waste of time. 

To its credit at least, Buddhism dispenses (more or less) with the superstitious absurdities that the Judeo-Christian and Islamic comic books use to frighten the shit of you and cajole you into becoming more like a quivering and deeply defended sheep than a lion. 

These traditions make sure you are 

so pelted with shame and sin and 

mortal despicability that your only 

option is to cower in unworthiness 

and therefore enter into an eternal 

codependency relationship with the 

unencumbered divine. 

This infectious pandemic of fear and 

greed for self is just what the 

politicians and bankers and religious 

authorities want, you stay small and 

they sip lattes at the fountain of ill 

begotten wealth. 

Back to why Buddhism is a big waste 

of time. By first insisting that life is suffering and that you are the recipient as a born and corporeal primate of this fantastic portfolio of suffering and that you are indeed responsible (by virtue of the choices that you make) for this suffering they hook you into the long-standing and hallowed myth that by practicing Buddhism you can be relieved of this suffering. 

The entire 8-Fold Path is such crap it is a wonder that so few practicing Buddhists see just how uninspired and self-deterministic the whole sordid affair is. 

Look boys and girls, liberation is not something that eases your suffering - it phucking kills you at the root, it dispels the foundational myth of your consciousness, of your durability, of the magical creationist view that anything has ever happened or will ever happen to you in some way that requires you to brace and refuse and pray and practice and convince yourself of how much progress you are making! 

If you don't make some formidable demands on your own shabby and prideful beliefs you'll never shake free of the impersonal and spontaneously arising convictions that shape your cosmic hallucination. 

It does not take an 8-Fold Path, or a cushion, or a vow, or robes, or mindful chewing for you to see that any and all indulgence you place in the anecdotal myth of self reinforces the profundity of separation and greed for your future. 

Your liberation from this dream of relativity is not dependent upon your behavior or your beliefs or anything having to do with your convictions or the spiritual books you have read. 

Just as you are, the sacred infinity has spared no expense and requires nothing of you, just as you are is the entirety of Awake. 



31



 The compelling hallucination of Self is manifested in a blink of a blink 

 of an 'I' 

Whatever you hold dear, whatever you believe in, whomever's feet you touch, all of your loyalties and accomplishments, everything you recall and insist upon, everything that happened to you and may happen to you; all and everything is cascading as you, in you, by virtue and at the pleasure of a miracle that is absolutely self-transcendent. 

Your mind cannot fathom this, your best efforts cannot accomplish this, no amount of agreement or disagreement with anything that has been spoken by masters or fools is of any use to you. 

This moment and now this one and this one are radiantly and impersonally beaming and broadcasting forth with such a force of nature expressing countless nested infinities of impulse and stimulation and fractal refraction accompanied by an irrepressible confidence in the primary miracle of phenomena and the hallucination of a receiving consciousness bound by body, mind, space and time - that you are conceived, born, and miraged into existence faster than you cay say "Om"! 

There is nothing to do about this, no finger need be lifted to remedy what isn't actually happening - revelation of the breadth and width and depth of this space-less and boundless miracle is all This actually is. 

Your job then is to see, is to feel, is to immerse - and strangely enough that is all that is "happening" anyway despite your insistence on self-will, choice, and spiritual effort. 

From this perspective, which is no perspective at all, everyone and everything, and most importantly you as a striving packet of writhing myth - can and should just phuck off. 

That this is liberation may come as some surprise to you - SURPRISE! 
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 We always talk about reality as if she is not in the room - how rude 

The nature of thought and locution is absurdly revealing, if you take the time to look that is. Thought and speech are reporting utilities, they are always late, they are not the fact, they are conveying mechanisms - no matter if they appear silently (in your head) or sonorously (spoken out loud). 

This is not a trivial observation; what you think and what you say are not what's actual, they are merely short-hand and abbreviated pointers for the entirety of your ineffable experience. 

Thought and speech are boundary markers, url's, condensed barking noises that create or suggest a reality of their own as we agree to be the conveyors and listeners of this virtual second-hand news. 

Surprisingly we become so habituated to this tireless 24/7 alarmist and anecdotal news station that we become depressed, bored, apprehensive, out of touch, restless, and generally if not spiritually malnourished. 

You see we have lost the miracle and magic of feeling ourselves as/from the profound and palpably felt perspective of what reality actually is - we always talk about reality as if she is not in the room - how rude! 

You can chortle and blather on and on about your past and your future and your opinions and your feelings and all of the injustices that have been done to you including all of the movies and plays and concerts and books you have enjoyed plus all of the remarkable and enviable spiritual teachers you've met, but you can't say one damn thing about your being present, not one word can be uttered about your presence. 

When you consider, as in feel yourself in the presence of yourself, you become mute and thankfully moot. You can't actually convey the boundary free and irrefutably wondrous discovery of yourself out of time, with no specific location - and this simple consideration of your own nature is Awake, what else can you be? 



  

33



 What if you're not who you think you are? 

Science tells us that the neocortex (most recently evolved) brain tissue of mammals is involved in higher functions such as sensory perception, generation of motor commands, spatial reasoning, conscious thought, and language; it accounts for about 76% of our brain's volume. 

Each cubic millimeter of tissue in the neocortex, reports Michael Chorost in World Wide Mind, contains between 860 million and 1.3 billion synapses. (see the grain of sand image below to get a feel for the size of a cubic millimeter). 

Estimates of the total number of synapses in the neocortex range from 164 trillion to 200 trillion. 

What this science amounts to is a rather simple insight - this 

phucker can dream anything it wants to! Your brain is capable 

of imagining anything it pleases, and why it imagines you to 

be you must be some awful mistake. Wouldn't you agree? 

Now here's a clue about just how clueless we are - The 

Neocortex says Carl Sagan in his iconic Cosmos, is where 

"matter is transformed into consciousness." 

Well la dee freaking da Carl, why not condemn the entire 

species to be primarily dreaming meat? Shit like that makes 

you sound like a scientist turned poet. 

But you see friends, all these systems (the religious, scientific, 

political, and financial that comprise the malevolent police 

state) are robbing you blind, keeping you down and stealing 

the air and the water and the cash and the space and the 

dignity of all living creatures - all because they/we suffer the 

incomprehensible ignorance of first being meat and then 

have to suffer the chronic psychic grief of being self-conscious 

meat. 

This is the bane of selfish insufficiency and the unconscious 

though lethal justification for all advantage seeking, accumulation of power, rampant greed, and our consequent species-wide mayhem. 

If you would give it just a little of your kind attention maybe you would consider the entire dreaming cosmos to be consciousness first, and then if you insist, meat. 

This is not just some fanciful belief, though you are free to dismiss it as such - our adventure is aimed at a complete ruination of self. Our adventure tour goes all the way to Awake! 
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 From Pride to Autonomy to Cessation 

Where is here exactly? Are you in a body in a room in a building on some grounds in a town or city or state or country or continent in a hemisphere on planet called earth revolving around a star called the sun somewhere in a magnificent spiral arm of the milky-way galaxy in a local cluster or super cluster or filament string of super clusters in a universe even that has some boundary which is occurring as a volume in a larger cosmic context or multiverse? 

Is that where you are? Really? 

Maybe here is not a place at all, and not even a condition, not even a quality, not even happening - maybe here is absolutely unspeakable though irrefutable and we (whatever we think or are certain that we are) don't know what here is? 

Is it possible that you don't know what here and now are, though try as you might, you can't dismiss them either? 

We presume you have some interest in enlightenment and when you finally get to enlightenment where will that be? Will it be "here" or maybe in Tibet or on a yoga cushion, maybe at some non-duality conference or on a New Age Kumbaya We-Are-All-One socially responsible investment cruise with Wayne Dyer or Caroline Myss? 

Where will your enlightenment be and when do you imagine or are hoping that it will happen? Will God have something to do with it? 

And where does God live, on a throne in a heavenly realm that can be found within our universe or does God live in some other neighborhood completely? Is God other than you, dwelling in a place or time or perhaps some place-less-ness or time-less-ness? 

When you dismiss the entire hologram of self-centered blasphemy including all of the useless bullshit that you've been reading and studying and practicing and teaching - then one might say you have left the materialist atmosphere of Pride and dependency. 

So maybe you enter Autonomy and now you are free to look at the profundity of your experience without any second-hand opinions or To Do's or pursuit of any kind including approval ratings from your Guru. 

Maybe you can marvel at just how autonomous your experience is; how you can find nothing outside of your experience, and that there is nothing other than your experience - all creatures and moods and sorrows and hope and becoming occur within the magical ethers of your experience, don't they. 

If you follow these crumbs, in a sense you become sober (having given up all reference and memes for explaining yourself) and concomitantly capable of a profound intimacy with your own experience - seeking nothing outside yourself. 

Do you get this, you seek for nothing outside yourself - no urgency for attention or promotion or assertion or what you imagine you've earned or some insistence on having to have a particular experience at the expense of some other experience? 

Autonomy is the very sobriety that releases you from pride and so you are then available for cessation. Please remember that this is instantaneous, there is no actual process that takes you from dukkha to nirvana, we are talking suchness. Further, cessation is not an end of or to anything - cessation is exactly This, you might even say it is here. 
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The nature of this irrefutable primary miracle of being is just this, and now (if you're lucky) you are not imagining yourself to be an entity suffering a life-sentence for a crime you did not commit, there is nothing other than you, you are all - not the consequence of birth or the grateful recipient of death. 

Where is here exactly? Phuck if I know; I don't have any stinking badges. 
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 This is a test. For your entire life, this Infinity - which you refer to as the 

 universe - will conduct a test of the Gullible Primate Broadcast System. 

 This is only a test. 

Contrary to nearly everything you believe - ah screw it - everything you believe; this is only a test, a simulation, a unicity of remarkable self-fulfilling wonder that can never be other than itself, but can appear to itself as a plethora of stuff which seduces the impersonal miracle of holo-fractal awareness and attention into believing that it can actually dwell as a disparate and durable entity. 

So what's in it for you? Simple, the spontaneous release from all sorrow, suffering, and greed once you agree to the terms of the contract. And thankfully this is an offer that you cannot refuse. 

It is kind of disturbing, I admit, when you find out that awake has nothing at all to do with what you believe to be the unsatisfactory symptoms of your life. Where does that leave you? What condition might you be in once you discover that this simulation is entrancingly beyond any condition you could possibly occupy? 

Thankfully this is only a test. Had there been an actual emergency no one would bother to notify you of shit, but you'd be quite pleased to be causeless joy just the same. 
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 Novelty & Entertainment 

Now that you are condemned to have to endure some duration of sensorial and even extra-sensorilal experience by virtue of your birth, at least up to the day that you die - what exactly will you do with all this time on your hands? 

Please don't look at this all too closely, I don't want a bunch of suicides on my watch - the paperwork is hell. 

No really, I'm asking you to consider the miracle of your life and how you fill it or live it or suffer it or pine for more or better or even crave knowledge or understanding or enlightenment as if those might have the slightest benefit or convey some advantage to you. 

What are you in this for? What are you all about? Do you know, do you care, are you in control, are things working out for you, is everything on schedule, are you the happiest you can be? 

What would that look like or feel like, and would it last a few moments or would you prefer to be ecstatic or confident or secure or something all the time? Will winning the lottery help? 

Then you can travel and engage and engorge and go on exotic retreats with saintly masters to witness the birthplace of some religion or enlightened state of being, or swim with dolphins and apologize profusely for what we are doing to the oceans, or indulge yourself in so many pleasures of the flesh and the mind and the spirit that you ascend somehow while waiting for the cable guy, or just sit by the pool and watch your staff wait for the cable guy. 

Look, you say, I don't have any time for such fanciful thinking - I have to go to work, pick up the dry cleaning, raise my kids, hit a few balls down the fairway of my life; shop, adorn, vacuum, drink, seek, weep, plan, fix, avoid, stalk, relax - and do it all over and over again as long as I am continent meaning "able to control urination and defecation". 

We live in a farcical, imaginary, and virtual world of arbitrary impulses working the serotonin uptake capacitors to maximize novelty and entertainment through the lens of our prideful or crushed personas and we have no phucking clue why or how or to whom this is all occurring. 

And we think/hope with mostly quiet desperation that enlightenment or higher consciousness or cavorting with angels and spooks is worth it so we can make some sense of this senseless ambiguity for the sake of what exactly? 

Why are you doing what you're doing? What are you hoping to gain or accomplish or prove or remedy from the priorities and urgencies of your life? Have you even asked yourself these questions? 
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 WTF is Freedom? 

If you are imagining or hoping that freedom is from something or that you will be the surviving enjoyer of freedom as some condition or long sought for spiritual attainment - might it possibly occur to you that these can't be freedom? 

The spontaneous movement or appearance of rumination including the consideration of one's self or one's condition as if one were operating from some vantage point may reveal to you (once you give it some attention) that you are anything but free. 

The most infinitesimal vector that seeks for something, or the slightest hint of interest or anticipation or craving for some quality of hoped-for experience occurring to you are indications of the reflex of a disparate being - 

suggesting there is presently some condition that would be better were it improved or remedied somehow. 

I do appreciate that this is gibberish from our typical and default position of individuated consciousness that uses intent, prayer, affirmation, practices, the secret or laws of attraction, high and low self-esteem, and a load of other useless bullshit to influence or choose what our experience or belief's should be. 

But we're talkin' about freedom here, not some pale and evaporated second best that leaves you still in the clutches of craving and time and comparison and supplication. 

I am not suggesting that you do or not do anything, that you take some preferred path of belief, or perspective, or action as contrasted with some other. 

If there is a discovery to be made, you must make it; you must wring all of the crap out of yourself that justifies or defends your insufficiency or exaltation if you are at all interested in the improvisational and impossible puzzle of Freedom. 



39



 ... a miraculous field of radiantly unutterable profundity … 

Might I suggest that feeling the profundity of yourself is primary and paramount and prior (in a non-temporal manner of speaking) to anything that you may think or say about yourself. 

What is self-evident is the texture and wonder of being itself, not what it appears to be doing or why or that it is the consequence of some trivial non-event like a big-bang. 

It's not possible for this to be anything other than awake, other than dripping with its own resplendent autonomy, other than the self-transcendent wonder of dreaming in situ. 

This may not be a universe of some independently existing reality or elemental ancestry or differentiable genesis that ever commenced. 

How on earth (or anywhere for that matter) does a miraculous field of radiantly and limitless unutterable profundity insist that it is sheathed by a body? 

You might want to look into this question, or perhaps you are still interested in some fairy prince or princess story that some day you'll become enlightened because you were earnest or because you read a few books or went on a retreat or flew over Lucknow (a Papaji joke) or sat on a cushion or considered yourself or took some vows or traveled lighter or noticed something. 

That you imagine yourself to be anything other than this improvisational sanctity of nothing at all is the root problem - whatever you think or do or don't think or don't do in response to your hallucination is pretty phucking useless. Hasn't that become obvious by now? 

Whatever appears is This, where it appears is This; how, why, when, and to whom it appears is This - This does not and cannot be other than itself though its appearances have no bottom and no beginning and no end and mutate faster than you can say namaste. 

Namaste........... 
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 The Self - a co m pendium of chaos 

Have you ever participated in some form of meditation instruction or practice? Were you at all dismayed to see just how insane and unruly your thought and association stream is? 

Have you tried to calm yourself, medicate yourself, meditate yourself, escape yourself, justify yourself, defend yourself, or promote yourself? Most likely you have. 

Do you quietly suffer from the schizophrenic miasma of attempting to negotiate with all of your voices, and cravings, and fears, and failures, and moral dilemmas, and regrets, and resolutions, and decisions, and will, and hopes, and dreams, and despairs, and the millions of times you failed to do what you promised yourself that you would or wouldn't do - again and again and again to the point of complete fatigue? 

Of course you do, 

what planet do you 

think you're on, 

Pandora? And I 

suppose that Krishna 

was blue because he 

was Na'vi. Well, 

perhaps there is 

some serendipitous 

insight to be gleaned 

from Avatar and 

your unrelenting bid 

for psychological 

and emotional well-

being - why do you 

think they called it 

unobtanium? 

Look, I'd like to help; not really, but it sounds good. You can't accomplish any sought after condition or relief or sanguine point of view or self-acceptance even - there is no genuine or authentic self dwelling inside of you that could possibly be appeased or ameliorated by any practical or impractical behavior or commitment on your part. 

The reason you fail at self-acceptance or self-esteem or self-actualization is not because you're not blessed or trying hard enough - it's because there is no self! Why would you apply yourself as if you were a self to some remedy for yourself so you can enjoy yourself when there is no self? Are you crazy or something? 

If you misdiagnose the foundations of your present experience, every remedy for it is going to fail. Maybe that's why some folks entering the miracle of death become radiant and peaceful, as if by some magic all of their stories and irritabilities fall away. 

It's not because their meditation or therapy or some initiation finally succeeded (I can guarantee you that it didn't) - it's because they were made free, as if by grace, from the burden of their misdiagnosis, of their belief, of the self - and so an enviable happiness then permeated and infused their being. 

Why do you think you might be avoiding this appointment - a question worth asking, maybe? 
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 Khakis or Jeans?... musings from a retreat 

Sometimes I have a deliberate theme or inspirational rant to lay down, kind of like a back beat, or a good bass line 

- some rhythm visits me and since I am better with a keyboard than a fretboard I do my best to play you a song, to sing you a tune, to say I love you as some compensation for my innate shyness. 

I wonder, isn't it clear to you that perfect irrationality is expressing with a serendipitous precision that defies explanation, with not a single flaw from moment to moment, none of which actually exist or existed or have any relevance across the myth of time? 

I wonder, doesn't it make 

sense to live from the 

thymus, to permit your 

awareness to decouple from 

the atmosphere and triviality 

of thought so you might rest 

in texture, rest in feeling, and 

discover the absolute 

mystery of your present 

experience? 

I offer this gesture (clumsy as 

it may be) not as a remedy 

for the trials, tribulations, or 

vicissitudes of your life, but 

as a devotional hymn, to join 

you in chorus, to rest with 

you in the worship of 

transcendent wonder. 

Shuffling aimlessly through the desert 

under a wild sky 

shaken by the brazen wind 

The aching isolation of myself is lifted as if by magic 

into a majestic silence 

warmed by a trusted ferocity of primal vibration I can no longer refuse 

This unutterable perfection knows no other. 

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

While surfing my indulgence, Beth kindly reminds me of what is really happening as she calls out, "what do you want to wear to breakfast, khakis or jeans?" 
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 Are we there yet? 

All our lives we are sitting on a bar-stool sipping infinity, shimmering with divinity, of a single proclivity - that of marveling at sublimity in our most intimate proximity open to affinity with stupendous magnanimity. 

And still we wonder, "Are we there yet?" 
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 Overwhelmed by the impossible radiant orb in the sky 

I had the privilege of a few moments of face time with my Guru recently which I exploited by engaging with his unpredictable and always lethally loving attention to ask a few questions. 

The engagement was rather simple, I simply brought up the obvious miracle of dreaming in situ and wondered aloud how on earth this primacy can convince itself so thoroughly, and without any dissent, that there is a dreamer. 

You know the dreamer I'm talking about, the one who imagines herself to be on the receiving end of radiant presence, the tenacious sense of personalty and individuation. The curious nuisance of myself. 

I've asked this question in a number of ways during the several years spanning the gift of a truly profound transmission "suggesting no more than being with" process. 

Maybe since we're so close to Passover when we do things a little differently he replied this time with a depth of visceral insight that rattled my soul to perfect quietude and catapulted me into an effortless trans-human immersion. 

In a nutshell the conveyance 

was made in two parts, the first 

being a reference to the 

teachings of Austin Spare (the 

stickiness of measure and focus) 

and the second being a 

deliberate and conscious 

deployment of our already 

inherent chaotic and irrational 

nature to un-stick and un-

cohere making it possible for us 

to see, or more accurately be, 

what This actually is. 

There was a third aspect of the 

conveyance, perhaps the most intimate - a magical and non-ordinary invitation into perfect being which expressed itself in the body language, in unsullied availability, with shining and fathomless eyes, a completely unguarded window into emancipatory wonder. I took the full injection in the neck. 

Make no mistake, these self-annihilating and pristine excursions into the formless primacy are jolting - and worth a lifetime of pursuit, but then I am jaded by love. 

I must confess that it is true; one can know exactly what This is without being able to render or utter a single word about it - strange but so. 

Sitting in the park today talking with friends, it was easy to talk/shout out loud to the impossible radiant orb in the sky and confront the miracle of visible light, of radiant warmth, of all things animate and seemingly non-sentient. 

Such is the power of her radiant presence I had to avert my eyes as I could not sustain my admiring gaze upon her, what we fail to see is legend. 
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 All Awakening Metaphors are Crap - seeing that... you become crapless 

Once you become thoughtful you are doomed to delay, mired in metaphors, daft with delusion, asphyxiating in anecdotes. 

We find it very difficult to extricate ourselves from the reflex of self interest and expunge the myth of experience as something occurring to me, by my own hand, according to my decisions and plans. 

Further we insist on personal in-habitation, story telling as legitimate measure, doling out accuracy and authority and authenticity as we weave a tapestry of durability and responsibility within a miraculous dreaming field of absolute motility, malleability, and mischief. 

Down to the marrow we are profoundly mistaken with the conveyance of corporeal encasement, and we find it so hard to feel and express ourselves from the wild instinct and ecstasy of being nothing at all. 

You are always as you are, free from the false accusations of condition or metaphor - now you can play catch with the moon. 
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 Positive Thinking and all that Jazz 

Not too many aspirants participating in the Inquiry meetings this week; could be a rash of enlightenment or simply an indication of just how unpopular this adventure can be. 

Sometimes it's best to just forget about the whole radiance - wonder - miracle - improvisational - incestuous - 

imaginarium - mind-blowing WTF cluster phuck for a while and go about your business. 

Kick back, lay around the shack, see if the nagging motivation and insatiable appetite to liberate catches or sneaks up on you, maybe you'll luck out and forget about it altogether as if it never happened. The bliss of a complete seeker phucker memory wipe - if only, if only. 

Maybe you can commit yourself to some positive thinking, some manifestation, a great haircut, a decent parking spot, maybe a soul mate, or a new Kia Soul, or some forgiveness, a pinch of prayer, a sincere hope for humanity, a change in diet, a super stock pick, or a call to mom and dad to tell them how much you love them for condemning you to a life of poor self-esteem, absolute fear of failure, relationship phobia, some form of self-mutilation, and the proverbial I hate my job experience. 

There's so much to be grateful for 

I don't know if I can fit it all into a 

single day, try as I might. 

But really, let's do a little 

experiment - if you're in the 

mood. 

Over the past 8 or 10 or 12 hours 

whether you were in the waking state or sleep state - how much evidence do you have for your "self" being present and conscious and decision making and alert and paying attention? 

How much and what exactly is the quality of evidence you have for being you prior to this moment? How much elapsed or passing time can you really remember or account for with any degree of confidence? All 12 hours, 1/2 

that, 1/2 that again; maybe 15 minutes out of 12 hours you were really you? 

Are you feeling this? Is it possible that you were not you for most of the time you might insist you were you, that you were there, wherever there was? 

Can you see that you have a very poor ability to conjure yourself prior to this moment or genuinely convince yourself that you were yourself prior to this moment? And can you kind of feel the insanity of presuming by your certainty that you existed before, you are very likely to exist after - as in your future? 

Is memory the same as what's actual for you? Is there any gap or subtle felt difference between the inarguable presence of your present and the confidence you place in memory to conjure a past that you indeed lived? 

Where did all of that control and decision making and positive thinking go? How have your plans and decisions benefited you? Are you the product right now of anything that came before? 

If you can take a break from the dogged presumption of your personal durability, maybe you can give a listen to all that Jazz! 
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 The Genesis of 'Me' 

It's remarkably simple to feel experiencing occur, in fact that's all that is happening, so you'd most likely be dead (and maybe nobody told you) if you somehow failed in this task. 

Let's try it together: Each of your five senses is felt as light, sound, sensation, aroma, taste and of course the curious, if not debilitating, miracle of thought. 

And what is thought? Well its the 

darnedest thing really, someone 

speaking in a recognizable 

language (or several if your 

multilingual or have multiple-

personality disorder) in your 

head? Is that what thought is, 

really? 

Why do we imagine that that 

someone whispering or 

complaining or planning or 

discerning or wanting is us, is me? 

Just because there appears to be 

an unwanted intruder in the attic 

of your mind doesn't mean we 

should presume it is me! 

Well, back to experiencing, if you 

will. The five windows (or senses) 

of perception + the weird 

presence of a newsroom that one 

dubiously calls myself is what 

we've got, right? 

That's it, the primary miracle of experiencing is apparent, self-evident, the least common denominator of all phenomena as subjects/objects, time/space, including the intractable nuisance of "Me". 

Now here's the fun part; the only place you can or have ever or will ever actually live or experience or enjoy/suffer is right now, right this, right here and there is nothing other than this boundary free wonder-phuck of God as yourself. 

This manner of observing and feeling what reality is is not a remedy for anything having to do with you, your life, or your aspirations for self-improvement. 

What This Is just so happens to set you free from the miserly machinations of "Me" as you participate in the self-loving (rather than self-loathing) adventure of Awake! 
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 How did you become such an idiot? 

I know, I know, it's better to be friendly, non-accusatory, affiliative; no one makes a sale by insulting their customer. 

But really, the question is a good one for seekers and those wishing to get out from under the mind-numbing influence and control of the masters of conspiracy. 

Have you ever given any 

consideration to the 

nature and historical 

genesis of government; 

the authority, the police, 

the promises of safety 

and the pursuit of 

happiness, the egregious 

malevolence of media 

controlled by 

corporations whose 

principal motives are 

ensconced in the 

accumulation of cash and 

resource ownership 

including the assumed 

licenses to poison the 

water, the air, the land, 

and your children? 

If you are reading this you probably have given it some consideration and for that I am grateful. Many liberation seekers are so narcissistically wounded that their only preoccupation is focused on some solvent for personal suffering - and still they are duped by authority and brainwashing as they scramble to be an instrument of God's peace while harboring foul smelling shadows of denial and fear. 

Dresden James had a worthy insight to share, "The ideal tyranny is that which is ignorantly self-administered by its victims. The most perfect slaves are, therefore, those which blissfully and unawaredly enslave themselves." 

This global pandemic of political, social, Geo-physical, spiritual, religious, educational, nutritional, environmental, and behavioral confusion is all symptomatic of a relatively small kernel of inherent conflict and division blossoming and proliferating in you with each thought unexamined. 

Every aspect of your presumption about living under the rule and law of a congenial and democratic umbrella of well wishing public servants is total shit! How did you become such an idiot? 

You are the product of a pernicious and captivating hallucination, isn't it high time you responded to your animal instinct and protect the herd from the coming rumbling? 

"When a well packaged web of lies has been sold gradually to the masses over generations, the truth will seem utterly preposterous and its speaker a raving lunatic." – Dresden James 



48



 Inclusive Shining Obliterates all Illusion 

You realize that we genuinely have no idea what light is, how it is seen, what our retinas and optic nerves are made of, whether there is any actual differentiation between the sun, it's awesome shining, and our capacity for seeing. 

There are explanations of 

course; casual ones, 

scientific ones, cosmic 

ones, even Mayan ones 

(probably not, since no 

one believes that silly shit 

anymore) - but put them 

all together and you get 

one big shrug of the 

shoulder. 

Even if you can delineate 

and articulate the cellular 

specificity and 

differentiation of all 

tissues, organs, glands, 

nerves, and neo-cortex 

neuronal fatty wonder 

currents - you still don't 

know squatzola. 

So if we dare drill down into our present capacity for trans-human observation we can discover, though not through knowledge, but through gnosis; that the inherency of all radiant expression is a singularity of perfect inclusion which view obliterates all illusion of self and risk and other. 

This discovery is not so difficult once we are willing to abandon the reflex of second hand news and the presumption of self in time. 

I mean it, you may not come to perfect confidence in one or two encounters, but who gives a shit! 

Do it once, feel yourself even once as disembodied curiosity and the rest will take care of itself. Don't be fooled by anything that happened to anyone on some interview about some candy-ass spiritual experience they had - that's total crap. 

You are the perfect and only laboratory for your own unencumbered realization of inclusive and unutterable shining - meet with friends, order a cool one, raise it to your lips, sip your radiant presence in perfect clarity and see that it isn't actually anything at all. 

Trust me, or not, it will seduce you all the way into a transmogrifying vista that goes on forever and never stops since there is no possible horizon. 

Oh yeah, I almost forgot - Happy Passover. 
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 The Way Way Back 

Night Sky Sangha sits in the way way back of the station wagon, in those seats that face the rear of the car and look out over the expanse of the highway through an unobstructed picture window while traveling backwards. 

Our Inquiry does not emphasize what you might do with your body for health and longevity, our Inquiry does not emphasize what you might do with your thoughts or emotions for patience or ease, our Inquiry goes for the jugular of the remarkable nature of consciousness so one can awaken to the pristine discovery of being. 

You might be interested in seeing/feeling the curious discovery that at the heart of your always present and prescient experience you feel yourself and you know yourself as disembodied curiosity. 

What we call the body or the mind are both appearing in and to your disembodied curiosity. You are not a body first and then conscious, you are not thoughts first and then "I Am". You are the primary miracle of radiant and self-aware transcendent wonder - check it out. 

On this pathless path of simply feeling yourself, awareness transmutes from anecdotal hysteria or identification with what's not happening, to subtle appreciation for the actual tapestry of experience itself without commentary or presumption, to perfect and non-dual identity as unabated inclusivity, to no identity at all. 

This is what Easter is all about, the celebration of transformation and ascension without going anywhere but here. 

It's the way way back, where all the fun is. 
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 Can't a guy just enjoy his coffee? 

In the saga of a 58 year old adult visiting his octogenarian parents it seems like a time warp of falling into an adolescent or even pre-adolescent psyche and behavior matrix that might require a second story open window to remedy. 

I'm just trying to enjoy my morning coffee, I am asked what I want for breakfast and after saying I'm fine with coffee I am pelted with a menu of breakfast selections (none of which are actually available in this humble abode) larger than the Wantagh Diner's entire menu - it weighs 3 lbs. 

The offers range from oatmeal (instant of course) to a corned beef sandwich that I can take with me on the train if I don't want to eat it now. And then an unrelenting inquiry (see where I get it) about what I eat at home, and who prepares it, and how often I eat out, and how did you get to be so big, and doesn't Beth cook, and how's your business, are you getting new clients, you can always fall back on accounting, are you still writing those invitations, what kind of group do you lead, does anybody really come, who do you think you are, some kind of Rabbi? 

It's actually a lot of fun, if of course you have no ego left - so I'm still on the fence about being enlightened, but that isn't nearly as important as I thought it might be these days. 
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 Take the risk to look deeply into their eyes 

In the midst of the familial mayhem where no one really knows themselves and lives in an all too paltry pavilion of isolation, alienation, and confusion - one takes the risk to look deeply into their eyes. 

And there is a beauty there; a profound intimacy of recognition, of vulnerability, of a kind of transcendent love that fills the space, a feeling that radiates far beyond the perimeters of human dysfunction, and disappointment, and wounding. 

In their eyes is the moist and curious and marvelous inter-species wonder that one might see in the face of a primate living in nature, or a dolphin in the sea - it's both full of the confidence of "I Am" and the existential terror of "what's going to happen to me". 

One faces aging and the psychic dehydration of having few resources left to cope with a mad and surreal world - it is easy to sense the disorientation of what's next as the fabric of my imaginary world tears apart. 

I feel for them, as them, of their own blood - I can't wait to exit the influence of their casual hysteria, and I also feel that crazy warmth and affection for them as they must explore the texture of their own minds and beliefs while the physical expression wanes like the moon heading to new. 
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 Harmonics of the Absolute 

The grace of understanding can and does occur spontaneously, but that is no reason to delay your abiding by presuming there is nothing you can do. 

Awake, like the Dude, prevails. The captivating allure of unencumbered consciousness is with you, as you, 24/7. 

Thus, our path of practical sensitivity 

training is always on, it never lapses 

or gets bored or even distracted. We 

are made of chaotic irrationality and 

so are ever near to our own nature as 

Awake all the time with no true 

obstacle or refusal of any kind. 

This curious and improvisational WTF 

is a buy-one get-one-free deal. You 

can't take your nirvana to the 

checkout counter without its 

companion samsara. It's impossible to 

remove the packaging and just take 

your freedom home, while leaving the 

confusion in the dumpster in the 

parking lot. 

So what's the next best approach? 

Simple, you see in varying and 

deepening degrees that your genuine interest withdraws from the body, and from the thinking sparkle, to rest in disembodied curiosity and the textural harmonics of the Absolute. 

Your interest and discernment as a natural consequence of direct encounter with Awake become self-luminous, and this gnostic observation of reality frees you from the fantastic hallucinations of a disparate self operating in space/time. 

You see that all suffering is bound to content by virtue of circumstances and events appearing as subjects and objects with you at the center. Your natural reply then is to withdraw from any attempt to rectify your imaginary condition through any gesture of micro-management as in trying to get your life to steer in a favorable direction. 

In this way you get a taste of the profound sublimity that accompanies perfect disinterest. You, as a conditioned, contorted, and codependent human-being become released from the shackles of self promotion and fear of loss. 

From there/here (as in now) you glimpse the ever-replicating creation hologram from a brand new vantage point; this is the appreciation of context - no longer personal, consequential, or separative. The inclusive entirety of each fascinating and evaporating moment is seen as self, with no individuation or risk of harm present. 

As the self-immolating and self-illuminating revelation deepens, all without the slightest effort, the myth of even context as perfect identity yields to boundary free inexplicability. 

That's pretty much it, we meet four times a week if you have any questions. 
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 Enjoy the Panic 

I used to dread panic attacks; the crazy racing paralyzed vulnerability of losing my mind, my grip, dropping like a stone from a great height into an abyss of overwhelming despair and disintegrating identity wiped completely clean from everyone's memory as if I had never existed and falling sullen, morose, lonely beyond grief or hope of ever being able to enjoy or relish my life with no escape from the whirling dervish of paranoia and hopelessness cascading cascading down into unstoppable convulsions of such reverberation that I could barely squeak out even a meager plea for help. 

Now, for some strange reason, I kinda enjoy them. 
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 Why do we forget that  c onsciousness is light? 

It doesn't matter whether we interview the Yogi or the Neurobiologist - consciousness is made of light. The primacy of experiencing is of the nature of light, radiance, presence; all of which are felt or sensed as the irrefutable core of being. 

This core or Sabīja (Sanskrit for "with seed") is undifferentiable from its permutations - thus non-duality may be spoken at your local coffee shop which refers to the nature of Awake - or not two. 

Just for fun you may borrow from the hallucinations of conventional science (a philosophical expression) to drill into the cell, the molecule, the atom, it's constituents, and then some to "see" that all objects are vibratory perturbations of light taking on the roles of the periodic table combined with carbon and some spark of consciousness (which no one can attest to) to be felt as luminous reality. 

If you are interested in suffering, and who isn't, then you can wallow in the symptoms of this luminous miracle as a disparate entity held hostage by thinking and association. 

If you are interested in not suffering, typically very few per square parsec, you can turn your luminous and ambiguous attention to yourself as the irrefutable core of being. 

Think of your realization adventure as keenly intelligent narcissism. Rather than seeking attention, validation, and adoration from others (none of whom care about you anyway) you discover that your self-luminous nature is all you need, all you are, all This Is. 

In closing, you're god, make no mistake; stop pining and whining and flailing about trying to apprehend a remedy for your suffering by going to Sedona or Mt. Shasta or some Vipassanā retreat. 

Just chill the phuck out you silly phucker, in the self-evident gift of luminous revelation - not two. If you have no idea what I'm talking about then I'm the gibberish spewing idiot you can easily dismiss, rock on. 

If you do have some strange inclination to be disturbed by the implications of this - then you will have no choice but to apply yourself through thick and thin to wake up, rock on Buddha Dude. 
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 Cadavers don't lie 

While you are enjoying the mirth and myth of what you call your life you are nothing more than a miserable liar, and that is so even if you are fond of telling the truth. 

You might enjoy a perspective that reveals to you that there is no truth, no attainment, and no reliable reality where the truth can be found or staked to the ground as one might tether a beast of burden. 

What have you, but the curious condition of sentience and metaphor appearing as imagined durability, dreaming in place where no actual here or location can be found? 

We strut all around while inhaling the invisible life-giving gas under the curious heat lamp in the sky that illuminates our "day" and leaves us to enjoy unconscious relief from self in the "night". 

We dutifully obey the laws and reflexes of our biological imperative with varying degrees of satisfaction and dissatisfaction, lingering for our life's sentence in chronic apprehension and confusion; sheep to the man, having little courage or interest in dreaming a new dream. 

You are the coyote and consciousness is the road-runner. Bleep Bleep you're phucked over and over again suffering from the presumptions that what you feel, what you think, what you believe, what you decide, what you remember, what you value, and what you take as reality actually matters to anyone, including yourself. 

To be free of the lying shit-box of yourself, you'd better consider the veracity that exudes from a cadaver. Maybe you are one of those silly and impossible few who are willing to sign on to accelerated existential humiliation - and go the distance all the way to now. 
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 The Three Thieves 

A gifted sailor can put a sextant to good use under a star lit sky to triangulate her position relative to known reference points appearing on a map - and so navigate true to her destination. 

In this way the art of triangulation can come in handy. In fact some researchers suggest that gifted dowsers also use bio-triangulation techniques by relying upon the pineal gland and the adrenal glands to locate water and other radiant energies useful to their trade. 

With your kind permission however, I'd like to introduce you to another form of triangulation - an arguably not so useful genesis/consequence called "the three thieves". 

Though you may be said to experience yourself in a place, taken great care and preparation to arrive in some location, that is a trick of ambiguous association. Here is not a place. 

Though you may watch the hands of a clock and perceive with no doubt, the novelty of passing moments, that is a trick of ambiguous association. Now is not in time. 

Though the miracle of sentience and experiencing is likewise irrefutable, that this inclusive holo-fractal mystery is occurring does not convey or award you with self. It is, as you may have guessed by now, another trick of ambiguous association. Experiencing is not occurring to an entity. 

Though you can for sure meet someone for dinner at a specific restaurant at your appointed reservation time and even enjoy yourself - is no proof that you are individuated or durable or capable even of suffering. 

The Three Thieves can be said to rely upon a kind of etheric, irrational, and transcendent triangulation projecting from nowhere in particular to nowhere specific, the imaginative and sensorially convincing appearance of space, time, and self. 

Do not believe what some may say the Buddha said, it's crap. Suffering is not caused by nor dependent upon grasping and refusal - those are superficial symptoms of something/nothing even more fantastic and perhaps pernicious than you can imagine. 

There is little use in arguing with yourself, your crappy life, or your personal experiential lexicon of entitlements and hopes. The kind of satisfaction you may be seeking as some imaginary fulfillment appearing to you in your life based upon an infinity of if-only's is waste of time. 

For the intrepid, not insipid, seeker - you are encouraged to give your attention to the Three Thieves to discover once and for all that you can no longer be robbed or shaken down - this is liberation. 
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 Where do you turn for higher consciousness? 

Where do you turn for higher consciousness? Do you go up, do you go down, do you go in, do you go out? Where might you steer your consciousness to go higher? 

Maybe you go to Machu Picchu or Sedona, Mt. Shasta is nice this time of year, maybe you sit on a cushion or engage in yoga asanas or pranic breathing, maybe you listen to recordings of neo-advaita teachers or oldies but goodies, like J. Krishnamurti or Alan Watts? 

Is your world glued together according to Zen, Vedanta, Patanjali, Vipassanā, Sufism or perhaps one of the other major or minor world religions? Maybe you are an atheist or an agnostic or a scientist even - maybe you know stuff or at least you know someone who knows someone who knows stuff. 

Is it really true that you want something from the universe, from some teacher or teaching, from your life, from God even? Or maybe you're happy being who you are, knowing what you know, hitting the OTB and the bar once in a while to grab a smoke and a friendly chat with a friend or a stranger. 

Are you one of those folks who wants to be free or enlightened or attain to the cessation of suffering and the promise of nirvana once you enter the stream? 

Are you hoping something new and something different and something better will and can happen to you as the result of your seeking, your earnestness, your command of Sanskrit, or immersion in devotional singing? 

Have you ever met anyone that said with complete confidence that their seeking finally yielded the sought after results? Have you ever met someone who said that their therapy made them happy and self-accepting, that the last retreat they went on delivered the goods; got them the soul-mate, and the psychic powers, and the parking spot they were destined to have? 

You ever notice how everything you say to yourself about yourself is total bullshit? Have you ever noticed that it is always late? Have you ever noticed that behind and before you "choose" to remember something or believe in something or insist on something you actually don't possess any confidence at all in what the truth might be? 

Has it ever occurred to you that you are making yourself up on the spot relying upon long forgotten evidence that would be dismissed in court as illegally obtained? 

If you have the chutzpah to see what a fraud you are, by virtue of your veracity you may visage the uncanny vibrancy of what This Actually Is - then you can throw your copy of 'I Am That' out the window. 

When you discover the gift of yourself, you make no effort to add anything to the moment or take anything away from the primary miracle of experiencing so you can store it in your mind's private library for retrieval in your future. 

To be free from self, you must discover that you are not and were never a self in the first place - then there is no urgency for some remedy and no time or place better than this one. 

Be still and know that you are God. Give it a whirl, what have you got to lose? 
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 The transmutation of Milarepa 

Keep'in it simple; Milarepa was a magician who had become seduced into the dream of materialism and so used the formidable prowess of his will and skill to amass personal advantages and went so far as to harm his rivals. 

You could say he resembled the form and animus of a succubus, a hungry feeding insatiability. 

Marpa, his teacher, was also powerful in respect that he had the wherewithal to tame and heal Milarepa - nothing an ordinary teacher could do, or survive. 

Through great affection and effective alchemical persuasion Marpa showed Milarepa the way to neutralize his anger and confusion and so end the torment within him of acting out upon an imaginary world with vengeful disregard. 

You could say at this stage of his transmutation Milarepa resembled a Gaiac Dragon, not harmful or beneficent, merely capable of amplifying whatever he was fed - and so what he was fed had to be pristine. 

Marpa, possessing the wisdom of luminescent and transcendent understanding fed Milarepa love, he fed Milarepa love, he fed Milarepa love. 

At the conclusion of his apprenticeship Milarepa then took the form of the phoenix, his gratitude was second only to his courage, and he plunged himself into flames and ashes with no fear or care for his own survival. 

Thus his journey was fulfilled, and rising from those ashes was what you are - unspeakable and beyond measure radiant infinitude. 

To be frank, there's no other way to This. 
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 Two Simple Observations 

The entirety of this magnificent dreaming cradles you with profound affection and non-stop opportunities for mind-blowing revelation. 

Two simple observations keep it real. 

1) This luminous infinitude operates on a need-to-know basis, and you are not on the cc: list. 

2) At each and every click of the second hand, toss of the coin, and turn of a phrase you have not been, and will never be, consulted. 

In this way you dwell with impunity in sweet liberation. 
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 Think twice before renewing your AAA subscription 

We all want safety; what if we get a flat on the Staten Island Expwy with double tractor-trailers whizzing by at 70 

mph and no safe place to get over to the right or change a tire? 

It's good to know that help is a mere phone call away for a tow or a jump or to unlock the car when we leave our keys inside with the engine running. 

I know I'm reaching here, but I once remember a Zen or Advaita or perhaps Christian teacher make some great analogies between an automobile and awakening, so I figured I might be able to channel them. 

Clearly it's a no go. 

It's not that important anyway since I was referring to Arbitrary and Ambiguous Abstraction, not the Automobile Association of America. 

It doesn't require a high IQ to consider the myth of oneself. Your powers of observation are rather prodigious, just as you are, even steeped in and stymied by the wake of arbitrary and ambiguous abstraction. 

One takes up residence in a constant 

stream of self-asserting reverie by 

giving attention to thought and the 

soul crushing references of what's 

not happening. This habit of dwelling 

in the wake of the boat rather than 

where the bow cuts the water is 

suffering. 

Your entire world view and seat 

assignment is the consequence of 

arbitrary and ambiguous abstraction. 

All the panic and all the self-

consuming apprehension and all the 

time and money spent on remedies 

for affliction are nothing more than a 

habituated reaction to this 

miraculously and reflexively 

conjured myth of self. 

And it's all because you live in the wake of reality, that's why realization is called awake, it's just an English derivative of the Sanskrit term meaning not (as in "a") wake. 

If you stop living in the wake, you are a-wake, thus surfing the profuse immediacy where the bow cuts the water. 

The front of the boat is so incomprehensibly thrilling and irrefutable and simultaneously dissolving into more newness that there is no time for you to dwell as self, linger in the wake, or suffer from the banal and boorish consequences of arbitrary and ambiguous abstraction. 

So please think twice before renewing your AAA subscription. 
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 Why do you want to end suffering? 

No one, or should I say most primates I know, are not all that fond of suffering. 

We tend to recoil from boredom, insufficiency, constant insecurity, compromised financial freedom and our ability to satisfy our cravings, the imagination or presence of loss and grief and failure, health and mobility challenges, the shame of disorientation and lackluster thinking - our personal inventory of panic could fill and does fill an open pit mine somewhere in Utah. 

Many folks quote the Buddha (a world-renown trusted source of spiritual solutions) as pointing to craving and aversion or desire as the cause of all this suffering, but that is clearly bullshit. 

Buddhism (as well as all of the other information kiosks begat by revelatory giants) should come with a disclaimer; something like "Our founder's story and his teachings are for entertainment purposes only, nothing of value can actually be found by practicing these strategies or commandments." 

But I think that ship done sailed so we'll have to contend with flagrant superstition and spiritual failure all on our own. This maddening and oh so beautiful consciousness is here to stay, it's not likely you will wiggle free of it. 

Now curiously, after your vows, and practices, and tithing, and obedience to charismatic teachers, your certifications and ordainments and adornments, it all comes down to the very simple and mysterious nature of presence, as in this moment, now this one and the next - which is (not that it's a place or a time) where you live. 

Get it? You live you thrive you 

bask you immerse you express you 

dwell you wonder and you awaken 

just here, just now - and you do it 

all by yourself. 

No one can help or hinder you 

because your nature is 

magnanimously autonomous and 

pristinely unencumbered; and not 

because you earned it somehow, 

but because that's what This Is. 

Back to the point at hand if I may. 

It may be more useful to let 

suffering just be suffering - since 

we don't know what it is or why or 

how it occurs in the first place or 

to whom exactly, why give it any 

particular attention? 

Let suffering be suffering and give the miracle of your attention and curiosity and novelty and joy to the bliss field at hand. Find a way and relinquish your habit of self-condemning discursive rumination to the radiant gift of being. 

That is all. 
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 Craving the end of suffering is simply a wish to emancipate from our 

 self-made virtual reality 

Suffering can only thrive within a virtual reality, it chokes within the revelation of what actually is. Suffering must have two myths in order to foment, 1) an agent of suffering and 2) a time-frame or imagined lasting impact imposed upon the agent. 

The beginner aspirant wants to be free from the consequences of abdominal and chakral pain, but still remain fully inhabited in his virtual reality. It's an understandable hope, though this approach will always fail, as in each and every time with no exception. 

The intermediate aspirant starts to get a clue that the end of suffering is identical with the end of self, but struggles with the elements of self that he is willing to discard and the elements of his personal life he needs to have control over and be the enjoyer of. Failure is still the only way through, but we secretly negotiate with God that it be some other way. 

Discursive rumination and the seamless assertion of meaning from a primate filter creates a virtual, not actual, world where one inhabits experiencing as a disparate and desperate agent traveling through the imaginary plasmas of space (location) and time (duration). 

This virtual reality is what you really want to be free of, you can give a shit about the ephemera of circumstances and events. 

The mature aspirant learns to feel radiant presence and this process (or instant recognition) weans one from the reflexive identification with one's imaginary world. Ruination is thus sought, rather than shunned. 

The collapse of two sneaks up on you. 
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 Two Quotes - Who would you call Teacher? 

Quote # 1: - "During this time (on retreat) I experienced explosive energetic awakenings, periods of constant consciousness, and prolonged times of deep abidance in the awareness of pure consciousness." 

Quote # 2: "All my knowledge has gone into liquidation. I am unconcerned." 

The first quote is from Jeff Carreira - his website characterizes him as a 'Master teacher, philosopher, writer, lecturer, evolutionary pioneer—are just a few descriptors that come to mind when describing Carreira and his extensive career that has been steeped in the study and practice of Evolutionary Spirituality and his working partnership with Patricia A. in the Evolutionary Collective.' 

The second quote is from Nisargadatta Maharaj's "Consciousness and the Absolute", [edited by Jean Dunn] - it was the last sentence of the book as his throat cancer made it impossible for him to speak much longer. 

It kind of begs the question, is your liberation journey aimed at evolution or liquidation? 

Are you still excited to see what you may become as an awakened person strutting your evolutionary chops or are you done with the petty perturbances of knowledge that scratch at your mind like a stray cat at the door trying to get in and define you? 

If someone has something to teach you, be kind, leave a small donation in the plate and turn and leave. Truly, your freedom is at stake. 
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 Daily Reflection 

Good morning, your present experience is neither now nor here, the cascading miracle of being is not occurring at the pleasure of time or space. 

It may be powerful, to coin a phrase from a wealthy New Age author, but that is it's business - it is of no concern to you. 

The trick up the sleeve of consciousness is for you to see the unutterable profundity of dissolution from moment to moment, though there are none. 

I wish I could bring this message to you dressed in a tux on a breakfast tray with a cool glass of fresh squeezed OJ, Facebook is the best I can do on such a limited budget. 





  

66

 Master, what is the essential nature of reality? 

If you have never asked this question you are a deluded and self-important poser. That doesn't mean I don't like you or have any investment in offending you - it just means exactly what I suggested. 

If you don't lift a finger to find out exactly what this is (or isn't) that has crafted your most intimate experience, then you live as if you know what it is and haven't a care in the world or any suspicion about your hard won confidence. 

Well excuuuuuuse meeeeeeee, as Steve Martin is known to say. I didn't know you were on the Reality "A" list, while all us other seeker phuckers are doing our best to surf this maniacal hell-realm just to get 5 minutes worth of a little peace of mind! 

Anyway, I took the liberty to pose (not poser mind you, but pose as in ask sincerely) this very question to my Master. And I don't mind using the word Master, in fact I enjoy it - it says, "look you, I admit it, I'm stupid, I'm proud, I'm self-sabotaging and self-deluded, and I hate myself and my life and my banal selfishness, and I'm mad as hell and I'm not gonna take it anymore!" That's what I mean by "Master". 

So I take the plunge, and I ask, "Master, what is the essential nature of reality?" And lo and behold without flinching or considering the question even for a moment the Master responds thusly. 

"Experience appears without mechanism, essentially miraculously, directly! It’s nature and qualities entirely transcend conceptualization, explanation, abstract modeling, and anything else you can throw at it whatsoever." - 

Peter Brown. 

Admittedly I modified the transmission ever so slightly just so I could fit the "whatsoever" in there, but the message is not diluted. 

Take that you big-bangers, you molecular and sub-molecular biologists, you quantum physicists, you "hard-problem" consciousness seekers, you big-turtle lovers, you Adam & Eve tea party evangelists - my Guru said reality appears without mechanism! 

Now here's the fun part; if you are a muggle then you believe what the 1% wants you to believe so you'll be a devoted consumer and religious or even atheistic zealot and run the paved highways in your mind as the only arteries of consciousness available to you. Sad, but true. 

If however, you are a Shamanic Alchemist then you are open to infinity and infinity is infinitely better than the myth of eternality or any genesis of self you could ever hope to adhere to. 

So, the lesson plan for today is, and please don't delay - find a Master, take a knee, ask the big question, and permit the love of truth inside you to rid you of all mirage and come quietly or writhingly home. 
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 What if this is not Kansas anymore? 

Do we even have a vocabulary of transcendent-friendly rhetoric and evocative language equivalents to begin to imagine or convey the implications of contemporary scientific revelation? 

Do you appreciate the wondrous and self-effacing blasphemy of reality being a Meta-Darwinian dreaming singularity that manifests the apparent cogency of time-space-relativity, quantum entanglement, and non-linear mutant gene expression to inoculate and replicate itself much like the mushroom fruit of a self-conscious mycelium colony? 

Can you feel yourself and the 

irrefutable presence of your 

experience to be of the nature of a 

truly trans-phenomenal 

spontaneity; can you catch a 

glimpse of homo sapiens fast 

mutating as 'coming soon to a 

theater near you' homo superior? 

Once you graduate from "how can I 

become enlightened" and all the 

celebrity and mercantilism 

associated with it - you are ready, if 

not hungry, for a new way to be 

with your friends, your local circle 

of playful wizards. 

You are no longer pleased to be 

insular or self-satisfied with your 

enviable revelations. You might 

want to link arms (in a manner of speaking) with your local and non-local wizards club and dream a new dream as the dreamer is dreaming you. 

This is where the natural selection of awake coming to fruition in the west is going, it's not a model of aspirants paying big $ to hear what some answer wo(man) has to say on the subject. It's not about improving your life, erasing your karma, cultivating siddhis, or being certified / invited to teach others - that whole industry is bullshit! 

It's time now for you to enter the impossibility and dignified destiny of your own confidence in trans-human presence so you can hang out in a new way - that's what the Night Sky Sangha endeavors to do with the gift of each encounter. 

Feel yourself as entirely and self-evidently free from the slippery slope and pathology of particularization and the presumptions of genesis - find out what it feels like to be trans-human. Find out that the big bang is inconsequential to your inherent intelligence. 

It's your turn - "make it so number one!" 
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 What does bliss have  to do with you anyway? 

What do you want from this? What do you want from your life? How high are you aiming? 

Maybe it's Buddhist Stream Entry, Yogic Nirvikalpa samādhi, the Power of Now or A New Earth, freedom from fear, Amma's blessings, a soulful tune from Krishna Das, spontaneous speech, a Oneness blessing, dancing and prancing with naked men, attracting a soul-mate, release from PTSD, recovery, security, safety, bliss. 

Maybe you're done with wanting, with explanations, with justifications, with any measure of self-accusation, with any measure of agency or aspiration even. 

Are you happy being driven to consumerism and the banal identity of someone scratching for cash by corporations and politicians and media? 

How is it that we have adopted such a paltry and self-loathing identity as someone who's life depends upon competition and cleverness and begging and more begging for us to deserve the slightest morsel of dignity? 

Maybe we can't help wanting for ourselves since we have become the products of others' imaginations, afraid to dream a new dream, afraid to occupy the miracle of living. 

We are apologetic and mediocre and we mistake co-dependency for compassion and compassion for intelligence - 

then we defend this meager and virtual simulation of what we have come to call our lives with great vigor. 

We cling to the imagination that it is worth waiting in line for the blessings of a saint, we clamor for attention and recognition and more attention and more recognition, we become drunk with miserliness and misery - we miss the point and the boat. 

As long as your life is working for you, you imagine the buoyancy is your doing. But really, what does the profundity of experiencing have to do with you anyway? What does bliss have to do with you anyway? 
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 You must make This all about you 

Sittin' around the camp fire last night we were struggling (for a brief time) with some unseasoned wood, if you know what I mean. 

Unseasoned wood is difficult to burn; it sweats, smokes, bubbles, pops, and resists the transmutative nature of its own immolation. 

Similarly, our own reflex to occupy our present experience through the habits of our persona and free association and the distractible impulses we follow to attract and share attention with others keeps us in the loop of somnambulistic familiarity. 

One might discover through careful consideration of present experience that our typical modes of self-reflection are mostly absent - we are operating in and on habit time. 

This is what makes Self-Inquiry so thrilling, and demanding, and possibly infuriating - because we are somehow invited (often against our will and comfort) to peer into the nature and force of our own restlessness and resistance to awake! 

We already know that suffering sucks, That Was Easy! However, it may be useful to see that we would like the remedy for suffering to simply appear in our experience on our terms. We kind of wish that we could remain asleep and distracted and anecdotal and hypothetical, but not suffer. 

Good luck with that! 

Permit me to suggest, against all the commonly held fatalistic bullshit espoused by neo-advaitists and non-dualists, that you can apply yourself to waking up! 

You can willfully, joyfully, pre-

meditatively, functionally, and 

successfully occupy the miracle 

of present experience through 

the lens of availability, 

curiosity, novelty, wonder, 

affection and transcendent 

glee and thus molt through the 

snake skin of conformist and 

mediocre behavior. 

We all have the same journey to Awake to take, though they are all custom designed, of course. One can discover the profound and miraculously radiant expressive nature of distraction and samsaric confusion as an unfracturable entirety. 

This is when we see that all virtual mind, though cleverly disguised as self, is the open doorway to sublimity without measure. 

To enjoy the view, you must make This all about you, otherwise one becomes easily distracted by the presence of and need to please others 
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 Infinite iterations of microbial observation 

OK, OK, let's say you're a human. You've got a microscope so you can see real small and nearby stuff. You've got a telescope so you can see real big and far away stuff. 

You've even got a 17 mile long atom smasher costing $13.25 billion and an exo-atmospheric observation platform that pieced together the Hubble Deep Field - a view intuited by Giordano Bruno in 1584 as infinity upon infinity by staring at an area of sky only about the width of a dime viewed from 75 feet away. 

So in every possible direction from "here", being the amplified human observation deck; we can see countless iterations of microbial, molecular, sub-molecular, and higgs-bosonic miniatures, as well as cosmic conundrums of inflationary miracle cascading about in a volume-less plasma of mostly nothing begging the implication of dark matter so we don't all go mad. 

However, despite all this human-centric magnification we're also flanked and inhabited by other microbial iterations of observational lucidity and possibility that harness subtle and non-durational sigilic waveforms as portals into trans-dimensional simultaneity that we can ride into the blazing ochre sunset. 

What if this inherent and at-hand intelligence is also beyond its own wildest imagination, as you? 

The regrettable and forgivable problem with many enlightenment seekers is that they want to possess or accomplish awakening through the myopic lens of a rather conventional bandwidth of human experience - and thus end suffering and other popular bullshit like that. 

Who said the upper edge or apogee of your observational capacity is framed by what you think or hope enlightenment is? What's the goal for you; to stroll around a blistering hot mountain sipping on a green coconut wearing a diaper, petting cows, and dodging peacock scat? Is that your liberated destiny? 

Come on, you can do better than that. 





71



 First and always our experience is inexplicable bliss 

First and always our experience is inexplicable bliss - then by virtue of asserting a plethora of mistaken hypotheses as ideas of self, we condemn ourselves to being suffering idiots. 

Think of the "self" as an artificial boundary condition. Perhaps you'll be interested to see the imagination of my body, my parents, my bedroom, my closet, my clothes, my gender, my mood, my rights and entitlements, my education, my class, my race, my religious beliefs, my faith in G-d, my republican idealism - and the list goes on and on every moment of every day to the point of nausea, at a minimum. 

There are other more subtle and imagined 

boundary conditions that the payroll-ed 

physicists and the angry educators and the 

1% contemptuous accumulators would 

have you believe; such as you are the 

antagonistic and competitive product of 

the big-bang, or knowledge is a viable way 

to live, or psychedelic drugs are bad for 

you, or consumerism and employment and 

occasional sense gratification is all we have 

for you to do - otherwise you will be 

shunned and isolated and suffer a lifetime 

of indignity and marginalization. 

Can you find, and have you ever even been 

interested in finding out who is responsible for the absurd and surreal stupidity that punctuates our culture? 

Could it be you? 

Along come the spiritual teachers who, because of their narcissistic and parasitic tendencies, feign enviable trances and happy-go-lucky lifestyles using your cash, and then have the unmitigated gall to promise you that you can and should be better than you are. 

Then, after the expensive retreat you go home to your all too familiar miseries while they sip premium coffees by the infinity edge pool laughing amicably with their accountants. Let's take a moment to keep score: Spiritual Teacher - Winning! / Aspirant - Crap for brains. 

The depth and subtlety of your brainwashed delusions about the nature of reality and the pathetic lack of magic available to you as a person is what's keeping you angry and paralyzed with malnourishment and sorrow. 

Waking up has nothing to do with mediums, spooks, healers, guides, angels, advaita, zen, meditation, DMT, recovery, shakti, yoga, pineal activation, tantra, Ram Dass, ACIM, or anything vaguely resembling these and other vast and useless entertainments. 

This very moment clearly unencumbered by any possible boundary field or conveyance is present, at your disposal, hallucinatory in a good way, beyond measure or duration, free from source, genesis, and consequence, without a single building block or author. 

All that's necessary (and that's not true either), is that you discover just how willing you are (or not) to feel it. 
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 Berated by another Buddhist, one wonders why they are so defensive 

Dear Buddhist, 

I like to browse various commentary and word-forms that may typically be used by western students of Buddhism to elucidate on the subject of cessation, nirvana, and the curious “conditions” of consciousness and dare I say, reality. 

We both can appreciate just how subtle and penetrating the Buddha’s revelations were, and the concomitant challenge of rendering them in a language/reality meme other than Pali and the then present (as in 2,000 + years ago) post-orthodox Hindu and Upanashadic revolution that birthed the Buddha’s path and gift of liberation for the poor; liberation transcendent of caste and birth privilege. 

But without going into history, a gesture of poetry and conjecture, may we simply consider the word choices you use to illustrate your insights into the "Three Marks of Existence" and "What Is the Self?" 

Let’s begin. 

Once we appreciate the apparitional nature and fractal-holography of reality as impersonally indeterminate (Anatta) and non-lasting (Anicca), then maybe we can derive a liberating insight into unsatisfactoriness (Dukkha). 

Since our already prescient nature is indeed liberated from delusional straying, then we already “know” the ineffable magnanimity of joy complete, that’s why our intelligence is capable of asking, “is this all there is?” 

We could say that the Five Skandas are used as illustrations (mostly for a children’s book) to elucidate some of the bandwidth available to the sacred nature of nirvana/samsara to confuse itself or particularize itself into the imagination of separate self. 

Nothing is actually causative nor are there any actual consequences that can take root in consciousness to foment or sustain suffering. Thus the notion, popularly abused, that suffering is caused by desire (the unpleasant loop of attraction and aversion) turns out to be bullshit. 

Well “before” (though there is no time lapse that defines nirvana/samsara) we cavort in the realm of preferences, hopes, and disappointments we are already whipped into a lather of self, thanks to the natural affinity that reality has for appearing to be other than itself. In this way we could say that the Five Skandas reveal the miracle of particularization and thus the impersonal reflex of identity felt as individuation and duration. 

The problem (and this is pandemic) with most Buddhist commentary is that it seems to convey an actual condition 

/ consequence or something before something else; which is illusory since reality/experiencing is not operating within the imagined boundary field of time. We can see this error of conveyance in Dependent Origination and the subliminal implications of what you have written about the two topics mentioned above. 

Wouldn’t it, mustn’t it, be the case that liberation does indeed transcend any suggestion of a first-this-then-that approach to revelation? Isn’t it curious, to say the least, that what we are speaking about is indeed a singularity without borders that possesses or articulates the magical capacity to fool itself into otherness? 

I would assert that the heart of Buddhist liberation is to be found in the first-hand unraveling of the revelations espoused in the Three Marks of Existence, which leave the Four Noble Truths in the dust, far in the dust. 
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I wonder if you care to consider the possibilities and reconsider the nuances of your descriptions and definitions pertaining to these core elements of the Buddha’s insights? 

Warmly, 

Night Sky Sangha 
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 That This Is So 

Let's say you have some interest in Awake. Maybe it's because you can't stand yourself anymore, you're weary of suffering, you have an unshakable devotional affliction and must know God; doesn't matter really. 

Perhaps you start trolling the all too commercialized and celebrity saturated world wide web to find some teachings, some realized being from whom you can learn the trade. Back in the day, when self-realization was still cool; you had 'Autobiography of a Yogi', the 'Gospel of Sri Ramakrishna', even Ram Dass's 'Be Here Now' had some hallucinogenic charms and evocative shakti. 

Of course there was J. Krishnamurti and the loopy Theosophists culminating in a cult craze called the Order of the Star, which he had the good sense to liquidate upon seeing that "truth is pathless land." 

Of course you can go further back to the World Congress of Religions in 1893 where Swami Vivekananda spoke in hypnotic and orchestral tones about Vedanta and fired a warning shot by saying: 

“Sectarianism, bigotry, and its 

horrible descendant, fanaticism, 

have long possessed this beautiful 

earth......but their time is come; 

and I fervently hope that the bell 

that tolled this morning in honor 

of this convention may be the 

death-knell of all fanaticism, of all 

persecutions with the sword or 

with the pen, and of all 

uncharitable feelings between 

persons wending their way to the 

same goal." 

That seminal presentation sparked a standing ovation, too bad it has fallen on deaf ears, like all presentations have - even this one. 

But I digress. Let's take a moment to consider were self-realization even possible, which it is, where and when might we find it, where and when might we enjoy the unspeakable surprise of recognition, where and when might we emancipate from the bane of suffering and chronic insufficiency? 

I'll hum the Jeopardy! tune to myself while you give it some thought and write down your answers and your wager. Doo Doo Doo Doo Doo Doo Doo, Doo Doo Doo Doo Doo, Doooooo Doo Doo Doo Doo Doo...... 

I am flabbergasted, everyone got it right! You realize here, you realize now. You explode or implode or do neither once the unsullied brilliance of what's always been so occurs to you without the imaginary delay of yourself. 

That This Is So is not a consequence, it has no origin or genesis, no one created it, and it is not made of anything super über-small. That This Is So is awake, irrefutable, magnanimous and open beyond description; and then some. 

That you are This is the curiously bestowed gift of who knows what. That there is no delay between this present presence and your experience might be worth looking into. 
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 Chaos is the new Equanimity - Part I 

You may notice from your studies and practice how frequently the commodity of nirvana is characterized in human behavioral tones. 

Here's an exemplary quote pertaining to equanimity that may illustrate the point: 

"Equanimity is one of the most sublime emotions of Buddhist practice. It is the ground for wisdom and freedom and the protector of compassion and love. ..... mature equanimity produces a radiance and warmth of being. The Buddha described a mind filled with equanimity as “abundant, exalted, immeasurable, without hostility and without ill-will.”" 

One might surmise that upon hearing the good news everyone would be clamoring to get to the equanimity store before they are all sold out! This shit sounds so good I might trade in my iPhone for a kilo of equanimity. 

Ah, but here's the rub, you can't purchase equanimity, you must cultivate it, you have to do a bunch of shit first in order to possess it. 

One author writes about seven mental qualities that support the development of equanimity: 

Virtue     Faith     Calm Mind     Well-Being     Wisdom     Insight     Freedom 

Are you feeling that same chicken & egg queasiness that I am? 

If I had a fraction of those mental qualities why would I need equanimity? And I was hoping beyond hope that by having equanimity I might enjoy those mental qualities. 

Holy Gautama Batman - I don't know what to do first and then next or after that even so I can enjoy the fruits of this revered practice and have my fair share of the good stuff that reduces suffering, makes me appear radiant and enviable, and fills my insatiable irritability with some down home equanimity. 

If you are a practicing Buddhist, please continue - I don't want to interrupt your momentum or jeopardize your equanimous rapture. 

But what if the premise is mistaken? What if the presumption and diagnosis are just too narrow? What if Buddhist and other primate-centric remedies snare you in a loop of cultivation and measure and progress and hyper self-critical accusation that you end up with nothing; except a donor plaque on the temple wall? 

If you are aiming for some relief from your cantankerous humanness it may be useful to consider all options - 

chaos might be right up your alley. 
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 Chaos is the new  E quanimity - Part II 

Let's continue where we left off. If you are just joining us the conversation was aimed at disparaging the bullshit stupidity of cultivating or seeking to benefit from equanimity. 

At least that's what I had in mind, who really knows how any of the 49 readers experienced the post - it's all a bit strange. 

Let's enjoy a few approaches to chaos which may serve to place your present experience in a different light. A few possibilities follow: 

1. Chaos is the science of surprises, of the nonlinear and the unpredictable - Fractal Foundation. 

2. As far as the laws of mathematics refer to reality, they are not certain, and as far as they are certain, they do not refer to reality - Albert Einstein. 

3. The infinity of space or formless matter supposed to have preceded the existence of the ordered universe - 

Dictionary.com. 

Contrary to popular belief and 

reflexive shaming mechanisms 

- It may be discoverable that 

chaos is your friend. What if 

you found yourself catapulted 

out of the entirety of your 

imaginary comfort zones and 

familiar boundary conditions? 

What if your intimate and 

innate experience were felt as 

primary packets of stimulus 

and subtle impersonal replies 

swirling about in a plasma of 

conscious contact with no 

particular deliverable or 

certainty or consequence 

inuring to or suggesting a 

durable character at the center of it all? 

Chaos sets you spontaneously free, equanimity is a buzz kill! 

As you approach and learn to trust the observable fact of your trans-human nature, the goodies promised to humans in search of spiritual experience and behavioral reliability become uninteresting to you. 

Naturally you eschew all religiosity and spirituality and superstition as you simply sink into the presence of chaos completely relieved of the myth of self. 
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 The Whole World  i s Watching the World Cup - well, isn't that special 

Isn't it just a little bit revealing to see what interests us, what we gather to watch, what holds our attention, how we respond to the surreal vicissitudes and challenges of living? 

I would contend that there is a vital and remarkable discovery to be made, in your spare time of course - after the game, no need to bite anyone! 

I think it is safe to say that we all have a profound instinct for joy, for abandon, for celestial devotion and freedom from self - does that include you maybe? 

Don't we apply ourselves nearly every day to get our share, even if a small share, of beatitude and revelation and boundary-less gratitude and deep intimacy with Source? Yes? Is this true for you, or did you forget? 

What must we do to extricate ourselves from authority; Church authority, World Bank authority, World Cup authority, Homeland Security authority, Airport X-Ray authority, Human fear authority? 

I read a lengthy article on Salon.com about the Public Relations initiatives of the Church to place Pope Francis in the most favorable and progressive light while his actual policies and apologetic rhetoric do nothing of the kind - 

once again we are duped, treated as stupid consumers of vapid spin, and enabled to forget about the truth in its entirety. 

It's up to you, in a manner of speaking, to exercise your free will and full force of affection so you can actualize the profundity of your own happiness, though happiness is not the goal. 
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 The ultimate truth?.... 

An inquirer steeped in Buddhism reached out for a second opinion, which I am all too happy to offer. The problem is trying to stop me from offering a third and fourth and fifth... opinion, that's the tricky part. 

Inquirer:  In the investigation of "awake" ( the ultimate truth) in your view is there a place for compassionate action ( igniting thought/a seeking mind vs forming dependency/ codependency) by acknowledgment of the provisional truth i.e. the MIddle Way. 

Also, could there be a skewing of perspective with the consideration of only the ultimate truth? 

Please comment on these questions based on the excerpted passages in the context of the entire dissertation. 

I eagerly await your thoughts, 

Note: The commentary referred to will follow once I get a chance to post it. 

NSS:  These are well written 

commentary, and that’s why they fail. 

I would surmise you are investigating 

the slippery slope of enlightenment, 

meaning, compassionate action and how 

to proceed. I may be mistaken. 

Awake has nothing to do with behavior 

or even experience, nothing actually 

persists or can be said to be the 

consequence of anything, nor is it useful 

to suggest an ideal approach or an ideal 

discovery with the usual warnings of how we may suffer if we fail. 

Buddhism is pernicious in its cleverness and unintentionally enables those that wield it to confuse and incarcerate sincere aspirants. 

Let’s turn our attention to what’s at hand as the presence of irrefutable being. Where is the Buddhism? Clearly, it is nowhere to be found, it is a body of ideas and push/pulls with no inherent authority or value at all – save the entertainment value and compulsive adherence to its archetypal myths. 

There is no intermediary between you and awake, unless you subscribe to one or insist on one and place confidence and value in your preference for superstition. 

The reason there is restlessness and entanglement and the hunt for nirvana and the behavioral confusion that infuses one’s life and search for meaning is that This is not about anything, nor does It resolve to anything – and we can’t bear to live on these terms. 

In this curious way, when we see that it is impossible to arrive at some point or destination of surety and ideal confluence of ideation – we may find ourselves free from the impersonal and samsaric impulse to experience or convey any meaning. What remains is for you to discover, absolutely free from all influence. 



79



 Diamonds & Rust 

Each moment of your first hand miracle is made of diamonds. The bottomless cup of Joe which transcribes the entire nuance of consciousness and what appears in it will, if you let it, deliver you to speechless liberation beyond measure and apology. 

This resplendent revelation is not a function of mind or equanimity or faith or anything resembling human traits or materialist endeavor. 

The present collapse of This appearing as other than itself is tantamount to the fruition of stream entry and exit. 

This comes to full realization and takes root in itself yoked to your present experience as non-dual supremacy. 

The subtlety of this vision has no boundary or edges or destination or finality, it is perfectly itself either with or without symptoms - the samadhi's have no hierarchy. 

The slightest gesture of clinging or bracing or definition or containment will turn your diamonds into rust - 

guaranteed. Our yoga therefore, is to rest over and over again in the breath of complete surrender. 
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 The Translucence of Presence 

Before there is a story to be told about the writhing ambiguity and radiant genesis of your present experience, you have no doubt that it is so. 

Before you identify as a gender, or a body, or a mind, or consciousness; isn't it so that This is so? 

I'm not insisting on what it is or isn't. I'm not 

providing some opinion or liturgy or accusation 

from some Buddhist or Hindu or Christian myth 

that condemns you to a small minded life of 

insufficiency and unworthiness. 

The irrefutable fact of presence is completely 

translucent, the light passes through, but you 

can't be quite sure what it is or isn't - the 

profound frequency (suggesting bandwidth and 

rapidity) of change is stupefying. Every moment 

conveys a wholly new gesture and geometry of 

intimacy that suffuses one's presence as 

presence beyond the apparent disparity of 

objects appearing in subjective experience. 

This observation is not made by you, there is no 

surviving entity who can claim title to the view, 

the view is the revelation of the effortless 

cessation of a me in a place in time. 

This can be stalked, it can be explored, it is 

available to reflection and mystery solving, you 

can untie the imaginary knot of knowledge and 

durability. 

If you have grown weary of your own opinions and self-celebrating justifications for insisting on being who you think you are, the miracle of discovery is possible. 
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 Are Atheist s  Luminous? 

Who shall we believe, and what about, and why? What is the genesis of faith and belief? Who shall we place our trust in? 

Who would you say has earned your trust; the GOP, the Attorney General, the Supreme Court, The Supremes, your priest, your parents, neo-advaita prognosticators, Monsanto, MSNBC, Alex Jones "infowars", Science - just what do you place your faith in, if anything, that helps to steer your life in the most happy and fulfilled direction? 

And perhaps more to the point, how's it going? Has Jesus taken you under his wing to provide confidence, fearlessness, abundance, spiritual succor and vision? Have your atheistic secular certainties and faith in the scientific method of controlling the universe brought you the satisfaction you seek? 

Are you getting what you need from your church, your family, your partner, your job, your broker - would you say that you have become an actualized and warmly fulfilled person? 

What do we want from living? What would fulfill us? Is it more money, more fulfilling work, satisfactory authority over others, control of the world's natural resources and fisheries, contact with extraterrestrial intelligence, immortality, sex on demand, TV programming on demand, a jet, binge eating forever without consequence? 

Just what do you want from the gift of this cluster-phuck of ambiguous weirdness? 

And why place any confidence in anyone other than your own first-hand experience? Is it because you don't know what This is or how it came about, you're frightened or curious, maybe you suffer from anxiety, confusion, depression, meaninglessness, fatigue, anger, victimization, unsatisfactoriness, loneliness, or lack of self worth? 

What's a primate to do? Drink, drug, eat, phuck, gamble, steal, meditate, celebrate, exfoliate - repeat? 

Some might suggest an approach where we apply our natural curiosity and affection to the nature of consciousness and experiencing as a primacy; eschewing the reflex to make up stories or seek agreement or reach some conclusion that we can take to the spiritual bank. 

Some might suggest that we explore the nature of present dreaming through mindfulness or subtle attention; that we discover just how curious, if not fascinating and nourishing, the nature of consciousness is - completely free from authority or ideas or justifications or the need for validation. 

Whatever you're fond of doing to actualize your urgency for cogency and joy, John Lennon approves. 

"Whatever gets you through your life 'salright, 'salright" 
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 Dignity & Co-dependence 

When it comes to the strange privilege of being with and listening to each other, what is our deepest aspiration? 

Do we really want to help someone? Do we really want to counsel them, give them behavioral or life tools, commiserate with the unending twists and turns of their primate hallucination? 

Are we seeking, much like a vampire might, to enter into or launch a dependency relationship with someone in need so we can have our unconscious co-dependency needs met? 

Is there a difference between "traveling with" as contrasted with "attending to"? If I am traveling with you and I understand that the entirety of creation is doing what it pleases, then we might be able to discover the dignity sacredly ensconced in each moment - no matter how disappointing the circumstances and events may present. 

If I am attending to you and your wounds and view of the world, am I doing the best I can to walk with you in freedom or aiding you to put on your concrete shoes? 

The razor's edge of how we walk together is not trivial, I would encourage you to discover all you can about it. 
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 Intimacy with what? 

Must there be an object of intimacy appearing in my experience? 

Must there be someone to whom intimacy is occurring? 

Is intimacy between someone and someone else or someone and something? 

Is intimacy between? 

How might the nature of experiencing, the nature of our original though impersonal subjective nature, covertly imagine itself as other than itself in order for "intimacy between" to occur? 

We can of course substitute why, where, when, who etc., but still we can delve into or consider or feel or be tickled by the miraculous nature of awareness feeling itself. 

First we are feeling the impulsive frequency of animate being, absolutely without explanation or justification. We are pulsing with the immanent expressiveness of consciousness as feeling well before we commit ourselves to some story about it. 

This observation, this acknowledgement of our transcendent sensitivity is the gateway, one amongst an infinite array of rabbit holes, for us to ponder ourselves all the way home - all the way to intimacy. 
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 Why the Guru? 

I know, I know, you don't see the point of submitting yourself to some human being or paying obeisance, devotionally or otherwise, to a person with a body and an ego and the typical foibles that accompanying those. 

Far be it from me to bring it to your attention, but once again you are sorely mistaken about everything, and I do mean everything. 

And I do include myself so please don't take this as some accusation from someone who imagines they know better - we are all and always mistaken about everything - no exceptions. 

But back to the task at hand which is intended as a genuine attempt to place the Guru in some palatable perspective. 

Some prognosticators may prefer to speak about Who or What is the Guru, but I like Why. 

"Why the Guru?", you might say. Well here's why - 

You don't have a choice - that's why. 

If consciousness wants you 

to wake up from the dream 

of yourself, from the dream 

of separation, of isolation, 

from the despair of your 

uncooperative mind, most 

likely it will place a Guru in 

your path - and good luck 

avoiding that appointment. 

Today, July 12th, 2014 

happens to be Guru 

Purnima, and what an 

auspicious day it is. Owing 

to the fact that I am a 

greedy phuck and self-

celebratingly more 

disturbed than the average person - I have had a number of Gurus. I needed them. 

But that's neither here nor there, since there is no here nor there. 

Why the Guru, you might ask - not to be glib about it, but if somewhere up there someone has given you a good reference (even if undeserved) you are going to find out why. 

I found out - and am grateful beyond words to the Lotus Feet of this miraculous embrace that placed the Guru in my way. 
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 How fast must you travel to be an ET? 

Let's say you're not from here. 

Let's say you really want to visit, tip a few cows, probe a few humans, lunch with Whitley Strieber, draw a few crop circles in sorghum fields sorta near Stonehenge, maybe impregnate some mid-westerners and start a hybrid race for your own fascination or needs for survival. 

Let's say your an ET and you are vacationing on earth. Well, how long would it take you to get here? 

I'm speaking from the often hilarious presumption of relativity - you know, that time/space shit where the speed of light is the "practical" maximum for photonic or inter-stellar space travel. 

Let's say you're from the closest extra-solar planet which is called Alpha Centauri Bb which is around 4.3 light years from earth, and it is in fact. From the perspective of how far and how big and how incomprehensible the observable universe is, 4.3 light years is more or less right up your ass! 

If you could travel at speeds of 670,616,629 miles per hour (the speed of light in mph) and you were coming from Alpha Centauri Bb you'd be here in no time, only 4.3 years. 

But your space craft would have to be specially outfitted and you'd need an as yet undiscovered propulsion solution to get here that fast traveling at 670,616,629 miles per hour - the speed of light. 

You know the fastest shit that humans have conjured so far include: 

a) space stations and other Earth-orbiting satellites that reach speeds of 17,000 miles per hour, b) the Voyager 1 probe with a solar escape velocity of 38,600 miles per hour, and 

c) the Helios 2 probe sporting a staggering speed exceeding 150,000 miles per hour as the sun sucked its silly ass into temperature oblivion! 

If you were an ET and could travel at the fastest man-made speed of 150,000 miles per hour coming from Alpha Centauri Bb it would take you, wait for it, .................... 19,237 years to get here. 

Here's the math: 

5.8785 E+12 - # of miles in a light-year (roughly 5.9 trillion) x 

4.3 - # of light years from Alpha Centauri Bb to earth = 

2.52775 E+13 - # of miles from Alpha Centauri Bb to earth / 

150,000 mph - speed of travel = 

168,516,994.6 hours / 

24 - hours in a day = 

7,021,541 days / 

365 days per year = 

19,237 years to get to earth from the closest planet and closest star we've found so far. 

What's all this have to do with enlightenment? I'm getting there, really I am. 

The point is that there are likely no ET's on earth, suggesting that if you were bound by the present laws of physics and Newtonian physicality you'd have to have access 1) to scalar energy (sipping inexhaustible propulsion resources from the void), and 2) a vehicle (+ a biological sheath) that could withstand very high speeds of near light-speed travel to even remotely consider a visit a mere 4.3 light years away. 
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So, if there is anyone here who is not from here (and I have no doubt that there are) they'd have to be ED's - or extra-dimensional beings because you can't get here in a "conventional" bio-sheath by obeying the laws of physics! You can't be an ET, you have to be an ED. Make sense? 

Now that you have some sense of the distances and proportional travel speeds for a neighbor some 4.3 light years away, let's consider the Pleiades (star cluster) at a distance of about 440 light years from Earth. 

That's a factor of 102 times the 19 thousand years it would take to get here at really fast speeds, if you were locked into relativity! So, what's the point Night Sky Sangha Guy, really, what's the point of it all? 

Phuck if I know, I got high, had some ice coffee, went for a walk, thought about some shit, shared it with you all. I love you so I thought maybe this stuff would entertain you - it did me. 
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 Why do Lamas lie? 

I hope you don't mind my saying so but this very radiant miracle of being is the entirety of God. 

There is nothing between you and this. 

Your behavior, your beliefs, your superstitions, your vows, your recovery, your renunciations, your confidence in your past, your hopes for a pleasant future - all of that is absolute crap, and not even a little bit crap, but 100% 

CRAP. 

Your presumptions and certainties about what This is or isn't are counterfeit. Your cherished views are unreal, does this make any sense to you? Nothing you think or say or believe in is true, nothing - and that is freedom. 

Once you are willing to go to total CRAP; nothing and no one has any sway over you because it is perfectly clear to you that their systems and consequences and promises are also crap. 

So why trade your perfectly attained and impersonal expression of God for someone else's bullshit ideas about it? 

Really, why do this? 

I bumped into a pal in the local coffee shop and he is in close with some Tibetan Lama who hangs out in Philadelphia and this Lama (one of those renowned and accomplished guys who played secretary to the Dalai Lama, does sand painting, smiles sweetly at everyone...), this Lama suggests to my pal that he should stop smoking pot, should cut his hair, and should vow to celibacy if he wants to attain to Buddha-hood. 

Now I don't want to offend anyone, you get that about me, right? So I just roll my eyes and wish him well, open my laptop and vent my incensed incredulity on this facebook page. 

Why do Lamas lie? It's the same reason as why dogs lick their own balls. 
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 Doubts 

A kind and fellow aspirant introducing himself as "a Buddhist by birth, and still wondering where am heading," 

shared some questions. I replied. 

Q:  

1. what next after liberation? 

2. what tricks that we can do to achieve liberation. 

3. Why we need liberation? 

NSS: 

1. There is no next, there is only perpetually now. 

2. Life, just as it is, is the only trick – liberation is already what this is, no need to attain to it. 

3. If you need it, then that defines your journey – that’s all you can say, anything else would be conjecture. 

Q:  Thank you for your comments to my questions. But still I have some doubts. 

NSS:  If I may, doubts are 

symptoms, symptoms of 

what? 

Well, symptoms of this 

primacy, symptoms of 

this being of the nature 

that it is. 

Shall we refer to this 

primacy as consciousness, 

Buddha Mind, Om Tat Sat? 

Whatever appears in mind is a kind of a conference call with itself, what appears in mind referentially can only and ever be partial. 

Yes? All representation is partial, all representation is a symptom, an expression of the primacy. 

Once we mistake the primacy for self-hood, and this occurs with some frequency and great confidence even; we are trapped, so to speak, as an extrusion or consequence or disparate entity – this is typically referred to as samsara. 

In this light then, our journey may reveal to us the innocent, but profound error of consciousness as entity, as me. 

As we consider and delve into the mystery of this primacy and its fantastic nature, we may be blessed to see that the primacy is indeed all, that there is no genuine conveyance of agency as self or the need for managing circumstances and events to suit my aspirations or fears. We may discover the possibility of emancipation from attraction and aversion. 

Were this revelation to occur, might we refer to it as cessation and nibbana; might we refer to this insight as liberation? 
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 Ideas = Separation, Separation = Misery, Ideas = Misery 

Experience is, yes? 

Experience is not between someone and something, that experience occurs is a non-dual singularity of immeasurable subtlety, yes? 

The sense of "I" as an entity to whom experience is occurring and therefore separate from experience is an idea, yes? 

This sense of "I" is the foundational culprit of space, time, separation, causality and consequences, attraction and aversion, "what's going to happen to me", and all manner of insularity, vulnerability, and addiction to thoughts and conjecture which amount to so much confusion, yes? 

If we attempt to tackle the aching 

dissatisfaction of separation through 

conjecture, abstraction, teachings, 

practices, religious idolatry, 

hierarchical systems, multilevel 

Ponzi schemes, anecdotal 

prescriptions, "what to do about our 

lives"; then we confess to time and 

space and self as coherent and 

possibly remedial, yes? 

Then we may discover that all 

attempts to solve our existential 

panic and sorrow through life events 

and idea management fall short of 

our instinctive or intended goal, yes? 

Now we may be ready to turn our 

attention back to the apparent 

genesis of what ails us in the first 

place; and this requires a spark of 

wonder, a kick in the pants, the 

instinct to ask "What is This?" to launch in our consciousness; without which we would never consider the transcendent miracle of being, yes? 

One might regard the abundant miracle of being and the "human" experience to dream, to make art, to explode with wonder, to walk in dignity with all things, as a profundity of sublime and sacred celebration, pretty much 24/7/365, yes? 

One wonders how and why and when and by whose hand did this miracle of radiant and inherently nourished beatitude get so phucked up! Yes? 
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 Raccoon Lament 

After our Inquiry meeting last evening I am driving down Edison-Furlong Road like I always do, sipping some Earl Grey tea and drumming lightly on the steering wheel, enjoying one of those sanguine moments of "This Doesn't Suck", and then suddenly it sucks! 

With the headlights on low beam doing the speed limit I catch a glimpse of a large Raccoon plunked right down on the yellow line. My night vision is less than excellent, my reflexes aren't half bad, I have a racoon's ass chance of avoiding this animal - all happens in under 3 seconds. 

I brake and swerve as much as I can to the right hoping beyond measurable time that he scurries on to my left in the direction he is already facing. So the Raccoon decides to swivel and walks right under my rear wheel - how do I know that, because there is only one crushing sound of riding over a small woods mammal, a single thump, not the double thump of both wheels robing him of his precious life. 

I am bereft, I killed a raccoon, not on purpose, but irresponsibly; was I driving too fast, if my high beams were on would things have turned out differently, was I sipping tea, only one hand on the wheel, did the guy behind me with his brights on distract my vision - how many things could have gone just right so a dear raccoon would still be alive today? 

In any given day on our beautiful earth one wonders how many creatures die each day, rough figures suggest that 151,600 humans perish each day. Our lovely township of Doylestown, PA harbors around 17,600 people so Doylestown's population (in #'s only) gets wiped out around 8.6 times each day. 

If we inquire into the full flush of fecund possibility and add the entire animal, airborne, aquatic, insect, and plant kingdoms - the blight and sorrow of departed friends is unimaginable. 

Does one weep on the way to work as the internal combustion engine sips and burns the liquid carbon power of deceased dinosaurs? 
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 Totally Radiant Unencumbered Euphoria 

Someone recently asked me what "true" means. 
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 An Awakening Yammer Fest - not for the faint of heart 

What follows is a circuitous and possibly valuable email exchange exemplifying the nature of looking into the genesis of Awake, with a generous dose of some common Buddhist memes. 

It's a conversation, not everyone finds these interesting, but I thought it worthwhile to share. It is long. Hope there is something of value for you. 

Note: The Inquirer is not a native English speaker. 

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

Inquirer:  In reality we are trapped with some kind of mind representation where we try to get rid of from that mechanism. 

NSS:  Perhaps “in reality” there is no “we” or “trapped”, there is being and this being is capable of profound mind, capable of profound representation. Though this is observable, this power does not actually convey any agency as a person or the need to rid ourselves from the mechanism. In that light, seeing is the solvent; not doing, not believing, not responding to the imagination of suffering at all. 

Inquirer:  I agree, that seeing the reality or comprehend the reality impersonally might be the salvation. But at the same time I still wonder is it practically possible or not based on some evidence. When we see something impersonally we cannot see radiant lights or anything. If there is no consciousness we don’t see anything. At the same time when we see something we don’t hear anything. That’s how our body mechanism works. So how to see this final realization? Is it a blank something without falling asleep or an imaginary state of energy and all other fancy things? Are we communicating with this ocean of energy or just a medium but how we remember it then? 

NSS:  The notion of your being some disparate perceiving entity (personal or impersonal) is a mistaken sense of individuation, and so “you” want to know the “how” of final realization. This platform from which you are inquiring is a myth, so there is never a “how” one becomes enlightened, there is the piercing of the confidence placed in separation. 

Awareness, let’s call This that; awareness sneaks up on you and says, “follow me”, and you agree. Then extroverted pursuit transmutes into introverted interest (which is entirely inclusive), and this yields to cessation and nirvana. Since This is already the case, our journey is one of total simplicity unburdened by the myth of disparate entity hoping to accomplish realization. 

Inquirer:  The teachings say it is also a natural phenomenon, but we still have to make some "effort" at least to concentrate and to give up consciousness, 

NSS:  Let’s start at the perpetual beginning; that would be just here, just this. Consciousness is not encumbering, however identification with the impersonal nature of being can and does seem to birth the hallucination of separation and the capacity of effortful-ness. Perhaps though, in reality, whatever that is or isn’t, all is doing itself and our journey from resistance to wonder simply unfolds. 

Inquirer:  That’s what we guess? But I think there is more to it. Because many who claimed happen to saw the reality say various contradictory things. Some say they saw the energy everywhere. Everything is communicating or expressing. But how that can happen, when we see things without a self or a consciousness? Is this a dream then? To see the energy everywhere we need to have a consciousness. We see millions of things in nature 93



unconsciously but only we note when we make a conscious effort only. Still I wonder what it is really like "see or experiencing the reality". 

NSS:  What is “occurring” right now can easily be expressed as energy everywhere, but what does energy everywhere imply? It is a reference for the present miracle of unencumbered being. You are wishing to occupy a certain experience, maybe some super or supra experience – and you are unconsciously missing the fact that the confidence you wish to enjoy is simply This. One’s ideas and pursuit and urgency to “get it” and “get it right” are myth – they are 

expressions of what is 

already so convincing 

itself that there must 

be more to itself. 

Energy, Consciousness, 

We, and Self are 

ambiguous and 

arbitrary terms that 

can only refer to (but 

not explain or reveal) 

the present gift of 

impersonal 

irrefutability. This is 

So, This is Awake, This 

is not definable or 

attainable, It is already 

Itself and has never 

been successful at 

being other than Itself. 

Can you get a sense of 

the root nature before 

your mind concocts 

separation of self and 

things from a 

subject/object point of 

reference? 

Inquirer:  That is not natural it is our desire to be free and we have to do it "individually" up to that point. 

NSS:  Since consciousness or being is already immaculately itself and free, we may enjoy the impulse to be free of delusion, of ourselves, of space/time, of all representation. There is no “individually” in sight, just the brilliance of experiencing itself. 

Inquirer:  Yes I agree. But most of us seems mislead thinking we have already seen the reality but I believe it is not. 

NSS:  Of course, the only penetration that could possibly matter to you is your own. Awake is so, what do we do then to feel it and attain to perfect confidence? 
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Inquirer:  Sometimes we may have to be careful not to fill with expectations learned from others descriptions. As peter says it does better not know the results and enter to that state without preconceptions. 

NSS:  Yes, preconceptions arise with a fury from moment to moment as a symptom of our miraculous capacity to suggest, infer, and assert meaning / durability from nothing at all. Every attempt one makes to place oneself, to place one’s curious capacity for experiencing into some condition called realization will fail. Awake is already the nature, by complete and measureless relaxation of meaning making This reveals itself to itself, the senses are irrelevant to the view. 

Inquirer:  I am still thinking that once we have glance of reality or momentary that does not mean that we are done. 

NSS:   Of course, insight has no bottom and we cannot measure the manner or expression of how insights become free of all identity. This is our great puzzle. 

Inquirer:  Yes, as I asked before, when we become speakers rather than listeners. But still I wonder how we feel or experience the real enlightenment and what changes happen in us. 

NSS:  Wondering is the key, and you may get a sense of how your durable self, your interest in enviable symptoms 

– keep you in the game. Awake is already what This is completely unencumbered, the collapse of the dream of a separate and durable self will reveal the unspeakable as already fully present and so. 

Inquirer:  There should be a stage that which is irreversible and final. 

NSS:  Yes, the collapse of individuation could be that milestone indeed, from there one enjoys the view, and the subtlety has no bottom. 

Inquirer:  Yes that’s the correct word "Milestone" of this process. 

NSS:  We would be well served to drop the expectation and pressure for attainment. One’s irritability or dukkha is not resolved by effort – the restlessness goes away of its own accord, seeing is what remains. 

Inquirer:  Once we passed that stage we are same as Buddha. 

NSS:  Yes, we are that now – the gift of the Master is to assist us in seeing for ourselves that this has always been the case. 

Inquirer:  They are not normal or the average human beings. 

NSS:  Yes, resting as being is trans-human, the body persists, but the inner landscape is transcendent. 

Inquirer:  Yes. Their thought mechanism work differently as I think. They will never get trapped again in that mechanism. 

NSS:  Yes, as this unfolding matures the thought mechanism becomes refined; one attends to feeling wonder – 

not cogitating about it. There can be no further entrapment. 

Inquirer:  It says that Buddha at a point saw that how this mechanism works and he challenged it and said that you will never ever catch me again and I am free now. I wonder what this moment is. No spiritual teacher gives a proper description of this final stage. Sometimes spiritual teachers passed that stage but not knowing what really happened. 
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NSS:  The story of the Buddha’s attainment is metaphorical – his actual view was rendered into simplistic terms more or less as a spiritual comic book. The metaphors point to a simple observation, This Dreams. By going further into the inexplicable invitation to see that This Dreams one has insight into the Three Marks of Existence (the Trilogy of Anicca, Dukkha and Anatta) and in this way one is released from any identification with the Dreaming. This is instantaneous and has always been so – even if we seem to convince ourselves of separation. 

Inquirer:  That might be the reason that karma does not make impact for them to create a samsara. 

NSS:  In Buddhist terms, this makes sense, but it is far stranger than what we may hold karma or samsara to be. 

This very being is nirvana, it is samsara, there is no longer any distinction, only vastness without measure. 

Inquirer:  But I need to be sure about this. 

NSS:  Of course, you must become sure about this – you must fulfill the instinct for total abandon. We have no choice. 
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 If I were God, I would kick some serious ass if anyone were hurting my 

 whales! 

It's not possible to single out any particular government or government agency or military branch for harming the environment and earth's majestic creatures. 

We are surrounded and engulfed by an accelerating mass hysteria (perhaps we have always been) dedicated to harm in the name of peace; dedicated to fascist doctrine and control in the name of security; dedicated to wars on people, drugs, freedom of speech, privacy, and human dignity in the name of control and power. 

The great hastening is perfectly immune to the tragedies and travails of the human experiment gone bad, over-populated, and heading straight for extreme social unrest. 

From a yogic perspective it's always 

been taught that you have no future; 

simply because the secular 

observation is that it always is, and 

can only be, now. 

Socially and Geo-politically we are 

reaching the same curious conclusion, 

but for different reasons. At present, 

whatever that is, we are enjoying (if 

world-wide chaos can be enjoyed) a 


perfect storm of irreversible trends 

for rapid destabilization of the fragile 

sustenance that feeds a human 

population of 7 billion 251 million. 

Wherever you look you will find 

copious evidence of creeping rights violations on all fronts as the few siphon resources, wealth, privacy, and dignity from the many. This hastening creepiness cannot succeed and can only result in lamentable failure - 

probably too bleak to elucidate. 

If you think your children will inherit a functioning and law abiding democracy, where life in the suburbs runs on affordable oil, and the grocery shelves are always abundant, think again. 

No one can predict what's coming down or how fast it will arrive, but you may wish to reassess what it means to live, what it means to have fun, what it means to enjoy security, what it means to occupy your future, what it means to be happy or spiritual or compassionate or free. 

Whomever you are relying on to govern the country where you live, to defend the rights of people, and nature, and creatures, and the brilliance of life unleashed - well I hope you don't mind my saying that they are all failing, and failing miserably. 

I'm not a 1/2 empty guy, but I'm not a 1/2 full guy either. I would simply suggest that in the midst of 100% 

unencumbered abundance and radiant mind that you might do whatever you can to wake up so when the wave comes for you - you can go out with a smile. 
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 If a tree falls in the forest does the bear wipe his ass with a squirrel? 

Let's say you want to watch the Color Purple just to satisfy your Oprah craving, crank up some Deep Purple to hum along, and vape a bud of Purple Kush because you can. 

Then it starts to rain outside so you grab your docked iPhone and scroll for some Riders on the Storm, now you're feeling like sweets so you toast a chocolate pop tart, slather on some fig jam, and wash it down with a banana kale smoothie sprinkled with some nutritional yeast. 

Suddenly you realize how good it would feel to drop into camel pose right on the kitchen floor, throw your head back while pressing your pubic bone toward the pantry, gazing at the accumulation of dead moths inside the ceiling fixture. 

Now you're happening, now you're cool - everything is going your way. The stream of endless impressions, vague fugues, and transcendent moods are adding to your euphoria, you can't imagine it could get any better than This. 

Then your void reverie shifts, you snap out of the daydream realizing you're on the subway heading to work and your podcast - a conversation between Terence McKenna and Ram Dass - has just ended and you can't remember anything they said. 

Looking up you see an ad that reads "Help for the Blind" which reminds you of the dachshund you had as a child and what ever happened to your signed copy of Thick as a Brick? 

Something in your consciousness starts to twist like a DNA Helix ringing out the excess moisture in your mind and there is this aching feeling of bloat in your gut, so you turn just enough to frack some gas under the covers and then realize you've been dreaming and you would have been better off if you hadn't eaten all the broccoli n' garlic slow roasted in olive oil with the left over scallop Fra Diavolo from the back of your fridge, cold. 

Jesus, it's 3:42 am on the clock, you're sweating since the A/C is set to 70 degrees and the humidity has gone to 110% and your CPAP mask is leaking air into your eyes and they're so dry you're afraid to open them as you feel your way to the bathroom to take a piss, but your prostate has been acting up lately so all you can squeeze out are a few unsatisfying drops and you can't help but wonder - "If a tree falls in the forest does the bear wipe his ass with a squirrel?" 
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 Hey Barista, make mine a macchiato with a splash of bliss? 

Inquirer:  How does one manage to stay present or clear amidst a continuing barrage of strong and challenging emotional queues? 

I was feeling quite blue this morning, finding it difficult to motivate myself to go to work. After the subway ride I stopped off at a favorite coffee place for a macchiato, then came upon the sight seen in the photo I have attached to this. 

It felt very moving to witness (and the coffee was 

excellent). 

NSS:  To have even an interest in staying present 

means you have become preferential about the 

impressions appearing in consciousness, a 

consciousness you associate with being you. 

If emotions continue to be successful in harassing 

you or defining who or what you are, give them 

the boot, or better yet, ignore them outright 

while they do the best they can to twist the knife 

on your attention. 

Radiant energy appearing in radiant 

consciousness can appear as a profound and 

miraculous identification with birth, body, self, 

sentiments, resentments, and resistances – who 

gives a phuck about staying present? 

“Staying Present” is just a ruse for “I don’t want 

to feel what I’m feeling and I don’t like the way 

I’m feeling about it!” 

Nice photo! 
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 Going Down Yogi - Part II 

"A Yogi is one who can go down on themselves; not in the biblical sense" - from a recent post. 

Inquirer:  I understand there is no mask/reality beneath it but you have a line about the yogi going down. Going down into or out of what? 

NSS:  Going down refers to the process of interest, how your nature turns from symptoms and goes in search of its source. 

Your nature is not a thing, not a function of birth or body - go down on it. 

Inquirer:  Is the yogi okay with the mask or penetrates beneath it? 

NSS:  The yogi observes the nature and permutation of all consciousness, as not other than himself, behind this there is nothing. 

Being "okay" is no longer relevant. 

Inquirer:  I thought there is no yogi. And how can there be a "behind this"? 

NSS:  Language can only reflect nuances, it's not useful to be argumentative with it. 

There is neither something nor nothing, and yet one can refer to what those words refer to. 

As a dreaming primacy there is only the majesty and mystery of looking, nothing is true or untrue. 

Inquirer:   Awesome. In the original sense of the word. 
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 Samadhi sure looks like napping to me 

Back on Jul 30th I posted a little something featuring Swami Ken ("Swami"); an affable, low key, immaculately dressed, unassuming Minnesotan who enjoys frequent and long-lasting meditations referred to as Samadhi. 

+/- "Within two weeks of meeting Sri Shivabalayogi, Swami was initiated into a special type of discipline known as 

‘Tapas.’ The tapas as given by Sri Shivabalayogi is only for a few stalwart souls who have the ability to sit in a deep state of meditation known as ‘samadhi’ for extended periods of time." 

+/- "When Sri Shivabalayogi first touched Swami’s third eye to initiate him into tapas, Swami fell into a deep state of samadhi and did not come out of it for five hours." 

+/- "Sri Shivabalayogi instructed Swami Ken to come to India with him, where he was put into a private room to intensify his tapas (10 – 15 hours a day). When he returned to America, Swami continued his tapas, meditating in samadhi for up to 18 hours a day." 

These feats of contemplative immersion and social withdrawal for so many hours in a day seem somewhat out of context for our rapidly accelerating descent into life as always lit, always texting, always "connected", always voyeuristic, and twittered into repugnant superficiality, mediocrity, and unnoticed despair. 

Just what is Swami Ken up to? What's his angle? His web-site says; 

+/- "The more people practice meditation and awaken spiritually, the more our world’s situation will improve. 

And improving the world for all living beings is just one of Swami’s directives from his Guru." 

OK, now I get it, why didn't you say so in the first place! There's a world, it happens to suck, Sri Shivabalayogi (the Guru) wants Swami Ken and all of us to improve the world, we do so through spiritual awakening, and for that we need to practice meditation. 

Once I could decipher the message hidden under all those robes I figured, "Hey, I'd like to do my part to make the world a better place for all living beings", so I went to the program in hopes of learning something about this exotic samadhi and how I could get my hands on some of it to ameliorate my own existential panic, and thus save the world. 

Lo and Behold the secret was revealed to me in a few short minutes; I've been practicing samadhi all these years without even knowing it! Just like Charlton Heston's infamous revelation in Soylent Green when he screams to all concerned, "Soylent Green is People!", I had a similar revelation with Swami Ken, "Samadhi is Napping!" 

Consider the world changed for the better, and I'm a part of it, a big part of it! 

I hope you enjoy the video of Swami Ken napping the afternoon away............... 
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 Something Old, Something New, Something Borrowed, Something Blue 

When it comes to consciousness yours is as old as the hills. 

Prior to the Big Bang, not that there was one, or is one now - but prior to it anyway you were you. Ageless and unconditioned are you, without source, without destination, without the slightest need to justify yourself to anyone or anything including God, are you. 

When it comes to consciousness yours is as fresh as the morning dew. 

For each and every non-stop and non-lasting moment you are new, not even renewed, just new, right out of the box, not the consequence of birth or conception or DNA, not made of anything but the unimaginable sensuality of dreaming itself, not dependent on space or time or body or mind to be you, new, a new you. 

When it comes to consciousness yours is borrowed from the akashic annals of no-thing-ness. 

All that appears in your 

experience comes from a 

curious place where 

everything that has ever 

happened, is happening 

now, and will happen in 

the future is borrowed 

from the timeless and 

record-free ambiguity of 

the void, about which 

nothing can be said, 

though we just did. 

When it comes to 

consciousness yours is 

blue, and bluer still. 

A life may feel like a 

stream of the blues, a 

finger plucked chord, a 

slide stretched across a fret board in open C, a morning raga that tells your story better than words, an inarticulate yearning to fulfill an inarticulate instinct for free. 

And the bluer you feel the higher your flight, the bluer you feel your freedom is revealed, you go all the way to blue, all the way to you, there are no secrets withheld - put your feet up, this is home. 
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 Noticing = Convergence + Divergence = 1 

Peter Brown is not just some run of the mill awakened guy randomly patronizing various buffet-style restaurants, New Age bookstores, and English Pubs lining the streets of San Rafael stalking a good cup of coffee and some bangers and mash. No! He's more than that. 

Peter Brown has a plan for you, and it's a good plan; though there is not nothing nor not something to do, Peter suggests it would be wise to be on the lookout for "Noticing". Mind you he is not saying you should "do" noticing, he is simply encouraging you (presuming your interest has something to do with awake) to be aware of the sparkles that may appear in your openness and availability - you know, noticing. 

I recall a luncheon (generally the best place to immerse in Peter's kind attention) where I reported that on the way from someplace to some other place I was struck by the animus, profound geometry, and voices of the trees that lined the suburban streets of Albany, CA. 

Their song and presence were so alive in my experience that I was simply driving in gleeful amazement with the view - Peter remarked casually, "now that's cool noticing". 

Since then I have come to appreciate that "Noticing" has no particular user manual or specific take-away; it's like awareness (whatever that is) seems to be able to discover always fresh views of itself, always inexplicable bursts of intimacy with no subject and no object in sight. 

Noticing amounts to nothing more than nothing, but oh what a nothing it is! 

A few years ago I took the absolutely inexcusable liberty to invade a vacation Peter and his wife Luly were privately and quietly enjoying in Taos, NM. I just sort a jumped on a plane from Philadelphia to Albuquerque and drove North through Santa Fe along the Rio Grande gorge straight into Taos and called to say, "Where are we having dinner? I'm in Taos." 

Peter and Luly were kind enough to meet me at the famed and rustic Taos Inn; good food, good margaritas, good company. Peter was more than amenable to share some recent thoughts he was juggling about convergence and divergence. You know; how the nature of consciousness appears to converge upon itself commingling the sense of an individuated subject, experiencing objects other than itself and getting all caught up in random and useless dramas made out of fairy dust. 

"Well," he said and I'm paraphrasing; consciousness is actually divergent, spinning away from itself and its last known position to some outlandish and impermanent destinations where it doesn't stay very long, as in not at all, and it just won't stop. It can never leave its own orbit, really, and never occupies or remains in some findable condition. 

Now I don't know if it was the booze, the shakti, the altitude, or the teachings, but I was unhinged; I'm not sure I have ever recovered, surely not to this day, and gratefully so. 

Needless to say, though I will anyway - as these kernels have virally infiltrated, replicated, and rooted in my neocortex (or rainbow body, just to sound all Tibetan about it) they have taken on a whole new and unpredicted turn. 

Noticing reveals the sole suchness of each moment, spooning with itself as a self-reflective intimacy that knows no other or otherness. Noticing is not adorned with any explanation or seeking or extroverted/introverted 103



urgency, and the apparent paradox of convergence and divergence is spontaneously relieved of having any relevance - they reveal as one and the same. 

Intimacy is all This Is. Thus the formula, clumsy as it is; Noticing = Convergence + Divergence = 1. May your tree ascend. 
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 It's a question of loyalty 

To whom or what are you loyal? How do you worship? Where do you profess your fealty and indebtedness? 

I'll give you a clue - you worship thought and the imaginary worlds it calves into view inside your head. Sorry, that was the answer. Alex Trebek I'm not. "I'll take ' I'm phucked once again into misery ' for $100, Alex." 

It's genuinely easy to see that you believe in thought, the omnivorous and always opportunistic distractor from the real. One's loyalty is to a thief, to a phantasm,to a shameless pickpocket running amok through the littered streets of your soulless soul. 

All identification in "I'm so proud to be a Muggle Land" is with thought; as if your thinking and associations and story telling and impulsive comparisons and measures actually amount to anything without which you'd fail! 

Just to put a fine point on it, thought is not the problem; the problem is that we become surreptitiously loyal to thought as the principal if not sole medium for truth telling. This is a lie, a big phat phucking lie and our only duty, when it comes to the promise of awake, is to stop telling ourselves this lie. 

Our task (and screw those idiots who say there is nothing you can do!) is to endeavor, as in work furiously to the point of exhaustion each day, to discover that being trumps thought. 

This adventure is not sentimental, it has nothing to do with compassion (except maybe towards yourself), it is not a journey punctuated with explanations or some pathetic Ken Wilberisms, there are no prerequisites or preparatory commitments or vows necessary. 

Once you discover, and now is good, that your only loyalty is to This as Yourself, with no qualification or arbitration - you are set free from the distortion of durability and self in time. You are set free from the tyranny that thought amounts to truth. 
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 Dear God, mind answering a few questions? 

1. Where exactly do you live? 

2. Are you here in the universe with us? 

3. Has Steven Hawking or Neale Donald Walsch ever really visited 

with you, or do they just pretend to know what's on your mind? 

4. Do you rent from Santa, or is heaven off-planet? 

5. Are you actually the same God for the Jews and the Christians 

and the Hindus and the Muslims - or are there many of you? 

6. Are you on straight salary or do you take a draw + commission 

for each believer? 

6. Do you have any interest in the Buddhists or the Atheists, or 

are they on your shit-list? I'd hate to be on that. 

7. I just wanted to express my appreciation for that agreement 

you made not to kill us all by water again, I guess this time it 

will be by stupidity - thanks for that. 

8. Is free will just a bad joke, or are you still working out the bugs 

on that one? 

9. Can you tell me what it is about cash that is so much more 

attractive than You? 

10. Were I to visit you, is that a one-way trip or is there a 

round-trip fare available? 

That's enough for now, I know you're 

busy - appreciate you're getting back 

to me at your leisure, no rush. 

Thanks God, I always enjoy our little 

chats. 

PS - one last thing if you don't mind, 

should we endeavor to wake the 

phuck up or is that just more useless 

bullshit? 
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 Freedom is not Freedom, Peace is not Peace 

If freedom includes your being free of something, it is not freedom. If peace includes the presence of something or the absence of something, it is not peace. 

If what we refer to as freedom and peace are conditional in any way, if they require anything to be present or absent according to preference or hope or even compassionate supplication - well then they are dependent and so unreal and unstable and unsatisfactory. 

We want to be the survivors and enjoyers and experiencers of freedom and peace, but our wishes are conditioned and preferential and we want to be there when these elusive gifts finally come sailing into the port of "me". Not going to happen. 

So what's at stake if you are really interested in freedom and peace? Simple, you are. The myth of your possessing a durable and independently existing subjective nature is the bottom line of your psychiatric and corporeal hysteria - nothing works or can possibly work to relieve you of this unsought and impersonally appearing identification. 

The whole show of you has to go, not just the shit you don't like about yourself or more honestly, about everyone and everything else. 

Freedom and peace are not conditional or tethered to circumstances and events. It's deeper than you may care to go, but that's alright - you can't touch this, it's super freaky! 
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 Didn't your mother warn you not to talk to strangers? 

Why do we talk to ourselves so incessantly? It's one thing that a mind can chatter on and on without a care in the world perfectly unconcerned whether anyone is listening or not. But why are we so compulsively conversant with ourselves? 

No one gives a shit about what someone else is saying, no one gives a shit about what you have to say or I have to say, so why is it that when it comes to what we're thinking, so much emphasis is placed on it as if it were telling the truth? 

Why do we invest so much confidence in thinking and 

cleave to its curious and capricious capacity as if it were 

the repository of knowledge, sole expert on reality, and 

responsible for right action? 

Thought is like a remora on a shark, or maybe it has no 

actual value except for the conveyance of complex 

symbology, or maybe it's worse than a harmless 

symbiont, maybe it's a parasite? 

The point is that your innate and instinctive intelligence 

operates on sub or maybe supra-conscious impulse 

power, your capacities and magical nature are not 

embellished by or made possible by thought. Thought is 

truly an artifact of one's quantum entangled liberated 

and radiant nature. 

That's what the Gurus (the good ones anyway) are 

trying to tell us. When we place confidence in thought 

we condemn ourselves to mediocrity and second hand 

hysteria by paying homage to a mad hatter stuck in our 

heads; slurring his words and making up riddles. The 

remedy, "Don't talk to strangers?" 

The direct path, the left hand path, the bird's path; is to 

reach right down the throat of your disembodied and 

perfectly unfettered nature and get off the thought 

train, let the whistle blow as it may, you are not afflicted or defined by your own imaginings. 
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 Can you just put yourself down? 

There are a few implications I must first diffuse so as not to distract you from my intended reflection. I am not suggesting you should denigrate yourself and thus contribute to more separation and disappointment. 

I am not suggesting that you should take your own life to end the miserable or ecstatic chain of unintended and vaporous causality that you may identify with as the content and outcomes of that life. This is not one of those better living through euthanasia sites. 

What I mean is that you simply drop out of the equation of all that appears in your experience - no commentary, no explanations, no suggestion box, no if only's, no if when's, no nothing. 

You put yourself down and simply occupy the irrefutable radiant waves of experiencing itself with no past, no future, no anticipation, and no aim for it to be any other than how it is appearing. 

Take your hands off the wheel, permit yourself to effortlessly suspend all grasping, have nothing to say or assert about what experiencing is revealing to you, as you, in you. 

If you discover the art and pleasure of not creating yourself, happiness will stalk you, and liberation will pounce on your neck and take you out. 
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 Real Faith = Spaceless Awareness 

Real faith is not about what you want or what you think you need from God, it is about relinquishing yourself entirely to spaceless awareness. 

Why do we cower and suffer from such a lack of faith throughout our lives? Why are we pelted and pockmarked with mistrust and fear and supplication and all sorts of strategies to outwit God and get what we want through intentions, laws of attraction, co-creation, affirmation, Silva Mind Control, to name a few? 

Why do we neglect to explore the mirage at the root of our primary experience - that experiencing does not insist upon or convey an experiencer? 

Why do we ignore the absolute amazement we are entitled to feel and reel from - that This is so in the first place? 

Shitty faith is all about me, supplicating the externalized divine for preferred interventions. Real faith, as it matures, transcends the imagination of one's body and one's cluttered and confused mind. 

Real faith, which is grace, goes right into the heart of spaceless awareness. Real faith liberates us from small, stingy, and spiteful beliefs. 
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 The Dynamism of Unspoken Emptiness 

Inquirer:  With regards to the suggestion of dropping out of the equation, how do you do that and take care of practical matters? 

NSS:  God has always taken care of your practical matters, not you. So what's the delay really about? 

Inquirer:  That doesn't make any sense to me. How has God taken care of my practical matters? 

For example, when I go to work, avoid a car driving towards me, fix something that's not working, give my son advice, take a shower. Certainly these things can be done without critical subjectivity. But can we be here without seeming Vulcan-like? 

And who is God? Where is God? He's too busy talking to Neale Donald Walsch to bother with my practical matters. 

NSS:  This is a key “letting go”. All has been done by the Absolute; your decisions, sentiments, choices, preferences, story lines, regrets, accomplishments, and on and on have all actually been done by the Absolute – 

your sense of having been the doer and the decider and the beneficiary of anything is completely counterfeit! 

Nothing actually happened a moment before now, and you are not the sum total of anything that you may recall as having happened prior to now – it may or may not be an intuitive reflection, still it is true. 

The never-look-back revelation of what This actually is sees that all is doing itself, you have no independently existing agency to accomplish anything, you are being apparitionally drawn into the frame from moment to moment, none of which has any duration. 

This freedom is without measure as it is not freedom from something being enjoyed by you – it is the unfracturable vision of a singularity masquerading as subjects and objects. 

Try it on for size, even if for a moment – and see for yourself! 

Inquirer:  Thank you for your response. Greatly appreciated. 

Intellectually understood. Does it, can it be done, since I'm not doing it? It feels as if I am calling upon something. 

Maybe that is not the way. Coaxing God, or the Absolute to be more revealing? 

You offer reminders in a language where I feel no origination here, yet it speaks something dear and familiar, somehow. And I admit there is a feeling of longing for this freedom, but maybe I'm still being deceived. On the surface I just want to feel good and there is desire. 

NSS:  The core and kernel of one’s subjective nature is the least common denominator for all experiencing. 

This subjective nature as the observer, feeler, thinker, enjoyer, sufferer, seeker, realizer – is all a myth. 

The body and the mind as psychological time expressing in language are offspring of this subjective nature – they are not real or at least not independently real, they are dreamed. 

So we seek resolution (feel good desire) through the filter or lens of the symptoms (body / mind) of the root subjective nature, the I Amness. 
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But these are all myth, that’s what Nisargadatta was pointing at – consciousness as subjective nature is a magic trick. 

We are not responsible for nor can we “do” anything about the profundity of identification with this subjective nature. 

What can be “done” however, is that we can attenuate awareness to the root itself (this is the bird’s path; quick, and deliberate, and practical). 

We can feel, not explain or draw metaphors from, the irrefutability of consciousness itself and rest in that view. 

As we rest and the flames of restlessness die down, we can experience the natural and ongoing transmutation of all subjective and objective phenomena and permutation, and not be afflicted or identified with any of it whatsoever, at all, swoosh, done, emptiness abounding. 

This doesn’t have to be permanent or cathartic even, just rest and rest again. 

A natural confidence or familiarity with the dynamism of unspoken emptiness will reveal itself and you will find it easier and easier to go there, to take refuge there, to discover there is nothing other than This impossible miracle of being. The habit of the person slowly and sometimes abruptly takes flight, goes to the sun, and self immolates. 
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 What is preemptively and preeminently true? 

All of the confidence you place in your present experience has absolutely nothing to do with thought or imagination, nothing. 

You know yourself as the sole inhabitant of your experience without explanation from physicists, priests, gurus, rabbis, pundits, teachers, or anyone at all. You are already absolutely, inviolably, and invincibly yourself - 

completely without story. 

The full and radiantly sublime palette of all your sensing and imagining faculties appear as if by magic with no effort - you do not need to apply yourself to yourself. You are already done! 

Of course there is the brilliant strangeness of your maturing journey, but the core of you, the irrefutable presence of feeling yourself as sentient in space, aware without boundary - has always been so. 

This effortless instinct and confidence is where you look, where you rest; to discover what is preemptively and preeminently true. 

Slowly or suddenly, and they are not mutually exclusive, you find yourself naturally happier to inhabit your experience without reference - and leave the future to worry about itself. 

The difference between a yogi and a denier is that the yogi embraces the wonder and challenge presented by the dissolution of self, the denier has no idea the journey is even possible. 

This can leave the yogi somewhat disenfranchised from the social norm if not disoriented and a bit lonely at times, but I have yet to meet a single yogi that would trade places with a denier, ever. 

It's a horse of a different color, don't you think? 
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 The Bacon & the Dishes : the Loaves & the Fishes 

Who brings home the bacon, who does the dishes, who bakes the bread, who fillets the fishes? 

The problem with the pursuit of happiness is that you imagine there is a destination or condition somewhere other than here and other than now which will fulfill you - hasn't it occurred to you yet that this pursuit amounts to your voluntarily re-subscribing to unhappiness over and over again? 

A recent revelation from a fellow aspirant named Gerald: 

So I was walking after work today and waiting to cross the street when this popped into my head. I heard the words "Who is Gerald Bostock?" 

Suddenly, I am this apparitional being and the occupation of the body seemed strange, funny, a way to experience life in this dimension. Unfettered, unburdened by any story, emotion or memory. 

I crossed the street and stopped walking, looked around. I felt unhinged, without any circumstances. Everything existed and I felt this "in back of" that Jean Klein spoke of. No obligation to anything. A floating kind of feeling. 

It was this half hour, ordinary and beautiful and not possible now to describe thing, not even an experience. 

Like a video camera moving around, I was not the camera, I was not what was seen, I was the seeing. 
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 Inquiry is not a precursor to liberation, it is the enjoyment of liberation 

Liberation is nothing other than the curious brilliance and muted pastels of your ordinary life; you are already living the fruition and cornucopia of liberation in this moment, what else could This be? 

Here is your life; reading a Facebook post, sipping a good latte, or a warm stout, basking in the presence of your sovereign experience with no effort and no destination - except death maybe. 

It is not possible to be bereft of or without total unspeakable spiritual fruition and countenance all day and all night long - only our imagination and insufferable conditioning make this foreboding sense of insufficiency seem real. 

Just imagine if your parents told you you were a dreaming 

cooperative unhindered by time, by space, by separation, 

by having to prove yourself or seek to be worthy 

somehow - what if they told you the truth about the 

sacred nature of your being, and gave you absolute 

permission to occupy your present experience with 

abandon? 

Think the world would be a different place? I do. 

Whatever you were told or whatever was imposed upon 

you by our mediocre, apologist, indulgent, and conformist 

social network is absolute bullshit - and your job is to 

decouple from this nightmare of violence and take up 

residence in your ineffability. 

It's about time awakened actualization became the 

province and providence of all, no child left behind, if you 

know what I mean. 

That you are inspired to look, to feel, to reconsider, to 

shift your loyalty from a pack of lies to the autonomy of 

your own being is liberation - the Inquiry is the actualized 

enjoyment of liberated mind. 

Get used to it. 
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 Marketing 101 

Creating Community magazine is our local New Age events listing; a veritable gospel filled with promises, improvements, techniques, and remedies for whatever ails you. 

If you were to avail yourself of the copious solutions offered by the practitioners that advertise there, you would be healed, whole, happy, younger, calmer, brighter, activated, motivated, ascended, regressed, initiated, and enlightened - and that's just from one semi-monthly issue. 

There's no telling what you might encounter if you did it all! 

Here's our recent ad, somewhat of a black-sheep amongst 100's. 

_________________________ 

NIGHT SKY SANGHA - When all your spiritual activities have atrophied and are lying at your feet strewn about the floor in heaps of disappointment - that's when you're ready to listen. One does not wake up as a result of spiritual success, only total failure can transmute into awake. We meet 4x a week to celebrate this failure at no cost to you! 

_________________________ 

To tell you the truth, I'm not concerned about overwhelming enrollment. 
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 Why is self so tenacious? 

Sam Harris, a prominent new atheist, writes: 

"Consciousness exists (whatever its relationship to the physical world happens to be), and it is the experiential basis of both the examined and the unexamined life. If you turn consciousness upon itself in this moment, you will discover that your mind tends to wander into thought. If you look closely at thoughts themselves, you will notice that they continually arise and pass away. If you look for the thinker of these thoughts, you will not find one. And the sense that you have — “What the hell is Harris talking about? I’m the thinker!”— is just another thought, arising in consciousness. 

If you repeatedly turn 

consciousness upon itself in this 

way, you will discover that the 

feeling of being a self disappears. 

There is nothing Buddhist about 

such inquiry, and nothing need be 

believed on insufficient evidence 

to pursue it. One need only accept 

the following premise: If you want 

to know what your mind is really 

like, it makes sense to pay close 

attention to it." 

____________________________________________________ 

Sam is no stranger to Buddhist and Hindu thought and philosophy, in fact several contemporary teachers (maybe all of them) chime in on this same simple and profoundly engaging / disturbing observation. 

If you are looking for enlightenment in all the right places you are bound to run into this foundational principle - 

thoughts arising in consciousness are insufficient evidence for you to insist on being individuated and durable. 

The simplest experiment, conducted any old time at all, can reveal a puncture wound (perhaps a very big one) in your conviction of being the thinker of thoughts and the sufferer of what's not happening. 

A very reliable emptiness of any and all identification is tenaciously present without flaw or intermittency - it is This very presence of radiant translucence appearing in and to itself as itself - it is the container and source, without boundary or genesis, of all apparition, appearances, and phenomena - be they subjective or objective. 

Even though this liberating observation never leaves your side, still we persist, or This persists, in the counterfeit conveyance of a durable and suspicion-free sense of self. Go figure. 

Perhaps we, the species, the primate experiment, have converged on a thread of innate intelligence that has reconciled, at least to its own satisfaction, the enthusiastic and enthralling message of the mystics, the shamans, the yogis, the contemplators, the gnostics, and now the physicists and even the new atheists - that there is no self! 

Still, you have to be smitten to find out what this may mean for you. 
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 Freedom is Intimacy 

Intimacy is a contact sport, and I am not referring here to physical or even emotional intimacy, I am referring to intimacy with one's own nature, one's inherent freedom from all conditions. A fellow aspirant writes: Inquirer:  Ahhhhhh! I literally awoke this morning in subtle contemplation of...."what is freedom?" 

I thought to myself what the hell is freedom, how do you get or not get it, etc? 

lo.... (NSS wrote)  

"Liberation is nothing other than the curious brilliance and muted pastels of your ordinary life; you are already living the fruition and cornucopia of liberation in this moment, what else could This be?" 

Just what I wanted to hear. 

Thank you sensei. 

NSS:  At your service, 

always. 

Inquirer:  Further, in fact I 

was thinking how to me, 

Chaos is not freedom. 

Is This chaos? If not, how 

can we know? Is chaos just 

a construct and 

interpretation of This? If so 

is it False? Or is chaos 

created falsely in trying to 

strangle This? 

What do you think? 

NSS:  Your primacy is 

sovereign, it isn't saying anything to persuade or confuse you. Our journey then is to become more and more intimate with the actuality of experience, no ideas can or will suffice. 

Inquirer:  So freedom is intimacy? 

NSS:  Rightly and entirely and solemnly so. 
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 Every moment is complete l y improvisational, You are not free to act as 

 you wish 

The mirage of your subjective or individual rationality and personality and the way you organize a constantly dissolving and chaotic data field into a world as a person with preferences and insistence's is pure bullox! 

The bio-luminosity and expressive consciousness that operates under the hood of your crappy attitude is doing itself; every single thing 

noticed, regarded, held dear or 

rejected, every gesture of 

mind, of body, of decision 

making and choice - all is 

occurring with a remarkable 

precision and 100% 

impersonally, it does not nor 

will it ever consult with you on 

what to think, say, feel, or do 

next, never! 

That this is freedom may 

appear to be counter-intuitive 

because you want to succeed, 

be healthy, live long, be 

attractive, get stuff, drive your 

car, eat what you like, get 

educated, be employed or 

enviably entrepreneurial, climb 

mountains, jump into cool desert pools, dismember your own arm if you get stuck, watch a movie, star in one, change the world, or control it - all of this shiet is merely at the whim of nothing and no one you can find. 

Go ahead, see how it feels when you have no steering wheel, no controls, no push-buttons or pedals or dials or anything with which to chart and fulfill your destiny. Feelin' free, feelin' good about yourself? Probably not. 

And why not? Because you want to be somebody, some thing, real, justified, validated, overcome with choices and free will and a world of possibilities so you can maximize your enjoyments and live fulfilled! 

And most of you want enlightenment to be the satisfaction of this hellish imperative, more or less you want your life to be what you want it to be without that pesky suffering gnawing at your weary soul day in and day out; tell me I'm wrong. 

Consider for a moment, that's all it takes really, that the entirety of creation in all and every miraculous aspect and expression is doing itself with no anthropomorphizable author and no building blocks to do it with. 

Every nuance of this supra-fractal subtlety radiantly and corrosively expressed as your consciousness and the slippery myth of what it is your experiencing is dripping with absolute freedom; maybe not the freedom you had in mind, but still. 
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 Why doesn't anyone want to meditate? 

Simple, this maddening cacophony of non-stop subtlety appearing in your experience unabated and completely free of your control is so frightening, only a crazy person would want to get to know it intimately. 

People have a curious and instinctive rejection of stillness and silence, you could say a self-defense or survival mechanism kicks in when one is confronted with themselves without a filter, without a purpose, without a reason 

- to simply feel and see and listen to the overwhelming profundity of their present experience. 

We become habituated to thought and explanation and endless justifications and deferrals when none are necessary for satchidananda to present itself to itself with an unspeakable simplicity. 

All of humanity, despite the mind-blowing degree of psychological, physical, and religious diversification, is made of two kinds of people - those who must find out what This Is, and those who seem to be sanguine with the presumption that they already know what This Is. 

The latter group generally has little to do with meditation, though they may dabble if court ordered to do so, the former group are insane and they are compelled to get to the bottom of this bottomlessness. 

It may be a long and confusing if not circuitous route from where you think you were back to where you never could leave, but that's part of the fun - we may run to masters and exotic places, to far out cultures and powerful hallucinogens, to stressful purification rites and protracted bouts of devotional assertions, but we have never left, nor could we ever leave, the most obvious fact of being as it is. 

When our refusals and accomplishment pride is shredded to bits, that's when we give up. When we run out of excuses and assertions and the compulsion to accumulate more experiences, we stumble into what we have always been. 

This is magic, you are magic. Tell your children, tell your partner, tell your friends, talk about the miracle with someone, with anyone - become evangelical about awake. This is the destiny of all! 
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 Simple Attention 

Before we get all sentimental or play the "love" card, the simple and unutterable beatitude of experiencing is on you like flies on dung. 

What exactly did you / do you have to do for this to be so? That's right, nothing, nothing at all. 

So where does all your indulgent and disingenuous bullshit actually come from? Simple, your imagination. And what does that make it? You guessed it, imaginary. 

Armed with this simple attention it is possible to wake up, if you don't care to wake up, well that's your prerogative - even though you have no control over whether you do or don't. 

But for the very few that may wish to wake up, it is possible, it can be done, you can apply yourself to it with the greatest of ease. 

This present miracle of being is awake, it is not encumbered by your imagination, it is a portal of absolute wonder unto itself, you are invited to sit at the best seat in the house - all the phucking time! 

Get off the big bang wheel of consequence and despair, This is not about anything and neither are you nor the imagination of your crappy life. 

You don't need to be smart, special, purified, devoted, not even earnest (as Nisargadatta incorrectly suggested). 

You don't need any precursors or vows or satvic eating habits for This as itself to be so. 

Give it your simple attention, all is on autopilot - you can't duck awake. 
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 What makes it true? 

Maybe you're a truth seeker? So you want to 

know what's true. What's true about what 

though? 

Do you want to know what's true about why 

the honey bees are dying, how much longer 

your grand kids have to live now that we're at 

peak oil and irreversible global warming, how 

lethal are the SO2 levels spewing from 

Iceland's Holuhraun lava eruptions, the origin 

of the universe, what God wears to Shabbos 

dinner, what enlightenment feels like, how to 

vanquish thought - what might you really want 

to know the truth about? 

Let's say you want to know the truth about being, you're interested in self-realization, maybe you've joined a fellowship or taken vows or committed yourself to opening your heart, creatively visualizing yourself with a better job, a better partner, relief from addiction, freedom from fear, overcoming social paralysis. 

Isn't it strange to see that we're not all that sure of what we want to know the truth about? Or how we may come to know it? 

Is it the truth when it's true? That's not gonna help. 

Is it the truth when I believe it, when I see it, when I feel it? 

Is it the truth when enough people believe it, or the media reports on it, or when a random guy on the street tells us what it is, like after the World Trade Center (both towers mind you) disintegrated into an inferno of dust at the speed of a free-falling object? 

How will you know the truth when it comes to call? From whom can you purchase the truth? Where will you store it? Does it rot or ferment, is the truth perishable? 

It may be worth making your own discovery. At the risk of some repetition, are you interested in whatever the truth may or may not be? What exactly might you want to find the truth about? Does consensus matter to you in this exploration? Must the truth be actionable or have some utility? How and through what means do you hope to procure or possess the truth? 

Once you find it will you give it away, sell it, what markup will you choose? Is it true because you agree with it or it makes you feel good? If the truth turns out to be disturbing in some way, will you embrace it or turn your back on it? Do your friends and family want to know the truth? Can you count on them for enthusiasm and support, keen discernment and guidance in light of the truth? 

Do you turn to the church, the mosque, a book, a guru, a mystery school, the meditation cushion, nature, mystics, atheists, healers, universities, your own baffled and apologetic consciousness - where do you go to get your truth fix? And how often must you be fed? 

When it comes to you, what makes it true? 
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 All views are arbitrary - what does that make you? 

Who gives experience, your experience, its relevance and meaning? Do you derive your momentary and life-long orientations from society, your friends, life partner, your employee manual, the nightly news, or your religious sentimentality? 

What makes your daily life experience appear as it does to you? How is it that we occupy the familiar bandwidth and perspectives of "humanity" in the way that we do; and spend billions on motivational coaches, hypnotists, therapists, angelic interventions, pituitary activations, ADHD prescriptions, television, digital social media, meditations, and a million other products and practices to modify our behaviors and experience? 

Why do we place so much emphasis on how we feel, what we think, what others feel, what others think; including the incredible displays portrayed in the global media of near constant hysteria and fear? 

It seems our lives are more full of demand and expectation and disappointment and sorrow than the simple presence of omnidirectional grace and omniscient joy. Why is that? 

As the violence of accumulation and the great capitalist, socialist, communist, and misanthropic siphoning continue unabated; everyone feels disenfranchised, humiliated, abandoned by the state, left by the side of road - 

this advancing collapse of the default and paradigmatic suffering human psyche is becoming pandemic and spreading its indifference to every corner of the species, third world to first world, primitive to modern - an advancing crisis in global resource management evidenced by our fast declining biosphere. 

Eckart Tolle had better be right about that New Earth shit and global enlightenment, 'cause we're out of time. This is not really what I had in mind when I started writing, but the mood goes where it will and I just type what shows up in my free associating mind. 

Maybe I'll get back on point as it runes and fumes in my imagination? 
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 Patanjali - Schmatanjali 

All of western yoga, you know the kind you can find on nearly every corner of every boutique community with a Starbucks is the offspring of this guy named Patanjali. 

What we generally find in the local yoga studios is just one branch of eight; that would be Hatha Yoga or posture practice, with a pinch of pranayama (breath manipulation) and a namaste thrown in for good measure after a good nap (yoga nidra) and a few token minutes of dhyana (meditation). 

Just as an aside; if you want to discover what meditation is about stick with the Vipassana Buddhists, you won't get anywhere practicing it, but if you're sincere - you'll get it out of your system so you can ultimately find out that all of creation is not about anything. At that point you leave the meditation hall and go out for a latte - ummmm, so much better than nirvana! 

Don't get me wrong, Patanjali had the best of intentions in mind, it's just that he was not realized or keenly and subtly aware of the nature of radiant consciousness - otherwise he would never have compiled the bible of Ashtanga (or 8-limbed) Yoga to confound aspiring realizers with a ton of kindergarten rules and shallow bullshit to keep them squarely off the track of the real thing for these past 2,000 years and counting. 

Raja Yoga is a compendium of so much useless shit to do that you'll end up forgetting why you were drawn to practice it in the first place, which of course was to fulfill your early childhood hunger to know God as yourself. 

You see, I told you you forgot. 

The end game for Patanjali's Ashtanga Adventure (sounds a little like Bill & Ted's thing) is of course the super-conscious home-run of Asamprajnata Samadhi; generally understood as the total absence of bullshit and confusion in your consciousness, otherwise known as enlightenment. 

I know you have no reason to listen to a damn thing I may say, and for good reason, but if you can get it through your lofty head that everything you believe and hold true about truth is crap - then you have a good chance of waking up because This is not causative nor does it require any preparation or focus to reveal itself to you (itself) in all its profound and chaotic glory. 
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 Bentinho Massaro - a frightfully self-entranced false prophet with nice 

 teeth 

If you have a knack for spewing spiritual concepts and causative truths with a Gatling gun mouth it's not that difficult (hyphen intended) to overwhelm the good conscience and vulnerability of we dense league of suffering primate supplicators with enough bullshit that some of it might just sound true, but isn't. 

From his own website - 27 year old Bentinho is self-described as "an iconoclast of spiritual culture," possessing such enviable qualities as potent magic, infinite depth, brain-surgery-clarity with a fresh toolbox of practical techniques effecting an acceleration factor that will usher us into a whole new level of human evolution. 

Others characterize him as "Baby Ben is spiritual ambition incarnate and his determination to be a star in the firmament was obvious from the start." ...Weaned by Candice O'Denver (author of the Great Freedom Teaching - 

a rip-off of classic Dzogchen), "We heard Baby Ben cribbed all the Great Freedom Teaching and copy-pasted it on to his own website, Free Awareness, before being ordered by Candice's gang to remove it and do his own homework instead." 

Bentinho wishes to sell you the keys to your living the best possible life you can live, ever! This is certainly a very smart spiritual sales package since most "paying" seekers are narcissistically and perpetually gonzo interested in their lives and how to make them better. 

Bentinho twists the potent and evocative language of the classic and ancient texts into a nascent conglomeration of fast-talking horseshit which he delivers with a confident hubris one might expect to be earned only by speakers many years senior and with some meaningful degree of life experience. 

From his Monday Night pulpit set up with comfy chairs, lovely flowers, and enough mics for the unsuspecting flies to be eaten alive by his psychoanalytic mumblings broadcast live from Boulder, CO he narrates a froth and foam so deep, one's actual thirst will never be quenched since there is no beer there. 
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 To see what is so, you must pursue nothing 

The holo-fractal expressive dynamism with which creation espouses the likes of you and the brilliance of experiencing itself can be seen first-hand. This very revelation (which does not and cannot abate) is what you're made of, is what's "happening" right now, is the source and plenum and dreaming nuance of the entirety of reality. 

Typically we dwell as a symptom of our own imaginations, narcissistically entranced, drunk with ideas, victims of the past and the future, proud, stupid, irritable, and cranky with self. 

All of this mirage is the simple consequence of pursuit; the urge for processing the bliss of experience as a story, the justification of ideas and names and forms all of which are imposed upon the empty and radiant beatitude of presence as that which is so. 

To see what is so, you must pursue nothing. You must be able to occupy your present experience with no pursuit. 

No idea can seduce you, no memory can haunt you, no impulse can set you on a path of abstraction and self-promotion. You learn how to occupy your present experience without being clever or in want. 

This is not the mindfulness or Dhayna they teach you at yoga studios or retreat centers, this is not a withdrawal of or control over the senses and what we call the observing mind, the stream that is consciousness. 

You are the immediacy and the primacy that is so, completely naked of interpretation or pursuit - your only task is to get used to this. Let it bake your silly ass and slowly boil your superstition away. Like a good reduction sauce. 

Freedom is not something to acquire through skillful means; the entirety of reality dreaming itself into being in whatever forms or impulses that saturate the universe (were there one) is what you are. 

This observation is not of the nature of mind or knowledge or agreement or faith - it comes quite naturally with the abeyance and collapse of pursuit. 
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 Why do you think they call it Being? 

When someone says "just be", what do they mean? Well, being already is, just as it is. We don't need to push or pull or manipulate or explain or have our way or thrash about in causative contingencies or clever spiritual aphorisms. There is no "time", as in occupying the past or making sure the future will go our way. There is no 

"space", as just here where we are is perfectly fine. 

Being suggests that we can relax and immerse and enjoy and chill out just where we are, just how it is, with no pressure for creating or sustaining reality to make it better. No pressure that our experience should be any different than it is right now. 

Try it for a moment or two and see 

what hallucinations appear in your 

mind. Check out the degree and 

content of restlessness that floods 

into your present experience, the 

arbitrary and anecdotal protestations 

that remark upon (if not convince 

you) why you must continue to be 

the doer and decider and protector 

and accumulator and the voice that 

says what would be the point, really, 

of just being. 

If you are a contemplator, if you have 

sought relief from your anxiety 

producing mind on the cushion, you 

know just how crazy and insistent 

and random and pushy and 

consuming the barrage of crappy and 

useless thoughts are. Once you really 

discover that this discordant jug band 

of existential panic and dismay is 

what foments and fashions your reality - you wake up to just how phucked you are! 

The nonstop distractibility of attention and the somatic identification that accompanies it, as self, is what makes us crazy and lonely and insufficient and bullying - it's a wonder more folks don't give meditation a try as an ameliorative for their most intimate confusion. 

We are living in a pandemic of bullying from the police, the media, the politicians, our employers, the corporations, the government, the religions, the ideologists, the idealists, the gurus, their disciples - is it any wonder that the madness which possesses us psychologically and self-consciously busts out and expresses a cultural atmosphere of total obedience and violence? 

All the revelators and saints extraordinaire upon whose teachings and miraculous deeds we built the world's major religions failed. Cash and fear and siphoning are the hallmarks of our grand primate experiment; it's not a C- or a D, it's a fail. Class dismissed. 
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 Word, Word Up! 

The mystics' revelation is simple though beyond acquisitive comprehension or discernment. It's a little bit confusing, I mean would you call an all inclusive infinity of meticulous and evaporating creation simple or complex? 

You see, what we refer to as human or ourselves as expressive bio-luminescent machine creating drones getting stoned on and deluded by paradigmatic symptoms of our own imaginations is merely a fraction of what is appearing in the mystics' revelation. The revelation of what This actually is and isn't. 

What if freedom was not just some relief from our human and centric experiential banality and chronic fear, but freedom from the warp and woof and source and stuff of all expressive creation and subjective consciousness itself? 

Perhaps freedom is what appears when there's nothing left; not just of you, but of all phenomena - though nothing need change or go away. 

With the revelation of freedom, which is not dependent upon anything, which is intrinsically self-luminous and outside all behavioral or experiential memes - when the music's over, there is you, and quite clearly and irrefutably nothing at all. 
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 Being is always being beguiled 

Once you see that you are the primal wonderment that can be so beguiled at the insistence of the Divine Feminine whose love it is to so beguile you - you are free as the eternal entirety. 

Best to leave it just there. 



129



 86 on the Neti-Neti 

You can trace a lineage back to a founder, or at least the guy/gal most popularized for a thing like a teaching or approach to the ever popular dismantling of delusion known as Neti-Neti. 

Neti-Neti (commonly translated as "not this, not that") is an engagement with the present nature of experience in that one's presence or one's awareness can illuminate or investigate what it may be that's occurring as experience itself. 

This practice of simple interest in the constantly disappearing nature of the content of consciousness while enjoying the seemingly and perfectly persistent actuality of presence itself can be at least as good as a visit to Costco, during sample hours of course. 

The Neti-Neti angle is an activized appreciation of Nagarjuna's 8-Negations which portray the lovely paradox that experiencing itself reveals:  

1. No cessation 

2. No arising 

3. No annihilation 

4. No permanence 

5. Not one 

6. Not many 

7. No coming 

8. No going 

One begins somewhere; 

one may adopt all kinds of 

beliefs and practices and 

purifications and holy icons 

to worship and this is a 

natural expression of 

spiritual co-dependency 

that occupies our interest 

as sense pigs and information seekers. 

We want it all, isn't it a fact? When it comes to self-realization we want it all; nothing withheld, no confusion, invulnerability, perfect bliss, sensual indulgence, enough money to make choices. Being an instrument of God's will is so 2013! 

When all the co-dependency is gone and the Neti-Neti saunters out of town on a chestnut mare silhouetted by a lipstick sunset dangling languidly in an Egyptian blue sky, bliss turns out to be nothing other than the most intimate engagement of this persistent evaporation with itself. 

Some folks call this your true nature, go 86 on the Neti-Neti and it's yours. 
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 Constant Craving and the Tantric Yogi 

Tantra refers to a quality of engagement and discovery, an intimate and wild and craving kind of realization. 

One source says, "because it elaborates (tan) copious and profound matters, especially relating to the principles of reality (tattva) and sacred mantras, and because it provides liberation (tra), it is called a tantra." 

One way to cope with the constant craving that infiltrates and punctuates the primate agenda is to medicate or meditate it out of existence; as if our sanity depends on managing the quality of our moment to moment experience. This turns out to be a dead end, thus so many go to the grave under the spell of this self-lusting beatitude. 

The Tantric Yogi takes a different path, a dangerous path, back to the dragon's lair in order to embody and thus immolate in the scorching heat of her own revelatory primacy. The Trantic Yogi does not slay the dragon, rather she submits herself to the dragon to be slayed. 
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 Living the IMAX Climax 

Have you noticed that your life is performed in Vibra-Vision? And that includes smello-vision, tasto-vision, feelo-vision, hearo-vision, sighto-vision, and bullshito-vision, the last one referring to thought of course. 

You are Livin' la Vida Loca or what we at Night Sky Sangha refer to as the IMAX Climax every moment of every day 

- there's no tantric secret there, is there? The full on realization of reality is simply what This is, what it already is, what it has always been and always will be even if there is nothing other than This before or after This. 

The immersive and radiant gaze of the Bodhisattva, the Guru, and the Divine Countenance of those with halo toting ascension are merely demonstrative symptoms of what This reveals to itself once the bullshito-vision naturally subsides to irrelevance. 

As you withdraw from what the mind tells you, from the referential nature and impulse of creating an imaginary world apart from yourself with the help of thought; you naturally come to rest in what (as if it were a what and it's not) This already is. 

Your loyalty shifts from creature-hood (the imagination of discrete consequence) to the effervescent roiling fractal snow-storm-hitting-your-windshield-at-night overwhelm of perfect identity as source/permutation itself. I know, I know - Rumi says it better. 

The interesting twist in all This is the strategy we deploy to relieve ourselves of suffering. As a creature, one wrestles with the illusion of self like an alligator in water bites into flesh and then wildly spins to disorient and drown their prey. It works for the alligator, but it won't work for you. 

To come to realization you must take on the arduous and self-dismantling approach of doing nothing but feeling the texture of your present experience - strange, but true. 
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 Suffering, a tad more on the Tantric Topic 

Inquirer: 

The idea of all views and no view being valid is, shall we say foundational. I was the referencing the Tantric Yogi's view. 

Thank-you 

NSS: 

Of course, all is poetry, all that appears and appears to appear to an appearer can be devotionally and tantrically expressed. 

I don't actually believe in anything that I write or say, they are moods and fugues, a way of evoking some feeling or introspection or arousal. 

The moment we hold any moment as something, the entire universe proliferates into view. 

So I am in full agreement or recognition of the journey of the slayed yogi and the role of suffering as fuel for the transmutation of consciousness. 

It's all about the fire. 
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 How might I appeal to your inherent transcendental nature? 

Consciousness seems to be persistent, yes? Life, experiencing, bountiful dumbfounded-ness is occurring, yes? We don't know what's going to happen next, we live with the novel thrill of not knowing what's going to happen next, though we may call that novelty apprehension or insecurity, but oddly enough we still love it, yes? 

Life unfolds, occurs, writhes on and on with no pause. Each recognition packet occurring in and as life has no actual duration or durability, nor can it place itself in a place, at a time, nor insist on a source or destination of / 

for itself. 

You are an oddly persistent already gone transcendental infinity of bardos, moods, and fugues unable to occupy any moment while you effervesce and race into the next moment streaming with imagination and the effortless intelligence to construct and recognize patterns and boundaries that don't actually or independently exist. 

Universe, galaxy, solar system, planet, continent, country, state, province, borough, neighborhood, home, body and mind are apparitional - your inherent transcendental effervescence is the primacy and supremacy of being. 

Once you are touched by a taste of your already gone nature the nagging attention seeking of your primate driven hallucination begins to abate or naturally atrophy and you see through the myth of locus and reference. 

Your presence, this effortlessly darting mayhem appearing as persistent evaporation without locus or reference is throbbing, you are throbbing, you are the transcendental interlude that feels this throbbing - and thankfully you don't know what to do about it. 

You cease to make self-realization about some long sought after remedy for human debarment and debasement - 

you sniff out all the hearsay and heresy of your untethered imaginative prowess. You take up residence in the full Monty of your unutterable and bottomless self. 

Did I get any traction, any traction at all? 
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 Can I please have some control, please, can I, can I? 

Inquirer: 

Do you have any thoughts or suggestions on the application of Inquiry into my approach to my music/writing? 

My observation is that you exhibit two aspects as surrender-er to This: 

1. Complete oneness 

2. A guy who drinks tea, thinks, and types on a laptop about #1 in some ways as an indulgence in the "myth" of the Night Sky Sangha Guy. 

So I'm looking for advice on how I can indulge in my human experience of work, creation, projects, art etc with better application of #1. Yes, I know they are infinitely bound and seamless and all that, but I'm talking primate tricks. 

Love Inquirer 

NSS: 

The moment you seek to appeal to or appease your mercantile identification, one is jammed into myth. 

You do what you do, you be who you are as you are, why place a noose around your unencumbered self by deploying a strategy for a favored or advantaged outcome? 

Have I misunderstood your question? 

Inquirer: 

All of that is beautiful and moving. I suppose I am saying, I have an innate passion to build houses. How do I plan what shape the house is, color the roof is, where to buy land if I don't have some sort of say in it all? In some ways isn't art "jamming into myth"? 

Love Inquirer 

NSS: 

Curiously all occurs actually spontaneously of its own accord sourced from this impersonal mystery of apparition. 

This observation might suggest some perpetual sage advice, as in "relax" - all impulse is artistic and poetically creative, including one's interest in advantage seeking. 

Your job is to phuck off and surrender, not make something of yourself. 
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 One never departs from oneself 

Before anything other than this is so, this is so. Before you identify with mind as something capable of telling the truth, which it's not, this is so. 

Might you be interested to see how easy it is to see that this is so, that you are so, that feeling the entirety of your experience is present without any commitments or vows or magical interventions on your part? 

What is present as presence makes up the entirety of reality, your present experience is all that is, really it is, anything other than what is presently so, is imagined. When it comes to what's imagined we strive to follow the sacred teachings of Zen Master Donnie Brasco - you may simply Fugetaboutit. 

Self-realization is so ridiculously simple that we cannot fathom the reference-free wonder of all that is without insisting that we must do something about ourselves. 

We will not Fugetaboutit, we refuse to Fugetaboutit; even as just here and just now are affectionately and generously presenting the keys to your own sacred nature. 

Fugetaboutit, that's all you have to do - it will do the rest. And don't try too hard to Fugetaboutit, just Fugetaboutit. 



  

136



 It's true, we can't handle the truth 

One may come to appreciate that there is no truth, everyone and everything is being played. 

There is no reigning vantage point or experiential singularity that can be said to be true, or moral, or inalienable, or righteous - everyone lies about what they need or wish to be true. 

No one comes out alive, no believer ever comes to any satisfaction that everyone else has finally agreed to believe what they believe. 

You are profoundly and wonderfully alone as all of creation and not-creation. As we contemplate the dropping of the ruse of belief, truth shines. 
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 Awake waits for no one 

If you find yourself seeking for something, some ameliorative, some higher understanding, some destination or saloon where suffering is not allowed in - you'll only find yourself in some frantic or subtle manner, trying to be other than yourself and so occupy some idealized or favorable condition. 

This is the deadbolt that Awake places on your soul, the Gordian knot that seekers must solve in order to peer into reality without bias or benefit. 

You must discover what it is that you aren't, not a what indeed, to cut the knot of what and discover that you are neither what nor what not. 

Awake is simply so, Awake waits for no one, as no one is Awake. 
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 Simple Is as Simple Does 

Inquirer: 

How can we be sure that illusion is illusion? 

How do we know This isn't illusion? 

Is sobriety This? 

Is surrendering This? 

NSS: 

We can't find anything other than the irrefutable nature and presence of experiencing, so all that appears is This. 

Any further specificity is arbitrary and imposed by thought, one can do anything they like with this observation. 

Inquirer: 

Is desire against This? I have a desire.....to make things, sing, dance, write. If effort is required, am I fighting This? 

NSS: 

No, not at all. What we refer to as desire is only This, a multi-spectral expression of incoherent beatitude, having no source and no actual consequence. 

Inquirer: 

Okay great! 
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 A Subtle Conveyance 

Enlightenment gets a make-over. The left-hand path emphasizes that one look at the startle reflex of present experience as a portal to realization - it is steep, unsettling, full of humiliation, arouses the lion heart of impersonal compassion, and is happy to lop your head off a million times on the way to complete ruination. 

The left-hand path does not give a shit about who or 

what you think you are, or what you deserve, or how to 

live long or prosperously, or how to resolve your 

addictions and emotional problems, or the quality of 

your camel pose, or how much living food you eat, or 

your access bars and pineal activation, whether the 

blues and the greys give you a reach-around after they 

plumb your intestines with their cold steel probes, or 

how often you meditate and for whose merit you do so. 

Conversely, the right-hand path tends to focus on 

amelioration of those pesky symptoms that plague one's 

human life and occupy your attention and interest to the 

point of absolute narcissistic boredom - you know the 

type. This is where you find teachers and advice and 

practices and warm fuzzy lies, bhakti fests and chant 

artists, golden clad gurus and swarms of acolytes and 

self-consumed worshipers living co-dependently and 

second hand under the influence of some great and 

powerful Oz-like personality with magical powers - it is a 

hurl fest for sure. One could say it is a Brahmanic 

tragedy. 

The right-hand path minions, on account of their insufferable suffering and pride, would rather live vicariously than occupy the miracle of their own sacred being. Don't underestimate the belligerent stupidity of consciousness mistaken for mine! 

I would ask you to notice what beliefs and criteria you cling to that articulate the barometer of whether you're happy or enlightened or on your way or nourished or safe or sanguine or transcendent or whatever the phuck it is you think you want to experience in the myopic pinhole of your unsatisfactory human experience. 

What is your most intimate loyalty made of? If a genie granted you the wish of a lifetime, what would you ask for? 

How might you negotiate with your own inner perplexity and the cascade of conflicting desires to ask the genie for the perfect outcome? 

What might it feel like to see through the entire spectrum of time and space and cosmic perturbation, to put down your weapons and your shields, to avail yourself of emptiness? 
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 Consciousness is not a commodity 

Once you join the Enlightenment Revolution and treat the sacred ineffable as a correspondence course, you merely take your lamentable stupidity with you on the highway to hell. 

The commercialization of Awake as a commodity for you to enjoy and empower and manifest thus pushing joy to the limits of strained credulity is merely a clever way that hungry ghost narcissists masquerading as enlightened persons can relieve you of your money and self-dignity. 

If that's what you want, operators are standing by! You can find these better-living-through-self-indulgence programs all over the place; big promises, guarantees, ascension galore, sense gratification, co-creation, think big, feel big, act big! 

And then (here comes that holiday season jibber jabber), as if visited upon by the three ghosts of Christmas past, present, and future you discover that self fulfillment is not what This is about, at all. 

If you are lucky you get a taste of presence as unspeakable, perfectly autonomous; a luminous mystery that steals your heart and your hubris away. With this gift you enter the transcendent realm of yourself free from the ugly and distasteful banality of being a commodity in search of a commodity. 

Don't let the scam artists convince you that you are a person in need of their snake oil to improve your experience, this is not and has never been true. 

That you are you is the only portal you need and the only portal you have for discovery. 
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 Brahman is wearing you like a sweater 

The common mistake most primates and seekers make is to believe that they would be happy having control over their affairs and the behavior of others to suit their needs and wants. 

This mistake can get out of hand when one hopes or believes that enlightenment is just that kind of "Get Out of Jail Free" card. We think we want control, security, predictability, assurances, a magical being in the sky who guides us, a friend in Jesus, omniscient wisdom - something, anything to make us safe and happy on our way to the grave. 

Maybe we're even so phucking gullible and boorish to think that immortality would be nice, being a co-creator with the universe to attract and get what we want. Have you ever really listened to yourself to get a load of what it is you think you want? 

Isn't it quite clear to you by now that your aspirations and hopes suck? I mean isn't it unbearably embarrassing to admit to the small minded, selfishly driven drivel that passes off as you. Geez, I'd be terrified if anyone knew what I imagine I want from my life in a day! God, it gives me the willies just to think about it. 

But don't despair, no one is listening 

to you so you're safe. I'm not 

suggesting there is no God, that 

would be some kind of atheistic 

privilege I don't dare presume. What 

I am suggesting is that you might be 

a miracle of such profound 

magnanimity and wonder; that any 

and all references to your human 

sheath and what you hope happens, 

or doesn't, to that sheath are 

beyond trivial. 

Brahman is wearing you like a 

sweater. As you come to appreciate 

this miracle with greater textural 

sensitivity you naturally lose interest in the sweater and take up residence as Brahman. 

That's what enlightenment is - plain and simple. Rather than hasten and lament over your imagination which is a magical and ephemeral expression of the BBS (Brahmanic Broadcasting Service), you realize that you are Brahman 

- the sourceless source, the empty fullness, the radiant and urgent carnality of all creation, measureless ceaseless being having no genesis or duration. 

Just one drop of this elixir, and you will abandon yourself forever to dwell beyond what can be spoken. 

Happy Thanksgiving to All............. 
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 Improvisational referential proliferation failing to produce any 

 findable reality 

So a friend calls me on the phone while I'm shopping at Costco picking up a salami sampler, chocolate covered almonds, white fish, kale chips, and some coconut water. 

I was there to eat dinner, not take anything home; and all of a sudden after I utter "hello", I am transported into another realm of dharma bells, vipassana vortices, stream entry, janic breathing, and long pauses between thoughts; a place that can only be depicted in one's imagination since the reality of it is too excruciating for words. 

You see, he called to explore the despairing observation that he was incapable of spiritual practice, damaged by shame, left behind and unworthy of cultivating sufficient bodhicitta to heal through the path of joy and awesome views. 

I was struck dumb, not quite silent, but not ready to reply with some canned and insincere remedial drivel. I was invited in, way in, to feel this pain, to suffer this dream, to take it on the chin, to be there in it, to get to know it before imagining I had anything of value to add to the depth of it. 

So together, we did the work, took the luscious dive into the lava field to see what might be lurking there in all that heat, all that need - and slowly we wrapped our minds together as one peering into the present with no fear or story to tell or remedy for our sorrow and our panic. 

And in that molten light where nothing can detain you, nothing can derail you, nothing can impose itself upon your pristine glow; there you see the truth of being - that's where you find that all This is is an improvisational referential proliferation failing to produce any findable reality. 

If you take the risk to see this you will not return the same. 
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 The Hindus and the Buddhists have set enlightenment back centuries, 

 maybe longer! 

I prefer to get my awakening pointers from sci-fi movies and the cool way that those disembodied floating orbs are capable of wearing a human body like a Neiman Marcus designer piece, with flair and a certain relaxed draping affect. 

You remember Star Man; a floating radiant orb with clear conscious directionality and intent takes a bad hop across some gnarly terrain and wanders into a home occupied by the irresistible Karen Allen, then enters some remnant DNA of her recently deceased husband, maybe some pubic hair blown aimlessly about on his desk chair and within minutes reanimates into the adult form of Jeff Bridges, completely naked! 

She passes out, we can relate. The last time I saw Jeff Bridges naked, I passed out too. But that's not really the point. 

You see we've been harassed, bullied, and lied to by these exotic but dangerous religious zealots and their crafty teachings making it seem they actually have some means, some technology, some vector that will take you from consciousness adorned with sorrow to nirvana on high. 

Well phuck them, they suck, their conversion rate is shit; they build their temples on your gullible stupidity and promise you the moon while draining your wallet and probably coming on to your wife behind the Zendo while you grapple with their latest koan which sounds something like, "what is the sound of a dumbphuck meditating?" 

It takes you years to solve the riddle which is of course, "ka-ching"! 

They trumpet these totally bullshit teachings about transcending your identity and attachment to your body and your mind, subtly shaming you into oblivion and unworthiness, exhorting you to practice their methods and purification rights so you too can ascend to the high rank of Ricochet Roshi reeling in the cash while relaxing in Rio and rubbing your robes against the thighs of some willing and naive aspirant that suits your gender preference. 

Well friends, I think it is high time, maybe I mean high times, to disrobe these flatulent phuckers and set you on a simpler path of immediate apprehension which is secular and doesn't cost a dime. 

You see, Starman had it right, you are not even capable of suffering from identification with a body or a mind, and you sure as shit do not need to get over what you are actually incapable of. 

Your present and glistening experience is so full of evaporating profundity that you can't even consciously occupy all five senses at the same time and say anything cogent about your feeble attempt to do so or what you think you have found - you cannot light up or comment upon one single moment of the actual shimmering of present experience as a reporter or experiencer of same. 

The fact is that you are so baffled by your own shimmering, disembodied, and dreaming nature that you use the words body, mind, space, and time as poor surrogates for the obliterating observation of perfect cluelessness and wonder. 

Just now, as simple and open as you are, can you feel yourself without consequence or genesis? Can you feel what it feels like to be yourself, yourself, yourself........ 
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 A friend runs out of options 

Banking on spirituality and enlightenment as cures for your lemon life is a very slippery slope; still we don't know what to do with our addictions, our shame, our inability to conduct spiritual practice, our investment in just how phucked we are. 

And don't be naive about this, a bunch of folks seriously suffer from a cluster-phuck of "I'm no good" and for many good reasons - and we just don't know what to do about ourselves. We're takin' Samsara with a Big S. 

When this realization goes all the way, when we are ready to stop blaming or justifying or seeking to heal through the teachings and experiences of others - then we have no choice, we must stop all endeavor. We must confront the impossibility of any remedy or any grace to be bestowed, we have to drop the entire myth of affliction and escape from affliction. 

Even if we come to this failure and have no more excuses or prayers, there is no guarantee that some catharsis will visit upon you, that some beneficent force will bath you in forgiveness and sublimity. 

To suggest that everyone's just fine is crap, we're not, and we have to confront the truth and the fallacy of shame, and unworthiness, and the isolation so perniciously built into our culture. 

We can agree on a few simple outcomes -  

a) you give up entirely and nothing happens, nothing at all - and so you cope as best you can for as long as you can. 

b) you give up entirely and things get worse - just when you thought you'd gone all the way to hell, someone shows you another floor, beneath the one you were on. Unbearable. 

c) you give up entirely and some angel lifts you up from a lifetime of internalized disappointment all the way to liberation - good luck with that one. 

Pretty much there is no place to go but here, and if here sucks so bad you are compelled to do something about it, I hope it goes your way for as long as possible. 

If it is impossible for you to take rest in yourself, what then, what do we do then? 
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 Experience & Hallucination 

What are you having right now, an experience or an hallucination? 

Is what's occurring the same as what you think or feel is occurring? If some enlightened gal says you're dreaming and this is unreal, do you flip her the bird or go into some deep contemplation about the accusation? 

What can you say is true or real or absolute about your present experiencing? Where is it occurring; in the room, in your head, in your heart or maybe your thymus gland? Maybe your experiencing is happening in the great outdoors under the magical and unapologetic heat lamp that floats in the phucking sky even though the sky is not some canvass or container, we just point up or out or back in time and call it sky? 

Dude, you're naked to space, and were it not for a profoundly intricate and multi-layered electromagnetic harmonic of cosmic ray filtration you would be dead on arrival, or not ever conceived in the first place. 

And in fact, not that there are any, you are not conceived in the first place - experiencing is not the consequence of your biological integrity, despite Nisargadatta's exhortation that the food body (the famous sperm and egg conspiracy), as a consequence of consciousness is required for there to be anything, anything at all. 

He was mistaken, he was a chain smoker, one minute he was yelling about advaita and the next he was twirling like a gopi throatily singing devotional slokas to who knows who - why trust a guy like that! 

Back in the early 90's when I was certain that Ramesh Balsekar had it going on I was sitting at his feet in the front row in a dimly lit Manhattan apartment and getting high as usual from the aroma of non-duality. So I blurt out for fun and naive enthusiasm that "Nisargadatta was a liar!" - not because I intended any harm or ill will, but simply because it struck me dumb in that moment that all the chatter could not put a dent in the conveyance or revelation of what This shit actually is. 

Anyway, Ramesh proceeds to freak the phuck out and starts yelling at me, actually yelling, and pounding the arms of his chair demanding, "Who, who says that Maharaj was a liar - if Maharaj was a liar it's because he chose to be a liar!" Needless to say I was stunned, Indians do not like to be accused of lying - keep it in mind. 
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 You love to be, more than you hate suffering 

What's at the root of your ongoing motivation or complacency with living? 

Is it love, is it greed, is it security, is it fame and lavish attention given you by an army of Paparazzi, is it spiritual aspiration, or perhaps indulging in or recovering from addiction, maybe it's healing or selling healing services, perhaps it's justice and social change? 

If you are one of the small percentage of primates with a refrigerator, running water, sewage, and electricity - 

maybe you have some spare time and money to enjoy the arts or professional sports, I wouldn't be surprised if you win a slot on The Voice or American Idol, or Dancing with the Stars, you could even be a volcanologist or a particle accelerator mechanic at CERN. 

But really, what drives you to take in another sunset, to get up early enough to hit the highway once again and land back at your desk, to raise your kids, to improve your golf swing, to engineer some nefarious plans for global population diminishment? 

What is it that you love so much about the curious fact of being, of wonder, of unpredictability, of consciousness, of life? 

And why have you come up with so many 

coping skills, and excuses, and 

disappointments, and defensive 

compensations that you keep so well 

hidden in the back room of your own 

presenting persona? 

How intimate are we with the aching 

suspicions and confrontations which reveal 

to us how shallow and broken we are by 

the world? This is not an accusation or 

condemnation, so please refrain from 

launching into a shame party on my 

account. 

At the bottom of all experience; sensual, 

tactile, didactic, frightening or sublimely 

nuanced and intricate - would you consent 

to consider that you're "interested"? 

What drives us to get back to it, day after day, even with a small allotment of peace or satisfaction, or none at all? 

It may be some embedded code that resides under the radar of your conscious self, unavailable to you for explanation or commitment or justification or even surrender. 

Whatever it is or isn't, I bet you just take it for granted. Some force of being that completely evades your presumption of free-will and self-determinism drives you day in and day out and all the while you've been thinking "I am the decider!" 

Bullshit my friend, pure bullshit. 
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 Shining, ever shining to nowhere 

Our present experience does not convey a longitude or a latitude for our position. 

Feeling the entirety of consciousness and all that appears present in it and as it is a non-referential tautology. We are effervescing as miraculous and symphonic tonality unto ourselves free from the composites of space and time. 

That there is this shining forth, I would suggest is irrefutable. To presume yourself to be a gestated symptom of this shining forth amounts to a trivial and heretical kind of Tourette syndrome, a tic that indulges in identity. 

Neither This nor You are actually capable of identity; the shining is too bright, too catastrophic, insufficient to the task of remaining statically occurring long enough to even notice itself. 
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 PTSD - What are we thinking! 

Unless we have had some direct experience or close encounters with the despairing incarceration meted upon us from symptoms associated with deep trauma - Post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD) just sounds like something clinical that others suffer from. 

The factors (and they are countless) that contribute to our lamentable failure as a species to care for each other all involve violation. 

Violation of the body, violation of the mind, violation of privacy, violation of dignity, violation through education, violation from religion, violation from paid and armed bullies and their despicable machines, violation from the war on drugs, violation from Corporations and the equity markets and the debt, violation from digital control mechanisms, and violation from the never ending stream of psychic and media controlled warfare that makes and keeps you smaller than you even realize. 

The entire ecology of humanity is suffering from PTSD and 

denial of same, this is not a pretty or affirming 

observation. 

And to think that God herself is responsible for this 

carnage is also not a very popular view, few make it a 

point to emphasize this curious heresy. Too strange for 

words. 

Our innate violence and attraction / compulsion to 

unforgivable behaviors are truly beyond the power of any 

vow or commitment or religious tablet to remedy - in this 

regard we are phucked. 

If, however, we have the good fortune to find those 

generous and potent souls that can assist us to relieve the 

terror and tremors of our traumas, we are blessed. 

Regrettably, that is some small, but welcome 

compensation for having survived events that traumatized 

us in the first place. 

If we can, if we're inspired, if we pursue the course with whatever modicum of humor and faith we may possess, it is possible that we can convert Post-traumatic stress disorder into; 

.......................Perfectly Transcendent Sonorous Delight...................... 

Despite what this may feel like sometimes, we are not just a gaggle of squawking complainers, we are a skein of Angels - Merry Christmas. 
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 Enlightenment is for those who insist on being something 

Is This Something? Really, are you something? Do you need This to be something or about something? Is it (are you) going somewhere? What's your ETA? Is it other than DOA? 

This brazen frivolity of sound and light and touch and smell and taste and all the phucking thinking that you do about it; is it something? Do you have a problem if one suggests to you that it is as much or maybe even more nothing than something? 

And just because we call it sound or light or some other miracle of textural bewilderment, is that what it is? What is light? Does Stephen Hawking know? No, he has no phucking idea what it is and neither does anyone else - and that includes you. 

All the meaning and imaginary causes/consequences of you being you in a world other than you, pining and scratching at the air for your fair share (or more than that) of insistent something-ness is more than horrible. 

Don't you agree? 

Once you stare down the imaginary world you have unintentionally and naively created from semantic structures, it recedes. The sovereignty of experiencing occurs anonymously and autonomously free from greedy and prideful interlopers like yourself so much so that it can set you completely free if you give it the slightest attention. 

You do not need to cultivate compassion or wisdom or anything having to do with how humans behave or characterize themselves. All the religions and spiritual helpers take you for a fool by educating you in their junk science - it is parasitic. 

If someone tells you they're enlightened, they're mistaken. So here's what you do; get them to loan you a crisp $20, and then avoid them for the rest of your life. They die in delusion and you die in debt, who wins? 
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 364 Days till Christmas - Rejoice! 

Thank God things spin more or less in place, in space. Despite what the physicists (or Ramakrishna for that matter) might say about an expanding universe, the nature of inflation, or Brahma Day and Brahma Night we are banking on the celestial fact that we'll be spinning day to night and night to day as we traverse a wide elliptical circle around the sun so that in roughly 363 days 14 hours 45 minutes and 15 seconds (from which "time stamp" this was written) we can rejoice in the anniversary of the birth of Jesus once again. 

I'm just gushing; the music, the shopping, the parking, the traffic, the stress, the food, the time off from work, the affection, the wrapping, all that wonderful clutter, the mass, and this deep gratitude for how we celebrate a seminal figure's self realization and freedom from accumulation and grasping. 

It's a miracle of retail I tell you, a miracle! 

I subscribe to a relatively obscure listserv from listserv.2ndcoming.god and I have it on good advice that the famed and long-awaited return of Christ has, until further notice, been indefinitely postponed. 

No problem, really, we'll just keep celebrating the first coming, over and over again. Thank God things spin more or less in place, in space. 
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 That This self-obscures does not have to be your problem 

It's not your fault that there is suffering, I mean this. The Buddhists and everyone else that condemn you by virtue of accusing you of having some responsibility for discontent and maladaptive behavior are all liars. All of them. 

Suffering is not caused by desire, that is total bullshit. Suffering is not the consequence of sin, original or otherwise, that is total bullshit. I could go on, of course, but we endeavor to stay clear of fatwas if at all possible. 

If you are even the slightest bit interested in your own dignity and trans-corporeal nature, it would behoove you to apply yourself to a simple investigation right where and when you are, as in right about now. 

Take a gander at the genesis of thought and identity and association and belief and persona structures and all feeling textures appearing in your experience right now. Are you doing them, any of them? 

Aren't they, as in "you" just appearing of their own accord at their own whim, swirling and gestating and suggesting strings of meaning and consequence and outcome only appearing to somatically stigmatize you as a disparate creature within a 

boundary field called body and 

isolating your experience as I and me 

and mine? Aren't they? 

Might you appreciate that this 

profound sense of self, condemned 

to a unique container being the 

product of birth isolated by virtue of 

thought and sensation is not the fact 

of you? It certainly isn't the boss of 

you. 

The miracle of being is not causal, 

you are not the down-stream 

excrement of the big-bang, there is 

no author or creator that presides 

over you, and you are not made of 

anything. 

Suffering is the hand maiden (or man servant) of Being self-obscuring as individuated consciousness belonging to the likes of you - that's all it is. I'm not saying This doesn't suck, of course it sucks - but maybe that is not your problem. 

This perfect unafflictable autonomy can be seen; the embedded (like a journalist in the midst of a war zone) magic of self observation has the cojones to see the sacred geometry of its own obscuration - and this view is capable of shifting your assemblage point (thank you Carlos) from being a proud and clever and victimized dumb-phuck poser to resting as Brahman, below no other. 

You are Brahman, below no other. Try it on for size, make it a New Year's resolution, talk to your friends about it, take the risk to find out what you are not - what you are is too strange for words. 
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 This is the bright, what else could it be? 



It may seem that there is some other place than here; some other experience, maybe even a spiritual one, than this one; and that you may find it some day if you are diligent and have your pineal gland activated by luminous orbs that congregate somewhere around Mount Shasta. 

Here's a useful hint that you may take with you into the New Year - there is nothing other than This, just as This is, right here and right now, though here and now are not exactly where and when you might expect them to be. 

All and everything that appears in you and as you are apparitional in nature - this doesn't imply that they are real or unreal, neither really matters. You can lead a horse to water, but you can't make him drink. 

Similarly, why would you try and quench your thirst at a mirage? 

The moment you presume to know or wish to know better or attempt to explain or control the 

apparitional nature of your present experience, you sign on to delusion. 

Smoke is being blown straight up your ass and you are taking deep inhalations in hopes that new shit will happen to a new you on some new day, the day you get enlightened - when it's the SOS all the way to the desert fountain, stand in line. There's plenty of sand for everyone. 

Consciousness is not nearly as creative as some may have you believe, though it is fractally effervescing all of This from nowhere with no author and no actual building blocks amounting to nothing at all. 

Still, in the midst of this mind numbing and heart liberating observation, consciousness does what it always does, what it has always done and most likely what it will always do - and that's pretty much what we have right here. 

If you think it sucks somehow, that may be because you're not looking closely enough. I am not suggesting you should go and do something about that - yikes, that would be a bummer. 

This is the bright, what else could it be? You are the bright, there is no escaping it. Happy New Year from the Night Sky Sangha. 
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 Experiencing is non-dual, the experiencer - well that's the buzz kill 

E.G.O., easy to spell, not so easy to understand, still harder to shake. 

Let's say that moment to moment experiencing is a constant flux of frustration and gratification. This trans-biologic cycle expresses throughout the entire bandwidth of reflective and expressive experience; it is sensory, somatic, cellular, emotive, and psychiatric, just to name a few. 

In fact we could say that the illusion of psychological time is the marking in memory of random events punctuated by the story told about the constant cycling of frustration and gratification, thus creating the imagined, contrary to real, sense of there being an experiencer. 

We take ourselves 

to be a solid 

destination as a 

person with a 

body and a mind 

and a history and a 

wardrobe (in the 

most broad sense) 

adorned with 

pleasant and 

unpleasant 

experiences - thus 

we are something 

to admire, 

something to be 

acknowledged, 

something 

combat-ready for 

control, something desirous, something aimed at success. 

This involuntary compendium of association and identification is accompanied by or presents as a nagging and enmeshed schizophrenia which drives us to suffer the indignity of dwelling in fantasy, driven to madness, as we deny reality and thus ourselves. 

A seeker is someone who, having suffered consciously from the first-hand observation of the failure of control, wants out. That's when the the tornado of lies and fabrications begins which fuels the multi-billion $ industry of 

"help me!" 

If you have put your money down, you know full well just how disappointing and disorienting the cults and realms of remedies and snake-oil salespersons are, and why is that? 

Well, it's simple, you can't fix a hallucination with more hallucination. Identifying with abstract hysteria as self will not be remedied by more or better abstract hysteria where you remain as the beneficiary of "winning!" 

Something else has to occur in the privacy of your experience in order for you to see and feel the unspoiled infinity of being as your own. 
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 There is no solution 

Were This something; were you human; were the universe the consequence of a bang (even a big one); were there circumstances and events that you could plan for, execute, and then enjoy or suffer; were you a durational and divisible object tethered to flesh and bone; were all these and more actually true - then maybe you might have a problem and some solution could be applied to it. But that's not what This is, so you don't and there isn't and you can't. 

I'm not trying to present as some crazed denier of human suffering or suggest that one follow a path of constant dissociative reflex, no. 

What I'm suggesting for a relatively few interested parties, that by good fortune of karmic unraveling can get down with your average primordial paradox; is that This heretical sacredness defies us to frame or hold dear in any way its origin, appearance, apparatus, consequence, volume, duration, direction, or even existence. 

That This assertively effervesces as a suggestive and hypnotic plasma of countless qualities and photonic (or smaller) impulses where no actual qualities can be found makes no sense - it will never make any sense. 

One's availability to consider this view is key. If you are a member of the Johnny Quest Consciousness Adventure Team (and I know that you are) then you have a natural affinity and interest in exploring the presence and nature of your own first hand trans-human experience. 

You're excited by the prospects that what you think you are is absolute bullshit, that no one really likes you (nor should they) or cares what you think, that in all endeavors you will fail miserably, and never amount to much or anything at all - and this revelation which may seem counter to your self-esteem sends you into spasms of uncontrollable bliss! 

It's good to have no solution, really really good. Begin your Quest today! 
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 Consciousness is self-beguiling, but with a little affection on your part - 

 she will set you free 

Consciousness, which is nothing at all and not worth agonizing over, can only do one thing - and that is self-obscure. 

Sure sure there are black holes, magnetars, orgasms, be-headings, Koch brothers, Salvia divinorum, Jed McKenna, and even the Yoga of Radiant Presence, but really, who the phuck cares? 

What's all that got to do with you, besides nothing? No matter what entertainments or unutterable human disgraces or cosmic displays you behold, still what are you interested in, what's your first love? 

Your experience of course, you are interested 

in your experience; in the magic of being, of 

sensorial and trans-sensorial splendor. That 

This is so, rocks you harder than standing in 

front of Led Zeppelin's Marshall stacks under 

the influence of PCP. You love this shit! You 

love your experience, you are a junkie! 

What you believe in is shit, you don't really 

care about what you believe in, that's so 

2014. And you care even less about what 

other people believe in, they can all phuck 

off. As long as you have some clothes, some 

shelter, some food, and a few extra bucks to 

see Night at the Museum you're chillin'. 

So what's really bothering you? I'll tell you 

what it is, it's you being on the receiving end 

of experiencing. It's you imagining that 

there's someone doing the experiencing, it's 

you grasping and grandstanding and thinking 

that This is about something, that you should 

amount to something, that you should enjoy yourself and deserve to, that you should hook up, get laid, be loved, see the world, change the world, protect the environment, commit to veganism or sustainability, overthrow the fascist conglomeratists, expose the NSA, expose yourself, be a supermom, or at the very least age gracefully. 

You see, all of the lamentable psycho-crap that you subscribe to actually has nothing at all to do with what you really are and what you really love. So you are doomed to be a self-torturing addictive recidivist schizophrenic seeker poser phucker dancing about with a fake smile on your face while denying yourself the simple dignity of Being. 

So let me ask you, and this because I love you, not laced with any enmity or accusation - are you done with yourself? 

When you're done with yourself, you effortlessly slip into Yes, and this Yes is all the grace and grease you need for Mother Jagadamba to release you from delusion. You want out, you're in luck, out is what This is. 
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 If there's only one "thing" there is no genesis 

Existence can be quite mesmerizing. Experiencing is curiously off the charts and just right now, right here, just this. 

If you are in the experience improvement business, then you are under the influence of existential mesmerization. 

If you care whether Adyashanti's Bell's palsy has to do with self-realization and bullshit like kundalini, purification, integration, shakti and the like - you are under the influence of existential mesmerization. 

Maggots pretty much munch on saints and sinners alike, maybe Jesus was the only one to avoid the maggot digestive tract - of all creatures great and small he just had a thing about maggots. We can forgive him that one small irritant, he certainly handled everything else with aplomb. And so he rose; it wasn't about everlasting life or a sign of our salvation, that's 

clearly bullshit - just look at 

us. He rose because he did 

not want to be consumed 

by maggots and God gave 

him a fist-bump on that 

issue. 

I bet all the maggots that 

went to the SAND 

conference are saying, "Let 

them eat cake, let us eat 

them!" 

So that leaves us with this 

radiant miracle to contend 

with all on our own. Is there 

really a pre-existent universe of a sufficiently cooled physical nature appearing in an incomprehensible volume called "known-universe" within which noumenon and phenomenon course and cascade with frenzied abandon so we can go on a yoga retreat or listen to Rick Archer drone on and on about what he thinks this is with monotone guests that claim multiple benefits from achieving self-realization? His gas station needs just one thing, according to my grandma Gussie - a match. 

Perhaps there is a perspective which eschews explanation, causal motivation, intentions and preferred consequences, fine points imposed on emptiness teachings, healing caves, or getting life to be right and the best it can be for the likes of me? 

You can readily see (if you wish to, that is) that representation and sacred effulgence and disdainful accusation are all trivial though compelling symptoms of the simple fact that experiencing is so - and stranger than that you cannot find anything other than the irrefutable confidence you possess that experiencing is so. 

For just a moment, if you have a spare one, make no claim. 

Make no claim about yourself, about the world, the cosmos, your suffering, your enlightenment, anything at all. 

And what do we have here? 

You see, it's that simple. If there's only one "thing" there is no genesis. Now you may go about your business. 
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 Thinking is an artifact of Being, it has nothing at all to do with reality, 

 not a damn thing 

Thinking cannot have any relationship with reality; thinking is merely a whirlpool of referential representation, kind of like a drunk tour guide telling you about shit that has already happened. 

Thinking has nothing to do with decision making; it can only, once again, offer shabby and neurotic commentary on the true driving force of how This / You function(s). 

Every moment is fully expressed and not as the undulation or repetition of a previously existent universe, no. The inclusive entirety of experiencing is actually brand new down to the sub-quark. The refresh rate is incomprehensible and the consciousness that thinks it is doing the perceiving and decision making and choosing is itself an ambient water-color painting appearing in locus-free space. 

These are not fanciful or ancient yogic secrets, these 

are secularly observable in your present experience. 

What the Buddha saw, you can see. If you want to 

phuck with Mara all night so you can exhaust his 

assaults and touch the earth just in time to be 

enlightened by morning, knock yourself out. 

By seeing feeling the shining plenitude of causeless 

being you wake up to the primacy of your own nature. 

Suffering and not suffering are not binding on what 

you are. What you thought was motivating you to 

become enlightened turns out to be trivial and 

uninteresting. 

As you get used to making no claim about what's not 

happening, you un-tether from belief and ideation and 

thinking - thus the engine of universe and realm 

creation that seduces you into smallness is no longer 

binding. 

You are as you have always been, unbound. 
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 Ascension Noir 

As soon as I entered Wang Fats I had a sudden spasm of prophetic nausea, like all the small stuff, the petty annoyances that stack up in your consciousness like so many song birds unheard, became crystal clear in an instant, a moment I could have done without. 

Some really weird shit was 

going down, something 

from a pod invasion movie 

that no one would 

understand since there was 

no one left but pod people 

and you knew it was best to 

keep the revelation to 

yourself. 

As soon as she walked in 

and flipped her tartan cape 

over an empty stool at the 

martini bar I had the instinct 

to rush out the back of the 

restaurant. Past the boiling 

wontons filled with faux foie 

gras, past the lemon chicken made with textured vegetable protein, back way back past the Pacojet station where an Asian kid wearing Google glass staring dreamily into some pornographic anime scene was whipping up frozen pineapple and maple grilled pecan tarts dusted with just the right amount of cayenne. No dairy, no animals - this was vegan epicure at its best and I could smell trouble with a capital T. 

I swear my body was telling me to run, but that's a dead giveaway around the Pod folk so you have to move slow, not spastic, just slow, like despite the fact that humanity is going down from a silent invasion and you are so terrified even your organic Cherry Lime Ricky can't soothe your fight or flight into submission; you have to play it nonplussed with a capital N. 

So I make my way through a vegan sea just to get a closer glimpse of her, and not just a glimpse, but the scent of her, and the feel of her scintillating shakti dancing off her pearlescent skin like some piezoelectric circular arc sparking invisibly to everyone, but me. 

God I wanted to touch her arm, or brush softly against her Blahnik pumps, anything to find out if she were still human or if she had gone Pod - like so many already had. 

I didn't want to think it, I didn't even want to think I was thinking it, but I had to ask, my mind would not let it go, this aching suspicion that the whole thing was a bad dream on a bad day in a bad way and my obsessions were not worth the price of admission. 

So I sit right down where she is sitting, and I say - "Hey, you had me before the door closed behind you. I've been to hell but I got a bad feeling that you know a darker place and I'm about to find out what it is. So tell me, before you rip what's left of me to shreds, are you real or just blowing smoke in my face?" 
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 The two hidden Noble Truths 

Under threat of expulsion and excommunication from the Sangha by Buddhist Scholars I have decided to share with you, my loyal readers, the 5th and 6th Noble Truths in the hopes that you will make swift progress toward your goal. 

These two extra Noble Truths are not found in the Pāli Canon or doctrinal writings of lineage holding Buddhist Masters - they are part of the secret verbal tradition carried on for these more than two millennia which only a very few Arhants are permitted to hear and transmit. 

I am no Arhant, so I am not making any claim about myself or what I may have attained, fortunately I have attained to nothing so I have nothing of value to report to you. But I did overhear some accomplished Tibetan monks make reference to these secret teachings while attending a recent showing of Inherent Vice. 

They said, and I quote, "upon the remarkable discovery that the first Four of the Six Noble truths fail to produce any meaningful results including of course the rigorous cultivation and total failure of the 8-Fold Path, one is free to commit to the secret 5th and 6th Truths." 

5th Noble Truth - Gossip at will. 

6th Noble Truth - The entire human species is made from scrapple; which suggests that you are free to be yourself and relax completely from becoming something sacred. Not happening. 
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 Some transcription notes 

A Sangha member offered some transcription from our talk last Tuesday - thought you might enjoy the musings. 

"Hey Night Sky Sangha Guy, this was really good shit. Glad I listened to these parts again. Thank you. Here's some transcribing with some grammatical adaptation and editing of my favorite parts." 

_________________________________________________ 

It’s very easy to be seduced into thinking that the presence of experiencing has something to do with being human and that cultivated human behavior is worth striving for. 

In each moment, were there any, you can sniff out a certain texture of freedom, and that freedom is that you don’t have to frame your present experience through familiar representation. You don’t have to tangle with yourself as a human having human problems or trying to unravel your experience in a palatable way. You’re really free from representation. That’s the fact of it. 

The habit of self-condemnation is associated with the psychological imposition of placing your present experience in some kind of believable, palatable human context. So, whatever human context you may create from moment to moment is arbitrary and absolutely false. It’s a contrivance. And that’s suffering. Samsara is that your unadulterated, free floating, liberated awareness glues itself to a contrivance of self as human through human psychiatric emotional and sentimental filters. That’s the suffering. And that’s before unpleasant circumstances and events. This power of contrivance is effortless, intimate, faster than fast, and by it’s nature believable. That’s how/why it’s so seductive. 

As you see it, as you sense and see universe creation or contrivance appearing in your present experience as the imposition of reference you can also discover that which is present in your experience which is free from that affliction. Both free from the affliction and free from the consequence of it. That’s one way you break the habit of human meme. As you become acquainted with your present experience not running through a filtration algorithm 

- if you don’t place your present experience through an encoder and decoder - you can see firsthand that your nature is unafflicted. 

It’s not a matter of attaining to something as fanciful as self-realization. To suggest something more accurate: you can actually see with your own eyes, free from any demonstrative catharsis, that your present nature is unafflicted and unafflictable. What we call the human frame of reference - space, time and behavior - is just an artificial contrivance. And so our job, or our glee, or hard work is to get accustomed to it. And this transmutation occurs within your own autonomy. Not from the outside, not from a teacher, not from a drug, not from a sunset. 

You find out that your own present nature is unafflicted and unafflictable, and you get used to it. 

Enjoy depthful glimpses into obscuration. That kind of affection or process, depthful insight or depthful journeying into the nature of obscuration, releases one from contrivance. As we hang out in a greater field of coherence the lusciousness of that coherence can contribute to the buoyancy or untethering from contrivance. That’s not a premeditation. It’s just an observation on how this unfolds organically. It's the present appreciation that one has no agency and that this is not about anything. 



  

162

 Desperately Seeking Adyashanti 

The sacred beauty and noble effort of a life's journey to Awake has been despoiled and commoditized by the likes of many contemporary snake oil salespersons (enlightened though they may be) that have become self-inflated and self-infatuated with their own archetypal and morphically resonant image. 

This lamentable idolatry on the part of the teacher and of course the always hungering student body is exactly what happened to the Jews after they left Egypt for better days ahead. Yes, yes, they eventually gave up the false idols for the tablets, but as you may have noticed, the tablets turned out to be just another cleverly hidden form of idol worship - the Ten Commandments did not set the Jews (or anyone else for that matter) free. 

The Catholic church figured it was off the hook since there is no commandment that says thou shalt not covet or cavort with (against their will or even with consent) your congregations' children, 'nuff said. 

In today's enlightenment industry the unsuspecting aspirant volunteers to be inoculated by a banal and trivial come-on prepared by expert neuro-linguistically trained copy writers who seduce you by way of subliminal accusation that you are in need of "The Way of Liberating Insight: Embodying Spiritual Truth, Love, and Wisdom in Daily Life" - Adyashanti's most recent tear sheet from hell. 

And this outrageous bullshit is spun, not just by him, but by other celebrity-driven business persons like Bentinho Massaro and his Trinfinity Academy, Ken Wilbur's Integral Life Practice - don't get me started, this is how our innate commercialization infects and corrodes the sublimity of your life. 

Here's Adya's pitch, only $350 per seat - no personal attention, it's all generic and rote. 

"The Three Pillars of Enlightened Living: 

Delve deeper into your spiritual journey than ever before with the help of Adyashanti’s teachings and our collective intention. Over the course of 16 weeks, we will focus on achieving liberating insight into the three pillars of enlightened living: 

• Fundamental Insight into the nature of reality. 

• Emotional Insight into true emotional maturity and integration. 

• Embodiment Insight, which illuminates the daily living and functioning of enlightened wisdom and love." 

As if this Tony Robbins-esque fantasy laden gibberish isn't enough to make you suspicious about transferring your hard earned wealth into the hands of the Zen Master, Adya (aka Steven Gray) has the obnoxious audacity to further suggest that: 

"This does not happen by magic; we must intentionally and willingly shine the light of insight into the murky world of our emotional lives so that they become integrated into our deepest moments of realization." 

Now you're hooked, now you're phucked into an iatrogenic miasma of unbearable discontent because Adyashanti possesses wisdom, compassion, insight, accomplishment, and financial security, and therefore has the right to both diagnose you and then sell you his tailor made one-size-fits-all remedy for your crappy and ungrateful existence. 

Friends, what few I have left, Awake is not about you or your hunger for materialized life-centric spiritual fulfillment, that road will drown you in confusion and further sorrow. 

163



Contrary to Adya's exhortation about intention and will - all occurs magically always, feeling this is sufficient for your purposes. No value will inure to you as the result of spiritual or emotional or embodied adornment. 
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 The Staples Way to Awake 

Suffering is the inevitable consequence of the presumption of you're being a discretely appearing consciousness inhabiting a body, host to a mind, instilled with the dubious gift of free will, traversing a volume subject to the laws of space and time. 

Any remedy or amelioration that you seek or cultivate to improve upon the rotten mistake that you have made will fail and fail miserably. The teacher phuckers will not tell you this simple fact because then you will not agree to pay them any more for their services. 

There are only two things in Duality, itself a myth. Disembodied fascination to which nuanced apparitional elements cascade into view with a ferocity that is immeasurable. This is so miraculous a permutation of nothing at all that we have become entirely desensitized to the overwhelming revelation of it. 

There is only one thing, amounting to no thing in Non-Duality, itself a myth. The discovery that disembodied fascination and nuanced apparitional elements are one and the same releases you entirely from the myth of disparate existence. 

How this plays out in the libidinal imaginarium of what you call your life is its problem, not your problem. 

These are the keys to the kingdom, freely given. That was Easy! 

If you insist on paying someone for something then take the $350 you were going to give Adyashanti, split it into 70 $5 bills and hand those out randomly to the homeless in urban areas near you. 

I guarantee you and they will be better off than lining Adyahsanti's pockets with cash to sell you a bunch of lies about yourself. 
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 Bullshit Talks, Truth Walks 

The inner circle of secret Sufis the world over (of which you may be a part) has always been hidden in plain sight. 

Just like Awake can appear to be other than it is and bedazzle you with the repugnant accusation of person hood and emotive proclivities, still what This already is is Awake - even though most primates have no interest in it or mistake it and themselves as something else. 

This is why so many spiritual racketeers can proliferate like swarms of cockroaches inundating a dark room; they prey on your mistaken identity and remorse to slip you the mickey of enlightenment as a remedy for your self-loathing and seething disappointment with what life has given you. They entrain you in just another cult of persona and foment dependency relationships because you need them to make sense of the world. 

And they win, pretty much each time, because your room is dark and you're a sitting duck for relief and you will gladly sign up for their web course so you can, in a few short weeks or months or I shudder to think, years - 

become enlightened and never look back on suffering ever the phuck again. 

Each of these Mahatmas looks good, sounds good, probably smells good, never fart in public, and are keenly capable of delivering you from yourself, not to yourself, for a fee. 

This curious observation can be seen over and over again, Bullshit Talks, Truth Walks - unless you place a different demand on the caliber and depth of what you wish to find. 

Sure, sure, every teacher and student and exchange of money, or in some cases seminal fluid, exemplify a bridge of sorts from ignorance to not-ignorance and your life is the shit no matter how long it may suck. I get that. 

I simply enjoy the lost art of yelling, "Naked Emperor, Naked Emperor" when I see this shit go down. All the best to you and your appointment with the secret Sufis lurking and loitering about at a greasy spoon near you, should you wish to get on that train. 



  

166



 Becoming is not very becoming 

The instant you occupy your present experience you're entrapped by a Svengali-esque hypnotic trance of belief and outcome, of psychological and geological time being one and the same, of having a future not yet arrived, and being ill prepared for it, or wanting it to have some deliverable that you can enjoy. 

You see, the systemic restlessness that you mistakenly call yourself suffers from a constantly overcast sky that is felt as the angst of becoming. It's a chicken and egg thing; do you suffer from becoming on account of the presumption of self, or do you suffer from self on account of becoming, is it both, neither, both and, neither nor? 

What do you do with the nagging confidence, that you can't even remember committing to, which places you in the center of your experience as someone who matters? 

If you give the slightest attention to the concomitant improvisational and non-repetitive presentation and simultaneous, as in occurring as exactly the same thing and at the same time, evaporation of what may have just happened - then you have no phucking choice but to be absolutely entranced by the beatitude of fascination and apparition revealed as one and the same, with no disparate identity getting in the way to spoil the view. 

Why waste a precious birth seethingly insisting your view of reality is what reality is? 
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 Does the Truth need to be true? 

An email exchange with a fellow inmate follows. 

Inmate: 

I realized that, once again, or maybe for the first time again, what a daunting conundrum associating with mind is. 

If, allegorically, I consider my association with it over the past 61 years, I'd say I've been used as a cheap phuck friend; carried, enticed and mortified through this facade of independent creation. 

Part of this disguise of emotional feeling and expression tricks me into thinking that there is a way "out" of the samsara roller coaster - it says happiness, cheerfulness is better. Of course it has its upside, and also its demands for pleasure seeking and attention. But I see I've been sold a fake bill of goods here. I see how I am trapped in a kind of mind created torture chamber. 

And yet, there are glimpses of ordinary settling and beauty beyond words which seem so phucking hard to reach most of the time. Try or don't try. Turn my back on it or not, it doesn't make a difference. 

So, the magic is not always apparent - at least to this one here. 

I share this with you and still find a sense of being lost. 

NSS: 

It’s a simple puzzle. We’re interested in ourselves, naturally, but we’re interested through the filter of “I know what this is and therefore I know what experience I am having right now!” That happens to be a lie, a big fat one. 

So how might we discover the keen trick to be interested, available, fascinated, and attentive – without the banal presumption that I know what this is or what I am experiencing? 

You see? The cluster-phuck is the habit, which is defensive and presumptuous, of thinking that we can be, should be, and are indeed in control of our present experience through knowledge or sentiment or self-reflection – all of which are conditioned and arbitrary and patently false. 

You can only come to the conclusions you come to through some conviction – as if you know what this is and how you are feeling about it and yourself. But the fact is that you can’t have any genuine confidence about anything conceived or asserted or presumed to be what’s true to the exclusion of everything else that may be and perhaps is true. 

Once you put your foot down, or take delivery, or touch this with the force of one’s heretical and anecdotally hysterical mind – you are framed by your own beliefs and you think that something is wrong with you and with this – it is imagined. 

This force of imagination seems to be a constant and inescapable companion, but it’s not. You remain unafflicted even in the midst of one’s sorrowful and always disappointing lamentations about what’s present. 

This is not about anything, so you don’t have to come to knowledge or even good cheer in the face of present experience – it’s the pressure of belief which gets us down, not the content. Once we stop associating with belief, slowly and gradually and all at once, we can longer frame ourselves as a consequential entity – we are unbounded fascination in which all occurs and about which we have no particular interest. 

Inmate: 

I don't know if there's a medical term for this, but it reminds me of when I'm asleep and having an unpleasant 168

dream. At some point in the dream I realize I'm in a dream and find some way to wake myself up out of the dream. I wake up and usually feel glad that got out of it. 

But I guess you're suggesting that even when I seem to be awake nothing is really true. 

NSS: 

If there is a True, it’s the observation of a non-causal and inconsequential fractal simultaneity that doesn’t convey anything or any meaning other than itself is so. If one is a disappointed and restlessly driven human, that is just an inconvenient mask imposed upon the transcendent nature of what is so. 

That This is in the way that it is, is true, but that’s not really saying much. The pursuit of meaning and conveyance and substantiation of self in space time are all myth – Samsara. And where is this lamentable Samsara occurring, well phuck me, right here in Nirvana! 
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 When you realize you're not from around here, everything is on cue!" 

We don't typically see the pernicious and devastating affects and effects of the presumption that we know where we are and what's happening right now. 

We become habituated to the lazy and somnambulistic view that we are occupying a familiar place as our familiar selves and so ignore the fountain of serendipitous beatitude that is bathing us non-stop in novelty and wonder. 

In a word, we think we are from around here. Our home is familiar, our belongings are familiar, our routes to work and shopping and various liaisons are familiar and we can't shake the nagging boredom and seeming repetition of our mental and emotional and culinary routines. 

When Dorothy landed in Oz and realized, without a shadow of a doubt, that she wasn't from around there she says to her dog, "Toto, I've a feeling we're not in Kansas any more." That was the liberating moment. With that single revelation everything that happened next was magical, miraculous, dangerous, exhilarating, peppered with new friends and incredible journeys - and all appeared as if on cue. 

Dorothy was Livin' La Vida Loca under mystically roiling skies blackened by flying monkeys dressed like bell-caps from the Hanuman Hilton. Did she having it going on or what? 

If once you become conscious that you're not from around here, never were, and never can be; the intimate and immersive nature of your own radiant fascination with infinity will set you free. 
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 Ascension Noir 

"Shelagh's my name, Shelagh Bardain. I was born in a winter shattered barn by a forgotten river, daughter to a 15 

year old mother, whom I never really met postpartum. Her uncle Seamus, my father, whisked me away from her with a still bleeding navel string cut by the rusty paring knife he kept in his boot that had probably found its way into the gut of many a drunken Irishman, and put me on a freighter bound for this forsaken place obviously so I could meet you." 

I could not think, I wanted more, more of her dark eyes, her transcendent secrets. I was entranced by a strange brew, an entangled and breathtaking bardo of eros, agape, and lust so consuming that the swift and vague thought of losing her was unbearable, worse than oblivion. 

She put her lips to her ginger glazed 45 year aged Caledonian whiskey highball as if kissing an old lover who might get lucky once again and raised her satin gloved left arm as if to slap my incoherent face, but landed it softly on my cheek, where it stayed for what felt like forever. 

I was falling into her eyes and it wouldn't stop, engulfed by her rainbow body, alive beyond measure with every mitochondrial Krebs explosion of every cell I had, sucking the sunlight out of the glucose coursing through miles of single file arterial capillaries that celebrate the miracle of photosynthesis with the Brahmanic Hail Mary certainty of "I am That I am." 

She wasn't just the reason I was alive, she was the source of it, the beej mantra of all creation, but I didn't dare love her as myself like a wise and liberated yogi might. No, the blissful threat of belonging to her was better than some cheap Nirvikalpa samādhi you could pick up in a plastic bottle at the Pic-N-Pac Liquors on the corner of Fairmount and San Pablo. 

"Shelagh Bardain", I muttered with what little breath I had left. "If there's any chance you're still packing that fish knife of your dad's, would it be asking too much if you would kindly plunge it into my heart?" 
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 Your sovereignty is not just over the next crest 

Reality is a suppository, just where do you think you're going to get enlightened? At some point you just stop bending spoons and cavorting with orbs and healers because no one has anything for you. 

There is no knowledge or holy place worth coveting, no demonstrative or peak experience worth seeking, no clever incantations to cast, or mindfulness to occupy as a sanguine stream enterer - all of this profuse superstition is there for your amusement or most notably, your beguilement. 

Before you head out on your grand adventure for greener pastures you might take a moment to see that there are no moments. If you dare peer deeply into the phantasm of pattern recognition and the realms it implies including the myth of your consciousness as a disparate bird blind from which you stare into a world outside yourself; you may stumble into a rapturous void completely exonerated from the idea that you are a human having a spiritual experience or even a spirit having a human experience - you are neither. 

In this and every transparent whisper of the sirens of time, you have never been other than yourself. With your kind indulgence, permit me to take the dust of your lotus feet? 
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 Imagine 

For as long as you harbor the imagination that somewhere else could possibly be better than where this is, you remain elsewhere than here. 

And if, by chance, you're looking for liberation, that can only be found here, so you may be in a bit of a quandary. 

Still, just because one can be clever with words from time to time, seeing all those emaciated corpses stacked to the sky as the Allies liberated the victims of Nazi Germany (70th anniversary of the liberation of Auschwitz) it offers pause for glib references to the nature of reality. 

Trans-human inferences about awakening seem so contrite if not downright rude and dismissive in the face of our profound capacities for intra-species and inter-species brutality. 

Just how could it be that a realm celebrating such desperate and cavalier orchestrations of genocidal death and mayhem occupies the same reality as unspeakable sublimity? 

Maybe there is a bridge between the loathsome fear that racks the species and some place where forgiveness is spoken? Maybe it is all a ruse? 

To try and reconcile the immensity of all that This is from a standard referred to as human, might turn out to be impossible. Still, in the midst of this impossibility, we can give what affection we have left for the discovery of something which bridges the worlds and yet, cannot be bridged. 
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 If freedom is nothing but a dependency relationship with suffering and 

 the end of suffering, good luck! 

What might you wish to be free from; yourself, your circumstances, your boss your parent your partner your debt your fear your illness? 

After you successfully disentangle yourself from the aching 

disappointment du jour will you have arrived at your destination 

or is it possible you'll encounter yet more personal inventory to 

lament over? 

The Buddha made a very big mistake, and it's likely you're still 

suffering from it. He dedicated his teachings to suffering and the 

end of suffering, but why the phuck do that when suffering and 

the end of suffering have nothing at all to do with reality, with 

what This actually is and what You actually are, or are not, if you 

like the negative view? 

Does it ever occur to you that nothing at all is happening and it 

sure isn't happening to you? Can you find a place or a feeling, a 

revelation perhaps, where This is shining just as it does, but it 

doesn't convey any agency or genesis or consequence that 

involves you? 

Freedom cannot be a dependency relationship with suffering and 

not suffering, that is so much superstitious bullshit from so many 

millennia of crappy if not exotic religious and spiritual fancy drowning you in the myth of accusation and remedy - 

and for whom, and about what exactly? 

Before there can be this pride in suffering and not suffering you have to take a position; as a creature, a consciousness, a disparate packet of durable information with the mythic powers of concentration and focus and choice and discrimination, operating willfully with your hands on the steering wheel of what you call your life and just what you're going to do with and about it, swinging from tree to tree on a path to wellness and enlightenment! 

Is it possible that the confidence you place in the impersonal startlement of this impossible shining is counterfeit? 

What if you were never actually congealed as a singularity of conscious contact operating with free will in a universe that exists and appears outside yourself? 

What if the proof for suffering and not suffering is thrown out of the courtroom and your whole case was built on illegally obtained evidence? The DA is going to be really pissed at you and the defendant is going to walk free, once again, to inflame yet another seeker-phucker into thinking that there are remedies for just how crappy I feel, nearly all the time! 

What if freedom is not someone or something being free from some other thing? What if your present nature is not conditional or conditioned? Once your journey is no longer punctuated by the idea that you have somewhere to be other than here, no longer motivated by your wish to be a non-suffering human - you're in trouble. 

174



 Does your sincere hope for liberation look like freedom within 

 consciousness or freedom from consciousness? 

Let's say we have at our disposal a few curious if not wonderful gifts. These are unearned, they flow profusely unabatedly involuntarily remarkably urgently unpredictably weirdly insistently; we cannot escape them. 

Despite what you think is happening or not happening and whether it is useful to you or not - you are living in and as a bliss field of unutterable grace. Even on your bad days. 

Even in the worst of your dark night, I'm phucked, couldn't get any worse, I hope Jesus is listening moments - isn't the living of your life so compelling that you're still here? 

So far, at least, you haven't been successful in turning out the lights on your suffering and yourself, so there has to be some interest and affection still present for you to persist, yes? 

Seekers, once they've been 

bitten and smitten with the 

scent of liberation, usually 

apply themselves to the 

mitigation of that which sucks; 

namely their idea and 

experience of their own 

circumstances. 

So naturally we idealize 

liberation to be the end of my 

personal suffering; hoping for 

an event that conveys non-stop 

bliss or universal knowledge, 

the keys to the Akashic record, 

powers of miracle 

performance, invulnerability, 

maybe compassion if you're 

into that sort of thing, angelic 

visitation (except when I'm watching porn), cool stuff, endless patience, devotees even, international travel, lucrative book deals, correspondence courses, adoration, adulation, financial security, hopefully backstage passes to the Grateful Dead reunion in July. 

We can't help but to hope that liberation occurs within consciousness because we presume we are the consequence of consciousness, the owners of consciousness, the victims of consciousness, the source of consciousness - we ain't got nothing else to depend on. 

That's how the celebrated and frequently psychopathic enlightenment teachers hook you - they appeal to your displeasure with and confidence in the hallucination that you are the product of consciousness. 

You're not. 
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 Ascension Noir 

Shelagh removed her hand from my face and pulled what looked like a phat Quaalude from her rhinestone crusted black hemp purse embroidered in platinum thread with the words "Jerry died for our sins", and placed it on the bar in slow motion. 

She held my gaze with no discernible emotion or need, one of the reasons I was so enthralled with her Escher-like aura that would change dimensions on a dime so you actually never knew where you were, let alone with her. 

With swift and deliberate intent she pulverized that white pill of delirious delight under her glass, swept the white crystalline powder into her hand, lifted it to her mouth and blew it in my face. 

That was the last time I saw her. 

I came to slumped over the wheel of my rusted eggplant '98 Voyager startled awake by the roar of the 11:20 

Amtrak heading to Sacramento in the parking lot of a cavernous Chat House called Viks that filled up so fast at lunch the line would wrap itself around itself like a flared hooded cobra about to strike. 

I was there to meet Ulrich Roachman, a friend of a friend who traveled in those Neem Karoli Baba circles of dehydrated hippies that dotted the breast shaped hills of the Marin Headlands, some of whom MTM, he promised he could hook me up with some bitchin' RSO brewed by medical connoisseurs from Santa Cruz to treat my chronic back pain. At least that's what I told myself. 

I jumped out of the Van and joined the queue. Roachman said he'd be there sometime around lunch, I'd recognize him easily standing at 6'6" and wearing a bright red fedora so saturated with shakti it could incite a bull at 50 

yards. 

I made my way to the counter and studied the menu hoping to find my favorite, and 'Yes!', there it was, Lamb Biryani, bone in, with mint Raita and a side of Ras Malai. 

For a moment I knew joy, just a moment, but still. 
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 AM-ness is real, DO-ness is not 

One never tires of what's real, one always tires of what's not. 

When we are suffering, it is always a symptom of what's not real. We suffer from the second hand creation of / 

reaction to our mental strategies and accuse everything and everyone else of being the reason we are bored, apprehensive, angry, frightened, and downright disappointed in the miracle of ourselves. 

AM-ness is the intimate recognition (as in the non-dual shining and profusion of oneself) of what's real and actual and present and benevolently mutagenic and irrefutable as perfectly and unobstructedly awake. 

DO-ness is the realm of ideas and representation where the self-rejecting curmudgeon lives in a citadel made of beliefs and superstitions whipped into a frenzy of me in time, condemned to a body and the bane of insufficiency. 

Once we appreciate that DO-ness cannot be resolved or mediated by improvement or contemplation or knowledge or vows or hallucinogens - we naturally withdraw from these endeavors or at least make no demands upon them for our fulfillment. 

AM-ness is already fulfilled beyond measure. Even the most sublime and demonstrative nirvikalpa or savikalpa samadhis characterized by rigor-mortise, spontaneous mudras, third-eye rolling, kundalini spasm, bliss, honey on the tongue, and Om chanted loudly in one's ear - though delightful and a sight to behold, are arguably non-essential. 

Our journey then, as a species, one might assert; is the discovery of AM-ness as the primacy of oneself. The DO-ness can and will continue on its merry course like a cosmic and sonorous a cappella group wailing late night Doo-wop under a street lamp; but the fact of you needs no introduction or instruction. 

You've just gotta lean into it. 
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 Ascension Noir 

A good meal is a good meal and no one should scoff at a good meal. 

Still, after sucking the last bit of bone marrow from my lamb feast, I found myself plagued by some furtive and chronic existential disappointment with my life and my purpose and the absence of any true commitment on my part to amount to anything more than a wandering consumer of trivial pursuits and appetites posing as some sensitive new age guy aiming for enlightenment in a hot Bikram yoga class in hopes of scoring some points with a spandex draped yoni for occasional and non-committal sensual delights. 

I liked to think of myself as lonely; not so much as a hungry ghost of a shell of a man suffering from a pernicious and self-loathing codependency addiction stalking prey who were in as much of a panic as I was. I tried therapy, but ended up yet again, in a compromised liaison with my therapist, an Asian Irish blend that sipped cold saki from a hip flask during our sessions, who wanted it to continue on the basis of my making progress with my mother issues attributable to her keen skills of projection and transference. I wasn't convinced. 

Roachman's towering shadow appears at my table as he plunks down 12 syringes of the good stuff wrapped in an odorless zip-lock on the table and says, "I knew it was you from your description and the fact that you're the only guy wearing an Eagles jacket in fucking Berkeley." 

I look up at his red hat radiating some potent power of ascended masters since departed and have one of those instant visions of a crore of gopis spooning naked under the Bengali sun while caressing a cow sized lingam with ghee. I have always loved those. 

Before I can speak he says, "I'm Ulrich, nice to meet you. The medicine is $600. Hey, I'm going over to Marin later for a kirtan concert to see Swarupa Ramirez and Fen Weinstock get soused with prem - their band is so tight they make the Divine Mother their bitch. She sings like an angel and he wails on the tablas, give me a lift?" 

I hand Roachman a crumbled pile of bills and stealthfully sweep the magic green RSO oil into my empty neoprene iPad cover, the one I had custom printed with the name of Ram. "No thanks Ulrich," I confess, "Honestly, I'm not feeling all that worthy these days to chant God's name, maybe next lifetime." 
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 It takes a Village 

Let's say a young woman destined for a conservative DC institution of higher education to become a player in the political arena takes LSD with a friend either recreationally or for committed spiritual purposes and gets whacked right across the face with a dose of absolutely disruptive reality so big it smashes the shit out of her world view and renders her speechless with the palpable wonder of it all. 

Now what? 

Once you see through the pernicious and nefariously devised instrumentation with which the entire social, political, religious, financial, academic, industrial, armed services, entertainment, and 1/10th of the 1% cabals give you as opportunities for personal growth and harvestable consumerism - where do you turn? 

How the phuck does an intelligent and vital young person function in this self-loathing sickness of an over-procreating antibiotic infused psychic meat farm we call society after they've seen Paree? 

Who's gonna help them navigate the impossible challenges and vicissitudes of dignity, revelation, self-worth, transcendence, devotion, and employment? How did any of us make it this far? 

The profound vacuum power of immersive revelation does indeed wipe your slate clean; a trans-human view, it turns out, is not a psychotic break - it is a wild and untamable sacrament that has no bridge to what we call practicality. 

At this stage, if and when it comes to you, the path and the actualization are not separable and one can only 

"trust' that however it goes, it goes. 

Someday maybe, the species will learn to raise its own as light beings. Until then, I hope you find a tribe that honors who and what you are. 
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 Consciousness drowns you in love 

Consciousness drowns you in love, that's why it is near impossible to wake up. 

You might think that you are the captain of your mind, your discernment, your careful consideration of all relevant factors, your choices, how you navigate your life for optimal enjoyment and profit. Your consciousness obeys you by way of choice and right action, right? 

If, by some cosmic accident, you have afflictive thoughts or impulses it is easy for you to discard these pesky little annoyances by exercising your will power and prodigious powers of choice so you can fling them off your broad and focused shoulders and get on with your magical day, right? 

People never annoy you, no one can fool you, your body-mass index is ideal and you're under 12% fat, dogs like you, Scientologists shun you as a Suppressive Person (a good thing), your broker seeks your investment advice, you only pick up every 3rd or 4th call, you work The Work, you glide purposefully and unharmed through the labyrinthine morass of mystical gnosis appearing at your behest and grateful for your kind powers of co-creation. 

You have opinions (only the most compassionate and relevant), you have knowledge and truly beneficent aspirations for whirled peas; bees salute you, monarchs await your remedy for their fast approaching appointment with extinction, everything and everyone is counting on you to hit the world stage with a new and improved approach to eradicating samsara with a vaccine that everyone should be legally compelled to take. 

Consciousness drowns you in an ever blooming cacophonous cornucopia of sense streams and intimate memes expressing as thought and feeling so holographically and fractally fantastic that it is impossible for you to see that all This is being dreamed from nowhere owing to no one amounting to nothing and never going anywhere but here. 

One only wakes up by invitation, check the mail. 
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 It's Déjà Vu for the first time 

You may have noticed that experiencing is never of anything other than itself. 

Sure, one's ever changing kaleidoscope of sensation and psychic orientation as thought and feeling and choice making seem to suggest that "I" am the experiencer of experiencing and "I" am the captain of what "I" do and why "I" do it, but that is a fictitious load of crap. 

What we hold dear as ourselves is an arbitrary and conditioned projection of fractured beliefs and ideas, and those are not actual. They are merely referential. 

This "I" is of the nature of imagination and it cleaves to a durable sense of disparate identity all the while its face is melting right off the bone with each and every exploding moment of improvisational WTF. 

Experiencing arrives on cue, involuntarily, ambiguously, wildly fluctuating, impossible to inhabit, impossible to control, swirling and dancing up to the heavens and down to the quark, ecstatic with itself, unconcerned with the plight and spiritual practices of its primate minions. 

Experiencing is always Déjà Vu for the first time. 
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 Ascension Noir 

After polishing off my fourth cup of Viks Chai, each infused with 4 slap packs of that bhastrika head rush coarse brown natural sugar, I excuse myself and head for the restrooms, hardly noticing that my gait is a bit wobbly from the purple kush I vaped in the van before lunch and find myself standing before and pissing in a waterless urinal when a wave of jamais vu slaps me upside the head and I have no phucking idea where I am or how I got there - 

only the nauseating conviction that "I Am That" remains, without any reliable evidence. 

I can't say how long I was standing there for because I forgot that the urinal was waterless and I was waiting, can't say why, for the auto flush to kick in and wash my incriminating high THC chai colored piss into the San Francisco Bay, like forever. 

Someone knocks firmly though politely on the restroom door and I zip my pants, splash some water on my face and hands, and walk back to my table only to find that Roachman has split and my Eagles jacket is gone. No big deal, I was more a fan of the leather than the team; shit, the jacket was in the van when I bought it at one of those tent sale impounded vehicle auctions just over the hills in El Sobrante. A place you only visit once in a lifetime. 

I grab my iPad pouch, which Roachman kindly left behind, and head for the exit from that unbearably loud bright chatty Indian cafeteria when, as if on cue from some Hare Krishna wormhole I'd rather not go through, I am startled frozen as the loudspeaker system that alerts customers that their order is ready bellows out the name 

"Sukadev, Sukadev Goswami, your order's up." 
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 You're not going anywhere but what you are 

Is your mind arising in your mind? 

Is your brain responsible for your mind, is your mind responsible for your consciousness, is it thought that is thinking; just who or what is the watcher or knower of the fact of your sensorial and didactic and cosmic experience? 

That there is an arising as a field of perception felt irrefutably appearing as a receiving subject of oh so many objects flooding into or onto the sense plenums accompanied by the light of presence and feeling and thought that can never actually rest in or occupy the same moment or the same spot as all and everything evaporates entirely while never seeming to go away - does not license you to be someone. 

It's the someone that generates all the turmoil and regret and fear and control and aspiration to stop suffering so goddam much. It's the someone wearing a bio-luminescent bliss sheath imagined to be a decider and a chooser and a controller and a co-creator of banal and trivial circumstances and events that depresses us so much. 

Unrepentant chaos is flooding your experience with wild abandon inviting you non-stop to drop the guile of taking yourself as someone, and our most egregious hubris is to say "No thanks, I'm busy". 

No matter how you may writhe your way away from yourself, it won't work. Your liberation has you by the short hairs, you're not going anywhere but what you are. 
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 As long as you remain loyal to experiencing, existential disappointment 

 is your constant companion 

You like your life, you love being a recipient of experiencing. More to the point, you love being experiencing. 

Whether lost in some unnoticed daydreaming morass of über psycho what's-not-happening or enjoying the bliss of a good cup of Joe staring empty-minded into an orange sunset - you are the shit! 

It's your party and you'll cry if you want to (Leslie Gore passed yesterday), and why not? You see, the urgency a seeker has for some foolish notion of enlightenment is really a wish to ameliorate or end forever, one's existential disappointment and we idealize this desire as becoming enlightened - as if it is something that will benefit us somehow. 

You see all these happy shining accomplished faces of awakened bliss plastered all over the world wide weep selling their solutions for your unshakable angst and the sorrow of one's circumstances only gets worse. 

Well phuck them, they have nothing for you but a pitch for your cash and your devotion; they want to turn the miracle of you into a bankable annuity for them. J. Krishnamurti referred to them as racketeers. 

Enough about them, more about you. If you are really interested in what awake may portend, you must peel away all of the symptoms that you imagine define you until you find that no symptom defines you. 

As you patiently stir and evaporate the ideas of your life (at just the right temperature) into a homeopathic reduction sauce where nothing but vibratory implication remains, even consciousness cannot harm you and your restless insistence that experiencing be something other than what it is disappears from view. 





184



 What exactly do we want from our liberation? 

We clamor pursue and queue, sometimes with reckless abandon, to place ourselves in the best possible position to get the most from the teacher, the teaching, the next best thing, and the newest non-dualism or peacock feather bestowed Śaktipāta on the block. Our appetite for recognition and spiritual success knows no limits. 

If you dare consider all the promises that have been made, and all the saintly diviners that have walked this marvelous earth strutting their enlightened stuff, and all the self-righteous moralistic bullshit written on the walls of caves, carved into stone, inked onto mass printed tomes of irresponsible propaganda, and distributed in pamphlets and books and digital media - it's easy to see we are awash with solutions and inspirations and do-it-this-ways' of such a profound concentration you'd think that some of it might have had some effect by now. 

And it hasn't. Our ongoing corruptibility reigns supreme, and maybe that is a good thing. 

The fundamental bacteriologic and viral agendas that run your cells, your cells' cells, and your consciousness at large will not obey your hopes and dreams for some fanciful idea of just how great your life will appear to be were you finally invited to present at the next S.A.N.D. conference. 

How can the sacred adventure of your personal miracle succumb to someone else's idea or knowledge or cosmic tautology or insult you with the accusation of sin and belittlement thus robbing you of your own innate dignity? 

Every single one of the World's foremost religious / spiritual belief systems hammer you with a deviously if not deviantly devised portfolio of character defamation completely at odds with the basic libidinal and reproductive urgency coursing through our sub-cellular intelligence. 

Why take your life cues from these phuckers? It's a pyramid scheme of influence and control over your mind and your body and your autonomous right to discover as much as you can. 

What do we want from our liberation? What is it that we hope to find? Whatever it turns out to be, I sure hope Deepak Chopra won't be there. 
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 Poetry anyone? 

Contemplations on the curious nature of one's experience can lead to numerous bouts of irrepressible poetry. 

Permit me to share some of those from a fellow NSS inmate, Pat Walsh. 

I will gladly share any likes/comments with her. Enjoy! 

_______________________________ 

The vastness of my self revealed. 

I fall away. 

The deathless death 

is mine on this day. 

Collapsing into nothingness 

I remain as I always have been. 

_______________________________ 

Touching perfection 

here and there... 

Sensing truth 

here and there... 

Exploding into vastness... 

No here, no there! 

_______________________________ 

Reaching backwards searching-grasping, 

there appears a thing to grasp. 

Reaching forward imagining-demanding, 

I create a thing to grasp. 

Suspended now between the past and future 

I have created myself! 

The present moment revels nonetheless. 

_______________________________ 

Here - see. 

This moment, only. 

Waves of what appear 

toss and catch with greatest delight. 

In purest uncertainty. 

This is love! 

_______________________________ 

The universe snapped it's wrist. 
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And I went spinning off. 

Spinning off my truth 

my knowledge 

my gender 

my concepts. 

Spinning until I vomited everything. 

Spinning until I begged for peace no more. 

Then gently I landed. 

And snapped my wrist. 

And I went spinning off 

landing here 

landing there. 

For no reason at all. 







187



 Ascension Noir 

I remain perfectly still, adopting a relaxed and alert poise with my feet pressing into the ground and my hara-breath cycles turned way down to calm the rhythm of my heart as I watch Sukadev navigate the crowded tables and chairs and all those people with an elegance and paucity of motion that only a realized gnani steeped in Kashmiri Yoga could possess. 

Goswami doesn't walk thru space, he is stillness personified and if you look carefully you can see the earth move toward him, clouds follow him, he emanates an aura of fractal opacity that bends any local Kirlian coronal discharges toward the blue - his students call him Master, those that can 'see' call him Krishna. His drivers license reads Sukadev Goswami. 

On his way to the pick-up station knowing he has invariably ordered puri and garbanzo curry with chili-rubbed shag he walks close enough to me to be in whispering range and he slows down just enough so I can mutter, "it's good to see you Master," to which he responds without as much as a glance, "My heart was feeling you and I am so glad you could make it. Do you know what it feels like to swallow the sun?" 

Peace streams from his temples and wafts into my being carried by the timbre and sound of his voice flooding me in golden hues of rigpa as I spasm involuntarily, my eyes wet with tears, I want to touch him, but I dare not; still I raise my hand and stroke the outline of his shoulder as he moves out of range to pick up his lunch. 

There I stand, an adult man, shivering with bliss and petting the air. Now I am weeping softly, I can barely stand, but I still don't have full command of my body so I can't figure out how to sit down. It's always like that with Sukadev, he leaves you in a palpably precarious condition between the worlds, as it were, of your base and ecstatic nature. He shows you, by virtue of an unspoken transmission, the end game. Then he effervesces away leaving you to figure out just how far you might be willing to go to catch him. 

To catch him is to die to yourself and I am left wondering, as the effects of his darshan wear off, what did he mean by 'swallow the sun'? 
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 The Six Enemies 

If you are aiming to become enlightened and you are a Hindu (or a believer of any vintage), you're phucked. 

And why is that? It seems counter-intuitive to all we've known and come to love about our Hindu brothers and sisters who brought us the Sanatam Dharma (no relation to Carlos), Chicken Tikka Masala, Satya Sai Baba, and copiously conspicuous corner yoga studios where we can say Namasté and really mean it. 

Why would such a marvelous people suffer any possible delay or obfuscation in their quest for their own dharmic destiny? Really, why? 

I'll tell you why, its the lists, it's the goddamn lists. 

Those pesky persnickety perfunctory and purile lists will drive you to such despair over the impossibility of ever rising above your god-given and god-driven nature that it seems the slots have been programmed so that the house (not you) always wins! You sin, the house wins. 

So, if your religion has any lists, you're phucked - plain and simple. 

Why do lists make me so nervous and upset? Here's why, take the Arishadvarga List (the Six Enemies) for instance. 

I am a list freak, to the point of arousal (lust); my lists must be comprehensive and everything must be accomplished on a timely basis so I can add more stuff to the list (greed); if I misplace my list or someone moves my list I can become furious (anger); my lists are cogent, relevant, politically correct, and probably superior to your crappy lists (arrogance); I cannot and will not live without my lists (attachment); though your lists are your business and have nothing to do with my priorities, I don't want you to have your own lists (jealousy). 

See how easy it is to be insane? I know, I 

know, you don't need me to tell you how 

insane you are, you've got that covered. 

Here's the bright side. There are no actual 

defilements or obstacles interfering with 

your inspiration to consider and then be 

swept lovingly away by your inherent 

nature. You are already the case, 

enlightenment is not won, it already is. 

The noticing of this prescient fact is what 

all the fuss is about. 

And here's the time tested simple solution 

(no lists mind you) to remedy your 

imaginary dilemma. Prior to you're having 

any confidence in what you think is true about objects and circumstances and time and space (all the product of anecdotal hysteria), you are the subjective ground of being. You know yourself without argument or evidence or any thought of what's true or untrue. 

The yogi turns her attention to this scintillatingly sacred trust of suchness and discovers that even it is not the case. Case closed, six enemies defeated. Blam, bang. 
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 Ascension Noir 

I glance at my cell, almost 2:30. Lydia said she'd meet me at the Point Isabel Dog Park off of Central down by the El Cerrito Costco and the Post Office sorting center so we could catch up, toke some wax, and take a walk by the bay. 

I jump in the van and crank up an old 

Allman Brothers bootleg blaring One 

Way Out from Winterland as I make 

my way to the 80 heading North with 

that sweet southern-rock back beat 

thumping the whole car and I'm 

drumming on the steering wheel and I 

am singing harmony with Brother 

Gregg when I see a bright red fedora 

fill my rear view mirror and I shriek 

"What the phuck! Jesus Christ 

Roachman, what the phuck are you 

doing in my van?" 

"And," still screaming from shock, "what did you do with my Eagles jacket?" Ulrich says, wearing my Eagles jacket, 

"I'm sorry man, just had to pass out from that Samosa Cholle and those mango lassis go down smooth, but they give me gas, and the back door was open, and it smelled like bitchin' bud in here, and I needed a ride, so I just crawled in and fell asleep. I'm really sorry man, it won't happen again." 

"It won't happen again'" I say incredulously rolling my eyes to the heavens seeking a morsel of self-control and a pinch of 'let go let God', as I calmly point out "of phucking course it won't happen again, nothing happens again, nothing, not even if I say it again will it be the same, nothing happens again. There I said it. Do I make my point?" 

Ulrich lies back down in the small nest I made in the rear of the van because I live in the van, though I try and stay clear of rivers, because I am afraid that what happened to Chris Farley might happen to me and despite my inclinations and proclivities for motivational speaking I am not ready to kill myself through unabated consumption. 

Roachman's consciousness meanders back, way back, into some bardo of wincing introspection starring longingly and with rapt fixity at the paisley cloth I duct taped to the roof of the van and he seems to be repeating the same phrase over and over again like a monotone Buddhist adept spinning a prayer wheel at the roof of the world doing his very best to cultivate merit as he mutters, "it won't happen again, there's no place like home, it won't happen again, there's no place like home, it won't happen again, there's no place like home." 

The degree of my personal phucked-ness is so vast I don't have the vocabulary to begin to express just how multi-valent, fractally percussive, and suppositorialy deep up my karmic ass, this all encompassing existential irrelevance haunts me. I ran out of excuses and clever 12 step one-liners long ago and nothing can make a dent in the crushing pressure I feel from my failed frames of reference for what or who it is I think I am or thought I was. 

I turn left onto Central from the 80 exit ramp heading for the dog park and rather than floor it into a passing gasoline truck I start humming to myself, "it won't happen again, there's no place like home." 

190



 NSS Enlightenment Correspondence Course - $0.00, non-refundable 

There are only three realms and strangely enough, as you might have guessed, there are not really three realms, there is only one realm, but it's not really a realm at all, though whatever it is or isn't, it's pretty phucking strange and you're not really in it, but we have to start somewhere. 

Now that that's clear let's turn our attention to the third realm. We work backwards just like Dependent Origination, so one starts with the transparency and ephemeral nature of all Objects (third realm) which includes everything and anything appearing in your consciousness as experience. Our Dzogchen friends may refer to this as Nirmanakaya. 

Now you might think this is a complete set and would necessarily include the five senses, the mind, all textures, the observable universe, the periodic table, particles and waves, emotions, actions, sentient and insentient life; you know - everything. 

And you would be partially correct, it does include all those things, but there is one preeminent guest invited to the party that you may have inconveniently overlooked and that would be your Subjective Nature (second realm). 

Some may refer to this dear friend of ours as consciousness, radiant presence, or if you are a student of Dzogchen 

- Sambhogakaya. And this observation is what all the enlightenment fuss is about; from Nisargadatta to Eckhart Tolle, Peter Brown to Rupert Spira, Mr. Natural to Alfred E. Neuman: it's all the same teaching. 

The recognition and consciously felt 

presence of your subjective nature is 

always at hand, and can be discovered to 

be your foundational vibratory and 

inherent intelligence, non-dually and 

apparitionally expressing, perfectly known 

via prefect identity with no intermediary 

or transitory evidence other than your 

own irrefutability. 

This irrefutability is not the offspring of 

your birth, your body, your feelings, your 

mind, what you think is true, or any other 

referential symptom that you may hold 

responsible as the "reason" that you are. 

All of the yogas and spiritual aspirations 

amount to a very simple yet profoundly 

self-obscuring revelation that before 

(though there is no actual genesis or 

chronology) anything is, you are. 

Once you "Get Jiggy Wit It" your life changes - it has to. All of the calories and sorrows and what-about-me's dedicated to ameliorating or medicating or improving the imagination of your life as an object collapse (slowly or suddenly doesn't really matter). 

You are consciously and texturally solicited by the irrepressible and irresistible invitation to occupy your present experience as disembodied fascination and all things psychiatric, emotional, and somatic just don't have the same seductive pull on your attention as your Self does. 
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That's about it. The transition, which may appear over a day a year a decade or a lifetime, from fussing with symptoms to resting in bliss, is what all this primate apparition is designed to be, and designed to be about. 

Oh, I almost forgot. The first realm (Dharmakaya) is the absence of any identity at all, gross or subtle. It is trans trans-human, not of this or any world, not symptomatic, not caused or causal, not of the nature of anything nor does it deny or supersede anything. It is already the case without being the case since there is no case that one can possibly solve. 

You come to this when you come to it, by whatever way you come to it, and despite the lamentable violence perpetrated by all religious superstitions, institutions, and fundamentalisms Awake is perfectly secular and sacred and does not require any religious or spiritual adornments for you to tip a cool pint to your own lips and stagger lovingly home. 



192



 Nothing grasping at something - Dharmakaya redux 

Why is it that one's life seems to be accompanied by the unwelcome companion of "not-enough" and the vague feeling of "I'm not getting this right"? 

What is it that we're after by succeeding, accumulating, cleansing, imbibing, practicing, devoting, tithing, and trying to win some finally satisfactory destination in our future? 

Why do we commit to so many 

programs in hopes that their curious 

and superstitious mannerisms and their 

genesis driven explanations and their 

trivial artifacts of successful completion 

will heal us when in fact they 

incarcerate us in one or another form of 

fundamentalism? 

Why do we compulsively strive for 

something when all of the evidence of 

our first hand experience points to 

nothing? 

Why spend a life arguing with and trying 

to convince reality of being something 

for the sake of your needs for closure 

when it isn't interested in your 

supplications or demands or prayers? 

Have you reached that pointless point in your lifeless life punctuated by unrelenting compromise and your as-good-as-it-gets capitulation to failed joy? 

Ruination, not accumulation, is the way to peace. I'm not talking about the stuff you have or want or want not to want. Trivial renunciations are just a form of monastic monkey see monkey do which do not provide the denier with any spiritual advantages. 

If you are motivated to explore the least common denominator of your most intimate and implicate order of being, you may discover the keys to joy have nothing to with stuff or the renunciation of it. You may discover that you are nothing. 

If, as it turns out, you are nothing grasping at something - how on earth (or elsewhere) do you imagine you can break free of suffering? 

David Bohm (an awakened physicist who hung with J. Krishnamurti) had this to say about the Dharmakaya: 

"The actual order (the Implicate Order) itself has been recorded in the complex movement of electromagnetic fields, in the form of light waves. Such movement of light waves is present everywhere and in principle enfolds the entire universe of space and time in each region. 

This enfoldment and unfoldment takes place not only in the movement of the electromagnetic field but also in that of other fields (electronic, protonic, etc.). These fields obey quantum-mechanical laws, implying the properties of discontinuity and non-locality. The totality of the movement of enfoldment and unfoldment may go immensely beyond what has revealed itself to our observations. We call this totality by the name 

'holomovement.' 
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The Implicate Order has to be extended into a multidimensional reality. The holomovement endlessly enfolds and unfolds into infinite dimensionality and within this milieu there are independent sub-totalities (such as physical elements and human entities) with relative autonomy. The layers of the Implicate Order can go deeper and deeper to the ultimately unknown. 

It is this unknown and indescribable totality, the holomovement, which we refer to as the fundamental ground of all matter." 
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 Ascension Noir 

We pull into the dog park parking area and ease into an open spot between a Prius and an Outback. Lydia texts she'll be 15 minutes late so I crank the seat back, throw my feet on the dash and take a moment to go unconscious. 

We're sitting in the shade on the cool smooth concrete porch just outside the carved wooden doors of the Kali Temple as the hot Bengali sun begins its descent into night. Prahlad is wearing a faded peach t-shirt and a loosely wrapped ochre lungi. He is a renunciate kundalini yogi, born at the turn of the century, wild jackals eat from his hand. A long japa mala made from fat rudraksha beads drapes around his neck and rests on his generous belly. 

Baba is an Utkala Brahmin and wears the sacred Yagnopavitam thread across his left shoulder and right hip where he bears an old scar given him by his father with a small wood axe when, as a child, he stole an unripe mango from a neighbor's tree for his mother, she was hungry. The family with six children was poor. 

Baba wears a copper bracelet threaded with a single rudraksha bead on his right arm, just above his elbow. It is secured with a twist in the wire, it is not soldered. His guru, an ancient giant Naga Baba who roams the ethers and sacred jungle groves of Central India, gave him the name Prahlad Chandra Brahmachari after Baba ran away from home to seek refuge amongst the sadhus who lived by the Narmada River. 

Prahlad's hookah stands 18" 

tall, he is smoking some 

fragrant tumbâk laced with 

molasses and apple on top of 

glowing coals and I watch the 

smoke exit his mouth and 

form into perfect Om 

symbols as they waft and 

languidly disintegrate into 

the humid evening air. 

We are all entranced by his 

sattvic countenance and the 

way he holds everyone's 

attention without a word or a 

glance. He smokes and we 

swim in rapture, a perfect 

intimacy hovering just 

outside of time. I am rising 

and falling free from 

reference, I have no past or 

person, no appointments and no becoming, there is presence, but I cannot find myself - I am sweetly sobbing with an unutterable grace I did absolutely nothing to deserve. 

Baba clears his throat and I look up to enjoy his face, our eyes lock. He grabs me with his eyes, his pupils begin to shine, the porch and the people and the vague outlines of the building and the trees blur into irrelevance as I am accelerated into his shining eyes. Baba mutters "  Prana Jyoti Brahman" and all is evaporated beyond any recognition or memory. 

Tap, tap. Tap, tap, tap. I jolt awake and see Lydia taping her vape pen on the van windshield with a big grin on her face. "Time for a walk" I say out loud and we hold hands for the first time in a long time. 
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 Spiritual Practice 

Living under the influence of Our Lady of Perpetual Myth is easy to do. 

Everyone does it; there's no application, no pop quiz, no CEU's, ineligibility is virtually impossible. You just live within your imagination of what you call your life and make all those pesky decisions and choices you are faced with while in the waking state in the most advantageous way possible to maximize your ecstasy and minimize your disappointment. 

If things start to slide a little into shit-town you can always see a healer, get a message from the grave, a massage from this side of the grave, take a yoga class, study advaita, drink a bunch, go to meetings, enmesh with a narcissist, or see your therapist; there are a million things to do to steer your unmanageable and freakish existence in the right direction so you can enjoy a good dose of "winning" before you phucking die. 

Within the boundary condition characterized as a person inside a body with a whole lifetime's worth of time on your hands there are plenty of folks who will give you sage and succulent advice on what you should believe, what you should do, how to de-clutter, what mantra to use, how to untangle from control dramas, and ultimately optimize your spiritual shelf space so your life is the best it can be. 

If this Great Perfection (Tibetan) fails to bring you due naches, you may become a meshuga kvetcher with more than your fair share of chutzpah presenting yourself as a macher mamzer despite the fact that you are a pisher,  a putz, and a schlemiel with a large schnoz and a small schlong making a big megillah about your fantastic mazel kvelling over absolute bupkis (Yiddish). 

We have no choice but to naturally (not artificially) exhaust our insistence that primate hobbies and interests will deliver us to happiness in order to avail ourselves of the free and ongoing solicitation for transcendent wonder that will usher us home. 

From hell to recovery and recovery to contemplation and contemplation to inquiry and inquiry to immersion we go - hi ho hi ho hi ho. 

Feeling this, we return once solicited, back to feeling this, over and over again, feeling this - the dawn of absolute inclusivity is upon you. 
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