Recent Writing From Lloyd Leiderman

My Pet

People ask me if I have a pet. Well, yes, I do. His name is Lloyd. He keeps me company in my ageless. But he's pretty high maintenance. I have to feed and clothe him and he has a big need for entertainment. The maya grabs his attention for hours on end sometimes. Then he finally remembers we are in love, and he melts back into my OMing.
Every once in a while an angel friend drops by and asks me about my pet, so I trot Lloyd out to show off a trick or two. Sometimes I'll even let him complete a whole Saturday crossword puzzle without cheating, just to impress my logos buddies. But mostly, I just let him play around on that earth planet mud pie. He seems to like it well enough, but sometimes I have to give him a hanky to tamp down a fit of overwhelming yearning. And I ask my pet who is doing the yearning because I love the befuddled immersion I get back as I AM THAT coalesces into I AM.

The Well: Your Awakening Grace

Dwell ye unfathomably profound at the Well which succumbs to human nature upon a moment’s fulcrum. Teetering, choice frames its universe fractally uniting microcosms and macrocosms conspiring to resolve mystery’s urge. The shape of things to come comports with all that’s ever been, and BANG…a new you bursts upon the boards, all validated in myth and readied for love by fire. 

My Favorite Trick
My favorite trick is finding solitude tucked into the most chaotic and busiest times of my life. It's like spraying maya with a cosmic eraser that transmutes density into radiance. The generative silver’s satiny luster caresses its morphing forms, and I’m awash in its crystalline glow.
As the elements melt, I AM THAT I AM.
Pondering
If you are thinking about something, no matter how deep your pondering seems to go, you're still but frolicking in labyrinthine maya. Configuring consciousness can do naught but grease the skids. The acceleration nourishing God's joy comes only when the skids themselves vanish. Bonk! ﻿
Oxymoronic Paradox: Joy

In almost all depictions of the Buddha, he is either meditating or sleeping. (I must say “almost” because I surely cannot claim to have seen any but a small number of them.) Rarely is he shown assuming a just-walking-down-the-street sort of everyday-human-consciousness pose. I’m guessing the message is that Buddha is always in meditation, even when he is interacting directly with maya. And sleeping Buddhas imply that All is dream to a Buddha, whether encountered open eyed or not.

The closest that Buddhist iconography and statuary comes to the apparently separate configurations which maya sirenically taunts unenlightened beings with are the laughing Buddhas. Their big bellies imply that a Buddha is always “eating,” enjoying the Great Harvest: the supper of the Great Lord, fully assimilating joy in and as Allness draping the One every timeless moment. The message these jocular fellows seem to imply is that it’s perfectly fine for an enlightened One to be aware of, even to partake of maya. Indeed, these statues conk us to realize that maya is not an enemy to be conquered. It is part and parcel of universal architecture all the way up to the most profound, all inclusive realms that the One’s highest initiates and Cosmic Beings mosey around in.

Buddhas represented in meditation and asleep predominate because most humans—tied as they are to maya’s propensity to prevaricate separation—mostly need reminders to detach themselves from their “normal,” sticky fingered encounters with maya’s buxom temptresses. And they’re equally in need of reminders to shun Morpheus as their soporific ambling lulls them into states that comparatively lend vegetables the perspicacity of race car drivers. Laughing Buddhas are fewer in number because humanity doesn’t need as many reminders to laugh. Albeit, human laughter is rarely Laughter. It is usually but a riotous, hollow tintinnabulation, which fails to plumb maya’s infinite emptiness, light’s pointillistic opportunity that impressionistic painters take such pains to depict.

Laughing Buddhas are not just humanly guffawing. They are ingesting and projecting joy, for joy is maya’s raison d’être. Life’s oh-so-serious cosmic jokesters propound maya precisely to bust the One out of omnijail: the ultimate boredom of omniscience, omnipresence, omnipotence. The One’s Agents use maya’s oxymoronic nature to fashion paradox into a getaway car, which they use to decamp a worldliness which sports closetfuls of hard-and-fast, blue-jeanesque ennui in favor of infinity’s ever loving, fire blossoming bloomers.

Joy in maya is the ever-style in which enlightened Beings drape their awakenings. They Join the Om to You by realizing themselves and every “other” as facets of the One. Then, the joyous electrical zing maya proffers becomes figure-eight flow, which is the ever-more-infinite One integrally consummate with merely apparent other. Maitreya’s clipper ship moves onward, plowing “through” maya’s breakers foaming transcendence across the bow. Merkabah Chariot speeds along with the lightning as maya’s dust attempts to bedevil its well lubed fittings—which seal freedom in eternally vigilant bearings and set unmovable miens atremble. Face-to-face with God is a cheek-to-cheek dance down here, where partners pop out all over, willy-nilly, daring you to meld.

Consciousness, which is the One’s Agents harvesting maya’s spectra, is Oxymoron by definition. Choiring “other” cannot also be One to outer perception—and yet it IS. Such self contradictory, faceted perception enshrines paradox as the implement used to harvest holographic fields ever ripe for joy’s picking. You get up in the morning. You make and eat breakfast. Maybe you save money on gas by taking the bus to work, so you pay strict attention to timely schedules. You watch the clock at work, unless you actually enjoy it (get it?).

All through these goings on run ribbons of joy you can use not only to festoon your bonnet, but to dissolve the roadblocks scattered about your day, manned by thugs demanding to see your “papers.” Yes, indeed. Your every perception demands your papers. “Who are you, anyway?” asks the imagery you invest with consciousness.

If you respond, you’re done for.

Awake and Alive, you can only smile like those Buddha statues; or jostle that midriff bowlful of jelly with uproarious convulsions, inadvertently ridiculing the phantoms. Such joy will offend most humans; but take heart with Gautama: some will understand.

Nothing, Simply Nothing

Jesus said that Of myself, I can do nothing.

That doesn’t mean you can do a little bit. It means that God does every itsy bitsy little thing. You do nothing.

Let me ask you, do you know how to manufacture a thought? Can you make an atom out of a perfect vacuum?

No. You just live your life. And your life keeps streaming through you. It’s when you get that infernal notion that you are doing something that the stream fills with silt. And if you flavor that notion with gross arrogance and the raft of peccadilloes humans are wont to entertain, pretty soon the sandy silt becomes bodacious boulders. Your stream becomes dangerous rapids, and you are in another fine fix, over and over and over again.

Then God comes to your rescue. His grace and forgiveness dredge your channels, and you can ply your waters better. Divine vision’s tugboats pull you along, and the hound of heaven nips at you from behind to keep your bearings salutary.

Perhaps, this is as it should be, for spontaneity reigns, and God doesn’t want to instantaneously stamp you out like a perfect circuit board. To do that would stamp you out. No, no, no…we are living a work in progress, for your soul is God’s Art. His craft is positive—like a painter impressing images on canvas. And it’s simultaneously negative—like a sculptor removing the part that isn’t eternally You.

Seems like human proclivity is bent upon outrageous job security for God’s sculpting side. He can barely keep up with the work. Maybe that’s why his painters, like Cyclopea, only need to wield one tool, but his Holy Spirit destroyers, like Shiva and Hanuman, are multiply bedecked with arms and implements. (Can’t say that’s for sure, and it’s probably not exactly true. Just a thought that came in for a landing.)

Humans foul up the works by making a commotion. They blithely jam the Holy Spirit airwaves with static because they think their co-motion is the prime mover. Yes, we are co-creators with God. But, our work mode must be flowing instantaneous surrender. Some pop song got it right: “It’s the singer; not the song.” It’s not the outer, changeable cloaking—so easy to lose your attention upon—that’s important; it’s the living inner-outer union that renders appearances worthy of harvesting. Once we get that, we’ll soar.

Yeah, you can soar like a jet plane. So here’s another God-the-All-I-the-nothing metaphor: As a pilot up there in your jet plane, you don’t know how all those computerized systems that fly your plane work. You’ve just been trained to push the right buttons as a commanding presence there in the cockpit. If duality based systems you tend to rely on malfunction, you could end up happily in Timbuktu, or unhappily a hundred feet in front of a runway with lots of red vehicles all around you. Much better to rely on an infallible system—the light of God that never fails—and keep the wild blue yonder zinging in your heart.

Why?

You go to bed; wake up; have breakfast; feed the pet; go to work. There you fiddle around a bit, and then go home. Supper, perhaps TV or a movie, and it’s beddy-bye again. Do not rinse. Repeat.

Why?

Maybe you don’t really care. Maybe the merry-go-round life you lead is still a gas or, alas, just slightly amusing or challenging or some other whatchamacallit. Maybe you’re the opposite of that TV detective Monk, and you don’t see any deep connection between apparently unrelated things and events.

But stuff doesn’t happen randomly. So it does have a why, even if it’s not “yours.” See, all those rocks and billiard balls and oceans and breezes and sports and three-alarm fires are nothing but a cover story. And that cover story has much more to do with you than you might be wont to admit.

I mean, it’s so easy to be sucked into the glamorous, sensual ho-down as you strut and fret through your waking dream. And that sucking sound you hear is you lending your energy to the gala show. Fiddle-faddle befuddled fandango finagles your fancy and you fully flop for it, besotted floozies and all. You’re left gaga. Drawn to this, repulsed by that, you careen about your field; now courted like a debutante, now worthy only of a mention in a newspaper’s way back pages. The ever-present din snicker-snacks you. Electrons on a hot date with protons and other stuff make the traffic pouring through your pores exhale exhausting vaporous glut.

Outer world experience is either Artfully Real or the surface saturated illusion of the previous paragraph. The former is Great Service, which allows infinity to “grow,” to enjoy singing harmonized possibility into exquisitely resolved chords. The latter takes on a multitude of “isms” and quandaries.

Existentialists believe life is totally meaningless, just because the meaning lies beyond the ability of their mechanical brains to grasp it. But the meaning is there. It sits complacently in the Why, mocking the meaningless mongers and saturating the Lonely Ones with inexplicable Presence. So don’t just laze about in Potemkin Villages of streets lined in cardboard existential cop outs. Join that Truman guy breaking through artifice into an ever new Life which harmonizes Why? with I AM.

An Ongoing Question:
Immediate Perfection Vs. Balanced Karma
I have wondered if there is any Real difference between the eternal nature of consciousness that got the moment right on its maiden voyage and consciousness that flubs it the first time around, thus slapping it into karma jail. In other words, is ever perfectly masterful light differentiable from now radiant balanced karma.

As of this writing, I can see no ultimate difference. The metaphor that comes to me is a bloke on his way to the bank to enjoy his account balance (his Causal Body). He can peddle a broken down bike, jaded and singing a dirge, through slums; or he can lower the top to catch the wind in his convertible Ferrari, speeding along in song through radiantly shiny, pristine nature. The trek—be it bought onslaught or duressless caress—seems to be the only difference. That is not to say that a perfect master never strives nor endures hardship. But then it’s the master’s choice: to encounter Great Service as ministry by lending grace to others, like Jesus in his passion.

My Eyes Are Too Pure To Behold Iniquity

I have come to this conclusion because only the One IS. Karma burdening consciousness can really only involve the karma itself. The One cannot be defiled. Such a concept is laughable. So let’s at least chuckle a bit as our passion plays out on the jungle gym.

The Abyss

Long indeed have I thought of the One, I AM, as "infinite" and the phenomenal world as some sort of aftereffect, like the wake of a motorboat. And between these, I thought, lies an abyss, which harbors the ultimate mystery enfiring cosmic evolution.

I have also been totally ignorant of the core consciousness of the I AM Presence. ﻿I am VERY gradually now becoming aware of the I AM Presence as the abyss, itself, where no "I," me," "mine" burdens pure consciousness. In the abyss utter paradox reigns. Personhood, I AM, exults, and yet there is no source, no doer, no beginning or ending. Only victory over no opposition.

Well, what kind of cheap thrill victory would that be, you ask?

I say, if you think THAT is so easy, go ahead; do it yourself.

Try enjoying more power when you're already omnipotent. Try divining more wisdom when you are already omniscient. Try cruising for burgers when you're already omnipresent.

Passion is real.

And, yes, cosmic evolution is real. And it is a mighty victory.

But who dunnit?

Don't ask me! The I AM Presence may be "individed" as the Masters teach, but ultimately, even that is a mirage.

Only one I AM IS; and tag, you're it.

Why Empty?

I have often wondered why the only REAL kid on the block, the One, would stoop to creating an infinity of something so totally devoid of Self as maya. Universes of universes roll on, pralaya after pralaya, as never ending conflagration. Certainly NOT accidental, it celebrates Self, yet it’s empty. The whole smorgasbord is illusion. I know the One’s no used car salesman, so what’s up? The One’s got something up his sleeve, and I think it goes a little beyond just enjoying a good joke.

Maybe the One’s TOTAL absence (meaning TOTAL Presence) has something to do with how you would feel if the art class teacher assigned you to paint something to express yourself, and then handed you a marked up canvas to start your imaginings. Don’t know about you, but I would pout, look up at teach, and, J'accuse!, sternly mutter, “Whatsa madda you? Gimme an empty canvas, and I’ll do the assignment!”

The One’s got infinity to deal with. Sloppy housekeeping like pushing dust around on a tabletop won’t do. The One can only get Real change, Real joy, with infinite depth, with infinite creativity. Carol O’Connell’s novel Find Me touches this depth in a Texas wilderness:

“There is only one way to see America,” wrote Peyton Hale. “An airplane or train won’t do. You have to feel the earth underfoot. You must be alone and in danger of losing you way. Oh, the sheer size of this country can send a man to his knees. This prairie, this great expanse of open space has that power. It’s the overwhelming sense of emptiness you feel. Only a few steps away from the road and you’re lost—and then you’re changed.”

Nothing to latch onto. That’s the One. It’s choosing that triggers transcendence, not the choices. Maya’s emptiness proffers total surrender: an infinity you can get your arms around. Eschew the slightest embrace; it chains you to “the road,” to maya’s beaten track. Chuck the maps of preconceived notions, of “you” doing life. Get off the road. One-harmony cradles your love in its undoings.

Boredom: The Cardinal Sin
Soul Raison d’Être: The Great Service

Spiritual seekers often assume that the goal of life is to become one with the Tao or the Cosmic Mean or Ein Soph or the One About Whom Naught Can Be Said. But, ignoring for now that you already are all that, think of what it would be like to live in an undifferentiated void absent opportunity, where nothing ever changes, where there are no problems to address, no goals to achieve, no victories to celebrate.

What it would be like to be God in an infinite realm that is so perfectly balanced that nothing could be singled out and appreciated, nothing could be loved for its uniqueness? Close your eyes and feel this sameness extending for minutes or years. And then jump into an all engulfing uniformity and sense this immensity, this oneness, filling centuries and millennia—eons of only the One.

It’s overwhelming.

To be unable to go anywhere, to be always everywhere: is to be imprisoned by divinity, itself. Does God want out? Is that why mystery’s magic produces twin flames to populate heavens and earths, plants, animals, men and woman to variegate consciousness?

Here we are, peopling creation. The sun rises. We work and play. Then it’s off to bed. And then we do it again, and again. And after a while the consciousness bearing our name takes leave of these lower frequencies until once again a good solid fanny slap encourages our breath and we’re given title to a new set of earthly vehicles.

Why?

To ultimately reunite with nebulous undifferentiated suchness?

Not on your Life! In fact, BALDERDASH. Worlds at all frequencies that consciousness may assume—be they ever so sluggish or almost infinitely zingy—always express the One through form.
 Indeed, neither the One nor the cosmic virgin, which individed Selfhood cohabits, are present or absent. So “reuniting” with either is moot.
Infinity May Be Your Goalless Goal, But Don’t Let That Alarm You
Smile, O Ye Seekers!

Get this—if nothing else—li’l ol’ you, as you go about your day-to-day work and eke whatever measure of happiness you can from that deluded taskmaster dukkha: Infinity may be WAY beyond ken, but it is ALREADY in your grasp, for it’s alive and well in maya’s emptiness. 

Soul—at every level of Hierarchy—ratifies God as creative beauty, instilling God’s happiness by wielding joy.

Apparently, the whole creation exists to keep God from dying of boredom. But that’s just part of the story.

Life Is An Ungradeable Test, And You Are Its Litmus
I Am Awake!

Gautama characterized his enlightenment simply: I am awake.

Such awakening is unending. Hierarchy’s infinite ongoing march is Self realization without end, even as the One is beginningless and endless.

So why bother? Since Life harbors no ultimate goal, why expend any effort to reach even Hierarchy’s intermediate steps.

Because.

No, that is not just a taunt. Really; really and truly.

Please have a seat. Relax. Let’s talk.

We all understand sore thumbs. They hurt. Hindus call hurt “dukkha.” That’s the pain of sticking out from the One in such a way that you can be picked off by maya’s vultures. You see, every “thing” in life is destined to be eaten. The only real choice a soul—you or me—can make is whether she will be a tidbit for a vulture or will grace the One’s palate in Great Service to solve (and dissolve in) a divine equation as the supper of the Great Lord I AM THAT I AM.

So that’s why “because” is the profoundly right answer to why you get up in the morning to plod or charge through maya’s muck.

Still don’t get it?

Yeah, that’s what I figured. I know I’m talking all around the burning mulberry bush, but we’ll eventually get there.

Tension.

That’s a word master Morya uses often in his Agni Yoga discourses. Tension is produced when a rubber band is stretched. It’s spiritual counterpart is individuality. To assume individuality, to be conscious as an individual, is to stick out from the One; and that produces spiritual tension.

But such sticking out can be like a sore thumb—identifying only with maya’s duality. Or your tension can be Self realization—acting as an agent of the One by liberally including the refrain “Of myself, I can do nothing” in your songs. Only thus, as figure-eight flow, can your tension be legit. Only thus can you all but defy the precept of beginningless/endless unity by entering into new beginnings that sing of Reality. In such wise do you carry infinity in your craw as a mother bird to feed your young.

Your young are the “stuff” of your life: what you involve yourself with; what you grace with your attention. All caps THAT is your progeny I AM THAT I AM if you engage Great Service in your doings. If you don’t, it’s just more karmic crud you’ll need to eventually clean up.

 Now, let’s talk about tension a little more. The manifest worlds are characterized by simple harmonic motion. Everything is a bunch of waves. The old saw “what comes around goes around” is literally true. Each and every “thing” is in orbit around some center, some beginning. It’s all a tension producing, fractal, eye grabbing stick-out from the One,
 like orbiting planets in a solar system, which orbits in a galaxy, which orbits in a sector of the universe, and on and on.

Your legit involvement with life cascades each moment’s beginnings into your endless sea, where ends dissolve as an infinite resonance with endlessly ongoing Hierarchy. Such resonance enjoys divine love’s grace as the occupant of a moment’s consciousness assumes an orbit that shuns not infinity. Then the center of such a moment in your life—that stuff you are dwelling upon, which orbits the moment’s center—assumes the honor of all-caps THAT. Thus it declares I AM THAT I AM, and it’s Author’s inner name is individually known in all courts of heaven.

So THAT is why because is the answer.

Get it?

I was afraid of that.

Lemme slap you upside the head with this here 2x4.
 You MUST be a cause. You must not just wander through life like a meteor flaming out or even orbiting around haplessly in some Life forsaken asteroid belt. As Morya is wont to say, “Let us be up and doing!” 

Yes, Life, the One’s agency, is beginningless and endless. But it is not fruitless. Pal around with infinity, and you can enjoy sweet figs even as the Great Lord enjoys you. Let neither the crud you have accumulated along the way nor the vastness of it all dismay you. The most itsy bitsy moment in an itsy bitsy life partakes of Great Service when striving to the Highest accompanies the everyday objects you handle so deftly. 

Morya welcomes us to the inner sanctum of his heart’s musing upon this “because” answer, thus:

“…The clearing away of accumulations of dust requires a shovel and a broom. One should not avoid common objects—as below so above! It is wise to become accustomed to there being no rest nor end. But the sole realization of Our Brotherhood and Hierarchy already directs the traveler along the shortest path to Infinity.

“The orbit which attracts conscious strivings will always bring the spirit to Our gates. The creativeness of spirit resounds in the entire space [at each chosen potentially infinite center] and only the adaptation of Higher Might imbues the spirit with creative searching. Thus each orbit which attracts one to higher creativeness is imbued with all subtle energies. Only the path of conscious quest gives striving towards Our Orbit. Thus one may attain the upper steps.”

So, in the face of that, how could you every be bored? Every moment is your r. s. v. p. to Hierarchy’s invitation to dance. Your very soul, the you of you, steps into every moment, every beginning, with the potential to meet and greet the One face to face, thus to adopt infinity’s child there as your own. That child’s caress bestows upon you her entire tree of Life, her ancient, endless Hierarchical lineage. Yes. Yes. Yes. Every single moment an image—infinite indeed—crosses your threshold to celebrate a beginning that heralds eternity NOW. Your soul returning her adopted child’s caress ratifies “because,”
 as Life’s answer echoing Great Service: Hierarchy’s endless and ongoing joy. Morya illumines:

“During the construction of the designated beginnings
 one must remember that the construction always progresses onwards. During a construction in the name of the Lord there is only one way which brings us to the Creative Source—the way of the mighty Hierarchy, the path of powerful guidance of the Great Service. Therefore, adhering to the creative principle impels the spirit to the affirmed law of Hierarchy. Each construction requires the realization of upward striving.
 Therefore, only the law of obedience to Hierarchy can give a legitimate tensity.
 Only thus can one realize the path leading to the might Infinity.”

Striving soul is the spice of Life. You are the reason the Great Lord enjoys his supper. Without you, he’d send the glop back to the kitchen with a flick of his hand in a noble huff.

Oh, Maya, How We Love You!
Sri Ramana Maharshi tells a story about a missing tenth man: A group of ten men wanted to cross a river, but they were aware that in doing so they would encounter great danger. So, after their arduous effort, when they arrived on the opposite shore, they decided to count how many of them made it safely across. One man came forward, and counted all the others, but he neglected to count himself. Hence, he reported that only nine were there. Saddened immensely at the loss of one man, each of them in turn counted, and each, leaving himself out, said only nine men were there.

Then, another man came by, and they explained their sadness about losing one of their number. He agreed to check their count for them, yet again. So he struck each of them in succession as he counted them. Of course, he came up with a ten-pack of men, who now realized that their group was actually whole.

The Entire Reason For All Manifestation

So, there you have it. I’m assuming that by now you have caught on that this story conveys an image of the entire reason for all of manifestation, encompassing conscious universes infinitely enfolding in and as the One. Whichever way the One I AM substantiates, consciousness AS the One must remain in omni-jail—incapable of Self awareness by virtue of its omniscience, omnipotence and omnipresence, and maybe even a few more omnis thrown in there for good measure. In this sad state, the One must miss the “tenth man,” who is the One counting. Unable to get “outside” himself, he remains invisible. It is only when an “other,” is included in the process that substance awakens to its wholeness AS the One IN the One: I AM THAT I AM; Oh, joy!

Preciously Sacred Maya
Yes. Yes. Yes. Excruciatingly joyous is that Self realization, the gift of “other,” which maya brings to the One. Maya gives the One somewhere to break out of jail into. But…the trick that consciousness must master is to embrace the mystery that keeps the One from breaking out of omni-jail, only to land, kerplunk, right in another jail, forlorn behind duality bars. Consciousness must attest, “Of myself, I can do nothing.” The “other” who bequeaths the One’s joy—though apparently separate—never stands alone. The “other (eleventh man),” who can recognize the heretofore invisible “tenth man,” yet remain in communion with all players on life’s stage is the cycling of figure-eight flowing I AM THAT I AM.

That the “other” counter in the story of the missing tenth man “strikes” each counted man in the group is of ultimate importance. The striking implies that the “other,” the counter, is in direct contact with every element of the One; that he can count them because he partakes of their milieu without uprooting himself from mystery. Thus, the counting is a trembling of the “web of Indra,” of the indivisible antahkarana.

Grasping Beyond One’s Reach

Countable maya is beautiful and joyous; a Self aware, objective wholeness, which cyclicity, itself, bestows. It clothes the One’s mysteriously placid, silent, smiling radiance, all the while cultivating it. As the One, radiance is dark—Spiritual. In beauteous Art’s give-and-take realm, radiance is ecstatic—light. The cosmic virgin endlessly draws Hierarchy’s forms on and on to an ethereal profundity that can only be encountered—as calculus buffs would say—in the limit, as form’s nature approaches infinity.

Increasing form’s ethereal quality is like drawing back a bowstring further, which thus intensifies its light arrow penetration, pressure and range in mater. Greater ethereal depth lends beauty to mater’s imagery just as a more extensive hologram supports finer detail in its virtual image. Likewise, as consciousness rises to more ethereal heights in Hierarchy, its higher frequency/ethereality includes more. Just as Helios and Vesta can support but a measly solar system, but—let’s make up some names— Milky and Way can support our whole galaxy. Thus, at higher frequencies realizing more profoundly who I AM, your Art can BE-hold more, and the order of its countability increases. (Those guys crossing the stream in the story had their hands full just counting ten men. Can I get some applause for Milky and Way as they count all the elements they nourish in our galaxy?)

Out of Mystery’s Art, Awareness Realizes Potential

Cycling frequencies of consciousness produce manifestation. The One’s potential progresses through simple harmonic motion, along waves, apparently thrusting out from the cosmic mean and apparently returning to that Source (even though no “Source” will ever be found in the virgin’s tantalizing mystery). The One’s potential activates mystery’s awareness as countable maya. We experience realized potential as directed attention. At two points on potential’s waves, consciousness touches mystery’s hearth, the cosmic mean. There the sundering is complete; the infinite One silently thrives.

Conceive of the zero-degree point on a wave as Father God; the 180-degree point as Mother God—keeping in mind always that in the FINAL TRUTH there can never be any “thing” standing apart from the One to assume the moniker “God.” For now, let’s just entertain God as mystery’s Art.

Ramakrishna’s Converses

The Father-God point on a wave corresponds to Ramakrishna’s meditative suggestion to put on the divine One by assuming “not this, not this, not this.” The assumption is that anything finitely identifiable is less than the infinite One, and should be eliminated from perception as a separate object. Father God is thus co-measured/assumed when all finite objects are obliterated from consciousness as separate entities. At this viewpoint, only the radiant, infinite One exists, and all appearance is sublimated into a gestalt, which is a functional unit not derivable from constituent figure/ground parts.

To assume the Mother God position in the divine cycling, the bhakti meditator assumes, “this, this, this,” seeing the divine Mother in everything. No “thing” takes precedence or belies infinity. Each exudes All of the Divine Mother. With each perceptible movement of consciousness, the One is reborn uniquely multiform.

Father God

The “other” man in the story, the final counter, translated the counting process into the realm of “other,” where countability is possible. He validated relativity in its own realm  by striking each man. Each strike set up a polarity that opened the way for an aspect of the One’s consciousness (each man) to maintain integrity in duality. Though escaping from FATHER-God, invisible and indivisible, is impossible, in true polarity, focused attention can discriminate. Yet it knows that it never leaves the One. That is, focused attention as Father-God is Self realization—a “dark caduceus emanation.” In figure-eight flow, the missing tenth man denotes Father God, the invisible One, while the eleventh man denotes the feminine nature of mater’s beauteous countability.

Mother God

The men’s Mother-God wholeness became apparent as the counting revealed that all were present. The ten could then look at one another whilst assuming the whole as his own identity. Thus, whole and One, each of the ten could look at any subset of the others and realize the wholeness they all re-present. A loose analogy could be a single American GI showing up in an Iraqi town, and the people declaring, “the American Army is here.” That one GI has the potential of the whole force that stands behind him.

Sacred Emptiness

Every element of maya is so completely empty that the infinite One can occupy it. Finding the missing tenth man is the ability to look at maya and see THAT One, Self, in it as figure-eight flowing communion everywhere I AM THAT I AM.

Buckets of Consciousness

Archangel Michael refers to creation as the cyclic collapse of attention between the One and outer form. He refers to Life processing as “magnificent wave forms which convey faith to you as though it were literally showering upon your life in cosmic buckets.”
 He also says that, “we at cosmic levels call upon divine energy to create itself in increments and then descend.” Thus energy is delivered not as a mere amorphous diffusion, a blobby mist or even a continuous stream. It ratifies your identity incrementally, as buckets of your I AM Presence. (Meditate upon this to appreciate Hierarchy more profoundly. Hierarchy’s frequencies extend from an infinitely small limit above zero to infinity, yet light can be focused. (As I see it, a “frequency” of zero—Ein Soph—cannot be rigorously included in Hierarchy per se, as it is “beyond” all Self realization.) 

Michael says that he chooses to portray heaven delivering energy to you in buckets because it is most apt. Indeed, it corresponds with infinity’s touch punctuating your consciousness specifically at the points where its waves cross the cosmic mean. At those points, your story is precisely all of God’s story.

Fractal Reality

Each wave composing your consciousness comprises an infinity of sub waves. In other words, proceeding from one point on a cosmic clock to another point, from one position on a wave to another, involves traversing a virtually uncountable plenum of sub-waves—as sub-waves nest themselves ad infinitum. Thus, in the limit, as you ride an infinity of sub-waves at every point of awareness, all distinction between heaven and earth disappears, right along with the so-called “veil.” Only the One IS.

In this regard, take joy in knowing that each of the sub waves contributing to your momentary point of awareness can be considered to be an aspect, and angle, and angel, of God consciousness. This is quite precisely how an infinite number of angels dance with you on the head of a pin (your pinhead, dearly beloved) each moment.

Be sure to take no offense at my calling you a pinhead, for I do so purposely, to emphasize that manifestation entwines illusion. Outer form, be it spiritual or material, is a complex of maya’s mental constructs. In Reality, time’s duration, promulgated here as waves of energy dancing merrily along, collapses, and the eternal NOW stamps upon the stage all THAT, which I AM.

I May Be an Illusion, But Beauty Will Save My Day

As the Mother flame, you are THAT I AM right along with me. The supposed differences between your instance of the One I AM and mine are all convolutions enfolding and expressing the One as the mind of God. But all forms, even the thought forms of God’s mind, even the form you have fit yourself image into, are illusion. Advaita gurus counsel that your liberation lies in simply understanding this. If you ask them how to extricate yourself from maya’s grasp, they will simply ask, “Who wants to know?

While you may live free in your understanding, realize that your freedom from illusion’s sway does not involve annihilating it. The One is intimately involved in the illusion. It is alive and well in its emptiness. Divine love IS. The One IS. And the you I AM ARE.

Maya is not a mistake.

It is a boy’s and girl’s night out. It’s the One’s joy in an omni-jailbreak. Revel in it as a witness; but, don’t let it bite you. Don’t let that mean old eleventh man assault you with his strikes. Just sit yourself down at the Lord’s repast and partake of his own Great Lord’s supper. If you must involve your consciousness in digestive processes, immerse yourself only in the One’s all consuming fire.

I find myself wondering, purely from maya’s point of view, what happens during a wave’s cycling, when consciousness is supposedly out of touch with the cosmic mean where it collects itself, as Michael Says, as buckets of infinity. This is the realm where the eleventh man impresses consciousness with relationship. I can get an inkling of wisdom about that by remembering that our relationships do mysteriously carry wholeness. In relationship’s milieu, the One sustains consciousness as mystery. This very uncertainty is the verve One can feel in the most banal everyday mood and act. The One’s ambiance is never absent as infinity secretly transcends itself as beauty in every cell.

The Great Unknowing, Beauty, Sustains Its Imagery

The mystery, the Unknowingness of maya, is its pith: a substantiality so soft and tenuous as to resolve entirely to emptiness. Without the mystery floating through appearances as the missing tenth man in the relationship portion of potential’s waves, maya’s joyous variety would collapse. You’d be clapped right back into omni-jail. Alas, beauty would cease.

In his book Consciousness Speaks, Ramesh Balsekar alludes to the divine mystery sustaining maya. Writing about the kind of world so many people crave, a world where certainty holds sway, he says:

“In such a world particles will follow well determined paths, with exact locations at each and every point. That is what the human intellect wants because that is something it can understand. But this alternative of a certain world is known to be unworkable. That tiny electron inside of every atom would have to radiate each and every instant in such a certain world [to sustain its relativity]. It would lose all of its energy and quickly fall into the nucleus. All atoms would disappear. All electromagnetic energy would vanish. All nervous systems would cease their activity. All life would stop, for life as we know it can only exist through the blessing of uncertainty. Security is a myth.”
 [My brackets]
I see this as the wisdom behind Heisenberg’s uncertainty principle, which essentially says that consciousness cannot be pinned down. The building blocks of manifest action are bits of mystery. (Indeed, the amazing magic of maya is that mystery can build stuff. Just don’t ask me how; I’ll go ga-ga on you.)

Obviously, the only security to be had on maya’s meandering highways is rummaging around somewhere inside Mona Lisa’s smile. It is so, so, so tempting to try to solve the mystery, to somehow rend the veil and “achieve” what may be called “enlightenment.” But all you can “do” is to let it BE. Balsekar suggests, “So long as there is a ’who’ asking questions, that ‘who’ will continue to remain puzzled.”

I once had a photographic physics professor, who used to take joy in drumming into us that there are no two things that are exactly alike. I think that his insistence that we grok this stemmed from his unconscious knowledge of maya’s intimate correlation with the infinite One. Every image is unique consciousness because its component parts are cemented in a mystery which resolves itself as ensconced infinity.

As Balsekar suggests, without the mystery, without Michael’s cosmic-mean bucket touch of infinity, all relationship would cease. Time would stand still. Maya’s emptiness would be unmasked; nothing would be left. All would be stashed in the pockets of the missing tenth man. Relationship in Reality is instances of the One which can stand up to in-depth perception, which sees sans a seer.

So, next time you walk down the street, reveling in the sun and the trees billowing in the breeze, thank your lucky stars that Mona is still smiling and the maya is so beautiful.

Hotrod Who Behind I AM

Life comports awareness like a little kid in a pile of presents. Awash in streaming wonder, inexorably drawn to fortune’s lode, one might think that rending wrappings would be the order of the day. Yet this tot cannot, for eternal youth defies even the momentary NOW. A present ever remains just beyond reach, like a fetching rabbit at a dog track. To Life’s kid, a present compiles rapturous, ever receding and preceding magnetism into an episode aloof as a cosmic virgin taunting sensation to pierce her veils.

Such a grasping, unreachable yearning may sound like a cleverly devised hell; but no, it’s heaven’s essence. A hell would be more like the known world, which blithely collapses infinite potential into a plenum of opened presents. Thus shamelessly exposed, maya’s disgruntled denizens replace sublime, sexy feminine mystique with sated soul—not enrapt, but raped.

It’s easy to say I AM; but impossible to catch Who is saying it in the act. For NOW is not a continuity. The cusp of the moment is abed in a sampling.
 Can a sampling ever “get it,” ever nourish Self with a less than infinite crust? Of course not. The NOW cradles kiddy wonder, ever anticipating surfeit, yet all the while remaining ignorant of the hot rod Who—ever virgin—presents each present as the come-hither One leaving all in the dust. To Whom I AM, the kind of “resolution” that so many spiritual seekers crave is but redundancy—interesting, perhaps—but no more thrilling than infinitely mirrored back-and-forth images.

Only unknowing wonder sustains—and commensurately rewards—the One’s one-eyed, we’re-all-in-on-this-together, winking gleam. Indeed, only in unknowing magnetism is Awareness even extant. Open the present, and simultaneously, “been there-done that” resolves Life’s uncatchable hotrod awe I AM into a seeming—into a lifelike corroded jalopy.

Aquarian Common Ground

A friend emailed me a link to a video:

http://www.karmatube.org/videos.php?id=4061
Below is my thank you note.

Thank you. I definitely needed that today in particular.

Last night at a spiritual service, I expressed to a friend my frustration with what is going on in Egypt now. I didn’t, and still don’t see any end to it short of civil war. My friend reprimanded me for adding to it by holding such a concept in mind. I completely agree. Yet I am still human, and the human mind wants concrete solutions. I just see what has been the way of life in the Mideast more than most places: a constant building of retaliation back and forth. The wrongs are real, so both sides feel justified in issuing payback for the atrocities they have suffered. And it just goes on and on and on.

I need to concentrate not on the problem, but on the liquefying solutions that can dissolve the age old strive. The Ascended masters have given us many tools to deal with intractable situations. Here is just a smattering of them:

· The fiery circle and sword of Elohim Astrea.

· Decrees in general, and in particular those which focus the Violet Flame.
· The science of the immaculate concept.

· The dispensation given to the master The Great Divine Director for the initiation of light and the arresting of spirals of darkness. 

At heart, as this wonderful video shows, we all want the same love and understanding. Heart is the real center of a sane mind. It’s mind that diverges from heart and attacks like a conqueror which cannot be separated from insanity.

This video reminded me of Edward Steichen’s famous photo exhibit. Here is a blurb about it from Amazon:

“Hailed as the most successful exhibition of photography ever assembled, The Family of Man opened at The Museum of Modern Art, New York in January 1955. This book, the permanent embodiment of Edward Steichen's monumental exhibition, reproduces all of the 503 images that Steichen described as "a mirror of the essential oneness of mankind throughout the world. Photographs made in all parts of the world, of the gamut of life from birth to death." A classic and inspiring work, The Family of Man has been in print for more than forty years. The New York Times once wrote that it ‘symbolizes the universality of human emotions.’"

The video also brings me to think about the art of diplomacy. People harbor real differences which they simply cannot get beyond concerning many issues. For example, my revulsion at abortion as murder is one; and your need to recognize that some people feel helpless to deal with pregnancy in their current situation is another. The art of diplomacy searches for common ground. Ascended master students are taught that diplomacy is a major aspect of the Seventh Ray, the keynote of the Aquarian Age we have just entered. “The Family of Man” exhibit and this video provide substrates for diplomacy’s common ground.

Re abortion, I think that the kinds of organizations which help women and families during and after the pregnancy and birth, as well as adoption agencies, function as that common ground on which both concerns are met: the baby survives; the needs of the parents are assuaged. The problem that remains is that so many who are faced with unwanted pregnancy do not want to be merely assuaged. They want to continue living  more or less numbly.

That is what draws the state into the picture. We supposedly codify as law and as court rulings how society wishes to shape itself. To the extent that laws and rulings enshrine our common ground—heart—they truly represent society. To the extent that they don’t, they just focus and sharpen the inharmonious dysfunction egos will always cling to. My big hope for today is that birthing Aquarian diplomacy is not aborted.

On Autism
January 15, 2012 at 5:38pm
This is a Facebook thread I do not want to allow to simply fly by and be lost.
It was started by Tim Cumper.

 

Tim Cumper: What am I going to trade my perfect, unconditional liberty for - today?

 

I responded by sharing this video on an autistic girl, Carly:

 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vNZVV4Ciccg
 

Here are some of the comments for it:

 

From Lloyd Leiderman

 

Pretty overwhelming. I can't help but wonder what my own inner Self would say to me if only it could break through all the clutter I bombard and suffocate it with.

 

Knowing that life is a continuum, I figured we are ALL autistic. It is just a question of degree.
So I looked "autism" up in the dictionary, and I was simply amazed. Here is the definition: "Absorption in self-centered, subjective mental activity (as daydreams, fantasies, delusions and hallucinations) usu. accompanied by marked withdrawal from reality." WOW. That is as good a description of the unascended, human consciousness as I could ever come up with. This video has strongly encouraged me to deal with my own autism much more seriously.
The ascended masters are exactly like Carly's parents, never giving up on us, their autistic children. Like Carly's typing, it is a real breakthrough when we realize that we CAN communicate and commune with reality, with our Real Self. But the job is just as hard for us as for Carly. Only our hypnotic trance with the phantasmagoria, which comforts the phantom selves we entertain and identify with relieves us of the Great Encounter that liberates us from our disease.
I can honestly say that I find myself falling off the wagon (Maitreya's clipper ship, the Merkabah chariot) many, many times a day. It is soooo hard to get and STAY free. So cardinal a sin is the laziness that allows my consciousness to leave my REAL love affair, and fall into the concupiscent dilly-dallying with maya's sirens. Brother Lawrence, help thou mine unbelief!

 

From Tim Cumper:

 

I remember seeing that video clip & was equally touched.
Your wonderful analogy aside - I am struck how we are so narrow in the bandwidth of communication we deem to accept - how misunderstood another soul's pleas can be, how much we can be ignorant of the real content because we are so hung up on specifics - yet when it is spelled out for us (as the girl did in the video) in a manner that we accept - lo & behold - needs & feelings are universal.

 

Back to your profound analogy - yes - so we need to tune in on the same bandwidth that the Masters communicate with - Unconditional Love - to share their perspective.

 

Every quantum of growth is to be cherished - schisms caused by "Should" or "Ought" - probably best avoided. ♥
 

From Lloyd:

 

Here is just a slight inkling, from the scientific point of view of the outer mélange I was referring to above:

 

http://www.davidicke.com/headlines/59458-david-icke-vibration-and-reality#.TxM43xlbLRk.facebook
 

David Icke - Vibration and Reality

www.davidicke.com
David Icke - Exposing the dreamworld we believe to be real.

Priestly Molestation and Celibacy
At the root of priestly molestation is priestly celibacy imposed on people who love God and his flock enough to devote their life to divine service, yet whom are, at bottom, human beings. Priestly marriage would be salutary.
I know, I know, the Church is saddled with Paul's assertion that a man will cleave to his wife more than God if he marries. But the Church only deceives itself by ignoring a priest’s humanity, demanding that each one be worthy of a holiness that perhaps has yet to visit them. Setting celibacy as a goal may be laudable, but assuming it as present reality justifies psychiatric intervention.

Once a Normal, Everyday Man; Now a Celibate!

Grace imputes divinity to consciousness, not a church’s precepts or rules.

Let me illustrate. Once upon a time, a Jewish man used to rile the Catholics in his neighborhood by cooking delectable BBQ on his outdoor grill every Friday, when they were required to stick to fish. After awhile they just couldn’t take it anymore. They approached him solicitously, asking him to become a Catholic like them so they would not be subjected to the excruciating temptation of his Friday BBQ. To their surprise, he agreed.

He learned his catechism and other Church teachings, and at last the parish priest performed the conversion ceremony. The Jewish man kneeled, while the Priest sprinkled holy water upon him, intoning, “Once a Jew; now a Catholic.”

All were delighted. But that didn’t last long. The next Friday, the BBQ aroma wafted over the neighborhood as usual. The consternated congregants stormed over to the new made Catholic’s house demanding an explanation for his backsliding. The man scrunched up his shoulders and innocently raised his hands in the “I don’t know what you are talking about pose.” He said he couldn’t understand their concern, saying, “I’m doing nothing wrong. I do to the food just like that priest did to me. As I pour the BBQ sauce on, I say, “once a cow, now a fish.”

The Church subscribes priests to similar self hypnotic deception. It’s like calling Los Angeles the City of the Angels to render its denizens angelic. Every day, their black-and-whites—police cars—haul plenty of Angeleans  downtown to be booked. Similarly, some of the Church’s humans, garbed in black and collared in white, haul around states of consciousness just as worthy of being collared as the other crooks.

Holier Than Thou?
Holiness Resides in the Office, Not the Person

The Church demands that their flocks essentially idolize priestly masters of ceremony, in spite of their harboring wayward proclivities, just like the rest of us. Their church position supposedly sets them apart as holier than thou. While their profession may offer them more time than most of the laity to devote themselves to a closer walk with God, their walk is not automatically that of the “saints marching in.” It can also become a perp walk. Authenticity demands of humans, however garbed, that they come to terms with their actual condition, which without exception falls short of pure Christhood.

I surely mean no disrespect for priestly profession. Rather, I’m compelled to point out that priests and laity alike tread the same homeward path. Men called to priestly office must continually strive to be worthy of it. That office, being of God, is no respecter of persons. Church hierarchy need not defend it by concealing priestly criminality. Priests are no holier by virtue of the office they aspire to than the sanctified hearts in any of their flock.

Churchy Wishcraft

Your ticket to ride down here, even in a corpus Christy, is laden with karmic foibles. Most all humans, inculcated as they are in maya, can only see others who cart around a physical body, which resonates  to some extent with duality—even if their karma amounts to such a smidgeon as Jesus bore. Priests may strive to emulate the Most High, and the courts of heaven on earth and beyond would surely welcome their humility. But for the most part, priests striving for some outlandish perfection, all the while ignoring human nature, may very well court neurosis.

While humanity and divinity are not mutually exclusive, attempting to weave sow’s ears into ersatz crowning glory is asinine. The Church would do well to recognize priests as human religious leaders bearing peccadilloes and the same human needs as the laity. So it’s simply foolish for the Church to seize upon one time/space doodad—that Jesus and his disciples were not married—to assign to monk cells clerics whose grace receptor cells may be much sparser than what is requisite for the celibate calling. Setting the bar of priestly office higher than most priests’ capability subjects them to wishcraft by consigning their human condition to a life of continual confrontation with an unnatural, nearly insurmountable hurdle.
 

Sex Sin Reposes in Attitude
Likewise, Attitude Opens the Way to Celibate Virtue

A man entwining with the divine feminine in his wife doesn’t denigrate his ability to act as a focus of the Most High. Of course, sex can be misused, and lust can cancel out the sacred tryst. But the attitude of a priest's heart to magnify the Lord in a representative of the divine mother whom he would embrace as his wife adumbrates neither virtue nor the light thus enjoined.
Freely chosen celibacy can achieve a masculine/feminine internal balance that enables celibates to reach extraordinary spiritual heights. Thus, celibates sequestering themselves from women has nothing whatever to do with denying the divine feminine. Father-Mother God balances upon Life’s polar fulcrum. Man and woman uniting consciousness can crescendo the same mysterious expression that forced celibacy detours, even defiles. Such imbalance standing in the holy place where it ought not produces deviants. News of priestly molestations brings this to light.

Appointment Fits No One For Holy Office
The Real Priest is Flaming Heart 

I bow to all who serve the One, enrobed or not. Being holy has little to do with Vatican electoral politics or priestly appointments. Our holiness is not ours; it is caught in graceful nets combing Holy Spirit winds. What matters is how much of THAT we can recognize in each other. The exposure of priestly molestation crimes should signal the beloved Church to cry out for an Aquarian reformation that honors the divine feminine, the Godliness in us that glorifies both women and men.

The Solution Is Liberty, Not Punishment

Believe me, I am not trying to talk dirty or be funny when I reiterate that it is indeed hard to kick against the pricks. The solution to priestly molestation is not to clamp down on men who have been forced to live a spiritual approach that they have not whole heartedly embraced. Instead, the Church needs to align with the architecture of the universe. It must honor the divine feminine by making priestly celibacy optional.
 Give priests liberty to choose celibacy according to their personal calling. Only then will the Church’s celibates reach for the stars instead of for their parishioners.

I AM Fearfully And Wonderfully Made

It is God’s own fear in which you are wonderfully made. Yes, God the all-powerful—against whom no enemy can stand—fears. God fears because you are infinite. And because you are infinite, you are the arbiter of THE question: “To BE or not to be.” God does not know the answer for you. Life does not spew you out as a tin man stamped from a die.

 

You live. And that is chancy. Yet, in your choice to be free, what you be will BE.

 

Sentience must of necessity use illusion in the processing that grows infinity. Any other kind of “growth” is merely a rearrangement; indeed, estranged from the One, it’s a derangement. Precisely, the possibility for derangement substantiates God’s fear.

 

The fear of God, the possibility that sentience will get carried away with illusion, is the all important ingredient in the Portland cement mix that fleetingly solidifies the One just long enough to chalice it. Sans God’s fear Life would die of certainty.

 

You cannot fear what you are already one with. It is impossible. Indeed, as is illustrated in the Advaita Vedanta story of the “missing tenth man,”
 your unfeared, loved One cannot even be detected.
 All is dark possibility until the eleventh man, the void’s objectivity, sets up your cognizance of each of the “ten men” (your perceived world) in a relationship with the One involving figure-eight flow.

 

Such “flow” is not common flow in which objects change apparent position. God’s figure-eight is a sentient conditioning in which infinity “touches” seemingly congealed illusion, thus enjoying it as a focus of the One.

 

All of creation is made in the manner of wonder: quite literally infinity wondering who I AM now. Thus, Life is an equation to be solved. Life’s flow is God’s wonder magnetizing a solution. When you slap God in the face by endorsing opposites rather than centering between and beyond them (thereby seeing face-to-face), God’s fear is justified. A better approach is to allow your sentience to sustain your identity just long enough for Shiva, the destroyer, to disappear it as a cosmic mean.

 

So…fearfully and wonderfully am I made. Fearfully because polar illusion portends infinity’s growth; wonderfully because God so enjoys the mysterious tension of Unknowing, like a child at Christmas awash in unopened presents (unopened Presence).
On the Road…Alive…Alone

Master teachers are indispensable, but only up to a point. In Carrol O’Connell’s novel Find Me, she writes, “If you only follow the Buddha’s road, you can only go where the Buddha goes…only know what he knows. But all our questions are personal. Why am I here, where did I come from, where am I going?”

The greatest master, the greatest teacher, can only give you indications. You are unique and so must be your living Self realization. That is why the Buddhists say, “If you see the Buddha walking down the street, shoot him.” Your own answers contain him, even as his contain you. But neither of you can pose the same questions.

Spanish Devotional Poetry
Grounding Bliss As Crystal

The following passage from Longfellow’s “Devotional Poetry of Spain,” a chapter in his book Outre-Mer,
 is so beautiful that I am compelled to share it with you. It speaks to the One’s untrammeled chalice and the Word’s haunting approach to its ethereal bourne. Here Longfellow speaks of the Spanish urge to go más allá, beyond the beyond, to embrace the suchness beyond existence:

“The conception is always striking and original, and, when not degraded by dogmas, and the poor, puerile conceits arising from them, beautiful and sublime. This results from the frame and temperament of the mind, and is a general characteristic of the Spanish poets, not only in this department of song, but in all other. The very ardor of imagination which, exercised upon minor themes, leads them into extravagance and hyperbole, when left to act in a higher and wider sphere conducts them nearer and nearer to perfection. When imagination spreads its wings in the bright regions of devotional song—in the pure empyrean—judgment should direct its course, but there is no danger of its soaring too high. The heavenly land lies beyond its utmost flight. There are heights it cannot reach; there are fields of air which tire its wing; there is a splendor which dazzles its vision;--for there is a glory ‘which eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, nor hath it entered into the heart of man to conceive.’”

The way is open for all to accompany the Spanish poets as they attempt to approach life’s summit. But as Longfellow points out, “…in the pure empyrean—judgment should direct its [one’s] course.” Wafting in beauteous currents as a “space case” can uplift. But, having threaded the eye of your needle with ethereal potential, the fabric of  your everyday life must be embroidered with it; else destiny remains unfulfilled.

Your trudge through maya is not without reason. Great Service, your raison d’être, demands that foundations not be left lurching in the mud while soul shirks them for a blissed out ride. To be useful, your ongoing way of life must combine maya’s structure with effulgent light. Only thus will you grace Ma’s tiara as a crystal (Christ Real Being) which glorifies the ore that your wakefulness refines. Now embrace this wisdom as master Morya elucidates it in his Agni Yoga book Heart, #32:

 “‘The channels of Beneficence and the recipients of the earthly poison’—thus are called the chosen ones, ready to offer themselves for the benefit of the world. The assimilation of the poison is unbearable without the power of Bliss. But without the earthly poison the power of Bliss would carry one away; thus striving upward has an earthly foundation. Of course, the assimilation of poison is unbearable for many, but also for the affirmation of Bliss an actual tempering of the heart is needed. We consider it a treasure when the heart is ever ready to resound to the environment, being already without tension. It is not easy to do this unless the energies are transformed into resounding crystals.”
Being, without tension, entertains the One as a fiery, unblockable heart flame. As Morya says, it is not easy to crystallize fire, to throw off the fluff that accumulates when delusional states are nurtured. Intellectually appreciating unity ironically fabricates mental corridors that leave you—perhaps self contented—meandering round and round in mental cells. Blockheads content themselves with such caging of Life in maya’s overcrowded prison. There the mind easily blindsides the unwary with self deceiving, thoughtful “awakenings” which counterfeit Reality’s cosmic virginal emptiness.

Learn Lake Placid’s transparency. Let the Life I AM liberate the Spirit of Selflessness to freely settle in any realm consciousness inhabits. Nevermore to roam, I AM evermore unmistakably home. “Neither shall they say, Lo here! or, lo there! for, behold, the kingdom of God is within you.”

How can you pull this off? “Watch and wait. But work like heck insensibly while you are waiting.”

The Rock Island Line
It intrigues me how famous songs get ingrained into a community’s fabric not so much because of their beauty but because of the archetypes they so powerfully convey. These archetypes don’t just embed themselves in people. They resonate to our depths, for their seeds lie within. They subliminally appeal to us as “hearth and home.”

Such a song is “The Rock Island Line.” Here are the lyrics to the chorus:

Down the Rock Island line is a mighty good road
Oh, the rock island line is the road to ride
The rock island line is a mighty good road
Well, if you want to ride you got to ride it like you find it
Get your ticket at the station of the rock island line


First, note the slap-in-your-face obvious reference to Christ, the rock. Then note that the Rock is an island because Christ, mediating the One with soul, is One, yet it is surrounded by maya’s flux. When consciousness embraces flux as figure-eight flow, it finds Selfhood on a mighty good road, which is also its own destination. As the song says, the line (consciousness) IS the road.

Yes, the line and the road are one in the same. We create the scenes we inhabit (as the Kurosawa film “Rashomon” so ably illustrates). Indeed, the “Rashomon syndrome” has entered the vernacular where it reinforces the understanding every dick at the downtown precinct HQ knows: an eyeball witness is the least trustworthy evidence for what really went down. All observation is circumstantial.

Every train line (observant outer consciousness) modifies its road through maya using tools it has accumulated as karmic episode. Like a painter applying a vision to canvas, the forms that appear in the worlds we create are highly dependent upon the available brushes and the tints and consistency of the pigments on the pallet.

Imaginary purity arises only when karmic tools are abjured. Then, and only then, can consciousness ride the Rock Island line upon its mighty good road. Yet, “why callest thou me good?” The figure-eight-flow road is not good, bad or indifferent. It’s a road that chalices trains; it doesn’t progress them. Every scene windowed on THAT mighty good road I AM reveals the Self I already AM. The click-clack of my train informs the One how often I big-bang upon the cosmic mean, disappearing in the cosmic virgin’s intimating urge even as THAT figure-eight road informs the One: I love you. 

The Real Image—the THAT of I AM THAT I AM—is Self riding the Rock Island line like you find it. Indeed. You got to ride it like you find it I AM THAT I AM. In your surrender on the cosmic mean, “you” don’t create worlds out there. They spontaneously appear so you can ride them like you find them without encrusting them with your preconceived karmic notions.

To board the Rock Island line, you can’t wallow like a jellyfish. You can’t slouch around couch bound. You have to “be about your Father’s business” to get your ticket at the station. And you “get it” by staying awake with Gautama and his pal the Great Divine Director, who navigate you to the station and lead you right up to the ticket master at the window—your Real Self. 

The station of the Rock Island Line is the Great Unknowing. It is place within where consciousness identifies with no thing. It is Time within where duration is but a measure of your “level” of Hierarchy, the base frequency of your figure-eight flow. The spectra characterizing the forms you encounter at that frequency envelop you with joy. THAT is the value of your Life in Great Service, affording the One transcendence. Great Service is the money you pay for your ticket for the Rock Island line.

I’ll see you there on the platform, ticket in heart, head and hand, awaiting the conductor’s stentorian soundless sounding, “All aboard! Night (spirit) Train!”

That’s all I wanted to say, but I just noticed this other verse of the song:


It was cloudy in the west, looked like rain,
but round the corner come a passenger train.
North-bound train on the south-bound track,
you were all right a-leavin’ but you won't be back.

That’s a wonderful description of the Rock Island line’s figure-eight, caduceus flow: simultaneously northbound/southbound. Your sense of self puts you on a “passenger” train. And it may look like the realm you are in might bring rain to nourish the maya. But WATCHOUT! On the Rock Island line, as the Spirit of Selflessness, you won’t be back. Your every moment is ALL and unique. The whole line and road is ever joyous re-creation.
It Needs To Mean Something
Last night I saw the film “About a Boy” starring Hugh Grant. It dealt with a boy bringing a gadabout man to terms with the meaningless life he was navigating. It got me meditating on finding life’s meaning, my meaning, in the bits and pieces love’s tides plop unceasingly on my beach.

It’s easy sitting around being all spiritual, thinking your life doesn’t mean any one thing, yet it means ALL things and way beyond.

But that can leave you feeling rather nothing but a blank bloke.

If Life really does mean nothing, it would seem to be pretty ramshackle rubbish. And in the limit plain stupid, what with all the dukkha sustained just to get a tinge of a farthing of Life.

You only get one chance to be perfect. One chance every moment, and the moment’s always gone. The holy perfect is missed if the net you’re using to catch the wind is all ruffles and ridges.

Being awake is far from blah. If you miss out on getting the perfect, well, that’s kind of okay. It’s not such a big loss because your karma’s got it in a temporary holding pattern waiting for you to reclaim its essence. You can’t get the mint first issue ever again, but you can work its nub (as balanced karma) into a nice enough flower to sit right pretty in your nosegay.

Each perfect one chance is a measure of your love. You’re always with your Tailor turning you this way and that, fitting you all custom made up for the moment’s birthday suit. But meandering mind is often so out of it as to wonder how much love you’ve got. It’s not how much that counts; it’s your fitness for fire’s fathoming. The spark that sets cockles all atingle draws your heart through the eye of your needle to embroider love’s perfect caress as bare motive acts free of superfluities.

But oh, so often, happenstance and commentary overtake untrammeled soul. Hamlet agrees:

“…the native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of thought,

And enterprises of great pith and moment

With this regard their currents turn awry,

And lose the name of action.”

On the other hand, unconscious acts bring the whole firmament to bear upon moments as supporting cast. Unencumbered “pith and moment” interface unfounded meaning with love enmeshed in seeming. Only by the Name I AM THAT I AM, writ upon a clean and cleaning slate, can pregnant poles birth the Word as omen, declaring what dreams may become indelibly married act. Cascading dreams shimmer; meaning glimmers, flashing prognosticated past and remembered future, crying unspeakably, beloved.

Meaning drives every Real encounter. 

Nest in the Great Unknowing, and your heart’s great eagle will spot its sustenance from its aerie, however incalculable be its height. The everyday accidents whirling about you carry meaning in a flood, which particulars only modify. Still, each particular is infinitely poignant—as above, so below. Such subtlety cannot be grasped, but its action can be observed echoing through the denser material that lucid ones use to fashion joy’s mindful reports.

Positioning heart beyond giving and receiving produces Life’s treasure. Only the highest priced, highest quality materia lucida can construct the subtle body, which contributes inestimably to evolving OM. The singing heart issues the builder’s blocks from its fiery kiln. In Great Service your subtle body building embraces untouchable joy. The infinite saturates the most miniscule crumbs when they emanate Life’s whole loaf: unfettered heart.

Your song sings eternity now. Listen to Master Morya serenading soul:

The cosmic currents penetrate through the heart of an Agni Yogi. The saturated heart senses all perturbations—thus, the Ancient Wisdom speaks of the heart filled with Ether. That through which the Cosmic Space breathes, the sensitive heart breathes also. That with which the cosmic heart breathes, the heart of an Agni Yogi breathes also. Each vibration resounds upon the subtle strings of a sensitive heart. Thus one has to guard so greatly this cosmic treasure. The currents fill the heart and expand the sphere of its action. Thus the cosmic correspondence is established.

 The meaning you portray quells all bartering at Life’s bazaar. Your own unique meaning, the coin of your realm, takes dominion over all upon which it fixes its purchase. Your mysterious, infinite consonance backs the currency lodged in heart:

What is the treasure of the heart? Not only well-wishing; not only compassion; not only devotion to the Hierarchy; but consonance with the Cosmic Consciousness, when the heart besides its own rhythm even partakes in the cosmic rhythm. Such heart may be trusted; it possesses straight-knowledge, it feels and knows, and as a manifested link with the Higher World it expresses the indisputable.

Self worth extends your meaning, warp and woof, through the universal fabric. I AM stands for you: innately useful; surely satisfied as an egg warming cluck. The Life depends wholly on you and you all One.

Eternal Vigilance Liberates
Nanny Government, Like Maya, Incarcerates
Liberty is opportunity to choose; freedom is the result of right choices.

Right choices—fulfilling the One—instill independence. Choosing to give your power to maya, like giving it to big government enslaves you. 

Attention hoodwinked into taking maya’s phantoms for Reality is entwined with them like hugging a tar baby. Then knickknacks clutter consciousness and suck up more and more attention, which suffers the drag of paying their room and board. Attention hoodwinked by high sounding speeches offering sustenance submits to the nanny state, which keeps consciousness in childish dependence and obedience to it. Such opposition to freedom bears nothing in common with the gracious independence of a childlike adult.

Choose…
The Ongoing Now, or Decomposing Stink Stalled Up the Creek

Unclutterable, the Infinite One in league with mystery spontaneously arises. Stalwart, engaged, unflinching, Life’s aura exudes real value, enwombing attention aflame in ever fecund abundance. But consciousness in the arms of Morpheus, drawn into sweaty tumbles in the hay with maya’s sirens, emits ennui’s feckless aroma. Such fetid attention broadcasts ponderously wavering stink. It suffocates and entombs self in its own counterfeit substance.

The Government Hand That Feeds You
Is a Hand Out to Fleece You

You are the coin of your realm. Stay free. Retain your value. Don’t spend your capital by sleepwalking through maya’s bazaar. There, skillful hawkers, like nanny government, will cajole you into dependence upon “other.” Society spending Self on outer allegiance trades Self sufficiency for counterfeit, phantom beads and trinkets. Government programs become slave drivers. They produce no value on their own. The only value government can supply must first be taxed away from the people it appears to be helping.

Since phantom government is wholly synthetic, it must convince its minions to bow to its idols, the rules and regulations it conjures and huffs and puffs upon them. Stricture stricken, unfounded and unfunded gifts tumble into feedbags. Way too many Americans now indulge themselves in feeding at the troughs of this emptiness, and they blandly trade freedom for candied blandishments. To satisfy us babes feeding at an Aunt Jemima sized chest, nanny government spouts worthless digital Fed dough by the trillions today. This masquerade may bring some solace, but those bouncing boobs bludgeon, placing an ever burgeoning demand upon suckling attention.

Gradualism: The Bane of Complicity

Every moment is complete. Attention is really and all-or-none sort of endeavor. Either attention fathoms Reality or it doesn’t. A statement like “I’m Real about 64 percent of the time” is idiotic. Consciousness is instantaneous. Time passing is a phantom, just like the forms it conjures. All you are is the moment, in situ NOW.

Even the slightest bit of dye colors all of the human consciousness, pushing you off kilter from infinite Self. The smallest wink to a lascivious siren phantom lends attention to a semblance of duration, which belies the NOW. It takes but an imperceptible sleepy time morsel of ignorance to get consciousness bobbing in the wind on a tether, like those Macy’s Parade balloons.

Nanny government, too, starts out small, preconditioning minions to partake of programs which government has no reason to sponsor, and which would be much more efficiently overseen and conducted locally. Each little government program imposes upon intimacy. The power brokers want your love first, knowing that slavish obedience will easily follow. Their real goal is to turn a person’s proclivities toward “government first,” just as the little tastes a drug dealer offers “for free” condition his future clients to dependence upon him.

 Wraithlike, nanny government weaves thin balloon strings into everything it does. They tug these closer and closer to confine your vision with blinders pre-calculated to follow one undeclared agenda upon the next, all to keep you tied to innumerable merry-go-round impositions. These tethers weave the fabric that boxes in your consciousness, codified with rules and regulations. Thinking outside the box then requires a major act—a declaration of independence, if you will—that is ever so repugnant to government bureaucrats.

Don’t fight City Hall
Internalize the City Foursquare Instead

An extricating boon ever beckons: eternal vigilance never subsides. The Great Unknowing perpetually assigns ever-new vision to the moment. For “eternal” refers not to time but to purchase, the stance of consciousness you assume to pay attention out along antahkarana’s infinite cabling. Eternal vigilance beholds the forms your conjuring encounters as spontaneous outposts assimilating Holy Spirit. Thus aligned, the Holy Ghostly lamplighter keeps the streets radiant in your City Foursquare.

Needs be, you interact with potential phantoms that could box you in, but they need not confine your attention. Timeless eternal vigilance perceives as the Cosmic Magnet: Father/Mother, Spirit/mater poles arrested upon mystery’s cosmic mean fulcrum. Like polestars infinity has collared, such form does not displace time and space. It is apparent, but neither appears nor disappears. In Reality, Time, the Divine Mother, does not proceed like a parading: floating tethered-balloon forms midst a sense of succession. Such sensory movement is but an afterglow to the NOW in which the Divine Mother births, and remains in full consonance with, the mysterious faith that intimates Reality and phantoms alike. The sense of time passing disappears in Time’s depthless, profound innocence, just as the sense of water never presents to a fish.

Time filters appearances through sensation’s portals; then, consciousness in unenlightened states gums them up with duration. Such forms appear real to consciousness cleaving to them, but Time the Mother, empowered like an Amazon, instantaneously cleaves them from surrendered consciousness. Such consciousness flies about only in the abyss that dissociates shades from the light. Unlike realizing Self I AM THAT I AM, duration senses “me” and “thee,” re-membering shades in a self made dukkha filled, noisome Hades. 

The Real Deal: Instantaneous Self

Presenting Self moment by moment is not meant to re-member a phantom past by inciting human memory. The Play is an unveiling of eternal Causal Body Selfhood, which uses time/space veils as strokes massaging consciousness to satisfy Life’s equations: arraying possibility as the joy I AM. Human memory endures only for the gummy bear consciousness that fabricates it into its preferred phantoms. Life’s memory (Causal Body) does not “endure.” It eternally presents to enlightened consciousness in Great Service by clothing I AM with mystery. Living time/space costumery twinkles like the sylvan touch of a Puck who delights in his pranks upon mortal consciousness. Maya sports and plays in its aerie fairy disguises; but, alas, the mortals, oh-so-seriously interacting with them, fall prey to dukkha’s dissonance rending Real guises. Energy is sapped, and the Tree Of Life withers in them.

Big Government Lives Off of Stolen Attention

Big government’s overwhelming nanny hold on consciousness ratifies and implements Life’s withering. Individuals, whose attention is meant to drink copiously of the fount everlasting, are taxed just to receive a pittance of regurgitated swill. They are condemned to pay through noses barely able to breathe above the slush cloaking government funds. Love’s labor is lost to government’s gorgon mouth. (Under Obamunism, that maw spends much more time chatting people up, speechifying all about the country filling ears with just what they want to hear, than it does behind the Oval Office desk seriously debating solutions to national problems.)

Both Nanny Government and Maya Produce a Populace of Spectators

If we continue to focus on the phantoms, the people-government disconnect will ever remain. The government boondoggle subsists and grows and grows because America has become a country of spectators. Spectators of the maya, not enjoyers of Reality. Big government has become the master, but only of ceremonies. It takes polls and tries to deliver the shows requested. People opposed to the current government’s practices are taken not as players who could contribute to formulating real solutions to community problems, but as gladiators offering power brokers targets to maul in the Roman circus USA.

The USA is now at a tipping point. If government is allowed to get much bigger, taxes will have to increase so much that more and more people will find their life insupportable. They become wholly dependent upon and beholden to government. Liberty then disappears, and freedom is incarcerated wholly in the government maya. The key to America’s jail cell is now all but thrown away. And when it is thrown away—even now—only eternal vigilance will be able to find it. The people are perishing void of vision.

Only Heart Provides
Eternal vigilance resides in the heart as a threefold flame. But, as attention and dependence is placed upon government (indeed, all the outer forces of maya), the less your identity can be free and real. You become the phantoms you create by perceiving them. Continue this long enough, and you will utterly disappear, even as statesmen disappear into a proletariat. Independent action will be no more, and only the jingle-jangle phantom dance will hold sway.

It is important to realize that everything I have said here pertains directly to how you conduct your attention every moment of your day and night. On their own, the maya, the government, all the crap, have no power to incarcerate you in phantom forms. You lend them that power by ignoring the fount of mystery, the Great Unknowing, alive and waltzing in your heart.

How to Lose Selfhood

You actually become the phantoms as your attention leads them to excite your senses and take up their residence within your awareness. They actually steal your consciousness away from you as their magnetism more or less prevails. Their magnetism modifies your activities and self conception, even to the point of possessing the sort of one-track mind of a teenage boy enduring a hormone storm when coming upon a slinky 9 0r 10 scantily clad.

Richard Attenborough illustrated on one of his natural world shows how easily phantom magnetized behavior is modified. It can be lead around by the nose under the influence of phantom forms within and outside. Attenborough stood next to a cicada on a tree branch. He snapped his fingers to mimic the clicking sound of a female cicada’s wings. The male would immediately turn and walk toward the snapping fingers unfailingly. Even though the finger snaps were nothing but a phantom impersonator (insectonator, actually) of a female cicada, they held complete control over the macho bug they had converted into a mere minion.
I can hear you now. “I’m not some dumb old cicada!” But consider well, that every single “thing” you encounter all day and all night long—your waking and sleeping dreams—plays upon your memories and proclivities, and robs you of your Self contained liberty. Wrongly focused attention to forms keeps you chained to your familiars. Like a witch, those familiars open you into the illusory realm.  They lead your attention around as if it is on a leash. The only way to break the leash and live in freedom’s light is to embrace surrender’s mysterious Great Unknowing and plumb infinity, even as you encounter the most commonplace objects.

Practice the Presence

If you are a lazy bum like me, you will have to consciously practice the Presence as often as you can remember throughout the day. Staying Awake is not easy. Slumber is the overwhelming way of the phantoms you have invited to reside in the folds of your consciousness, and their drowse is infectious.

The phantoms strenuously want to live, and wakefulness kills them. So they are master singers of lullabies. But by tying yourself to your caduceus spinal mast and withholding your attention from the sirens, they die of starvation. Then, rather than snoozing with your phantoms, you can fly with the Holy Ghost angles of your faceted jewel consciousness, which takes its place in the One’s antahkarana hula.

Your real dancing Life is a transcendent hula because it conveys unspeakable meaning, whereas, the skeletal phantom dance is a meaningless totalitarian contortion that cements you in its grasping power plays. Antahkarana’s real community gets usurped when phantom arrays impress you into communism, or worse, Obamunism, which doesn’t even betray your inherent constitutional liberty forthrightly, but with deception, usurpation and pandering to your pet phantoms. Cut your ties in freedom from both maya and big government. Live and let live.

Death and Taxes

The more you subscribe (underwrite with your Word) to the phantom maya world you conjure, the higher the taxes you must pay to live there. Your fantasy world is a high priced villa on the shores of a far country with exorbitant property tax rates. Big Brother monitors and controls your every intimation and activity there. Your tax is due and payable every second, every cycle of consciousness that you dwell there.

It’s as if you are hobbled, dragging through the maya. The mighty horsepower of your Merkabah chariot in Great Service in and as the One stalls there. And troubles multiply as Infinity is deprived of your antahkarana smile. In ignorance you are left to besmirch the All with a gorgon grimace. The fairy tale life of the prince with his princess, which you could be leading happily ever after, is grim for its satiety.

As you acquiesce, Maya’s dukkha lays claim to the vessel of your heart’s fire blossoms, which could float you straightway to the One’s altar, where your floral aromas could exude as freedom’s incense from its uncensored censors, and their petals bestow your eternally surrendered love at the feet of a magnificent, magnanimous Buddha radiating I AM Real.
So take up your revolution in higher consciousness. “Dump the tea!” into maya’s high tax harbors. Write your Constitution upon your Merkabah chariot’s boards. Let your chariot be your room and the boards in which you take your real nourishment and extol your constitution as unique Presence along the initiatory bumpy road flowing as eternity’s ever-dawn.

NOTE: If this essay has tinkled even the smallest of bells in you, I cannot more ecstatically recommend that you go on now to saturate yourself in Ralph Waldo Emerson’s essay “Self Reliance.” I heartily suggest that you read, underline and add your own two cents to it yearly. It is the third essay in the Project Gutenberg on-line version. Here is a link to the free copy you can download and print:

http://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/16643/pg16643.txt
Sitting On The Right Hand Of God

Jesus imparted to his disciples that when he would ascend to heaven, he would sit on the right hand of God. A bloke like me naturally asks, who, then, sits at His left hand. 
The apostle Paul gives us a hint when he confides that now we are sons—and daughters—of God. And another hint is our knowledge that the right hand gives, while the left receives.

So, here’s the scoop: In his ascended state, Jesus assumes the masculine, giving polarity, a crescendo which universal Christhood bequeaths to sons and daughters of God. As God’s children here, our attention nourishes the earth planes, resounding our Presence as celebrants, even accelerating celebrities of the One.

As we strut and fret, plying our bows upon Life’s fretted sound board, us gods and goddesses receive the universal Word (the universal Christ, which Jesus assumed as his Higher Self, even before his ascension). Then we translate that Word as manna to the nations, outplaying God’s lyrics in everyday life.

As God’s own, sitting on his left hand, we suffer the children—infinity’s gracious shoots—to come unto us to receive nourishment and tutelage at our Motherly breast. That breast is the comforting Christly conformance we integrate with maya’s denizens, even as we open portals to unity out of matter’s empty interstices. Dawning light breaks through those crevices, comporting infinity’s cosmic mean, Mother’s fecundating nipples punctuating her panoply.

Every single, solitary focus of our attention suckles at Ma’s nipple cracks in the concrete of maya’s walkways. Even though we but rarely glimpse Her breasted feminine founts, Her milk is omnipresent, effectually answering our needs and inspiring our creativity. Our purview is saturated with divine nipples beckoning, “Come drink of everlasting Life.” Yet, scarcely do we take suck. Rather, blithely, we busy ourselves with maya’s pittance.

Sit at God’s left hand, I say! Take drink, and smile the gourmand’s satisfaction. For only the cream of God’s crop can wean you from the thrall of maya’s swill.

The greatest show on earth is our dance of the seven veils. Let your lively burlesque strip your ignorant acts as you go all the way, onward to the radiance of God’s right hand shaking the rafters of His left hand in you. Instill the One in the wake of every shattered shifty veil you drop. Thereby, serve simultaneously at both hands of God’s throne, bumping from on high in your heart and grinding below, ever, ever so fine, maya’s dusty derelicts that would encumber your illimitable shimmy-shimmy-shake-shake.

So…Jesus, ascended, sits on God’s right hand with all other ascended masters, while on his left sits Jesus the man and all us guys and gals, God’s sons and daughters, who came before and after him. Won’t you shake on that, pard?

Precious Hierarchy Renders Maya’s Duality Flab

Advaita Vedanta describes your virtual life story in and as the One. Yet, the teaching as I have encountered it so far seems incomplete, for I have yet to encounter any mention of Hierarchy. It appears impossible to me that Advaita masters are unaware of Hierarchy. Yet they never expound upon it or even disclose it. I suppose the reason must be that humans are in so disheveled a state owing to their infatuation with maya’s duality that the need of the hour is not so much a complete teaching as a rescue mission. I figure Advaita masters believe that once humanity comes into consonance with the One, their appreciation of Hierarchy will arise as a matter of course. Their concern seems to be “first things first.”

I agree. I also disagree.

True: every vantage point can obviate the One if established in duality’s I-thou mode. Yet, exalting in Hierarchy contributes greatly to a deep appreciation of Self which inherently complements the One. The key word here is “inherently.”  “Maya” tends to be a bit of a curse word to most spiritual types. But further seeing aspirants understand and experience it—even as Advaita teaches—as indistinguishable from the One. Once duality is pierced, true vision arises, and maya becomes the shining jewels of Indra rather than despicable, deplored density.

Enlightenment seems so very far off to normal, everyday humans because the duality based senses they lollygag around in most of the time provide importunately accessible handles which cuckold their interactions. But that need not be. The senses can used as tools that, far from deranging consciousness, celebrate it.

By artfully experiencing Hierarchy and its expressions as a synonym of the One, its animating principle enables you to master Life’s craft to reveal, even bring to the fore, your very own far off worlds.

No Need to Flee Maya’s Encounters
The Advaita story of the missing tenth man illustrates how maya is part and parcel of ALL THAT IS. Maya is not just some happenstance aftereffect. Without it, Self realization is moot. And Hierarchy is the means by which maya—yes, even the outer sensational maya—approaches infinity in the limit which caches our heart’s love as imagery.

In the story, ten men cross a stream, and each one counts the others after they have arrived at the other side to make certain that they all made it across safely. But each man leaves himself out of the count because he cannot see himself. So they all count nine and sadly think they lost someone. Then along comes an eleventh man, who strikes each of the ten with a staff as he counts them, and verifies that all ten actually made it across. Bottom line: the duality of tapping—direct contact with maya’s relationships—is far from an enemy. It partakes of Self realization’s very nature. Without it, the One remains sterilely aloof, and there is no joy in Mudville.

Hierarchy Is Infinite Re Both Time and Space
Never Is Form Not,
Even While It Is Invisible from a Particular Vantage Point!

So how does appreciating Hierarchy’s infinite nature bring about joy right now, right where you are, right here in the midst of your sensational walk?

First, understand that Hierarchy never disappears, even in pralaya.
 Yes, pralaya is real. The whole apparent universe disappears sometimes. But Hierarchy is the bearer of grace which restarts the whole shebang, bestowing its reappearance. Thus pralaya bows to Hierarchy’s omnipresence.

A universe experiencing pralaya is but a bit of a more inclusive one, macrocosmically cycling at a higher frequency through its own realm. Microcosmically, owing to manifestation’s fractal nature, many universes experience pralaya, even right within you as you go about your business.

Losing Self in the One

I’d bet you still think it’s desirable and useful to go inward to a formless void to lay claim to some higher version of Hierarchy’s gifting Selfhood. And you would be right. True meditation does negate maya’s duality; and that helps you grow more infinite. But it leaves out the rest of the story. Do you still believe the higher way lies only in meditatively nullifying apparent difference?

I hope not. Throwing the baby out with the bath water will definitely clog your drains. Don’t vaporize your here and now city. It’s urban renewal you’re about; not annihilation. The City Foursquare beckons.

Yes, maya’s duality will always tempt you back into its slums. But that is part of the One’s architectural genius. Don’t fall into the spiritual trap that entices you to dislike temptress maya while ignoring your alchemical power to transform her appearances into beauty. Without apparent duality—even at the very highest levels of consciousness —your Prince Charming couldn’t even propose to his dreamy Beauty.

Spice It Up

Meditate on this: Without apparent “other,” how could even the highest masters, the most exalted Beings before the throne of God, observe and take joy in their compatriots? Rightly appreciating Hierarchy translates “other” into Beauty, into Art. Abhorring maya’s apparent duality just gives Lady Godiva a scraggly crew cut, forefends the cosmic virgin’s pulchritudinous conformity with her warts, and squelches mystery’s verve. Overcoming duality’s temptation brings pizzazz to beginningless, endless Being.

The All-Seeing-Eye translates “other” into “Only You,” but it never removes love as Hierarchy’s grace. Your choice to Be in and as the One is all important to your role as spice in the Great Lord’s supper. The act of choosing unity awakens consciousness and presses apparent duality into Great Service, which nourishes infinity’s famished vision.

You Are Not a Slumlord

Don’t abdicate your position as maya’s Lord. Instead, allow consciousness to clear duality’s slums by crystallizing them as Beauty. As a community’s consciousness rises, its inspiration will bring even its physical environment along with it. You’re not intended—EVER—to launch yourself into a pristine la-la land so uniform as to blare blah. The great escape will always include manifestation which embraces Great Service at whatever frequency Hierarchy sings you. In your “right mind,” slummy duality remains, as illusion, but it has no power to drag you by fits and starts into its snares.

As you take in your surroundings, consciousness can delight by acting as a waveguide for the light of its higher octaves. The light impinges upon and through, even as it focuses THAT infinitely consummate imagery as your very own identity. Like Jacob’s ladder, your Hierarchical ladder populates your awareness with angels descending and ascending to express the qualities of your own divine Self. Encountering the faceted angles of Self in those images bequeaths Self worth I AM THAT I AM.

Clasp Love in Dividend Issuing Bonds
Come, O My Precious, My Soul Searching, My Hierarchy

I have kissed the forehead of the Black Madonna ensconced above the great organ in the cathedral of Montserrat, Spain. Little did I know then that my kiss but echoed an everlasting tryst with the cosmic virgin: the ever unseen Dark that, far from a mere opposite of light, brings Light to bear upon itself so mysteriously that the God of very Gods bows humbly in her awful, tacit presence.

In her hush, universes spring mysteriously unbidden to multiply love. Cells divide to bestow consciousness more and evermore in her exalting, yet unfathomably endearing prowess. As consciousness flowers in beings who would share Buddha’s great awakening, whispering petals egg them on to disabuse themselves of the very last filmy veil postponing Being.

Behold: Enlightenment!

In THAT ever accelerating nakedness, Hierarchy’s babes unfurl the One as Indra’s bejeweled plethora, asuck at Black Madonna’s imperceptible breast.

� Jesus knew better than to chat up Pilate.


� A wonderful Koan, THAT tag.


� Nirvana and Pralaya notwithstanding, since Hierarchy is infinite, nested cycling ultimately never ceases. In the Final Truth, “complete” rest can only be appreciated locally—however vast THAT locality may present. Ein Soph’s infinitely serene cosmic virgin may sit out the dance; yet her inexpressible mystery endows the magic. Perforce, consciousness retains integrity even in nirvana, else it could never emerge. Nirvana to one range of frequencies is manifestation to Hierarchically farther off worlds.


� To those maya vulture criminals, it’s not a stick “out,” but a stick “up” of the One. That’s why they’re already “doing time” in maya’s clink.


� Know ye not that we are gods?


� Just so you don’t think I’m gettin’ all uppity here, I’m talking to my own human consciousness as much as yours.


� El Morya, Hierarchy (New York: Agni Yoga Press, 1944), #50-51, pp. 34-5.


� Be an infinite cause.


� “Designated,” owing to the predestined nature of infinite Hierarchy. Each of us is an agent at some “level” of Hierarchy solving equations of Life which grace delivers to us from the “level” above.


� Find the whole of infinity striving as the Divine Mother’s mystery infusing Life as its electrolyte.


� Legitimate tensity is Self realization as figure-eight flow. Obedience to Hierarchy is not a response to some sort of bossing around. Obedience vis-à-vis Hierarchy is more at resonance with its infinite grace.


� Ibid., #53, p. 36.


� Pearls of Wisdom, Vol. 54, No. 3.


� Ramesh S. Balsekar, Consciousness Speaks (Redondo Beach, Cal., Advaita Press, 1992), pp. 43-4.


� Ibid, p. 46.





� Consciousness as an infinite Hierarchy of frequencies sampling Selfhood.


� I’m not glorifying the “natural man” here. The human condition must eventually be transcended, but it is clear that many of the humans whose profession is priest have yet to attain to that level of consciousness.


� Indeed, Jewish rabbis are required to be married. Celibacy is not a source of holiness; it merely complements it for those who find it in their nature to embrace it.





� Here is the Advaita story of the missing tenth man. Ten men cross a stream. They wanted to be sure all of them made it across safely. So several times one of the men counted the others, but they always failed to count themselves. So they kept coming up with only nine safe arrivers. Then an eleventh man came by and struck each with a staff as he counted them. All ten were then accounted for. Oh, joy.


� On the other hand, everything apparently separate from you is more or less feared simply because its opposition is capable of resolving your ego in a conflagration of opposites fueled by the polarity your maya based view has set up. In the cosmic magnet, ego is but Energy Going Out of the picture.
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