CHAPTER 1

I used to have this game in which I played with my balls.  My earliest memory comes from the days before my scrotal sac’s passage sealed, and has me obsessively pushing my left testicle especially (with embryonic stuff enough to re-populate the world many times over) up from the sac to the inside of my body and nudging it down again.  Little else remains of this memory beyond the oddly familiar sensation of “neat weirdness”, and the compelling impression that I was involving myself somehow in a deep listening process, like the act of crossing the passage was reminding me of something significant which I couldn’t quite place.


Pressing my fingers upon my skin just below the waist, feeling my testicle’s outline, and in guiding it through the passage to the outside of my body I was controlling the movement of something inside me as a yogi might master his heartbeat, acting in what I believe to be a state of ritual re-enactment of my own birth.  As a tike almost totally dependent upon the sometimes scary adult figures in whose air I would swirl around, the one thing I could do to feel at least somewhat in control of my destiny was to stay in contact with who I was originally by playing with my balls.


As popular a game as my ball-playing was, in time it became all but forgotten, and eventually, but for a crack, the passage forever sealed shut.  Trapping my “undescended” left testicle inside my body’s darkness, and there my nut would grow.


As babies we are perfect, or so holds one school of thought.  We are born with our wholeness intact, untainted by the world, and at a level before we are able to make distinctions between objects.  For newborns all is one, and this is what the sages had aspired to.


Meanwhile society’s perspective is that everything about newborns is wrong.  Can’t eat or shit without making a mess and they don’t sleep when they’re supposed to.  But the newborn himself sees that he’s fine as he is, so he fights against socialization.  What the babe doesn’t realize, however, is that for his own good it’s a fight he must lose if he is ultimately to win.


I liken life’s movement to an hourglass.  The beginning position of the hourglass, where the sands are concentrated in the top half, is analogous to the newborn state.


When all of one’s totality is concentrated, naturally all is one.  What happens, though, in the normal course of living and experiencing the world, is that the sands start to slip to the bottom, and with the natural flow of gravity.  The child learns to discern objects, but loses the sense of being whole.  What can you do?  But what happens as a person becomes older and wiser is that the sands recollect at the bottom of the glass, creating the sense of one’s totality being restored.  By the time you reach death’s door, the ideal scenario would have it that all your grains have reconstituted at the bottom in the form of Enlightenment, defined as that state of wholeness which is permanent because gravity can’t take it away.


This is how the game usually goes, but I managed something pretty extreme to subvert this model for living.  Spurred by mortal fear for the impending loss of my original wholeness, like a conscious seed becoming afraid to die in the plant, I managed to endow myself with a fool’s gold natural Enlightenment by clogging the chokepoint between the top and bottom halves before a single grain could sneak through.  I did this by trying to pass through the chokepoint whole, clutching to the sands of my totality like a fistful of Aesop’s grapes in a too-narrow jar and greedily attempting to retrieve my hand without leaving any behind.  Instead becoming stuck like a pig, and damning myself to pass through life with what amounted to an unborn soul for as long as I refused to let go.


Many folks pop out and hit the ground running throughout the course of their lives.  Not to imply that we’re capable of such physical exertion while mired in the afterbirth.  Only that life is a forward progression and that be you animal, vegetable or mineral, in some form you are generally progressing, one step, or sand, at a time.


In my entire life I had taken only one backward step, but that one step was a doozy.  A single one-eighty followed by a zillion steps forward.  Of course one can never go back, but the effort had always been there.  Like I was driving down the road of life with my eyes on the reflected image of my mother’s womb receding in my rearview mirror, paying more attention to where I had been than to where I was going.  A recipe for disaster if ever there was, and I found that staying in contact would become more difficult and desperate the further I traveled, and the longer I lived, the further removed I became from my original state.

