Preface
Slamming into the boundaries of reality had fast become a way of life for him. He could not see any way he might return to a “normal” life. Then again he didn’t see any point in it either. His former life smacked of mediocrity; a slow, futile slide toward oblivion - oblivion of mind, body and spirit. Most people he knew, even the best and the brightest, could only hope to push the envelope of reality a little. They had no idea of the potential for creativity and wonder outside the box of status quo thinking. Very few, if any, knew they were stuck in a lie so grand and so old that the origins of it had been lost for hundreds, possibly thousands, of generations.

Those who knew anything at all were not willing to risk their lives by openly stating that the life we have been living is an illusion created by lunatics. To expose the secrets so closely guarded from the masses for many millennium would bring down the wrath not only of the deluders but of the deluded as well.   

Those in control did not want us to know the truth of our existence, although, by this time this information was becoming widely available. The veil of deception had grown so thick and putrid the controllers had little to fear of universal exposure both of their identity or the truth. (In fact, what they thought they knew was only a shadow of what was once known by their ancient predecessors. They had succumbed to the darkness and stench of their own closely guarded secrets, which rotted in their souls like filet mignon and caviar in their constipated colons.)

Most people had been kept in the dark for so long that if someone were to attempt to wake them from their slumber they would probably turn on them and burn, crucify, stone or hang them (or possibly all four) as a heretic. After all, isn’t our history strewn with the corpses of messiahs and prophets?

Ignorance of the truth is what breeds superstition, prejudice, mob justice and most importantly fear. Fear is the corner stone of the lie. In all its manifestations fear is what has imprisoned humanity and condemned it to death. The lie is so pervasive that even the prison guards themselves don’t even know they are not free. Everyone is so accustomed to the prison walls that those walls have become invisible, the same way the mind eventually blocks out continuous background noise or, if one should live in a pulp mill town, the constant, disgusting smell which permeates the air. (Actually, I cannot tell if the mind turns off the stench in self-defense or if the poisonous chemicals kill the olfactory nerves.)

The truth has been so closely guarded because those who play the control game - political, religious or economic - love fear. They feed on it. It makes the masses so pliable and easy to manipulate. That is why the media supplies mostly stories of murder and mayhem - a daily fix of paranoia to keep the population quaking in their closets. It’s good politics.

A universal uprising is very unlikely. Even if people should rise up against those who keep them in the dark who would they go after. Anonymity has its rewards after all. I am not, of course, referring to our visible leaders. They are just as confused as the rest of the population because they are working with the same set of handicaps. (Unfortunately for them, they are always offered up as the scapegoats to any insurrection - which makes one wonder what drives politicians to play the game in the first place.) No, I am referring to those who control from the cloistered enclaves of their ivory towers. Even heads of state are ignorant of their identity.

Those who were beginning to suspect there was more to reality than we were being led to believe -  as well as those who knew for sure -  were not about to organize anything more than a picnic. What would be the point? The truth needs no support or defense. They do not need validation in numbers or to stand up and shout about it. They have a deep and peaceful knowing that life is unfolding as it should.

What our hero knew was beyond mere words, thoughts or beliefs. What he knew came from personal experiences outside the boundaries of ordinary reality, as most of us understand it. In the beginning he thought they were beyond normal too but now they are as much a part of his every day experience as the love of his beautiful partner and a good bowel movement.

This is not to say that it is not within the realm of possibility for all of us. What he knew was it is not something you can relate to someone who has not had the incredible good fortune to have had similar experiences. This, also, does not mean that most of us do not have revelations of our own. It is just that, most of us cling so desperately to our belief systems about reality we have no way of processing any information which doesn’t fit into our particular point of view. Many of us who do have revelations dismiss them as food poisoning or a fever for fear that by telling others about them we might be consider odd, weird or, worse yet, insane. 

Most of us define our image of ourselves based on the opinions and judgments of others. We rarely realize that those opinions and judgments are ones they hold of themselves, which are, in turn, the judgments and opinions others have of them. This fetid opinion stew, with its coagulated lumps of judgmental dumplings, is too obnoxious and painful to contemplate, so we project it out onto others in the vain hope we can rid ourselves of its rancid stink. Rare is the individual who takes the time to wade through all these accumulated mountains of garbage to discover their own opinions of themselves. It takes olfactory nerves of steel to sniff out the truth of who we really are.

What our hero understood was to believe in the lie was insane - at least for him. He could not say this about anyone else, since they didn’t know any different. But, to him, buying into someone else’s manufactured and shrink-wrapped reality, though less traumatic to one’s sense of security as it may be, deflates the soul and makes a shriveled up potato look positively vibrant by comparison.

In the spiritual evolution of each individual, a step forward is irreversible. To negate a lesson learned or to attempt to stagnate in one place, causes great emotional and, subsequently, physical pain. Once the decision is made to lift the veil and take the first step across the threshold, there is no turning back. 

There is no ending to growth. There is no point at which we ‘get it’. If we wake up in the morning and find ourselves still occupying our bodies, then it can be safely assumed that we did not ‘get it’ yet. No, turning back is not an option.

Almost all human suffering is caused by fear - fear of failure, fear of success, fear of loneliness, fear of the unknown, fear of life, fear of death. Everyone harbors one or any combination of the above but fear of death is a global obsession. It rots and festers in the collective consciousness of humanity, sapping the will and energy from life, causing us to forget that the point of life is to wiggle and squirm like sperm on a head long collision course with its destiny - the joyful impregnation of the cosmic egg of creativity.

Whoever started the fear ball rolling should have received an award for the biggest screw up of all time because a life lived in fear is no life at all. The bony finger of death has already skewered the fearful heart and fed it to the worms long before the mind realizes the life force, which animated it at birth, has long since fled south to Mexico for the winter.

We all want written guarantees, that, if we make the effort to step beyond the security of our closet, in which we have so carefully placed our neatly wrapped and folded minds, we will get what we want. But this is not the way life works, in spite of what we’ve been told. As the old song says, “You can’t always get what you want, but if you try sometimes, you just might find, you get what you neeeed! Oh ya!” But what we need is not always what we want. 

Our hero discovered that the accumulation of vast quantities of information does not necessarily lead to knowledge and a vast amount of knowledge does not necessarily lead to wisdom. Wisdom is born of our life experiences and inevitably leads to one inescapable conclusion - in this life, Love is all that really matters, it is all we really need. I’m not talking about the love we seek from others, no, this is only neediness. And I am not talking about egotistical self-absorption, which is only an over compensation for self-loathing, a lack of self-esteem and/or self-confidence. No, I’m talking about the Love which can only be found within one’s Self, by knowing and loving the Self, by connecting to the Source. 

The pursuit and acquisition of personal wealth and power leaves the soul devoid of any real sense of spiritual connection. The ego sets out to sustain itself through the subjugation and fear of others by trying to steal Life Force from them. The vacant heart is like a Black Hole in space, consuming everything around it, in a vain attempt to fill itself up. It cannot fathom the concept of fulfillment coming from within - a profound understanding of who and what we are.

What our hero went through to get to his understanding of reality and where he has gone with this knowledge, is the subject of my tale. The material contained in this account of the awakening and transcendence of a person we will come to know as Rob (not his real name) was given to me, personally, by one of his mentors. Neither of these personalities remains on this plane of existence. They have moved on to one of their own design - one I hope to progress to upon completion of this chronicle. 

My intent, in committing this tale to paper, is to hopefully inspire you, the reader, to look beyond what has been placed before you as the truth and question its validity; to seek for yourself a view of reality which is more suited to your personal vision, for yourself, as well as for those fellow travelers who share this magnificent spaceship - Earth. It matters very little to me if you believe this tale or not. I only ask that you keep an open mind and glean from it whatever is useful to you on your personal odyssey. 

