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The Round Table


Growth and integration happen in the spiraling flow of nature. It’s the reviewing of one’s themes on repeat, each time with an expanded awareness. Infinity as the continuity of ebb & flood, while we rise in our sense of being. Every end is a beginning, and every beginning is an end, but in the end there is no such thing.


While we are the silent observer in the center, we expand in ripples and circles, experiencing life and learning more about ourselves. Time is like that. Like the path of the spiral that gives us the opportunity to undergo personal change and transformation, while in reality it all happens simultaneously, in the eternal moment of your being, the now. Your soul is the director of that placed awareness– your persona, which you perceive yourself as. The pointer of the clock, until you can see wholly.


The chapters and texts in this book hold feelings and experiences that I find myself revisiting. I keep re-arriving at self-judgement, joy, pain, and self-love. Even though the book is built in a linear way, I experience it like a spinning force. All states are valid as I go back and forth between them. All those themes sit together at a round table as the tablet that I am. Like an ancient disk, telling the story of my own creation through my inscriptions.
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Introduction


This book shares personal realizations about existence on deeper levels. Paths that brought me into the very fundament of my being and soul through the emotions that seem to control all life. But this book is not about control; it’s about surrender. A journey that started with being born and continues with being born, while revealing new ways to navigate oneself through the ocean of emotion. To face all reflections through the connections with others. It brought me to the very core of everything and nothing––the void. There I had to create my own meaning and purpose after having acknowledged the overwhelming insanity of a higher consciousness talking to me through me. A larger part of myself and everyone else.


These texts are not for the fainthearted. This book is confronting; it’s a love story, and I hope that it makes you fall in love with yourself and the world just as it did for me. But it requires you to drop all conditioned beliefs in order to perceive the answers to those questions that you have carried with you since forever.


Please note that I don’t intend for you to find yourself in all the statements and claims that I make in this book. This is my perception of reality and truth for the moments in which I wrote them. It may change over time, and it might not be true for you. I am sharing my story here, and if you can relate to parts of it, it might help you to understand yourself better.









Part I


First Birth










The Ocean of Emotion


Dark and Light as in: The Search for Self and Love in the Mirror of the World.









What is my Longing?


What is my longing?


Is it my hope and my dream?


Is it an urge to escape the now?


An urge to hide or to grow?


An urge to nurture, coming from my soul?
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Aphrodite and the Child


Aphrodite emerged from the sea and took the ocean with her,


in her body of creation and in her breath.


Now the ocean is everywhere and always was.


She gave birth to herself


over and over again,


through earth and heaven,


mother and father,


body and mind.


She is the love that explores through every emotion.


She steps out of the ocean to breathe and drowns in it again.


In the fluctuating states of the elements that perform an endless dance


through the constructs of reality,


through the forms of creation.


She is in us, and we are in her.


Born from the marriage of salt and water,


the union of two that attract and dissolve one another,


while together birthing as the womb of infinite possibilities.


As the liquid field of mind and dreams,


wherein the child wants to experience it all.


It is playing so deeply that it forgets


that it is dreaming and falls asleep,


now ruled by unconscious currents.









Nostalgia


Sometimes it’s weird, you know, being an adult and all. On the days off, you are at home alone. Nobody tells you when to wake up, when to clean up, when, and what to eat up. You enjoy the freedom, and at the same time you long for the care that you had back then, when you wanted to control everything, while now you want to lose it again. You miss the bedtime stories, the tucking in, the warm bath, and the kitchen cabinet candy robbing. You miss the lonely weekend mornings until midday, while you silently watched television or climbed the backyard tree on your secret mission. You miss the weekends at Grandma’s and Grandpa’s, where you spend all day with the dogs. Your best pet friends––the only heartful friends, because nobody else understands. You tasted grandpa’s apple juice knowing it was beer, and you enjoyed kitchen sessions of fly smashing. Each one meant at least a 2-cent cashing.


All the good that you remember, while you still longed to grow up. I guess I forgot to mention the screaming, the cries, and the pain-laden expressions of my parents past. But it didn’t last. It got better, just not so fast. Or at least it changed from one sea of hurt into the next. And it was me swimming in it with them. Nobody to blame. I just felt so much shame that I thought it was mine. School wasn’t great, and then their split-up happened that felt like somebody had ripped out my heart. No longer able to show all my love. This was the first time that I felt totally encapsulated by the unknown, so very different from the dark time in my mother’s womb. I hear it and hear it and hear it. It’s not your fault; we love you always. Things will be better; don’t put your breath on hold. And the new guy, the new kids, how can all that fit into my mother’s heart? Where am I? First it was just me; now it has to fit four more. What’s that supposed to mean? Now I know that love can only multiply, but back then it all felt like a lie. Betrayed my little heart, and my innocence turned towards the dark.









It may not seem quite Real


Bleeding wounds,


covered with anger, lethargy, addiction, and fear.


How can my father be when he drowns in his own grief,


deep inside for the rest of his life?


What would he even be if it weren’t for me?


Was I a spark of hope, to feel love?


But that’s over now.


Drowned again, not only in losing others but losing himself in the ocean of pain.


The body slowly suffocating,


without breath.


It got too dark for him.


Eyes filled with clouds where his inner child lurks behind,


Peter Pan of some kind.


I cannot stand to see you suffer like this.


Like the parent that wants only happiness for his child.


The father that I knew, the one in the pictures,


smiling, young, handsome, and creative.


This memory seems only alive in your voice on the phone,


bringing me back to a time when I used to feel alone.


I want to keep you safe, but I can’t.


You have to own up to yourself,


because pain is not all that is,


and life is much bigger than just this.


I accept you now for the emotions that you chose,


to drown and sink again to the bottom of the ocean


into the tears of your soul,


where it’s so dark that you forgot that you are whole.


And maybe it’s me that is projecting all those emotions onto you,


creating a story in my head that isn’t true.


Because you won’t speak to me about how you feel,


and I don’t dare to ask, still hoping you might heal.


But I see and I am grateful for what you did for me,


showing me how I don’t want to be.


I love you nonetheless,


through all that disconnects.


I came through you, and I can see it now too.


And even if I cannot make you be someone else,


I will try to heal your wounds through myself.


I will not lie; if you die,


I don’t know how I will feel.


It may not seem quite real.


Somehow it already feels as if you are dead.


The father that I knew, that I once had.


Still, this death cannot keep us apart,


from being us


––freeing––


being our beating hearts.


A space to balance back into the ocean.


A space that holds every possible notion.


Everywhere and in us always,


just lighter.


Death as a space for our breath.


It’s not somewhere other than here,


but it’s a part of all that holds no more fear.
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