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Introduction


SERVING AS BOTH PROLOGUE AND EPILOGUE


At the end of the last volume all seemed well. Approaching it on a Maidu Raft, we set foot on Buddh Gaia. Now however we find ourselves ascending the primeval river. And not only that: we find ourselves ascending it in a theriomorphic canoe. Or is it a theriozoic canoe which might at any moment turn upon us and constrict us? What has happened? In the synapse between these volumes, what has happened? Have we regressed?


Let us take our bearings. In the last volume, vicariously in Ahab, we harpooned our way out of Time into Tehom. As the evolving narrative would soon disclose, this meant that we had harpooned our way to humble beginnings, to destitute beginnings, to Maidu beginnings:


In the beginning there was no sun, no moon, no stars. All was dark and everywhere there was only water. A raft came from the north, and in it were two persons – Turtle and Father-of-the-Secret-Society …


In Turtle, again vicariously, we endured the age of the world’s night. We endured the abyss. Eventually, we came ashore, we set foot on Buddh Gaia, but you will I think agree that we didn’t do so in a mood of Rousseauistic optimism. The hope is that this side of Nero’s fiddle and Hitler’s jig we know ourselves better than that. But we don’t only live this side of the Coliseum and Auschwitz. We live this side of Gethsemane and Golgotha. In a redemptive sense, all geological ages live this side of Gethsemane and Golgotha. And that means we can come ashore in a way we previously didn’t. It means we can come ashore at Punta Alta. It means that, bringing all of what we phylogenetically are with us, we can ascend the river. Be it Congo, Amazon, Rio Negro or Rhine, we can ascend it not into the heart of darkness but into Tenebrae.


We in other words dare to hope that Anaconda Canoe is Kundalini canoe. We dare to hope that for all it’s terrors the river is in some sense the Earth’s sushumna. And that’s why, in the third section of this volume, we think of Linn Feic as a chakra. And what else but the crown chakra is Nectan’s Well?


Are you, in all of this, continuing in a direction set for us by D.H.Lawrence in his poem called Snake?


I’m attempting to continue in a direction set for us by Christ in Gethsemane. It was here, in agonized resignation, that we realigned ourselves with evolution. From now on we would seek to emerge not from but with the earth. And since, as I see it, we can hope backwards as well as forwards from the Triduum Sacrum, I invite you, seeing it with your mythic imagination, to behold a wonder: Horus, the young sun god of ancient Egyptians, ascending the Nile in Apophis Canoe. That is Good News from below. It is Good News from the phylogenetic foundations of our psyches. It allows us to hope that the great reconciliation and integration that occurred in Christ can occur in us. Not over night of course, and not to all of us all at once. Horus ascending the Nile in Apophis Canoe does not mean that we can now expect an end to bad dreams. Nor does it mean that the wolf will now lie down with the lamb. And yet Old Man is right. Among some of the native peoples of North America, the creator or maker of all things is known as Old Man. His work finished, and ready now to retire from view, he had this to say:


Now if you are overcome, you may go to sleep and get power. Something will come to you in your dream, and that will help you. Whatever those animals who come to you in your sleep tell you to do, you must obey them. If you want help, are alone and travelling, and cry aloud for aid, your prayer will be answered – perhaps by the eagles, or by the buffalo, or by the bears. Whatever animal answers your prayer you must listen.


There is a way of being in the world that enables the world to be on our side.


This we know from some of our oldest fairy stories.


This we know from The Rime of the Ancient Mariner. An emanation as it were of the favouring world, the albatross made a favouring breeze to blow.


We know it from the Book of Job. Undergoing his agon, Job became heir to a promise:


For thou shalt be in league with the stones of the field and the beasts of the field shall be at peace with thee.


At some level of his being and of our being, Anaconda is at peace with us. At some level of his being and of our being Apophis is at peace with us. At some level of our being and of their being Apophis is willing to be our Mesektet boat, Anaconda is willing to be our canoe.


It’s as if waking up one morning in his house in South Molton Street, Blake were to find that Tyger had left a medicine bundle behind.


However dangerous it is, however dangerous it will continue to be, the primeval can be on our side. Inside ourselves and outside ourselves, it can be on our side. Anaconda Canoe can be Mucalinda Canoe, Mucalinda protecting us as he did the Buddha.


In the course of his voyage on a whaler called the Acushnet, Melville went ashore on the Encantadas, an archipelago of volcanic islands better known to us nowadays as Galapagos. Reflecting on the hissing, reptile life that he encountered there, he concluded:


In no world but a fallen one could such islands exist.


But supposing Melville had gone ashore on those islands in the way that Old Man would go ashore on them?


Supposing Old Man’s state of mind were to become our state of mind?


Could it be that the precosmic raft of the Maidu is a life-boat drawing alongside the Acushnet?


Could it be that Anaconda Canoe is a life-boat drawing alongside sputnik?


Or, if it is indeed a fallen world we live in, will anything less than the Triduum Sacrum be life-boat to us?


Did you write this book in the belief that it is time to lower the life-boat?


Given so much that is so appallingly true of ourselves and our world, it has always been time to lower the life-boat. And if it is the Triduum Sacrum you are talking about, it is of course God not Lenin who lowers it. And it isn’t just onto the surface of our red, revolutionary square that he lowers it. And, given a frightful recalcitrance in things, our voyage from here on won’t be all plain sailing.


It is above all I suppose when we look at an image of Mucalinda Buddha that we in the West can see what Lawrence saw, that we have missed our chance with a Lord of Life, that we have something to expiate. In the pit in Lascaux, our oldest garbhagriha, we must expiate it. In the dust of Esagila we must expiate it. On the wake of the Pequod, our Marduk Street at sea, we must expiate it. And if we should ever wish to acknowledge that it isn’t just a pettiness that we must expiate, then, the better to picture it, we might imagine Ishmael reading Moby Dick to the Fisher King. In particular, we might imagine Ishmael reading a chapter called The Cassock to the Fisher King. Listening, the king will see that it is our collective protarchos ate, repeated now again in our day, that he is wounded with.
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Moby Dick is our modern Enuma Elish. And the wake of the Pequod isn’t only Marduk Street at sea. It is Fifth Avenue at sea. It is the Champs Elysees at sea. In a tragic sense, and all our revolutions notwithstanding, our Eiffel Tower and our Empire State are Ziggurats: not even in desire has either one of them raised its head above our continuing Babylonian captivity. And, be he a Napoleon or a Lenin, the modern liberator must confess – if only in his dreams he must confess that his Marseillaise hasn’t brought his medulla with it. And that’s what this book attempts to do. Or rather, the Christ you encounter in this book, that’s what he sets out to do. Only it isn’t Christs’ fault if, having brought eohippus-anthropus to the Kedron, he can’t make him drink.


Anyway, the very title of this last volume suggests that we’ve taken our biblical foot off the Serpent’s head. But in case anyone should conclude that this is an invitation to instinctive anarchy let us be quite clear that it is on the contrary an invitation to Gethsemane.


To come forth by day is not to come forth into another world but into another way of being in this world. And so wherever we settle, it will not for the moment be safe for a sucking child to play by the hole of the asp nor for a weaned child to put its hand in the cockatrice’s den. To be at peace with the beasts of savannah and sea does not mean that they won’t menace us or kill us. This side of redemption expect blessedness but also the ‘rush dreadful’ of tiger and lion on God’s holy mountain. Expect terror. Expect that your bed will sometimes be a liz de la mervoille. Expect a continuing need for Kwakiutl firelight. And yet the mind altering alters all. Ordinariness is tremendous. The universe is as stupendous in a daisy as it is in a galaxy. And evenings there are when we see, in a seeing not blinded by practical eyesight we see, how unworldly the world is. And any philosophy that isn’t a Song of Songs and any geology that doesn’t sing with the earth and any astronomy that doesn’t sing with the stars is defamation.


Early in the second volume we encounter Narada. Early in this volume we encounter Yaje Woman. The least we can say of them is that they are philosophically disruptive visitors to our shores and it is likely, isn’t it, that we will find it as difficult to welcome them as Montezuma found it difficult to welcome Cortez?


This question falls I think within the ambit of a larger concern in the book. I’ve gone over the ground elsewhere so I hope that on this occasion a less elaborate response will suffice.


Let us begin with Aristotle. ‘The more solitary and retired I become’ he says, ‘the more I love the myth’. In this mood, deliberately echoing the word philo-sophos, meaning lover of wisdom, he coined the word philo-mythos, meaning lover of myth. His thinking was as follows: philosophy has its origin in wonder, in mind come into a state of wonder. Myths are instinct with wonder. Like nothing else perhaps in our culture, they uncompromisingly mediate the difficult strangeness of self and of world. Therefore the philomythos has as good a chance of reaching and living in the Truth as the philosophos has.


Hegel was surely right to insist that the familiar, precisely because it is familiar, remains unknown.


Coleridge would concur:


In poems, equally as in philosophic disquisitions, genius produces the strongest impressions of novelty, while it rescues the most admitted truths from the impotence caused by the circumstance of their universal admission. Truths of all others the most awful and mysterious, yet being at the same time of universal interest, are too often considered as so true, that they lose all the life and efficiency of truth, and lie bed-ridden in the dormitory of the soul, side by side with the most despised and exploded errors.


Elsewhere he considers the need to awaken our minds from what he calls ‘the lethargy of custom’ and the ‘film of familiarity’.


How unknown, because of our familiarity with them, are our myths?


Don’t we occasionally need an exotic myth or two to awaken something in us?


Maybe Yaje Woman will open our minds and eyes in ways that Morgan Le Fay no longer can.


Maybe Yaje Woman ascending the Dee in her very strange canoe will reawaken the folklore lobes.


It will of course seem to be going too far but I’ll say it anyway: with or without Aristotle’s approval, I welcome the Mabinogion as my Treatise of Human Understanding, because, ever and again, it is while I am reading it, not while I am reading Hume, that I find myself at home in the wonder of self and of world. I have often yearned for a philomythic Mabinogion, a suite of myths, traditional or modern, that would mediate the highest truths to us. I am persuaded that myths can bring the whole psyche into conformity with their apprehensions in a way that arguments, however cogent, cannot. If this book can be said to be in any way philosophical it is philomythically that it is so.


Something that Yeat’s said is relevant here:


There is for every man some one scene, some one adventure, some one picture, that is the image of his secret life, for wisdom first appears in images and this one image, if he would but brood over it his whole life long, would lead his soul, disentangled from unmeaning circumstance and the ebb and flow of the world, into that far house-hold where the undying gods await all whose souls have become simple as flame, whose bodies have become quiet as an agate lamp.


Could it be that Narada coming through the pass at Thermopylae is such a scene or image? Could it be that Yaje Woman ascending the Rhine in her anaconda canoe is such an image? Could it be that Yaje Woman and King Soma standing either side of Christ as he looks down into Adam’s empty skull is such an image?


As I’ve suggested elsewhere, this book is a Trojan Horse of such images. Think of Tiamat giving sensuous suck, chakral suck, to six marvellous mornings. Think of Prometheus undergoing re-education in Blue Thunder Tipi. Think of Bright Angel lifting his lamp, as Liberty lifts hers, at the mouths of the Yukon and the Hudson, at the mouths of the Dordogne and the Tiber. Think of Eo Fis in Linn Feic. Think of Nectan’s Otherworld Well. It is in that well that the seven rivers of Ireland have their source.


In the hope that they will help us in the way that Yeats says they can, this book is a rosary of such recurring images, it is a mother tongue of such recurring images, it is a Hozhonji song of such recurring images, and who knows, they might have it in them to bring us to where we are, they might have it in them to bring us to Buddh Gaia.


Arnold tells us that the strongest part of our religion today is its unconscious poetry. That’s why this book relies so much more on myth, metaphor and parable than it does on logic, dialectics or discursive reason. That’s why, instead of Kants’ arguments, we have Vishnu revealing the secret of his Maya to Narada. That’s why, instead of Schopenhauer’s persuasions, we have Yaje Woman ascending our river in anaconda canoe. Narada’s story and the story of Yaje Woman could, with some concessions to local colour, claim unobtrusive inclusion in a philomythic Mabinogion, or, dare I say it, in a philomythic Critique of Pure Reason.


The claim that Yeats makes for the contemplation of images does not, of course, contradict the need of mystics to go beyond images into what Christians call Tenebrae, into what Hindus call Nirvikalpasamadhi.


But why, from among all the parables available, did you choose the Narada parable? And why, from among all the myths available, did you choose the myth of Yaje Woman?


There are in our culture many myths in which the phylogenetically thinking depths of our psyches are in seance with us. The myth of Andromeda menaced by Ketos or of Cretan civilization menaced by the suppressed Minotaur come to mind. Because they help us to articulate and picture ourselves to ourselves, these myths comfort us in a way that his comforters couldn’t comfort Job. Because there was no pre-existing myth that could speak to his condition, Job had to become the myth, he had to be willing to be lived by the myth, that could comfort him. And there are few situations so lonely as this. Think of Jesus in Gethsemane. Knowing their own limits, any Middle Eastern or Near Eastern myths that came with him malingered this side of the Torrent. They most certainly malingered this side of Golgotha.


Strange to say, there are in our culture hardly any myths of immediate epistemological import. The few that Plato invented read like inventions. Perhaps the best we can expect in this regard is the odd parable and the odd story.


And so, there they are, Narada and Yaje Woman, and I sometimes think that, meeting him before he crossed the Torrent, they might have had something to say to Jesus. Meeting him as he crossed into Good Friday, they might have been able to say something to him, something helpful but not immediately comforting about the nature of mind.


Relentlessly, in almost all of its sects and schools, Mahayana Buddhism asks and answers questions about the nature of mind. And in this regard, particularly in its continuing advaitavedanta phase, Hinduism is no less tireless. And there was a morning when Chuang Tzu asked a disturbing question not just about the nature of mind but about the nature of self. During the night he dreamed that he was a butterfly flitting from flower to flower. When he woke up he couldn’t decide whether he was Chuang Tzu dreaming that he was a butterfly or a butterfly dreaming that he was Chuang Tzu.


But it isn’t only in the Orient that questions about the nature of mind have been asked and answered. In much of what some Christian mystics have to say there is an implicit philosophy of mind. It is when we are drawing close to God in contemplation, it is when we go beyond mental activity into the cloud of unknowing or into the dark night of the soul or into Tenebrae that the nature and limits of mind become clear to us. It isn’t hesitatingly that St John of the Cross tells us what he knows:


O wretched condition of this life wherein it is so dangerous to live and so difficult to find the truth. That which is most clear and true is to us most obscure and doubtful and we therefore avoid it though it is most necessary for us. That which shines the most and dazzles our eyes, that we embrace and follow after though it is most hurtful to us and makes us stumble at every step. In what fear and danger then must man be living seeing that the very light of his natural eyes by which he directs his steps is the very first to bewilder and deceive him when he would draw near unto God. If he wishes to be sure of the road he travels on he must close his eyes and walk in the dark if he is to journey in safety from his domestic foes which are his own senses and faculties.


The light of our natural eyes bewildering us and deceiving us – our senses and faculties charged as it were and arraigned as our domestic foes – that, surely, doesn’t fall far short of the Hindu or the Buddhist diagnosis. How far are we here from a doctrine of maya, from a doctrine of mind-maya? How far are we here from Mayashakti or Yajeshakti ascending our river in her serpent canoe, in her ropesnake canoe?


Morgan Le Fay. Fata Morgana.


Had Morgan Le Fay evolved with an evolving mysticism, or had she evolved with the evolving articulation of a mysticism, she might now be our Mayashakti, our Yajeshakti. What I’m trying to say is that Yaje Woman isn’t as exotic to our culture as she might at first sight seem to be.


Yaje Woman ascending our river is a question about the nature of mind ascending our river. Seeing her, we might well ask is she our Cortez? Is she our epistemological conquistador? Does her coming signify our philosophical Year One Reed?


What will it mean or what might it mean for Plato and his philosophy when Narada knocks on his door?


Towards the end of Timaeus, Socrates says:


Now, when a man abandons himself to his desires and ambitions, indulging them incontinently, all his thoughts of necessity become mortal, and as a consequence he must become entirely mortal, because he has nourished his mortal part. When on the contrary he has earnestly cultivated his love of knowledge and true wisdom, when he has primarily exercised his faculty to think immortal and divine things, he will – since in that manner he is touching the truth – become immortal of necessity, as far as it is possible for human nature to participate in immortality.


The highest of our faculties heightening and brightening its awareness of the highest and brightest objects of thought – that, Plato believes, is how we will regain the life of transcendent dignity and glory we have declined from. Not a few mystics would disagree, their testimony leaving us in no doubt that in the course of their return to Divine Ground they crossed into a state beyond all objects of thought and all thinking about them.


This state beyond thinking, imagining, remembering, this state beyond mental activity, Hindus call nirvikalpasamadhi. The classic statement is in the Chandogya Upanishad:


Yatra na anyat pasyati, na anyat srinoti, na anyad vijanati, sa bhuma.


Where nothing else is seen, nothing else is heard, nothing else is thought, there’s the Infinite.


Thinking eclipses Divine Ground. And thinking about an angel eclipses it as much as thinking about a sod of turf does. It isn’t thinking that makes us immortal. We are immortal because of immortal ground in us.


To say however that thinking eclipses Divine Ground is not to say that, mystically therefore, thinking is dispensable. On the contrary, the mystical journey will normally involve us in thinking of the most daring kind, persistently pursued. It isn’t thoughtlessly that we come to stand beyond thought.


Both as map of reality and road map, Plato’s map is seriously flawed. And Narada knocking at his door is the Chandogya mahavakya knocking at his door. It is the single Sanskrit word, jneyavarana, knocking at his door.


Jesus crossed the Torrent and, falling silent, all of Plato’s dialogues ceded ground to the nocturnes of Tenebrae.


Imagine it: St Paul setting up a Tenebrae harrow in Plato’s Academy. At that moment, no Leonidas and his men opposing him, Narada walks thorough the pass at Thermopylae. At that moment, even here in Athens, metaphysics gives way to metanoesis. At that moment, a ghost herself now, Atossa calls out to her husband and son: where thousands failed, at Marathon failed, at Salamis failed, a single one has won. And Aeschylus too, with ghostly eyes he sees it:


Seven against Thebes


One against Athens


But lo, the one who comes has no sword, no shield, no torch.


The one who comes only has his own story.


Waiting alone in the Theatre of Dionysus, Melpomene takes off her tragic mask and welcomes him to ground haunted by Clytemnestra, Electra, Oedipus, Hippolytus, Orestes, Agave, Pentheus, Phaedra, Medea and Jocasta.


Hearing Narada’s story, they know that they too can wake up from the plays they have for so long been so ignorantly trapped in. And far away in Thebes, in the silence of her underground tomb, Antigone hears what seems for the moment to be a very strange question:


Did you bring the water?


With that question the stasima of her play, of all Greek plays, become the nocturnes of a mystical rite of passage.


Its the Hindu way of asking the apocalyptic question, isn’t it?


Yes, and I’ve often thought that we should be confronted by it at the beginning not at the end of our holy book.


Are you replacing the Dionysian and the Christian grapevine with the Desana yajevine?


No. As I’ve indicated, I’m concerned with the nature of mind. And what I am saying is this: my spinal cord is more like a yajevine than it is like a grapevine. And on Golgotha we come down totally from the veiling consciousness it gives rise to.


Anaconda Canoe is in some sense a ropesnake canoe. And a good day it will be for us all when it ascends our river. A good day it will be for Christianity when it ascends the Jordan, the Ilissus and the Tiber. On that day it is as Tenebrae harrow that the Grail will enter the hall at Camelot.


This last volume opens with six stories. You have elsewhere referred to them as a hexameron of stories. This suggests a likeness to the six days of creation with which the Bible opens. If there is such a likeness, is it a serious likeness seriously intended?


When I think of beginnings I think not of creation but of emanation and yet, since it would I believe be an irreverence to do so, I am careful not to let this preference degenerate into a doctrine or a dogma. Some days, sitting among mountains, the only good way to pray is to call all our thinking about them back from them and let them be. But this isn’t entirely germane to your question, so I’ll put it this way: working with the biblical story of origins, there is, in there somewhere, a yearning that the six days of cosmic creation would continue into six days of culture creation. In this view of things, cosmos and culture can be a continuum, a single emanation in an unbroken series of pulsations out of Divine Ground.


What I’m attempting to say is very different from Vaughan’s vision:


I saw Eternity the other night


Like a great ring of pure and endless light


All calm as it was bright


And round beneath it, Time in hours, days, years


Driven by the spheres


Like a vast shadow moved, in which the world


And all her train were hurled …


Time isn’t beneath Eternity. There is no objectively existing gulf that separates Time and Eternity. And when you go and sit among the mountains and are finally as silent as they are, then you will know that world doesn’t rhyme with hurled.


In one sense, but only in one sense, these stories are a Native American Mayflower that might one day bring us to vita nuova here at home.


As I understand it, vita nuova implies that we needn’t forever be victims of the calamity remembered and depicted in the pit in Lascaux. It implies that cosmos and culture can be what they aboriginally were, a continuum. It implies that Uvavnuk’s song not Vaughan’s song will be the sea-shanty of our voyage to the Mundus Novus we were born into.


Are we back to Job?


Yes. His addiction to his civic day so forcibly and so terribly overcome, Job walked abroad. Within as well as without he walked abroad, and now again culture is out of Divine Ground, now again when we come to build our temple the stones of mountain and canyon will be in league with us and the beasts of savannah and sea will dream our dream with us. Job coming home is Old Man coming home.


He isn’t cast down by the sight of Leviathan.


In our biblical vision of him, Leviathan has seven heads.


Un-biblical it will be to say it, but I’ll say it nonetheless: sinking down, in a swoon sinking down, onto the floor of an Eastern ocean, Ahab dreams that Moby is his Mucalinda, dreams that with each of his seven heads he sings the song that Tiamat sings, she singing it in the beginning, singing it, she also, with her seven heads.


Transformed archetypes imply the possibility of transformed culture. Alternative archetypes imply the possibility of an alternative culture. It is as important for ancient Egyptians as it is for us that we would imagine Yaje Woman ascending the Nile. For us and for them it is important that we would imagine her ascending it in a cobra canoe – the same cobra which, as Uraeus, transfixes us from Pharaoh’s brow. Already in this ascent, the Pharaoh’s cobra is becoming the Pharaoh’s Mucalinda, his Mucalinda Canoe. Already, with this ascent, the Egyptian Book of the Dead is beginning to read like the Tibetan Book of the Dead.


Alike for ancient and modern peoples, the new epistemology is the new Mayflower that will bring us to a new understanding of ourselves and our world.


Yaje Woman ascending the Nile in her cobra canoe will give to religion and culture an ethos and an orientation very different from that given to them by Mary, mother of Christ, standing as crushingly as she does on the biblical head of our biblical serpent. Mary standing on the head of the serpent gives religious recognition to repression. Undergoing an agony in Gethsemane, Jesus gives religious recognition to integration. And here it is that cobra canoe, apophis canoe, anaconda canoe become available to evolving humanity. In this we must of course be careful not to assume that evolving humanity is synonymous with those relatively recent peoples who have become addicted to making history. Looked at from Bright Angel Trail, history might well be hiatus.


That Narada and with him the mysticism’s of the Orient might walk through the pass at Thermopylae is one thing. Altogether more menacing is the possibility that Pleistocene or Arctic shamans would dance their buffalo or caribou dance on the Plain of Marathon. Your defence of them notwithstanding, I put it to you that these six stories are a threat to the values of Classical-Christian culture.


Almost thirty years ago now I spent a summer in Mexico. Partly I suppose because I had read so much about it, I was everywhere aware of the old Aztec and Toltec world. Even where nothing of it was visible I was aware of it. In Chapultepec Park Museum, which I regularly visited, it was almost as threateningly real to me as it was to Bernal Diaz listening to the big, booming drum that announced and accompanied the sacrifices to Huitzilopochtli and Tezcatlipoca. One morning I caught the bus to Teotihuacan and spent the day there. I did what most people who go there do. I walked Miccaotli, the Way of the Dead. I climbed the pyramid of the moon and the pyramid of the sun. I wandered in and out of the priests’ chambers. More than ever now, there being no escape here from our common humanity, I was tempted to take refuge in a simple answer: an old and very powerful priest ate the psilocybe or stropharia mushrooms, he had a bum trip and by sheer force of his personality he institutionalized his delusions.


For the first time in my life, wilfully and with full consent, I was heir to the Greek enlightenment. How glad I was to walk with Socrates to the Ilissus, to walk with Aeschylus to Areopagus Rock. How glad I was that someone had questioned and again questioned my inherited habits of feeling and thought.


Here however on the summit of the pyramid of the sun, here where hot human hearts were fed to the awful apparitions of the Smoking Mirror, here I had to acknowledge a common humanity with the priests who so sanguineously served this Pantheon. I acknowledged a not so uncommon proclivity to derangement and delusion – to these as they looked back at me from sun, moon and stars, to these to the extent that they had become cosmologies.


Here, in the most literal sense, the snake in the rope was a blood-thirsty pantheon in the rope. It was a hunger for still palpitating, still hot human hearts in the rope.


By blood we live, the hot, the cold,


To ravage and redeem the world:


There is no bloodless myth will hold.


Is it so?


Given the carnivorous savagery of the world, given our own carnivorous dentition, is it so that there is no bloodless myth will hold?


Will the Buddha sitting uncarnivorously in the lotus position not hold?


Odour of blood when Christ was slain


Made all Platonic tolerance vain


The Kwakiutl open a sacred ceremonial door to a Being they call the Crooked Beak of Heaven and Hindus have long acknowledged the terrible as well as the lovely face of Divinity.


Ghora murti: the terrible face


Sundara murti: the lovely face


Nature in ghora murti mood


Therefore


Divinity in ghora murti mood


Nature in sundara murti mood


Therefore


Divinity in sundara murti mood


Our own ghora murti moods we project into the rope


Our own sundara murti moods we project into the rope


We know what Coatlicue looks like in terrible mood. What does she look like in lovely mood?


Religion must be able for the terrible. Christianity is able for the terrible and yet, standing on the pyramid of the sun, I nonetheless yearned for a religion without blood-letting. I yearned for a Christianity in which the chalice had given way to the Tenebrae harrow.


Golgotha is more like Borobudur in Java than it is like the pyramid of the sun in Teotihuacan.


Whatever else it is, Golgotha is our ascent into the Cloud of Unknowing, it is our ascent into Tenebrae.


With Aeschylus we came, bringing our religious inheritance, to Areopagus Rock.


In Jesus we climbed in our human condition to the summit of Golgotha-Borobudur.


Good Friday is our exodus from Golgotha as pyramid of the sun to Golgotha as Borobudur.


And yet Golgotha isn’t only Borobudur. It is Golgotha-Borobudur.


What I’m saying is, the Classical-Christian tradition isn’t immutable.


How could it be given Aeschylus and Christ.


How could it be given Areopagus Rock and Golgotha.


There are times when we go to Thermopylae to resist. There are times when we go to make welcome.


To welcome change from within as well as change from without.


As I understand them, the six stories you have such difficulty with could be the lost, last chapters of the Book of Job. Certainly, it wouldn’t be altogether inappropriate to imagine that Job’s agon opened a door to them.


There is a Leonidas who defends the pass. There is a Job who suffers in it. In the end, deepened and opened by his sufferings, he is himself the pass. He is our biblical Thermopylae. In him the tradition suffers. In its myths and in its metaphors it suffers. In every book of its holy book it suffers. In its rituals it suffers. In its vision of God it suffers. And then, his agon over, Job walks through. Unopposed by Moses, he walks through the pass into a changed religion.


In what way changed?


Changed so as to meet the needs of a people who have come ashore at Punta Alta.


Within himself, Nietzsche came ashore there and was ever afterwards in more trouble than he could handle.


Right there on the shore at Punta Alta, what happened to Hippolytus happened to Nietzsche.


What happened to Nietzsche can happen to Anthropus.


And so, knowing how phylogenetically implicated in the evolving earth we have been and are, what do we do?


Either we come ashore, it seems to me, or we become extinct.


Either Nietzsche can integrate his phylogenetic awareness of himself or we go the way of trilobite and dinosaur. Integrating this awareness is the next great step in evolution.


And now again I come back to Gethsemane.


As I understand them, Gethsemane and Punta Alta are one and the same ground.


Christ in Gethsemane is Christ coming ashore.


Christ in Gethsemane is Anthropus coming ashore.


In Christ we have come through the evolutionary challenge. And what we need is a Christianity that can watch with Jesus as he comes through.


To watch with Jesus is to watch with evolving humanity.


To watch with Jesus is to watch with the evolving earth.


And now we are ready to ascend the primeval river, are we? But how sure can we be that this time also the adventure won’t end with those terrible words, ‘The horror! The horror!’


Inland at night we will know what Blake knew:


The roaring of lions, the howling of wolves, the raging of the stormy sea and the destructive sword are portions of eternity too great for the eye of man.


And yet we must run the risk of commonage consciousness. And that is why this volume includes two stories that I think of as sacraments of reconciliation with animal and plant. Having these sacraments, we have now no need to excavate a labyrinth or to build a city wall. City wall and labyrinth became extinct in Job. In Job, right there at the heart of the biblical world-view, animals and plants began to draw shamanically close to us. There is a good and a blessed way of being a brother to dragons and a companion to owls. There is Old Man’s way. There is the way of St Francis.


Also included is a story that celebrates our reconciliation with Takanakapsaluk, the Mother of sea beasts, she who lives sometimes shut up in anger on the floor of the ocean or if you like on the floor of Anima Mundi. Since Coleridge so misconceived it, this story needs retelling. And thinking of Takanakapsaluk’s anger, it might be timely to suggest that it isn’t only a dead albatross that must fall from the neck of our European humanity, the terribly wounded bison bull in the pit in Lascaux must fall from it also. This is how I imagine it happening: at a time of famine in the Pleistocene a girl, still adolescent in her thoughts and feelings, climbed a rock-wall in the Dordogne. Seeing a herd of bison shimmering darkly under a red horizon, she called out or was it that she heard herself calling out: if you will come and be food for my people, I will marry your Chief. The Bull that led her away that night had a spear through his anus, bowel and penis. Up from the pit in Lascaux he had come. He was the Chief, not just of bison. He was Pasupati, Lord of Animals. It was by his leave that all other animals came and went. It was by his leave that one of them, or two of them, or a few of them would consent to be killed by us. And then we speared him. At sea we harpooned him. Famine followed. And he only fell from our necks when we learned to say ‘we’ where formerly we used to say ‘us and them’.


Given his biblical attitudes, it was difficult and very dangerous for Mistah Kurtz to attempt to ascend the primeval river. As for ourselves, all we can do is hope that our attempt will bring us, not into the heart of darkness in which we are overcome by the snake we project into the rope, but into Tenebrae.


Our roots in Time are roots in Eternity. And for as long as we are in the world a blessed way of being reconciled to Divine Ground is to be reconciled to all that has emerged from it. Inside and outside, the primeval can work with us. And this brings us back to the voice of Old Man.


It brings us back to the medicine bundle that Tyger might yet leave behind in a house in South Molton Street, or that Stegosaurus might leave in anaconda canoe.


Q. Or that the bison bull might leave in the pit in Lascaux?


Or that Moby might leave in the Whaleman’s Chapel in New Bedford. The Whaleman’s Chapel is a Christian continuation of the pit in Lascaux. Our Palaeolithic spear embedded in the Bull is our modern harpoon embedded in Moby. It is a terrible tableau, isn’t it, Taurus Dei, Agnus Dei, Cetus Dei, all three of them speared and, sad though it is to say it, the centuries of the Grail Quest and a century of psychoanalysis have left us more or less where we were – not knowing what question to ask and having as a consequence to live with our Amfortas wound. In this book we go down into the pit and in the hope that it will be sacramentally efficacious to do so, we tell the Native American story of our re-entry or re-initiation into commonage consciousness. That’s us attempting to live this side of Nietzsche’s discovery, of Conrad’s discovery. That’s us attempting to ascend the Dordogne into our lost Serengeti on a new first morning of the world. It is in six stories, become six sacraments in the telling, that we begin to ascend it.


Those six stories are our canoe. They are anaconda canoe transforming itself into six ascending rites of passage. It is by rites of passage not by steam-boat that we seek to ascend to civilisation and culture.


But we don’t only need a religion that will help us to live this side of Nietzsche’s discovery or, if you like, this side of the voyage of the Beagle. No less urgently, we need a religion that can help us to live this side of Kants’ Critique of Pure Reason. The religious correlative of that Critique is Tenebrae, a ritual quenching, as though they were candles, of our senses and faculties. Not everything is quenched when our senses and faculties are quenched. It’s as if mind is no longer blinded by mental activity. It’s as if a kind of mirageing were out of the way. And this reminds me of a faded fresco in a thirteenth century church in France. It depicts the temptation of Eve. Astonishingly, in so far as we can make it out, the Serpent is coiled not about a big, broad-leaved, fruiting tree but about an amanita muscaria mushroom. Without warrant of course, I take it to mean that the Fall was a bum-trip. It was a wandering out of Unity into awareness-of-self-and-other-than-self. As the Mandukya Upanishad might have it, it was a wandering out of Turiya into experience of Duality. In this reading of it, the fresco is a philosophy of mind. And so, Yaje Woman isn’t so exotic after all. Naturalized in our culture, we could call her Amanita Muscaria Woman.


Before colours caused


Or curved my eyes,


I was curved


Where the moon


Pulls its red face from:


Red and green


And by Circe swined,


I was pulled from the roots


Of my mandrake mind.


My split-level skull


Divided my mouth:


As its witch and high priest


I served cauldron and cup.


And tonight by the sea


I’m awash, I’m aware


I am barnacle boned


And my skull opens up.


We have wandered into the world of Mayashakti, Yajeshakti, Mandragorashakti, Who-Has-An-Illusion, Tatei Hikuri and Grandfather Teonanacatl, all of whom Jesus must resist and walk past on his way into his transtorrentem destiny.


We have wandered into the Kalahari desert where, his voice like wind in withered scrub, a Bushman tells us that a Dream is dreaming us.


How long till we hear the great question:


Did you bring the water?


How long till we see that, having Tenebrae, we have the great answer.


Erat autem fere hora sexta et tenebrae factae sunt in universam terram usque in horam nonam. Et obscuratus est sol: et velum templi scissum est medium.


The Gospels have no special claim to the Christ who has come this far.


Christianity has no special claim to the Christ who has come this far.


It is for the religions of the world to attempt to comprehend what it means to come this far.


Amanita Muscaria Woman has come to stay, has she?


Her coming among us only means that questions about the nature of mind are now being asked, and answered maybe, in another way. In an Oriental way.


In spite of everything you have said, it isn’t yet obvious to me why there is such a sense of heavy foreboding about our attempt to ascend the river.


George Steiner likens the will to scientific discovery to a will to open doors in Bluebeards’ castle. Knowing that, no matter what, we must and will open the final door, he is alarmed:


The real question is whether certain major lines of enquiry ought to be pursued at all, whether society and the human intellect at their present level of evolution can survive the next truths. It may be – and the mere possibility presents dilemmas beyond any which have been in history – that the coming door opens on to realities ontologically opposed to our sanity and limited moral reserves … it may be that the truths which lie ahead wait in ambush for man …


It is my belief that in so far as human inwardness is concerned all doors have long ago been opened. Here for a certainty, the next truths are old truths and it isn’t today or yesterday that they first ambushed us.


They ambushed us in the Psalmist:


I am fearfully and wonderfully made.


They ambushed us in Sir Thomas Browne:


There is all Africa and her prodigies in us.


They ambushed us in Nietzsche:


I have discovered for myself that the old human and animal world, indeed the entire prehistory and past of all sentient being, works on, loves on, hates on, thinks on in me.


They have ambushed us in Hopkins:


O the mind, mind has mountains, cliffs of fall


Frightful, sheer, no-man-fathomed. Hold them cheap


May who ne’er hung there …


They have ambushed us in Conrad:


The mind of man is capable of anything – because everything is in it, all the past as well as all the future.


Such self-apprehensions have brought us into canyon country. Into inner canyon country. To back out is not the way out. The only way out is through. And that’s what I mean when I say we must attempt to ascend the primeval river.


To attempt to ascend the primeval river is to run the risk of total exposure to all that is phylogenetic in us, and as Nietzsche discovered, even in civil surroundings the phylogenetic in us is neither dormant nor inactive.


Seig heil, the first rose:


Were it not for that day


And the robin’s first song,


The Rhine might have shovelled


The Dark Ages away.


Although God’s Gulf Stream


Flows all night long


He was Israels’ unclean pig,


The one all Europe would eat


Between Nero’s fiddle and Hitler’s jig.


This is a poem about the heart of our European darkness. Not one of our well-known, well-loved rivers but reaches into it, and when we yet again attempt to ascend into it, as far into it as the pit in Lascaux, as far into it as the quarter deck of the Pequod, as far into it as Sophie’s choice, it isn’t only the possibility of regression that should give us pause. As well as all that we phylogenetically are, we are spirit, and in us therefore is the possibility not just of regression but of Fall.


Neither Nebuchadnezzar nor Lucifer is irrelevant to our condition.


Kurtz didn’t only become a Nebuchadnezzar of the place. He became a demon of the place.


‘How many powers of darkness’, Marlow asks, ‘claimed him for their own’?


And if they claimed Kurtz, how sure can we be they can’t also claim us? As individuals claim us? Claim us collectively? Claim us to such an extent that the collective life becomes Mein Kampf life?


In one of his sonnets to Orpheus, Rilke says:


Everything perfect reverts


To the primeval


Civically perfect or nearly so, Job underwent such a reversion. He came home inwardly and outwardly enriched beyond what was normal or normative in his religion and culture.


The question is: is there in the primeval some essential nourishment without which individuals and civilizations will sicken and die?


Contact with the primeval, let alone a reversion to it, is not without stupendous risks of course.


Talking about his steamboat ascending the Congo, Marlow says: ‘Where the pilgrims imagined it crawled to I don’t know. To some place where they expected to get something, I bet! For me it crawled towards Kurtz...’


In this volume we can only hope that it is towards St Kieran in his cluain not towards Kurtz in his clearing that we are crawling.


Our journey through Bluebeard’s Castle is but a journey through the outer courts of an Interior Castle. Travelling inward by degrees of orison, Teresa of Avila travelled farther than Kurtz, travelled farther than Freud.


Will all our attempts to ascend the river in a steamboat fail? Will we only ever successfully ascend it in a zoomorphic canoe? Will we only ever successfully ascend it in other words when the primeval itself is with us? When, specifically in this case, Anaconda is with us?


Most certainly, Old Man would not attempt to ascend it in a steamboat.


And it wasn’t by mechanical movement-local that Job ascended it.


Yet again, the Book of Job is the great alternative to our Western polla ta deina way. Way of fantastic tricks. Way that makes the angels weep. Way that has ended in those terrible words, ‘The horror! The horror!’.


In his contact with behemoth and ostrich and hawk and horse, Job is our contact with our lost Serengeti. There where it underlies our city, where it underlies our eighteenth-century park, he is our contact with Lucy’s savannah. Astonishingly, he became neither a Nebuchadnezzar of the place nor a demon of the place.


In his contact with Leviathan the crooked serpent, even Leviathan the piercing serpent, Job is our contact with the primordial.


Job is a sacrament of openness to savannah and sea we should annually enact.


That openness the Kwakiutl enact and celebrate in Tsetsekia.


In that openness of our temple door to savannah and sea, our civilization is beginning to have a chance.


As you have imagined it, to ascend the river is to ascend into canyon country. It is to ascend beneath and between all the old seafloors of earth and psyche. Am I right in thinking that it is your view that we can only survive this awakening to all that we phylogenetically are if it is accompanied by another simultaneous awakening, an epistemological awakening, a Narada awakening?


Think of how ancient Egyptians prepared themselves for their post-mortem journey through the underworld. Forgetting for the moment all other awe-full hazards, there was in that underworld a long river which the wayfarer must ascend. It was called the River of the White Hippopotamus.


The Egyptian Book of the Dead assumes that in our post-mortem ascent this hippopotamus exists independently of our perception of him. The Tibetan Book of the Dead assures us, over and over again, that we need not fear him, the reason for this being that he is a creation of our karmically conditioned minds.


It is because I incline to the epistemology of the Tibetan Book of the Dead rather than to the epistemology of its Egyptian counterpart that this volume begins where it does, with Yaje Woman ascending our river in Anaconda Canoe or, if you like, with Narada ascending our river in Ropesnake Canoe.


And if it is the Amazon we are ascending, then we might one day come among the Uitoto. In their story of origins the creator or maker of all things is called Who-Has-an-Illusion:


Was it not an illusion?


The Father touched an illusory image. He touched a mystery. Nothing was there. The Father, Who-Has-an-Illusion, seized it and, dreaming, began to think.


Had he no staff? Then with a dream-thread he held the illusion. Breathing he held it, the void, the illusion, and felt for its earth. There was nothing to feel. “I shall gather the void” he said. He felt, but there was nothing.


Now Who-Has-an-Illusion thought the word “Earth”. He felt for the void, the illusion, and took it in his hands. Who-Has-an-Illusion then gathered the void with dream-thread and pressed it together with gum. With the dream-gum iseike he held it fast.


He seized the illusion, the illusory earth, and he trampled and trampled it, flattening it. Then as he seized it and held it, he stood on it, on this that he’d dreamed, on this that he’d flattened.


As he held the illusion, he salivated, salivated, salivated, and the water flowed from his mouth. Upon this, the illusion, this, as he held it, he settled the sky roof. This, the illusion, he seized, entirely, and peeled off the blue sky, the white sky.


Now in the underworld, thinking and thinking, the maker of myths permitted this story to come into being. This is the story we brought with us when we emerged.


It is my belief that the Uitoto and the Desana can help us to ascend our river. Thanks to them we have two myths that will light our way in the heart of our modern epistemological and phylogenetic darkness.


For religion, as for philosophy, questions about the nature of mind are, in the literal sense of the word, crucial.


Narada ascending the Rhine in Ropesnake Canoe is an invitation to Kant to cross, in Good Friday imitation of Christ, from metaphysics to metanoesis. It is an invitation to him to cross from Prolegomena To Any Future Metaphysics to The Cloud of Unknowing, from the Critique of Pure Reason to The Dark Night of the Soul.


It is in this crossing over that our Copernican revolution in philosophy will complete itself.


All of this notwithstanding, there are times in your book when you talk like a naive realist. Are you aware of this?


Yes, I am. And the reason is simple: I am a naive realist. By moral imperative, categorical in its demands upon me, I am a naive realist. Let me try to explain.


In the presence of Jesus in Gethsemane or on Golgotha, it would never occur to me to attempt to console him by telling him that he should think of his sufferings as the unreal sufferings of an unreal ropesnake. Nor would it occur to me to recite Emerson’s jingles to a raped woman. It is Brahma who speaks in his poem:


If the red slayer thinks he slays,


Or if the slain thinks he is slain,


They know not well the subtle ways


I keep, and pass, and turn again.


Far and forgot to me are near;


Shadow and sunlight are the same;


The varnished gods to me appear;


And one to me are shame and fame.


They reckon ill who leave me out;


When me they fly I am the wings;


I am the doubter and the doubt,


And I am the hymn the Brahmin sings.


The strong gods pine for my abode,


And pine in vain the sacred seven;


But thou, meek lover of the good!


Find me, and turn thy back on heaven.


If Longinus thinks that he has speared Jesus, and if Jesus thinks that he has been speared, then look at me, Ralf Waldo, transcendently wise, emerging unperturbed and refreshed from a siesta which, Brahma be praised, continued from the sixth to the ninth hour. Good heavens! All this Good Friday turbulence! It is so uncivil. No need at all, I say, for a Lamb of God who takes upon himself the sin of the world. Do but climb to the summit of the nearest hill and you will see that the shame of child abuse is in no way different from the fame of St. Francis of Assisi’s sanctity.


No. I’m not a Docetist.


There is an epistemological way of being Judas not just to Dr. Johnson’s hurt toe but also to the stone he has kicked.


Under God, and in conscience, the demands of morality over-rule the permissions, if that’s what they are, of epistemology.


The Christian Borobudur is Golgotha-Borobudur.


And some of the most resplendent of our Christian mahavakyas are agonistic in character:


I have chosen suffering for my consolation and I will gladly bear this and all other torments in the name of the Saviour for as long as it shall please His Majesty.


Thou seemest, Lord, to give severe tests to those who love you, but only that in the extremity of their trials they may learn the greater extremity of thy love.


God felt, God tasted and enjoyed, is indeed God, but God with those gifts which flatter the soul. God in darkness, in privation, in forsakenness, in insensibility, is so much God, that He is so to speak God bare and alone.


Since suffering is real, I conclude that the world in which it occurs is real, even if its reality is best described as will and representation, even if its reality is a dream from which we will one day wake up:


Oubli du monde et de tout hormis Dieu


So yes. I am, for moral reasons, a naive realist. And yet, without permission from the Christian consensus gentium I have welcomed Narada and Ropesnake into Christian Good News.


Having come to the Hill of the Koshaless Skull, Jesus is Thales to an alternative philosophical tradition. Down the centuries, this tradition has fostered metanoesis not metaphysics.


The Tenebrae harrow is the mystic’s Holy Grail.


Big Mike in the first volume, Ishmael in the second and, if only as a haunting possibility, Kurtz in the third. Is this a counter movement to the movement from Paradise Lost to Paradise regained that you talked about in the general introduction?


Somewhere in the text I explicitly say: if you open the door wide enough to let in God you open it wide enough to let in the devil; if you open it wide enough to let in the light you open it wide enough to let in the dark; if you open it wide enough to let in heaven you open it wide enough to let in hell; if you open it wide enough to let in the great sanity you open it wide enough to let in the great insanity.


In saying this I am neither proposing nor promoting a Manichaean dualism. But it is true that, very shortly after the heavens opened above him in Jordan, Jesus was confronted by Satan. It does seem that no sooner do we wake up spiritually than there he is, the Great Adversary. Whether or not this Great Adversary is a creation of our own terror is not, just for the moment, the issue. No one who has encountered him, as the Buddha did on the night of his enlightenment, as Mahavira did in incarnation after incarnation, will be tempted to make light of his numinous enormities.


In the Book of Job he is called the King of Terrors.


King of Terrors. King of Illusions. King of Delusions.


There are Japanese Zen Buddhists who will talk to you about makyo, a realm of devil’s illusions you can wander into or be lured into. And it wasn’t only once in the course of his conjurings that Yeats was perturbed to find that his via sacra had become a Hodos Chameleontos.


People who in Conrad’s phrase live between the butcher and the policeman in a well trodden, tamed land will tend not to credit this, but


They that go down to the sea in ships, that do business in great waters, they see the works of the Lord and his wonders in the deep …


Wonders and works they see and seeing them they cannot believe that the Lord, their Lord, had any hand in creating them.. And that’s when the trouble begins:


Ne wonder if these did the knight appall;


For all that here on earth we dreadful hold,


Be but as bugs to fearen babes withall,


Compared to creatures in the sea’s entrall.


Big Mike, Ishmael and Kurtz did business in great waters. Ishmael knows what can happen:


Alone, in such great waters, that though you sailed a thousand miles, and passed a thousand shores, you would not come to any chiselled hearthstone or ought hospitable beneath that part of the sun; in such latitudes and longitudes, pursuing too such a calling as he does, the whaleman is wrapped by influences all tending to make his fancy pregnant with many a mighty birth.


It recalls the old Anglo-Saxon Seafarer:


min modsefa mid mereflode


ofer hwaeles ethel hweorfeth wide


In Pounds’ translation it reads


my mood mid the mereflood


over the whale’s acre would wander wide.


I am trying to draw attention to the dangers of extravagance, to the dangers, in the literal sense of that word, of extra-vagare, of wandering beyond.


Big Mike was extravagant. So in their different ways were Ishmael and Kurtz.


Ishmael warns us: consider them both, the sea and the land; and do you not find a strange analogy to something in yourself? For as this appalling ocean surrrounds the verdant land, so in the soul of man there lies one insular Tahiti, full of peace and joy, but encompassed by all the horrors of the half known life. God keep thee! Push not off from that isle, thou canst never return!


Big Mike came home to his island.


And where Kurtz whispered “The horror! The horror!”, Big Mike one night called out:


The fishing is good.


The fishing is very good.


The fishing, not fishing at all,


Is blessedness, is bliss.


The two Udanas, one of despair and one of hope, that continue to haunt extravagant humanity.


To Big Mike not to Kurtz belong the last words about our prospects.


But Kurtz remains a dreadful possibility.


For the seafarer in particular, for the extravagant one, he remains a dreadful possibility.


It is only in total surrender to divine good-shepherding that we will come through our wide-wandering in the whale’s acre.


It is only in total surrender to divine good-shepherding that we will come through the dissolution of our rock of faith into the abyss of faith, into the Tehom of faith, into the Tao-Tehom-Turiya of faith.


And yet, for all the dangers that wait upon our efforts to regain it, Paradise can be regained.


Big Mike called out, sang out, his Udana in the first volume. Why did the book not end there? Why the next two volumes?


However many and various his metamorphoses, the hero of this book is a culture hero, he must bring home the boon, and that is a much more difficult task than it might at first sight seem. It isn’t with a simple wave of a wand that he will institute his wisdom. It isn’t overnight and without opposition that he will bring his people with him. Just think of how expectantly long he might have to wait for the necessary metaphors, the necessary myths. Just think of how expectantly long he might have to wait for the necessary rites of passage. Just think of how expectantly long he might have to wait for a vision of the centre that will hold. The hero’s anodos into social significance will very often be as difficult as his kathodos.


Concerning the kind of Christianity or, indeed, concerning the type of religion that emerges in your book: am I right in thinking that it is much less concerned with obedience to divine command than it is with assimilation to anterior archetype, biblical and non- biblical. In it, even Jesus himself is assimilated to A’noshma enduring the abyss in the age of the world’s night, to Vishnu recumbent on the coils of Ananta and to Venus rising from the sea. Such assimilation to archetype is the clear contrary isn’t it of our modern emphasis on the inviolable uniqueness of the individual?


First, in regard to archetypes biblical and non-biblical, may I remind you of something Blake said:


The antiquities of every nation under heaven is no less sacred than that of the Jews …


Not all ancient, sacred traditions are equally enlightened of course. A Toltec priest who sets out to climb the Pyramid of the Sun in Teotihuacan in Mexico will have very different expectations from those of a Buddhist monk who sets out to climb Borobudur in Java. And yet, in spirit if not in achievement, this book is a kind of panethnic walkabout, and this is so because the Christ we encounter here is neither culture-bound nor bound by the master metaphors of any particular religion. He is himself panethnic. It is panethnically that he underwent our transtorrentem destiny, and it is drawing on the illuminating resources of no matter what religion or culture that we will deepen our understanding of what occurred in him. Hence the seemingly outlandish figurations:


A’noshma Jesu


Jesu Anantasayin


Jesu Anadyomene


To say Jesu Anadyomene is not to imply that the anodos of Jesus is in all ways identical to the anodos of Venus. Nor is it to imply that Jesus, being the newcomer, is the one who is being assimilated to a transition that first realized itself in Venus. In this, as in so much else, archetypal priority is a function not of temporal precedence but of profundity.


Archetypally, Christ is prior to Persephone, Horus and Tammuz. He is prior to all who came back from beyond or below, and this is so because in him anodos is not anodos out of but anodos with. In him, however slowly, the whole of our underworld is coming forth by day.


Let us call it


The Pananodos


St. Paul would have us live baptismally:


Know ye not, that so many of us as were baptized into Jesus Christ were baptized into his death. Therefore, we are buried with him by baptism into death: that like as Christ was raised up from the dead by the glory of the Father, even so we also should walk in newness of life.


To live baptismally is to participate willingly and with full, gracious consent to the anodos of all things.


To live baptismally is to be willing to be divinely goodshepherded into and through our transtorrentem destiny.


To live baptismally is to be willing to undergo our final evolutionary transitions:


Gethsemane


Golgotha


Garden of the Sepulchre


As important as the process of individuation that Jung talks about is the process of archetypalisation that St. Paul talks about.


D.H. Lawrence claimed that the adventure is gone out of Christianity. And when he proposed a new venture towards God, he presumably believed that Christianity will have as little part in it as it has had in the adventure of science in the modern West. If, like astrology, Christianity has had its day, doesn’t it follow that your book is an oddity, already outmoded at birth?


Having regard to humanity generally, I have elsewhere asked three questions: are we AIDS virus to the evolving earth? Are we the iceberg into which the voyaging earth has crashed? Have we lost or have we ever acquired evolutionary legitimacy?


If, given the evidence against us, these can be admitted as prosecuting questions, then we mustn’t seek to evade conviction by entering the plea that, in virtue of the religion or race we belong to, we are mere oddities.


I’m attempting to remind you that Lawrence didn’t only talk about the end of the Christian adventure, he talked about the death of our era, the doom of our white day:


Our era is dying


yet who has killid it?


Have we, who are it?


In the middle of voluted space


the knell has struck.


And in the middle of every atom, which is the same thing,


a tiny bell of conclusion has sounded …


This would suggest that it isn’t only Christians who are outmoded.


But Lawrence isn’t downcast:


There are said to be creative pauses,


pauses that are as good as death, empty and dead as death itself.


And in these awful pauses the evolutionary change takes place.


Perhaps it is so.


The tragedy is over, it has ceased to be tragic, the last pause is upon us.


Pause, brethren, pause!


Lao Tzu has long ago told us how we should be within that pause


Blank as a piece of uncarved wood


Yet receptive as a hollow in the hills.


Could it be that, more by providence than by chance, a raft and a canoe will be waiting for us within that pause? Could it be that someting more profound than the primeval is on our side? Could it be that the shape of the universe is the shape of Shiva’s abhaya mudra?


You have, as if by a kind of sleight of hand, by a kind of sleight of mind, evaded my question.


Ironically, in view of how you posed that question, it is astrologically that Lawrence announced the end of Christianity:


Dawn is no longer in the house of the Fish


Pisces, oh Fish, Jesus of the watery way,


Your two thousand years are up.


And the foot of the Cross no longer is planted in the


place of the birth of the Sun.


The whole great heavens have shifted over, and slowly


pushed aside the Cross, the Virgin, Pisces …


I cannot imagine that the heavens will ever push aside metamorphosis in insects or puberty in persons. Neither can I imagine that they will cut us off from our transtorrentem destiny. To do so would be to terminate the evolution of the hitherto evolving Earth.


And as for Christianity having lost its original will to adventure: is it not we, the peoples of the West, who have lost that will? And have we lost it because we have lost the vision that would inspire it? Here at home on Earth is the place of our furthest voyaging. No one will ever journey more deeply into the universe than Jesus did in Gethsemane.


If a real, worthwhile journey is what you desire, then board a Hozhonji song, not the Greyhound Express.


I’ll say that again. I will say it more elaborately : if a worthwhile voyage is what you desire, then board the Triduum Sacrum not a spaceship.


Let us recall the opening, great sentence of a recent, great adventure:


After having been twice driven back by heavy south-western gales, Her Majesty’s ship Beagle, a ten-gun brig, under the command of Captain Fitzroy, R. N., sailed from Devonport on the 27th of December.


A Darwin who boarded his baptism would have set out on an altogether more stupendous voyage than the young naturalist who boarded the Beagle.


In the course of his voyage on board the Beagle Darwin observed the fact of evolution. In the course of his voyage on board his baptism, evolution might well have undergone its final transitions in him.


For as long as Western history hasn’t caught up with the Triduum Sacrum and organized itself in sacramental participation around it, for so long will it continue to be an evolutionary oddity. A vanity.


Speaking of Oddities. Of all the odd ideas in your book there is none so vainly odd as the assumption that the past can be changed. Encountering this idea, it is hard not to conclude that instead of following Bright Angel in broad daylight we have fallen asleep and are following White Rabbit, to a very mad tea-party


With your leave, I’ll follow White Rabbit awake:


The Babylonian story of origins is named from its first two words, Enuma Elish. This is how it begins:


When there was no heaven, no earth,


no height, no depth, no name,


When Apsu was alone,


he, the sweet water, the first begetter; and Tiamat


she, the bitter water, and that


return to the womb, her Mummu,


when there were no gods -


When sweet and bitter


mingled together, no reed was plaited, no rushes


muddied the water,


the gods were nameless, natureless, featureless, then


from Apsu and Tiamat


in the waters gods were created, in the waters


silt precipitated.


Lahmu and Lahamu


were named; they were not yet old,


not yet grown tall …


Lahmu and Lahamu, the first silts, the first precipitations of earth and psyche – to these we must always keep the trail open, with these we must always stay in contact.


It is on clay tablets made from these first silts that we, the new Sumerians, should inscribe our new Enuma Elish, our new story of origins.


For as long as we assent to it, our story of origins isn’t only a tale told. It is forms of our sensibility and categories of our understanding. It is our way of being in the world. It is who we religiously and culturally are.


From these first silts, from these first precipitations of earth and psyche, we make the bricks with which we build our first temple. A temple that houses the Divine Silence when there was as yet no heaven, no earth, no height, no depth, no name.


In it the Divine hasn’t yet become goddess or god. It is therefore anterior to rite. It is too sacredly silent for acts of worship. And we don’t go into it.


We might call it our Turiya Temple.


Lahmu and Lahamu are the outer and Tiamat and Apsu are the inner doorkeepers of its great portal.


In and with this temple, we are giving ourselves a new Sumer and a new ancient Egypt. In it and with it we are giving ourselves a new ancient Middle East, a new ancient Near East.


From it a new West might emerge.


The question is: how can we be well in our Lady Chapel if we aren’t well in the Lascaux that underlies it? How can we be well in our eighteenth century park if we aren’t well in the Serengeti that underlies it? How can we be well in Old Compton Street if we aren’t well in the canyon which underlies it? How can all be well with us in our relationship to a Lord above if all isn’t well with us in our relationship to Lords Lahmu and Lahamu below?


How until Bright Angel Trail is aisle can we say we are well? Can we say we are on the way to being well?


As I see it, the song evolution sings in a Silurian sea it sings again in Gethsemane. Scandalously, in the sense that it will scandalize Darwinians, I believe that the Gunflint cherts, Galapaqos, Gethsemane and Golgotha are verses of the same song and the song is such that any one verse of it has in it all other verses, whether before or after. However vast the expanse of apparent time that separates them, the Gunflint cherts are simultaneous with Golgotha and Gethsemane is simultaneous with Galapaqos. In Gethsemane, Jesus is Vishvayuga. In him the karma of all the ages is conciously integrated. In him nature in all its ages and strata encounters grace. In him, nature in all its ages and strata passes through the purifying fire, and that is agony. The agony in the Garden belongs to the same evolving story that the Gunflint cherts do, and they are happening together.


Time present and time past


Are both perhaps present in time future


And time future contained in time past


The trail is aisle. The Rose Window is Retina to stegosaurus. In Modern, Medieval and Mesozoic time now, it is retina to evolution and lens to our Hubble telescope. And it is only because this is so that we are seeing the universe as it so gloriously is.


Thinking now again of the stories with which this volume begins: Ted Hughes has said that a mind that has many stories is a small early Greece. Have you told these stories in the belief that they have in them the potencies of alternative beginnings?


I take the point about a mind that has many stories, but why in particular should such a mind be a small early Greece? Why not a small early Amazonia, a small early Australia, a small early Siberia, a small early American Southwest? Why not a small Aurignacian Dordogne?


Much as a very bright and very excitable schoolboy might, Nietzsche believed that in matters of culture all other peoples were horses and chariots to the Greeks. Holding the reins, Greeks were the leaders, Greeks were the drivers, Greeks knew the way.


Just listen to him:


And so one feels ashamed and afraid in the presence of the Greeks, unless one prizes the truth above all things and dares acknowledge even this truth: that the Greeks, as charioteers, hold in their hands the reins of our own and every other culture, but that almost always chariot and horses are of inferior quality and not up to the glory of their leaders, who consider it sport to run such a team into the abyss which they themselves clear with the leap of Achilles.


Let us imagine it:


The Iliad arrogating to itself the right to be charioteer to the Mahabharata.


Plato’s Timaeus arrogating to itself the right to be charioteer to the Maori story of origins.


Aristotle’s Nichomachaean Ethics arrogating to itself the right to be charioteer to the Tao Te Ching.


Socrates arrogating to himself the right to be charioteer to Black Elk.


The Parthenon arrogating to itself the right to be charioteer to Byodo-in.


The story of Ariadne and the Minotaur arrogating to itself the right to be charioteer to the story of the Blackfoot


maiden and the bison bull.


Sophocles Theban plays arrogating to themselves the right to be charioteer to the Triduum Sacrum.


Standing under a hole in the ozone layer, it isn’t altogether an ingratitude to remember that the bronze charioteer in Delphi is left holding a broken reins.


To look at him is to wonder whether civilization ever dawned so confidently as it did in him.


Yet now, a Pythia, who is also a ventriloquist, might have him whisper:


“The horror! The horror!”


Being a small early Greece, or a small early Israel, or a small early Rome, mightn’t be the most auspicious of beginnings.


There is a dream in which, manure fork in hand, you do what Job did, you walk out of civilization into the savannah that underlies it. You do this, very deliberately it would seem, in all there volumes. Why?


The sacred stories that you come upon in this book aren’t only tales told. They are enabling sacraments. If you like, they are rites of passage, they are initiations. In them and through them and by them we approach the earth and set foot on it. In them and through them and by them we become Earth Initiates. In this regard, there is in the book a clear difference between the way Noah approaches the earth and the way Neal Armstrong approaches the moon. Neal Armstrong didn’t, I imagine, become a Moon Initiate. Setting foot on it in the way that he did is of no value to him or to us. It is by rite of passage that we should voyage. Hence, the dream. Stand back a little from that dream and you will see that in it we ascend the river. In it, walking home alone from his funeral oration, Pericles turns into Old Compton Street.


It isn’t, in other words, because of our victories at Marathon and Salamis, that our city is safely founded. It is safely founded only when Pericles has successfully undergone what Job underwent. Indeed it is safely founded only when everyone who lives in it has successfully undergone what Job underwent.


Pericles turning into Old Compton Street.


Ishmael turning into Rue Dauphine.


That’s the dream. And the dream is repeated because: gyrans gyrando spiritus vadit.


Also, our walk with the dreamer into the savannah and our walk with Vishnu into the desert are reaches of a single songline. The hope is that in our religion and culture this songline will take over from the wake of the Pequod.


And here, an opportunity having presented itself, may I suggest that this is a book of songlines. Its songlines are spiritual-psychological, are epistemological, not geophysical. In this sense the Book of Job is a songline. Christ’s passion and death and resurrection are a songline. Orestes walking to Athens is a songline. Oedipus walking to Colonus is a songline. Our walk with Newton, Hume and Kant is a songline. And, be he Nebuchadnezzar, Pericles or Job, the dreamer walking into the savannah under his city is a songline. Our efforts to ascend the primeval river, the kormic river, is a songline. Collectively, all these songlines are a single songline. Bright Angel Trail is the songline this book would walk. However unconsciously, it is the Trail we walk when we walk Marduk Street in Babylon, Rue Dauphine in Paris, Old Compton Street in London.


H C E


Here Cometh Everyone, manure fork in hand.


The opportunity to acquire evolutionary legitimacy remains. Indeed, the opportunity to find and negotiate the evolutionary channel remains.


And we didn’t need a Galahad to draw the manure fork from the stone.


When, in the Maidu story of origins, Earth-Initiate needed a rope and a stone, there they were, he only had to reach for them.


At a depth of ourselves and our world, the world is on our side.


And we didn’t set out to charm the monster as Orpheus would. And we didn’t set out to club him to death as Hercules would.


The grid goes up, and that is Gethsemane.


Gethsemane is evolutionary good news.


Have you, without explicit prompting, expected us to conclude that the dreamer with his manure fork has taken over from Hercules with his club?


Here I must enter a most serious caveat. We sometimes talk about the dreamer of a dream when we should, in reverent self-removal from all claim to authorship, talk rather about the seer of a dream, the epoptes of a dream. The only thing that is asked of the epoptes of a dream is that he or she would self-effacedly report it. Further to what we have already said about it, we can say of the dream you refer to that it is a Tsetsekia enacted by the psyche within the psyche, and I therefore incline to the view that it has transindividual significance. I will leave it to yourself to imagine the vast cultural consequences that would ensue were we to substitute Tsetsekia for the killing labours of Hercules or, more pertinently perhaps, for the killing labours of Theseus on his way from Troezen to Athens. To kill Hydra is not to be liberated from Hydra. To kill Sinis is not to be liberated from Sinis. All the killing wounds that preceded civilization and culture are also wounds to ourselves. Not one of them but came to the surface in Jesus, killing him, on Good Friday.


Better Hercules Hydrasayin than Hercules with Hydra hanging from his neck.


So yes, the book does substitute Passion for Labour. It subsitutes the manure fork for the club.


It is with the manure fork and the Tenebrae harrow that we will go forward into what Amerigo Vespucci called Mundus Novus, into what with more insight St. Paul called newness of life and Dante called Vita Nuova.


Are you insisting that in any estimation of our human condition we must take account not just of the physical gravity that Newton talked about but of the karmic gravity that Coleridge talked about?


Yes. We boast about our mechanical ability to overcome the gravity of the Earth. We have set foot on the Moon. But what about what’s hanging from our necks?


Ah! well a-day! what evil looks


Had I from old and young!


Instead of the cross, the Albatross


About my neck was hung.


And in that Albatross is Tiamat, Taurus, Typhon, Leviathan and Draco. In it, adding to its weight, are all the monsters we have slain in our efforts to make the Earth safe for civilization.


To emerge from the downward pull of the albatross is altogether more liberatig than to emerge from the downward pull of the earth.


And how wonderful it is to listen to Coleridge as he celebrates our psychological, moral emergence:


Beyond the shadow of the ship


I watched the water-snakes:


They moved in tracks of shining white,


And when they reared, the elfish light


Fell off in hoary flakes.


Within the shadow of the ship


I watched their rich attire:


Blue, glossy green, and velvet black,


They coiled and swam; and every track


Was a flash of golden fire.


O happy living things! no tongue


Their beauty might declare:


A spring of love gushed from my heart,


And I blessed them unaware:


Sure my kind saint took pity on me


And I blessed them unaware.


The self same moment I could pray;


And from my neck so free


The Albatross fell off, and sank


Like lead into the sea.


This, as Coleridge imagines it, is something that happens to one man, the Ancient Mariner. But can’t we imagine, as this book does, that it is something that has happened to us all? In that it has happened to Christ, within the Triduum Sacrum, can’t we imagine that it has happened to us all?


The authors of Arthurian Romance were right. Much of our inner and therefore of our outer history has turned and continues to turn on a dolorous stroke.


Dolorous stroke or protarchos ate.


And be he bison bull or bull whale, our spear is still embedded in his power to generate.


And for as long as it is embedded in his power to generate it is embbedded in our power to generate.


Generating ourselves we unconsciously generate the spear.


The Pequod at sea is the Nave at sea, is Esagila at sea, is the pit in Lascaux at sea.


Coleridge and Melville have written the not always subterranean subplot of our long and troubled history from the palaeolithic to the present or, more graphically, from the pit in Lascaux to the quarter deck of the Pequod.


But that isn’t the whole story.


Over and above the dolorous stroke depicted in the pit in Lascaux is the dolorous stroke the modern West is philosophically founded on. Concerning this latter, it’s as if Newton, Hume and Kant were the Queequeg, the Tashtego and the Daggoo of the modern phase of our voyage. They had already done what Ahab so wanted to do. They had struck through the mask, leaving Coleridge, Arnold and Stevens to suffer the inevitable desolation. It wasn’t only they of course who suffered. They differ from innumerable others only in the fact that they suffered it publicly in public poems.


Schopenhauer wasn’t tempted either to hide from or deny the enormity of what had happened:


Kant has blown the old dogmatic theology to bits and the world stands appalled among the smoking ruins.


Neither was Yeats:


Descartes, Locke and Newton took away the world and gave us its excrement instead.


There is in all of this a kind of Good Friday dereliction.


It’s as if we who had hoped for an illumination have found ourselves engulfed in a tenebration.


But what if tenebration were the answer, or a way to the answer?


Let us imagine the hall of the round table in Camelot.


Let us imagine it in Arthur’s day and in our day.


In Arthur’s day the Grail passed through.


In our day, signifying a deeper call in a time of deeper need, the Tenebrae harrow has passed through.


The question is, will we do what Arthur’s knights did, will we follow?


Supposing Newton, Hume and Kant had followed .


However epistemologically bedraggled they looked riding out, can’t we imagine them sitting high on their horses, and looking like Magi, riding home?


With what good news?


That the wonder-eye isn’t a third eye. That the wonder-eye is a new kind of seeing in the eyes we already have.


Can we say of your book what we can say of the Book of Job, that it attempts to take humanity across a threshold?


No. this book doesn’t play at being God. And I seriously hope that it cannot be charged either in content, thrust or tone with anything resembling Luciferian superbia. Such superbia as is for instance implied in Heidegger’s description of the poet as a shepherd of being. Just imagine it: Holderlin walking ahead of the evolving universe, walking ahead of it as a pillar of cloud by day, as a pillar of fire by night. In this, as in so much else, western humanity is walking in the Great Trangression. In this, as in so much else, western humanity has chosen psalm eight not psalm twenty three as its magna carta.


Ecce Ahab


Ahab laying unholy hold of the lightning on the barepoled Pequod.


That said, the book is aware, seeks to be aware, of the evolutionary threshold Jesus crossed when he crossed the Kedron. And here’s the rub: it presumes to stay awake where Peter, James and John fell asleep. And God knows, that in itself is a presumption that mightn’t be either safe or sane.


Underlying the book, giving it its impetus and shape, is a thesis somewhat as follows: if Jesus has crossed an evolutionary threshold, then there is a sense in which humanity has crossed it, and this implies that to watch with Jesus is to watch with evolving humanity. It implies that to watch with him is to watch with the evolving earth.


In the passional sense, this is a book that would watch. As though they were shepherds lanterns, it watches with myths, metaphors and mahavakyas. In Tenebrae all our lanterns, inner and outer, are quenched. Quenched we watch, waiting on God. And that is the burden of the song this book would sing.


Not everyone will be happy to hear that the Tenebrae harrow is the Grail of our day.


It is above all in the course of undergoing tenebration that we experience a certain kind of illumination. In particular it mediates an insight into the nature and limits of mind. Striking through the mask is in many ways striking through mind, and the mythic equivalent of this is Narada coming through the pass, is Yaje Woman ascending our river.


And you think of Narada as an epistemological Cortez from the East and you think of Yaje Woman as an epistemological Conquistador from the West?


Yes, we have suffered an epistemological dolorous stroke. Or in terms more consistent with your question, we have for a long time now been enduring an epistemological Year One Reed. But that isn’t anything a Christian isn’t prepared for. On Golgotha, in the person of Jesus, European philosophy moved house. It moved from metaphysics to metanoesis. And so we can imagine the final philosophical tableau: Jesus looking down into Adam’s empty skull, and standing either side of him, dying by reason of his victory, Yaje Woman and King Soma.


So yes, not everyone will be happy to hear that the Tenebrae harrow is the Grail of our day. But how else except in following it can we cope with what we have discovered about ourselves? How else can we cope with Nietzsche’s discoveries?


It is because they lie across our introspective path and threaten us therefore in our integrity as persons that these discoveries so challenge us into our next evolutionary transitions. In the case of the first discovery an evolutionary transition as big as Gethsemane. In the case of the second discovery an evolutionary transition as big as Golgotha.


We are talking about our transtorreatem destiny.


To refuse our transtorreatem destiny is to refuse the remedy.


Nietzsche refused the remedy and in this he is in some degree exemplary, in some degree eponymous, to us who have come after him.


It is at our peril that we will leave things there.


It is at our peril that we will turn away from Bright Angel Trail and set our unenlightened sights on the Moon and Mars.


Evolution is with whoever is willing to set foot on the Trail.


Evolution is with whoever is willing to set foot on the Earth.


Evolution is with us crossing the Kedron.


So ride on Isaac, ride on David, ride on Emmanuel.


Emmanuel means God with us.


God is with us in our final evolutionary transitions.


God is with us in our final integration, in our final kenosis.


God is with us in our exodus from metaphysics to metanoesis.


God is with us riding out as scientists and philosophers, riding home as Magi.


It’s a harsh book you have written, isn’t it? A harsh book mediating a harsh view of life. You say in it that ever since Jesus set foot on it, Bright Angel Trail is aisle. And yet, walking it as it opens out before us in your book, we are much more likely to meet the Minotaur than the Madonna. Walking it we are much more likely to hear the screaming of archaeorais between canyon rock-walls, than to hear a boy soprano singing Pie Jesu.


However inaccurate his facts, Joseph Campbell makes a point that is worth listening to when he alerts us to


the now well-proven fact that the nervous system was governor, guide and controller of a nomadic hunter foraging for his food and protecting himself and his family from becoming food in a very dangerous world of animals for the first 600,000 years of its development, whereas it has been serving comparitively safe and sane farmers, merchants, professors and their children for scarcely 8000 years. Who will claim to know what sign-stimuli smote our releasing mechanisms when our names were not homo sapiens but Pithecanthropus and Plesianthropus or perhaps, even milleniums earlier, Dryopithecus? And who that has knowledge of the numerous, vestigial structures of our anatomy surviving from the days when we were beasts would doubt that in the central nervous system comparable vestiges must remain: images sleeping whose releasers no longer appear in nature – but might occur in art.


In Jung, this becomes something of a philosophy by which to live:


Do we ever understand what we think? We understand only such thinking as is a mere equation and from which nothing comes out but what we have put in. That is the manner of the working of the intellect. But beyond that there is thinking in primordial images – in symbols that are older than historical man; which have been imagined in him from earliest times, and, eternally living, outlasting all generations, still make up the groundwork of the human psyche. It is possible to live the fullest life only when we are in harmony with these symbols; wisdom is a return to them.


D.H. Lawrence was persuaded that in our struggle onwards and upwards into greater consciousness


Our road may have to take a great swerve, that seems a retrogression.


Later in the argument he asserts the same idea with but little variation:


Yet, as I say, we must make a great swerve in our onward-going life-course now, to gather up again the savage mysteries. But this does not mean going back on ourselves.


This book does gather up some of the savage mysteries, and it does think in primordial images, not for the heck of it , but because it is a need of the human psyche to do so. The determination of philosophers such as Descartes and Locke to avoid thinking in such images is, almost, a new protarchos ate. However, I do not desire to go past either man’s house in an anaconda canoe, nor do I desire to set up a blue thunder tipi in either man’s lawn. Also, I don’t go all the way with Jung. I don’t accept that life in harmony with these images is fullest life. I don’t accept that life in harmony with them is wisdom. And that is why in this book the primordial songline grows into the mystical songline, or better, that’s why it is subsumed into it. In this last volume Shenona Sagara takes over from Bright Angel.


The illuminations that come with the dark night of the soul aren’t mediated by images, savage or civilized.


There is a knowing that isn’t mediated by a means of knowing.


There is a knowing that isn’t obscured or modified by a means of knowing.


There is an unmediated knowing.


That said, I do take your point about the book. And yet, harsh though it is, Golgotha is a Parnassus, and that is good news in the labyrinth, that is good tidings in the canyon.


You are being cryptic.


Going down into our inner hell after his death on a cross, going down into it to harrow it, Jesus didn’t seek to do what Orpheus did. Having no lyre but his wounds, he didn’t seek to charm the powers. Having come this far by another way, Jesus was more honest than Orpheus. He was more successful.


Are you saying that beauty is ineffective?


No. If we have to have them, our prisons should be as beautiful as cathedrals. That way, when we walk among the mountains, we won’t need to feel ashamed.


Your view of Western civilization, your view of it as doomed, how seriously do you take that?


In Nordic mythology, Odin is the great god. One day he conjures a volva, a seeress, and he asks her to foretell the future. This she does, chanting a tremendous, alliterative dirge called Voluspa. In it, in visionary pre-enactment, Odin pre-experiences the cataclysmic end of his world.


This book is a kind of Voluspa. As indeed is a poem in the first volume called Missa Tuba Mirum. It differs from its Nordic original in that it talks not about the end of the world but about the end of a way of being in the world.


The hope is that when this happens the raft and the canoe will be waiting for us.


The Raft of the Maidu waiting for us in the abyss. And the anaconda canoe of the Desana waiting for us at the mouth of primordial river.


This time, seeking integration not repression, we must reach into the canyon. This time, our survival as a species depending on it, we must seek to negotiate the evolutionary channel.


Interesting in this regard is the mesektet boat or night boat of the Ancient Egyptian sungod, Atum Re. It was in this boat that he journeyed every night through the underworld. A particularly awful reach of this journey could be negotiated only when the boat had become a serpent. So there, in our own tradition, we have it, a serpent canoe, a cobra canoe. In it, the primeval on our side, we are coming forth by day. And so we see that an old Greek song that began with the words polla ta deina has been replaced by an old Egyptian song that ends with the words pert em hru. In their original epiphany this is how they look:
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So yes. I seriously believe that the evolving earth is with the raft and the canoe in a way that, for the moment, it isn’t with sputnik. Putting it another way: I believe that, for the moment, the evolving earth is with the one who wears the megalonschema more than it is with the one who wears a spacesuit. Implicit in all of this is the literally awful, awe-ful question: is there a God who will endure with us and, if neccessary, for us, in the channel?


Seeing how sore amazed Jesus is, and hearing him cry out from the bleak timbers, I believe there is.


Yes, there are mornings, Easter mornings we call them, when the terrible, dead weight of ancient wrong has fallen from us. Our protarchos ate, our act of primal madness, Aeschylus would call it, that ancient wrong.


All through history our house, our house of culture, has been a troubled house. It has been a House of Atreus. No less than Electra was, no less than Orestes was, we are Atreidae. And now, more than ever now, we are doing to Gaia what we did to Tiamat, what we did to Taurus. From Marduk to Ahab, from the Birdman to the Ancient Mariner – what a dreadful cycle! But the cycle was broken in Christ, by Christ, on Calvary. Calvary, that rough little hill, is our Areopagus Rock. And maybe we should excavate a theatre, a Christian amphitheatre, out of that hill, and then we can imagine them, the Easter morning Marys, choephori now, pouring a libation for the damaged Earth, pouring a libation for the damaged sky.


At the heart of your book is Turtle’s longing for a world to come ashore on. I cannot quite see how this is relevant to us. Would you enlighten me?


Noah lost the world physically. Over the last three centuries we have lost it, or we have as good as lost it, epistemologically. Let us listen to Newton:


If at any time I speak of light as coloured or endued with colour, I would be understood to speak not philosophically and properly, but grossly and accordingly to such conceptions as vulgar people in seeing all these experiments would be apt to frame. For the rays, to speak properly, are not coloured. In them there is nothing else than a certain power and disposition to stir up a sensation of this or that colour. For as sound in a bell or musical string, or other sounding body, is nothing but the trembling motion, and in the air nothing but that motion propagated from the object, and in the sensorium it is a sense of that motion under the form of sound, so colours in the object are nothing but a disposition to reflect this or that sort of rays more copiously than the rest; in the rays they are nothing but their disposition to propagate this or that motion into the sensorium and in the seasorium they are sensations of these motions under the form of colour.


Before he released the rains and the diluvian waters that would eventually cover the earth and all its high hills fifteen cubits upwards, the Lord god of the Old Testament declared: the end of all flesh is come before me. Here, in this passage by Newton, the end of naive realism came yet again before us. In the presence of the colourless, cold, inanimate world, Coleridge sank into dejection. Hoping to find solace and meaning in human relationships, Arnold turned away. As though he were all the king’s horses and all the king’s men, Wallace Stevens laboured at putting the subjective and the objective together again. Not overprone to “bookish theoric”, Ahab forged a harpoon and, vengefully in the name of the devil, he baptised it, tempered it, in the savage blood of Queequeg, Tashtego and Daggoo. It is our Excalibur. It is our bleeding lance. It bleeds with the blood of Taurus Dei, Agnus Dei, Albatross Dei and Cetus Dei. Epistemologically in Ahab’s hand, it bleeds with the blood of Ropesnake. But Ropesnake is a strange Cheshire cat. Having no substance, he survives our assault. That harpoon wound hanging in the void – that’s him – having his last laugh.


In the Great Deep, like Turtle, Ishmael has no world to come ashore on:


And when we consider that other theory of the natural philosophers, that all other earthly hues – every stately or lovely emblazoning – the sweet tinges of sunset skies and woods; yea, and the gilded velvets of butterflies, and the butterfly cheeks of young girls; all these are but subtile deceits, not actually inherent in substances, but only laid on from without; so that all deified nature absolutely paints like the harlot, whose allurements cover nothing but the charnel-house within and when we proceed further, and consider that the mystical cosmetic which produces every one of her hues, the great principle of light forever remains white or colourless in itself and if operating without medium on matter, would touch all objects, even tulips and roses with its own blank tinge – pondering all this, the palsied universe stands before us a leper …


Ishmael is telling Odysseus that the sea isn’t winedark, he is telling him that dawn isn’t rosy-fingered, he is telling him that instead of delighting in the whitenes of Nausica’s white arms he should see in it the colourless all-colour of atheism. He is telling him that for all its enchantment and charm Ogygia is a palsied outcrop of a palsied universe. He is telling him that any beach of Ithaca he lands on will be a Dover Beach, a beach in Ulro. And this is where this book begins:


That it might see us,


Understand,


We solved the earth.


That it might see us,


Show its hand,


We blitz the rock with metaphors.


We blitz the land.


Odysseus was able for the Sirens, for the Lotus Eaters, for Polyphemus, for Circe. He was able for the terrors and enchantments of a world that hadn’t yet come asunder into the Scylla of appearance and the Charybdis of reality. An able man he was, Odysseus, our ancient Odysseus. But what of our modern Odysseus? Will he be able for what he will discover about himself in the pit in Lascaux? Will he be able for what he will discover about himself on the beach at Punta Alta? Will he be able for the Ulro roar of Dover Beach? Will he be able for the River of the White Hippopotamus? Will he be able for its canyons? Will he be able for nights alone in the heart of darkness?


Will he be able for the epistemological insight that is lying in wait for him in the common etymon of cosmos and cosmetic?


Will he be able for this sentence:


… the sweet tinges of sunset skies and woods; yea, and the gilded velvets of butterflies, and the butterfly cheeks of young girls; all these are but subtile deceits, not actually inherent in substances, but only laid on from without …


Kant argued that space and time are a priori forms of our sensibility. As such they are as it were laid on, so that we now talk not of things but of phenomena.


Laid on, projected, superimposed – as when for instance we superimpose a snake onto a rope.


In Sanskrit adhyropa is the word for superimposition and apavada is the word for de-superimposition.


Newton de-superimposed the colour that Homer had superimposed on the sea.


Newton de-superimposed the colour that Homer had superimposed on the dawn.


It might be that Hume’s arguments will not induce us to de-superimpose causality and that Kants’ arguments will not induce us to de- superimpose space and time, but that isn’t crucial to what I wish to say, which is that among Hindus of advaitavedanta persuasion such de-superimposition, relentlessly pursued, is a way of breaking their attachment to the world, or better, is a way of extricating themselves from maya. In other words, where we have tended to regard Newton’s apavada as a catastrophe they have happily and enthusiastically integrated a prior and more thoroughgoing version of it into the heart of their spiritual seeking. Indeed, Shankara adopted it as his via mystica. Would that we had been so hospitable to our Copernican revolution in philosophy which, as I’ve elsewhere said, was brought to completion not by Kant but by St John of the Cross, not by Schopenhauer but by Christ undergoing our Good Friday transition from metaphysics to metanoesis.


East and West. Narada and Ishmael.


Narada walking in a red desert with Vishnu. Ishmael walking in a palsied universe with Newton.


In the East, Hindus lost the snake but found the rope. Having found the rope, they saw that the snake isn’t other than it.


In the West we have lost both snake and rope and here we are in the metaphysical blank beyond what Ishmael has called the mystical cosmetic.


Little wonder that Turtle yearns for a world to come ashore on.


But who, you might ask, is Turtle?


In the East, Turtle is everyone who has walked with Vishnu. In the West,. he is everyone who has walked with Newton, Hume and Kant.


“All visible objects” Ahab declared, “are but as pasteboard masks”.


This declaration poses a question: what, if anything, is beyond the masks?


Ahab’s answer was anguished: “Sometimes I think there’s naught beyond”.


From a poem of hers called Sheep In Fog we know that, if not persistently, then at least on one occasion, Sylvia Plath was a prey to apprehensions not altogether dissimilar to those of the dismasted captain:


The hills step off into whiteness.


People or stars


Regard me sadly, I disappoint them.


The train leaves a line of breath.


O slow


Horse the colour of rust.


Hooves, dolorous bells -


All morning the


Morning has been blackening


A flower left out.


My bones hold a stillness, the far


Fields melt my heart.


They threaten


To let me through to a heaven


Starless and fatherless, a dark water.


In contrast to how things happened for Narada, there is no initiating god who walks with Sylvia. And, whereas Ahab will harpoon his way through, the danger is that, without effort or willingness on her part, Sylvia will slip through – into what? Into the dark water Turtle was so tired of. Into that or worse. Into Ginnungagap, the infinite yawn.


With this poem we are in ghastly trouble. In trouble that ghosts us, ghasts us, nullifies us. Tis as if the perceiver and the perceived disappeared together through the grin of the Cheshire cat. This having happened, the grin itself disappears, leaving the naught.


And yet, amazingly, Gautama the Budhha is not perturbed:


“I proclaim, friend”, he says, “that in this fathom-sized, feeling-afflicted ascetic’s body dwell the world and the origin of the world and the annulment of the world and the path that leads to the annulment of the world”.


Also of course, the author of The Cloud of Unknowing has long ago challenged us concerning the naught:


What is he that calleth it naught? Surely it is our outer man and not our inner. Our inner man calleth it All; for by it he is well taught to understand all things bodily and ghostly, without any special beholding to any one thing by itself.


For Eckhart the naught isn’t nihil:


Everything which has being hangs in the Naught and that same naught is such an incomprehensible aught that all the spirits in heaven and upon earth cannot comprehend it nor sound it.


Let us hear him out on this:


When I say further that “God is Being” – that is not true. He is quite transcendent. He is a Not-Being above Being.


Mahavakyas Turtle might have brought back from the floorless floor of the dark water.


Mahavakyas coming to us in the seeming void behind what Ahab calls the pasteboard masks, in the seeming nihil behind what Ishmael calls the mystical cosmetic.


A good walk it was, our walk with Newton, Hume and Kant.


A blessed walk it will be when in the course of it we integrate our Copernican revolution in epistemology and this we will do when we walk with Jesus into Tenebrae:


O wretched condition of this life wherein it is so dangerous to live and so difficult to find the truth. That which is most clear and true is to us most obscure and doubtful and we therefore avoid it though it is most necessary for us. That which shines the most and dazzles our eyes, that we embrace and follow after though it is most hurtful to us and makes us stumble at every step. In what fear and danger then must man be living seeing that the very light of his natural eyes by which he directs his steps is the very first to bewilder and deceive him when he would draw near unto God. If he wishes to be sure of the road he travels on he must close his eyes and walk in the dark if he is to journey in safety from his domestic foes, which are his own senses and faculties.


This is epistemology in the shadow of Good Friday. In it, even Kant’s Copernican revolution in philosophy has been called to account by the cry of dereliction. In the fierce light of that cry, it is found wanting in completeness.


If, in your view, the Western adventure ran aground on Dover Beach, and if, again in your view, it is still aground at Key West, how can you continue to hope that we can refloat it at Punta Alta? Wasn’t it on an inner, still living Punta Alta that Nietzsche suffered breakdown? And isn’t Nietzsche’s breakdown a portent of evolutionary breakdown? Can a species as inwardly menaced by all past ages as we are survive?


Let us return to the Enuma Elish:


When there was no heaven


No earth, no height, no depth, no name,


when Apsu was alone,


he, the sweet water, the first begetter; and Tiamat,


she, the bitter water, and that


return to the womb her Mummu,


when there were no gods -


When sweet and bitter


mingled together, no reed was plaited, no rushes


muddied the water,


the gods were nameless, natureless, featureless, then


from Apsu and Tiamat


in the waters gods were created, in the waters


silt precipitated,


Lahmu and Lahamu


were named; they were not yet old …


Lahmu and Lahamu they are called, these first sediments, these first precipitations of psyche and universe.


Cutting its way down through an accumulation of earth-floors and sea-floors, the Kedron-Colorado has reached and exposed these first sediments, and it was while he knelt between them, archaeornis circling above him, that Jesus endured and survived inward exposure to all past ages. It was while he knelt between them, Neanderthal eating bear-brains in a cave above him, that Jesus endured and survived the great integration.


Where Nietzsche collapsed, Jesus came through. And not only that. It was in Jesus, kneeling between Lahmu and Lahamu, that the evolving earth found the channel. In other words, the next evolutionary transition has already occurred and it is to be sought for not in increased intelligence but in increased integration.


How glad we should be that the soil of Mesopotamia has yielded up its remembrance of Lahmu and Lahamu.


Repeating those names


Lahmu and Lahamu


Lahmu and Lahamu


Lahmu and Lahamu


Repeating them in this way, they sound like a mantra.


Maybe Hindus are right. Maybe the universe is a mantraverse.


Maybe the universe is an aumverse that chants itself as atom and star.


I do not expect though that such suppositions will persuade Matthew Arnold to come back to the beach and listen again.


Nor will he, I presume, be induced to concede that the doors of perception can be cleansed:


The atoms of Democritus,


And Newton’s particles of light,


Are sands upon the Red Sea shore


Where Israel’s tents do shine so bright.


To see them as in any way less radiant, to see them, I was going to say, as anything less than transverberations, would in Blake’s sense be a delusion of Ulro.


It is indeed true. We have run aground on an Ulro shore of eye and mind, but there has been an opening:


Days, weeks passed, and under easy sail, the ivory Pequod had slowly swept across four several cruising grounds; that off the Azores; off the Cape de Verdes; on the Plate (so called), being off the mouth of the Rio de la Plata; and the Carrol Ground, an unstaked watery locality, southerly from St. Helena. It was while gliding through these latter waters that one serene and moonlight night, when all the waves rolled by like scrolls of silver; and, by their soft, suffusing seethings, made what seemed a silvery silence not a solitude: on such a silent night a silvery jet was seen far in advance of the white bubbles at the bow. Lit up by the moon, it looked celestial; seemed some plumed and glittering god uprising from the sea.


That vision is the real Golden Fleece. But we haven’t brought it home. Not to the modern world. Not yet. On the contrary, we have sought to obliterate it. In our efforts to protect our materialist assumptions and axioms, we’ve harpooned wonder, we’ve harpooned vision.


But the vision survives. Listen to Dana who spent two years before the mast:


…one of the finest sights that I have ever seen was an albatross asleep upon the water, during a calm off Cape Horn, when a heavy sea was running. There being no breeze, the surface of the water was unbroken, but a long heavy swell was rolling and we saw the fellow, all white, directly ahead of us, asleep upon the waves, with his head under his wing; now rising to the top of the huge billow, and then falling slowly until he was lost in the hollow in between. He was undisturbed for some time until the noise of our bows, gradually approaching, roused him, when, lifting his head, he stared upon us for the moment, and then spread his wide wings, and took his flight.


A vision that might shrive the Ancient Mariner, ancient voyaging humanity in us all:


But do I look very old, so very, very old, Starbuck? I feel deadly faint, bowed, and humped, as though I were Adam, staggering beneath the piled centuries since Paradise.


It’s as if we can now again ask and answer the old apocalyptic question. So let us rehearse it:


Watchman, what of the night?


In the polar ocean north of Mundus Novus, drifting in her kayak, Uvavnuk singing her medecine song:


The great sea has set me in motion,


Set me adrift,


Moving me as the weed moves in a river.


The arch of sky and mightiness of storms


Have moved the spirit within me


Til I am carried away


Trembling with joy.


Watchman, what of the night?


In the polar ocean south of Mundus Novus an albatross, his head under his wing, riding the waves.


Could it be that we have been vouchsafed such answers only because some lonely souls did sail out to encounter the terrible scriptures of water and squall? Could it be that, trusting in Silam Inna as Uvavnuk did, and lying our head by our heart as the albatross did, we can now cross into a new way of being in the world?


In a prelude to its second volume you said of this book that it goes to work at the foundations of Western civilization in the way that a psychoanalyst such as Jung might go to work at the foundations of an individual’s psyche. Consistently with this, it isn’t passively that you walk the excavated, ancient streets of the Western psyche. Like Cortez in Tenochtitlan, you replace one with another religion. You replace what you would call the futile heroics of Maduk with the dreadful and seemingly inglorious graduations of Jesus in Gethsemane and on Golgotha.


It comes naturally to you as indeed it did to Isaiah to be Cortez in Babylon:


Babylon is fallen, is fallen, and all the graven images


of her gods he hath broken into the ground.


Cortez in Babylon, Cortez in Luxor, Cortez in Ugarit, Knossos, Jerusalem and Athens – if you are yourself a Cortez, there is a chance that that also is who your Christ will be, yet another conquistador, not a healer.


In the orchards outside the walls of Babylon there was a temple called Bit Akitu. As its name suggests ,it was in this temple that Babylonians celebrated Akitu, their New Year Festival. An essential rite of that festival was a re-enactment, by recitation mostly, of the origin of all things. For the third time I will quote its opening lines, this time in the original:


Enuma elish la nabu shamamu


Shaplish ammatum shuma la zakrat


When there was no heaven, no earth,


No height, no depth, no name …


It was into this naught the Pequod sailed. And that is why we must concern ourselves with beginnings. The question is, will we do what Babylonians did, will we people the naught with monsters we must do battle with? Will we dive for soil or for sacred seeing as Turtle did? Will we listen as Maoris did till we hear the universe singing the song of its own emergence:


Te Kore


Te Kore-tua-tahi


Te Kore-tua-rua …


Or will we found our sense of ourselves and our world on none of these?


More than anything else, the Enuma Elish celebrates Marduk’s victory over Tiamat, she being a kind of monstrous condensation of Chaos:


Then they met: Marduk, that cleverest of gods, and Tiamat grappled alone in single fight.\ The Lord shot his net to entangle Tiamat, and the pursuing, tumid wind, Imhullu, came from behind and beat in her face.


When the mouth gaped open to suck him down he drove Imhullu in so that the mouth would not shut but wind raged through her belly; her carcass blown up, tumescent, she gaped – and now he shot the arrow that split her belly, that pierced the gut and cut the womb …


But supposing there is no chaos, no confusion of elements and energies and no malignant condensation of it called Tiamat or, for that matter, called Moby Dick. Then indeed are Marduk and Ahab deluded, each of them fighting the particular monster or snake he has projected into the rope.


On this assumption, the second volume opens with an Enuma Elish very different from its Babylonian counterpart:


A happening but not by way of occurrence, process or event. A happening out of the Divine Urgrund. A happening in which nothing takes place. Yet now it is: awareness-of-self-and-other-than-self and at the heart of it all a Horsehead Nebula neighing:


yatra na anyat pasyati, na anyat srinoti, na anyad vijanati, sa bhuma.


Its a song I would sing in the excavated ancient streets of the Western psyche – in streets where, almost without exception, the demiurgic metaphor has found favour.


The demiurgic metaphor is as little applicable to galaxies and stars as it is to dew on the grass on a summer morning.


Since dolphins are neither makers nor builders, it is certain that the demiurgic metaphor is as foreign to them as it is to the universe it is meant to account for.


With Jesus, images of mysterious germination and growing replaced images of building and making:


And he said, So is the kingdom of God, as if a man should cast seed into the ground; and should sleep, and rise night and day, and the seed should spring and grow up, he knoweth not how.


This is as close as we have ever come in the West to what the Chinese mean by mo wei, a doctrine which suggests that no one or nothing caused the Universe.


All of this Christians forgot when they came to formulate their creed:


I believe in God, Father almighty, maker of heaven and earth …


Bit Akitu is the prototype of our Whaleman’s Chapel. It is prototype of the Pequod, our Esagila at sea.


Marduk’s estimation of Tiamat is prototype of Ahab’s estimation of Moby Dick:


All evil, to crazy Ahab, was visibly personified and made practically assailable in Moby Dick.


Enuma Elish is charter myth to our modern way of being in the world. And, in no matter what modern city it is, our high street is Marduk Street in Babylon. Of our civilization we can surely say, plus ca change, plus c’est la meme chose.


We need to be healed in our cultural assumptions and axioms. We need to be healed in our myths and in our metaphors. We need to be healed in the way we apprehend things and in the way we relate to things. We need to ask whether things are things in the way that our Indo-European lanugages think they are.


There are peoples who once a year take their gods down to the sea and wash them.


Better to wash the way we see things.


Better, to begin with, to wash cause and effect out of the way we see things.


The Buddha’s Flower Sermon is a Year One Reed that awaits us. It awaits us as Babylonians living long ago in Babylon and Ugarit, as Babylonians living to day in Cairo and New York.


And if you think that the Buddha’s Flower Sermon is an enormity you aren’t yet able for, then what of the lion-roar, the world-awakening lion-roar, that Christians call the Sermon on the Mount?


Jesus didn’t cross the Kedron alone. Our whole religious and cultural inheritance crossed it with him.


It is time to go beachcombing for new and transformed metaphors on the shore of Turiya-Tehom.


Those metaphors will, in Kants’ sense, be forms of our sensibility and categories of our understanding. And they will be the Mayflower or, better, they will be the Maidu Raft that will bring us to a New World.


Are you saying that metaphors will bring us where the original Mayflower will not? Are you saying that hozhonji songs will bring us where our flying machines will not? Are you saying that it is in the highest degree unfortunate that we have come to rely so much on Promethean techne and mechane?


I will answer that indirectly. Our heroes have outgrown the biographies into which we have traditionally fenced them. So, you will not find the old Titan in the place to which Aeschylus led him, nor in the place to which Shelley led him. You will find him in Blue Thunder Tipi. Pitched on its bank, it is mirrored in Medicine River. If he isn’t there, seek for him where he sits in the lotus position in Ta’doiko.


Release from the old Enuma Elish is release from a charter myth, from a foundation myth, from a myth that founds and grounds the psyche. That is serious. It might mean yet another exodus with somewhere to leave but with nowhere to go. This in many ways has been the history of the modern West. It isn’t my intention to ascribe either deceit or duplicity to you, but I will ask the question: is all this talk about release from Enuma Elish a disguised way of talking about release from the Bible? Is the Bible or the biblical world-view the real target? Are you proposing a post-biblical Christianity?


There is, I believe, no spiritual tradition that has a privileged or exclusive claim to the Triduum Sacrum. The Triduum Sacrum generates its own holy book. It has been doing so, and not just in Christendom, for millennia and it will continue to do so for as long as human beings are recognisably who they have been and are.


Who or what have we been, who or what are we?


It isn’t an opposable thumb or an upright gait or a superior theorizing intelligence or a superior tool-making and tool-using intelligence that distinguishes us as a species. We are distinguished by our capacity and in some cases by our willingness to undergo the Triduum Sacrum. The capacity, which grows and grows, to receive the Gift. It is a capacity to give God a free hand in our final exaltation.


If we were sapient, as we say we are, we would house the Triduum Sacrum in metaphor, in myth, in mahavakya, in ritual and in masonry glorious as anything we see in Bhuvaneshvar or in Gothic France.


That is the wise response to our dis-illusioning walk in the East with Vishnu, to our dis-illusioning walk in the West with Newton, Hume and Kant.


In the way that Medieval Europeans had to deal with the Fisher King in his distress, we have to deal with Coleridge in his dejection. It is the task of our age, and it is by our success or failure in this regard that we should be willing to be judged.


To meet the crisis we will need to do what Hindus did: as they moved forward from Veda to Vedanta so must we move forward from Evangel to Evangelanta.


I sometimes imagine it: Coleridge answers a knock on his door and there he is, the Ancient Mariner quoting the Kena Upanishad:


There goes neither the eye, nor speech, nor the mind; we know it not; nor do we see how to teach one about it. Different it is from all that is known, and beyond the unknown it also is.


The Ancient Mariner is wiser than his dejected creator: psychopompos to him, he leads him to the door of a Tenebrae Temple.


It sounds intimidatingly alien, doesn’t it, that knock on our door?


On the contrary. With the great saying from the Kena Upanishad we are on home ground:


Et facta hora sexta, tenebrae factae sunt per totam terram usque in horam nonam. Et hora nona exclamavit Jesus voce magna, dicens, Eloi, Eloi, lamma sabachthani. Quod est interpretatum: Deus meus, Deus meus, ut quid dereliquisti me?


Given the epistemological crisis that has overtaken us, there is a choice we must make: do we cross the Kedron with Jesus or do we voyage with Ahab through the Sunda Straits?


One thing is certain: sitting in dejection with Coleridge, that won’t work. Doing murderous business in great waters, as Melville did, that won’t work. Seeking shelter in the charmed circle of conjugal mutuality, as Arnold did, that won’t work. To refuse to emerge from somnambulation, as Nietzsche did, that won’t work. And since, in Wallace Stevens’ Kantian view of it, the objective world is forever hidden, is forever hooded, we must not expect that we will find final philosophical consolation in the demiurgic singing of his demiurgic Lady. And then there is Sylvia. To die outside the shelter that religion and culture can sometimes give, to die as a flower left out dies, that won’t work.


Coleridge, Melville, Arnold, Nietzsche, Stevens and Plath: collectively, they are a native Narada. They have undergone the great dis-illusioning. And this being so, we have to bring mysticism in from the cold.


Taoists say of the sage that he walks behind advancing humanity, picking up whatever great things it discards. Among the great things we in the West have discarded is a ritual called Tenebrae.


So hora nona is philosophical high noon, is it?


“I sometimes think there’s naught beyond”, Ahab says. It was when Christ looked down into Adam’s empty skull – and we must remember that his head when he did so was crowned with the harpoon wound – it was at that moment that nihilism was forever defeated. Since Good Friday ,we know there is no nihil that supports it.


Our walk in the East with Vishnu and our walk in the West with Newton, Hume and Kant has prepared us for Tenebrae. And here it might be timely to suggest that Good Friday is Tenebrae much more than it is a crucifixion. Indeed, it is quite simple: mystically, Good Friday is Tenebrae.


In a story in this book, we have journeyed from the stable in Bethlehem to an outhouse on an island in the North Atlantic. In it a modern Argonaut called Big Mike has hung up the net of his mind and the net of his heart.


In it we might one day convene a Christian symposium.


In it, indeed, we might one day convene a new Council of Chalcedon.


In what way is his canvas curragh related to the Nave?


How, except in coming to this, can the Nave find the channel?


Must it find the channel for the Beagle? Must it find it for science?


It must find it for the evolving earth. Continually, that is, we must find what has been found.


Our mystical songlines aren’t Dreamtime songlines. Our walk with Bright Angel and our walk with Vishnu have, neither of them, its source in what Freud has called the pleasure principle. Mostly, they will be trails not taken, won’t they?


That might well be so but however deeply buried beneath lesser desires, beneath worldly desires, there is in us a supreme yearning. In our depths we are turiyatropic. And I mean this in exactly the sense in which we say of a sunflower that it is heliotropic.


Oh how I long to travel back


And tread again that ancient track


That I might once more reach that plain


Where first I left my glorious train …


For many of us that ancient track will be rough going. It will bring us across the Torrent into karmic Tsetsekia and Tenebrae. It will involve us in a walk with Vishnu, in a walk with Bright Angel, and, she as it were being the ultimate hierophant, it will involve us in an encounter with the Angel of the Estuary.


In the meantime, how wonderful it is to recall that there have been and are human beings in whom our planet is an evolutionary success. Given the theory of the hundredth monkey, it isn’t prematurely that we call it Buddh Gaia.


Not one of our telescopes but is blinded by the glaucoma of scientific seeing. Unable to refract the light of enlightenment, they help us to see but a little, and that the still backward little, of what is astronomically out there.


Will we stay with the little that is still backward? Or will we seek to negotiate the evolutionary channel?


According to Darwin’s calculations that channel is thirteen and three quarter British miles.


Since Jesus negotiated them, since he negotiated them as Vishvarupa and as Vishvayuga, those miles are aisle. And when it comes to measuring up to what we have been, are, and will be, that aisle defines us.


But oh! my soul with too much stay


Is drunk, and staggers in the way.


Some men a forward motion love,


But I by backward steps would move


And when this dust falls to the urn,


In that state I came return.


So there they are, thirteen and three quarter British miles of further evolution opening before us.


The shadow on the rockwall is the shadow of archaeornis.


And the footprints of that early reptile on the Coconino sandstone in the Grand Canyon – they aren’t as fixed to their place nor are they as fossilized as they might seem. Alive and well, they continue in the footsteps of Vishvarupa Jesu crossing the Torrent.


Already


Lasciate ogni speranza voi ch’entrate …


is beginning to read like
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Would I radically misconceive your understanding of Jesus were I to imagine you saying to St. Paul


The vision of Christ that thou dos’t see


Is my vision’s greatest enemy


Yes, you would. To say of Jesus what Jainas might say of him, that he is a Tirthankara, is not to contradict anything that St. Paul says of him. A tirthankara is someone who makes or finds or opens the tirtha or ford by which we cross to the further shore. Jesus found the channel. Christians call it the Triduum Sacrum. By what other Mayflower, by what other Argo, Nave, Mayflower, Beagle or Pequod, will we reach newness of life in the world we were born into?


I presume that a conclusion such as this emanates from an anthropology of some kind. However, I know of nowhere in your book where that anthropology is consciously and formally articulated.


Does it need to be? And if it were, wouldn’t it limit the book’s openness to surprise? I am ever mindful of William James’ advice: there should be no premature closing of our account with reality. And so, to avoid closure, I will answer your question elliptically.


It is assumed in this book that we are living through what Germans would call a world-historical crisis. To meet it, I sometimes think that we must endure a negative and a positive diagnosis of who and what we are. The negative diagnosis will suggest to us that we are aids virus to the earth. Alternatively, that we are the iceberg into which the earth, voyaging for four thousand six hundred million years, has crashed. In the words of Sir Thomas Browne, the positive diagnosis suggests that: There is surely a piece of divinity in us, something that was before the elements, and owes no homage unto the sun.


Of these two diagnoses, the positive is by far the most difficult, first to take seriously, and then to endure.


In the year 627 A.D. King Edwin of Northumbria held a council of his chief men on the question of his imminent conversion to Christianity. Coifi, the chief priest of the religion they had hitherto professed, spoke disparagingly of the old gods, the old altars, the old rites, and recommended that the King should accept the new teaching. Then someone who was, most likely, an elder and an adviser had this to say:


Your Majesty, when we compare the present life of man on earth with that time of which we have no knowledge, it seems to me like the swift flight of a single sparrow through the banqueting hall where you are sitting on a winter’s day with your thegns and counsellors. In the midst there is a comforting fire to warm the hall; outside, the storms of winter rain or snow are raging. The sparrow flies swiftly in through one door of the hall and out through another. While he is inside, he is safe from the winter storms; but after a few moments of comfort, he vanishes from sight into the wintry world from which he came. Even so, man appears on earth for a little while, but of what went before this life or of what follows, we know nothing. Therefore, if this new teaching has brought any more certain knowledge, it seems only right that we should follow it.


What is so memorable in this story is its picturesque way of telling us that we exist beyond the hall doors of conception and death. Whether our life outside the hall, our life before conception and after death, is as wintry and dark as the story suggests is of course of grave if not grievous concern to us, but first things first.


We aren’t only who and what we sociologically are within the hall. We aren’t only what we normally say of ourselves in a curriculum vitae that we send to an employer. There are doors at either end of that little list of accomplishments and achievements. It is the journeys and geographies of our lives beyond these doors that the Northumbrian elder, if elder he was, is interested in.


Think in this regard of the journeys and geographies, psychic or otherwise, of the Tibetan Book of the Dead.


Think of the journeys and geographies, psychic or otherwise, of the Egyptian Book of the Dead.


Think of the journeys and geographies of Mesopotamian and Mediterranean nekuias.


Think of the journeys and geographies of Orphic eschatological clairvoyance and clairaudience.


Think of the remembered journeys and geographies of Platonic anamnesis.


Think of the journeys and geographies of shamanic initiation.


Think of Dante entering the dark wood.


Think of D.H. Lawrence setting off for God-knows-where in his ship of death.


Add to all of this the awful awareness of immense and difficult and dangerous inwardness that we hear about from the psalmist:


I am fearfully and wonderfully made


That we hear about from Wordsworth:


… Not chaos, not


The darkest pit of lowest Erebus,


Nor aught of blinder vacancy, scooped out


By help of dreams – can breed such fear and awe


As fall upon us often when we look


Into our Minds – into the Mind of man -


That we hear about from so many others, among them Conrad:


The mind of man is capable of anything, because everything is in it, all the past as well as all the future.


And that is only a first inner ordnance survey. But it is enough to be going on with.


What are its implications?


The next and last two steps in evolution – Gethsemane and Golgotha.


And what if any are its socio-political implications?


It implies that, grown wise at last, our Statue of Socio-political Liberty will one day be willing to take second place to a Statue of Bright Angel.


In other words, freedom from a socio-political ancient regime is of but precarious value until we have crossed the Torrent and integrated our phylogenetic ancient regime.


Your invocation of Bright Angel suggests that we must set foot not just on the earth but in it. It suggests that we must set foot Grand Canyon deep in it. But how, without being sore amazed, can we do this? How, without being sorrowful unto death, or frightened unto death, can we do this? How, without being as karmically heavy as Coatlicue is, can we do this?


I can think of no simple answer to that question. Perhaps there is none. I will have to be content therefore with some disparate statements. I will make them as they come to me.


The Book of Job demands of us, I believe, that we should come to know and acknowledge reality as it is. It demands of us, by way of fulfilling a primary religious duty, that we should come to know and acknowledge it in its unsubduable stupendousness. It is in this sense that the Book of Job is a first attempt to ascend the river. Conrad, who rewrote the book for our time, knows the dangers. Kurtz became a demon of the primeval place. And we might add: whereas Job survived the ascent, survived it, if only barely, in his integrity and sanity, Nietzsche didn’t.


Job survived, and now we are heirs to the promise: For thou shalt be in league with the stones of the field and the beasts of the field shall be at peace with thee.


It is as heirs to this promise that we will set foot on Bright Angel Trail. It is as heirs to this promise that we will sing his canticle with St Francis.


Still attempting to answer your question, can I remind you that one of the first great pronouncements of the New Testament assures us that with God nothing is impossible. And Kierkegaard insists that until we know this we aren’t yet dealing with God.


The third and final statement I would like to make is purely credal: as a Christian, I believe that the earth isn’t just the object of God’s redemption. At the end below of Bright Angel Trail, I believe, looking up at all its strata, that the earth is consubstantial with Christ in his passion and death and resurrection. Everything will come forth by day. And this puts an end once and for all to the continuing, huge hurt of Manichaean dualism. And in this regard it will surely help us, and even comfort us maybe, to remember the Ramayana, one of the great epics of India. Prominent among the characters who figure in it is Hanuman, the Monkey King. Closer, at least in appearance, to Australopithecus Africanus than we are, Hanuman gives us hope, for he once opened his vesture and showed that his breast was a shrine to the divine pair, Sita and Rama. It’s as if he was agreeing with Sir Thomas Browne when the latter said:


There is surely a piece of divinity in us, something that was before the elements, and that owes no homage unto the sun.


A Christian setting foot on Bright Angel Trail might correspondingly imagine that his or her heart is a shrine to Nuestra Senora de la Soterrana. Apart from the radiance and grace she herself will shed on our path, the child she carries in her arm has long ago harrowed our collective hell.


Evolution from now on is by gracious transmutation not by the natural selection of favourable mutation.


As well as being its past, alchemy is the future of chemistry.


The north rose window of Notre Dame de Paris, sometimes called the Alchemists’ Rose, should be retina and lens of our Hubble eye. The eye altering alters all. The heart altering alters all.


And further: the descent of Agnus Dei as Christians understand it differs quite radically from the descent of Adi Varaha as Hindus understand it. Since Gethsemane, the Trail is aisle. And if we invoke him, Bright Angel, making the abhaya mudra, will descend it with us.


The continuing integration of Bright Angel Trail and the continuing integration of our walk with Vishnu, that rather than our journeys to the Moon and Mars is the evolutionary frontier.


Its a question I have already asked, but I will ask it again: it is with Darwin’s geological hammer not with the golden bough of the priest of Nemi that modern humanity would go forward into the future. Isn’t it time that we cut our moorings to ancestral superstition?


Listen to what Ted Hughes has to say:


Stories are old the way human biology is old. No matter how much they have produced in the past in the way of fruitful inspirations, they are never exhausted. The story of Christ, to stick to our example, can never be diminished by the seemingly infinite mass of theological agonizing and insipid homilies which have attempted to translate it into something more manageable. It remains like any other genuine story, irreducible, a lump of the world, like the body of a new-born child. There is little doubt that, if the world lasts, pretty soon someone will come along and understand the story as if for the first time. He will look back and see two thousand years of somnolent fumbling with the theme. Out of that, and the collision of other things, he will produce, very likely, something totally new and overwhelming, some whole new direction for human life.


That direction has been found, for Brontosaurus as well as for Willie Loman.


Can’t you see him. Willie walking out of the civilization that has failed him? That thing he has in his hand, that’s a manure fork. With it, right there in our town park, he will uncover the Trail. Being the trail to a past that we must integrate, it is also therefore a trail to our present and to our future.


Can’t you see him, Willie coming home. That thing he has in his other hand, that’s a Tenebrae harrow.


Having the fork and the harrow, homo faber has no need for further fabrication. Spiritually speaking ,we have no need for further fabrication.


And we didn’t steal them, this fork and this harrow.


It is with them that we will integrate Nietzsche’s discoveries. And that, quite simply, is to find and navigate the evolutionary channel. In Tsetsekia and in Tennebrae we will navigate it.


Your strictures against Manichaen dualism notwithstanding, it does sometimes seem that your book is a kind of Armageddon between people who wear a ghost-shirt and people who wear a cassock – between, on the one hand, Black Elk praying with his pipe on a peak in Paha Sapa and, on the other hand, Ahab praying with the links of a lightning conductor on a deck of the bare-poled Pequod.


It isn’t as simple as that. We need a Statue of Bright Angel at the mouth of the Yukon as much as we need one at the mouth of the Hudson. His torch must light the way of people coming east from Asia as it must light the way of people coming west from Europe and Africa.


Coatlicue, the Aztec Earth Mother, serpent-savage in her parts, her jaguar claws cleaned, has reappeared in what we so optimistically called the New World. And here at home in the old world, huger than ever and bellowing and blind, the Minotaur, led by a child, is walking among us.


It is what I have been calling our phylogenetic ancient regime.


It has returned. And it isn’t only Nietzsche who has recoiled.


The labyrinth isn’t the answer. The old European hero, club in hand or lyre in hand, isn’t the answer. Guillotine and Gulag aren’t the answer.


We didn’t have to wait until Conrad wrote the Heart of Darkness to know that the ghost-shirt can all too easily become the cassock, or worse.


William Law isn’t deceived:


Would you know, Academicus, whence it is that so many false spirits have appeared in the world, who have deceived themselves and others with false fire and false light, laying claim to inspirations, illuminations, and openings of the Divine Life, pretending to do wonders under extraordinary calls from God? It is this: they have turned to God without turning from themselves; would be alive in God before they were dead to their own nature; a thing as impossible in itself as for a grain of wheat to be alive before it dies. Now religion in the hands of self, or corrupt nature, serves only to discover vices of a worse kind than in nature left to itself. Hence are all the disorderly passions of religious men, which burn in a worse flame then passions only employed about worldly matters: pride, self-exaltation, hatred, and persecution, under a cloak of religious zeal, will sanctify actions which nature left to itself would be ashamed to own.


Coatlicue has been unearthed. The Minotaur has returned, Nietzsche hasn’t coped with his discoveries. Dostoievsky’s underground man has burrowed his way up into our crystal palace. We have smelled the musks of distant Oregon. Riding into Guernica, Durer’s knight has looked up and seen condors. Psychoanalysing us in a way that Freud didn’t or Jung didn’t, Lascaux, in its pit, has let us in on a terrible secret.


I know of no other response than to look towards Christ crossing the Kedron


Now you seem distant and absorbed, unavailable maybe to further conversation.


No, it is not that. Sylvia Plath came to mind, and it occurred to me that the calamity for consciousness and culture depicted in the pit in Lascaux is, for all its enormity, a minor affair compared to the Ginnungagap gaping Sylvia has looked into. Although in another mode, her poem, Sheep In Fog, is Nietzsche’s second discovery all over again, in Christian terms, formally but not essentially, it is Christ looking down into Adam’s empty skull. Sylvia’s dereliction and Christ’s dereliction differ in this: there was for Christ, right to the end, a God upon whom he called, a God into whose hands he at last commended his spirit, while, for Sylvia, the dark she has come into isn’t only starless, it is also fatherless.


“In the age of the world’s night”, Heidegger says, “the abyss of the world must be experienced and endured”.


I am reminded of the Buriat version of the diver myth. In this myth, Diver-bird must go where Noah’s raven and dove cannot go.


In the beginning there was only a dark water and hovering above it, accompanied by swans, loons and other water-birds, was Sombol-Burkan. Longing for a world to come ashore on, he asked the white diver bird to go down to the floor of the dark water and bring up some soil. Half way down, diver-bird was challenged by a blood red crab. “Where are you going?” crab asked. “I’m going down to the floor”, diver bird replied. “I’ve been in this water forever” Crab replied. “There is no floor. So be off with you or I’ll shred you with my scissors”. When Sombol-Burkan heard what had happened he gave Diver-bird a magic phrase and armed with this he was more than a match for Crab.


Of what in us is Crab a condensation? Can we overcome it?


Can we win through to a world?


Of what in us is Tiamat a condensation? Can we overcome it?


Can we win through to a world?


In Friedrich Nitzesche and in Sylvia Plath, humanity has once again come to the canyon and the dark water, and what I earlier said of Coledridge I now say, even more insistently, of them. As the distress of the Fisher King was a concern of people in medieval times so in modern times should Friedrich’s collapse and Sylvia’s trepidation be a concern of ours. We might begin by imagining a fifth Evangelist whose account of the Passion, scripted and scored, will be Maidu raft to us on the dark water, will be Apophis canoe to us in the canyon.


Has it occurred to you that the crab, who challenged diver bird, might also challenge our Artic Shaman on his way down to comb our transgressions out of Takanakapsaluk’s hair?


No. But it did occur to me that on his way down Ahab looked and where, but minutes earlier, he had a diabolical harpoon in his hand he now has a comb of walrus ivory in it.


That means that we now have the comb, the manure fork and the harrow.


The hallows we could call them, thinking of their counterparts in the Grail Castle.


Looking at them, it isn’t outlandish to hope that our Western psyche can be reconstituted.


That’s a tall order.


Nothing less will suffice. So, let us imagine it, and it being an image or scene, let us expect of it what Yeats might expect of it: discontinuing his New Year Liturgy in mid-sentence, the Akitu priest climbs the Ziggurat in Babylon and calls out across all ancient cultures that the old order is over, because now tonight a vicar of Marduk on earth has gone down to the floor of the Abyss, has gone down with a comb not a harpoon, has gone down to comb, and comb out, Tiamat’s hair.


These could be the opening lines of a new Enuma Elish.


And so it isn’t yet enough to have replaced city wall and labyrinth with Tsetskia. We must replace Bit Akitu with it. We must replace the Whaleman’s Chapel with it. We must replace the Pequod with it. In the way that the Kwakiutl welcomed the Great Iakim into their religion, so must we welcome Tiamat into ours. Evolution is with the hospitalities of Kwakiutl firelight not with lobotomy. And that is why, knowing his own body would be the scabbard, Jesus commanded St Peter to put up his sword.


I’ll say it: the human psyche underwent reconstitution in Gethsemane.


To claim Good Friday for philosophy as you have done is somehow scandalous, isn’t it? I imagine that Yeats’ Magi and indeed Eliot’s Magi will either journey past it or go home.
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