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  Chapter 1

  
  




I had rolled myself a small cigarette…

I couldnt walk past this strain. Attractive price, discounts if you bought five or more grams. What intrigued me most was the warning in the ad - Strong stuff, for experienced smokers.




Oh yes, that was about me. The tolerance I had built over months of puffing demanded THC at twenty percent or more. Of course, I bought some of that weed and sampled it earlier in the day. A little nug had pleased me noticeably, but I still had things to do, so I left the main tasting for the evening. Now I understand it was all predetermined. But at that moment, I had no idea what mystical events awaited me.




In the evening, settling comfortably into my usual lotus pose on a sheepskin rug spread across the floor of my fifth - floor balcony, overlooking a picturesque street in an old gothic city, I lit the homemade cigarette, anticipating a pleasant shift in consciousness that would let me, as always, reflect and meditate.




After a couple of long drags, relaxed and satisfied, I felt I was about to be carried away completely. The frightening - carried away - began right after that last pleasant thought. Suddenly, I realized that in just a moment, something unimaginable and terrifying would begin in my mind. A force was closing in on me, dense and relentless.




A thought flashed by - only now do I understand that it wasnt entirely my own:




- Youre about to be swept away. Its going to be rough. But you can still avoid it, stop the process that has begun.




My eyes fell on the balcony door.




- Step off the balcony, go through that door, wash your face with cold water, drink something sweet, and youll come down. Or… you can stay and see what happens to you. What will happen to the consciousness youve studied for so long? What will be your choice? - the voice of thoughts not my own resounded in my head.




- Ill stay, I exhaled mentally, answering to no one in particular, shoving the growing fear deep down.




- Lets go, I said to myself more confidently, closed my eyes, and surrendered fully to the immense wave already engulfing me.




Instantly, all my attention was seized by my heart. It was pounding at a frantic pace, and what terrified me was that the rhythm wasnt slowing down but was relentlessly accelerating. Faster and faster, faster and faster. As a doctor, I knew this dreadful, worsening tachycardia could lead to a failure of my heart muscle, which would mean catastrophic consequences for me. The furious beat of my heart thundered through my whole body, especially my head, building into terrifying speed. I suddenly realized I was standing on the threshold of death.




The thought hit me with a wave of horror. Cold sweat broke out, though inside I burned with heat. For some reason, I thought I had to focus on something, or else the worst would happen.




- Consciousness. My consciousness. Ill focus on it, flashed through my mind. There lies my reason, intellect, attention - my own consciousness will help me survive this blow! My thoughts rushed. But as I tried to grasp my consciousness in focus, I saw - it is hard to describe - I saw my consciousness shatter before my eyes like a mirror, scattering into thousands of meaningless shards.




My world, my memory, my - I, - reflected in consciousness as in a mirror, broke apart irretrievably. The world was gone, what I had thought myself was gone, nothing remained. The darkness and emptiness surrounding and filling me was horrific. How long I remained in that void, I didnt know. Everything disappeared… And yet after some time, I felt that something remained - my being. I had not dissolved completely into the abyss of darkness. I still existed. I was. That one realization slightly thinned the darkness around me. I am. Where there is I am, there is God.




The sense of being is the sense of God - this salvaging thought floated up from memory. My mind continued: I am - God is. Since God is here, everything will be all right. With these thoughts, I clutched at God like at a straw.




At that moment, I saw Him. It was a vague silhouette of a man, apparently dressed in a well - fitted, classic dark suit. He was sitting on the edge of a low office chair, his whole body leaning toward me. He stretched out his right hand, palm up. The picture was peculiar: the man himself in a haze, his outlines blurred, but the hand extended toward me, the well - kept palm, stood out distinctly. Then he commanded loudly:




- Breathe!




With a start I realized I wasnt breathing. Gasping sharply, I began inhaling and exhaling quickly, deeply. How long I hadnt breathed before - a second, a minute, or longer - I couldnt tell. After several intense breaths, the man continued calmly:




- Dont hyperventilate either. Breathe steadily. Your heart is beating, nothing terrible. Itll calm down soon. You know - adrenaline, stress hormones, all that - theyll deactivate in your blood and your heart rhythm will return to normal. Your heart wont burst, dont worry.




His words rang in my mind like my own inner voice.




- Youre having a panic attack. A classic, - student - style - one. The voice used a term from my medical school days - which, in this context, simply meant a set of symptoms and nothing more, no consequences. That reassured me a little.




- Take off your hat, unbutton your jacket. Its over. Calm down. Everythings fine…




I opened my eyes. Hastily tore off my hat and unzipped my clothes. The fresh April breeze flooded me with sobering coolness, reaching my very body through everything I had unfastened - overdoing the inner voices advice out of fear. I felt much better.




- Who are you? I finally managed to speak to the voice, the thought.




- I am God, I heard in reply, clearly not my own thought.




- Really? I thought.




- Really, another thought answered in my head.




The man’s voice from the vision migrated into my mind, becoming my own inner voice. The same timbre and manner of speaking. It was unmistakably my own inner voice - but louder now, clearer, more distinct, and more independent. It had separated from me, creating itself out of me.




- How can this be? I kept wondering. I was in deep confusion. My first panic attack ever and such a brutal one. Then a voice appeared in my head, and now it was telling me it was God. No wonder I was bewildered.




The voice remained attentively silent in my head while I tried to pull myself together.




- How can this be? I repeated, clearly referring to what I assumed must be some unhealthy trick of my psyche.




- What do you mean? The fact that a voice has appeared in your head, or the fact that this voice calls itself God? the voice inquired.




- Well, both, I mumbled in my thoughts, utterly bewildered.




- It happens, the mental voice answered calmly.




- So you are God? I lifted my eyes to the wall in front of me. The reality of what was happening was only just beginning to sink in.




- Yes. I am God. Youve been searching for me all your life, waiting for this meeting without ever imagining what it would be like. And here it is - our meeting. I am God. Hello, my dear one! Didnt expect that, did you?




I could hardly believe it. I could not believe I was hearing some alien voice in my head. I could not believe it might be God.




- And what kind of God are you? I thought clumsily, unsure whether I should even continue speaking with these suddenly appearing, alien thoughts.




- I am God, creator of worlds, creator of you, creator of all that exists. All - encompassing and ever - present.




- How can this God you describe be nothing more than a voice in my head?




- God can exist as a personality, with a voice, speaking in human language, and present in your head. Your human nervous system can function in a mode of contact with the higher mind. It is, of course, an unusual state - but it is what it is.




- So God is a person?




- Yes, a person as well.




- Fuuuck!!! Goddamn it, Ive gone insane! Holy shit! Ive lost my mind, a fucking lunatic! Smoked myself right into madness, you fucking idiot!!! My realization burst out like an explosion. Goddamn it all!!!




I collapsed inside. So simple it turns out to go insane. What an idiot I was. Months and years spent mulling over nonsense - God or not God, - Reality or not reality. - Well, here you go, heres your answer - youre insane!




I was crushed by the sudden, lightning - strike awareness that I had lost my mind. I was in shock.




My thoughts rushed wildly:




What do I do? Fuck, Ill never smoke again. Never in my life will I touch that shit again. Its because of this cursed weed Ive lost it.




What do I do? Call an ambulance? Tell my wife Ive gone mad, that Im having hallucinations? Should I run to her right now and confess? Yes, I should tell her. Ill say: Ive lost my mind. Shell say, - I told you, keep smoking and youll lose it, and here you are. - Fine, let her say it. Shes now the wife of a madman - she has the right. Jesus, what a mess. I fully realize now Ive gone insane.




Or should I not tell anyone yet that Ive lost my mind? But what if it gets worse? What if I start seeing demons? Holy shit, Im in deep! You moron!




Stay silent or confess? And if I confess, what then? Off to the madhouse. Theyll treat me like a psycho. Enjoy your neuroleptics with all the side effects. You deserve it. Theyll take my drivers license, deny me permanent residency. Fuck! Im screwed.




I sat there, stunned by the awareness that I had lost my mind.




And the shame before my children! Damn, just look at your father - so wise, so well - read - and he smoked himself into insanity. Lost it completely. And worse, I used to preach to others - God, spirituality, the world isnt what it seems… Its all different. Well, heres your different. Turns out theres a line you cannot cross with your musings and fucked - up meditations - or youll go insane, idiot. You wanted to see the transcendent, the beyond, didnt you? Well, here you are, fool - congratulations, youre a stoned lunatic.




I fell silent. Crushed. Adjusting to this new reality. Sitting there quietly, I noticed with a flicker of hope that there seemed to be no more foreign voice in my head… I could create the familiar absolute silence again. I stayed in that inner silence for a while, slowly calming down.




What the hell was that? I thought. Some voice claiming to be God. Bullshit.




I sat in silence a little longer.




Or maybe I just imagined it all…? Yes, of course, it was just my imagination. I had a panic attack, then I imagined things. Thats all. After such a blow to the psyche, no wonder I saw something. A joke - imagined that a strange voice appeared in my head. Frightening, yes. But honestly, I was somewhat comforted by the fact that it had been the supposed voice of God.




The voice of God in my head? A joke. Incredible. But it had been pleasant. The absolute sense that I was conversing with someone - not just with myself.




But how did it appear? It appeared to help me through the panic attack. I had had a panic attack. Damn. I wonder if it will happen again? I hope not.




And will the voice return? Or not? Do I even want it to? I dont know…




That voice in my head was truly strange. Both mine and not mine. Autonomous, with its own judgment and understanding. Vibrant and quick. God definitely speaks fast. His tempo is much higher than mine. Is it madness to hear something like that in my head? How can it be explained? An auditory hallucination? Unlikely. An auditory hallucination is like a radio in your head. But this - these were my thoughts, in the form of an independent flow of words.




Did I know God was a person? I had never thought about it. Never thought such a thing possible. To me, God was always a transcendent consciousness, as unreachable as contacting the mind of a galaxy. Something fantastic, unrealizable. God speaks in the language of facts, events, insights, revelations that merge into understanding. But He does not speak in human words. God is the Universe - as design and as realization. Creator of worlds, of this one and of the next, and who knows how many others. The level of Gods consciousness cannot possibly match with the consciousness of man. Man, and God are like man and ant - no, even less, man and microbe. How can there be dialogue between them? There cannot.




I fell silent, not knowing what to think.




Did I really want the voice to speak again in my head?




The fear of madness was almost gone. I felt normal, fully in control of myself. I had sobered up from the weed. Curiosity began to stir.




Would I like to switch on the voice of God in my head right now?




In fact, it would be really cool to be able to turn on Gods voice in my head. On - Off.




My imagination at once conjured the picture - my head replaced by a giant switch with a thick handle. Push it up - on. Pull it down - off. Up, and you hear Gods voice. Down, silence. My imagination raced further, and soon I saw a street full of people - each with a switch instead of a head. Many of them set to - Off, - gazing either at the ground or at their phones - off, definitely. Only a few had their heads lifted to the sky, in the - On - position. And the children - always - On, - for they must look up at their world, and so theirs are on automatically.




- Am I often – “On”? Yes, quite often I am – “Off”, - to be honest.




- And now, would I like to be – “On”?




Amused by the image of people with switches for heads, I thought:




Yes, I could switch on the voice of God in my head, like a radio.




- You could indeed, I suddenly heard that clear and courteous voice again in my head.




I almost flinched in fear - it was so unexpected.




- Yes, I could, I answered mentally, though less boldly this time.




- Dont worry, youre not insane. This happens to humans. Its a feature of the human psyche to hear the voice of God. And its not a hallucination.




- And its that easy? To hear the voice of God? I still couldnt think what else to say, asking random questions.




- Not easy at all. For this to happen, countless factors must come together in unison. And with you, they have. Im glad. Im very glad that you hear me.




From Gods voice, I could tell He was speaking the truth. God was not just a person - He was an emotional person. Not only did He speak quickly, He also resonated on an emotional level higher than mine at that moment. God was a joyful being.




- Now you can switch me on in your head like a radio. Youve got a toggle: On/Off. Just now you wanted me, and bam - Im on. Pretty cool, isnt it?




- Crazy cool. And this is really you? The real, enormous God?




- Yes, its me. The very one who conceived and brought all worlds into being. At your service, sir.




- Holy shit! I slowly began to realize who I was talking to, if, of course, this was all real.




- I beg forgiveness for my swearing, I thought sincerely and reverently. I dont want to offend you.




- You cant offend me. Its impossible to insult me. Impossible to anger me. Impossible to harm me. I am the Creator, outside the world I created. Beyond that, I am a sage and enlightened one. Could you insult the Buddha, if you were to meet him?




- Hardly. He saw right through those psychological tricks. He wouldnt care. Late Buddha would have laughed at my insults and monkey antics. And not only him - there are many people who know how not to hear insults directed at them.




- Exactly. And I am Buddha multiplied by a trillion. I dont give a fuck about insults. I do give a fuck about you. But about your thinking youve somehow crossed a line - that I really dont care about. You get it?




- I get it.




- I officially give you permission to swear in my presence. In life, sure, try to tone it down. But when youre alone with yourself - swear away, its good for you. In Russian, swearing adds juiciness to speech. Human languages are limited, and if you speak only in literary language, the limits grow tighter and the pace slows. You cant always convey the full information, and it takes longer. Swear words are close to reality - they describe whats happening in raw, real reality.




I fell silent for a moment.




- So are we going to keep talking about swearing?




- Or did you want to talk about your insults toward me?




- No, its clear enough. Its just… you know, a conversation with God and all. Youre the higher mind, you know a lot. Tell me something.




At that moment it struck me again that this voice in my head must be a product of my imagination. It draws from my memory, pulls out fragments, gives them back, and is limited by my understanding of the world. I throw out themes, it picks them up and runs with them. Like some revived imaginary friend from childhood.




The voice inside saw all my fleeting, half - formed thoughts.




And then, unexpectedly, it said:




- Piss.




I was startled by the sudden change of subject.




- I dont need to go to the bathroom.




- I dont mean that. Youre afraid to piss outside.




With that phrase, God performed an incredible trick with my consciousness. In a single second - during which an entire story unfolded in my mind - I understood everything. It was like rushing through a vast, layered film about my problem. I absorbed every picture, every meaning at once.




Heres what I grasped: I often need to pee. Ever since youth. For me its a constant problem. Often, when Im outside, the urge hits every damn hour or so. Living now in Europe, I see how easily and casually many well - dressed men solve this problem. I notice them. They dont hide much. When passersby see their backs, they just avert their eyes and go on. No one stares at them. Nothing bad happens.




- From now on, it was revealed to me, I dont need to desperately search for a toilet or a perfectly secluded spot, which doesnt exist in a city of millions. Ill do it discreetly, but within reason. Even if someone notices - that thought which used to plunge me into shame - nothing terrible will happen. Theyll simply avert their eyes. To them, Im just an anonymous back, not a citizen with a name, address, and a sign reading - object of judgment. - My shame has a psychogenic nature. Once I stop stressing over this physiological need, Ill feel the urge less often when no toilet is in sight. This flash of insight dissected my problem in detail. I knew the problem no longer existed for me.




I lifted my eyes. God was looking at me with love.




- Now you wont be afraid to piss outside.




- Unbelievable! Thank you, my God!




- So be it. Well then, shall we add more?




- If God offers, how could I refuse?




- Go ahead then. Just sprinkle in more tobacco. This stuff is strong.




In inner silence, I rolled and lit a cigarette with the - shamanic - herb. Taking a few deep drags, I stubbed it out, closed my eyes, and gave myself over to the oncoming high. I was, as usual, in a relaxed lotus pose, legs crossed, hands on my thighs, palms up. Comfortable.




And then I felt an unexpected vibration. I couldnt tell if it was outside or inside my body. Like a heavy truck idling beneath my window - except only vibration, without sound.




Soon I clearly felt my body vibrating, and the frequency began to rise. After shaking in my chest and belly for a while, the vibration split in two, slid into my arms, and slowly rose upward, all the way out through my fingertips. I stopped vibrating, but before my inner vision unfolded a terrifying scene.




I stood on a narrow path crossing a wide river, halfway across a waterfall. To my right crashed a wall of water and light from above. Step too far that way, and the torrent would sweep me away. Water spilled across the path, making it slick, hard to keep my footing. But the most frightening was to the left. Below yawned an enormous, black, dreadful abyss, from which rose billows of dark smoke. The smoke climbed toward the dark sky, swirling around me, trying to pull me off the path and into the abyss. It curled at my legs, and I felt with dread that it could cling to me. It clung not just to my body, but to my attention. The more I noticed it, the stronger and denser it grew. The smoke took on a menacing substance. It was my fear and my anxiety.




Like a massive serpent, it dove into my memory as though into its familiar pond, searching for something to latch onto, something dark to drag me into horror. The darkness found something, and I was on the verge of falling from the path into the black void. But the smoke slipped away, unable to find enough darkness in that corner of memory. It meant to strike again. That brief reprieve was enough for me to realize: dont look at the darkness. Walk forward, keep balance. Watch your attention. Reach the other shore. There - its bright and calm. That shore, that shore - I need to get there. As soon as my attention fixed on that saving thought, I instantly found myself on the bright shore.




- Its over! Youre safe! I heard the familiar, gentle, caring voice in my head.




The vision quickly dissolved, but the sensations remained.




I was shaken by what I had just experienced.




- So what, every cigarette will bring this kind of trip? To hell with that! That was terrifying, staring into the black abyss. I could feel my perception sharpened. Sharpened to sense the divine within and around me - but also sharpened to sense the darkness. And that darkness pulls me just as the divine does. I stand mentally on the threshold of generalized anxiety disorder and panic attacks. Does this prove Im going mad - or already have? With just a little less control over my attention, I could fall into uncontrollable fear, which I know would turn into a panic attack and then into mental illness. So does this mean I cant smoke anymore?




God saw all my feelings and questions.




- Yes, youre feeling exactly what you should. Your nervous system is working at its limit. Contact with the higher mind demands such conditions. Youve mounted the panic attack like a dragon, and in riding it you connected with God. Thats the source of your visions and experiences.




- Am I going insane?




- No.




- Could I go insane?




- Theoretically yes, but not in your case. You have a stable psyche. Youve trained it for years, studying yourself and your consciousness. You can control the fear and anxiety that exist in you, as they exist in every person.




Today, you drove both the light and the dark within yourself to critical levels. Yin and Yang on maximum. Youre flying your dragon toward God - but you could have fallen into the abyss of madness. This very state is what allows you to manifest the vision of God. And I know youll be able to pass through these irreversible gates, guarded by the terrifying black dog of your concentrated fear. And I will help you. Under my watch, youll go through the birth of our conversation and you will not go insane. Trust me.




- But maybe I already have gone insane? Because this just doesnt happen - a foreign voice in someones head, visions appearing. I never had visions before. And now I do.




- And does the voice in your head really feel foreign?




- No. Honestly, it doesnt feel entirely foreign. Its my voice - only more developed, wiser. And thats why it feels not mine.




- Thats the voice of God in your head, brother.




- Ohhh, you called me brother?




- Well yes. Thats what you are. What should I call you instead - my slave? - Slave of mine, kneel, for you are speaking with me. - Doesnt quite fit, does it?




- So Im not insane? Strange as it is to keep asking my hallucination that same question.




- Yeah, and your - hallucination - keeps answering the same way: No, youre not insane. Thats how it is. This isnt schizophrenia. This is God.




I laughed aloud, embarrassed.




- Lets run through a checklist. Are you oriented in your personality and yourself?




- Yes.




- In space, in society?




- Yes.




- Planning to jump off the balcony?




- God forbid!




- Could you hold a normal conversation if someone walked onto your balcony right now? Wouldnt spout nonsense, wouldnt get confused?




- Id calmly talk with anyone.

- Do you believe that my voice will disappear from your head if you wish it?

- Oh, I sure do. I know it. Just as I know that, on the contrary, you have to make an effort for your voice to start speaking.

- Correct. Thats the difference between the voice of God and a hallucination. The voice of God is intelligent, not imperative. You can turn it on and off at will. Just as we agreed. Hallucinations dont work like that. You are mentally healthy. And you hear the voice of God in your head. It happens. Lets get back to how I called you - little brother.




- Yeah, that was unexpected.

- Imagine that somehow, in an incredible way, you could make contact with yourself, lets say, when you were ten years old. You could speak inside your ten - year - old head.

- Cool!

- Well, our conversation is something like that. A dialogue with yourself, divided by centuries of experience and wisdom. A conversation of a sage with a boy, though both are the same face. And how to connect these two? I think the relationship of older and younger brother fits best. Thats both natural and logical. You are my brother, obviously the younger one.




- Having God as an older brother - thats the ultimate dream. Though before, I never even dreamed of it.




- Well, here you go. Undreamt dreams came true.




- But why did you appear before me? Why did the sage want to talk with the boy?




- Because the boy wanted it. And the sage wanted it.

- I never thought of that. That suddenly the voice of God would speak in my head, so clearly? I couldnt even imagine such a thing. Though I read Walsh. But that it would happen to me - I never expected that. So, I hardly really wanted it.




- Oh, you did. You wanted it very much. Thats exactly what you wanted.




- Explain…




- What were your notorious ten thousand hours of thinking and meditation for?




After these words, another illumination descended on me, created by God, in just a couple of seconds of real time. Again, I rushed through a movie of myself, explaining what God meant.




The quintessence of my practices appeared as several skills:




I could keep my mind absolutely calm for a long time. I could stop the flow of thoughts and remain in silence. Eyes closed or open. Five minutes, half an hour - didnt matter.




In meditation with closed eyes, I could enjoy the boundlessness of the gray space around me, wherever my attention drifted. I could move through this space - forward, back, up, down - at unthinkable speeds and trajectories.




I could enjoy the emptiness of that space. My mental gaze observed only emptiness stretching into infinity.




I could enjoy observing my attention, which switched from emptiness to space, trying to shake off my attention. Attention trying to free itself from attention. That was fun.




I could enjoy dissolving attention into emptiness and infinity. When attention was calm, like a dog lying at your feet, lazily watching the void with attentive eyes.




I trained my attention. I could mentally imagine the moon - it was the easiest for me to imagine - and keep it steady, without distraction, for twenty minutes. I could do longer, but it was both tiring and boring. So, I limited that meditation to twenty minutes of time spent on who - knows - what.




Thats it. I hit a wall in my practice - silence, emptiness, infinite space, and my well - trained, calm attention. Samadhi, damn it.




But the question was - what lies beyond silence and emptiness? What is there beyond samadhi?




For years I knocked on the silence, trying to get an answer from it: why all this? What is the main meaning of these teachings? Whats the point of sitting bare - assed on damp ground in a Himalayan cave, as the figurative quintessence of all yogic elaborate nonsense? And I felt that there was an answer.




And the answer is this: after prolonged silence, God begins to speak. Clearly, plainly, and to the point.

Beyond samadhi dwells God. And there He speaks in human language.




- Holy shit! - I blurted out. - So thats what all these teachings are about in the end. But why does no one say that beyond samadhi the voice of God turns on?

- Thats exactly what the scriptures say.




- Yeah, true, but no one says its this vivid and simple and human - like a real conversational partner in your head.




- Then you say it.




- Say it to whom?




- Say it to yourself. Formulate it.




- Fine. After years of reflection, insights, meditation, and silence, the voice of God turns on. Unexpectedly. Amazingly. For real. As if alive. In the head.




- Well said. Ill just add - if you want it. Want it very, very much. Only then my voice turns on. You get it, little brother?




- I get it, brother. And do I turn on for everyone as a brother?

- No, not for everyone. For some I am God, teacher, parent, lover, or beloved. There are plenty of roles, but in all of them I am who I am - the Loving God. Whatever image of God fits this or that person. Well talk about this later.

- Why later?




- Because that concerns other people, they have their own stories. For you, I am brother. Thats enough for now to continue our conversation.




- And what will we talk about? And how will you prove that you are God?

- Oh, so weve come to the proofs of God. You want me to perform some kind of sign?




- Yes.




- A burning bush on your balcony?




- No, dont do that.




- A great white shining in the sky?




- Dont do that either, people will freak out, Ill freak out.




- And if I did it anyway - with fire and heavenly signs - would that be full proof that I am God?

I realized what He was trying to tell me. He doesnt do signs in cases like this, because it would look and be perceived as unhealthy. It would be sick shit if I saw some fire, heavenly tricks and all that. God is logical and healthy, in every sense of the word. Tricks dont get done in this world. If needed, there will be a miracle. But for that, there must be significant reasons. My fleeting wish for a miracle has too little significance for it to be realized.




And that personal proof of God is akin to the proof of God in general. Even the fact that He appeared as a person in my head is not proof in general. Though what could be more concrete than having a foreign voice in my head? But even that cant be absolute proof, since it could just be a kind of psychosis Im experiencing. A burning bush can be explained by my hallucination, and the shining in the sky by a collective hallucination of the people in my neighborhood. Ill have to believe, I realized.

- Correct. Youll live and see whether I am God or not. For now, thats all I can tell you. But I know well return to this conversation again and again.




- Like, - prove youre God”?




- Yes, like that. There will be proofs and there will be lack of proofs. As usual.

- Nice way to wriggle out.




- Kind of, yes, - not my thoughts in my head laughed, and I laughed along with them.




- No, look. If theres some voice in my head thats not mine, then it can only be the voice of God. The voice of God in my head is a healthy thing. If this voice isnt God, then its some seriously fucked up unhealthy shit. You get it?




- Im closely following your train of thought, little brother, and I understand you. Go on.




- If its not God, then its a hallucination, the devil, aliens, or any other kind of unhealthy shit.

- Exactly. Either to the loony bin or the grave.




- But how do I tell if its God talking to me or some bullshit?




- Well, if your hallucination isnt accompanied by other types of hallucinations - visual, tactile - doesnt put your health or life, or the health and lives of those around you, at risk, and doesnt escalate, then you can coexist with it for a while and observe how events unfold.




If, however, you start suffering mentally or physically, or your relatives start suffering because of the voice in your head - now or later - thats not the voice of God.




If the voice commands, insults, slanders, accuses, scolds, or demands actions that bring harm, thats unhealthy bullshit, not Gods voice. You should run to psychiatrists immediately.




- So if you start scolding me, you immediately stop being God and turn into bullshit?




- Yes.




- I get it now. Im confident youre God with all that entails. But Ill be watching you, if you want me to.




- Watch carefully. If somethings off, cut off communication. Even with antipsychotics if needed.




- Got it, brother.




- What shall we add? Fancy a puff of - shaman weed?




- Well, if God says so, then I, your servant, obey, - I habitually reached for the tools to consume the shamanic herb. And then a memory hit me like a jolt:

No, wait! This is going to turn into some kind of bullshit again. Ive had enough of that crap with the trails and shattered mirrors.




- Dont worry, brother, youll smoke normally from now on! Just add a bit more tobacco and mix it lightly.




I rolled a small cigarette and inhaled cautiously. Who knows, maybe I developed panic attacks from previous use, even abuse of the herb, and a new dose might trigger a new panic attack?




- Essentially, thats exactly whats happening, I heard my familiar voice.




- Youre a master at calming and uplifting. God is encouraging.




- These days, during our intense communication, your mind is operating at peak mental productivity. This level is comparable to a car engine in the red zone. For some engines, like some minds, its only sustainable for a short time. The engine breaks, or the mind. But you, thank God, are a Ferrari, and your mind can enjoyably run in the red zone, which it is doing right now. You could fall into mental illness, but that wont happen, I assure you. Youve vibrated at Gods frequency, and thats no small thing. I can see that you already control your fear. You want to continue this communication, I see that too. So we smoke - shaman weed, - chat, enjoy, and dont let fear seize your attention. Smoke calmly, dont worry.




- If terrifying visions come again, dont let me out of your hands. Never let me out, my God!!! - Tears rolled down my cheeks. I broke down crying. Quietly, but soaked. Something was definitely happening with my psyche. I smoked and cried, cried and smoked, praying to God never to let go.




I wanted to cry out loud in my love for God, but I feared my family in the house would hear me. Theyd come running at the sound, get scared. So I held back, suppressing the rising sobs. God saw this. He spoke to me quietly:




- Dont hold back. Cry out loud. No one will hear you, I promise.




I could no longer restrain myself and sobbed loudly. Somehow, I knew he was telling the truth. No living soul would hear me. I had to let it out. I had to do it loudly. And he would make sure no one heard my roar. I surrendered to the sobs. I fell to the floor and cried, cried, and cried.




These were tears of happiness, to be with him, and fear of losing him. I loved God, realized it, and confessed my love to him. I reveled in my sobbing. - My God, I love you, I cannot live without youuu! - I shouted, writhing on the floor of my tiny balcony as tears streamed over my face, beard, and glasses. I cried for a long time…




- You appeared before me, my God, and I dont even know what to ask. No, thats not it. I have questions for God. Im a curious explorer, you know about me. But what exactly to ask right now, I honestly dont know.




- While you have no ideas, Ill continue our conversation. You dont mind?




- Of course not. Im listening carefully.




A vision - enlightenment descended upon me again. This vision, in form, differed from the previous ones created by God. Before, I had raced through information about my life like through a film, grasping and understanding all the meanings embedded in it. It was akin to studying a film slowly, thoughtfully, repeatedly, with attention to detail, then replaying that study at insanely fast speed. A couple of seconds and everything was seen, understood, realized, and experienced.




Now, something else was happening.




I saw my consciousness, my memory as an infinite field around me. This field resembled a patchwork quilt, each patch a separate episode of my life. Around me, both the field and the images of my life were three - dimensional. At some point, the whole space around me moved, as if someone shook my patchwork quilt. A wave of light ran across my cells - files, from me as the center to the horizon, in all 360 degrees, illuminating each one. This wave refreshed all my memory. It sequentially lit up all memories, all events of my life, all information I had ever received. I saw my - software - being updated. The wave of light rolled out to the horizon of my inner space. When it happened, all episodes merged into a single coherent vision, and enlightenment arrived.




I live a good life. I have a wife, three sons. I have a good relationship with my wife, I love her. Past quarrels and misunderstandings are largely understood and processed. I worked on myself. Throughout my spiritual path, I tried to improve. I tried to become a better father, husband, brother, friend. I wanted to be better in all my roles in this world. I succeeded. I saw the roots of my thoughts, feelings, and actions to act as the best version next time, not the one I was before insight. I thought I had dealt with all my - bugs. - I was confident. As a meditating philosopher - practitioner, one must first see oneself in the true light, correct, and repeat, again and again.




But the main thing, I hadnt seen. My God showed me. My mother, whom I deeply love, disliked my wife from the very first months of our life together. Even though my wife came into our family very young, essentially a twenty - year - old girl. Understanding the psychology of youth and with the years Id lived, I now realize that from my young wife, an adult and wise person could have - shaped - anything. Accepted, loved, raised as any loving mother would want for her daughter - in - law. But my mother openly disliked her, for her own reasons. She confronted my wife. Several times, we were on the brink of divorce. Our family life was hard. Then my mother got sick and died. But that didnt affect my relationship with my wife. We argued, fought, and hated each other at times. All my reflections on improving family life were mostly cosmetic.




At the root was that I had learned to look at my wife through my mothers eyes. And that gaze I carried with me for eighteen years. My mother is gone, but her gaze remains. And my wife, the person closest to me with whom I spend most of my time, I love her. Yet I see her not only with my eyes, but also through my mothers gaze. And it is unkind.




- Look at your wife with your own eyes, - my God summed up my psychotherapeutic session with a focus on my love, - Live with your own mind, Bee.




- Fuck, exactly! - was all I could manage to say.







#







- Tell me about death. What happens to us during and after death?




- Alright. Do you believe that death is not the end of existence?




- Yes, I believe, you know that.




- I needed to ask this question so you could understand either nothing - or everything.




- Everything?




- If death does not exist, and the human soul continues to live in another world, then that means another world exists, and God exists - and that means everything. At the moment of death, the soul - or lets call it consciousness - which has shed the shackles and limitations of this world, moves into another space.




- What kind of space? Bardo?




- Lets not slap labels on it. The space your consciousness inhabits in dreams? The one you were in when your awareness shattered into a thousand fragments? The space where you walked through a roaring waterfall, at the bottom of which was terror - is that all Bardo?




- Who knows if its Bardo or not? Its some kind of internal space of mine.




- Exactly, little brother. That internal space is where a person enters after death. Its personal to each, yet at the same time, shared and universal.




- Sounds like you, God. You are very personal, and at the same time completely universal and cosmic.




- Youre catching on, little brother.




- And whats in that space?




- In that space begins the struggle between darkness and light in the soul of every person. If the dark wins, it will fill the soul with hell. If the light wins, toward God, toward paradise. More precisely, the soul is not carried anywhere - it and the inner space are filled with either hell or paradise. Youve already seen what happens at the threshold of life and death. Your path, the waterfall, the dark forces, and your essence as the keeper of balance - that is how the moment of death unfolds.




- Everyone passes along that path, from here to there, between darkness and light?




- Yes, everyone. The visions differ, but are similar. And a persons essence - their inner composition - determines the further route, upward or downward.




- I wouldnt want to go downward. I saw the utter horror down there.




- Thank God, you safely reached the other shore, into Gods embrace. Into my embrace.




A grimace of horror twisted my face. I understood everything that was happening. My mind grasped all the puzzle pieces. And they formed a single, terrifying picture - I HAD CROSSED TO THE OTHER SIDE!

FUCK, IM DEAD! IVE DIED! HOLY SHIT, IM DEAD! - I brayed.




HOLY SHIT. JUST LIKE THAT, SO EASILY AND SIMPLY, I DIED. ON MY FUCKING BALCONY, IN A RENTED APARTMENT, I DIED!




Despair, fear, regret, and guilt multiplied a millionfold gripped me. My poor family - theyll find my body on the balcony, surrounded by all this fucking paraphernalia. Fucking funeral. No doubts about why their father and husband died. A miserable junkie. Holy shit! Now theyll have to bury me and live without me. Its going to be hard for them, fuck! Theyll have to tell the landlady that her tenant croaked on the balcony. HOLY SHIT, FUCK!




Tears streamed from my eyes for my family. For my relatives, who would receive this terrible news. I regretted that I hadnt achieved anything yet. I had wanted, I had dreamed so much.




I sat stunned.




And he, immediately, doesnt just say, - So, you smoked yourself to death. - He approaches from a distance - - Hello, I am God, everything is fine, I am with you. - Showing me images from my life at lightning speed, explaining something. Why rush? Eternity lies ahead! Hes preparing me for the fucking news. But he didnt report it directly - I realized it myself. FUCK, HOLY SHIT! - I howled again.

Im here, supposedly sitting as I always did, thinking, reflecting. But in reality, my dead body is on the floor, waiting to inform my relatives that the former owner of this body - a complete idiot - died out of nowhere. FUCK, BITCH, HOLY SHIT! How could I screw up like this? HOLY SHIT, MY DICK, FUCK IT! HOLY SHIT! IM DEAD! - I was absolutely sure I had died. My hysterics were interrupted by a voice in my head, louder than usual: Youre not dead, for fucks sake! Youre alive.
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