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Whatsoever is, is in god, and without god nothing can be, or be conceived.


~ Baruch Spinoza


I regard matter as derived from consciousness.


~ Max Plank


The total number of minds in the universe is one. in fact, consciousness is a singularity phasing within all beings.


~ Erwin Schrodinger
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THE INFINITE LIGHT

The unpredictable nature of life on this planet can create new events that take us by surprise. For example, I was on my way to work one Monday morning, and I ended up in a serious car wreck. I was traveling a route that I’d taken hundreds of times before. When my trip started everything was completely normal. It was around seven thirty in the morning. I had to be to work at eight o’clock. The weather was partly cloudy. There was a slight breeze blowing. The temperature was around seventy degrees Fahrenheit. It looked like a nice spring day was in the works. The traffic was light. I had just finished eating my usual breakfast. This was the same breakfast I’d eaten, on and off, for many years. It consisted of a bowl of oatmeal mixed with a banana, two slices of toast with butter and grape jelly, a glass of orange juice, and a cup of coffee with sugar and cream. When I left my three bedroom house, located on Easy street, in a large housing tract, I gave a goodbye kiss to my lovely wife, Karen. I also reminded her that a plumber was going to drop by to take a look at a water leak in the spigot of our shower. Then I opened the front door of our house, walked the short distance to my car, got in, put the key in the ignition, cranked the engine, put the car in gear, and a moment later, I backed out of our driveway. Then I headed directly for my office. Everything was completely normal. In fact, everything was so predictable that my life was moderately boring. I lived quietly in conformity to a pattern that had little variance from day to day. My life experience, long ago, had flat lined. There were no peaks or valleys. This is the way I prefer to live. I like feeling safe.

My name is Steve Martin. I’m thirty four years old. At the time of the accident, I was working as an insurance salesman. I wish I could say that at that particular time, I was looking forward to another day at the office. But that wasn’t the case at all. In truth, I wasn’t looking forward to anything in particular. I was just driving to work. In those days, my life revealed itself in clockwork fashion. My life had an almost mechanical feel to it. Everything was in place. Everything was under control. Normalcy reigned supreme. I was, so to speak, running on automatic. I think, in retrospect, that this was largely a result of predictability. When there are no new surprises to deal with, your life requires very little effort. There’s no anxiety driven battle to survive each day. You’re not confused or afraid. You feel secure. Everything is okay. All the bills get paid on time, and everyone is healthy, happy, and comfortable.

And so, I was driving to work, just as I had done a thousand times before. I was listening to the morning news on my car’s radio. I wasn’t paying that much attention to the road ahead. I assumed I was safe. I made this assumption because I was so familiar with the route. That’s another aspect of predictability. When everything in your world becomes familiar, you no longer see what’s right in front of you. Instead, you take everything for granted. There’s nothing strange or novel to tangle up the smooth flow of your time. When you’re living life on automatic, you don’t ask very many questions. You’re locked in. You become a willing prisoner of your own habits and preferences. And each day that passes closely resembles the day before, and the day before that, and the day before that…etc.

In any event, I made my way down Foster Avenue toward the stop light at the intersection of 2nd Street. This is a busy intersection that I have driven through countless times. I was driving the speed limit…as I always do. I was not in a rush to get to my office. As I approached the intersection, the light turned green. I naturally assumed that the intersection was clear, and that all the traffic on 2nd Street had come to a stop. But I was wrong. As I entered the intersection, I caught the sudden flash of a blue pickup truck out of the corner of my left eye. A split second later, there was a terrible crash! The left side of my body took a tremendous hit, but there was no immediate pain. Instead, I was immersed in a sudden dark gray light. Then everything went black. I passed out. The accident happened so quickly that I didn’t have time to think any thoughts at all. I didn’t think about death. I didn’t wonder who was at fault. I didn’t think about the damage to my car. I didn’t even have time to think about my injuries. I just went out like a broken light bulb.

When I awoke, I was hovering four or five feet over my body as it lay on an emergency room bed. I was bleeding from my mouth. And because my left arm was lying at an odd angle, I could see that it was broken. I was terribly confused. It took me a minute or so to figure out what was going on. There were a number of doctors and nurses surrounding my body. My shirt was open, and they were pressing the plastic pads of a defibrillator to each side of my chest. When the machine buzzed and clicked, my body jerked spasmodically. I quickly realized they were trying to restart my heart by applying an electric shock. I had seen this same medical procedure on television. So I knew what was going on. I could hear the doctors talking as they worked on me.

“It doesn’t look good,” one doctor said. “He’s been down for six minutes. Turn up the voltage.”

As I hovered over my broken body, I began to realize that I was dead. I was surprised by that fact. It seemed so weird. There I was, minding my own business, driving to work, fully alive in the world, thinking about nothing in particular, and now my body was dead meat lying on a bed in the emergency room. As the doctors continued to work on me, I began to wonder how long I would continue to float over my body. And if my body was dead, what part of my consciousness was doing the floating? Maybe I wasn’t really dead. Some basic parts of my mind were still alive. Some still conscious spiritual essence? This was something I’d never considered. I was not a religious person. I always thought that death was the end of the line. That nothing survived. I was a materialist. When everything went black, that was supposed to be it. But I was wrong. As time passed, I began to wonder about the next phase in my adventure. Where was I headed? What was going to happen? Was my mind in transit to some other place…like Heaven or Hell? Minus my body, I had no fear of the future. I had no pounding heartbeat and no rush of adrenalin. Without my body, there was no one to get hot or cold, feel pain, or be uncomfortable. I was at peace. Believe it or not, I felt completely free.

Then, as the doctors continued to work on me, I was suddenly enveloped by a dark, whirling tunnel. In the process, I lost sight of my poor mangled body. I had no idea where the tunnel was going, or where it would end. Everything was moving quickly. I couldn’t tell if I was passing through the tunnel, or the tunnel was passing through me. I had no physical limits. I seemed to be everywhere and nowhere. In addition, my sense of time was frozen. I had the sensation that time no longer existed in any meaningful way. One second could have been an entire year.

And then the tunnel gradually faded away. As it disappeared, I found myself in the midst of a beautiful meadow that was filled with wild flowers. When I looked at their petals, their yellow color seemed to glow with an inner light. This light gave each flower a sense of the magical. The meadow was overflowing with other worldly peace. I felt like I had just come home. The meadow was surrounded by ancient Oak trees. Their leaves were green. I could see a clear blue sky. I felt blessed. Then, everything changed. A beautiful bright light came into view. It was the brightest light I’d ever seen. It was pure white. It was shaped in a circle. It had soft, blurry edges. I’m not certain about its size. It was hard to tell. Its intensity filled the surrounding space. I came to rest in front of that extraordinary light. Then I waited. I could sense the reality of the light deep within. My sense of peace increased and slowly became ecstasy that was filled with love. I thought the light wanted to communicate with me, though I wasn’t certain how that would happen. I know this sounds strange, but when I saw the light, I realized that I was connected to it in some mysterious way. I wasn’t separate from it. The light was part of me, and I was part of the light. I also realized that the light was conscious. I felt like I was in the presence of God. And I also realized that the presence of God was in me. And even though there were no words exchanged, I began to understand that the energy of the light permeated all things. It was, in fact, a manifestation of the energy that composes the entire universe. As I observed the light, I also began to understand that the light, and the universe, were eternal and timeless, and its energy was infinite. It has no beginning. And it has no end. This means that the universe, in some form, has always existed. I also began to understand that the God I was seeing in the light was a reflection of the natural world. This meant that God is nature, and nature is God. They are not separate from each other, but one and the same. I didn’t see any Heavenly Father seated on a golden throne, making judgments and answering prayers. I did not see a God with a long white beard. All I saw was faceless energy in the form of that beautiful light. I suddenly knew that it was animating all of life, from the smallest virus to the biggest whale, from trees and flowers to human beings. The light filled my mind with a rush of thoughts. I felt like I was being enlightened. I could tell that the energy of the light composed all matter. And I immediately knew that this made everything in nature divine, from a single stone to the billions of stars in a galaxy. And this divine energy is constantly transforming the universe. It endlessly creates and destroys, and every descent into destruction is the prelude to new creation. It’s all part of an ongoing process. And that’s all the energy does. It’s very impersonal for those who are living. It doesn’t care about our prayers, rituals, or the songs that worshippers sing in adoration. The energy just goes its own way. It doesn’t care if we are happy or sad, old or young, good or bad, man or woman. It didn’t care about the existence of the dinosaurs, and it doesn’t care about us. If humanity goes extinct, nature won’t come to a sudden end. It will just go on without us. And everything in the universe is part of this eternal flow of energy…without exception.

Then, suddenly, as I faced the light, I began to recall memories that spanned my entire life. They were unusually clear. They appeared as rapid images that flowed through my mind. I was seeing dozens of memories at the same time. I remembered pets that I owned and loved. I saw myself flying with my father in his airplane. Then I was hoeing potatoes in my grandmother’s truck garden. A moment later, I was riding a bicycle for the first time. I remembered fishing for trout in a clear mountain stream. I could see myself riding a horse down a dirt road. Then, I was making out with a girl in the front seat of my car. A second later I was in a fistfight with a guy who was a bully. The memories were varied but never chaotic. I saw myself over and over again. And I knew that all of these memories pointed toward my physical death. As they surged through my mind, they were telling me, indirectly, that my life in the physical world was over. I felt like I was leaving these memories behind in my life’s wake, like a boat passing through calm water. They were my own private history, a vivid record of my consciousness that flowed from birth to death.

I experienced all of these things without any words being spoken. The light dazzled my sight, and it filled my mind with ideas that were new and startling. I’m not sure how long I was in its company. I felt certain that I would eventually enter the light. That I would merge with it. That my consciousness would pass into it. And, to be truthful, I was more than willing to pass into that marvelous light. I actually enjoyed being dead. The light was free of earthly suffering. I didn’t want to return to my physical body. I left it behind in the emergency room.

Then I suddenly remembered my wife. I love her dearly. And the thought of leaving her behind filled me with a deep sense of loss. I was worried about her. I didn’t want her to suffer. In response to my feelings, a single figure suddenly appeared in the midst of the light. Because the figure was composed of light, I had trouble separating it from the greater light. But as the figure approached, I could see that it took the general form of a human being. In place of its face, there was nothing but light. The figure was obviously composed of the same energy as the greater light. I quietly watched the figure and waited. No words were spoken. But I easily understood the figure’s thoughts when it began to communicate with me. It told me that I wasn’t going to be allowed to enter the light because my time on earth was not yet over. It told me to return to my life, and to tell everyone who would listen not to be afraid of death. It told me that death was only liberation from earthly suffering…not extinction.

Then, the light, and the figure, suddenly vanished. A moment later, my consciousness re-entered my mangled body. I was in terrible pain. The doctor had inserted a ventilation tube down my throat to help me breathe. There were also several intravenous tubes connected to my right arm. And there was another tube inserted into the ribcage on my left side. To make matters worse, my lower left arm was in a plaster cast. I was also hooked up to an EKG machine. I could hear its steady beeping somewhere behind my bed. There were numerous wires stuck to my chest. I was lying on my back. I had difficulty moving around. The ventilator’s tube was uncomfortable. It was forcing me to breathe in and out. I couldn’t fight it. So I just lay still and stared at the neon light shining down from the ceiling. I was back in the world of the living.

“Welcome back,” the nurse said as she adjusted the intravenous tubes connected to my right arm. “We thought you were a goner. I’ll call the doctor and ask him to remove the ventilation tube from your throat. Now that you’re fully conscious, I think you can breathe on your own.”

Then she disappeared as suddenly as she arrived. A few minutes later, a doctor appeared. His name tag said he was Jack Williams. He was middle-aged, slightly plump, and he had a receding hairline.

“You’re a lucky man,” he said as he stood next to my bed. “You were clinically dead for almost ten minutes. It was a real struggle to bring you back to life.”

I couldn’t say anything because of the ventilation tube. So I just lay still and watched what was happening.

“You have four broken ribs,” the doctor said as he slowly pulled the tube out of my throat. “You have a broken arm and a concussion. The hit you took during the accident also caused your left lung to collapse, and your heart to stop beating. I’m afraid that you’re going to be our guest for a week or so.”

“Where’s my wife,” I asked. My parched throat felt like somebody had used sandpaper on it. I needed a drink of water.

“We didn’t know that you have a wife,” the doctor said. “And we didn’t have a phone number. Now that you’re awake, you can fill in the blanks.”

Every time I inhaled, the left side of my chest felt like somebody was twisting a knife between my ribs. I also had a terrible headache. After I gave the nurse my home phone number, she inserted a hypodermic syringe into one of the intravenous tubes. Then she pressed the plunger, and my pain began to disappear. It just melted away. The drug was wonderful. It was almost like falling in love. In short order, I drifted into a deep, painless sleep. I woke up a few hours later when I felt my wife Karen take hold of my hand. She was standing next to my bed, and she was crying.

“Thank God,” she said in a near whisper filled with emotion. “You’re still alive. You’re still with me. The doctor told me that you almost died. You came so close. You were so lucky.”

“Please don’t cry,” I said, tightly holding her hand. “I’m just a little beat up. But I’ll be alright in no time. So don’t feel bad. And don’t cry.”

“What happened?” She asked.

“I started to drive through the intersection at 2nd Street, and Foster Avenue,” I explained, “and I was hit by a pick-up truck that ran the red light. Then I blacked out. I came to a few hours ago lying in this bed.”

“I’m so glad to have you back,” she said after she wiped her eyes with a Kleenex. “When the hospital called I couldn’t believe what happened. You’re such a safe driver.”

“It was totally unpredictable,” I said. “The pickup truck came out of nowhere. There wasn’t time to react.”

“The doctor says that it’s going to take a few months before you’re back on your feet,” she said.

“It won’t take that long,” I replied. I was trying to be optimistic.

“You seem to be in good spirits,” she said. “Are you in any pain?”

“They are giving me a strong painkiller,” I said. “So I’m doing okay. I could certainly be doing a lot worse.”

“Yes,” she said. “You could be dead.”

I wanted to tell her about the light, and the figure that I’d encountered. But I was still digesting the experience. In truth, I didn’t know if what I had seen was real, or an intense product of my imagination. I was confused, and mildly irritated by the experience because I couldn’t explain it. It was too strange to fully comprehend. And even though the experience had just happened, I already knew that seeing the light was going to change the course of my life. I could sense that change taking place deep inside of my own mind. But I didn’t know what form that change would take. And, to be sure, I didn’t want to change my life. I was happy with the way things were, with the predictability of my day to day reality. I think some experiences can be dangerous. They can upset your equilibrium so completely that your entire life turns upside down. I didn’t want that to happen. I liked the normalcy of my life. It made me feel safe and secure. But seeing the light woke me up. It was like a slap in the face. It completely demolished my lazy conformity to the status quo. I suddenly realized that I had been passing through life with my eyes only half open. Seeing the light changed all of that. It also gave me a vivid experience to reveal to the world. The figure of light gave me a simple task. I was supposed to tell people not to be afraid of death. But who would believe it? The world is full of cynics and doubters. The idea was completely absurd. If I talked openly about the light, people would think I was crazy. So, as I lay in bed, I tried to dismiss the experience. I tried hard to simply forget it. I wanted to return to the familiar pattern of my daily life as though nothing unusual had happened. I had been in a bad car wreck. That was all. But at the same time, I gradually began to realize that my past was history, and my future was going to be very different. I was someone who had been brought back to life after they died. I was, in a very real sense, someone who had been resurrected by modern medical science. In the process, I had seen something that transcended the limits of familiarity. I was slowly becoming more and more certain that I had actually seen God. However, God is probably the wrong word because it implies the existence of a divine character who in some way resembles a human being, both physically, and mentally. All I saw was a wonderful light, and a solitary figure that was composed of light. That was it. But it was more than enough. The light was becoming an obsession. When I closed my eyes, I could see it shining before me. It was still there. It was still a part of me. And I was still a part of it. And I still had the urge to join with the light, to pass beyond, to give up this mortal world. In addition, I was no longer afraid of death. Finally, in spite of my doubts, I decided to tell my wife about the experience.

“Can I tell you something that’s really strange?” I asked my wife.

“Sure,’ she said. “You can tell me anything you want.”

“When I was dead, I saw God.”

“You saw God?”

“Yes, I believe I saw God.”

“Are you sure?”

“Not completely. But I think so.”

“What did God look like?”

“God is a marvelous bright light that’s incredibly beautiful. It’s a light that is full of peace and love. I can’t tell you how amazing the light was. It was more real, and more compassionate than anything I’ve ever experienced. I instantly fell in love with the light.”

“A bright light? That’s all?”

“Yes…. God doesn’t have a face. God is just a beautiful, bright light. God is pure energy. I think that God is the energy that permeates and composes all of nature. I feel quite certain that the light is infinite.”

“If there was only a light how did you know it was God?”

“It felt like God. I just know it was God. What else could the light be?”

“Doesn’t the Bible say that God is supposed to look like us?”

“Maybe the Bible is wrong. The light just looked like a bright light.”

“Did you see Jesus? Did you see any angels?”

“All I saw was the light, and a solitary figure that was made out of light.”

“A solitary figure?”

“Yes… It emerged from the light. Then it told me to tell everyone who would listen not to be afraid of death. It told me that death was liberation from earthly suffering…not extinction. And then it said that I couldn’t enter the light because my life on earth wasn’t over.”

“You spoke with this figure?”

“We communicated with our thoughts.”  

“That’s really spooky.”

“I wanted to enter the light,” I explained. “I was ready to merge with it and become one. I was actually happy to be dead. Then I suddenly thought about you. I thought about how much I love you. A moment later, the figure emerged and gave me the news. Then everything changed. My consciousness re-entered my body. So here I am. I’m back from the dead.”

“What a strange story,” she said. Then, she changed the subject. “You better get some rest. You’ve been through a terrible accident. You have a concussion. You need to take it easy. You need to let everything settle down. Don’t think so much. Just relax. Everything is going to be okay.”

I could tell that she didn’t believe me. But it didn’t make any difference. I knew I was telling her the truth. Then she leaned over and kissed me on the forehead.

“I’m glad you thought about me,” she said quietly. “Maybe thinking about me saved your life.”

“That’s entirely possible,” I said. “Maybe love is stronger than death?”

“That’s a nice romantic thought,” she said.

Then she let go of my hand so she could sit down in a nearby chair. She was going to stay close by. My wife is a beautiful, compassionate woman. With her seated in the room I had no trouble at all going back to sleep.

I wasn’t keeping a close eye on the passage of time, so I had no idea if it was day or night when I woke up. There were no windows in the intensive care unit. My wife had disappeared. I had no idea where she’d gone or if she was coming back anytime soon. I pressed a convenient button for a nurse. I needed some help to sit up in my bed. Because I was still in the intensive care unit, a nurse arrived in just a few moments. Then she adjusted the bed and helped me rearrange my pillow. When she was done I was able to sit up and see the room I was in. I no longer had to stare at the neon light overhead. I was feeling slightly better. I was less shaky. I felt stronger. But the plaster cast on my arm, and all of the tubes I was hooked up to, made my movements difficult and awkward. I needed to brush my teeth. And I wanted to wash my face. When my wife returned, I thought I’d ask her to help out. I was sure she could find me a toothbrush and some toothpaste. In the meantime, I tried to relax. There was a television in the room, but I decided to leave it alone. I needed to think things over. I was still seeing the light when I closed my eyes. And, while I was asleep, I dreamed about it. The light had quickly become a dominant part of my thoughts. With nothing else to do, I began to analyze the light. I wanted to try and understand its mystery. I really thought the light was actual, not imaginary. I just couldn’t come to any other conclusion. I believed I had actually seen God in a reflection of the energy that’s behind the endless creation and destruction that takes place in our universe. I was certain I’d seen God. But there was a big problem: the God I’d seen didn’t fit the description of the God in the Bible. The God I’d seen was pure, infinite energy. If the God I’d seen was real, the Bible couldn’t be anything other than a Jewish myth. This realization came as a shock. This meant that the countless characters in the Bible’s many stories were as defunct as the gods in the old Pagan myths. Nobody in their right mind still believes in the existence of Zeus, Athena, or Aphrodite. And why should we believe that Noah, Abraham, Isaac, Abel and Cain, Joseph, Moses, and Joshua were historical figures when there is no evidence to back up that claim? In American terms, these ancient Biblical characters may not be that much different than Batman, Superman, or Spiderman. Maybe these Biblical characters are nothing but fictional inventions created by the human imagination. But I don’t think the God that I saw was a product of my imagination. This light was more real than anything I’ve ever experienced. And while I thought things over, I slowly began to realize that I could justify God’s existence by simply looking at nature. This idea was overwhelming. God is driving the growth of flowers, trees, and human beings. God is there in the oceans, in the fish, in the birds, and in the waves crashing on a sandy shore. God is in the air we breathe, the water we drink, and the food we eat. God is within the mountains, rocks, meteors, the winter snowfall, and the billions of stars that twinkle and shine in the night sky. The God I saw is nature. And without this God, this pure energy, nothing can exist. The God I saw dispensed with nothing in favor of something. In fact, as I thought about it, I realized that nothingness is impossible because our universe is eternal. It has always existed in some form. This cosmic reality eliminates the need for a creator God, such as the one we find in the Bible. And the energy that composes the universe is infinite in scope, while all the physical objects we see in nature are transitory and finite. And when they perish, as they must, they give back to nature’s infinite energy, the finite energy of their own transitory existence. I could sense this truth while I was in the company of the light. Everything that exists in time and space must eventually pass away. The light must turn into the dark, just as the dark must turn back into the light. The God I saw makes rational sense. This God is not located apart from the universe in some vague, separate, heavenly realm. The God I saw is the universe. The God I saw is an overlooked part of our daily reality. God is as near as a sip of water, and as distant as a far off star. God is everywhere…and nowhere in particular.
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