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_____Based on a True Story_____





  




  The absurd plot into which I was unsuspectingly recruited, recounted in “Stalking the Average Man,” evolved into an intricate teaching scheme that mystics of particular backgrounds call stalking. In this instance, the term does not refer to the aberrant persecution of another’s welfare. The literal opposite is the case, as the stalker’s goal is to free an apprentice from their apparently reasonable behaviours, which cause unforeseen harm to them down the road.




  The process of raising their core beliefs, and subsequent poor practices, from the unrealized to eye level is endlessly affronting because the influential circumstances that generated them create a maze of self-justification. Overcoming this requires that the teacher be cunning, relentless, and ruthless in the dismantling of the student’s safeguards to self-discovery.




  To this end, the teacher administers lessons according to rules known only to them, which involve the student dealing with a seemingly unpremeditated mixture of practical disciplines, peculiarly staged events, and extraordinary cognitive experiences. As this approach appears to be arbitrary, writing my story as it actually occurred would read like bullet points in a blender. In addition, to avoid distracting the reader I did not chronicle the multitude of tantrums to which I was prone. This has me appear more mature and thoughtful than was the case.




  




  _____Preamble_____




  




  In the Spring of 1988, by arrangement I met a beautiful woman whose interests lay in the design of destiny, miracles, and me—an average looking man whose naiveté had been savaged while working for television news organizations in places like San Salvador and Beirut. Not surprisingly, our meeting was a pleasantly bizarre exchange of contrary views, during which Bonnie dangled mystical intrigues from her novel-in-progress to stimulate my stunted imagination, and secure my help adapting it for the screen.




  As the evening wore on, and my practised repartee nurtured her intrigue in me, a romance between us became no less absurd an idea than the esoteric premises she was proffering. So it was perplexing that, in spite of my persistent prodding, she was unwilling to disclose her full plot.




  By evening’s end, I knew only that her story involved a rescue mission of such massive proportion and intricate design that prospective rescuers had to be stealthily recruited, and arduously indoctrinated to its methods, before teachers revealed the specifics of the mission. Without this systematic preparation, she explained apologetically, the quest would sound like pure fantasy, and willing participants would have to be delusional. In part, this was why volunteers were not welcome.




  Using my frustration like a pole dancer, Bonnie also managed to cajole me into role-playing a trainee’s development: describing a student’s trials, she said, was a critical element her story was missing. I blithely assumed this was because I could articulate, and impregnably justify my jaded views, and that she understood her story needed a grim counterpoint to the Disney-like premises she had alluded to all evening.




  For the next four months, we worked closely and occasionally combatively discussing the supernatural precepts her characters had to study, still without revealing the mission’s ultimate target. During this time, and often in the teacher’s detached role, she kept me at bay like a bemused fox playing with a myopic rabbit.




  For the most part, I managed to contain my dissatisfaction over both circumstances, until she began using my beliefs as examples of why the rescue mission was necessary, and I would have walked away were it not for a mitigating factor. I had begun having unusual cognitive experiences, as she said I would, from undergoing her screenplay character’s practical and metaphysical lessons.




  Although these interesting psychological interludes did not balance against what I viewed as unwarranted assaults on my character, they did reduce my overt derision to less disrespectful denials. In turn, my relative acceptance of her opinions caused me to more readily embrace the layered premises she was clearly developing to justify outright acts of magic in her story—then she made a claim too ridiculous to contemplate, even in jest.




  Bonnie said her story was true, that an ancient teaching spirit had contacted her to say that mankind has reached an evolutionary cul-de-sac. This was the end time—the biblical Second Coming—both terms being misnomers. The ancient spirit—Kha-li—told her that our biblical characters had been here on many occasions, and that it was the end of the world “cycle” in which we were now repeating historical lessons unlearned. We were on the cusp of a universal intervention in our ways, and our return to sanity would begin by awakening masterful emissaries to their purpose—this “awakening” came by way of the training Bonnie’s characters were undergoing.




  The absurdity of these assertions aside, her presentation was serenely thorough, concise, and consistent within the detailed metaphysical parameters she had been constructing since we met. Unable to determine whether she meant this story was more than a screenplay plot, but also her personal go, I warily nudged her to admit that her persuasive performance was part of our in-depth role-playing. But even my intimidating postures did not phase her; she steadfastly said only that her character’s training entailed discovering a design in his life—a purpose. After making this discovery, the validity of the quest and its methods would no longer be an issue, because he would know his role and understand why the elaborate subterfuge had been necessary. Her character, of course, was me.




  Reluctantly accepting that I had been chasing a brilliant lunatic, I left her to gather courage enough to abandon her typically delightful companionship, and our challenging discussions. The next morning, I awakened at 3:27.




  This happened again the following morning, and the morning after that. On the fourth consecutive day of awakening at precisely the same time, additional odd events caused me to realize that I was being awakened. I then demanded, and immediately received, confirmation of Kha-li’s existence by way of a conscious out-of-body experience.




  My mind raced for hours to grasp the significance of what had happened, and by 7:00 a.m. I knew that I had no choice but to believe everything Bonnie had said about the existence of teaching spirits, and mankind’s wayward journey into an abyss of our own design.




  Two hours later, to my incredulity Bonnie said I was the first target of the rescue mission, beginning with exploring what I was really like: She said my ultra-reactive behaviour was a consequence of extreme experiences that had long-ago been seeded in the average man’s beliefs, and nurtured by governments and cultural contrivances until they reached apocalyptic proportions. It followed that to excavate the influences that threatened to destroy me would reveal how an intelligent race had perched itself on the brink of annihilation.




  As I understood my situation, I was the metaphor for the self-destroyer, which constituted half of my life’s quest. The rest included learning how to heal myself, a process that did not end when I stopped being an idiot. I would also have begun to experience what she called the cognition of the Stalker. If I had the courage to endure the full procedures I had been role-playing, I would also have a story to tell that would complete my life’s purpose.




  This work details the first part of my formal apprenticeship, and so the first part of my alleged quest.




  




  




  Chapter 1
_____The Elements of Delusion_____





  




  The day after rising to the ceiling of my bedroom dawned warm and dry, and my mood was positively expectant as I drove to Bonnie’s rented beach front home in West Vancouver.




  Arriving a few minutes earlier than our agreed upon time, I sat in the upstairs living room until she finished putting on her morning face. Minutes later, she appeared from her room at the far end of a hall, and I stood to meet her at the mid-house stairway. Before I had taken two steps, she cocked her head coyly, fixing her gaze on the sofa behind me.




  “Shit,” I whispered under my breath, as I turned to fluff the green accent pillow I had used to cushion my back.




  Without further comment, as was often her way to cement a point, we left the house for an upscale bakery on Marine Drive, one street up from the narrow macadam ‘walkway’ that was Argyle Street.




  Seven minutes later, we entered a multi-terraced, open room through wide wooden doors. Two lofty walls painted a light tan, accented by flashes of green under which stood snowflake arrays of tub chairs flaunting red slashes, generated two thoughts that were not mutually exclusive, Christmas and tasteless. But the food was good, and the bubbly servers were unintentionally entertaining.




  Bonnie and I had toast and tea over an encompassing conversation about the similarities between my personal development lessons—the role-playing that had actually been real—and Carlos Castaneda’s meticulously chronicled encounters with the sorcerer, don Juan Matus. Categorically, my faux apprenticeship had much in common with his, but at an introductory level, and primarily focused on revealing specific flaws in my thinking.




  Bonnie repeated, as she had often explained during her game, that her goal had not been to establish that I was irrational, but that the world had confused me with social practices and political policies that did not stand up to logical scrutiny. She claimed this was because mankind is ignorant of our true essence of conscious energy, or spirit, and that to learn the means and tools available to us in a physical manifestation would be to drastically change how we think, and so how we behave. We had lost touch with our source, thereby artificially isolating us in time, and from our purpose.




  That said, her goal was not to pontificate or change humanity single-handedly; we are all on a path of our own making. It was that, at some point in our individual, evolutionary history, we will have gathered enough energy to attract a teacher, who will direct us to culminating physical experiences—the destination we did not know we were here for. She said I was at this stage.




  Over a second cup of coffee, she asked me to review the lessons she had subjected me to under false pretenses, but not as a test. I could better organize and integrate what she had told me into new relationships, as we moved into my first formal day of training. Under her guidance, my review included the following…




  Bonnie had surreptitiously presented me with an overview of reason versus logic at our first meeting, when she talked about her screenplay characters seeing their world in terms of the underlying nature of events—no reasoning or personal judgements coloured their perceptions. Simplistically, what we might see as a parent spanking a child for throwing food on the floor, her characters saw in terms of the essence of the event, which was brutality. The food was no more relevant to them than the colour of the kitchen walls.




  As obvious as this may be to some, she said that many people could not help but argue on behalf of the reason for the act, because self-interest blinded them to its essence. Individually, this focus on “self” explained why seeing events clearly was a difficult process to master, but it became almost impossible when our institutions used it to create a mass manipulation of our reasoning. Their goal, she said, was to create an apparently consistent, therefore equally reasonable confusion that they could direct.




  In everyday events, this meant the average person’s priorities could be influenced to the degree that doing the right thing for the right reason became a Rubik’s cube of indecision versus social expectations. Then, when the pressures of the ways of our world demanded that we select something to fit in, we did so from choices that were engineered to appear broadly considered, and therefore credible no matter which way we went. It was in this way that, from aligning patriotism with duty and obedience, fighting for peace appeared to be logical. Otherwise, nationalism’s influences, along with those of religions, now infiltrated people’s decisions on matters unrelated to either.




  Because I was inside this manipulation, she had explained within our serious teacher/student role-playing, the first step to freeing me from its grasp was to make me aware of how I contributed to my confusion. In this way, I would set aside some of the influences of “self”, to create a modicum of clarity from which I could peek through the fog of my way of thinking, to then recognize the calculated manipulations of external influences.




  Beginning with my personal proclivities of confusion, she accurately pointed out how I habitually made vague promises, put off responsibilities, and otherwise attended to my social status as a priority. I didn’t think about doing these things; it was how I had learned to function in a world that did the same things, also without realizing the little ways in which they deceived themselves and others.




  Her remedy for stopping my self-induced uncertainty was to have me say what I mean, and mean what I say. Doing this required her help to point out where I was failing at either task.




  In terms of saying what I mean, she caught me regularly uttering vague inanities that only sounded like definite acknowledgements or commitments. For example, I often replied to her questioning my comprehension of a lesson by saying, “Sure” or “Sure is,’ to which she explained, “You’ve muddled the moment. Did you mean sure as in certain, confident, or indisputable, or sure as in not committed, deniable, or 'I heard you and I’ll get back to you?’”




  Before I could reply, she said, “While we’re at it, saying things without attribution, such as, 'Don't think so,' as opposed to 'I don't think so,' distances you from the subject. And by failing to assume responsibility for your words, you give yourself permission to avoid taking responsibility for your acts, which you legitimize by having said things like ‘sure’.”




  “Huh?” I said, surprised by her earnestness.




  “In your vernacular, does this mean, ‘What the fuck’?”




  “Yep,” I agreed stoically.




  “'Yep' and 'ya' convey the assumption of an agreement, but like 'naw' and 'nope', they resonate with illiterate indifference and impoverishment. You wouldn’t have to do battle with these cultural assumptions if you didn't play into them by suggesting you are uneducated, medicated, or possess a meagre intellectual capacity.”




  “Uh huh.”




  “'Uh huh' typically means that I’ve lost you, and you’re hoping you will catch up by asking circuitous questions. Or you doubt me.”




  “It’s an affirmative acknowledgement,” I argued.




  “It affirms only that you heard me, which was not in question.”




  The heart of the matter, she explained, is that while words reflect our thoughts, they are also events that program how we think, therefore what we will do. This happens at the level of an assumption, because we are unaware of the effects of maintaining the continuity of any perception. If we learned to present ourselves clearly, we would, also without having to think about it, act more decisively thereby leaving little room for misunderstanding. Not creating these voids in our feeble declarations of intent, as a place for inaccurate assumptions to decay our meaning, would also not seed little traps of temptation for ourselves. Most common of these is that we lead others on, to cover our own indecision, and through imprecision make it theirs down the road. We would also not be prey for those who know that words give away beliefs, and that we always act these out as a matter of common circumstance, or uncommon pressure.




  Having established the origins of my personal confusion, she dealt with me not meaning what I say by having me restate any fuzzy positions in absolute terms, and making sure I followed through. The idea of “maybe” was not allowed. If something I said I’d do depended on someone else, she had me commit to what I’d do if they didn’t show up. When I complained of the rigidity of leading such a life, she said I had no discipline; I could have fun, I just had to commit to it. That was the rule.




  Following her directions, my insights and articulation spoke to my seeing things more clearly than usual. She then extended the lesson to have me mimic a screenplay character’s efforts to gather energy enough to focus outside of the perceptions the average person had available to them, but did not use.




  Far from this being a woo-woo mystical practice, gathering energy was based on not behaving poorly, because this always created circumstances I would have to later deal with. I.e. either making good on, or making excuses for, the pseudo promises that others had not misinterpreted.




  Anyone can act properly, she said, but the scope of what one understood to be proper behaviour needed to be extended if they were to gather more energy than the average person otherwise could. Doing the right thing, for example, included putting our responsibilities first, after which the decision to act began with ascertaining whether I should do anything at all—did it interfere with someone’s responsibilities or their free will choices? If I was clear on these considerations, I was to put out the minimal amount of energy required to achieve my goal.




  This did not mean doing shoddy work; it meant precision, in that too much of anything was wasteful, and probably infringed on another’s responsibilities, and too little was the equal and opposite of too much. In a nutshell, I was to leave no debris, no shortages others might rightfully assume were still available, nor any evidence of my having been there other than the completed goal.




  Proper energy management also included expending no energy on applauding my accomplishments, or circumspectly dragging people into recognizing my wonderfulness, as was my passion. In other words, the fully completed event should appear as if it had happened almost on its own—as an act of magic, or done as an act of heart for those who needed help, and forgotten other than for whatever lessons it may have contained.




  When I questioned this last option, because it might interfere with other’s responsibilities, Bonnie said I needed to become an observer of events, not a reactor to them, so that I knew “where I really was” before I made any decisions. She did not elaborate, and I did not pursue this vague statement.




  As I practiced energy management, precise speech, and following through on what I said, I began to recognize other people’s incomplete and/or misleading ways, be this with or without them realizing what they were doing. At this point, Bonnie had me purposefully focus on the words people used, and guided me to assess them for their underlying beliefs. She called this the essence of their statements, which would be evident after I discarded the manipulations and convolutions pandemic to common conversations in any language. This took into account what she called the arena in which I was making my interpretation.




  For example, a young child saying, ”I’m hungry,” means, “Make me something.” In dating relationships, it can mean, “Let’s make a decision about where we’ll eat,” and in some marriages, “I’m so important that I won’t bother doing anything about my discomfort. Serve me.”




  With some effort to focus in this way, I came to see how many others secretly preferred to design their personal and professional deceits, just as I failed to grasp how my incomplete thoughts led to incomplete sentences, which gutted my implied commitments. As Bonnie put it, consistency blinded me to how I shaped my personal permission to be irresponsible. That was my rule.




  At the time, I failed to connect the affects of this continuity of actions to her premise of institutions creating a consistent, therefore equally reasonable confusion.




  The next step Bonnie took toward having me break my bonds to bewilderment, was to coach me in the ways of momentum: I was to allow a rolling effect of my increasingly clearer thinking to “access” insights on their own momentum. In other words, I could more easily understand, and understand more, by not putting puny concerns in the way. This was still not a woo-woo mystical endeavour. It was to take the next step toward eliminating self-interest from my intentions, which would allow me to experience more and deeper knowings, seemingly unbidden, because my ego was not engaged in defending me from perceived assaults.




  Bonnie said that experiencing knowings was common for everyone. From a nagging thought, through inspired ideas, to a sudden suspicion, people generally wrote these thoughts off to their meandering attention, or the mysterious workings of the mind. To the contrary, she said this apparent phenomenon was a controllable aspect of what we all are—conscious, magnetic energy that we can focus to attract the magnetic signature of specific information.




  In other words, knowledge is accessible to all of us by simply intending to know something that falls within the personal parameters of our development. These parameters included how much evolutionary energy one has, how clearly one thinks in general, how well one can leave self-interest out of the enquiry in particular, and how familiar one is with the elements of the answer.




  For example, E=MC2 would not be accessible by someone without a physics background, because the (energetic) intention to access this principle could not be properly formed, or understood if it was superficially mimicked. However, if one were to understand the dynamics of abuse, for example, its perpetrators and victims would both be identifiable by the behavioural clues native to the experience, though not necessarily exclusive to it: a suggestive clue might create a suspicion that gives way to the intention to know, after which the evidence flows, or not.




  Bonnie further claimed that I had paid attention to my knowings, when I was working in areas of conflict, because I was a person of large evolutionary energy. As such, I did not make the average person’s error of dismissing the moment to my customary level of self-induced stupor, or an unimportant curiosity, nor did I treat it as necessarily relevant to my immediate circumstance. Contrary to the average person’s disinterested response to circumstances they do not understand, I had treated these moments as happening when I was most available to note them. I also assumed they were accurate—as all knowings are—and that the information was important, regardless of whether I could pinpoint why this was.




  The core difference between my past and now, she explained somberly, was that my source soul, Phillip, had guaranteed that I survive to reach this stage in my personal quest. In other words, a knowing was essentially a command to me, but this was no longer true. I now needed to participate in the process of gathering energy, so that the depth and clarity of apparently spontaneous insights would allow me to summon information—intending to know. She said I had always summoned it, that we all did, I just didn’t understand how.




  This level of intentionally developing clarity of mind was woo-woo mystical stuff to the average person. For me, she said it was part of the Arts of Discernment that would prepare me to act on directly intrusive and delicately intuitive moments, as a normal part of my day-to-day awareness. Overall, these lessons were evolutionary reminders for me—I had done this before. It was time to get on with exploring the cognition of the Stalker directly, which was new to me.




  Concluding her views on the fundamental importance of clarity, she said, “There is continuity to all things—nothing comes from nothing—and all continuities generate momentum, so to cut off a poor practice in its infancy is to avoid an eventual disaster. It follows that prudence requires that you handle your words like explosives until discipline makes everything you do deliberate acts. Otherwise, you will remain a dangerous, average man.”




  Dismissing my danger to society as bullshit fear tactics, I feigned distress, while envisioning how remarkably wise I could become, over her habitual implication of superiority, and overt hubris in her free use of the term “average person.”




  “The cognition of the average person,” she replied, “rests in reason. It is how we all initially observe and make deductions about events that are coloured by our ego, and customized by our conformation to our times, as well as specific beliefs derived from our interpretation of personal experiences. In other words, reasoning recognizes the existence of the self in its assessment of events.”




  Not understanding how it could be any other way, I said, “Are you saying that a genius is also an average person?”




  “According to the cognition of a Stalker, a genius is highly focused in one area of personal interest, which barely touches the leading edge of mankind’s mass consciousness. If it didn’t touch, they would be considered crazy until we caught up, hence the term ‘ahead of their time’.”




  I nodded my understanding of the principle.




  “The Down’s Syndrome child is just as highly focused,” she continued, “but on the emotional aspect of their experiences. Mankind’s mass consciousness is currently ignorant in this regard; they see only shallow intellect, whereas the great courage to endeavour such a relatively unguarded challenge, and the intellect to disseminate it after they go home, would shame them.”




  “What about savants?”




  “What about pumpkin pie?” she replied indistinctly.




  “Sorry. Where do savants fall into the scheme of average?”




  “They are specifically focused on one aspect of an experience, at the calculated expense of other aspects of human interaction, while letting us all know what we are capable of.” She waved her hand loosely. “They are all average people, no different than the rest of us muddling through our specially designed spectrum of experience. That said, at some point in everyone’s evolution the energy we have gathered is recognized by a teacher to be enough to leave reason behind. In simple terms,” she said, having left me behind with this statement, “the teacher’s job is to convince the student to abandon the self aspect of their thinking. If you can reach this stage, you are on the cusp of achieving the cognition of a Stalker.”




  Bonnie subsequently went on vacation for a week, during which I practiced assessing my friends’ language over a bunch of beer at the Avalon Gentleman’s Club. As one of them, I was surprised to discover the degree to which our common cultural expressions spoke to chauvinism, racial and cultural bigotry, and generally asserting that we were real men in a man’s world. Possibly compensating for this failing, I was surprised to sense more about their inner characters than was apparent in my ‘essential’ assessment of their words. My strong focus, to assess the moment for whatever it may yield, seemed to have attracted this extra information.




  On the Sunday when Bonnie came home, Meaghan and Rachel, long-time friends of hers from the pre-spiritual era, dropped in unexpectedly minutes after I arrived. With our own reunion on hold, I had tried to stay in the background while Rachel presented herself through the wry remarks of a social teaser, followed by a sultry temptress, which finally evolved into those of a brazen street hustler earnestly fishing for reciprocity.




  In an effortless moment of insight, I had recognized her preoccupation with the harlot’s role was about having suffered at the hands of unmentioned men, and she wanted this acknowledged: Our eyes met often, but her gaze did not linger with promise so much as loiter in distant memories, even as her words tried to set fire to my crotch. I knew that, if this was not a game she played to get even in absentia, then it was to see if she still “had it.” Maybe both.




  I had a similar experience concerning Meaghan’s mannerisms and choice of words, although a markedly different understanding emerged.




  After they were gone, Bonnie and I went for a walk to Ambleside Park, during which she meticulously corrected my every utterance about my time away. Her goal was two-fold: it forced me to crush my experiences down to their essence, and hermetically seal the point that the average person literally practices obfuscation to the degree that, even in the simplest of warm social circumstances, they can be so unsure of whether they articulated what they had in mind that they habitually asked for confirmations. “You know? Get it? I mean… Right?” just as her friends had persistently done for over two hours.




  In spite of my best effort to be clear for weeks, my testiness over Bonnie correcting me finally wobbled into a grunt, which she casually addressed: “Grunting is an egotistical contrivance that flows from ignorance toward condescension. It is intentionally subject to misinterpretations, such as 'yes', 'no', 'maybe', 'I'm thinking about it', or 'I disagree.' It can also be tuned to imply a threat, while avoiding responsibility for any of these connotations.”




  “Okay, okay, I get it!” I said, raising my hands in surrender.




  “Okay does not designate an agreement,” she said, “level of quality, or acknowledgment of understanding, precisely because it can be any of these things. In addition, doubling the term may commonly emphasize an assumption one can also interpret as defeat, remorse, or 'leave me the hell alone', any of which may be a deception because there is no attribution. Also, ‘getting it’ implies much, but means nothing definitive. It is defensible, if not retractable.”




  “The context of a conversation clarifies its meaning,” I argued stoically, which I was to learn is synonymous with stupidly, in a Stalker’s thesaurus.




  “Okay, okay,” Bonnie said tonelessly, putting my point to rest.




  After this pivotal engagement, Bonnie went silent if my language was not decisive, leaving me to discover my offence to clarity. During these sometimes lengthy lulls, if I was not giggling self-consciously at the masterful manner in which she was making me make her point, passersby provided me with evidence of just how pervasive our biased phrasing and indistinct verbiage can be.




  Ironically, this observation also caused me to realize that our endlessly fluid, common assumptions support the way things are for most people; they are our touchstone to belonging anywhere and everywhere, and by far most of us are cognizant of where the lines are drawn. I know y’awl understand.




  This kind of verbal cohesion seemed to be a perfectly reasonable trade off for the errors in interpretation it produced, because it wasn’t reasonable to expect Bonnie’s form of clarity to be practiced by the masses. I mean, I had a teacher and I still wasn’t getting it fluent in the ways of clarity. Right?




  First agreeing that her principles and benefits of precision were superior to the ways of average people, I casually said that making reasonable assumptions was necessary for social cohesion—we were not all highly educated or superior thinkers. Pausing long enough to make me feel ill, Bonnie said that in spite of my many lessons, directed experiences, and hours of practical application, my argument revealed just how frighteningly extensive is our need to belong. We were inferior thinkers of our own devices. It seemed to be a rule of humanity to remain average, but I had to accept that this no longer applied to me.




  “Confusion is so ingrained in our culture,” she later emphasised, “that we can’t track a simple fact, let alone dissect the essence of an event so that we know what we’re really doing.” Pointing at a government building, she said, “Promise anything with great conviction, accomplish nothing with equal conviction, and be reelected based on the accomplishment of holding to your convictions.”




  Into my dull expression, she explained, “The underlying fact is that they have immunity from the misrepresentations that caused them to be elected, and they are otherwise not accountable during their tenure. We all know that, so logically the essence of any promise they make is a distraction from their true goal of being reelected.”




  “To help people—sure.”




  “It’s a game the club of power play with themselves… a sincere conviction to be sure, but sincerity and convictions aren’t what either they or their constituents think they are.”




  “A game?”




  “It’s predicated on the representatives and their constituents feeling like they have a voice, when it’s gone for both of them for a fixed number of years the moment they cast their ballot, or are elected.”




  “That’s how our system works,” I said, without bothering to probe her statement. For once, my cynicism and her logic matched.




  “And that’s my point about clarity,” she said, twirling her finger around her ear. “They know how to bridge the gaps in our reasoning—gaps they may have created, and bridges they have designed to make us feel like they are not lying outright—that’s the standard now, and it still rarely matters. Moreover, we are not free-will participants when our will has been pre-tuned, and our participation is a sham. If the assumptions of our current reasoning are the touchstones to belonging anywhere, it’s in an asylum.”




  Bonnie later clarified her view, saying that she was not besmirching those of good heart and character who may genuinely care about making things better for their constituents. She was saying that the system demanded that they sincerely make promises they may or may not know they cannot keep, but it didn’t matter: they soon learn of, and were forced to practice, institutionalized contrivances. One of these was sincere, bold-faced lying for the greater good of the party, people. We would talk about sincerity soon.




  Including my minutes-old experience of knowing things about the two ladies, I was perfectly set up for a crowning demonstration of what I now understood an emissary, awakening to their abilities, might glean from a simple comment. It unfolded like this…




  A sharply dressed twenty-something girl walking by complained to her friend, “I thought the customer is always right?”




  "Retail is a gyp, especially at crap places,” her girlfriend commiserated.




  “Gypsies aside,” Bonnie said clinically, “customer service is about correcting company or customer errors and misunderstandings according to the law, and policies of manufacturers and retailers. There is no moral imperative, and nothing personal about transactions between strangers, other than what their perceptions of personality and fairness can create out of an act of commerce. The continuity of the girls’ thinking dictates that other aspects of their lives will be plagued by affront, because they don’t realize they have made their happiness subject to availability, credit approval, processing fees, and that reality may not be exactly as illustrated. Their emotional investments come with thirty-day manufacturing defect protection, before their satisfaction becomes a warranty issue.




  “True joy for them,” Bonnie quipped, “has to be hand washed, never bleached, and if the girls read a promise into a sale's philosophy instead of reading the label, they end up calling 1-800 Tough Go.”




  “That was a beautiful assessment,“ I said seriously. “So we’re going to deal with external influences now?”




  “Now that you’ve seen how they piggy-back on the interior influences, yes.”




  After a moment, I said, “So everything the girls believed about their circumstance was based on their reasoning being manipulated through their gender, age, and commercial cultural nuances?”




  “And therefore how they think, just as you created a ‘man’s world’ out of selective elements of your combat assignments,” she said as if this was an obvious comparison… which it suddenly was.




  “Now relax and don’t judge,” she carried on. “I want you to crush everything I just said into the essence of their two line exchange.”




  “Their friendship is based entitlement,” I said without hesitation.




  “Good man,” Bonnie said, but we both knew she was talking about me accepting that I had been conformed to the ways of conflict. In what specific ways was yet to come.




  “From now on,” Bonnie continued dealing with my overt accomplishment, “if you hear anyone speak about the underlying elements of those girl’s comments, you’ll know what they’re really saying. In a short while, that understanding will attract other relevant information, such as the connection you just made with your combat experiences conforming you in specific ways, and your assumption about entitlement will expand to include broader conformations to other kinds of events. In time, it will spontaneously deal with behavioural cause and effect—be that from self-importance, greed, need, or abuse—all of which will qualify you for even more intricate episodes of knowing things less apparently related to entitlement, because everything is connected.”




  “And so on; I get it.”




  “For you, the goal is to make connections to what you are really like, which will qualify you for a massive knowing. I’ll get to that,” she waived the point aside…




  Through these preliminary procedures and crisp exchanges, I came to delineate assumptions in three terms: We form unconscious assumptions directly through experiences we never have to assess for validity, because they are ever-present for everyone. Throw a ball into the air and it will always come down. We also form opinion-based assumptions indirectly through the building of beliefs that evolve as circumstances warrant. Sharing these requires that people agree on particular interpretations of events in a moment that may change.




  A Stalker’s assumption is something else entirely: they are deliberately sought and taught, and deal with precise knowledge based on understanding the essences of the events that construct it. These essences never change—they are pure understandings that effortlessly attach to all other essences, as one discovers these in an ever-broadening effort to reach a more encompassing awareness than that of the average person. As such, sharing a Stalker’s assumption about any topic or circumstance could replace volumes of knowledge with a glance, as is their design. What makes them different from those of a room full of recombinant DNA PhDs, for example, is that they can see, with utter detachment, that which others can only examine according to rules they made, and which determine the parameters of the outcome.




  I also understood, but did not voice, the more Stalker’s assumptions Bonnie and I might share—even at the apprenticeship level—the more isolated I would become, because her procedures dismantled the common assumptions I held with the rest of the world about “the way things are.”




  In retrospect, it was probably as an unconscious defence from her observations that I played with Bonnie by sometimes saying, “Sure.” However, my concession to her practices of clarity was that my impudence was shorthand: “Sure,” meant that I didn’t understand the full point she was making—no caveats—thereby making the word a definitive statement between us. Clever me.




  Reciprocally, Bonnie enjoyed uttering the occasional “Okay,” which categorically meant that I should know better…




  After this review, at the cash register an hour later Bonnie formally said, “We are going to begin constructing a Stalker’s assumption in the same way we did the first one—not head on, because you wouldn’t have believed the principles, nor accepted that they applied to you, until you experienced them. Do you agree?”




  “I can see that,” I said, handing the waitress a twenty-dollar bill.




  “I will list its elements through two cognitions, as best I can,” Bonnie said enigmatically. “These are the reasoning…”




  “As best you can?”




  “Some elements don’t translate, while others may only appear to have a relevant conversion. As I was saying, the two cognitions are the reasoning of the average person, and the logic of a Stalker. Don’t be concerned about memorizing the elements of either.”




  “Things will fall into place?” I interjected.




  “Things are already in place, just not here. They’re over there,” she said, pointing imprecisely toward the city. “You have to cross the bridge of reason to see it.”




  “Uh huh,” I said as the server handed me a fiver, three one dollar coins, two quarters, and a nickel. I put a dollar in the tip jar. “So what’s the assumption specifically about this time?”




  “That’s for you to discover,” she said, suddenly taking two quick steps to hold the door open for me.




  “It would be,” I said, passing by her to the outside. “Where we going now?”




  “We go big road to many square huts,” she deadpanned.




  “Sorry, where are we going now?”




  Coming along side me, she said, “A walk along the Denman street shops, then to the park should work for us today. We’ll see.” Bonnie looped her arm through mine, and looking up at the ragged edge of solid clouds creeping over the western horizon of Vancouver Island said, “Are you ready?”




  “Go for it.”




  After a few paces of strolling casually down the sidewalk, she said, “Your specific quest aside, for the moment, all of your training will also make you ready to access true power. This power is knowledge of energy you cannot handle in any other way but impeccably, otherwise it might kill you. That wouldn’t be helpful.”




  “Agreed,” I said as deeply serious as she had spoken.




  “Handling power properly,” she said, checking my expression “can only be achieved after you understand who, what, and where you really are. Without these understandings, you are a child playing with matches in an ammunition dump.” She took a deep breath, awaiting a question.




  “I am energy, and I’m learning what I am like, so what do you mean by knowing where I am?” I obliged.




  “This morning, you didn’t notice that we began your formal lessons the moment you stood up from the couch—a lesson you reacted poorly to, instead of embracing it as a monumental event.”




  “A monumental pillow?”




  “Some people might think that the first formal lesson, on the first day of knowingly being taught directly by Spirit was special.”




  “The lesson wasn’t new.” I shrugged. “I was pissed at myself because of it. Anyway,” I said as the thought occurred to me, “yesterday you said my first lesson would be about how cheap I am?”




  “This is probably part of it: I don’t get to choose what I teach—not the way you think I do. I also need to go through your lessons ahead of you, and one of my first was to assess the moment—every moment—to see what it tells me. This morning, your actions chose the lesson on knowing where you are, so let’s see where it takes us.”




  “Fair enough.”




  She squeezed my arm, and said, “Knowing where you are entails understanding the conditions that influence your perceptions, including your conditioning to physical reality itself, then how you shaped your beliefs into a self-image from which you have drawn the conclusions that you call your personality.“




  She shifted her grip to my elbow as I mouthed, “conditions, shape, conclude… yup—everything you said was in English.”




  She looked at me quizzically.




  “What?”




  “Exactly—what are you trying to say?”




  “That your statement was complex,” I said, confused that she didn’t understand this.




  “No it’s not,” she said with a shake of her head.




  “It certainly was complex,” I said.




  “That is not the essence of your comment. What you were trying to say is that you did not grasp the relationship between handling power, and the elements you must understand to do this so that it doesn’t kill you. But you disguised your ignorance in humour.” She stopped short and said, “The essence of your obfuscation was an attempted manipulation that did not take into where you really are, which is with a teacher. Ask me about anything you do not understand—there will be lots of it.”




  “Understood. I suddenly have some more questions,” I said amiably, as Bonnie nudged us to one side; we stopped to allow a mother with a double stroller room to pass by us.




  “You said we will examine events through the reasoning of the average person, and then through logic—a Stalker’s view.” We started walking, again. “Are you saying that reasoning isn’t logical?”




  “I am; reason is a tool to develop logic.”




  “Is logic the Stalker’s cognition?”




  “Logic is the beginning point.”




  With nothing more forthcoming on that topic, I said, “Okay, are the conditions that influence my perceptions physical, like weather, or are they political, social, and economic?”




  “They are political, social, and economic, but you are getting ahead of yourself.” She paused to formulate an analogy, and said, “You were conformed to see this world as a solid, stable construction, when it is your perceptions that create this apparently seamless physical continuity. In the same way, you shaped your beliefs into seamless assumptions from which you have drawn conclusions about who you think you are. In fact, physical reality is an intricate energy illusion, just as your personality is an intricate psychological entanglement of beliefs you have reasoned into a continuity of ideas about you.” She took a breath. “Everyone’s developmental quest is to see through both of these perceptions—maybe break the trance is a more accurate way of putting it—to uncover their personal illusions and correct the flaws in their thinking.”
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