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This is my third encounter in as many years with Glynda-Lee Hoffmann’s remarkable, brilliant, unique, enlightening, intriguing, challenging, and exasperating book. Each revision I have read has been eminently worthwhile, leaving me more richly informed and fascinated as well as irritated and ready to do battle with her. This, then, is no casual read, though it is easy to read, uncomplicated, straightforward, and to the point. Its difficulties have arisen, for me, when it continually overturns my rich heritage of smugly contented masculine sureties and assumptions and my unquestioned and well-knit (if ancient and outmoded) worldview. My conviction that nothing in ancient myth could prove worthwhile to our enlightened electronic minds and world was one of the first assurances that had to go. And such a fuss as Glynda-Lee does generate here, and out of Genesis, mind you, the first book of the Old Testament, with its Adam and Eve, apples and all. Talk about outmoded and ancient! What has such to do with me? This was my first reaction, and it led to my first comeuppance.

Of the Qabalah I knew nothing and cared less. Surely most of us have heard references to it, as we have heard of the I Ching, tarot cards, or the Rig Veda. “Why not read chicken entrails?” was my smart rejoinder. Yet here Hoffmann shows the Qabalah to be a veritable “lens bringing into focus” a worldview of which I knew nothing, though I had long intuited in the foggiest, lazy-minded way. I didn’t know that the Qabalah was a “language without cultural associations,” as Glynda-Lee makes clear, which was to me an improbable notion since I had just finished a book on the enormous, near-inescapable power of the cultural field effect bending brains and minds to its service. Nor would I have believed that the Qabalah offered “a cosmic lens perceiving awareness through the activity of . . . cosmic forces . . . beyond the limits of cultural perspectives, into the realm of the forces that created the brain.” But that the Qabalah offered a way by which the brain could look at itself, perceive its actions in a new light, and move beyond its limitations and constraints proved an issue dear to my heart.

Hardly a subject for idle dabbling and amused conjecture, Glynda-Lee has spent twenty years studying this Qabalah, and in its original Hebraic language. She has applied her new skill to an analysis of Genesis—and in its original language too. And the view of this timeworn myth, given us through Hoffmann’s sharp inner eye and the Qabalah’s lens, turns that trite old tale quite upside down and inside out, and us along with it if we will hang in there. For Glynda-Lee presents us with a startling picture of how things are in this skull of ours, who we are, and why we are the way we are—unhappy as that subject might be.

Hoffmann has an admirable grasp of neuroscience and draws on a cadre of the twentieth century’s best, among them Paul MacLean, Elkhonon Goldberg, and the Damasios. She shows how the “patterns of cosmology and mythology in Genesis are . . . in line with modern evolutionary theory,” giving a graphic picture of the dilemma we are in today. Her parallels between the two major hemispheres of our neocortex, or new brain, and that famous garden’s trees of life and knowledge are worthy of any mythological treatise. In the same way, she shows how each of the characters in Genesis represents an archetype of the human psyche, placing that story of our beginnings in a cosmological framework of creation and evolution that is captivating and compelling. She offers that the whole sweep of the Genesis story is symbolic of the struggles and conflicts we face within ourselves daily, as we have historically.

A major theme here is her description of our twin tendencies of continuity, leading to stagnation and despair, and discontinuity or disruption, leading to transcendence and newness. Her compelling turnabout of our ordinary assumption of gender alignments for these tendencies was a major block in my first reading. That the male is the conservative, holding back, hedging his bets, building defenses, while the woman is the true liberal, open, trusting, accepting, willing to move into new directions—surely was the reverse of stereotypes. Mine, at least.

Evolution is a major theme in her book, and in another of those neat counterplays she shows how the female is less bound to continuity and more open to movement and growth than the male in his defensive caution. One is reminded of Jesus’ observation that the “son of man” (or Adam) has no place to lay his head—and why few of us are willing to take on such an open-ended, unknown role. (The only people I know who have actually done this are women—such as Peace Pilgrim.)

The surprising twist Hoffmann makes concerning Cain and Abel is both an intellectual delight and a sobering point to consider when looking at our fragmented, discordant social scene and chaotic inner life. In no way would I want to take away from the reader his or her discovery of the full sweep of Glynda-Lee’s reading on this brotherly conflict and so will say no more. She presents us with an insight that gives new life to this myth, however, even as she reverses all the tired assumptions by which we ignore or counter this extraordinary epic.

Surely there are times when one might be tempted to say Hoffmann takes on a bit too much, tries to explain too much, makes too many side associations that don’t always ring true or seem necessary. On the other hand, she gives short shrift to some bones of contention that I, archanarchist even more extravagant in extremities and polemics, have with our contemporary scene. Nevertheless, Glynda-Lee’s commentary on our current culture is rich, pithy, and constructive. Certainly she scratches my various itches and rankles of discontent so far as she goes, even as she has gone far beyond most of us on the core issue that counts the most: showing us the wholeness attained by being held in the bonds of love, where those bonds truly lie, and how to open to them.

You will find in what follows here a source of blessing that is sobering and serious, yet there is also novel adventure and enlightening play, at times bordering on fun. Keep it that way and enjoy.

JOSEPH CHILTON PEARCE
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Origins

One morning thirty years ago, preparing for what I thought would be a trip through the Grand Canyon, I had no idea that in only a few moments I would begin a much more dramatic journey into a psychological and spiritual unknown that would determine my life’s trajectory from then on. The first indication that this mysterious, wonderful, and confusing journey had begun was when I walked into my bedroom to begin packing. Immediately an intense feeling of revulsion, complete with stomach-clenching nausea, smacked me with the force of a tidal wave and washed me back out into the hallway. As soon as I was outside the room, the revulsion and nausea evaporated. Poof!

I kept repeating my attempts, with the same results, my brain concluding as Alice (in Wonderland) had, that things were becoming “curiouser and curiouser.” Like a driver who sees flashing lights ahead, I stood outside my bedroom door in the hallway trying to figure out how to circumvent the weird roadblock that had suddenly and inexplicably appeared in my path. My rational intention was simplicity itself: Dash into the room, pull out the drawer, dump everything on the bed, stuff it into my traveling bag, and run out of the room with the bag before the sense of revulsion could grab hold of me again. But another force was powerfully present, a spiritual force of intention that, at the time, I couldn’t name, define, or even recognize, and it had taken over completely. My intellect, however, had no clue. It had been betrayed so that a breakthrough could occur, though I was completely unaware of that impending event. I was baffled to the point of oblivion.

The only thing to do in such circumstances, I concluded, is have a cup of tea. I abandoned my attempts to pack and went to see my friend Barbara instead, to relate the bizarre events and seek her guidance over a hot cup of Earl Grey. Barbara and I had been enthusiastically attending some spiritual classes, she for over three years and I for only three weeks. Because she had been going to them so much longer than I, I hoped she might offer some advice. After talking with her awhile, I realized that I didn’t want to go to the Grand Canyon, or anywhere else at this particular time in my life, because of my excitement about what I was learning in the classes. But still, I conflictingly felt obligated to make the trip because I’d made a commitment to do so. Barbara had a simple enough solution. She suggested I call Tom, the person I’d made the plans with, and explain my feelings. I made the call right there, from her phone.

As soon as I had explained to Tom the situation and my avid interest in the classes, Barbara suggested something else, something wild and new that she and I had never discussed. She suggested that I invite Tom to join us at class that night. Amazingly—because he had to get on a plane to do this—he agreed. One month later the class morphed into an ashram. It was almost as if the group that had already been together for three years had been waiting for Tom and me to join: Although they had often talked of moving into community together, they didn’t actually commit to that idea until Tom and I arrived.

Though the group no longer exists, my journey is still vibrantly alive, for three years into our experiment, the man I originally thought I was going to the Grand Canyon with, but never did, gave me a book instead: The Cipher of Genesis: The Original Code of Qabala as Applied to the Scriptures, by Carlo Suares (Shambhala, 1978; Samuel Weiser, 1994). It remains the only text I am aware of that reveals the original Qabalah. Opening the cover of that book was like stepping through a doorway into a spiritual adventure that became a journey through the inner canyons of my mind. It led me to deeply explore the Qabalah, a germ of immensely condensed knowledge that lies buried at the roots of Western civilization.

Most people understand the Qabalah to be a body of Jewish mysticism and theosophy first appearing in the Middle Ages, but in truth it is much more, and much older, reaching all the way back to Genesis. In fact, Genesis is actually a Qabalic text (as are The Song of Solomon, known Qabalically as the Song of Songs or the Quintessence of Quintessences, and the Sephir Yetsira). The Western alphabet is also a derivative of the Qabalah.

What will be made clear in the following chapters is that Genesis is not at all what it appears to be. It is, rather, a coded text with a hidden message, like the hidden purpose of my bout with revulsion that eventually led to my discovery of this ancient text. The Qabalah is the key to discerning the hidden message in Genesis. Through incredibly hard work, exercising and kneading the mind so that it becomes adeptly flexible, pliable, and elastic, able to approach the realm of all possible possibilities, the Qabalah is able to fertilize the visionary elements of our mind.

The way in which the Qabalah induces the mind to germinate its hidden visionary potentials is by offering it a series of symbols to decipher. The term used for a Qabalic symbol is Aut (plural:Autiot). Unlike all other symbols we know, Qabalic symbols do not represent anything. They factually are the energy they emit. They are the thing itself. Deciphering the Autiot is like no other exercise. It forces the mind into an unfamiliar realm where it must search around in the dark of the unknown, developing its intuitive and insightful qualities. As those qualities gain strength, they begin to form impressions of the Aut, at first vague and shadowy, like the first layer of a watercolor painting, very indistinct, with imperceptible boundaries. But through persistence and consistently working with the Autiot, clarity eventually arrives. And it arrives with an explosion, as if an inner genie suddenly popped out of a lamp and expanded to an enormous size. Your mind, like the womb of a woman’s body, simply stretches and opens up to contain the newly expansive cargo, though you had no idea that such possibilities previously existed. Qabalic meaning is universal yet, paradoxically, gleaning it creates patterns that are completely unlike those we normally follow to process information. By stretching and growing the mind through the study of Qabalah’s Autiot, the mind begins to organize itself according to the pattern that Qabalah presents, the pattern of life.

What must be realized is that our minds have been conditioned to perceive through the lens of culture, not the lens of life. It is in learning to make this distinction, the difference between life and culture, that the mind is able to leap the boundaries of the limiting and constricting ideas of culture into the realm of all possible possibilities. Culture is often an intrusion, an imposition, on clarity. Outside of culture’s influence, clarity has enormous power.

By studying the Qabalah, I learned that while Genesis has always been regarded as a religious text that is the cornerstone of Judaism, Christianity, and Islam, the power of its hidden message is buried in its mythology. A story about a woman who is crafted from a man’s rib, talks to a serpent, and eats fruit that opens her eyes is classic mythology. It speaks to us not of sin, but of hidden possibilities and potentialities.

Wild imagery is typical of myths found in various cultures around the world, such as the story of Athena, who leaps out of her father’s forehead, or of the three-headed dog who guards the underground in the myth of Psyche and Eros. Where do such images arise from if not from within the human psyche? And who better to interpret them than the psyche itself? Certainly rationale has little regard for mythic wisdom.

Concerning the psyche, mythology is a repository of rich wisdom; myths are stories that, though appearing magical, inform us of the deepest truths of human essence. Mythological images spring from the deepest recesses of ourselves, unmolested by the culturally shaped intellect. By learning to interpret them, we can reconnect with passions essential to our humanness, passions that guide us to live joyfully and creatively.

On that day thirty years ago, a force that I was completely unaware of was operating to produce those weird feelings of revulsion that prevented me from packing, without which this book would never have been written. It had shown up just as powerfully earlier in my life, but had slipped back below the surface of awareness. That same force drew me into the study of the Qabalah. For the ten years following Tom’s gift, I became obsessed with Suares’s book. It was my life raft, carrying me safely on my journey, though the seas of cultural confusion roiled through my everyday existence. I was so compelled to read and understand it that nothing else mattered.

Where did that drive, that compelling force, originate? How had it been born in me? When Tom first gave me the book, I had no idea what it contained. Only after I’d begun to master the Qabalah did I develop any sense of its value. Why had I felt so drawn to it right from the beginning, when I was completely ignorant of its hidden jewels?

My studies have convinced me that, in addition to our rational intentions, we are motivated by often hidden spiritual intentions that have the power to instigate a special neurochemistry in the brain that allows us to perceive many of the synchronicities and nonrational forces in our lives. I was being prompted by such intentions to undertake a journey that ultimately led me to discover that the rich mythology of Genesis reveals details about these seldom recognized workings of the human brain, giving us access to their enormous power to change the course of personal and cultural evolution. This book is the fruit of that journey, a fruit like the one Eve shared with Adam. I invite you to share this fruit so your eyes, too, will be opened to clarity, to the pattern of life, and to the recognition of the often strange and unexpected signposts of your own journey of self-discovery.
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My inner journey actually began when I was five, with my first lesson from the inner, invisible world.

It was autumn 1955. My family had recently moved into a wonderful old house with enticing nooks and crannies for a five-year-old to explore. A favorite place was my father’s study, with its huge fireplace in which, at that moment, a fire was crackling and popping.

Outside, the first storm of the season was brewing. Crimson and gold leaves swirled in the wind. Warm and snug inside the house, with my nose pressed against the cold windowpane, I delighted in knowing I was safe and protected while nature did her best to disrupt our daily lives. Condensation began to collect on the glass, perfect for spontaneous artistry. So absorbed had I become in my finger drawing that I didn’t notice the fire dying down until all that remained were iridescent orange coals glowing from its cavernous black center.

My heart sank. I yearned for the flames to leap back to life, with their warmth driving out the chill that had, unnoticed, descended upon the room. As I stood there staring at the blackness, wishing with all my power for a blazing resurrection, an image of my father starting the fire suddenly popped into my head. He poured a small amount of clear liquid on a pile of newspaper, small sticks, and larger pieces of wood. As he struck his match and tossed it onto the pile, flames instantly shot up.

Aha! I knew exactly what to do. If a small amount of liquid did the job, a large amount would surely be better.

I ran to the kitchen, got the biggest glass I could find, and filled it to the brim with water. As I poured the liquid on the coals, expecting the flames to leap and dance the way I had envisioned, I was not prepared for the reality that presented itself. My anticipated joy fell with a thud, as the soggy, smoking, smelly mess of ash hissed a last dying breath.

I stared at the grisly scene for what seemed like an eternity. Then a voice inside my head spoke very clearly and with deep authority: “Things are not what they appear to be.”

Yo.

It would be thirty years before I knew with certainty that my early experience pointed to how the brain processes information, particularly how we frame new data with old memories to learn something previously unknown. I would discover, during those thirty years, that the brain’s ability to process information clearly is often compromised by more than we might imagine, by our attitudes, traditions, expectations, beliefs, and linguistic habits. This compromising of clarity leads to a myriad of social, psychological, and scientific errors, evident in our tendency to produce toxic environments and toxic relationships.

Our ignorance about the internal world of awareness is what causes us so much undefined misery and suffering, the so-called human problem. If this ignorance of the brain were illuminated and enlightened, we would be very different individuals—wiser, happier, and kinder—who would create much different societies—less restrictive, less toxic, less violent, less deceptive. The power to build heaven on earth sits squarely on our own shoulders, quite literally, and will inevitably grow as we educate ourselves about that mysterious three pounds of tissue between our ears: the human brain and its hidden spiritual qualities. As Carl Jung once said, “Who looks outside dreams. Who looks inside awakens.”

Surprisingly, all this was recorded thousands of years ago in Genesis, but it was misunderstood precisely for the reasons I have outlined: Those who read and interpreted it did so without any knowledge of how the brain processes information. As a consequence, like Galileo, we have been imprisoned in our own house of consciousness, limited in our scope of study and impelled to adhere to obsolete ideas, even though our potential for self-discovery is as powerful as any telescope.

Genesis is a completely misunderstood text because originally it was not linguistic. That’s a lot of information to grasp in the short amount of time it takes to read it, so let me say it another way: Genesis is a coded text. It was not meant to be read in a linear fashion. One way this can be recognized is that it doesn’t make much sense. First of all, there are two confusing stories that somehow blend into each other. Genesis 1 gives us the Six Days of Creation story. Genesis 2, 3, and 4 give us the Garden of Eden story. Religion has tried to make sense of it by taking the words literally, but it doesn’t work. There are simply too many inconsistencies, contradictions, and confusing riddles. You may ask, if Genesis was not written to make rational sense, why was it written at all? Perhaps it was to awaken hidden potential in the brain, potential that lies dormant if we accept the text at face value, much as our understanding of our world and solar system remains dormant if we accept that the Earth is standing still simply because to our senses it appears to do so.

Genesis is not about a first man and woman; it is about potentiality and possibility, the properties of light now being defined by quantum physics but which have existed all along, hidden from our collective awareness because our cultural mind has been too rigid to see them. The story begins with the creation of light on the first day and follows the pattern of evolution, culminating with human beings. Later, on the seventh day, after eating the famous fruit, Adam and Eve’s eyes are opened. Does this not reveal a hidden relationship, associating light with insight, outer light with inner light?

Quantum scientists have proved that light does not behave according to the old Newtonian laws of matter. Light is a substance with its own laws, and our perception of those laws changes the perception of reality that traditional science has been built upon. This is just as true for inner light. Indwelling light has all the possibility and potentiality that quantum analysis reveals. That field of possibility is inner: psychological, spiritual, and neurological. Awareness, according to the Qabalah, is the action of light processing information inside the human brain. It is our eyes that respond to light and it is light—inner light—that fertilizes expansive awareness in us, ergo enlightenment.

Insight, because it is dictated by the laws of light, is the fire of awareness. It is the same light referred to in John 1:5, “And the light shineth in the darkness and the darkness comprehended it not.” All of us—not just Jesus—are endowed with this inner light of insight. He was emphatic about stating that, but he also said we need to get the logs out of our eyes in order to recognize it. Things are not what they appear to be. Insight is a power that helps us recognize authenticity.

Religions, specifically Judaism, Christianity, and Islam, all have one common flaw. They are all patriarchal interpretations of scriptures—that is, the legitimacy of their interpretations is based solely on assumed male authority. The word patriarchy literally means the “hierarchy of priests” who were referred to as “Fathers,” a hierarchy that filtered down to the secular level, with family fathers assuming the role of decision makers. Likewise, “the father of our country” and “the father of the scientific method” became phrases of recognition. That pattern has resulted today in a general assumption of male authority, and the assumption that society needs authorities to keep chaos from erupting. This is one of those beliefs that obscure clarity. It has effectively limited, and in some cases actually destroyed, a vast knowledge about feminine power, creating an enormous void in awareness while it has simultaneously allowed authorities everywhere to misuse the power invested in their positions, even at the highest levels.

At this point, I would like to clarify even further the use of the term patriarchy in the following pages, making a distinction between it and masculinity to ensure that my intent is not to male-bash. Patriarchy is much different from masculinity. Patriarchy, a social system of domination that arose as men of power needed a way to protect their assets, grew out of ownership—a man’s wife, children, and slaves were at one time (and in some places still are) considered his property. Masculinity, on the other hand, is the essence of maleness, which often manifests as protection. Stronger males are called on to protect weaker females and children. Through time, patriarchy distorted the natural behavior of masculine protection into masculine domination. The masculine function of a protective husk became, in the pattern of patriarchy, overbearing and intent on stunting the growth of the germ. The term patriarchy as used here refers to social organization, not masculine identity.

Patriarchal perception focuses attention outward, yet all awareness takes place within. Religious authorities have for centuries used this outward focus to frighten people into believing in a God of retribution who punishes sinners at death by sending them to hell. Such beliefs are based on the assumption that God lives outside the human realm somewhere, as an authority over human life. The story in Genesis has been interpreted as one that takes place in the outer world, as history, because this is the traditional, patriarchal theme that has been supported for centuries by religious authorities. But what if it were not meant to convey information pertaining to the outer world, or to any assumed outer authorities? What if, instead, Genesis were a story that not only takes place in the inner world, but actually also defines and describes that inner world so perfectly it can now be verified by scientific analysis? And what if it were this inner world, when it becomes sufficiently developed, that is supposed to act as our authority?

Leonard Shlain explains—in his book Art and Physics: Parallel Visions in Space, Time and Light (William Morrow and Co., 1991)—that a new way of looking at the world always precedes a new way of thinking about the world. Historically, all new waves of thought have been preceded by new waves of art. Quantum physics was preceded by modern abstract art, the classical art of ancient Greece preceded its ideal philosophers, the Renaissance began with art. Indeed, all of human civilization seems to have followed on the heels of the exquisite cave art produced thirty to forty thousand years ago.

If we wish to overcome the limitations of patriarchal civilization, with its accompanying violence, toxicity, and deception, we must, as Shlain points out, realize that our neural ability to process new ideas is dependent upon first being able to process new imagery. New ways of seeing precede new ways of thinking. In other words, as far as the neural processing of new information is concerned, seeing is supreme, because light is activated at its most potentially fertile level, inside the human brain. In Gensis, eating the apple opens the eyes of Adam and Eve.

Mythology is storytelling through imagery. Words are used to create the images. But the images are primary, not the words. Mythology is a language of images created by the psyche. Such imagery often visits us in dreams, when the mind is freed from its daytime interpretations, which have been wrapped in the sequencing of linear time. The vivid imagery of Genesis is what makes it so captivating. By viewing it through its imagery we open up our brain’s interpretive mechanisms and learn to see in new ways. As its title implies, this may be the original purpose of Genesis. A genesis is the birth of something new. It is a new beginning, a generating of new life, new opportunities, new potential, new fecundity.

By reframing Genesis as mythology, we expand our awareness and enlarge our perception. This activates generative forces at work in the brain and psyche, forces we seldom think about, yet which have an impact on us every day of our lives, because the mythology of Genesis is no ordinary mythology. It is shaped and molded by the extraordinary teaching of Qabalah. This ancient teaching, which has never been fully understood, contains the knowledge of the pattern of whole systems: the pattern of life. It has the power to transform us through our own clarity, allowing us to see previously hidden relationships crucial to our understanding of life, ourselves, and especially our marvelous brain.

Forty thousand years ago human societies were much different from how they are today, for one specific reason: They were guided by shamans who derived their information from the inner realms of awareness and intuition, motivated by pure intentions. The shamans used trancelike experiences induced through sound, psychedelic plants, and ritual to discover information that was necessary for survival or simply for happier living, information guiding, for example, the delivery of a breech baby or the healing of a conflict between parents and a child. The inner journeys of the shamans were the factors that allowed early human societies to thrive in a world full of danger because the shamans’ intentions were pure and their powers of intuition were nurtured. The shamanic experience is an inner one, deriving information from a powerful inner source through pure intention. Each of us is endowed with this power, inside the human brain. But in order for us to utilize it, we must recognize and develop it, motivated by our pure intentions for self-discovery. As Henri Poincaré pointed out, “It is through science that we prove, but through intuition that we discover.”

In the brain, neural networks carry all the energy used to process information: any information, all information. These networks carry the payload of perceiving, understanding, and interpreting all data and all symbols. The brain self-generates its neural networks by recognizing, accumulating, and integrating patterns. These patterns are what we know as information. Nobel Prize–winning psychologist Herbert Simon believes that learning involves the accumulation of easy-to-recognize patterns of all kinds. These accumulated patterns of information are represented by maps of neural networks in the brain. The trouble is, some patterns of information are not so easily recognized. Sometimes we can’t see the forest for the trees.

Many of these patterns that we still do not recognize, that cause us enormous misery, are inherent in personal and social interactions orchestrated by patriarchal attitudes and values inherent in authoritarian social organization. Most people today do not experience misery and suffering because of natural disasters such as floods, earthquakes, and fires (though some still do). Most people experience misery because other people inflict it upon them—or because they inflict it upon themselves—through predatory attitudes and practices inherent in the authoritarian social structure on which patriarchy depends. Our failure to recognize these patterns leaves us blind. There are no neural networks. This area—personal and social interaction—is mediated by one portion of the brain that has not been fully developed in most of us. She is the Cinderella of our internal world, waiting for the fairy godmother of our own recognition to dress her up and send her to the ball. Insight is the sudden recognition of a pattern of information that previously had been unrecognized and therefore unknown. The pattern existed; we simply did not recognize it, like gravity before Newton. This is what the story in Genesis teaches us, to open our inner eyes so that we can recognize patterns of information in our lives to which we are currently blind.

Pattern recognition is critical to science, when researchers suddenly see a pattern that had been there all along yet remained undetected. Katy Payne is a scientist who has made considerable contributions to the study of elephants. She discovered that elephants transmit sounds that we cannot hear—infrasounds or subsounds—too low for human ears to detect. Her discovery is a perfect example of pattern recognition revealing hidden relationships through insight that offers us critical information.

Payne spent several days sitting next to an elephant pen at the zoo, jotting down notes about the animals’ behavior. Shortly afterward she got on a plane. As the plane started up, she experienced the low series of vibrations normal to jet aircraft and suddenly realized that she had experienced those same low vibrations while sitting next to the elephant pen, but had not recognized them until they were produced by the plane. In a flash of insight she realized that the elephants must have been creating sounds too low for human ears to detect, sounds they used to communicate with each other. She then designed a series of experiments that later proved her hypothesis. This is the power of pattern recognition and insight. They can change everything by changing the way we see.

Once the brain recognizes a new pattern, a domino effect often rockets through its interior landscape, reshaping neural maps by connecting and reorganizing them in new, more powerful ways. The impact of neural reorganization and integration through insight is captured by a famous scene in The Miracle Worker, a play and film dramatizing the early chaotic life of Helen Keller, left blind and deaf at the age of nineteen months by a mysterious illness. In the scene, Helen’s teacher, Annie Sullivan, is grasping Helen’s hand under flowing water, repeatedly spelling out the word water in Helen’s tiny palm. Angry and uncomprehending, Helen struggles, resisting Annie’s attempts to instruct her. Suddenly the light of insight pierces Helen’s darkness. Awareness cascades through her brain like the water rushing over her hands. Instantly she perceives what only a moment before she could not: that the water has a name. The unknown becomes known because the pattern Annie signed is recognized, not by Helen’s eyes, but instead by interpretive mechanisms in her brain.

Helen is ecstatic. She spells the name back into Annie’s hand for confirmation. In the next moment, as the light of insight radiates throughout her mind, Helen realizes that everything must have a name.

Her entire world instantly begins to reorganize itself into meaning through pattern recognition, out of the chaos and fragmentation that had previously been her experience. She races around the yard demanding greedily that Annie spell all those glittering names into her palm. Her neural networks are on fire with new awareness. They are connecting and integrating at a furious rate because Annie had spent several months laying the groundwork for this anticipated moment of pattern recognition.

If Annie hadn’t insisted, for all those months previously, on signing into Helen’s palm, creating the impulses in her brain that Helen would later recognize and interpret as a pattern of information, nothing would have happened. Helen’s brain learned to see that things have names, using insight to recognize previously undetected patterns of information. Her brain, though she didn’t know it, had been constructing a series of neural networks, all in relationship to one another, in response to Annie’s signing of patterns into her palm.

Annie’s palm signings prompted Helen’s brain to organize meaning out of chaos. Those seemingly random signings (they seemed random to Helen) suddenly connected up through insight. A series of neural networks in Helen’s brain had self-generated, finally allowing her to interpret what she had assumed were random gestures into a formal pattern. What had been incomplete in Helen’s mind was now whole, and she had a new power at her disposal, the power of communication, which had been halted at nineteen months.

Although Helen’s sight and hearing had been intact until her illness, she had no literacy—no awareness that labels can be written down using specific groups of symbols for sounds. Hearing words as we do when we are young is a much different neural activity from writing or reading them. Not only did Helen’s brain have to bridge a gap of several years during which she heard and saw nothing, but it also had to bridge the gap of literacy. Miraculously, because of the brain’s enormous plasticity and because of Annie Sullivan’s unwavering determination, Helen’s brain was able to move into new territory, building neural networks where none had existed previously.

If we want to be whole, we must learn to use insight to recognize and interpret the hidden relationships between our internal states of awareness and our external behaviors. This is the information we need to be whole. The brain will then build neural networks that connect what had previously been unconnected so that our intentions produce the actions, and responses, we want. As we self-generate new connections between neurons in the brain, the brain’s structure changes and our ability to see expands. New neural connections often have remarkable effects on other aspects of the brain, such as altering its neurochemistry. Changes in the brain’s structure and function are demonstrated through what we commonly refer to as personal, psychological, and spiritual growth. We can’t see this growth, we can’t taste it, smell it, hear it, or touch it. The fact remains, however, that without neural growth there is no personal growth. This growth does not arise from any outer power. No one can give it to us or bestow it upon us. We each self-generate it by fertilizing the subatomic level of light in the brain, where all possible possibilities await us.

Qabalah does for the brain what Annie’s signings did for Helen. It promotes the development of insight by tapping the Autiot into neural substance. Information in the Autiot—that of hidden relatinships in whole systems—is carried along. The central relationship of all whole systems is an integration of opposites, such as the integration of germ and husk in every seed. Husk and germ together provide the essential pattern of wholeness, an integration of opposites. This pattern existed prior to the formation of seeds; indeed, it dictates the structure of all seeds. The power of growth is encapsulated in germs, not husks. In us, the germ of growth is the internal, feminine element of awareness, whereas the husk is the external, masculine element of behavior. The germ energy within us has the power to redesign its husk, its container of behavior. If the interplay between psyche and behavior is allowed to develop authentically, it will naturally lead to self-growth and maturity. But in patriarchal societies, outer authorities have been substituted for one’s inner germ of awareness, which is why patriarchy cannot evolve and why we are, essentially, socially and psychologically static, mirroring Adam’s state of awareness before Eve is created in the Genesis mythology.

Although the pattern of integrated opposites so clearly defined in a seed is extolled in many myths, such as the story of Isis and Osiris, in which Isis re-creates Osiris from the parts of his body that have been dispersed after his death, it has been obscured in patriarchal paradigms. Patriarchy has its foundations in hierarchy and authority, one gender having more power than the other, males over females. But there is no hierarchy between a germ and a husk. They work together or they don’t work at all. In the brain, fertility is released when the feminine is recognized, as in the love story between a photographer and an ordinary housewife in The Bridges of Madison County. He saw her, and she needed to be seen, to be recognized and valued. It’s a classic story of the relationship between the masculine and the feminine in the psyche, between recognition and fertility of thought. Why else would such a simple story captivate us so?

Too often, in our culture of static social authority, inner awareness is not allowed to assert itself. Social values, attitudes, and laws—external forces—are relied on to control behavior and dictate the course of culture. In such societies, humans are left incomplete, without either the knowledge of wholeness or its application to human personal and social endeavors. The feminine side of our humanity has been devalued and denied by patriarchal perception. The result is that most of us, women and men alike, now have overly masculinized psyches. We have become like Adam in Genesis, able to name all the animals—a metaphor for naming and defining what is outside of us and came before us, what is obvious to the senses—but unable to name or define our helpmate, our inner, feminine realm of awareness, inner light, hidden potentiality, and possibility. This lack of awareness concerning our inner (feminine) realm is mirrored in patriarchal attitudes toward women and what they contribute to society.

Evidence of this lack can be seen in our attitudes toward pleasure. Most of us have no idea what actually pleases us. We’ve lost touch with a component in our psyche that measures such things. Take, for instance, the ratings for films. Violence is given a G or PG rating, but sex leads to an R or X rating. In other words, pain is allowed but not pleasure. Most of our fundamental religious views of sex are based on puritan ideals that uphold the necessity of pain in controlling people’s behavior, and especially in controlling their pleasure in sexuality.

Adam, in Genesis, presents a picture of the patriarchal intellect whose educational agenda, passed down from Greek and Roman authorities, has remained relatively unchanged for the past few thousand years. He has lost his sense of wholeness and of pleasure, whether he lives within men or women. He is what needs to change so the new world of wholeness can be born, so a potential heaven can be fertilized from within. He needs to lose his insistence on hierarchy and outer authorities and embrace the universal pattern, germs and husks, the pleasure of integrated opposition. For this, we need a new vision that unfolds from within.
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