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I would like to dedicate this book to all the people out there who are suffering: these words are specifically for you.

 To my beautiful wife Sharon.







I Am That

I am the O in your obscuration

I am inside in the crease of your enemy’s palm

I am the face of your prosecution

I am the strength in your jailer’s arm

I am the L in your lovers Love

And the beat of the beat of your beauty’s heart

I am the fingers in your sweetheart’s glove

And the skip when you meet and the ache when you part

I am the fear when it cuts like glass

And the suffering on every cross

I am the reaper at the reaping pass

And the sorrow the sorrow of every loss

I am the blood on the crowning thorn

And the wood and the nails on the broken hill

I am the lance when the heart is torn

And the weight of forsake that breaks your will

I am the L in your hellish lament

And the forces of ill advance

I am the fire when your back breaks bent

And the eyes of the killer with his killing glance

I am the gash that leaves you bled

And the balm that heals your wound

I am the death on your dying bed

And the ruin in the ruin of the things you ruined

I am the king that bestows your grace

And the beggar you turned away

I am the laurels when you end your race

And the fingers the fingers in steepled pray

I am the tally and the sleepless fret

And the guesthouse emptied when you fail to pay

I am the patron who meets your debt

And the kindness in the words that kindness say

I am the kingdom inside your heart

I am below you and before and above

I am your ending I am your start

I am love I am love I am love I am love

Geoff Thompson
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Introduction


It’s 6:30 in the morning.

What a privilege it is to sit here, at home and record my certainties, lessons from the bardo, teachings from my sojourn on this beautiful, wondrous, existential territory we call Earth.

Briefly about myself: my name is Geoff Thompson. I am 59 years old, at the writing of this book. I live in the three-spired city of Coventry in the West Midlands of England.

I spent the first 32 years of my life working in menial jobs – the factory-floor, shops, restaurants, bars, before having a breakdown/breakthrough and deciding to expand the boundaries of my perception and reach for something different, something constant. Certainly I was stretching for a place that, prior to my personal crisis, seemed temptingly within my reach, but frustratingly beyond my grasp.

I was a man with a sensitive sympathetic nervous system.

Let’s start with that shall we.

It feels important, and it is relative to this writing; my journey to this book started because, back then, I was disproportionately afraid.

I was (what is known in psychology as) sympathetic sensitive. My adrenal-glands were hyperactive; they were trigger-happy, and easily aroused.

Consequently, I suffered more than my fair measure of adrenalin, which is intrinsically attached to the concept of fear.

I always felt afraid.

With no coping strategy in place to deal with the effects on my delicate physiological infrastructure, I struggled uneasily through adolescence and young adulthood. When the lion of fear reared its ugly head (as it frequently did), I was devoured by it. The subsequent feelings were overwhelming. They frequently overpowered me, they consumed and exhausted my seminal energies.

As a consequence I descended rapidly to the ninth circle of depression. I felt like the legendary climber Reinhold Messner, stranded in a tent mid-ascent on the inhospitable mountain Nanga Parbat; I was too scared to go up, I was too scared to go down, I was too scared to stay where I was – at times I felt afraid to be alive.

I realised after suffering a particularly testing depression in my mid-twenties that fear was my only enemy.

Fear was the anxiety-line chalked on the floor, a terror barrier, the fire-and-thorns that stood between me and my nirvana.

It seemed only logical that, if I was to ever transcend the badlands of fear-conditioning and pioneer the new world of my potential, fear needed to be understood and managed. Like a feral horse it had to be broken, so that it could be utilised and manoeuvred and captained.

In the Tao Te Ching, Lau Tzu advises us (when confounded by a seemingly unsolvable enigma) to locate the children; once we have located the children, trace the children back to their mother, when we have found the mother we have found the cure.

In other words, if we trace our fears back to their cause, we will find the solution.

If you strike the shepherd, the sheep will scatter.

Viewed from this perspective, fear can be a good thing, fear can be our friend; if our life is a map, then fear is the cross that marks treasure.

My greatest fear (it seemed at the time) was a debilitating terror of violent confrontation. So, amongst myriad other personal, confrontational challenges that I later set myself, I took a job as a nightclub bouncer in a bid to overcome this causal angst, or at least develop a little desensitisation to the feelings it elicited.

The new world can be entered directly through the heart of fear, if you dare turn into it, instead of turning away.

Blessed is the lion whom the man devours, St. Thomas forewarns us in his non canonical gospel, for that lion shall become man. But cursed is the man whom the lion devours, for that man shall become a lion.

The Christ dealt a coup de grace to his passion in the garden of Gethsemane, when he turned into his blinding terror and said to God, thy will not mine.

St. Francis entered his freedom when he embraced the Leper of fear on the roads outside Assisi.

And the Holy Prophet found Truth when he returned to the mountain from which he’d run in fear, and stood bravely before the delivering Angel Gabriel.

I devoured my own personal lion by standing in front of fear every night, for a long decade, in the pubs and clubs of Coventry, the city of my birth.

The kingdom lies through, and just beyond the fear horizon.

In human terms, what does this mean, what did it mean to me, what was my fear, and what was this new world I was seeking?

In short, I wanted to be free.

Freedom was my ultimate desire, but it also represented my greatest fear.

There are probably as many definitions of freedom as there are people walking this spinning planet. Some want individual freedom, others crave financial independence: political autonomy – freedom of movement, freedom of speech, the right to vote; democracy is still being fought for today on blood-red streets across the world. People have been striving for emancipation from one form of slavery or another ever since Moses demanded of the Egyptian Pharaoh, let my people go!

But Freedom, I have learned, is not to be found in the external life, and if I was to reduce the whole of this book to one concept, it would be exactly this.

You won’t find freedom in the world, because it does not exist in the world.

This planet can offer neither sanctuary nor safety; there can be no lasting security in anything material, although there are clues in the world as to its whereabouts.

The gates of heaven are everywhere, for those that seek them.

Freedom is not about working-out, it is all about looking in.

Freedom – the kingdom – exists within, and of course every inner life demands an inner Self.

Until we identify this hidden Self – who we really are – we can never truly be free.

Equally, when you know who you are, you can never be imprisoned.

But you will never know who you are, until you first identify who you are not.

Once you reveal and live in your authentic Self, the real you, and in the process subjugate the imposters, those sub-personalities that masquerade as you, no political, or cultural or financial chains will be able to bind you.

When the internal life is revealed and developed, and the authentic Self invested as sovereign, the outer life will automatically mirror the inner.

Thy kingdom come, on earth as it is in heaven.

Hindsight is a gift, one of the modern miracles.

Back then I hadn’t yet earned this level of certainty so it couldn’t help me. I knew nothing of this elusive Self, and I didn’t know what freedom was either, or what it actually entailed.

I had a strong, excited sense that it existed, yes, and that it was available to all, definitely, but I also nursed a quiet dread that, as Rumi had told me in a meditation, the door there is devastation. I would have to fall in order to make great sky circles of my freedom; in falling (I was promised) I would be given wings.

In a classic Maslovian oxymoron, I was thrilled and at the same time terrified by the potential of being free. Inspired as I was by the idea of my godlike possibilities, I was also rigidly afraid of the godlike responsibilities that came with them.

I wanted to be a writer, I yearned to write, this much I knew.

At the time, this was as close as I could get to what freedom might look like for me.

The concept of finding the true Self didn’t come till much later, and even then only as a happy accident, a rare gemstone that I discovered whilst looking for something else.

Freedom was the exponential effect of facing down my fears.

I will expand on all this, in the appropriate chapters.

For now, all I really understood was that I had always wanted to write, ever since I was in junior school. When other kids were scribbling five lines in their textbooks, I was spilling out 15 pages and filling in the margins.

Later, as a young man, a menial labourer on the job market, I dreamed of giving up paid employment and working for the joy of the words and the sound of the words and the rhythm of the words on a page.

As much as I respected the pound and the dollar and the fiscal exchange, I knew that I did not want to work just for money.

I had been conditioned all my life to put in a shift just for the paycheque, and it depressed me immensely; it held me somewhere I didn’t want to be. It kept me in servitude to the 40-hour week, the minimum wage, with a name badge, a company car, the promise of promotion and the distant hope of a gold watch and a pensioned retirement.

Ironically, or abstractly, facing the threat of death working as a club bouncer – a real possibility, four of my friends were murdered – did indeed bring me the desensitisation to fear that I was looking for. It also gave me a wide and a healthy perspective. The mundane fears of ordinary everyday life paled into insignificance when compared to the death threats, and the knife-wielding maniacs that I faced on an astonishingly regular basis.

The door taught me to face fear. It schooled me in the art of managing adrenalin. I learned how to absorb and to transform fear. It also gave me the transferable modalities I needed to find the free life that I craved as a writer.

After great efforts, and as many years, I eventually made the transition from the working-wage, to my current life as a professional author, poet, playwright, screenwriter and general all-round buccaneer.

This book is one of the many proofs of a successful and continuing journey.

To anyone out there harbouring doubts about potential, I hope these words act as a certainty to the fact that anything is possible; a certainty that you can believe, one you can rely upon.

I know how difficult it can be in the beginning to believe in impossible things.

I do believe in impossible things.

They exist. I am the proof.

They are already there, in situ. It is simply a matter of removing the veils of perception that stand between you and them, as I have done so many times before and as I am still doing now in the practice of making or revealing new realities.

You may be surprised to know that all places you currently think do not exist, are fully existent and peopled, somewhere just beyond your own borderlands, in a different density to the one you currently inhabit.

When I started out on my path, I worked largely from a selfish place.

I suppose this is the way with most of us in the beginning.

It’s all about our life, our wishes, our desires and the sating of our small but voracious appetites. When I finally became exasperated by this vacuous, hand-to-mouth way of existing, when I realised that lust for all the usual suspects – money, approval, fame, accolades, power, things – was actually feeding the glut I was struggling to sate, I started to look for more from my life, I started to search for meaning.

This exploration ultimately took me inwards.

It took me into the mystical: self-study, meditation, and some deeply challenging internal dialectics which ultimately triggered a stark moment of divine revelation. It happened during a structured visualisation, where I was shown an undeniable, beautiful but ultimately confusing truth.

I could have anything.

I could literally have anything in the world I wanted, it was available, all of it.

I came out of the meditation and fell almost immediately into a cognitive dissonance. A period of depression followed. I knew in this one, single, clear vision that whilst I could acquire everything the material world had to offer, and realise every physical desire, it would still not slake my thirst. Not in a million years. In my heart I knew this to be true. So (I asked myself) what’s the point in having anything if it didn’t deliver on the happiness it promised, if it was all a lie, a delicious illusion? Even if I owned the whole world and everything in it, I would never truly be happy because happiness does not reside in material things, or in fact in the material world.

I had (knowingly or unconsciously) created/inherited a covenant with the world but knew unequivocally that the world, as I now perceived it, would not and could not reciprocate. The world was not playing its part.

It couldn’t play its part; how could it?

It promises security and comfort and control but can offer none of these things, because everything in the world is temporal, none of it is lasting, it is not real. All material things come into being, they are maintained for a short time, and then they dissolve.

Realising this – once I overcame my dissonance – I decided to end my agreement with the world out there, and sought instead a new partnership; one that could be relied upon, one that would always and eternally keep its vow.

Through my Christian upbringing, I’d been weaned on the belief that a true kingdom existed. It was undeniable, it was real, and it was as close as the neck-vein, but it could only be found inside; it was not existent in the world at large. I decided, like the pioneer I had become, to find out for myself if this was actually true or just a remnant of some archaic scriptural dogma. And if it was true, if I did discover the house with its many mansions, I would prostrate myself before the Master of the house, and forge a new alliance, but not one that totally eschewed the world of men; rather, one that included and enjoyed and celebrated it as the exponential adjunct to true Reality.

After the poet Dante Alighieri died whilst in exile, he returned in a vision to his mourning brother.

“Are you really dead?” his sibling asked.

“I am dead to this world,” Dante replied, “but not dead to the Real world.”

Whilst I was not looking to die in the conventional sense (I was not being called to that yet – things still to do!), I was looking to die to the perception of this earthly bardo; the fluid, malleable, illusory, beautiful, magical, perception-built world I was currently living in.

Along the yellow-brick road to my Emerald City, I learned a few truths. More so when I made mistakes than when I got things right, which is a painful if not uncommon method of learning.

I would like to share my findings with you in these pages.

I hope that my living and dying will confirm some of the truths you have already unveiled for yourself. Perhaps it will clarify any outstanding confusion you might carry; those free-floating, hard to lock-down abstractions looking for crystallisation. I pray at least that my words will act as an intercession, a nudge in the direction of your next learning station in this hard school of life.

I already know before I even begin, that my sharing can only ever be partial. What is experienced can never be fully articulated. As Saint-Exupéry reminds me, it is only with the heart that one can see rightly; what is essential is invisible to the eye.

If these writings simply inspire you, that will be enough for me.

Inspiration is manna – spiritual sustenance – it is a nourishing alignment that places us on the carpet of proximity. From here we will each get our own personal taste of the Essential, which is within experience, but ever beyond expression.

The true truth can never be articulated, it can only be experienced.

I must also confess that there is a lot of resistance rising in me as I write these words. Energies are trying to persuade me, convince me, coerce me, trick me, bully me, frighten me, seduce me, depress me into aborting this book. They are telling me that my endeavour here is folly, that it is a waste of time, that I am attempting to write about things that are beyond my current knowing; that I am deluded, a foolish dreamer proffering illusion to other foolish dreamers when I should be digging holes and mixing cement still on the building sites of my youth.

Opposition is to be expected.

You know it’s a righteous path when you meet opposition.

And when the opposition is strong, you know that your path must be true.

I have no complaints. I am grateful.

Virtue can only be proven and extended in the face of its opposite.

Opposition is the whetstone to every virtue.

In this sense, the enemies that assail me sharpen me.

The Lion that rises in me is ordained; it rises in order to claim or be claimed.

There is always resistance when you approach the essential.

Resistance is a standard house-ghost, it holds sentry at the gateless-gate; it keeps the unworthy out, it lets the worthy in.

Resistance is a sign that what you approach is essential and, as uncomfortable as these energies are, their presence is confirmation for me. They are a necessary ingredient in the creative mix.

I am also aware that (an esoteric secret) ascent is entirely commensurate with descent. I can only go as high as I am prepared to go low. If I want to build a high-rise tower, I can’t do so from the foundation of a bungalow. If I want to go up, I must be prepared to dig wide and deep and go down. And the higher I am determined to scale, the deeper and wider I must be prepared to excavate. You can’t reach the heavens (as the old idiom says) without first negotiating the hell regions. This is a metaphysical precedent, it is the principal reason why so few people do the manual work, and turn their inspiration into perspiration; they desire and chase the highs but they detest and avoid the lows. I have made the same mistakes many times, how else would I learn the folly of it. Even now I get tempted to collect race-ribbons without running the miles, so these words are a reminder to me as much as they are a direction to you. You can’t have one without the other. People quietly know they will have to dig through the hell-realms in order to prepare the ground for the kingdom on high, and that’s what stops them.

If I am alert – and I intend to remain highly vigilant – I will do the spade work, and when the excavated pain-bodies rise, they will be claimed and processed and individuated and reconfigured into the bricks-and-mortar of my higher reality.

From factory floor to BAFTA Piccadilly, from scarcity to abundant freedom, from imitation to the unique, and from limitation to infinite potential, these are my notes, my revelations about the Divine Economy and the Divine CEO who directs me through the labyrinth that is the human condition.


Geoff Thompson







Chapter 1

Divine Eschatology

Your reality is one room in a house of 100 rooms, the Mexican shaman Don Juan Matus tells his apprentice, Carlos Castaneda, if you train with me, I will teach you how to access the other 99 rooms.

To this idiom I would add: if you do the work, you can get out of the house all together.

Before I explore the biblical interpretation of eschatology and why it is important in the context of this book, I thought it might be appropriate to start with this beautiful quote from Matus, inspired I am sure by Jesus telling his disciples that in my father’s house there are many mansions.

It is important because it explains succinctly what eschatology is: the pre-existence of the Soul and the constant of Potential.

They are at the same time eternally present, and subtly concealed.

Canonical eschatology also presents as a pragmatic methodology for revealing both.

All the myriad faiths, every religion I’ve studied, have their own version of eschatology. Broadly speaking it is concerned with death, the intermediate state that occurs after death – purgatory, the bardo, heaven and hell – the return of Christ (in Christian and Judaic traditions) and the resurrection of the dead.

It all sounds pretty dark and dogmatic doesn’t it?

Not at all accessible to the man and woman on the street. And depressing!

All this talk of death and perdition sounds very dispiriting, when all most of us want is a practical, working philosophy; something that helps us in our everyday life, with the bills, with our health, and in our relationships.

But this would be to read religious text in a very literal way; it’s all about facts and linear causality. Jesus refused to heal a woman, saying he would not cast pearls before swine or give what is holy to the dogs. Arjuna Pandava fought and killed and decapitated enemy soldiers on a real battlefield to win back a stolen kingdom. Psalms promises that he who seizes your infants and dashes them against the rocks, will be blessed.

At this basic entry-level, the bibles read as horrific and bestial; they present as rule-books for daily living, which leaves little tolerance of ambiguity.

At deeper levels of reading (known in monastic tradition as the four stages of Scripture – literal, Christological, tropological – pertaining to metaphor – and unitive) when we delve below the surface, we see that Jesus is not comparing the woman to dogs or swine, he is using a parable to explain that pearls of wisdom are wasted on those unable to receive them. Arjuna is not fighting and killing real enemy soldiers on a worldly battlefield, he is warring against the false ego and the twisted perceptions that have usurped his inner throne. And Psalms is encouraging us to bless those of our tutors (and our inner tutor) who seize and dash our fears against the rocks (not our children) whilst they are still infantile, in order to arrest and destroy them before they become mature and dangerous. It is saying: devour the lion of untruth, whilst it is still a harmless cub.

All the bibles, at the unitive level, lead us, in parable, in metaphor and in allegory, towards True religion; the realigning of man to man, and man to his Source.

When I studied Eschatology, I did so at the most advanced level available to me. Eschatology, I discovered, is not a dark foretelling, it is not a bleak prophecy of worldly and otherworldly judgment and doom; rather, in its truest sense, it reads as an inner map, a divine schematic that can direct us to our own personal potential. And it offers instruction, too, on how to negotiate the way.

The introductory interpretation – death of the body, right through to the resurrection of the dead at the second coming of the Christ element – when read at the unitive level, tells not the story of birth, life, death and the bardo states in-between; rather, it is the literal story of me and you, it tracks the arc of our lives.

For me, eschatology at its most immediate, at its most obvious reads like a detailed testament of how I have personally advanced and matriculated from one field of understanding to another throughout my whole life. It was my personal methodology of dying to old ideas, old selves, old lives, and being born again into new potentials; reuniting with the Christ force at the centre of the human mandala, our ground of being.

Eschatology revealed to me the house with its many mansions; it gave me access to the other 99 rooms and a doorway out of the house.

Most people never question their one-room-reality.

It is real to them. It’s all there is, no questions asked.

But, just because most people are unaware of the other 99 rooms, that doesn’t mean they are not there, it certainly doesn’t mean they don’t exist, any more that a forest doesn’t exist, just because an ant crawling up the bark of a giant oak is not immediately aware of it.

Eschatology promises us that everything exists. It is just waiting to be discovered, it is just waiting to be revealed.

Potential is always and already here, it is our divine backboard, the Source of everything.

The kingdom is real, it has always been real and it always will be. It is waiting to be occupied; by you, by me, by anyone who can traverse the landscape between here and there.

If we fall into the trap of looking at eschatology too literally, we miss the truth, which is hidden in plain sight, and we fail to discover the arcana that is undeniably right in front of us, hidden from eyes that only see through the conditioned or obscured lens.

I have lived, I have died, and I have experienced the bardo, the purgatory-state between lives, on so many occasions within this one life arc, that I have lost count.

Understanding the unitive interpretation of eschatology will give rise to the growth of consciousness; it will reveal the diamonds of human evolvement that lie right below our feet.

Fundamental eschatology tells us that the Christ figure will return again, and humanity will be saved.

Unitive Eschatology suggests that the second coming is experientially individual. The Christ of scripture is not the divine redeemer Jesus who will return to save us, rather It represents in parable the resurrection, or the return of human consciousness.

It is consciousness – where human nature and God nature exist together in one body – that will save humanity.

From this perspective, the second coming is quietly developing in countless people every minute of every hour of every day somewhere in the world. When people act courageously or selflessly their consciousness ascends, and their awareness expands.

Sometimes consciousness blossoms all at once, fully matured, after a spiritual epiphany or a Kundalini awakening, or a moment of divine clarity, or even after a crisis.

More often I have found it occurs slowly, and over time, by piecemeal.

The phrase expanded consciousness can sound pretentious, I know. A pithy, new-age aphorism banded around by spiritual pilgrims without qualification or explanation.

But consciousness can qualify itself easily enough if we demystify it.

First of all it helps to understand that consciousness is all there is. It is the constant. It is the holy grail of scripture, the treasure that every man is secretly searching for. An infinite jewel-studded net that connects and holds everything in the universe together. Except that, searching will not reveal it. Consciousness (the holy contentment) is not something we aim for. It does not exist in a destination that we can head towards. Rather, it is the quality that we reveal, by dissociating ourselves from (or removing) all the things that hold us back or obscure our view.

Consciousness permeates and nurtures and nourishes every animate and inanimate object and subject in the universe. It is All. Consciousness is always and ever there. Our clear view of it is obscured by our conditioned habits and beliefs. These blocks are what the Christians call the seven deadly sins, or the hindrances of Buddhism. If the doors of perception were cleaned (to paraphrase Huxley) we would see reality (or consciousness) in all of its splendid glory.

Once we acknowledge that consciousness is the constant, only temporarily hidden from view, we can start working on revealing it, bit by bit.

To understand something today that was an enigma yesterday is an expansion of (your perspective of) consciousness.

To reveal a single new truth is an act of expanded awareness.

If I buy an old house and discover after the purchase that it has a hidden basement room or a secret garden this, in the simplest terms possible, is an expansion of consciousness.

Before I bought the house I was not conscious of the basement room or the garden.

After buying the house, I became conscious of it.

The basement and garden were always there, it was only conscious-knowing that was lacking.

Eschatology, lest we forget, is the revelation of what is already there, but hidden from the eye.

Like the sun, concealed behind clouds, Reality is hidden by obscuration, or what the Buddha called the obscured view.

We illuminate what is concealed by widening our span of conscious awareness, thus giving us a clear (or progressively clearer) view.

In analogy: the world could be likened to an inky-black storehouse full of treasure. The bounty remains hidden and unclaimed, until we turn on the light to reveal and claim what was always there, what was always ours.

This, in esoteric parlance, is called enlightenment – we are cleaning away dark-ignorance with the light of expanded understanding.

This is how we evolve as soul-saturated human beings.

Those who are spiritually asleep are blind to this reassure-trove-inheritance.

Those who are awake, see the treasure, claim it, and then do their best to help others awaken from their slumbering, so that they too can enjoy the view.

The opening of doors to new rooms can be as literal as discovering a basement in the house you purchased. It also means that we can expand our awareness of what is possible in the world, leave our scarcity behind, and access the opportunities that are available to us all.

I have done this many times. I closed the factory door when I was 28 years old. I opened the doors to business, and art and higher education. I have opened lucrative doors all over the world, and entered rooms that I did not know existed until I expanded my eye.

Eschatology ultimately promotes metaphysical expansion.

Stepping outside of the manifest world, we are gifted access to the mysteries, the miracles that consciousness reveals: the Siddhas, synchronicity, serendipity, shared fields of consciousness, the divine covenant (a direct personal partnership with our Source), the Akashic library or the noosphere (unbounded and intuitive knowledge), the divine sword (spiritual discernment) and the entry to pre-existent freedom.

At this level, accessing the other 99 rooms implies exploring the full human potential, in the hidden doorways of the body, the mind and their projections in the material world. It also promises the potential of getting out of the house completely; the immaterial soul entering and leaving the material body-house at will, and exploring other densities, different worlds.

Much more on all of this later.

(In concept) consciousness – realised eschatology – is so easily and readily available it is almost insulting.

People study their whole lives, they devour every bible and pore over the exegesis written by Sufi, shaman and priest alike looking for the answer to the hard question of consciousness, but it is not so complicated, it really isn’t. It is simplistically and immediately available to those who have the courage and insight to go straight to it, and see with their heart instead their eyes.

Yaqeen (meaning certainty and recognised as one of the 99 names of Allah) says that the Truth is undeniably right in front of us.

I proved this certainty for myself, many years ago, as a burgeoning but insecure student of the fighting arts searching for martial efficacy. Rather than go around the houses, looking for truth in a place where the truth did not exist (a befuddled martial arts community that was mired in denial and obscuration), I went straight to the source. I discovered the secret to physical self-defence by placing myself in a mortally-threatening environment, one that tolerated nothing but the truth. Either your techniques worked on this unforgiving, pavement arena, or you went to the A&E at your local hospital, or worse. In this place, theory, dogma, intellect and martial-hierarchy meant nothing at all. Either you had the truth, or you got a beating.

Encouraged and empowered by this undeniable certainty, this experiential reference point, I did the same on-the-coalface acid-test with consciousness. I didn’t take anyone else’s word for anything. I knew from experience that theory and scripture and lore and science would not help. In fact the opposite was true; they proved a hindrance and created a confusing logjam of unearned beliefs, each vying for a platform. So again I went straight to the source, and I found out for myself. I placed myself again in challenging situations, I gave myself experiences that encouraged, nay forced my awareness to expand.

You might be surprised to learn that it was not the large ostentations and the grand life experiences – challenging my conditioning (the mores), fighting against institutionalised perceptions, embracing fear – that widened my perspective the most. My consciousness was expanded exponentially through the small hardly recognised acts of loving kindness, those selfless actions that people casually dismiss in pursuit of complication and secrets.

To enact or simply witness a selfless act can be enough to turn on the light and reveal consciousness at its most expanded, at its most unconditional.

When the pupil of your inner eye is dilated, you do not doubt eschatological potential, because in that one moment you witness heavenly glory.

I once experienced pure expanded consciousness, a moment of divine love, when I witnessed a homeless man hunting for food in a concrete rubbish bin in Leicester Square, London. This was an absolute light-bulb moment for me. It was instant testament to truths that I did not even know existed before. As I watched him rummage silently and hardly noticed through the rubbish, surrounded on all sides by myriad restaurants and eateries and cafés, I felt such a spontaneous and overwhelming compassion for him, that I abandoned my seat (and my wife), outside a restaurant, and ran over to him.

“Are you hungry?” I asked.

He nodded that he was hungry, but didn’t speak.

There was such a vacuum created by his silence that it overwhelmed me. I urgently wanted to take off my shoes and offer them to him.

I remember losing myself. It was such an immersive experience that I – Geoff Thompson the personality – was no longer there. There was just this beatific, hungry man, and my absolute desire to feed him.

I became aware afterwards, too, that I was no longer feeding a rough-sleeper in a busy London square, I was directly accessing something raw and profound, something divine, perhaps I was feeding consciousness itself. I am still not entirely sure if he was a divine visitor (more on this in the appropriate chapter) or if I was simply accessing consciousness through him; either way I felt the presence of God.

I gave him my pizza.

He accepted, in mute gratitude, he left a silence in the air that still affects me to this day.

I have to tell you, I categorically knew at this point that it was not me serving this man. I was the one being served. I was the one being honoured when he accepted my gift, and took the food from my hand.

It was him feeding me, and not the other way around.

I offered him finite physical sustenance, he reciprocated with the infinite: divine manna.

When I sat back down with my wife, I don’t think either of us realised the full extent of her words when she said, “Geoff; it will never get bigger than that.”

Mine was an impulsive act of love for a stranger. Through the stranger I was shown that there are many manifestations in the world, but there is only one consciousness, and it works through them all.

Who would have thought; the world is looking to buy their entry to paradise with public displays of charity, and large announced donations to this cause or that, and I felt the full force of Grace, I entered the garden with one tiny slice of pizza.

It does not get bigger than this – my wife was right.

On another occasion, outside St. James’s Church in Piccadilly, London, on my way to a meeting, I stopped to chat with a young girl – also a rough-sleeper. She was a bag-of-bones teenager, cocooned beneath a filthy quilt, holding a stained and bent paper coffee cup, begging for change. It was December, and she was blue-cold. I felt the ever-so-familiar and yet completely disproportionate overwhelm of love and compassion for her; it swept through my bones. Spontaneously, I offered her my gloves. Her fingers were so stiff with the cold that she was unable to put them on herself. I took each hand in turn, and one by one I gloved her hands. As I peeled the wool over her fingers, I talked to her, and as I talked to her I looked into her eyes. When I’d finally secured the gloves, she smiled at me beatifically. Bang! And there it was: full on, full-fat consciousness. An expansion of who I was. A connection to an infinite something that I cannot adequately articulate. Then, I experienced the most startling and emotionally shattering vision; this sweet kid was no longer an anonymous rough-sleeper on a Piccadilly pavement, she was my own child, literally. In fact, she was each one of my own three daughters. I could see all of them in her face; each of my girls was looking at me through her eyes. She was also my son. She was all of my children, wrapped up in one dirty army coat. I was suddenly swept by a sickening realisation, a dread: how am I ever going to be able to leave this kid, and go to my stupid, stupid meeting.

That’s how it felt.

That’s how everything felt in comparison to the suffering of this one kid; stupid and meaningless. I wanted to gather her up, this child, I wanted to gather her in my arms and take her home with me and watch over her.

I stood for an age, looking at her, holding her hand. How could I possible leave my own child, sleeping rough on a London street to go to a meeting?

Through the eyes of love I was being given a glimpse of consciousness, Reality. I was gifted a momentary peep into the connected universe. Again there was no sense of self there. Geoff Thompson was no longer in the room, just this frail child and an expanded awareness of her, and through her a connection to everyone, everything. This young girl was my own blood, she was my own child, my family – and I could see that this was so with every sentient being, they were all my family, and I theirs. I found it almost impossible to leave her and go to work. I felt emotionally glued to the pavement.

These experiences of entering consciousness are not relegated to just human encounters; I have entered through nature, through animals. I once sat in Leicester Square, London, after a gruelling day of mentoring and entered consciousness simply by looking at the evening sun as it rose in the sky. I was mesmerised by this glowing orange orb that I realised was not the sun. The sun was not the sun. It was not separate. It was a part of me, and me a part of it. It was as though I was witnessing a glowing ball of living sustenance that resided in my own mind. It was a familial energy that filled me with a powerful contentment.

On another occasion I experienced consciousness through a bird, a sparrow, or perhaps it would be more accurate to say that I experienced myself in the bird and as the bird. The connection was made, again, when I observed the bird through concentrated attention, through love. I’ll try and explain how it occurred, and maybe in the process of elucidation, I will be able to make the experience clearer, to you and to me.

We have sparrows nesting in our roof space, at my home in Coventry. One of my favourite pastimes is to watch them as they develop from chicks in the nest, right through to fledglings, learning to use their wings and negotiate the world in my back garden. I have a fully equipped gym at the back of my house, and on this particular day I was training in there, with the door open. It was summer; the room was stifling so I let in some fresh air. As I was training I suddenly heard a bang on the gym window, then a wild flutter of wings followed by stark silence. I looked across to the source of the noise, and realised that one of the baby sparrows had accidentally flown in through the open door, hit the window (presumably thinking that the clear glass was an open exit back into the garden), stunned itself, and then fell to the floor at the back of my dumbbell rack. When I picked the panicking bird up and felt its life-beat throbbing in my palm, I felt an instant love for this creature; I experienced a familiarity and devotional care beyond rational reasoning. I cradled it gently and carefully out into the garden and sat it down on a safe patch of leaves, close to the bird feeders we had installed in the corner of the garden. I watched over the bird from a distance, until it eventually found its equilibrium, and took to the air again.

It was the next day that my experience proper occurred.

I was sitting in the same spot, watching the same family of sparrows flying back and forward from our house-roof to the garden fence, then to the birdhouse that we had stacked with food. My attention was on them completely, and I disappeared into the moment. Gradually – it literally crept up on me – I became aware that I was no longer watching the birds fly, I was flying with them. I was one of them. I was in the air, I could feel the thrill of flight and the freedom of the wide-open sky; I experienced what it felt like to be a bird, learning to fly. I could feel the very real excitement of actually being alive in the world, and I felt an awareness of the other beings, the ones that fed the birds (us). The experience felt so normal, so usual and natural that it was not until later when I was back in the house that I understood what had occurred. I said to my wife Sharon, I was a bird today. I felt what it was like, learning to fly.

She smiled, she seemed to understand.

The connectivity in all of these experiences is an obvious truth. I am sure that at some level we all know it, but perhaps not consciously.

I think I understood why.

Revelation-by-piecemeal is for our own protection. If we were made immediately and instantly aware of our universal connectivity; if we saw all at once that everything-is-everything, and that even when a bird lands in a tree, the whole world changes. If we were shown this all at once, the whole plan, we would blow like a 100-watt light bulb submitted to a 1,000-watt charge.

Even encounters like this, a liaison with unconditional love – and love definitely was the entry point for me – is enough to convert anyone to a lifetime of service.

A philanthropist I knew dedicated his whole existence to selfless service, and it was all triggered by one single experience. He was driving through a toll-gate one evening on his way home from the office, a couple of days before Christmas. Feeling the spirit of the season, he offered the young girl behind the kiosk-glass a $20 tip. She was so overwhelmed by his spontaneous act of kindness that she burst into tears of gratitude. Her state of complete emotional abandon so moved him, that he made philanthropy the purpose not only of his business, but of his entire life. He had no idea that something as simple as a $20 bill could create such joy.

But of course, it was not the money that opened the doors to Love, it was the unconditional intent behind the gift that greased the bolts.

We access love with love.

Love is both the gift and the reward.

We exchange Love for Love, we exchange God for God.

This is why, at the highest level, service is its own reward.

My philanthropic friend recognised this, and said that all he wanted to do after that night was replicate the feeling again and again. He intended to live perpetually in the bliss he felt on that night.

By listening to his intuition, and not his business-brain, he didn’t just open a door to a new reality; in one fell swoop he experienced the full and complete force of consciousness.

To experience Love at the unconditional level is not just to expand consciousness, it is to become unified with consciousness.

To challenge and abandon an old belief, and all its associations, to open yourself up to the possibility of a new truth, even and perhaps especially if it radically opposes or grossly offends your old belief, is to open a new door in the house of 100 rooms.

Entering even one new room creates a paradigm shift, and I’ll tell you why.

If you believe that your reality is the only reality, and you are able to disprove that belief by opening the door to a new space, it begs a life-changing question: how many more rooms that I am currently unaware of might there be in this house?

What am I saying?

I am reiterating and underlining that everything already exists. It is already there. It is hidden behind veils of obscuration. And love, unconditional selfless service, will pierce the veils and reveal light; over time, with work it can remove those veils completely, and place you eternally in the light.

These obscurations are myriad and varied.

They may be emotional or cognitive – our conditioned beliefs and perceptions – they may be habitual – if we always do what we’ve always done, we will always get what we always got. It might be karmic obscuration – negative actions block our view like clouds covering the sun; it could be caused by the infringement of the vows we make and fail to keep. A broken promise is like mud smeared on a glass window, you can’t see out, you can’t see in. These include our vows to abandon all negative actions that harm others, our promise to practise all types of virtue that will benefit others and the commitment we make to tame the unruly mind, so that we can use it to cleanse our obfuscations.

I’ll look at this in more detail, in the relative chapters. It is enough to say at this juncture, that realising eschatology involves work.

The path to enlightenment is there, it is just below the muck-and-grime, but it needs to be cleaned before it can be revealed.

As I have said more than once, life, death and purgatory are not just represented by the initiations and punctuations of a human life cycle.

They are just as evident in the hundreds of small deaths we experience every day of our lives, the myriad unnoticed and unannounced births, and the purgatorial bardo that we all experience when we are in those between states – an hour of trembling terror, a day of severe doubt, or a year of debilitating depression.

Every time we challenge an old belief, every time we replace or upgrade or deny a tired perception, each time we very bravely dismantle a redundant cognition to make room for the new (because the new wine will split the old wineskins) we experience death, purgatory, and resurrection.

Birth of a new idea kills and replaces an old truth.

When we die to an old truth, a new truth is born.

In-between these two truths (or worlds), we experience the intermediary state, a processing period where the old recedes and the new emerges.

A practical example from my own life: when I first left the factory job to become a full-time, self-employed martial arts instructor, a million years ago, a death had to occur. The death of the old me, the factory worker, the decease of the perception that factory work was all I was good for, manual work was all I could do or that menial work was my lot and I should be grateful for it.

After I left the factory I entered an intermediate state.

I can still vividly remember it, that middle place. I experienced many confusing and oxymoronic emotions. I felt stuck somewhere between the heaven of the new and the hell of the old.

Heaven was knowing that I had escaped. I might never have to work for a menial wage and in dirty conditions again. I could leave behind servile employment, under the cosh of prison-guard foremen, on the carpet of lofty factory managers.

In the factory there was fear. No doubt. We were all quietly afraid, though it was rarely conscious, and it was never acknowledged or spoken about openly. We were scared because of the constant and implicit threat of dismissal; it was held over our heads like the sword of Damocles.

It may have been unspoken, but the threat was as shrill as the hundred lathes that dressed the factory floor. If we did not slavishly conform to the mores and the norms and the expectations of our working class culture we would be out on our ear.

A terrifying concept.

I’ve seen grown men have nervous breakdowns when merely threatened with the sack from one of these factories. I have known men kill themselves when the job they hated was taken from them and replaced with a place-of-shame in the dole queue.

No job meant no food on the table; no rent money. To the reactive reptilian brain, being sacked was the contemporary equivalent of being kicked out of the tribe, and that spoke of death.

Heaven was being free not just from the working wage, but free also from the prevailing culture of class belief that goes with menial employment and all of its associations.

Hell was simple enough. Retreating back to the comfort of the old; it may have been the devil I hated, but at least it was the devil I knew. Sometimes, even to this day, I still have nightmares about being back on the factory floor, corralled by the bars and doors of those limiting perceptions.

In that first year of freedom I fluctuated between the old and the new. I oscillated between inspiration and desperation. The inspiration of having expanded into self-employment and the despairing fear of not being able to make my new reality a constant, and shrinking back into the inferno I’d just climbed out of.

It took me three attempts before I was finally able to maintain my new density as a self-employed martial arts teacher. Twice I found myself slipping back into the comfort of employed work, where the wage was guaranteed and the promise of a pension at 65 (or 70 or 75 who knows these days) kept your nose to a lifetime of grindstone.

When I finally decided that I would not go back to my old life, I chose the new and I secured my new expanded life.

That opportunity was always there. I just didn’t know it before. Or if I did know, I either felt unworthy of it, or I simply did not know how to claim it.

In accessing this new freedom for myself, by proving the possibility, my success acted as a bridge for others, those who would follow, the people that might want to evolve like me, out of their current reality.

Similarly, I have a very close friend who is going through a marriage breakdown at the moment. She recognised that her relationship was dysfunctional and after many years of trying to fix it and failing, she made the strong decision to separate and seek divorce.

She realised that the part of her that’d held on and held on was needy and insecure. She didn’t think she was worthy of a happy relationship. She feared that if she left this relationship – as dysfunctional as it was – she might never find another partner. Her scarcity-mentality was insisting that any partner is better than no partner. But her heart was crying out the truth: if there is no love, there can be no life. The needy self had to die (or transcend) in order for her to matriculate and exist outside of an unhappy marriage. The new part of her, the self that had emerged from a courageous place, the inspired self that ended the relationship, knew that she was worth more than this uneven marriage was offering her.

It was accessing this courage, an expanded awareness of her authentic self, that enabled her to leave.

After she left, in the intermediary place, that painful post-relationship bardo, she oscillated between the heaven of being free to explore new worlds with new perspectives and possibly new partners, and the hell of wanting to climb back into the cadaver of her dead marriage. She flittered between moments of high elation, anticipating what her new life might hold for her, and periods of sheer terror where she would ring her ex or text him, usually when she was emotional (or drunk), to reprimand him for not trying hard enough, or to try and rekindle embers of their relationship (that she knew) had already been extinguished.

Like a discarnate spirit, she was trying to re-enter the corpse of her old life, knowing already that this parrot is dead.

When she finally, consciously, painfully acknowledged the decease of her marriage with absolute certainty, she was able to move forward as the new self into her new life, without looking back.

This is an important and sensitive process.

I have known people spend whole lifetimes ballooning in the netherworld between one perception and another, this self and that self, unable to go back to an old life but equally unable to move forward to the new.

This limbo is painful but not uncommon.

I had one very young friend whose husband died tragically; his passing was as sudden as it was unexpected. Some 20 years later she is still in purgatory, not dead to the world, but not really living in it either.

She just exists.

She exists in a desert-land of mourning, pining over the old, so much so that she is unable to even contemplate anything new.

For those that see the dichotomy and let go of the old, a new self in a brand new world is born and the next incarnation with all of its many exciting opportunities and choices opens up to them.

In eschatological terms, consciously dying to the old and being resurrected into the new represents the expansion of consciousness.

If eschatology is the belief that potential already exists, just waiting to be revealed by an expanded eye, then consciousness is simply the birth of this awareness.

In the esoteric this is known as waking up.

Enlightenment (which is possible for all beings), in metaphorical and metaphysical terms, is the second coming, or the resurrection into Christ.

The first coming of Christ was when the prophet known as Jesus appeared in the world some two thousand years ago; he worked his miracles, he overcame his passions, he was crucified, suffered death, was buried, and then experienced resurrection as the Christ (when human nature and God nature reside as one body). He left his prophecy of potential: whoever believes in me will do the same works as I have done, and even greater works, because I am with the Father (John 14:12).

And he does come again, but not as a human personality, rather he returns as consciousness, a fully realised awareness of our birthright.

He comes again as the bridge, which leads us from ignorance to light.

We too do the greatest service to our own children, to our friends and to our fellow creatures when we court the improbable or achieve the impossible, when we escape the confines of class or religion or culture and leave our proof as a bridge for them to cross, in pursuit of their own emancipation.

After I left the factory, lots of friends followed my example. A plethora of people who had only heard about or read of my pilgrimage abandoned the old way and set out on their own odyssey.

Post Watch My Back (my first published book), people who previously thought writing an unlikely, even impossible, employ wrote and published their own stories.

We all create a living bridge to potential every time we bravely discover a new room.

There are many heated, theological discussions about whether or not Jesus was the son of God. They have been going on now for 1,700 years and no one seems to be able to agree whether he was or not. But if consciousness is our Source, then it should go without saying that we are all the sons and daughters of God. And when we merge with our Source we actually become the Source, we all become as one with God.

I had a moment of clarity in meditation once, where this was shown me in literal terms. I was lying in bed, meditating, and a state of Oneness gradually, quietly, subtly washed over me. I knew in an ordinary instant (and it did feel absolutely ordinary) that I was consciousness (or God). I was not a part of consciousness, or an element of consciousness, or a representation of consciousness, or in the likeness of consciousness; I was consciousness. All of it. I looked at my wife lying next to me in bed, asleep, and I realised that she was consciousness too. She was all of it.

We are all a fragment of consciousness, whilst at the same time, we are all of consciousness.

People get so embroiled in the exegeses of scripture that they often miss the message: Jesus, to me, represents the first proof of the Christ potential in all of us.

He is the bridge.

Potential is possible.

He suffered and died at the hands of the ignorant – who greatly feared any threat to the status quo – in order to leave us this proof.

One man’s proof acts as another man’s bridge.

It offers a crossing point from dark to light, from ignorance into knowing.

Subsequently, our potential to “do the same works… and even greater works than these” has been vouchsafed for us, because one exemplary man sacrificed himself, in order to be the proof. Two thousand years later, his words are still speaking to us, they are still encouraging us, not just to intellectually accept what has been shown, but to put the prophecy to work, and be the living proof.

When Arjuna Pandava, the Prince of the world (in Vedanta), alights on the battlefield to win back his stolen kingdom (consciousness) from his corrupt cousins (false perceptions/the ego), he falls into fear and dissonance. The moment he enters the theatre of war, he loses his courage. His charioteer, Lord Krishna (the Godhead/consciousness), delivers a spiritual discourse (known as the Gita – magic sound) to realign the young prince back to his purpose: whatever actions a great man performs, he tells Arjuna, common men follow. And whatever standards he sets by exemplary acts, the whole world pursues.

Those who live exemplary lives act as evidence, a testimony, a living bridge for those who follow.

That is what my whole life is, this is what it has been about. Hear the proof. Be the proof. Live the proof. Offer the proof to others, those who make room for it.

I know that all things are possible because I have experiential proof of it.

Experience places you in ownership of certainty. It is autonomous. It is not affected by slight or opinion. It needs no external validation. The return of Christ-consciousness tells us that if one impossible thing is achieved, then all impossible things must, by proxy, also be achievable.

Consciousness then just becomes a matter of degree.

If your reality is one room in a house of 100 rooms, consciousness is just a process of: 1) becoming aware that there are another 99 rooms to explore, and 2) developing a strategy, a methodology for opening the other doors.

Once you have proven that at least one other reality exists other than your own – me leaving factory life, and becoming a professional martial arts teacher at the age of 32 is an example – the reality of the other 99 automatically becomes at least a possibility.

For me, it was a small step from proving this one new room, to opening myriad other doors, and eventually realising my lifelong dream of becoming a published author. Believe me, before I left my job in the factory, the idea of (someone like) me ever writing and having a book in print did not exist in the realms of the possible. When I challenged this old belief, when I did the rigour and found it tenuous and groundless, when I removed all the objections and perceptions, the obscurations that stood between subject and object – myself and published works – subject and object became one.

My first book was published.

The old I – the one who believed this to be impossible – died, and Geoff Thompson the published author was born.

The intermediary state after publishing that first book was again a wobbly balance between the heaven of crystallising and capitalising on my new certainty, my new belief or density, and the hell of falling back into my former realm.

Whilst it is evidently possible to expand our perspective of consciousness, it is also possible to shrink it, if we allow fear or doubt or confusion to enter the heart-space. My beautiful brother lost his life to teach me this lesson. He died violently at the tender age of 42, because he listened to fear. He fell into depression and addiction, and as a consequence his reality shrank from a place of literary ambition (he was a gifted writer) to a wooden stool in a small kitchen in a shitty tower block in a deprived area of Coventry. He rarely left that room for the last 18 months of his life, he was too afraid. He lived and died, my brother, on a daily diet of strong Russian vodka, cheap red wine and unadulterated fear.

In the bardo state, we have the choice: we can make our expansion permanent, or we can fall back into our smaller perception.

This newborn self, inspired by my achievement, could see a bright future as a professional writer. The habitual remnant of the old me, however, the ghost of my past beliefs, believed that the book deal I’d secured was a fluke, a one-off: you’ve had a lucky break, it insisted unkindly, but don’t start getting above yourself.

Other associates, friends from my factory identity, reflected this inner doubt. I was told many times that no one would be interested in the first book, let alone a sequel, and that I should stop getting above my station.

I was assailed by the voices of fear and warned to stop thinking you’re something special and stick to what you know.

But no amount of negative whisperings could deny my new certainty; I knew I was positive that if one published book is possible that means ten published books are possible.

If I can write a book, I can write a film. If I can write a film, I can write ten films; I can win acclaim. I can expand into as many rooms as I am curious enough to explore. If I can muster the courage I might get out of the house altogether.

You can see how consciousness can exponentially grow if you just take the first step, if you can reveal one seemingly impossible thing.

When I was younger I always believed that I had to create new things. I created employment. I created wealth, the earnings from my employment. I had to go out and create happiness or relationships. I had to work relentlessly to earn and deserve the finer things in life.

As I expanded my awareness I came to a broader understanding of this process. Now I could see that everything I wanted, every desire I could imagine (material or otherwise) was already available, I was just unaware of it before.

In the world of us-and-them, of rich and poor, the privileged and the deprived and the growing divide between them, there is a debilitating belief in separation. But separation, I have noticed, is not real, it is illusory. There is no separation between anything, other than the projected gap caused by perception or belief.

Belief is so powerful that when it intercourses with our God-given imagination it erects invisible walls in and around us. These self-erected barriers create the illusion of separation. When we try to close the apparent divide by forcing the external world to change or comply, we are doomed to failure because we are trying to fix the illness at the level of the symptom; we are trying to clean the blemish on the camera-lens by wiping the photograph on to which it has been exposed.

The symptom is not the disease, only a projected indicator that an illness exists.

The blemish is not on the photo, it is on the surface of the camera lens.

If all the lights suddenly go off in your house, it would be folly to try and fix the problem bulb by bulb, socket by socket. The problem does not exist at the level of the bulb or socket, it exists in a central place, the fuse box. Locate the box, identify the specific fuse that has blown, replace the faulty part and suddenly every light and every socket in the house is miraculously fixed at the same time.


The World Territory

When people tell me that they want to fix the world, I always find myself thinking, which world?

Just in our dimension alone there are seven and a half billion people, each with their own very personal, very individual world.

Are we to visit them all, fixing each projection one by one?

There is only one world that we can fix, one view that is obscured, one job on our corporeal worksheet and that is to fix the world of us.

And that is a big job, right there, a large job, weighty.

You tilt a lance at windmills, when you labour to fix the world of men, without first fixing the world of you.

Personalities and perceptions are powerful.

Perceptions and personalities are the hands that sculpt the clay of our world.

Un-policed they can create ugly and indiscriminate worlds.

Aligned and righteous, they can reveal a heaven on earth.

At one end of the perception-spectrum you might have the warring, fascist world of a Hitler, and at the other end the loving peaceful view of a Mahatma.

The state of each world depends entirely on the state of each individual belief.

The Buddha tells us in his teachings that there are no problems in the world.

The only problem is believing that there is a problem.

There is not a problem, he insists, but there is a clear view.

I don’t see the world as being something we need to fix.

The world does not need fixing. It is perfect as it is.

If there are imperfections in the world, they are our imperfections, the faults we project on to it with our skewed beliefs.

The world as I see it does not need fixing, because it is not a fixed place.

It is a touch-sensitive, living, breathing, malleable, self-levelling, self-healing, shape-shifting multidimensional extension of you, the Real you, the authentic Self.

Therefore, in real terms, it is not a planet that needs to be saved. In fact, when you become fully aware, you realise that the world is no longer even there. It doesn’t exist. All that exists is vast awareness, consciousness (or God).

Heaven and hell might be real phenomena, but when we are in God, all phenomena disappear.

It is not a world that needs to be survived or preserved.

Rather it is a projected territory with its own rules and regulations; it has its own natural laws, chief amongst which is the law of causation.

We use this world-school as a teaching station for the ever-evolving soul, a living whetstone for the sharpening of the virtues, on which the Self relies, to connect it to Grace.

This non-reality-world is a reciprocal habitat.

It is a correlative territory that we are called not to change, but to test ourselves in. And the testing will last as long as it takes – one lifetime, one million lifetimes – until, through that testing, we vibrate at the same level as consciousness. At the density of consciousness, as I said, we become consciousness, at which point we graduate from this world-school. To all intents and purposes, the world as we know it is no longer relevant, certainly not for us, any more than primary school is relevant to a professor at university.

Unless of course we are invited to stay around and become a teacher to those who are still on their journey.

Beyond this earth-school, I intuit that there are countless other such worlds or densities where the schooling of the soul continues at a finer level, and in a similar manner, but perhaps without this particular kind of physical body-vehicle.

While we are here the earth gives us our physical body, and it proffers us food and board.

The planet feeds us, it waters us, and it offers transportation across its chameleonic terrain, and it proffers a place to rest and sleep on our journey. If we are able to fathom and work and respect its laws, it is at once a generous benefactor and a courteous host.

Every delight can be created on our journey through this bounteous realm, but the ultimate aim is not to stay here or to fix here, rather it is to transcend here. It is not a place to settle in; it is a terrain where we work to improve the Self, and through individual refinement navigate our way to a place of higher learning.

This delightful holographic-earth is not the end destination in itself, it is a bardo that we have to pass through and pass-out from, in order to matriculate into the next station.

There are lots of learning stations, within this world and beyond this world, but it appears that we are all ultimately heading for the same place.

According to every bible since the dawn of time, this place is an indescribable nirvana called Home or the Omega Point.

We are all heading Home.

If we do not respect the laws of this reality, the very same bounty can become a seductive honeytrap, and our kindly benefactor a devilish jailer, who imprisons the ignorant in the jail of dualistic materialism.

He is both. She is either or neither.

The character that this reality takes is ultimately determined by the character we project on to it.

As I have said somewhere else, we are the potters at the wheel of life, our hands the servants of myriad perceptions, and we sculpt the clay of our world into the shape of our strongest beliefs.

Travelling through our life cycle, from birth to death, we accumulate karma; the credits accumulated from our selflessness, and the debts we carry for all of our unkind and selfish actions. At the end of our allotted lifespan, there will be a tally, a divvying up. The white pebbles of our kind actions are weighed against the black pebbles of our unkindness. If the black outweigh the white, we remain in debt to the territory of the world, we are reborn into it for a further life cycle, where we get the chance to learn from our mistakes, repay our debts by means of atonement, and acts of loving kindness.

Whatever remains unpaid in this life, will be carried forward to the next, and the next, ad infinitum.

We can remember and employ the growing wisdom earned from previous incarnations, to shape our next sojourn, so that in each proceeding life cycle the Self and the life the Self lives will be an improvement on the last.

If we were able to do this, if we could do the work and clean, eventually eschew, our dualistic, contradictory perceptions, and instead place our hands in the service of the Original Perception, our Source, we would sculpt this clay-world into a beatific utopia, our Self would receive the purest refinement possible within the confines of this earthly classroom, and passage through it to our Omega Point would be as instant as it would be painless.

The moment we find ourselves at the top of this class, we will be automatically delivered and enrolled into the bottom of a higher class, for further refinement.

In my martial arts years, I made sure that I was always at the bottom of someone else’s class. If I was not at the bottom of someone else’s class, how was I ever going to prove or improve myself?

The best way to elevate to the bottom of the next class up is to reach the top of the class you are currently in.

The way to do that is simple in principle, but will demand a complete paradigm shift. You will have to live a life wholly dedicated to loving kindness. To do this we must empty out of us all the revenge, all the anger, and allow Love or Consciousness to come in (which is perfect peace).

More on this process in the coming chapters.

So… we begin each new life cycle at the level we finished in the last.

Just like a conventional school, the work we do and the grades we earn will determine the level we start at when (or if) we enter university. And the grades we earn at university will predict the level of employment we will be offered when we matriculate into the world of work.

What we think, what we say and what we do today in the world is determined by the perceptions we action. The effects of our volition today will wholly determine the level we re-enter the world at when we wake up tomorrow morning.

This is the reason why the Buddha encouraged people to avoid soothsayers and clairvoyants keen to read our future. The future state, he said, is determined only by our present actions.

Reciprocity is the only rule we need to fully comprehend our personal evolvement (or devolvement); it is entirely determined by how wisely we invest in it.

The karmic universe has perfect recall.

Its ledgers and bookkeeping are meticulous.

Nothing is missed, nothing is forgotten, every debt we accrue on our journey through time and space and causation will be recorded and repayment demanded.

Equally, every act of love and kindness will be registered, accounted, and paid back in kind by the master of the scales.

If we want to get through the territory without having to fall back into the cycle of Samsara (karmic-existence) all we have to do is remember this lesson, and only ever deal in love.

Love is the panacea.

Love cures all ills.

Love wipes clean all of our debts.

Love can get us through the bardo of the world refined, and therefore closer to Home in one lifespan if we make love our only employ.

This is not something I think, this is not something I believe, it is something I know.

When you have made as many mistakes as I have, when you have been cruel, and unkind, when you have lived as a greedy and covetous criminal, indulging every vice in your lust for power, when you have lived the life of an ill-angel, and then suffered the pain of reciprocity as debtors turned up on your doorstep like bulky-bailiffs looking for repayment, believe me you do not doubt karma, you do not second-guess reciprocity.

When you open your eyes.

When you wake up to eschatology…

When consciousness is second-coming and you see that your crimes wound not only yourself, not only those closest to you – your family, your friends, those you love – but also the whole of humanity, when you truly fathom this you become steeped in regret, and you make a personal vow to never dabble in vice again: you court only love, love, love.

When Catherine of Siena had a profound moment of clarity and God spoke directly to her, He told her that the world was in a dire state, and it was all her fault. Everything she thought, everything she said, everything she did, added to the reciprocal mix.

Everything affects everything.

If you drop a pebble into the water, the ripples are received across the whole pool.

If I am even a part of the problem, I am all of the problem. The world I see through these eyes is the world I have personally helped to sculpt with these hands.

If there are seven and a half billion different versions of the world, then my own personal version with all of its war and famine and crime is my fault.

God was telling Catherine to change herself.

He was telling her to be the change in the world that she wanted to see.

When she changed, everything and everyone else in her world would reflect that change.

To do this he asked her to place her principal affection in virtue, rather than penance. If we concentrate all of our attention on virtue, our karmic debts will be paid by proxy.

When you fully understand the Law, you eschew all vice, of course you do; only a fool would touch a naked electrical cable, once he experientially understood the inherent dangers.

The wise deal only in love.

Love is their daily bread, it is their intercession; it is their working capital.

When you see how easy it is to love, and how many opportunities there are every single day to administer the healing potion of love, it makes you want to dash out of the house right now, and start serving people.

Every act of love affects not only you and every one of the trillions of conscious beings that infuse your working cells, it also feeds your family and friends, it sates the stranger in the street – in fact the whole of this spinning cosmos falls into the embrace of anyone that deals in love.

When you experience this first-hand, as I have, all you want to do is exist in a cloud of pure love, and all you want to do is starve your body of vice and clean the doors of perception so that you can become a better vessel for love.

They say that no one gets out of this world alive.

I would respectfully disagree.

Those that sculpt with love enter consciousness, they become eternal, they definitely get out of here alive.

Love is your fast passage to refining and evolving the soul, it is the direct route through this world of suffering.

This is not widely recognised, because of the obscured view – and this obscuration varies in degree from one person to the next.

Our only job then is to recognise that a clear view does exist for everyone; it is our ground of being, the seed of knowing, our birthright.

This clear view is enlightenment, and enlightenment is the knowledge that there is only Love.

Love is the constant.

Love is the backboard to every living thing.

Love is the roof over our heads, it is our means of transportation through the world – Love is our breakfast, it is our dinner, our afternoon tea and our supper.

Love is the Original Cause.

Love is the First Perception.

Enlightenment occurs when consciousness has expanded to its fullest aperture, where object and subject meld into One.

The partial clear view (as we mentioned) is when consciousness awakens us to our true nature. Once we are awake, we work to widen our conscious net so that we can establish ourselves there.

Each time we expand, we experience the same process of death of (the old) the intermediary state (bardo) and promotion into a new area of knowing (rebirth).

If we experience a crisis and fail to transcend it, of course we may regress back to our old state, or even further.

If we are not moving forward, we are moving back.

Post birth or the second coming, the final part of the divine eschatology is known in the bibles as resurrection from the dead.

Christianity assures us that Jesus will return again, and when he does, the dead will be resurrected.

It is tempting to read eschatological doctrine as written and imagine that the personality who lived as Jesus will be born again in the world as a man, bringing with him rapture, great tribulation, the end of the world, the last judgment followed by a new heaven and a new earth.

It reads like the threat of biblical holocaust.

This is the fire and brimstone of 2,000-year-old scriptures, where sinners are dragged from their muddy-hole for a final judgment. It hints of a jealous and spiteful God who will have his vengeance, leaving only those without sin to enjoy the Land of milk and honey.

This is not what I see.

I would argue that it is not the man Jesus who returns, he is merely the model human, who acts as proof of potential for humankind, he is our bridge to possibility. What returns then is not Jesus the personality, rather, what the personhood of Joshua rose to become: Christ. In Christian theology this is known as Communication of the Properties; Christ is not the man Jesus, neither is Christ God (the three are not synonymous), Christ is the communication of the two; the lower human nature and God nature in one body.

If you mix orange concentrate into water, you create a squash or a cordial. You no longer have a glass of plain water, but neither is it a fruit concentrate. You have created something different, a communication between the two properties that shares elements of both.

My own life and my own experience have shown me that if there is a heaven and a hell, it is here, it is now. I know people who this very moment are living in a fire-and-brimstone reality, because of the choices they have made – but perhaps in a more immediate and obvious way.

When my first marriage expired for example, there was an immediate rapture. I left a dysfunctional relationship and felt union with ecstasy, like a man being released from a jail. This was followed by great tribulation. Any kind of divorce, whether it is from a spouse, a business partner, a belief-system or physical life itself (divorced from the body at death), goes through a post-separation limbo, a purgatory where the painful details of our former marriage are processed, and the relationship officially deceased in a court of law. To me and to my ex-wife it did feel like the end of the world; certainly it was the end of the world that she and I had made together. And the dead, those repressed, suppressed, ignored, denied, unprocessed resentments and hurts and ills that we had buried below the soil of ignorance, under the gravestone Freudian defence mechanisms, they were resurrected and judged, of course.

After the decree absolute landed on our doorstep and the marriage officially annulled, there was a long period of truth and reconciliation, a time of honest, heart-rending introspection, a judgment but not from a disparate entity called God, but a self-judgment of all the things we did wrong, all the hurts we inflicted on each other and by proxy on our children.

And the heaven-on-earth does not arrive, no peace can be secured until all of those errors are dug up and brought before the court of conscience and atoned. This intermediary period can take weeks or months or years according to our capacity to look with honest eyes at our own life-review.

If we don’t exit a marriage with this meticulous eye of self-scrutiny, we may well join new relationships, we will surely start new lives, but the unpaid debt from the last life remains; it is carried over.

This is law. No one escapes it.

It will not be cleared, unless, in entering new relationships, we consciously recognise our many wrongs, and – as St. Catherine advised – place all of our principal affection in virtue.

Whilst the bibles of antiquity might seem archaic and dogmatic, to the open eye they are tomes full of pragmatic modalities.

There can be no heaven on earth until there has been a last judgment.

There can be no self-refinement, or safe passage through the bardo of this world, until all karmic debt is paid, and love prevails.

After the final judgment (our own judgment in our own time and of our own volition) the dead are resurrected.

The literal meaning of this phrase is the standing up again of the dead: coming back to life again after death.

The old you – the married man, the factory worker, the violent person – is dead.

The new you – providing you have fully processed the old life – the Self resurrected into a heaven on earth.

This process of incarnation and reincarnation is not reserved, as people might imagine, just for the birth and death of the physical body.

We reincarnate many times within a single lifespan, sometimes multiple times within a single day.

According to the Tibetan tradition there is a state of existence between two lives when one’s consciousness is no longer connected to the physical body.

This place is called the bardo (literally, the intermediate state).

This bardo (I have noticed) also exists when the physical body is still alive, and walking the earth. It exists in every absent second or minute or hour, it is there in every pregnant pause, it presents in every departure of consciousness, where we are drawn from the eternal now into the remembered past or fearfully projected from the reality of the moment, into the illusion of an anticipated future.

Every time we leave the divine now, seduced or fear-herded by the disparate sirens of the mind, we enter a bardo of sorts, a purgatory that can last seconds, minutes, or hours; some people remain lost for whole lifetimes in this forest of delusion.

Every time consciousness leaves the body against our will, in wild imagination or idle or fearful reverie, each loss of presence, when we fall into the false personality of ego and engage in anger or greed or lust or judgment and revenge, every time we are seduced or baited or tricked into depression or anxiety, or self-pity, or envy, it can be said that we have taken on a disparate personality, and, at least temporarily, incarnated into a different life. And we will live there for the duration that the vice in question holds us for. Until the fickle mind is untangled and controlled, and steadied, and held in the moment, and consciousness (Self-awareness) is sharpened and established as a constant, and the door to our heart protected, we will continue to be unknowingly invaded by and incarnated into every passing mood we happen to engage.

Engagement with the sirens of passion is a choice.

Be in no doubt, it is a choice.

The obscuration is this: most people are not aware that they have a choice.

They are not even aware that the different and disparate ego-personalities that rise in them, that they unconsciously identify with and engage, are not them.

The gear change between one identity and another is so subtle and so smooth and so habitual, and has occurred so many times and over such long a period of time, that they don’t see it happening, they do not know it is happening. Subsequently they have no defence against the literal invasion of semi-autonomous, body-snatching thought-forms, vices that cross their threshold every day and supper on them.

How can you choose to stop something from happening, if you are not even aware that it is happening in the first place?

Perhaps this book, and others like it, can be a first step in recognition.

It will hopefully enlighten readers to the fact that reality only exists at the level of engagement.

When you identify with a rising thought or belief or perception, when you emotionally engage it, it enters your heart-space and you give it reality.

You.

No one else.

Just you.

It has no reality whatsoever unless you allow it one.

It requires your permission before it can cross the doorway of your heart.

Once across, it will alight in you, it will take command of your fleshy spaceship, and volitionally move you from this place to that, usually locations that do not serve you, that do not serve your life or the souls that share your life. The negative thought-form, once engaged, assaults and debases the very fabric of your reality.

It becomes real through you, and in you and from you.

If you think not, peruse the front pages of our popular tabloids, look at the Twitter feeds, the Facebook posts (yours and others), even a basic inventory of your recent internal monologues will betray a litany of proof that people are not themselves more often than they would like to believe.

We (of course) might argue that we do not give anger, or lust, or judgment, or murderous intent, or pestilence permission to engage and inhabit us, but we do. We always have a choice. We can refuse to allow the base-elements, our lower concepts to enter us. We can certainly train ourselves to understand their attack-ritual, and spot the approach of unkind thoughts, and learn their ways, and develop strategies to block their path, and sharpen our consciousness so that we can thwart their onset or boot them out manually, by force if they are already squatting in our human-house.

Even if our permission is the result of ignorance, or fear or lust or any strong passion that we feel unable to stop, it is still us that is letting them in. Maybe we do this by habit, or perhaps because of social conditioning or dogma, but this body is our holy vehicle, it is the temporal housing for God, it contains precious cargo, and it is our duty to learn its ways and protect it wares.

If you own a bank, and you don’t place doors on the building, if you don’t install locks on the vault, if you fail to invest in the highest spec security, don’t be surprised when robbers walk in off the street and steal your bullion.

Protection is your responsibility.

And believe me, the treasure that is contained inside this human infrastructure is worth more than every bankroll in the world combined.

It is precious.

It demands the greatest protection we can afford it.

To protect it is to first understand it.

That is the first instruction and the prime intention of this book: information.

The second intention must be yours: put the information into practice.

To sum up this chapter: eschatology is the concept that everything already exists – opportunity, infrastructure, money, health, wealth, technology, other worlds, other beings, different realities – they are already there. They will appear to us miraculously as we expand our awareness. And we expand our awareness when we remove our obscurations.

You need proof of this of course.

But you will have to provide that for yourself.

I already have my proof but, as with all true valuables, it is non-transferable.

My truth has my fingerprint on it.

Yours, when you find it, will have a fingerprint too: your own.

All I can proffer you is my own process, a personal exploration of the divine economy, and what I learned there.
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