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For all my children of darkness—my daughters, Mili and Jodie, and my son, Ocean, and my “almost sons” Arran, Rouse, and baby Jaiden. And for Leonard Cohen, poet of the soul, cartographer of the darkworld. I don’t think I could run Darkness Visible without your Ten New Songs!

ROSS HEAVEN

To Gwyn Ei Fyd, a true prince of darkness and advocatus diaboli, to Art O’Murnaghan—the Hibernian Adept—and to Dominic and Jacob, magical children of New Europa.
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And with thanks from us both to all our students who have made their darkness visible. You allowed us to find the statue within the stone.


Yet from those flames no light, but rather darkness visible.

JOHN MILTON, PARADISE LOST
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FOREWORD

Inviting the Darkness In

IN AN AGE in the Western world when there is an almost insatiable yearning for “enlightenment,” what could be more timely than an invitation to reestablish a sacred relationship with darkness? Indeed, it is in the redefinition of darkness that we discover an entryway into a potent transformational experience that can assist us in rethinking the nature of both reality and healing. What might we learn about ourselves and the powers of the “other world” by surrendering to the beauty and opportunity for greater vision afforded us in darkness?

In all parts of this planet the first nine months of human gestation are spent in the rich, protective darkness of the womb. It is there that the being makes the transition from the spirit world to this one, and it is in the absence of light that the spirits work their greatest magic. It is in the light-absent womb that they do the necessary work to prepare the soul for its journey into life on planet Earth.

In the modern world, the newborn is evicted from the peaceful uterine environment into harsh fluorescent brightness, and it seems that the rest of the person’s life is spent trying to sever ties with that nurturing, sensual landscape. In our ever more illuminated houses, streets, and cities, we seem to have lost our way; we have become blinded. We have forgotten the benefits of darkness; we have forgotten how to find our way home. Darkness, however, is ultimately inescapable, and at the end of each day, as the soporific seduction of nighttime overtakes us, we are, once again, transported to yet another gestational experience, yet another opportunity to be reborn.

From a tribal perspective, it is darkness that is the light of the ancestors. It is only in darkness that certain powerful aspects of indigenous technology can be revealed. It is of little surprise, then, that in the African village nearly all rituals of initiation are carried out after the sun has given way to the deep night. The constant presence of darkness provides a protective umbrella that prevents the intrusion of distraction and delusion. It is there that the psyche is invited to surrender to that which is not available in the daylight. It is there that the eyes learn to see what is hidden by the sun’s light.

Ross Heaven and Simon Buxton, in a powerful challenge to the popularity of glaringly bright modernity, have discovered and nurtured the most fundamental and fertile ground for the development of true spiritual sightedness. In their workshops, explorations, personal experiences, and writings, they have uncovered the rich resources available only in darkness. Indeed, they have gone so far as to substantiate the clinical benefits of dark-time without negating the importance of acknowledging the mystery—the unknown—that resides in harmony with the measurable. We often find ourselves ill at ease in modern society, caught in recurring cycles of disease and depression. We might ask ourselves whether our discomfort comes from compromising the sacred and balanced partnership between light and dark. What healing might be available to body and soul if we would turn off the lights and invite the powers of the night into our lives?

In the West, there is a largely undiscovered potential that can become a reality only in darkness. What is familiar and sacred to an indigenous person in the nighttime seems, at best, to be an inconvenient irritation to the modern person. The tribal person knows that there are certain types of wounds that can find healing only in the nighttime and only in the hands of the ancestors who show up for work after the last candle has been extinguished.

We would do well to learn to appropriate a definition of an elder as one who is the keeper of the gates of darkness. It is the old who have finally become disillusioned with the glittery brightness of the manufactured world and who feel the enticing whisper of the darkness, inviting them to draw closer to their earlier transitional home, to the place where they were held in their first months, in the deep liquid intimacy of the ancestral womb. It is the sweet power of darkness that invites the discerning listener to attend to the whisperings of the spirit world. In darkness true connection occurs and distraction is no more than a distant, indistinct buzz. Darkness Visible invites us to regain our magical vision. Turn out the lights; step into the beauty of darkness.

MALIDOMA PATRICE SOMÉ,
AUTHOR OF THE HEALING WISDOM OF AFRICA
 AND OF WATER AND THE SPIRIT
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FOREWORD

Journeying Farther Than the Eye Can See

THE VOID, the great vast darkness, is the place before creation. It is described by the Zen Buddhists as empty yet full; the truly fertile, holy ground from which all life is born.

Every autumn plant life falls back into the earth. During the darkness of winter, deep within the earth, new life is always gestating. It is formed in the darkness and then in spring and summer, with the heat of the sun, it bursts forth into great color and beauty.

All life is born out of darkness—including new awareness and new states of consciousness. We all know that our darker states of consciousness bring us to the depths. As we rise out of the depths new awareness is born and our lives take on new meaning.

In indigenous cultures a shaman is a man or woman who sees in the dark. There are cross-cultural shamanic initiations where initiates are placed in darkness for long periods of time. This initiation births the shaman’s clairvoyant and hidden healing abilities as a new sense of perception is born. We live in an exciting and powerful time in which many of us are seeking to understand the hidden universe. We are looking to unlock our creative potential. By learning about the power of the darkness we learn how to mobilize “unpotentiated” energy. Just as we dream each night in darkness and awaken to the sun with unlimited potential to create a new day, by doing darkness work we learn how to open our senses and experience the world in a deep, rich, and meaningful way.

As gifted storytellers, Ross and Simon do a brilliant job of inspiring us to learn more about the power of the darkness. They blend cross-cultural stories of initiations in darkness from Europe, Africa, India, Japan, Tibet, North America, South America, and Haiti with scientific findings of how being in darkness affects the brain. I am impressed with how they found a way to bring such a powerful initiation into our modern world. Throughout the book they weave in exercises that they have used in their workshops on darkness and stories from participants about the profound effect this work has had on their lives.

And they don’t leave us “in the dark” as we can all try the exercises on our own to awaken new states of awareness and open up to the new perceptions made possible by using our other senses.

Ross and Simon are not just incredible writers; they are also master teachers. They know how to set up a safe space for their workshop participants, which allows for this deep exploration into a new way of seeing. And they have found a way to do the same for their readers.

We all yearn for a deeper and richer way of living and connecting with nature. In Darkness Visible, Ross and Simon provide valuable information and exercises to help us make that connection.

So please read on.

SANDRA INGERMAN,
 AUTHOR OF SOUL RETRIEVAL AND
 MEDICINE FOR THE EARTH
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PREFACE

Entering Darkness and Seeing the Light

Ceremonial Darkness in the Haitian Vodou Tradition

MY DARKNESS FALLS SUDDENLY and without warning.

One moment I am looking up at the night sky, marveling at the stars scattered like diamonds on a jeweler’s velvet, the next I am held from behind with a blindfold across my eyes. Then I am spun three times so I am no longer certain of direction and led into a darkened room, where I will stay for five nights, always in darkness, blindfolded for most of my time there.

This is not a kidnapping. It is a ritual procedure conducted in Haiti as part of the ceremonial process for initiates into Vodou, the Caribbean religion born of African shamanism and carried to the New World in the enslaved hearts and souls of shaman-priests and princes.

A psychologist by training and a writer by profession, I am in Haiti to study Vodou for a book I am writing on traditional spirituality and why it might be needed and important in the modern world.a But Vodou is a secretive religion—not surprising, given the harsh treatment of the slaves who practiced it, many of whom were murdered by their masters simply for praying to their own godsb—and the only way to know it is to be initiated into it and become a priest. This is what I have chosen to do.

Initiation involves a number of ceremonies and warrior trials, most of which are conducted publicly before the village community. But some, like this particular ritual, are different because, once blindfolded, I am required to spend the requisite days in confinement within the sacred space of the djevo, the heart of the Vodou temple. During this time, the secret teachings of the religion will be passed on to me and I will be visited by the spirits themselves, feeling them as a presence or, more directly, either through the possession of the priests who oversee this process or perhaps through my own possession. Darkness is central to the experience, and it is the darkness that fascinates me most.

I always imagined that being alone in the dark would be isolating, perhaps even frightening. In fact, my body finds it deeply comforting, though I am aware of my mind working overtime, chewing over questions that, on inspection, seem quite meaningless, and chattering on just to save itself from silence.

There seem to be layers and layers of voices in my head, each one with a personality of its own. Psychologists call these subpersonalities. We imagine ourselves to be one consistent person with a stable worldview, but in fact, if we listen to ourselves, we realize each of us is legion.

I can immediately recognize three such voices in myself. The critic is the first. She speaks with a woman’s voice and wants to judge me for getting myself into this situation of potential danger and so many unknowns and for not taking my responsibilities seriously. After all, I have children at home who love and need me. The critic delivers a rage of sarcastic comments—“You’ve done it again, you fool! You’ve got yourself into another ridiculous mess, lying on a dirt floor, blindfolded, in a jungle hut. It’s always the same with you; you never learn!”—before she is silenced by another voice, that of the kindly parent, who answers, “Leave him alone. The boy has to learn. He has to experience the world, because that is what being alive is all about!”

Finally there is the voice of the scientist, the impartial observer who walks between both judgments and offers an “informed” and “objective” view of what is actually happening and why. The scientist thinks himself superior to the others because of his objectivity, but it is this very thing that stops him from feeling and distances him not only from the experience but, to some extent, from humanity itself.

To me (whoever “me” is, now that I understand that I am more than one person), this dialogue—with these claims and counterclaims regarding my actions—seems fascinating, until I realize I have been hooked once again by the chatter in my mind and am following this useless and circular discussion in my head instead of experiencing what is actually happening to me right here and now. My head has me trapped in theory and nonsense, keeping me from attending to what is.

And then, ironically, I’m back in the cycle as the critic leaps in with her new judgments—“You’ve done it again, fallen for the game of the rational mind, gotten involved with the voices in your head!”—without realizing that she herself is part of this game. It is quite remarkable how easily we slip into mind-stuff and are lured away from simply being, from feeling something and experiencing our lives.

After a few days of this going around in circles in the darkness, though, something new and surprising happens. My mind, having exhausted itself, perhaps, or having no more visual stimuli to feed and distract it, begins to grow quiet. I notice that the chatter has stopped.

From this point onward I feel an opening up of myself. The priest calls in the spirits, who appear through possession states and offer advice, counsel, divination, and healing secrets or who carry out healings of their own on me. While my rational mind, just a few days ago, would have questioned all of this, I now accept it. In fact, I more than accept it: I feel the healings as they take place. Something shifts in my emotions as I drift in mythological landscapes in the darkness: at a deep, nonrational level I know that of course these healings are real because I experience them as real.

One version of reality tells me that my body is lying on a dirt floor in a squalid hut, but in my mythological mind I am in a great temple, surrounded by gods and goddesses, great pillars of gold, wise elders, visionaries, and master physicians. I no longer know or care which, if either, of these versions is true. What is truth anyway? What is reality? Aren’t both simply what we choose to believe?

What I believe right now is that I feel comfortable and comforted here. I am held, loved, supported. I am blissful. This, then, must be the reality of my experience, what is actually happening. I relax even more and drift into dreamscapes. From somewhere I hear the words of Joseph Campbell advising his students to follow their bliss because it is the only way to truth. “The adventure is its own reward.”

Hours pass, days—but perhaps they are years or only seconds. In darkness it is hard to tell. This place, this state of being, is as timeless as it is spaceless, with no exact location except in my dreaming mind. But there comes a moment when time returns: my blindfold is removed and I am taken from the djevo and presented to the sun.

This is the first time for days that I have seen nature: the forest, the sky, the earth. Perhaps it is the first time I have ever really seen it, because now everything is alive and different—vast, beautiful, breathing, pulsing, glowing with energy, and singing of its own existence in the hum of cicadas and the whisper of breeze through leaves.

Then, at this most sublime and magnificent moment, I have a Homer Simpson realization: “Doh! It is alive, you fool!” And suddenly I see what I have forgotten or not noticed before: Nature is a living thing and I am part of it—creating this vision, created by it. The it and the I are one.

That grand and inexplicable landscape of mythology that I have been a part of for days (for my whole life, in fact, though I have not been aware of it) is right here in front of me, in the world all around me, the greatest dream of all. The adventure is its own reward.

ROSS HEAVEN
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PREFACE

If Honey, Then Also Sting

Darkness and the Path of Pollen

I said to my soul be still and let the darkness come upon you.

T. S. ELIOT

DARKNESS ARRIVED as a sanctuary for me. I had endured a terrifying and painful initiation into the Path of Pollen, an arcane Keltica shamanic tradition, at the hands of my teacher and mentor, a Welsh alchemist whose laboratory was his back garden and who carried the formal title of Bee Master.b

The initiation involved being stung in multiplicity on various parts of my body by honeybees, the effect of which brought about a transference of my human awareness to that of the honeybee itself, a creature that lives in total darkness within the hive.

Immediately following this initiation, I was taken to a darkened room and placed within a hexagonal handwoven wicker structure some 4 feet in height and 3 feet in diameter, a distinctive shape that encouraged me to assume either a curled, fetuslike position or a squatting, haunched stance with my head slightly bowed. I learned to feel comfortable within this curious structure in the same way a fakir learns to feel comfortable on a bed of nails: a marked unease giving way to unexpected gratitude. Other than the briefest of exits to imbibe my strict diet of fresh pollen and honey, to drink cool spring water, and to relieve myself, I spent the next twenty-three days and nights within this miniature monastic cell.

By entering a prolonged period of darkness, I was making an internal journey from the sunlit side of my valley to the dark side. I had walked through a door in a wall that opened to another world, allowing me to flee the prison house of language and the tyranny of conceptual thinking and literalist intractability. But there was a price to pay for this freedom, for there were challenges on the road ahead. I found myself moving between feeling like a spiritual commando on the one hand and, on the other, perceiving myself as utterly inadequate to my task.

The very first thing that was apparent to me is that when the light of the world goes out, the mind, for a period, goes out too. With this there is a swift return to a primeval condition, a time when darkness was a god as revered and strong as the god of light.

But for me the return to this primeval state was not a smooth one. For an uncounted period of days and nights I was breast-to-breast and mouth-to-mouth with the deepest and most hidden recesses of my self. I was confronted with an orgy of vision and I chased metaphors around sharp corners of dank and stinking tunnels as I moved through a world that carried little or no state of grace.

Learning spiritual methods without introspection brings about one set of problems, but introspection without spirituality brings another. The thousands of practices that are taught within spiritual traditions are no substitutes for self-examination, and this is where the darkness work begins: inner exploration, with darkness serving as a bright mirror. If we fail to know our inner self, crucial aspects of the hidden universe will remain largely inaccessible to us.

A paralysis of the soul followed in the wake of my introspection. The temperature of my existence fluctuated wildly and violently, with no solace of a middle ground. Sometimes the blazing heat from the burn of an invisible sun was so great that I saw and felt the hair on my head catch fire. At other times the north winds of my threatened and fragile ego blew with such an icy ferocity that my limbs would but break.

There were times when my mind seemed to have a mind of its own, contracting and expanding, reminding me of Plato’s view of the unconscious as a kind of volcanic activity. My psyche spewed out a flowing furnace of lava and then floated, lost and unmoored, in its dark harbor. Questions rose to the surface: Was my world an invention of my senses? In what kind of physical reality did I live? The darkness unfurled queries about my reality; outer and inner became blurred, floating through a womb of beginnings. I imagined light in its myriad forms and reflected on how it can be manufactured while darkness, technologically, cannot. But in society is not the opposite true? Is it not easier to make darkness than it is to create light?

I felt myself move from being vast in size to microscopically small. My thoughts roamed: Will the scientist always be able to discover ever smaller, more elementary particles inside those we already know, like a never-ending sequence of Russian dolls? Or perhaps there is a smallest thing, a smallest size, a shortest time, where division comes to a full stop on the page. If the universe we live in is of infinite size, anything that has a probability of occurring must occur often, infinitely. I found myself musing, then, that there must be an infinite number of identical copies of me doing precisely what I was doing—contemplating my infinite self ! And furthermore, there must also be an infinite number of identical copies of me doing something other than what I am doing now.

In the wake of great cerebral activity came an internal silence that brought a stilling of the mind, and it was from that place that language once again came to me—but differently than it had before, for from silence, language had less chance of causing divisiveness within me or of becoming stuck in concepts and preconceived notions. Silence disengaged my ego and stopped it from acting reflexively.

All of it changes at evening

Equal to the darkening,

So that night-things may have their time.

Each gives over where its nature is essential.

The river loses all but a sound.

The bull keeps only its bulk.

Some things lose everything.

Colors are lost. And trees mostly.

At a time like this we do not doubt our dreams.1

I eventually arrived at the welcoming bosom of the deepest, dreamswirling, charcoal sleep, and from that I awoke to primeval quietude, a place beyond all denomination. With my mind settled into uncommon stillness, I had returned to something akin to the pure consciousness of the very young child who does not differentiate between himself and the world around him. It was here, in this particular place and state, that the work—known within the bee shamanic tradition as Darkness Visible—began in earnest.

I knew when it was time to leave my monastic enclosure—I simply knew, and the first moments of light were a witnessing of the magnificent world as a magical inheritance.

We should enter a country such as this as if it were the embodiment of a more profound level of our own being spread out before us and inviting us to wonder. And from communion with these mansions of the night there endures some direct, supersensual contact, deeper than anything that can be expressed at a rational level. We undertake a ritual plunge into cosmic dreams, the place of the holy unconscious and the parallel universe of the sage, the shaman, and the saint.

According to the theories of aerodynamics, the honeybee should be unable to fly, but our humble, golden friend has not been told this and so continues on its miracle flight. It is in moving beyond the reductive notions that have been placed upon us that we too soar into darkness toward our royal destiny, if we choose to make this flight to freedom.

SIMON BUXTON
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God in a Time of Darkness

The Spirit beyond the Light

God, at the beginning of time, created heaven and earth. Earth was still an empty waste, and darkness hung over the deep….

GENESIS 1:2

In the beginning there was only darkness everywhere—darknessand water. And the darkness gathered thick in places, crowding together and then separating, crowding and separating….

“THE SONG OF THE WORLD,”
FROM THE PRIMA INDIANS OF ARIZONA

Then God said, Let there be light; and the light began. God saw the light and found it good, and he divided the spheres of light and darkness….

GENESIS 1:3–4

Then he realized, I indeed, I am this creation, for I have poured it forth from myself….

MUNDAKA UPANISHAD

IN THE CREATION myths of the world there is always a time of darkness before the birth of the human race and, within this darkness, an undifferentiated oneness in which God is all and all is God and everything is one. There are no human beings, only God beings, or rather, aspects of God, parts of God—if a unified consciousness can indeed have parts at all—waiting to be born.

And then something happens. God becomes lonely and longs for a partner, a beloved, or, growing curious about his powers and the potentials and possibilities of a god, he wants to know himself. He must separate himself, then, into myriad forms (or, at the very least, one other form) so he can look back at himself and know who he is and what he might be capable of accomplishing. In that Big Bang of consciousness, that explosion into being, all the kingdoms of the world are formed and life as we know it begins.

But God must create not only diversity to know himself; for a God of darkness to see what he is, he must create his opposite: there must be light.

And so with God’s illumination come separation and the arrival of opposites, aspects in conflict with one another. The universal consciousness we all knew at one time becomes split into many pieces—into a chaos of fragments, a world unknown, a oneness divided.

“Behold what I have done!” God cries, not so much in awe as in shock at what he has created and the new feelings of loneliness and isolation that begin to well up in him. And so begins the quest of both God and humans to return to the source, to become the void, to find peace and completion and “whole-iness” again.

The prayer of Dionysius the Areopagite, the Bishop of Athens, who was converted to Christianity by St. Paul, reverberates with this longing to return to the darkness before our division, when men might know God once again:

Direct our path to that topmost height of mystic Lore which exceedeth light and more than exceedeth knowledge, where the pure, absolute and immutable mysteries of heavenly Truth are veiled in the dazzling obscurity of the secret Silence, outshining all brilliance with the intensity of their Darkness and surcharging our blinded intellects with the utterly impalpable and invisible fairness of glories surpassing all beauty.

Let this be my prayer…. For by unceasing and absolute renunciation of oneself and all things, one shalt in purity cast all things aside and so shalt be led upwards to the Super-essential Ray of Divine Darkness.1

This notion of separation and the fate of humans within it can be found in all of the world’s religious mythology, whose stories speak of the distance and ambiguity of God (the original first consciousness) from humans (what God has become).

The Greeks regarded human beings as the playthings of the gods, collectively a tiny and insignificant concern to those multiple beings who were often at war with themselves. Jason’s voyage on the Argo exemplifies this, with Jason’s heroic quest—the search for the golden fleece within the kingdom of the dark—being no more than a chess game between gods who have different agendas and their own points to prove, one of which is that, in the final analysis, humans are incapable of becoming gods.

And yet, Jason does succeed.

Our separation from God is also understood in Haitian Vodou. Myths speak of Bondye, the one God, who is so involved in the affairs of the cosmos that he can no longer be appealed to by humans. He does not have the time to care. Instead he provides us with other gods—the Loa, angel-like presences whose task is to keep order and play a sacred part in our lives—as stand-ins for a God who has his own things to worry about. The Loa, in Haiti, are aspects of God, parts of the God energy that suffuses the universe—in other words, God made legion.

In Christian mythology there is also a God who is somewhat unavailable to us, and so we are given angels, archangels, and even fallen angels to keep us company instead.

Sometimes this multiple–God consciousness can seem cruel or at least unfathomable, as God’s different personalities war with themselves. The Christian God, who is said to know only love, creates Satan, for example, the epitome of evil. But why would a God who knows only love create evil? How would he even know evil to create it? Yet he creates and then banishes Satan from heaven for daring to love his creator too much. The fallen angel is divided from his father and becomes a god in his own right—the story of every young man’s parting from his father repeated throughout time. And so the myth of separation is played out once again.

God’s dividedness is evident in the Bible as well. At times he refers to himself as many: “Let us make man, wearing our own image; let us put him in command of the fishes of the sea” (Genesis 1:26); “Here is Adam become like one of ourselves, with knowledge of good and evil” (Genesis 3:22). At other times he sees himself as a single entity: “Thou shalt have no other God but me.”

This contradiction within the God of light is also seen in his actions. He builds a paradise for Adam and Eve, the first human eyes for his experience of the world, and within it plants a tree with beautiful and delicious fruits—and then he forbids his children to eat them! When they inevitably do (because it is in the nature of God to be curious and Adam and Eve are now aspects of God), he is outraged: “Have you eaten of the tree of which I commanded you not to eat?” he bellows.

These words are not so dissimilar from those of Unumbotte, the God of the Bassari people of West Africa, who also gives seeds and fruits to human beings and then leaves them to starve so they have no choice but to eat his gifts. When he discovers their action he rages, “Who told you that you could eat that fruit?”2 Aristotle’s words seem fitting here: “The Gods, too, are fond of a joke.”

There is also a less well known Judeo-Christian creation myth that involves the first wife of Adam, a being known as Lilith. Hebraic tradition tells us that Adam marries Lilith because he grows tired of coupling with beasts. But then Lilith tires quickly of Adam and his insistence on sexual obedience, sneers at his sexual crudity, and flies away to make her home by the Red Sea. God sends angels to fetch back Lilith, but she curses them, ignores God’s command, and spends her time coupling and then giving birth to a hundred children every day. As a result of this, God must produce Eve, Lilith’s more docile (or less hostile) replacement.

Lilith’s fecundity and sexual freedom suggests that before she was reborn as Eve in her sanitized biblical form, she was an Earth or mother goddess, a guardian of dark placesa—the shadows—and the carrier of a depth-charge wisdom for all of us: It is for us to enter darkness and eat of the forbidden fruit.

SEPARATION ANXIETY

We come to God in bits, dismembered. We don’t know if the bits can be made to fit in the way they used to. We ask God to re-member us.

MICHAEL BEGG

It is difficult to understand God because his agenda is now divided among all the forms he has become so that not even he is now connected to the source, which was a unified consciousness in which all was understood and the blanket of darkness prevailed.

As a consequence, the natural state of humans has become one of anxiety, of not knowing, of praying for a return to a oneness in which things are understood and all is peace and darkness, as it was before light was sent into the world.

We often see this anxiety reenacted in the life of the growing child. At first he enjoys the sleeping peace of the newborn who knows he is cradled by life, a part of all there is. At this time, he is also blind: before birth, living in the womb, a child does not use his eyes. For some weeks after birth his vision is still developing and the muscles involved in sight are still strengthening. His bliss is related to darkness, not to seeing the light.

There soon comes a time, however, when the child realizes he is a unique individual, separate from other human beings and his surroundings: there is an I and there is a You; there is an I and there is a That. His eyes see this separation. This is when our fears first begin—with our awareness that we are alone.

Humankind has been searching for reconnection with the infinite and for meaning in life ever since this realization of our aloneness. Most often, if it is serious, this search will take place in darkness, both physical or actual and metaphysical or “the dark night of the soul,” as Carl Jung defined it.
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