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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT


BEYOND THE FURTHEST EDGE OF NIGHT


Forget dark night of the soul, this book is an account of a dark life of the soul. Cliff Gogh’s book opens on a mind beset by terror. The mystic’s journey is through the valley of the shadows of death but opens, inevitably, into luminescent transcendence. Terror yields to the sublime. The dark night births golden light that penetrates the darkest shadows. Peel back the layers and the collective unconscious shines through. We are all trapped by fear, Gogh concludes. But we are also united by a force that peers from beyond the veil with a gaze of love. Come! The journey begins.


Catlyn Keenan Ph.D., author of Strip


A wounded man, alone, adrift, alienated: by night he walks deserted streets and forest trails, painfully conscious of his inability to fit into society, unable even to speak to another human being. You might expect his course to be a downward spiral. But unexpectedly, by embracing his personal darkness, by journeying clear-eyed to the furthest edge of night, author Cliff Gogh finds his way to a profound and transforming acceptance of life just as it is.


Tim Ward, author of Indestructible You: Building a Self That Can’t Be Broken and What the Buddha Never Taught


Beyond the Furthest Edge of Night is astonishingly unique. It grabbed me like the jaws of a rabid wolverine; had I wanted to, I’m not sure I could have escaped once I had read the first pages. Mr. Gogh’s experience as a disconnected youth is disturbing, but authenticity drips from the page. This unique story plays with time, and the narrator wanders from the inner psyche to the outer trails of city and forest as if tramping freely on the rails. Like all mystics, even deeply wounded ones like Mr. Gogh, he discovers eternal truths, such as when examining a tiny leaf that reveals the sublime wonder of everything in the cosmos, from matter to mind to spirit. Many of the images described in the book affected my mind like either a deadly virus or a saving light in the darkness of existential despair. The truth of this work is that to be free, actually free, we must confront and look into the eyes of our pain. If we look hard without flinching, we can catch a glimpse of the totality of love before it slips away to be lost again. Mr. Gogh’s realizations teeter precariously on the edge until the moment comes when separation ceases and the body fades away into the ocean of eternity.


Neil Richardson, founder of the online virtual commons Walt Whitman Integral, author of Episodic Flash Sight and ‘Walt Whitman’s Vision for a New Person and a New Democracy’, Director of Advancement, Partnerships and Continuing Education at the University of the District of Columbia Community College


Like Dante’s Divine Comedy and its description of the Inferno, Beyond the Furthest Edge of Night is a modern autobiography by a spiritual vagabond. It is a journey that alternates between the dark and the radiant, one that goes from nihilistic, suicidal despair to Mr. Gogh’s enduring reverence for all of life. This is a poetic interior journey that is not for the faint of heart. Gogh’s descriptions of the agony of his dark night of the soul before his shadow self is brought into the light are surrealistically vivid. His profound catharsis leads to a recognition of the timeless unconditioned spirit in all of existence. This is an account by a self-avowed renunciate who is in the world but not of it.


Ira Rechtshaffer Ph.D., author of Mindfulness and Madness






[image: ]









First published by Changemakers Books, 2016


Changemakers Books is an imprint of John Hunt Publishing Ltd., Laurel House, Station Approach, Alresford, Hants, SO24 9JH, UK


office1@jhpbooks.net


www.johnhuntpublishing.com


www.changemakers-books.com


For distributor details and how to order please visit the ‘Ordering’ section on our website.


Text copyright: Cliff Gogh 2015


ISBN: 978 1 78535 295 9


Library of Congress Control Number: 2015950497


All rights reserved. Except for brief quotations in critical articles or reviews, no part of this book may be reproduced in any manner without prior written permission from the publishers.


The rights of Cliff Gogh as author have been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.


A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.


Design: Stuart Davies


Printed and bound by CPI Group (UK) Ltd, Croydon, CR0 4YY, UK




We operate a distinctive and ethical publishing philosophy in all areas of our business, from our global network of authors to production and worldwide distribution.











1


Lethargy defines my life. I wake late in the afternoon, if I don’t sleep all day. It came over me in my adolescence, verging on exhaustion, a tiredness too strong to fight. If I explain my life, maybe it’ll become clear why I’m so tired. At the end of a decade, I look back to see I’ve slept through most of it, usually unwilling to get up in the morning.


However, sometimes I’m seized by a feeling. It might last for hours. Peace of mind comes into my senses and intense concentration enlivens them, like I’ve taken a seaside journey, walked beside the whole depths of the ocean, the currents and the life, the infinite creatures and the submerged quiet, in the midst of a storm, with howling wind and lightning. It produces a strong sense of significance, an opiate of sorts, and this feeling throbs in my limbs and my brain. I’m usually not so supremely happy, but sometimes I feel this uncanny elation and it crazes me like an ecstatic religious experience. It’s calm. It’s furiously peaceful. A cheerful, patient aura of rapture coming from something universal: If I could put it into words, maybe it would last forever. I seem to understand something hidden, the essential goodness of the universe.


I tend to call it being. It’s the deeper self when all the surface difficulties and upsets no longer have power. I feel a presence, like stillness amidst a tornado, the eye of the storm that’s forever there waiting. It comes with the mental acuity of a deep, long, thoughtful dream. If I have a purpose, mine is to delve down through the shadows and return to the surface with this being.


The first of such elated experiences occurred when I was still quite young, as I observed the stars. I sat looking out the window of my parents’ car. Somewhere outside that window, I felt myself floating in space. I was lulled by the car’s engine, and the magical universe reverberated right along with it. A great multitude of stars stretched everywhere overhead, infinite, and the sight made me feel alive. The stars radiated mathematics; they hummed with the magnificent magnitude of existence. A feeling of benevolence came and gathered around me, and I drew close to it, as close to it as I’d ever been. I know now what it was, though at the time I just let it be. It was the unmistakable euphoria that comes when awake to the inner being. It leaves a comfortable lassitude in the limbs and the sense that everything will be all right.


But things returned to normal. It wasn’t a lasting happiness. It never is. By the time the night was over, I was back to my childhood self, nervous. My family was out in public, visiting a carnival. We were surrounded by a crowd. People stopped here and there to look at the prizes on display, and they meandered in lines up and down the fairgrounds. In public, I was in the habit of burying myself. When I saw another young boy walking before us with his family, I felt the urge to remove myself from the open air. When we passed other families, parents eating pretzels and children holding stuffed animals, I wanted only to fade into hiding somewhere where I could be alone. That was my regular state. From my earliest years, I felt like a tiny voice in a crowd of the self-assured. According to my own estimation, I was deficient. My anxiety was built upon the feeling of inferiority. I’d been sick with the feeling since the very beginning.


Throughout my adolescence, I was the same. My social experiences left me feeling awkward, and my demeanor conveyed oddness, an inescapable impression I left. In the street, my nervous hands hid themselves away in my pockets, like little mice afraid of being seen. And during conversations, my eyes habitually averted themselves or looked up into the sky, as if disinterested, just anywhere but my companion’s face. All day I went around absent-minded, totally withdrawn, in the manner of someone who couldn’t figure out how to exist like normal people. It startled me every time someone addressed me, maybe because my eyes were constantly shifted downward on my boots. I couldn’t find my place in the world; instead, I left to fantasize in dreams or circle about inside my thoughts.


After all these years, I’ve not changed much in my unusual bearing, but I did change. I wound up keeping the shy mannerisms and the disordered contact with reality, but I’ve found my self-confidence in my own way. Eventually, dreams became very important; to relinquish the desire to be in the real world and to retire into a private mental landscape, that provided its own alternate form of self-confidence: to be a talented dreamer.


In order to abandon the uncomfortable world, I began to linger about in abstraction. Because the world suffocated me with inhibition, an unrestrained fantasy life proceeded to remove me from it for release. It was the natural result of my anxiety to seek some tranquil escape, and my dreams became elaborate, wondrous things to explore in moments when trouble would otherwise have eroded my sense of well-being. I became better and better at dreaming, entering the invisible every time I felt uneasy. Over the years, I refined my fantasies, gliding along languidly in my thoughts, until my gestures were either feeble with hypnotism or ethereal with half-sleep.


These days, my methods are those of a ghost. I’ve haunted the periphery of life for countless years, meditating on my private sanctuary and my uncertain beliefs, which are a lack of beliefs. My beliefs shift, always, then return to the center, to non-belief. All the while, it’s been impossible to strain myself in order to exist in social circles. I’ve tried on occasion and it ends in solitude. Solitude is far easier to deal with for someone who practically speaks in a whisper. And anyway, dreams are a magical world to live in. Sometimes when I sleep I dream unexpected and impossible things. They are such unusual dreams that I often abandon life to recline in bed for thirty hours.


I dreamt once of being taken down a river by a man in a dark robe. He rowed our small boat beneath an archway, silently, and at the moment we passed through the archway, a flight of doves scattered above us into the air. We entered a domed enclosure and arrived shortly at a great work of architecture hidden at the end of the river. It was a university, a magnificent one, like an ancient castle of mossy stone, and a strange one: Dark-robed scholars dwelt within, working on projects inspired by self-searching and seeking for the sublime. They were students of the meaning of life. Their long, hideous fingers were scanning the pages of withered books. Just as we arrived, they all left. They headed off on a journey into the dark, dismal landscape outside the university. They turned at the foot of the mountains and said to me, entreating me to follow: “Come with us, to anything that can ever be known.”


I live a strange life, half removed from reality. It’s nice to become a phosphorescence, a little ethereal speck barely noticeable in the ordinary world. Ghostliness has its own rewards. I consider what life is, and I delve into my being, like a sleepy diver searching for treasures. Countless nights I’ve discovered new things. It’s that late-night solitude in which the metaphysical and the mystical conjoin. The beyond breathes its sweet breath near to my skin. I feel the same feeling I felt as a child, the peace of mind and the elated awe for the majestic universe. The intangible comes closer and closer until the eye of the tornado is seen as a penetrating soul, an interpenetrating soul, the presence of being, a behemoth of all beings.
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I remember being very young, lying in my bed, considering my future. It was a desperate future I imagined. I’d seen myself being worn away, like a wound rubbed against with sandpaper, until there was little left of a person. Yet, lying in bed, I made the decision to be gentle. It was in stark contrast to my father to be soft. If the world and life demanded a certain hardness of heart, my reaction was to rebel wholeheartedly.


Nearly every night, my father stood with his face just a few inches from mine and spat insults about my incompetence at me. You aren’t fit. You aren’t capable of living a life. If I defended myself, the attack would become physical. He would throw me around the room, push me down, slap me, until I quieted, grew passive, and listened to a further hour of belligerent screaming.


One evening, he entered the family room to discover my shoes on the new wooden floor. I had them placed beside me. He’d told me previously not to walk on it in my shoes and I hadn’t. The wooden floor was supremely important to him at the time. Under the impression that I had, because my shoes were beside me, he threw me onto the couch, held me down, and proceeded to beat me. I was ten years old, a tiny little thing, and he was quite a lot bigger at thirty-five.


Situations like that occurred day after day, a ritual of lessons that successfully reduced me, like a derogatory schoolteacher with a terrorized student. The message was emphatic: You aren’t worth anything compared to me.


The rest is more difficult. I was suicidal. I remember fantasizing about the lightless world after this one: calm, peaceful, without suffering, without hostility or the desperation of victims. At ten, I hung a noose in my garage. Suicide had already become a viable option. I threw a rope over the beams and tied it into a noose. I wanted to see what it would feel like to embrace death. I saw it as a method of escaping the incidents that were shaping my personality, a way to put an end to everything before I had to face the psychological results. I left the noose hanging out there for years. It never moved. Any time I grieved, it served as a reminder.


Life was never satisfactory. An escape was the first thing on my mind. When a young boy knows his future is already broken and will continue to be broken until the end, he’ll desire more than all else to put an end to his nightmare. After a bad start, all the decrepit grime of life is too powerful: weakness is the prevailing demeanor; a sickly madness is the outcome, spent in listless paralysis in some hell. I was tired, dispirited: my spirit was broken. Adulthood comes on after a thousand years, far too late. Too much has been ingrained, too much of what leads to bitterness. I’d flailed away against a brick wall too long.


I know enough about suffering to recognize the desperation in the eyes of another and to know with precision from where it arose. Just like in me, I see the tiredness of survivors. The result isn’t nice. It goes like this: The wretches punish themselves. The bitter descend into despair again and again. The people walk the streets with sallow faces, their limp hands hanging lifelessly at their sides, having given up hope, having forgotten anything else is possible but their desperate circumstances. That’s what I see. I know how it feels. In the eyes of every stranger, I can see a hint of what lies within, down at the core, beneath the hesitation and the self-loathing, where being itself seems to suffer.


For these people, their minds must wonder: Why do I feel so alone, unknown, and bedraggled in the middle of the night?


Some would say that to begin one must annihilate the self and then rebuild the self. Others suggest love is the cure. It’s certainly a quest. Life’s great quest. To find sympathy for the self, to find love for the whole self, to strive for something that eliminates the pain once and for all. How many countless generations have gone on this quest? It’s in religions, art forms, lifestyles. Spiritual experiences are at the heart of it; the sense of being is at the heart of it, lending an outstretched hand to help with the first step. When the feeling comes that life is too hostile, I rededicate myself to the task. To be a dabbler in the spiritual increases peace of mind. To be like a reclusive monk for a month out of the year changes the whole year.
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