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“Grossinger hurls his mastery of esoteric wisdom, a profound understanding of the cosmos, and his exquisite poetic expression at the reader like the bright light of an asteroid whizzing past Earth’s orbit. A breathtaking read!”

PATRICIA CORI, AUTHOR, 
SCREENWRITER, AND FORMER HOST OF BEYOND THE MATRIX

“We live in a wild cosmos, a multidimensional multiverse teeming with all sorts of intelligences and mysteries. Dreamtimes and Thoughtforms is an invitation into a bigger cosmological story that makes room for all the beauty and paradox we are enveloped in by (in)visible worlds. In these pages, Grossinger performs his trademark meta-integration magic—weaving together animal intelligence, UFOs, ghosts, and esoteric cosmologies into a wonderfully wild song of ourselves and the worlds around us, containing multitudes.”

SEAN ESBJÖRN-HARGENS, 
PH.D., DEAN OF INTEGRAL EDUCATION AT 
CALIFORNIA INSTITUTE FOR HUMAN 
SCIENCE AND COEDITOR OF METATHEORY FOR THE ANTHROPOCENE

“Dreamtimes and Thoughtforms examines the inner and external landscapes of consciousness. Exploring the primordial universe and/or multiverse, primitive biological life, physics, psi, dreams, philosophy, anthropology, and ancient writings, Grossinger goes beyond surface-level discussions and embraces deep contemplation and open-mindedness. Recognizing that consciousness is the builder of all we experience, the author realizes that one may survey the greater reality more effectively through inner vision than a set of eyes. When looking out to observe the external world, we, in some way, see a reflection of ourselves.”

MARK IRELAND, AUTHOR OF
SOUL SHIFT

“Dreamtimes and Thoughtforms takes forward, with new inputs, the project Alfred Jarry undertook in his Faustroll writings at the end of the nineteenth century. Like Jarry, Grossinger reads science through an esoteric lens and esoteric thinking through the lens of science, thus enriching our sensibilities, unmooring our imaginations. In his own terminology, perhaps Jarry was a preincarnation of Grossinger.”

FRED D’AGOSTINO, PH.D.,
RETIRED PROFESSOR OF HUMANITIES AT THE UNIVERSITY 
OF QUEENSLAND

“From the Big Bang to bacteria to the microbiomes, the Cambrian explosion, and catastrophic events, Richard Grossinger outlines the universe and the limitations of materialistic science in explaining ‘all that is,’ for there is more to life than math, chemistry, and physics. A great read; highly recommended.”

JOHN A. RUSH, PH.D., 
N.D., AUTHOR OF JESUS, MUSHROOMS, 
AND THE ORIGIN OF CHRISTIANITY

“In Dreamtimes and Thoughtforms, the reader will learn about the spiritual concepts that date back to the Big Bang and how they relate to reincarnation, pastlife memories, ghosts, and even to the intelligence of crows and octopuses. This is a sensational investigation into how beliefs and thoughtforms create reality.”

DAVID BARRETO, AUTHOR OF
SPIRITUAL EVOLUTION IN THE ANIMAL 
KINGDOM

“Like his masterpiece Deep Pool of Light, the meanings flow from the pages to our souls, creating a new language of the sacred. Richard’s work is best seen perhaps as the scripture of an expanding cosmos written for a distant age beyond our present vision. It’s as though he can observe and celebrate from a distant galaxy our own Milky Way, nucleus to nova, or slide down a cosmic wormhole and document the journey!”

ALBERT J. LACHANCE, 
AUTHOR OF CULTURAL ADDICTION 
AND COAUTHOR OF THE THIRD 
COVENANT

“When I read Richard’s words I am uplifted and encouraged to fully envelop my mind in the psychospiritual, metaphysical spaces he makes so accessible. Dreamtimes and Thoughtforms is a profound treatise on the vanguard of how we cognize and ingest the super mundane and come to know the full expression of the living cosmos, all around and within.”

JOSHUA REICHMANN, FILMMAKER 
AND MUSICIAN

“Reminds me of a Bob Dylan song.”

JOHN FRIEDLANDER, AUTHOR OF
RECENTERING SETH



 

I have had a dream—past the wit of man to say what dream it was. Man is but an ass if he go about to expound this dream. Methought I was—there is no man can tell what. Methought I was, and methought I had—but man is but a patched fool if he will offer to say what methought I had. The eye of man hath not heard, the ear of man hath not seen, man’s hand is not able to taste, his tongue to conceive, nor his heart to report what my dream was. I will get Peter Quince to write a ballad of this dream. It shall be called “Bottom’s Dream” because it hath no bottom.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE,
A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM, 
ACT 4, SCENE 1, LINES 
201–12
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Foreword

By Sophie Strand

We rest our eyes on a photon and it blinks between process and punctuation, wave eternally gnawing at the shoreline and a raindrop prickle of singularity. But even worse, what happens when the photon looks at us? Do we turn particulate or oscillatory? As we observe, we increasingly realize we live in a world that is more verb than noun. We live in a “worlding” that observes and changes us in return. What happens when we create a double-slit experiment big enough that a plane of people can pass through? What happens when something as miniscule as a virus laces itself so tightly around the globe that we feel our cultural airways narrowing?

We live in uncertain times. We live in the dreaming of Heisenberg’s Uncertainty principle itself, unsure whether as humans we are a climactic event or holobionts that pulse with perpetual becoming. The choppier the waters, the more we are drawn to answers that we can stand on like a desert island, isolating ourselves from the chaos that might ultimately be more generative.

Richard Grossinger cares little for answers. It is not often that someone of such poetic sensibility and erudition displays true humility and generosity of imagination. Modern science and politics are dominated by polemics. A position is articulated not by the depth and fertility of its thinking, but by its ability to demolish its opponents. Grossinger in
Dreamtimes and Thoughtforms offers us a radically different approach. F. Scott Fitzgerald wrote in his famous 1936 essay “Crack Up,” “The test of a first-rate intelligence is the ability to hold two opposed ideas in the mind at the same time, and still retain the ability to function.” But in a moment when the rate of cultural learning as aided by technology and connectivity far outpaces the ability of an individual to develop expertise, it might be amended that true intelligence it is the ability to hold a hundred opposing viewpoints in your mind.

An impossible task; and yet this is something that Grossinger accomplishes with little need for philosophical acrobatics. Rather he creates an ecosystem where fire salamanders and mermaids and quarks can all coexist and co-become. He presents the musings of zen masters and cab drivers with equal respect and interest. Most importantly, he centers the “ideas” of the world beyond human beings. Playfully, Grossinger summons a new pantheon for an age of ruptured ecologies and contaminated multiverses: tardigrades, crows, octopuses, microbiomes. We will not be saved by the sterile fiction of an individual who understands everything. But we might be well-nourished by the playful ability to inhabit different paradigms without passing judgment. Grossinger kaleidoscopes through the umwelts of non-human beings and through the psychospheric miasma of entangled ontologies.

Might I suggest that the real beauty of this book is that it presents an entirely new roadmap? A feral hermeneutics for an age of ecocide and cultural chaos. How can we use the DNA of acorns, the biomimicry of cephalopods, mating viruses, reports of extraterrestrial sightings, and psychic channels all to create an ecosystem of emergent ideas and “thoughtforms” rather than a gridlock of oppositions? Grossinger suggests, “Magical practice is not to make the world magical or more magical. The natural world is magical enough. Magic is to guide people through manifestations—it guides porcupines and sea urchins too.” If magic is a guide then Grossinger’s book represents a type of magic. It guides us gently into an interrogative mindset when the unfiltered onslaught of information threatens to drown us. It demonstrates how to generously inhabit different worlds, different beings, and different belief systems without subscribing to any of them.

“Try to love the questions themselves,” the poet Ranier Maria Rilke advised. “The point is to live everything. Live the question now.” In an age of climate change and coronavirus there are lessons to be learned and there are better dreams to be dreamed. But they do not necessarily belong to human beings. First, we must ask the right questions; and we must love the questions with such care and attention that they allow us to dream up other worlds. Our task is to develop an empathic muscularity toned by both tender curiosity and intellectual rigor. Flowing from cosmogenesis right into the advent of nanotechnology, this book is a lesson in living inside questions. It is the blurred moment when an electron leaps between energy levels. Unclassifiable. A map back to the fertile ground of your own magical uncertainty.

SOPHIE STRAND is a poet and writer with a focus on the history of religion and the intersection of spirituality, storytelling, and ecology. Her poems and essays have appeared in numerous projects and publications, including the Dark Mountain Project and poetry.org and the magazines Unearthed, Braided Way, Art PAPERS, and Entropy. She is the author of The Flowering Wand: Rewilding the Sacred Masculine and The Madonna Secret.



PREFACE

Reading Gateway Cards

Cosmogenesis is the creation of universes. It is also Creation itself—Genesis—in every tradition and dimension, at every scale and echelon, as cosmoses and as what Tibetan lamas call “bardos,” bridges between cosmoses or states of consciousness. Bardos were traditionally intermediate phases, in Himalayan lineages of Bonpo and Buddhism, between deaths and rebirths (reincarnations) during which consciousness occurs but is not attached to a physical body. As the concept was more deeply interrogated, the bardo after death proved no more definitive or transitional than many other bardos, including those of (1) waking life, (2) dreams, (3) entheogen-induced spells, (4) shamanic trancejourneys to other heavens, (4) astral, etheric, and higher-plane outof-the body travel, (5) proprioception-altering illnesses, (6) epileptic, migranoid, and other seizures, (7) comas, (8) deep meditative reveries of insight, (9) near-death experiences, and (10) any transient state of euphoria, rapture, depression, terror, shock, or sustained hallucination. Bardos are themselves fully endowed—as bottomless, believable, and conditional in their framings as waking realms are to their habitants and vagabonds.

The subtler undertone is that consciousness moves between provisional states without discontinuity because “discontinuities” are equally states. Underlying this concept is an even deeper precept: that all worlds as well as all mind states arise from pristine awareness or pure consciousness transcending both thought and form, roughly defined by the Tibetan word rigpa. Reality, including the starry pavilion with all its worlds and phenomenologies, is a mirage, illusion, bubble, hallucination, reflection, duality—created by mind itself.

Creation arises from a primordial ground luminosity, a pure essence beyond concept or form. A hermit sits for days, months, or years in a cave in order to view this luminosity from a mortal body. A greater sun eventually rises within rather than across reality, illuminating it with the glow of existence, what it means for anything to be.

This meditation corresponds loosely to tarot trump nine of the Greater Arcana. The Hermit is a seeker guided by rigpa, the union of clarity and emptiness and the light of his or her own unconscious, which is borne in a lantern (or latency) and reflected in distant lone stars of a black, indigo, purple, or blue sky (depending on the tarot). The Hermit along with the Hierophant, Wheel, Tower, and Star are gateway cards. As other oracle decks are being drawn these days faster than spring clover, Fox, Clouds, a tetrahedron, a jovial breeze, archangel Michael, a dragon of deliverance, an iridium moon, an elephant spirit, and a sea priestess are among their gatekeepers.

I entitled a previous (1986) book of mine Embryogenesis, meaning how creatures enter this cosmos—nesting in cellulomolecular cocoons, then layering whirling-dervish-like in an egg, before incarnating as a sentient being. From an epistemological standpoint, embryogenesis is cosmogenesis, a roost in which spirit molts and re-forms, taking on carnal contour for Earth tenure. Universes manifest coordinately as mindedness, as quasi-material dynamic fields, and as views. Each is induced by each other into the truth mystery itself.

My premise is that reality is a manifestation, one of many. That doesn’t demote the material universe to a mere illusion or hallucination with no solidity—for there are only insubstantial manifestations: a transdimensional tower of worlds and realms, stacked in tiers of frequencies or planes, through which karmically impelled souls transit. Mind is senior to matter. Mind is what makes matter into matter.

Realities are also not circumstantial. Even if manifestations, they are pearls on the same string, interrelated, earned, sequential. I side here with Native American spirit, Hindu maya, and the Australian Aboriginal alcheringa or Dreamtime. By including the latter in my title, I am acknowledging an ancient, originary mode of clairsentient consciousness and tribal phenomenology. In the Dreamtime, the universe is magical, musical, and sung by all its entities together—we share a powerful, relevant, and active songline. Stuff going on anywhere affects stuff occurring everywhere and as anything.

Whatever arises in a physical universe is in shape-shifting verisimilitude with all other evolving universes across All That Is. This should cue you to the fact that the universe of science and its technocracy, while heralded as the cat’s lone meow and singular hope of humanity, is a rinky-dink machine-shop cosmos driven by a card counter’s algorithms. Moguls like J. Bezos, E. Musk, V. Putin, and B. Gates are temporarily beating the casino on its own terms, but the casino sits on a karmically arising grassland under an extension of uncertainty states, fractals, and strings of fine threads and rough cordage igniting one another transdimensionally. These guys won’t win indefinitely.

Baseline phenomena (stars, stones, seas, and weather) are transpositions of conditions elsewhere. Like states of the human psyche (self, anima, hero, trickster), they originate in what psychologist Carl Jung called archetypes. Archetypes are motifs that span bardos. We cannot say what their primal forms are, for we know them only by aspects they display on any one planet in any one epoch in any one observable cosmos.

On latter-day Earth, physics, chemistry, astronomy, psychology, anthropology, mathematics, and thermodynamics are spatiotemporal sciences, but they are also subsets of archetypal or traditionary sciences like alchemy, astrology, shamanism, numerology, and magic. Each traditionary science represents an organizing principle that exists in Creation at large, outside the Big Bang, in every latent and manifest universe.

The ultimate universal laws are unknowable in any one nervous system or by any single type of ganglion and mind. In this regard, a human philosopher is no savvier than a grasshopper or wren.

From their local expressions, we can interpolate the domains of archetypal sciences. Alchemy explores transitions between phases of manifestation. In a thermodynamic alembic, these regulate transmutations of mind and matter. Terrestrial alchemists work toward conjunctions of elemental substances, seeking crossover states and their phenomenologies. Alchemy also encompasses tiers of causal energy that give rise regionally to tables, periodicities, octaves, and isotopes.

The line between psyche and substance fluctuates, for both were a thoughtform in the solar cloud. There, mind and matter were inseparable and indistinguishable. All consciousness was telekinetic; all mass-and-motion mind-driven. Thoughtforms continue to arise in cooler, slower space-time: a lamp, a cabin, or a train’s caboose is a thoughtform, a thought turned into a form as well as a shift-potential shape.

Modern chemists and physicists, by contrast, confine their tracking to molecular properties emergent on Earth and, from spectrographic analyses, on exotic planets and stars.

Astrology is the concomitant cosmography and psychology of All That Is. In the “birth” chart of every animate and inanimate being as well as each occasion, destinies are individualized—individuated—against all contingencies and states of singularity. Because each multiverse forms against the backdrop of all multiverses—All That Is—their meanings are organized by coincidings and synchronicities. That’s why zodiacal charts “work” even multi-centrically. There are no wrong divinations or contexts, only different ways of telling the same story or fortune.

The stars that we see index another star-field within yet another, and another, each with multiple centricities and frames of reference. This enfolded para-celestial background holds universes in place. Because each universe forms against the backdrop of all universes, their sigils are bound to superior (interior) fields. Each zodiac dowses that hyperspatial whirlpool while each astronomy sets its near levers, gears, cycles, and screens. That is why there is finally an orbiting planet, centaur, or asteroid to dot every “i” and cross every “t.”1

One could argue that thermodynamics and astrology are yoked to each other by gravity and synchronicity, which are expressions of one energy at different frequencies. Psychologist Carl Jung and physicist Wolfgang Pauli tried to cut that Gordian knot together with marginal success; see Atom and Archetype: The Pauli-Jung Letters, 1932–1958.

The driver behind all this is karma, though not “karma” as we bandy the word in pop parlance. Karma is gravity and mass working in concert with psyche and being. It is how everything, conscious and unconscious, enacts cosmoses together. Bardos hatch because they have to. Our physical domain, what we call “nature” (from the Greek gnascari—“to be born” plus the future participle urus) is not only a transfigured gnosis but a continuous nativity. All worlds work together to complete—complete is not the word—a grand experiment of interim clarities. Creation models the athanors of Renaissance alchemists more than the centrifuges of successor chemists, for the periodic table is confined to one range of collisions and their outcomes, whereas All That Is is exploring mixed media.

There are finally no real things, only thoughtforms: modules flowing through minded states into manifestations. Soul driven, evolving, generating entire universes, they answer the eternal question “Which came first?”—by “Neither.” There is no distinction between mind and matter, thought and form, goose and egg. The physics and biology of the universe—the laws of gnature—are a thoughtform seeking its own basis and discovering what it is by expressing it.

Dreamtimes and Thoughtforms begins by addressing our landed universe and its dioceses, particularly the origin and destiny of sentient beings on Planet Earth as well as, presumably, elsewhere in the cosmos. My life-long inquiry into this topic began with riffs in my early twenties in the mid-1960s that led to Solar Journal: Oecological Sections, and proceeded through works like Spaces Wild and Tame; Book of the Earth and Sky; The Long Body of the Dream; and 
The Slag of Creation. In 1975, I changed genres from experimental prose to expository narrative; e.g., from pure dowsing to topic-driven matrices like this one.

Dreamtimes and Thoughtforms directly follows my book Bottoming Out the Universe: Why There Is Something Rather Than Nothing, which itself advances themes from a three-volume work I called 
Dark Pool of Light: Reality and Consciousness, the first on the neuroscience and ontology of consciousness, the second on consciousness in psychic and psychospiritual ranges, the third on the crisis and future of consciousness. Those four books—2010 to 2020—rest on my previous (1977 to 2003) series: Planet Medicine (Origins and Modalities volumes); The Night Sky: Soul and Cosmos; Embryogenesis: Species, Gender, and Identity; and Embryos, Galaxies, and Sentient Beings: How the Universe Makes Life. From 2003 to 2010, I wrote a companion trilogy: On the Integration of Nature (2005), The Bardo of Waking Life (2008), and 2013: Raising the Earth to the Next Vibration (2010).

I am a literary writer—sorry, “science only” readers. My explorations in physics, biology, paraphysics, and mysticism came after my teen meetings with John Keats, Herman Melville, and William Faulkner.

I am also an occult writer. I read tarot cards at sixteen and presently help shepherd a psychic group on Zoom (per my dedication) These meet (the literary and occult). For me the occult is occulted (and revealed) by phonetics as well as semantics. That is, content isn’t its own only source of meaning. Form is an extension of content.

After reading a late draft of Dreamtimes and Thoughtforms, one rad scientist interested in “microtubular signal transduction” and “deciphering the code of the morphogenetic field” (as I am) wrote back that my writing was “as always, verbose and unduly self-enamored and selfimpressed.” That startled and stung. I am enamored of voices and, if I am impressed, it is by them, their strangeness and variety, not by any choreography of my own.

Some minds work best by assault and dialectic, so I appreciate his ding. It was helpful like a Zen slap or windshield ticket. Whether it is accurate isn’t up to me. I write as I write, and the alternative is not to write as someone else writes (or asks me to write) but not to write at all. I am glad that the microtubular guy also warned me about what he called my “endless alliteration of everything.” I agree. Where it occurs, it is stupefying, almost bizarre.

I am not a traditional alliterator or lister; in fact, I have scrupulously avoided Longfellow-like lyricisms and meters. I consider alliteration a cheap trick, a crossword-puzzle-like game best for pop librettos where it is carried by melody. Yet the more I wrote this book, the more it alliterated and the more it also felt channeled. By that, I don’t mean that I heard an alien voice or spoke in tongues, but I also don’t not mean those. I began to hear sounds of sentences ahead of or along with their meanings and, after a while, I began to listen and record. I agree that it can sound like self-enamorment, but I believe it is something else: an older, not entirely contemporary English voice speaking along with me, a bit Elizabethan, a bit mock-academic, not undue but ornate and dense as if a Sirian narrator were talking Gaian. Sorry, rad scientist. I heard it that way.

Here’s what I think: when one flips into an interdimensional message, its language reflects its source of transmission. Words that list toward etymology and onomatopoeia expedite a “transduction” (microtubular yes, necessarily) of sound into meaning. I decided to encourage instead of fighting it once I realized that long tallies and alliterations are signatures of a meta-language or information set (like multi-spirt Seth’s Sumari). Singsong though it is, glossolalia accompanies us out of the Great Void.

I initially composed Dreamtimes and Thoughtforms within a larger text. I have tentatively named its more secular part The Return of the Tower of Babel: QAnon, COVID, and Chaos Magic. Together, the titles make a twin tablet of cosmological and political auguries that began in a source folio, Reading Gateway Cards: Opening the 2020 Portal.

“Gateway Cards” intimates that Earth is passing through a portal in space-time. Overdue oracles are hatching: 1987’s harmonic convergence, the Common Era’s Y2K, 2012’s end to the Mayan calendar and our solar system’s convergence with the galactic center, and the zodiacal Age of Aquarius scintillate together now like the tail of a rattlesnake. It has become hard to tell a nation from a barony, a world power from a failed state.

Even with meticulously managed clocks and data clouds, time no longer sticks to gears, ticks, or cesium atoms; it has become distended, longer and thicker, even stalling out, in some precincts, while whipping by like a solar wind in others. Distance has warped too, from the farthest nebulae to getting crosstown. Urban zones and their malls and eateries have distended like Salvador Dali clocks, while individuals—in Hong Kong, Cape Town, Buenos Aires, and Boise—sat together in Zoom cafés.

Meanwhile, a hollow has been growing at the core of civilization, beyond context or meaning. While the modern world is churning out trillion-fold algorithms, bitcoins, and bling, it is untethered to a tribe or soul.

Astrologers and clairvoyants sensed something huge out there but didn’t know what it was. Like a planet-killing comet or system-perturbing “Planet X,” it kept getting vaster and emptier, camouflaged by the digital dazzle of the Kuiper belt. Texture and life were being drained from the world and replaced by an artificially sweetened, deficit-funded substitute. The Inuit spoke of a shift in the Earth’s orbit: “The sun is in a different place now,” their elders said. “Everything is tilting northward. The winds are fitful, weather unpredictable.” They checked with other elders; they agreed, something big is happening.

In 2017, a cigar-shaped object of anomalous trajectory whipped through our System, changing speed and albedo in ways that Newtonian comets can’t. It was gone before astronomers realized they had a black swan, an unpiloted foo. They failed to resolve its signature and decode its nature. Too late! The elongated rod was on its way toward Pegasus.

The misidentified comet, dubbed ‘Oumuamua after Hawaiian for “scout” because it was first observed at twenty-one million miles (or 0.22 AU: Gaia-Sun units) from the Haleakalā Observatory in Maui, broke the plane of the Solar System on September 6 from the direction of Vega twenty-five light years away, reached perihelion on September 9, and was out of range a month later.

When Harvard astronomer Avi Loeb proposed that the interstellar object might not have been another surplus rock but the first technosignature from away—debris from one of the many civilizations in the universe, perhaps a light-driven sail several kilometers long and only a few millimeters thick, perhaps a camera probe—he was all but excommunicated from the guild.2

Where was NASA’s asteroid watch? It was busy charting Apophis in 2029.

Evolutionary astrologer and ayahuasquero Laura Matsue declared, “2020 is like the world is in an ayahuasca ceremony together—and most people have neither prepared for it nor do they even know they’re in it and there’s no shaman. The shaman is meant to create some containment around the energy of the ceremony, and there’s definitely none of that going on.”3

Instead, we have the shaman of no-shaman.
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BIG BANG

The Big Bang came first, that’s the canonical audit of science. It preceded the star-spangled universe, perhaps the multiverse too. By “multiverse” I mean a panoply of probable and parallel universes issuing from the same particle point. Maybe there were many particle points, “big bangs,” and creationary events.

Either way, what preceded a big bang? What cast gravity, heat, and mass across curvature into scalar magnitude? What caused “cause”?

To appearances, the Big Bang was an explosion (or implosion) that transcended terms for either because it spread only into space and time it created—it did not occur in them (or in anything); it made them. After imploding, it continued to pop like corn—hydrogen nebulae—in its own “oil,” liquefied radiations. It subsumed any conventional blast, yielding runes we call preons, quarks, strings, and particles, forging atoms and then molecules, as it fused and fissioned across the void. Except how can there be an alcove called “void” without an amphitheater called “space”?

Everything in objective creation came from the initial fissioning: meteors, hair dryers, frogs. Adjudicating chaos and containment, it created ground and sky and set countless cyclotrons and pendula aligning across worlds.

The flames haven’t died down yet. Fourteen billion Earth-Sol orbits later, embers are still spasming and spit firing. It was a clown car from which the clowns never stopped coming. In the process, it exponentialized, metastasized, and incubated, spawning compound yarn: hadrons, fermions, and cinders that kept fissuring and combining as they hopped tiers, yielding paramecia, mosquito eggs, dandelion seeds, plankton, supernovas.

This rummage of undetermined scale organized at intervals of an Arabic and Roman ten (decimal), an Egyptian twelve (duodecimal), a Sumerian sixty (sexagesimal), and far greater ordinals and powers. Cosmologist Nassim Haramein notes coefficients joining helix-shaped nebulae to the helical eyeballs that view them, between mitoses of cells and deaths of stars, between a synaptic map of brain cells and a synoptic glyph of the entire observable cosmos. Underground mycelial webs—fibers of fungal life—foreshadow fiber-optic networks, an infinity of roads and their cul-de-sacs.

Likewise, a sunflower on Sol 3 mimes its namesake star. Its young inflorescence, or composite flower, follows solar rays, as its seed-swarm grows in an occult Fibonacci spiral. The brown-red disk of mature florets and bright yellow sepals then cast a replica of the sun during total lunar eclipse.1

As above, so below. Eridanus, a river of stars, flows into the intestines of a salmon.

As galaxies spew out stars, stars breed particles, elements knit compounds, compounds become organisms. The universe is a chain of selfsimilar superpositions—a scalar undulation, budding and spurting where ripe, posting its blueprint onto time. As galactic spirals sow double-helix codes, gonads swell with gametes, gametes activate embryogenic fields, plants and animals clone fresh cells and semen, galaxies ignite new suns and spores. Every bird and snake re-lays the Cosmic Egg.

When Freudian orgonomist Wilhelm Reich sourced passion in primordial hydrogen, he presaged all plants and animals too. Howling cats in heat proffer the same superimposition as rings of Saturn or a crab nebula. He meant that nature is a libidinal splurge—it had to be in order to express both ground luminosity and dialectical depth. Buildup of creature excitation in orgasm perpetuates the creationary 
spark, as it continues to expand from an encapsulated particle to a far-flung 
recursion. Hydrogen—hermetic mercury—fissions into electrons and protons while dimensionalizing into suns and seeds. All That Is had an innate “desire” to dilate, differentiate, and complexify—to release its pent-up charge. It dissolves matter in its own liqueur as it assuages its erotic curiosity about itself.

The Big Bang foreshadowed the Freudian-Jungian unconscious—an archetypal estuary gushing into rendition as reaction formation*1 and revelation: yin and yang.

Several riddles are posed by a “big bang”:


	If a single particle smaller than a jujube chundered all of creation, from where did it get its material, let alone mechanism and laws? If gravity and curvature preceded
	it, WTF are gravity and curvature?

	Was our big bang a pregnant photon that splintered instantly into a holographic universe? Does that explain the façade of galaxies to its wee partisans within?

	If time, space, and space-time had to be inaugurated, what preconditioned them? And how can anything be before “before” or 
	malgré time?

	And who killed cock robin? Did mindedness preexist? Did karma qua gravity require an implosion, whipping up worlds to deliver failed imperatives of prior worlds, or was it pure dada? Did it implode physically or liminally or both? Who will toll the bell and carry the coffin?



Is the universe, in the sense of All That Is, a thoughtform or a chemistry set? Is it a spree of adventitious algorithms that, given space enough and time, can create anything from yesterday’s residue—a play of particles aggregating ex post facto, fashioning Legos into earwigs, rubies, and comets? Or is it a thoughtform ricocheting in its own reflection? I will address the notion that it is both, simultaneously and reciprocally, throughout this book.

A different mode of origin is adduced by the Hebrew Zohar’s Tree of Life: As transdimensional rays cascaded from Kether, the cosmogonic gateway and crown, their “hidden” light responded to a primal stirring of Ein Soph, the unmanifested Divine, giving a laical big bang a bottomless dowry. The implosion was seminally alphabetic and algebraic, stem to stern, pillar to post. It translated words and numbers from one dimension to another.

Astrophysicist Brian Swimme rechristened the Big Bang the “Primordial Flaring Forth,” to take weaponry and mischief out of it and restore a covenant of Greek and Egyptian theogonies.2 Swimme’s metaphor isn’t just semantic, it shifts motive: a sacred emanation as opposed to an improvised pipe device, Paul Simon’s “ days of miracle and wonder” and “ long distance call” instead of his “ bomb in the baby carriage wired to the radio.”3

A Primordial Flaring Forth jives, verse by verse, with Genesis, whereas a Big Bang is God’s Second Amendment firing range.

As particles scattered in the frontal flare, they stirred a cauldron they had melded, thinning into its frontiers, clustering around gravitational centers—galaxies—because remember, gravity was already there.

Gravity, the Greek god Apocalypse—literally “a disclosure of information”—is the lone surviving deity from a prior pantheon, the missing son of Kronos (Time) and Rhea (Great Mother), twin brother to Zeus (Harvest), grandson of Gaia (Ground) and Ouranos (Space). That’s pre-Socratic physics from the Stone Ages.

Apocalypse is a cardinal deity, able to disrobe into thermodynamics without revealing a pothole or pore. His shadows—heat, shear, mass, momentum—spread into nooks and crannies like plum jam. In kimonos of dark energy and matter, he is able to touch everything in his domain and make everything touch everything else. Stuffing itself into each mote and crevice, bending space-time without divulging a farthing, gravity divests not just knowledge but a lesion in knowing reenacted by philosophers like Jacques Derrida, Jacques Lacan, and Gilles Deleuze.

The Primal Flare exceeded an unthinkable 1,000 trillion degrees Celsius. As gamma-ray embers plunged from its athanor into the nigredo of interstellar night, the Flare’s unconscious contents began to take shape, creating Nut—Sky—a backdrop of multiple firmaments and heavens.

After many kalpas, a newbie disc—a proto-sun—purled from the Milky Way Nebula, spinning as it swept curds out of Rhea’s cream, molten hydrogen at still more than 6,000 degrees Kelvin. Its children would call it Ra, Helios, Surya, Sol, Huītzilōpōchtli, Wuriupranili.

At the core of the spinning spiral were the two most abundant elements in the galaxy, hydrogen and helium. As their molten sog coalesced, outer chunks of the greater cloud, drawn to each other by gravity, accreted into planetesimals, whirling stones of a thousand-or-so meters diameter—archaeoastronomy’s protoplanets.

Around 700 BCE, Greek poet Hesiod dead-reckoned the system’s birth throes from fifty thousand years of unwritten Pleistocene cosmogeny:

First Kaos (Chaos) came to be, but next wide-bosomed Gaia (Earth), the ever-sure foundations of all the deathless ones who hold the peaks of snowy Olympus and dim Tartaros in the depth of the widepathed Gaia, and Eros (Love), fairest among the deathless gods, who unnerves the limbs and overcomes the mind and wise counsels of all gods and all men within them. From Kaos came forth Erebos, [the shadow, and dark Nyx (Night)]; but of Nyx were born Aether (Bright Sky) and Hemera (Day), whom she conceived and bore from union in love with Erebos. And Gaia first bore starry Ouranos (Heaven), equal to herself, to cover her on every side.4

It was as romantic as it was torrid, for its time a Bollywood sitcom.

In Navajo Nation’s cosmogenesis, Asdzą́ą́ Nádleehé (Changing Woman) grew from the union of Long Life Boy and Happiness Girl. Literally the “woman who changes,” she used pieces of her own exfoliated skin and a medicine bundle made of mountain soil and buckskin to fashion four couples, ancestors of the four Navajo clans.

Sol warmed its eggery like a giant tern. Nearer ova simmered at 2,000 Kelvin, while the outer nest cooled to a tepid 50 units. Inner worlds did not draw as many curds as median orbs, so they bundled in smaller spheres and formed hard surfaces. On primeval Mercury, Venus, Earth, Mars, Ceres, Vesta, Pallas, and other planetoids, micro-fields with high melting points consolidated. Their molecules precipitated into minerals and metals, crusts and scarps—our sort of real estate.

Meanwhile, lighter protons vaporized as they formed hyperspheres under gravity. Digital close-ups of Jupiter and Saturn today look both cellular and like magnificent marbles, a moving portfolio of every canvas that Jackson Pollack and Hilma af Klimt could ever paint given eternal time and dyes.

Beyond the asteroid belt—the system’s frost line—even lighter molecules solidified. Electromagnetic cores of what would become Uranus and Neptune as well as Jupiter and Saturn continued to attract hydrogen and helium, as they amasssed initially into rapidly rotating gasballs, great fleece of rainbow cotton candy surrounded by rings and moons. Larger Jovian satellites were named Titan, Europa, Enceladus, Callisto, Miranda, Ganymede, Janus, Ariel, Umbriel, Triton, Ophelia by the European world that discovered them. Their Olympian-Shakespearian kingdom seized the preponderance of angular momentum projected by Sol and their own gathering bodies. Springs of a local zodiac got wound.

In Sol’s inner system, iron, silicon, magnesium, sulfur, aluminum, calcium, nickel, and their elemental neighbors crystallized. While oxygen remained gaseous, some of its molecules bonded into rocks as they cooled. One “stone” was unique. Oxidizing the universe’s lightest and most abundant particle—hydrogen with an atomic weight at par (1.008)—water molecules fluctuated in round square-dances, hydrogens continuously displacing one another and bonding with new oxygens. As the ionized atoms oscillated, they trapped their own energy while absorbing external heat. Instead of boiling off, as their kind did nearer Sol on Venus and Mercury, oxidized hydrogens made aqueous flow on Gaia and Mars. Its squirts were viscous, resilient, electrically conductive—ubiquitous.5

As splash pelted stone, a planet-size sauna sent steam upward into an icy flask, the union of Ouranos and Aether. It deliquesced back with lightning and thunder. Large and small cracks 
filled with H2O, making streams, bays, basins, oceans, lakes, torrential rivers.

During this phase of geogenesis, a Mars-size asteroid crashed into Gaia, ejecting a chunk of her mantle into near space where it congealed as a separate subordinal body, Luna. Obedient to terrestrial gravity while imposing a lunar yoke, the satellite brought Earth’s carousing winds and waters to heel, taming runaway cyclones into weather and tides, setting the stage for a biosphere and noosphere. It died as a world while converting into a metronome and valve. A photo of Luna orbiting Earth from NASA’s Deep Space Climate Observatory shows an ashen gray floating boulder casting a spell on a waterworld and garden fifty times its size.

The seminal rogue asteroid was later named Theia after the Greek mother of Selene, goddess of the moon—a play of imaginal astrophysics and retro-mythology. She is thought to have wandered from the outer Solar System or to have long accompanied proto-Earth in near orbit before being perturbed by neighboring Venus or giant Jupiter. After the collision, Theia became part of Gaia, contributing her minerals to its core, her waters to its surface and atmosphere. We are Theians as well as Terrans.

While this hullabaloo was taking place in matter, its counterpart was propagating causal energy in spirit spheres. Landscapes forming out of molten molecules complemented liminal continents like Atlantis and Lemuria.

The birth of sun and moon and life forms, proposed turn-of-the-twentieth-century occult philosopher Rudolf Steiner, emulated parallel evolutions in planes outside of time and space. While matter reached up (or out) to spirit—in a quartz crystal as well as an emergent crab—spirit reached down (or in) to cast a material substrate from its essence. While physical Earth matriculated by geological epochs—Cambrian, Ordovician, Silurian, Devonian, Eocene—esoteric Earth underwent correlative metamorphoses: Polarean, Hyperborean, Lemurian, and Atlantean phases marked our progenitors’ pilgrimages from Astral to Etheric to Physical bodies. These states comprise bardos through which souls were gradually deeded bodies. They passed from vapors to fire mists to water to flesh—metaphorically from Saturn to Sun to Moon to Earth—and from mineral deposits to the plant kingdom to invertebrate and reptile mazes to mammalian jurisdictions.

Anthroposophy is Steiner’s name for his meta-science of soul history. He derived it by meditations on the Akashic Chronicle, his interpretation of psychically inscribed tablets that record every event throughout all universes. These nonphysical annals of All That Is are only accessible telepathically.6

Luna’s separation from Earth was Astral, then Etheric, then physical and astronomical. An astral/astrological drama in the macrocosm mirrored the space collision in the microcosm. In Steiner’s cosmology, every zygote and larva reenacts Terran-Lunar transformation; every caterpillar or eel emanates through phases of separation and renewal. Ontogeny, phylogeny, and cosmogony—egg, embryo, and cosmos—likewise recapitulate one another again and again because nothing else compasses them. Steiner explains:

The soul or astral ancestors of man were transported to the refined or etheric earth. 
. . . [T]hey sucked the refined substance into themselves like a sponge, to speak coarsely. By thus becoming penetrated with substance, they developed etheric bodies. These had an elongated elliptical form, in which the limbs and other organs which were to be formed later were already indicated by delicate shadings of the substance. All processes in this mass were purely physicalchemical, but they were regulated and dominated by the soul. . . .

Up to this point there had been no material separation between sun, earth, and moon. In their effect on man these three were one body. Now the separation took place; the more delicate substantiality, which includes everything which had previously made it possible for the soul to act in an immediately vitalizing manner, separated itself as the sun; the coarsest part was extruded as the moon; and the earth, with respect to its substantiality, stood in the middle between the two others.7

The soul—cosmic, group, and personal—needed space to grow.




ICE

Steam continued to descend from Nut as rain, snow, and sleet; it rolled as mists through valleys and as fog off bays. Its crystals accumulated in hail and icebergs. Glaciers roared from polar caps down rivulets, moving rocks and alps, feeding rivers and seas. Water froze on the surfaces of lakes and kettle ponds, insulating them for more nuanced chemistry.

Then water did something amazing: it came alive. The Vedas say that it drew spirit from the Etheric aspect of the solar cloud. In modern occult terms, it percolated from Steiner’s astral and etheric realms or from Teilhard’s nascent noosphere,*2 bonding with carbon and nitrogen to form acids of a contiguous, contagious code. RNA molecules portend the first tablets of their own literature, to be written on cave walls, papyruses, and electron screens, to be cawed by crows, spun by bees and spiders, flashed by octopuses. These are forerunners of linguist Noam Chomsky’s generative grammars. Parakeet, Bonobo, Inupiaq, Quechua, Ibo, Icelandic, Japanese, and HTML are neuroaffectively a single tongue.

Water, as well as compounds of carbon and hydrogen—methanes, ethanes—forge humongous “ice” castles, cathedrals, and megapolises. Beyond stars’ frost lines, these comprise whole continents of worlds like Callisto, Enceladus, and Titan. Hydrocarbons are so abundant throughout the universe that they aggregate into crystal-ball planets around other stars. Their occult histories proceed along different trajectories from ours.

As its atoms shapeshifted in states of electron probability, water was destined to become aqua—or an elemental—at Gaia’s octave. In its solid phase, it is the most prolific crystal in the geosphere: glacier, icicle, snowflake, hail, sleet, lake-skin, lapidem, microtubule. In its liquid form, it rushes, steeps, and sublimates as elixirs, springs, lagoons, rivulets, raindrops. Its vapors yield cerations and sublimations: troposphere, cloud, fog, humidity, and a sylph’s kiss of dew. In its native Astral plane, it personifies into undines and merfolk.

Water’s Physical-Etheric field sponsors fractal incarnations: amoeba to whale, rotifer to cat, ctenophore to manatee.

Aqua also mediates heat and absence of heat: star ovens and the interstellar void. Cold is technically “quantum-mechanical zero-point energy-induced particle motion” (or motionlessness)—the status of parsecs of dayless night where things go slower than a tortoise with an L. L. Bean pack and are chillier than the figurative well-digger’s ass. At its deepest collection centers, gravity’s star furnaces warmed spoors of unfigured rock and kicked up thousands-of-miles-per-hour winds. Sol’s third planetesimal provided a rare moody blend, an “exquisitely protective crucible” commingling cold and hot, harmony and clatter, as oracular novelist Whitley Strieber eulogizes:

So a benign star in a benign galaxy, a planet the perfect distance from its star and a moon in orbital balance with it are what enabled life to arise and evolve here. 
. . . [Yet] 99% of all species that have ever existed are now extinct, and there have been five great mass extinctions. The third one, the Permian mass extinction which happened 248 million years ago, killed 96% of all species then alive. Everything living now, including us, is descended from the 4% that survived. . . .

[W]e are in the midst of a 6th mass extinction. The stage for it was set when the current ice epoch began . . . the Quaternary Glaciation, which started 2.8 million years ago. During that period, the ice has expanded and retreated many times, with each ice age lasting about 100,000 years. They are punctuated by interglacials, and we are at the end of one of these right now. . . .
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