August 11, 2000


48 years ago, I was born.  At approximately 1:30 A.M., I popped into physical existence screaming and crying, resisting every inch along the way down the long tube into the maddening light beyond.  I didn’t really want to go, you see.  I liked it just fine in the darkness of the womb.  It was like being embraced by the Void beyond birth and death.


Well, anyway, I’m here and I’m riding it out to the end of this life, whether it be gradual or abrupt.  I may as well make the most of it.  I have a new mantra that I say to myself once I’m in the alpha state of meditation:

I ACCEPT MY CIRCUMSTANCES…

I AM PERFECTLY SATISFIED WITH MY EXISTENCE AS IT IS…

I HAVE NO WISH TO BE ANYONE ELSE THAN WHO I AM…

I AM SATISFIED TO BE HERE RATHER THAN SOMEWHERE ELSE…

I PREFER WHAT IS GOING ON NOW RATHER THAN REACHING SOME FUTURE GOAL.


You see, for too long, I have been bitching about whatever circumstances I’m in.  I either want a car or a girlfriend or a job or a house or whatever it is.  If I have something or someone, I want something or someone better.  If I have a car, I want a BETTER car.  If I’m with someone, I wish I were with someone better.  There’s always room for improvement.  Then I think back on times when I didn’t even have these things at all and how glad I would be just to have these things.  I’m sure there are people who wish they had anything at all.  If I go around constantly pursuing the elusive butterfly of something better, I will always be miserable.


This is not to say that I’m necessarily giving up on pursuing goals.  Indeed, I have recently decided to send resumes once in a while for other jobs and look into getting a car eventually instead of the limited scooter I now have.  But if I let these goals dominate my existence, I will always be in a state of anxiety and frustration.  This is not worth it.  The trick is to enjoy the process, not to be concerned about the goal.

THE PROCESS IS THE GOAL!


I have also decided that there is nothing wrong with thinking.  For too long, I have tried to squelch thinking either through meditative mystical techniques or psychotropic drugs (mainly marijuana).  Since I recently ran out of the latter and have chosen to live without it to see what that was like, my attempts to reach altered states in a non-drug way have intensified.  But I have realized that the Good Lord didn’t give us brains just to blow them away; we didn’t evolve all this way just to pretend we don’t have exactly what caused us to evolve so rapidly in recent years.  


The trick is to use BOTH sides of the brain, both left and right, simultaneously.  Visualize as well as think.  (We do this normally all the time; what I’m talking about is to do it more consciously.)  While in a state of deep meditation, process serially while seeing the whole picture.  If you only use one foot to pedal a bike, you won’t get very far.  But if you use both feet at the same time, you will be riding along quite smoothly.  I suspect this is the technique that so-called “geniuses” use to evoke new ideas.  Going within, get to know your brain.


I had an interesting dream the other night when a woman I know at work was asking me if I make up my religion as I go along.  I think that is true.  I do make up my path as I go along.  I adhere to no gurus or religions.  I take what suits me from all that I encounter.  


Perhaps it’s the other way around.  Perhaps my path makes up me as it goes along.  I am but a step on the path I create.

Going deep within…

In the cavern of the unconscious…

A still dark pond… 

Strange creatures of the past….

Nibble the surface of awareness.

August 13, 2000 - I worry a lot about things before they happen.  Often they are the kind of things that I simply cannot know about until they do indeed happen.  Like what if it rains?  Or what if the government goes after me?  Or what if I lose my job?  Etc., etc.


The thing is, this kind of futuristic mentation does no good whatsoever, since I can’t predict all future contingencies.  I have to wait until it happens before I can know how to react.  By worrying about it, I lose sleep, I experience a lot of anxiety, I can’t simply lay back and enjoy life.

HAVE FAITH IN THE PROCESS…

IT KNOWS EXACTLY WHAT IT’S DOING!


Of course, all I can do at this stage is to simply observe this tendency to worry.  It is a fairly automatic reaction of mine and I can’t simply stop it.  By stepping outside and watching it, I deprive it of the power it would otherwise have over me by identifying with it.


I had a mysterious bout of insomnia last night.  I’m not sure quite where it comes from.  This kind of thing has been happening to me a lot lately.  I’ve even been sleepless all night long – which makes me positively psychotic!  No sleeping medication will get me to sleep; they just seem to make it worse.  I did not feel consciously worried about anything, but maybe I’m worried about getting all I can out of life before I make the great exit.  I envy animals not being aware of such a deadline to physical existence.


I even worry about how I’m going to spend free time on days off.  My existence is far more defined when I go to work – when to wake up, when to get there, various schedules and deadlines at work, squeezing in important personal errands, what time to go to bed.  

But on a day off, there’s none of that, just a big hole.  And I feel compelled to fill that hole with something.  I think I often experience more anxiety on vacations, days off, weekends, and holidays/special occasions (especially those!) than any other time!  The irony is it shouldn’t have to be that way.  Time off is something I should simply enjoy.  But I’m anxious as to whether I’m enjoying it enough or not – and then I’m not because of that.  Crazy huh?  I once had a night of insomnia because I was trying to figure out whether to go on a camping trip or not, then the next day, I was unable to function enough to do anything!  Or a time like a birthday or Thanksgiving or Christmas – that turkey has to be just right, the presents have to be perfect, we have to do all the rituals properly.


I can remember when I was younger, these things weren’t as important to me.  Maybe it’s because I was a passive rider and things were done for me.  Every birthday, a big cake with candles was served to me and I got to eat a big pizza.  So I just took stuff for granted.  As an adult, I’m expected to do these things for myself, although in my late teens and early twenties, I really didn’t give a shit about any of that.  I just did things on a whim.  Somehow, I wish I could be more like that now.  I wish I could just allow stuff to unfold without this nagging compulsion to fit as many experiences as possible into one day.  One experience experienced with thorough quality is worth far more than numerous “quickie” experiences.  If I have sex because I think I’m supposed to have it, I’m not enjoying it at all and probably will have trouble getting it up.

THE QUALITY OF EXPERIENCE IS WORTH FAR MORE THAN THE QUANTITY OF EXPERIENCE!


I think the most memorable experiences that I have ever had were like this.  The best days I have ever had were days that I wasn’t planning to have an exceptional day.  It just happened of its own accord.  If I start planning exactly how I want things to be, then things inevitably go wrong.  The timing goes off and I get pissed off.  It is better to just allow it to happen.  If it is a blah day, that is perfectly fine.  If it is a rainy day, fine, I will just stay inside and play music and read and write.  If it is a beautiful day, but I don’t feel up to going somewhere, fine, I will just rest.  Things don’t have to be perfect.


Yesterday, Gretchen picked blueberries for two hours on a high clearing on a mountain, while I contemplated the view.  We fucked in the woods like animals; somehow, that always seems so primordial.  

Somehow the fantasy of it always seems better than the reality of it.  I’d like to get to a place where I can experience the reality of something rather than my fantasy of it or my memory of it.  Am I fucking someone or am I fucking my memory of someone?  Which is which?  Or is everything “old” simply memories we continously re-experience?  The very first time I ever ate pizza or had sex, it was something wonderful and novel.  But ever since then, I’m just filtering the present moment through that memory.  But what if I could experience each and every thing as though for the first time?  What an intensification of experience that would be!

I think a good start would be to ask myself before I start doing something if I really want to be doing that – or am I just doing it out of a kind of obligation or habit.  It’s hard to tell the difference sometimes and it may take some searching one’s gut feeling.  This is not necessarily to advocate a kind of hedonism without moral responsibility, but even hedonistic acts can be performed as the same old thing.

I’ll be working on this.  It will be interesting to see where it goes.

August 27, 2000 – I’m not quite sure what I’m doing.  Life takes me on interesting twists and bends.  Occasionally, I get caught in a whirlpool, then get released from a pool of stagnation to wend my merry way onwards.

I’ve been experiencing some rather radical bodily symptoms the past two weeks.  First, I broke out in an itchy rash all over, then I started having itchiness peeing, and had some sort of problem swallowing.  The rash and the problem swallowing went away, but I still have trouble with peeing.  I was tested for herpes and a few other STD’s, but I’m okay there.  Now I suspect it could be a urinary infection.  It seems like my body is breaking down in all kinds of ways; I never had this kind of stuff before.  It’s scary to be becoming middle-aged and feeling betrayed by this body, which has usually been in fairly good health.  Once you’ve finally started feeling on top of things economically (well, relatively for me), the body gives way beneath you.

Last weekend, Gretchen and I went on a rather incredible journey to a special place to me, Mt. Watatic, about 60 miles away.  We were going on my tiny motor scooter, and it took us about 3 – 4 hours to make the trip, because the poor bugger could barely climb hills with our camping gear.  It was near my old boarding school and I stopped to reminisce, having strange memories of when I was such an idealistic, spiritual teenager.  What happened to me the past thirty years?

It was a beautiful sojourn on top of the craggy mountain, though cold at night.  We got to see the sun rising over the east coast with Boston, an awe-inspriring sight after our chilly night snuggling under one sleeping bag.  I started thinking that night that one will never experience adventure and intensity unless one takes risks, and we were certainly doing that last weekend.  You can either have perfect security and no freedom, or vice-versa, little security but lots of freedom.  That weekend, I felt so free just traveling with my stuff on my back, a nomad of the open road.  I’d like to do that kind of thing more often.  Fuck security.  If you want to stay in a perfectly insured vault with lots of locks, that’s fine, but I prefer to take risks and enjoy life once in a while.  It’s a risk just to cross the street.

Today, I was thinking how I try to do too many things all at once.  If I try to squeeze too many things on my schedule, I’ll have no time for anything!  I prefer to space out and take in things.  I can’t possibly do it all at once.  I suppose I have this compulsive awareness of the deadline called “death” and I better do it now rather than never.  But would it be worth having a nervous breakdown over things.  I need to slow down, scratch a few things off my “Things to Do” list.  It is better to do things with time and quality than try to do lots of things in a scanty way.

August 29, 2000 – I really seem to have a problem with usage of stimulants of various sorts – caffeine, nicotine, pot, herbal formulas.  The first question would be:  Just why do I need stimulants?  This is a very energetic society and if you are not constantly bursting with energy, people regard you as odd and undesirable.  Just look at any American workplace, for example.  I feel like I must get a lot of things done and to do that, I need chemical stimulants to keep going at it.  Why is it so important?  And, are there ways I can find energy in other ways.

Last night, just as an experiment, I tried taking a few puffs of an old tobacco stash that I hadn’t touched in a year.  I sort of wish I didn’t.  I immediately felt the old addiction coming back, the compulsion to take one puff after another.  It is incredible how addictive the stuff is.  I couldn’t quite stop thinking about it since.

On the other hand, I know I don’t want to start getting all that shit in my lungs again and smell bad so it offends non-smokers.  It’s not like you just take a toot once in a while and that’s all you need (like pot); it is a constant compulsion.  I don’t want to be unable to indulge in heavy physical activities and have to go outside in freezing cold during the winter just to have my addiction.  I don’t want to chew it so it has the potential of rotting out my teeth.  Last but not least, I don’t want to live with the constant possibility of getting cancer.

I use a nicotine patch, which sometimes causes funny feelings in my chest and left arm (uh, oh!), so that’s not good either.  I wonder if there is some kind of herbal alternative or an antidepressant.  But here we go again, looking at this compulsion for stimulants.  Nicotine is a big one for me that I’ve been struggling with all my life.

My theory is certain stimulants perk up my left brain so I’m able to think and communicate better, thus making it more easy for me to be among people, ordinarily a very difficult thing for me.  I observe I have a greater need for such stimulants when I am in social situations or forced to work among people; my need immediately decreases when I am alone and out in nature.  In fact, I take my nicotine patch off when I’m going for a hike.  (When I was a smoker, my need increased exponentially among people.)  Interesting.

Then pot switches on my right brain, though I don’t have that now, but unlike nicotine, I am quite able to function without it.  In the remote past, I have tried other drugs which have such an effect.  I am now attempting to switch that center on without drugs.  I believe that since I am naturally a right-brained person, chemicals aren’t as necessary for me.

I wonder if there is a way to turn on the part of the brain I need to without these chemical tools.  Could I find a certain way to activate my energy center naturally?  Or if there is a way to do it in such moderation that there is less potential of bodily harm?  (Could I make a special tea or liquid drops containing pure tobacco without harmful chemicals, then give myself very controlled dosages as needed?)  I will research into this.

September 4, 2000 – I have been thinking about the subject of boredom.  It is amazing to what lengths we go to avoid it.  Turn on the radio, T.V., CD, whatever.  Go out.  Read a book.  Watch a movie.  Buy something.  Even boring pointless work is preferrable to sheer boredom.  It gets crazy, after a while.  I notice that I can’t just sit still and be bored.  Maybe that’s what meditation is all about – to be aware of how we avoid the boring emptiness within.  But perhaps the irony is this supposed “emptiness” turns out to be the most fulfilling thing possible and it isn’t really boring at all.

An exercise would be to observe the most boring thing you can think of.  It might be just a bunch of rocks or a pile of leaves.  Maybe a rusty tin can along the side of the road.  Just look at it VERY CAREFULLY.  Don’t even try to think about where it came from or where it is going.  Just be absolutely bored with it and immerse yourself in the boredom.  I tried something like this and, to my surprise, I did not find it very boring at all.

People in American culture, in particular, are obsessed with avoiding boredom.  Constantly we have to make noise, talk, have something going on.  Right now Labor Day weekend is going on, and I imagine millions of Americans are frantically attempting to have a big blast.  If you’re not having a great time this weekend, there’s something wrong with you.  That’s something I always hate about holidays, vacations, and the such.  It’s almost as if everyone is on just as much a treadmill as they are on at their jobs trying to have a good time.  It’s too bad that most jobs are so pointless that people can’t wait for their vacations and holidays – only to get in long traffic jams to get to the beach or wherever.  It seems really stupid sometimes.  The best times I’ve ever had are not these supposed “special times”.  I have a better time just mellowing out than trying to have a blast.

I guess I’ve been a bit bored, but I don’t seem to have the energy level to really want to do a whole lot.  I’m going to have a bit more time off than usual this coming month.  It will be interesting to observe this type of thing more thorougly.

September 7, 2000 – I had another troubled night sleeping.  I just tossed and turned all night into the wee hours of the morning with no results, just a couple of light dreams this morning.  I’m not sure why this is happening, but it seems to be happening to me more often, every other night sometimes.  I’m not excessively worried or upset about anything, my mind just won’t shut off into unconsciousness.  I’ve tried herbal stuff like Valerian root or Hops or melatonin, but they don’t seem to do me any good at times like that.  I try progressive relaxation without results.

I was planning to go camping today with Gretchen, which is a big enterprise, so that could explain some of my tensions.  There’s a lot of preparation involved.  But I wasn’t particularly worried about it since we did that type of thing two weeks ago.  I was somewhat excited, like a kid expecting Christmas the next day, since we’re going to a favorite place of mine, Mt. Monadnock.  I’ll probably sleep like a log tonight right after dark when we get everything set up there.

On another note, I’ve been pondering how depressed I am to see how most of my own generation has sold out, in blatant and subtle ways, to the very system they swore they would never sell out to and change when the reins of power fell into their hands.  Now everyone acts like they never rebelled, like they never did drugs, like they’re all goodie-goodie and on the straight and narrow path, which is pure bullshit.  It could either be now they’re playing the stock market or they own a chain of health food stores, fooling themselves they’re spiritual non-materialists, while owning some fine home in the country some poor black in the inner city would kill for.

I’ve come to realize that my own generation is not going to be the one to herald in a New Age of Humanity, that this process is going to take lots of generations.  In the sixties and seventies, there was always a sense that it was all going to happen the next day.  Admittedly those were exciting times, but something got lost in the eighties and nineties.  Everyone just shrugged their shoulders and acted like it never happened.

To give my generation credit, there are some rather significant changes:  Civil rights became a reality.  Gays could safely come out of the closet.  Women could become more assertive.  And, say what you will about the whole Vietnam debacle, it was the first time in the history of humanity, that a significant portion of the population opposed a war and actually brought it to an end (as drawn out as it was).  This is about as momentous as people voluntarily releasing their slaves in the last century.

I sort of think this process will snowball and we’re currently experiencing a kind of set-back, but the next peak will be higher.  Evolution is indeed rolling along much faster than it has.  It took billions of years just to crawl out of the ocean.  It only took hundreds of thousands of years for the human species to come into existence.  And now it is taking hundreds of years, then mere decades to go to peaks we can not now even imagine.  I’d like to see a world where there is plenty for all, where there is no violence, where nature and humans live in perfect co-existence, where all live meaningful lives.  Assuredly, there will be a New Age of Humanity, but all each generation can do is patiently lay the foundations for what is to come.  There is a tremendous amount of resistance from selfish, violent tendencies of the past, but you can’t deny there is less of it than there was in times past.  It’s happening, be assured.

I think I can live with that.  My mission is to do what I can to participate.

September 14, 2000:  I went on that camping trip which had mixed experiences, positive and negative.  Gretchen was with me and the big thing was she started bleeding inordinately on an unexpected period.  She kept complaining a lot and I kept trying to tell her to keep her cool; it wasn’t going to do much good under the circumstances.  I don’t think either of us wanted her to have to call a stretcher and have her taken away to the nearest hospital.

We did get to experience some nice stuff.  We had campfire every night and the campsite had a lot of luxuries our previous place didn’t have such as a flush toilet, a canteen to get hot coffee in the morning, showers, etc.  Going to the top of Mt. Monadnock was enjoyable, though I was a bit disappointed at the visibility level, couldn’t see much further than 20-30 miles.  (On a good day, you can see 100 miles.)  It wasn’t until the final day when we were leaving, that the weather began to get relatively clear.  I dragged Gretchen up to the top of Gap Mtn., just a hill, and saw a nice view of Monadnock and in the distance.  We also sat beside a nice pond near Monadnock to see a wonderful vista of the mountain itself.  It was a very peaceful place to be.

By the fire the third night, I would gaze into the hypnotic flames and space out.  I experienced a strange state of inner peace, a kind of humming in the back of my head.  It was very quiet and primordial in the forest all around, and I could feel something very ancient here.  I also walked in the waxing moon and felt the moonbeams.  It seems that, as scary as natural darkness feels, we’ve really started missing something since the invention of electric lights.  If possible, I’d like to go camping again before it’s too cold to do so.  Or at least wander around in the darkness.

I’ve been meditating today and listening to the above-mentioned hum in the back of my head.  I find that I can focus on that and simultaneously engage in activity; perhaps this would be a key to meditation in the midst of everyday life, something I’ve been seeking a long time.  The problem is, like an elusive butterfly, it vanishes as soon as I engage in conversation with others or with myself.  

It is easier to focus on if I do something very simple like washing dishes, something that doesn’t involve much thinking, one of those more automatic activities.  It’s rather difficult in the midst of jobs where everyone is talking to each other and expect you to talk with them, a problem I have with my current job.  Perhaps I should change my occupation, be a dishwasher, landscaper, or something, which would be perfect for my more mystical purposes.  (It would also help to go to a culture where everyone isn’t blabbing at each other all the time; Americans can’t seem to keep their mouths shut for a second.)  

If you listen to it closely, very closely, it is like the explosion of the Big Bang.  Perhaps it is an echo.  After all, all the matter we are composed of was once in that Primal Point.  Astronomers are actually able to hear this echo with special instruments.  Perhaps this is a key to inner spaces.  I will explore this further.

September 19, 2000:  I went on a beautiful adventure this past weekend.  I went to a mountain some 30 miles from here and spent the night on a high pasture overlooking a vast vista in the east.  There were some sheep grazing there; I’m not sure they knew quite what to make of me.  I was all by my lonesome self, so this experience was a unique opportunity to face myself and my fears and loneliness.  It was a bit scary and it was something I had been meaning to do all summer long, but kept putting it off because of these fears.

It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be.  At first, it was freaky, but after a couple of hours I began to shift gears and get into it.  A lone cricket chirping in the distance kept me company, as well as the grazing sheep.  I could not just turn on a light and read or something, so I had to fully face my boredom and emptiness.

At one point, I lay down on the ground to look up at the stars.  They were very brilliant, albeit the light was somewhat subdued due to nearby towns.  Now there’s a view for you to see the vista of the entire galaxy layed out before your eyes!  One cannot help but be impressed with the vastness of the universe, seeing billions upon billions of stars, then realize there are also billions of galaxies!  I felt as though I were confronting the Universal Mind.

It was very cold.  I spent two or three hours shivering my ass off as it got colder and colder; a chill west wind was blowing from the other side of the mountain.  I was quite thrilled when the partially full moon began to rise, which gave me light.

With nothing else to do, I snuggled up inside my sleeping bag with all my clothes on, which was delightfully warm.  I finally started really getting into it.  All night long, I watched the stars and the moon go by.  Wisps of clouds formed wonderful patterns in the sky.  I slept off and on, but somehow did not feel like I really needed to sleep continuously.  A catnap here and there felt quite sufficient.  It got quite cold, probably in the upper 30’s, but I did not mind.  It was a long night and I had a lot to think about.

I had a weird insight that technology isn’t necessarily all bad; it’s really a matter of how it’s used that counts.  When you come down to it, teeth and claws are a kind of technology that nature invented.  Things like cars and computers are here to stay; there’s really no turning back the clock.  But I started having weird thoughts like how cars are a kind of individual transportation and what we need is a greater development of mass transportation, so why couldn’t the two forms be combined somehow?  For example, maybe cars could get on special rails occasionally and be zipped to their destination, then get off to be individual transportation again.  I knew I wouldn’t be the one to invent that, so I psychically mailed that message back out into the world towards someone who would have the means to do so.

I realized then it isn’t really necessary for me to actually perform a creative idea; I could just pass it on elsewhere, like some kind of electrical transformer.  I realized that ideas are neither mine or yours or anyone else’s, that it’s as silly to “own” ideas as it is to “own” patches of air.  As soon as you try to possess it, you fuck it all up and it turns against you.  There is a primal universal source of ideas that’s just waiting to be tapped and it’s available to all who care to tap into it, that this is the source of creativity and new boosts in evolution.  This is what the mystics mean by “infinite knowledge”. 

Finally the light arose on the eastern horizon and I couldn’t resist getting up to observe the paling of the moon and the stars and the slow creeping in of the sun.  The sun rose and I was so happy to see the light at last!  I could feel the degrees of warmth instantly.  Crows cawed throughout the vally as if to say, “Hey, wake up, you bums!  The sun is here!”  I can see why dawn gets the birds so excited.  There were a bunch of yellow finches in a birch tree just behind me, chattering happily.

I had an interesting experience at one point here.  The flock of sheep approached me right as soon as the sun was rising on the horizon.  About five rams were looking at me very puzzled.  Then I could hear them “thinking”.  They were thinking very intently about me because obviously I wasn’t behaving like an ordinary human and they didn’t know what to make of me.  Then they decided to give me wide berth and the entire flock moved away rather quickly.  I was in a very primal state where I was able to easily read minds of animals; I wonder if more primitive people have this ability.

One cannot help but enter into a more mystical state of mind when out in the nature with no civilized stimulation.  I’d give it two or three days at the most.  For me, it happened rather quickly, because I was more trained in this.  All that following day, I was in a state of satori.  I could see how silly it was that people invest such anxiety about silly little things that are finite when infinity and eternity lie all about them.

I’ve been getting into a kind of meditation where I’ve been listening to the primal explosion within.  It sounds like a continuous explosion and as I listened intently to it, I could hear strains of music in it.  Could this be the Music of the Spheres that the ancients referred to?  I imagined I was hearing planets communicating to one another with their own continous harmonies as they turned their celestial dance around the sun.  Strange.  Is this real or is it imagination?  I shall investigate this further.

September 23, 2000:  I am currently going into the throes of agony and agitation making my nth attempt to get off the nicotine habit, a chemical which seems to be my nemesis in life.  I don’t particularly care about long-term health benefits (though this is part of it); the main reason is simply to see if I can do it.  I had been down to about a quarter of a patch every day, using the same one twice a day about ten hours every day.  This is a very low dose and I’m surprised to encounter how acute the effects of just withdrawing from this little bit tends to be.  That’s only about 5 or 6 mg. of nicotine per day, widely spaced out.  One of the reasons I decided abruptly to quit is I had been noticing slight chest pains and pains along my left arm, which may or may not be related, but which I suspect are related.

I suspect I have some kind of genetic predisposition which leaves me especially susceptible to nicotine addiction.  My mother smoked three packs a day and died of lung cancer.  I was in her womb while she smoked, so I may have gotten it then and there.  I’ve been fighting this habit off and on all my life, and have never allowed myself to quite “approve” of it.

It presents an interesting challenge of will power for me, because I don’t know of anything else that involves more will power than this for me.  It takes me to my uttermost limits of will power, which may release energies which will be useful to me in other ways.

Last weekend, when I was on the above-mentioned vision quest sleeping out on the mountain, I had an interesting experience along this line.  I arose for the day and sort of “forgot” to put my nicotine patch on.  I realized I really didn’t need it, I really didn’t need the stimulation it had to offer.

I sometimes suspect that this drug along with caffeine offers a kind of false stimulation that I could arouse in more natural ways, say, a certain way of breathing or physical exercise.  (During intense physical exercise, I don’t like these drugs.)  I also suspect that nicotine acts as a kind of anesthetic to keep me from feeling my emotions – which is why I experience an initial burst of anxiety and irritation when withdrawing.  Rather than attempt to anesthesize such emotions, I may find it of more benefit to plunge into them to go beyond them.

Wish me luck.  I am going to need it to get through this the next few days.

October 5, 2000:  Hello, I am back.  Yes, I did manage so far to get off the nicotine habit.  The first week was very difficult, but now the occasional urges that come up are more psychological rather than sheerly physical.  One thing I did to find a substitute is to use chocolate powder (unsweetened, so it isn’t fattening).  I put it directly under my tongue and a lot in my coffee.

  Chocolate has a lot of stimulating and calming properties.  It does stimulate the dopamine “feel good” sensation.  However, one distracting property it has is acting as a sexual aphrodisiac; I find myself feeling horniness for everyone I come into contact with, both male and female.  It kind of reminds me of a mild kind of MDA “Ectasy” love drug.  It’s nice, but distracting.  It’s strange how I seem to just substitute one thing for another.  It does work for the meantime.

I’ve been thinking a lot about politics lately, especially since the elections are coming up.  I think I’m going to vote for Ralph Nader, an extreme environmentalist and anti-corporate fellow.  Even though I don’t think he is going to win and probably will only get a minute percentage, I feel the need to make a political statement.  The Democrats and Republicans are coming to sound more and more alike.  I heard Gore debate with Bush the other night, and for the life of me, I cannot discern a difference. Though I’d be slightly more biased in favor of the Democrats since the Republicans are so blatantly in favor of the politics of selfishness.

I consider myself some kind of libertarian democratic socialist, as contradictory as that may sound.  I am libertarian as far as personal choices that don’t harm others go.  Anything sexual and or having to do with drugs should be absolutely legal.  Some drugs can obviously be harmful to the user such as heroin, alcohol, or tobacco.  But this is no reason to make them illegal.  However, young persons should be educated at an early age what they might be getting into.

I am socialist in the sense that there should be a wide economic safety net for people who can’t get work, are unsatisfied with the types of work available, or are unable to work.  I have the extreme view that all people should be paid about the same and all people should share in the dirty work.  There shouldn’t be people “higher” or “lower”; all people should be regarded as equally valuable in the work they do whether they are doctors or janitors.  There should be a wide range of social service programs such as universal health care.

I believe that people should be allowed to vote directly for laws, not representatives who often go against the interests of people and are easily bribed by corporations.  This would be a far more true democracy than the farce we now have.  Furthermore, people should be allowed to propose laws not “professionals”.

The economy needs to be made over into something utterly ecologically feasible.  Communities needs to be rebuilt on a smaller more human scale, so it is possible to walk everywhere one needs to go, not be dependent on a heavy steel machine to take them everywhere.  Mass transportation between communities needs to be built, so it is easier to travel.  Solar power needs to be developed.  People should use more locally produced farming goods not “import” them from California.

This will all take a lot of work and there is no excuse for people to be out of work.  The people who say that ecological measures will put people out of work are crazy; just recycling takes a tremendous amount of labor.  An environmentally conscious economy simply changes options.  For example, rather than be building pipelines and mining coal, people are hard at work building electric cars and developing solar generated electric plants.

At the start of a new millenium, I’m not buying into the hopeless cynicism that has been moldering the past few decades any longer.  I’m not going along with “business as usual” anymore.  Someone has to start putting together a dream of how things could be in the future, because the future is here.  And I’m sure that here and there there are pockets of people who think a lot like me.  We are the seeds of what will be.  

October 12, 2000:  This is an intense time of the year.  Everywhere the leaves are turning bright red, orange, tints of brown, green leaves remaining here and there.  It is quite an impressive sight here in New England.  It is probably the thing that made me fall in love with this part of the country and choose to stay.  (I am originally from the South.)  I will get out today somewhere to climb some mountain and contemplate this glorious vista, but I’m not sure where.

I was just meditating and had a very deep insight:  I was breathing deeply and paying close attention to my breath going in and out.  My usual thoughts about things were going on in the background.  I did not repress these thoughts, but focussed more on an inner silence beyond the thoughts.  I think it is a mistake to try to blitz out, that is, becoming a mindless thoughtless zombie while meditating.  We evolved as thinking animals for a reason and should actively use our minds while meditating.  Look at it like a scientist investigating inner spaces, if you will.

I became aware of what the universe was before it manifested, an intense void without form or dimension.  Something stirred in this void and desired to know who it was, experiencing itself as many different forms in the course of evolution, which it then proceeded to do.  It created time (pulsation) and space (dimension), though none of that was around before and is only an illusion, a mask, so to speak.

I then became aware of the absurdity of making all comparisons.  People pretend that this bit of space is theirs and that bit of space is yours.  Yet there is no space at all!  People worry incessantly about time when there is no such thing.  I became aware of how absurd it is to be envious of what richer people have, when it is all one.  I also became aware of the absurdity of status comparisons, that one person is somehow “better” than someone else because she or he has more money, more political power, is higher up in the company, that kind of thing.  None of this stuff even existed in the first place – nor is it real now.  So it’s silly to envy people, a problem I admit I’d been having lately.

It seems easy to realize such things in meditation or in retreat.  The challenge is to maintain such realizations in the midst of everyday life.  I have a problem when I go to work when everyone seems to be overtly or covertly comparing themselves to everyone else, when all everyone seems to be doing is bragging about how much money they made, the great vacations they had, their cars or houses, making it obvious that it is so important.  It sort of rubs off on you.  It is difficult to be in a state of meditation because it’s hard to do that when you’re working and dealing with rather finite dimensions that ultimately you know are utterly unreal.  You know those numbers and figures mean nothing, yet you sort of have to act as though they are to make a living, to maintain your physical existence.  (Maybe I’d be better off in a physical occupation like being a laborer or a farmer.)

It seems silly to me to make value judgements about how high a mountain is, that somehow a higher mountain is “better” than a lower mountain or even a high hill.  Or to value how far away it is, when something a few miles away may be as adequate as something a hundred miles away.  Why go see the Grand Canyon or someplace on the other side of the world, when you can see the flowers in your backyard or in the local park?  When you really see, the Cosmic Pattern is everywhere one and the same.

I have a thought about starting a new writing project.  I would like to convert Taoist parables into modern terms, set them in modern civilization.  That would be interesting and would perhaps be more publishable than other writings I’ve done.  I would make it in simple language so every average person would understand them.  I would take it out of the context of history, so it would have a timeless appeal.

I have still quit using nicotine or smoking.  I use a lot of cocoa powder (sugarless) as a kind of stimulant substitute.  Last night, I had an intense dream of strongly desiring to start smoking again and resistingly and reluctantly rolled up a cigarette to smoke it.  In the dream, I found it did the trick, though I felt awfully guilty about starting up again.  It is interesting that I found the dream of smoking it just as satisfying as the reality.  When I woke up, I woke up without the craving and was relieved I hadn’t started up again.  I wonder if the satisfaction of a craving can be just as well gratified in imagination as in reality.  This would indicate that cravings are mainly a psychological thing.  But it’s probably going to take a while yet before I shake this habit at its very roots.  The physical withdrawal symptoms are gone; it’s dealing with the psychological withdrawal symptoms that are more subtle.  You have to be careful not to replace it with something else just as bad.

November 23, 2000:

Today is Thanksgiving Day.  I know I haven’t written in here for awhile, but I’ve been distracted by trying to rewrite this Taoist text in somewhat more modern terms, without losing its original flavor or message.  That has been keeping me busy so I haven’t felt the time to write in here.

However, since it is Thanksgiving, I suppose one is supposed to take stock of all that one is thankful for.  Even though a lot of it is utter bullshit, it’s kind of nice that millions of Americans are ceasing what they are doing to do something along that line, even though most of them are probably just getting drunk and feasting.

I can be thankful that I’m not homeless.  I can be thankful that I’m not starving.  At least, I do have a job, as degrading as it often feels.  I do have a loving woman who loves me very much and I can spend today with her.  I can remember times when I’ve spent this day all alone and that’s a bummer.  I’m not rich, but at least I’m not as drastically poor as I’ve been in times past.  For example, I can afford decent food for the meal today.  

I admittedly wish things in my life were going a little better, but I do know they could be a lot worse.  I could be living in a shed in the third world, for example, grubbing off odds and ends from trash piles.  At least, I’m not there.  I’m in a warm place and I have plenty to eat.  That’s pretty basic.  The job I have, such as it is, is not nearly as nasty as some I’ve had in the past.

But I think the greatest gift I have is that I’m conscious.  I am utterly grateful that I am conscious.  I’m not talking about being physically alive.  I am talking about being conscious of my consciousness, if that makes sense.  If I can focus on something as basic as that, I can see I really do not need anything else.  

Basically, I’m not sure that in my innermost self, I really care about material goods.  I’ve just been brainwashed by society that those things are important but spiritually I know they are not important.  If I am in tune with who I really am, I actually don’t care about relating to people like others do.  I know that such values have just been pushed on me and shoved down my throat.  I know that to fall for such things is to ask for a lot of unneeded pain.

It’s good to have a day to be satisfied with what you have.  It doesn’t have to be a big production like so many people try to make it.  It would be nice to do it once a week.  No, it would be good to do it everyday.  To just affirm:  “Thank God I am exactly who I am and where I am.”  I can think of nothing better than to be right where I am now.

November 26, 2000 – I have come to the conclusion that enlightenment is a continuous process.  I used to believe, as many people do, that it is like winning the Grand Prize in the spiritual sweepstakes.  Now I am coming to see that it comes and goes.  By focussing on it, you can make it gradually more lasting, but it is never there all the time.  Perhaps that is not so true in another state of existence besides this, but as long as we’re in the physical world, it is impossible to maintain a state of satori continuously.  Even the wise ones suffer acid indigestion, get pissed off, or get horny now and then.

However, one thing does change once you’ve had a glimpse of it.  You can never quite go back to being what ordinary folks are.  There will always be some part of you that is somehow set apart from others, that the vast majority of others simply will not understand.  You will never be able to simply party and seek entertainment because some part of you will see that is not quite real.  You will always be aware that being in the world is like some kind of mask and it will be impossible for you to really “fake it”.

In the long run, I will probably be better off not to even try to fake it and just be in the ________ .  There is no way to describe it because there is just no word for it and any word you call it is utterly misleading.  Call it “God” or call it “The Void”, it’s about the same thing.


The problem here is just to maintain a modicum of functioning in the physical world, I have to fake this game to some extent.  I have to go to a job where I deal with things that I know are utterly unreal.  I have to maintain certain relationships in order to have certain needs fulfilled.  I have to keep a body alive (that is inevitably going to die anyway).  Sometimes it is very stressful to me.  If I could get away with it, I would just go off into the woods and be some kind of hermit, but, alas, in the modern-day industrial world that is impossible to do anymore.  I wonder how I can achieve this balance of being in the world, but not of it.  How can I be in the world, but not truly identify with it?  If I didn’t get dragged into it, so I took it so seriously, it wouldn’t be so much a problem.  I would be a more carefree person.


