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CHAPTER  FOUR
SOUL – Samadhi, Satori, Beatitude
All is Divinity ... This is the Simpler Approach.

No one can say when the first humans entered the deepest realms of spirit.  Master and disciple lineage in The Orient and India place the date around 10,000 years ago.  Aboriginal Peoples would say, “Much further back in time than that!”
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Light was fading into the deeper umbers and purples of evening.  I watched as the last rays of the day were absorbed, by rock and stone, into dusky hues in the old courtyard.  The first stars of evening bloomed above this tranquil blend of garden and masonry.  Overhead an arch of chapel spires filled the air with round sounds of hand-rung bells.

At that time in my life I practiced 6 meditation lessons – they were very complex and took hours each night to complete.  Often I would simply fall asleep in exhaustion, nodding away quietly until my head bumped my knees.  But this night was different.  As I entered a meditative state in the stone courtyard, something began to happen.  I sank deep, inner shafts of warm light emerging from my heart.  Deeper still I went as waves of peace washed through me, again and again.
When you go inward far enough it’s like ice melting.  The subtle parts of who you are – your greater Self and Soul – begin to penetrate and overlay you.  It’s like layers of your favorite clothing touching you more deeply than your skin.  And in this inner atmosphere of Divinity, I gradually awoke, like nodding-up from a half sleep, to find I was sitting next to my Soul – the Godself within.  A jolt of pure love melted my heart into a puddle.
I can only ask you to trust me here.  The core of everything you are – everything – is held in this most perfect place inside.  Give it any name you like … it exists.  And as my personality crumbled, I slid slowly into the hands of the Infinite.  The Ancient Hebrews were right – God has no name (or gender); and there is no need for naming in the depth of that embrace.

I have no memories beyond that point – no idea of how long this merger into Oneness lasted.  I do recall returning, as if floating down a muffled tunnel, while sitting for the longest time in gently bobbing waves of golden hues.
A spiritual experience of this sort is called Beatitude in Christianity and Judaism … in deeper Yoga it’s known as Nirvikalpa Samadhi … or deeper Satori in Buddhism.  And I apologize for not knowing the 
words or names for it in other religious traditions.  There are thousands upon thousands of these states of spiritual ecstasy.  At root, they are simply varying degrees of merger with your own Soul and The Divine.

Beyond religion – Beyond learning … Beyond the Beyond,
You enter Realms of Deepest Spirit.
Leaving footprints in the Dust of Eternity,
Are you ready for your Soul to Predominate?
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SOUL EXERCISE
Touching Your Soul
(The single most powerful tool on the planet for ending every Fear)
Sit comfortably – you may lie down if you can stay alert.

Allow your spine to be straight … but relaxed.

Close your eyes and breathe normally.

Relax a bit more – your breathing may deepen.  This is okay.

Continue breathing and relaxing.

Then – when you feel ready – breathe into and open your Heart.
Use your imagination.  You can do this.
Allow your breathing to merge into your heart – feel your chest expand as your heart warms.

And if you wish, as you breathe, allow the Soul to wash over you.

Imagine the tender touch of Angelic guides, or Divinity itself.
Trust.  When your mind and feelings wander … gently bring yourself back to Breathing and Heart.

Practice 10 minutes.  If you have the time, work up to 20-30 minutes daily (or longer) over 4 months.

Your life will never be the same.

[image: image3.wmf]How does this work … There are so many meditation and prayer techniques in the religions and spiritual disciplines of the World.  Originally and historically, the purpose for all these techniques, rituals, and disciplines was to focus a person’s mind on a single intent – the simple desire to feel their own Soul.  
It’s the desire that does the work – not the ritual, technique, or prayer form.  This is the truth.
To Know (really Know) … Cultivate the Unknown.

"Oh no, here I go again!"  The room, so blessedly stable only moments before, was now spinning wildly.  I had experienced this spiritual state before – it was not the room that was spinning.

When your deepest Soul force overtakes you, odd things happen.
Sometimes it can feel like you’re sitting in a large centrifuge.  Remember those rides at the amusement park where you sat in a giant pod opposite other giant pods, and they all started to spin in a circular motion, pressing you like molded jell-O into the vinyl upholstery?  

Well, with eyes closed and quietly meditating, I would have appeared fairly normal.  To any outside observer nothing may have seemed amiss.  But inner energies were spiraling faster and faster as all sense of human balance quickly tumbled into a heap.  When the momentum of deeper Spirit overbalances familiar reality, you’re pulled – as if by some giant magnet – into another reality.  The locale is different every time …

Divine Gravity Operates Inward – Thank God !!!
The intensity continued building.  It was like being inside a spiraling lightning storm only I seemed to be the cloud, and the flashes of spiritual energy were inside of me – much harder to get away from than external lightening bolts.  There seemed no end to this surge of Bliss.  I was rocketing into another state of Samadhi and someone had forgotten to turn off the power switch.  
In the practice of deeper Yoga, philosophically speaking, students call this Savikalpa Samadhi – a condition of close proximity to the Soul … but one in which the personality is still aware.

Non-philosophically speaking, I was about to burst.

It was like being caught in the middle of eight orgasms all at once, except they never ended.  I'm sure the groans from my college dorm room were drawing some laughs.  I had returned to Yale to finish my degree work but, this being a weekend, any other students within listening distance were wondering who my date was.  Unfortunately, or fortunately, I had no human companion.  
Out of the corner of one eye, I dimly became aware of an Angelic entity watching with what seemed genuine concern.  Mentally, I appealed to him/her, "enough, enough!   Please stop this!  I'm simply not ready for this much spiritual force right now.  But, thank you!"  

And oddly, with that thought the waves of Bliss receded leaving me gasping in exhaustion.
Now, I need to apologize for comparing all this to sexual orgasm – there was no orgasm.  In the English language, we have only a small number of words to describe spiritual states.  Comparing 
orgasm to spiritual ecstasy is like lining up an emergency road flare with the sun.  One burns quickly, lasting a short time … the other radiates rather massively, lasting much longer.

Are you willing for your Soul to predominate?

Everyone says, “Yes, yes – Soul – I want more!”

Try loading 28,000 tons of avocados in a rowboat.

You must refit your Ship of Emotions, Body and Self for heavier Sea Duty. 
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MISSIVE from HOME   The purpose of this Life is to be in Oneness.  It is not about gaining lessons; it is not about learning – even though these both may happen along the way.  It is about achieving Oneness with your deepest spiritual Self.  

Now, to achieve this Oneness, one must at times brush into and up against situations, details, and things that would have you become patient.  And then, as you say in human terms – learn.  But the Soul in its great wisdom is not really learning.  It is the human self and its evolution to come that is being weighed.

Never be content with that which is just material or worldly in your life.  For this will fade and glow, and fade and glow, as opportunities arise.  I can give you ‘all the messages in the world’, but it is you who must choose that which is not detrimental to your Being.  

The Divine portion of your Being wishes to come forth more fully at this time.  It really is, in some ways, as simple as that.  Given the circumstances of your birth – given the circumstances of your upbringing and all the things that have made you who you are today – you must see how: propelling your self into another dimensional field will create some havoc.  

But it is also imperative for growth beyond the Known.

Many of you have asked for Divine direction – you have asked for spiritual direction and guidance.  These directions and experiences cut to the bone; they cut to the most basic aspects of who you are.  Asking for direction at an inner level is something that can completely redirect the flow of your Being and your Life.  It is like a cannon shooting you into a whole other realm of existence.  

This does not imply that your life is impractical.  It does not imply that you will no longer live in a human form.  Yet, your humanness changes irrevocably.  The shift is to let your own Divinity – not your personality – determine the shape, and force, and nature of your daily flows … and of your Being.  

This World is great place for self-expansion; it can also be a place of great joy and painful meandering – a grand array of energies.  Asking for spiritual guidance and direction can move you beyond human encumbrances, beyond human worries, and beyond human foibles.  Realize, that in being still, and 
allowing the Universe to move – and come to you – there will be created the appropriate vessels (opportunities) and timing for the expression of your small self and larger Self.  

And, if you do not express in Life exactly as you would like … it may be that all the levels of the Universe – and your Soul – do not really want you to express in those ways.  If it does not feel right – do not do it.  If it feels right – do it.  Learn to trust your inner self … God
6 Old Truths…
6 New Truths (from God)
There is one Lord…
Historically, thousands have reached this exalted state.
Each human – every human – has this innate capacity.
There is not enough for everyone…
The mental & spiritual resources of your Universe (and human genius) are Infinite.
But … Physical Resources are Finite, and must be administered for the benefit of all.
Money is not a resource – only an artificial construct made into rigid Reality.

Are you ready to reconstruct your artificial and rigid Realities?

You don’t need My permission for this – only your own Courage.

God is a separate entity…
I am everything.

We are human beings…
No.  You are Divine beings – Angelic entities in human form.

 You are God also.

We must ‘do’ in order to survive…
The Age of Doing is done – The Age of Being just begun.
Elvis is dead…
Elvis is alive – just living elsewhere.
NOTES
Whitewater pillowed up and over the rounded nose of the boulder.  Small shrubs nourished by the river spray, sprouted upward from tiny cracks in the rock.  Looking over the edge, one felt an odd sense of vertigo on the big boulder in the middle of the rapids.  It was as if you stood on the prow of a stone ship making fast progress as it split the waves on an endless journey up river.

The boulder had survived an Ice Age, glaciers, and 10,000 years of the river’s flow, only to end up as an immovable life raft near our Outward Bound School in Minnesota – a resting place for small river birds and marooned students who tipped their canoes in the whitewater.

It was possible to hit the rock head-on and flip a canoe, but this required unfortunate aim.  Just one team of students in the history of the School had ever managed this dubious feat.  They had somehow breached their canoe on the very nose of the rock.  With gunwales opening to the current, and in a shriek of popping rivets and snapped thwarts, the aluminum canoe folded itself like soft cheese around the prow of the massive boulder.  

This day however, only one student sat on the rock waiting forlornly for rescue.  The rapids had capsized his canoe sending it spinning like a toy past the huge piece of stone, and he was soaked.  Fortunately, the sun was high and the day warmish.  I let the force of the whitewater spin my canoe into a backside eddy, and then jumped ashore yelling over the din of the rapids to catch his attention.  

He didn’t move.  I noticed he seemed rooted to a spot in the exact middle of the boulder as far from the whitewater as possible.  Somehow, this didn’t appear to be by chance.  I went over to sit next to him and we shared stories for a while.  In some misery, he told me it seemed likely he would spend the rest of his days in the middle of these “fool” rapids.  Once was one time too many to shoot the whitewater, he felt, and no amount of coaxing was going to make him leave the safety of this rock to get back into a canoe.

I sat thinking for a moment.  To me, the purity and crispness of runoff from snowmelt was beautiful.  Spray from the river flashed in the sunlight like thousands of tiny crystals, sending scatterings of rainbows to splash us.  Clearly, I was missing something in this fellow’s worldview.  Finally, it dawned on me to ask him what he saw when he looked at the churning whitewater.  

He shook his head slowly from side to side like a cow at a slaughter yard, and said, “I see Death, man.  When I look at that rushin’ water, and hear the hiss those big waves make, I see myself crushed and broken to bits on this damned boulder!”  

He had never been out of the inner city of Chicago.  The wilderness and woods of Canada and northern Minnesota were as alien to him as Mars.  

We spoke some more.  I told him how I felt about the river and the massive waves.  I said that, sometimes near midnight, I would bring my small kayak out to shoot the whitewater, catching eddies more by feel than sight, then spinning upstream on nearly invisible waves to work against the violent current.  I tried to give him a sense of the joy I felt on the river.  I’m not sure if my joy impressed him, but he finally hopped in the canoe and allowed me to ferry him across the strong current to the far 
bank.  He was so excited at surviving, he grabbed the canoe (and me) and we portaged back upstream to shoot the river rapids a few more times.  
If you’ve made it this far in the book, you know there’s a message coming:  No two of us are exactly alike – whitewater, alien to one, is like the touch of deeper home to another …
But Home is Home …
 Divinity brings the same tears and fears and joys to each of us.

Now, if you can accept that a portion of Divinity lies within you (and this feeling of Home comes from within), then what is the path to your own Divinity made of?  What is the substance and material of this Path?

Would it not be you – your unique way of experiencing Life – your unique intuitions – your unique emotional patterns?  Yes is a good answer.
Imagine for a moment you are sitting on the bottom of the deepest trench in the Pacific Ocean.  It’s very dark, and the only thing you can feel is this immense pressure pushing against you from all directions.  The push is omni-directional – from all directions.
God and our Souls are like that.  They touch us from all angles and directions simultaneously – at every nanosecond.  And Divinity does this through the pressure of our own emotions and thoughts and intuitions.  By the way, this is why it’s a bonnie wee idea to clean-up and work-on your body, emotions, and thought patterns.  Divinity may ‘rule’, if we allow it … but what personal patterns and filters are you trying to run this juice of God through?
Tackle the hard work of identifying your emotional squishy spots and unhealthy Life patterns. And also, question any path toward God that tells you: God operates from only a single source or direction.  Think a hundred more times about any Path that pokes you with the notion someone else knows how to feel the pressure and presence of Divinity for you.

What do you think … what do you feel.

You are a Fluid Window unfolding, 

Bend within the Moment, always.
The Bird soars free.
Whose eyes mark its Path best?

Whose ears best hear its Flight?
The Who be you.
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