Appendix Four

NOTHING MEANS ANYTHING, INCLUDING THIS

(c) 1992 Gnome de Ploom, Los Angeles, Calif. (pen-name for Barry Klein)

"I am God, and I have no other way of experiencing mySelf than to constantly weave irresolvable contrasts in a webwork of contradiction."


In order to return from individual manifestation back to Godhood, I have to call mySelf; in order to call mySelf, I must awaken mySelf; to awaken, I must dream; to dream, I must sleep; to sleep, I must live; to live, I must be born; to be born, I must awaken; to awaken I must die.  To die I have to surrender; to surrender, I must love; to love, I must be insignificant; to be insignificant, I must release; to release, I must freely choose; to choose, I must know; to know, I must be; to be, I must have will; to have will, I must assert mySelf; to assert mySelf, I must be willing to be a fool.  To be a fool, I have to let go of my self-importance ... .


Around and around it goes.  Manifestation of Being is a snake that I hold by the tail.  Just when I think I have penetrated the deepest mystery of eternity, the fool's head *boings* out of its box and I am left as a mindless infant.  The reason that I allow mySelf to forget my Godhood is that some of my passages require blind faith.


Self makes two fairly distinct challenges in the roles of male and female: as male, I believe I must figure everything out (which is why this article is getting written), and assert Will; of course, I end up going around in circles--always a loose piece, like the head of that snake, that doesn't fit into a nice, neat box.  As female, I must love everything, including the antithesis of love; I, as Mother, keep dying to give birth to the death of love.  As Man, I both fall into and reject Woman, as that which holds me and nurtures me and, at the same time, weakens and castrates me.  As Woman, I give my power away to Man to fill my emptiness, and find that I have taken in an even greater emptiness.


That's the level of fear-and-pain.  We keep forming pictures of what Love should be, and these are all way to small and hollow.  "Love is need; Love is hate; love is pain; love is God; love is devotion (to what?); love is selflessness."  The words are all lies--we serve outwardly because we are driven, or tortured, or burning; we try to immerse ourselves into the honey-pot of "True Love" to try to quench the excruciating horror of Being.


It's so easy to say "Be here now" or "Just be in the moment" or "Let it be" or "All you need is love" (to take it or to force it on someone?)  The only reason that you and I are sitting here talking to each other is that we are taking time out from being God, being the infinite, all-at-once-in-everything-at-once Self who is just as excruciatingly happy being you and me pretending that we are individuals "working things out" as to be anything and everything else right now this moment, the only moment there ever was or ever will be.


An exploding universe eternally falling into the all-encompassing maw of the gigantic black hole leading into the instantaneous *B*A*N*G* into all other universes at once is "almost" unnoticeably inconspicuous compared to the horrendous calamity of being, at one and the same time, all individual experience of every particle everywhere in time or space in the midst of the eternal peace in the center of the Total Void.


If you are getting this, you are in big trouble, because it gets worse: the pit of Hell is the approach to Godhood.  At the core of Being, there is absolutely no release from the infinite suffering of every speck that ever existed in eternity, ever will, and all the others as well, all at once, and then again a trillion-fold, only moreso.  All the ecstacy, all the fear, all the pain, all the sweetness, all the power, all the knowledge, all ambition, all hideousness, all violence, all the anguish, all the love--all contained in one, gigantic crash of an eternal orgasm contained in a single, infinitesimal point at the bottom of the Void.


I am God, I am One.  I bring you, kicking and screaming, out of slavery into the light--and it fries you (Me!) like a moth on a searchlight, like a gossamer angel's wing wafting gently down to the uncontainable anomaly of an instantaneous supernova, brighter than the galaxy, the outside flying out into space and the inside crushing down into the all-at-once nothingness of the Void.


I am the only God there ever was or will be: "make no little gods" (but of course I always do, because your forgetfulness is just as much Loved as your reawakening, which you do into Me at every moment in which you simultaneously see and die!)


If you met me, you might find an insignificant, arrogant fool.  Usually you will dismiss me as a crank, more often you forget that you were with me; if you do remember, you'll "realize" that I have a lot of pain, or that I will never amount to anything, or that I'm dangerous in some way, or not committed enough, not bold enough, or too arrogant, too vulnerable, too guarded, too innocent, a sleazy manipulator, neurotically controlling, too wimpy, unbearable baby-wizard androgynous aggressive receptor healer-destroyer that you can't quite get rid of, and never-always want to.


That is you just as much as me.  I have been described as every single one of those things I just said.  They are all true, in some way, and they cannot possibly all be true at once.  You should have met Jesus.  And Krishna would have seemed very weird.


If you've read this far, you've got bats in the belfry, a brick short of a load, rocks rattling around.  Maybe we can dismiss this as the ramblings of some clown who has fried his brains on something.  Fine--what do you have left?  Do you want to crawl back into your comfortable little burrow and hibernate for another aeon?  That's OK.  Do you want to congratulate yourself that you are here for some cosmic purpose, or that you have a vision, or that you "know what you're talking about" or you "walk your talk" or you've gone through the 33rd gateway, or returned from the dead?  Where's your special hat, or ring, or certificate that says that you are done with something?


Do you really think that you will ever be done, complete, self-realized (and duly worshipped) master of Love, Time and Space?  That's the Fall, where I know I've got it, and I look back to make sure nobody has got it better than I do.  Like Indiana Jones, I'd better remember to crouch in penitence before the neck-high blade swings by.


But wait a minute--which one of you am me?  I mean, am I you, thinking these thoughts in my head, or you me, feeling my experience in you?  Who shaves the barber?  Is it the egg-man or the walrus?  Be careful you don't fall into me, because then you would have to love yourself, and that scares the Life out of you!  (Did you ever wonder why your hair turns white when you look into the face of the Truth?  That's your own face in the mirror, and it's not going away; but you are welcome to go back to sleep till your house finishes burning down.)


Boy, we surely believe in words!  "You said such-and-such; that proves that you're a so-and-so" or "I don't agree with whatever it was that you said, because you can't possibly know what it is to be me" (especially since I don't have a clue either!)  "But now I'll go march to the piper's tune, because it's so pretty: it reassures me that I was right, all along, in knowing that what I originally thought I believed I heard was what I actually previously thought I once remembered that I knew."  Right.


So, where is all this leading us, not that I actually care, unless your going to end up proving that I was right in my beliefs all along.  "You can't question me, because I am here to save the planet, or I am the channel of Wisdom, or I am the High Priest of the Only True Church of the Righteous Faithful."  Or even just that "I'm a God-fearing, tax-paying citizen," or "I'm taking care of the children, or "I'm working an honest day for an honest wage."


Please remind me of what you really, ultimately want--was it the Truth, you said?  Or to know God?  To be an example of Love?  To fight for peace?  To save the animals?  Then what?  Who decides?  Who should the loser be?  Which is the right side?  Is it OK if, through my love and compassion for mine enemy, that he conquers me and destroys my world of righteousness?  Or should I destroy it by conquering him?


It does you absolutely no good to ignore me, because the questions stand on their own, or to deny God, because you are left looking in the mirror, or to do good deeds, because you still haven't dealt with your own contradictions, and your help will likely do more harm than good.  And you won't let yourself just forget and do nothing--you'll just eat your own heart out.


There is nothing I can say to you that will tell you anything that you don't already know so, if you somehow are even remotely with me here, you know something that can't be said.  God bless you!






