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glimpses of thought



{}read ancient scripture because I find it one
Ibf the rawest forms of @ommunication. The
writers of scripture werg people deeply
invested inthe search after mystery, in
understanding the meaning of life. I think
i aps. I don’t think
we can ever {ully undeystand the inner
discoveries ofqnothey'human being, but we
can search for clpesAin the maps they left us.
IS[ read scripture sgrching for what resonat
as truth within wn soul. Then I follow
{;be map, the wis of another seeker, to
ean the ways thay I'xan expand my own
understanding, my owh wisdgm, I wo
{’create my own ma
{

s

\ccording to the imagination
of an ancient writer

and bones and holy breath.

"\ am made in the image

O spid, “ AMWHO | AM.”
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of the mind.

Then the seer abides in itself.

. At other times the seer appears
to assume the form of the

modification of the mind.
(YS 1.2-4)



Until I’ve given away choice through the repetition of my choices.
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It is said that the prana rides on the breath.
And that life is measured, not through time,
but in the number of breaths we take.

It’s the animating force.

But, we humans aren’t special.

Dogs breathe. Trees breathe.

I’m sure the universe in some sort or fashion
breathes.

How is prana spirit?

If breath is the animating force,

does that mean that it’s the cause?

In Genesis, God breathed into the dirt and
we had life. This is the imagination at its best.
Ruah—holy breath—can turn dust into life.

Who am I? This is the question.

But it seems that I can’t answer

without first exploring the breath.

For it’s plainly obvious that I am no one
without breath. Is it my breath that carries on?
That moves out into the world, into the lungs
of something or someone else. Through breath
life is constantly being transferred and moved,
part of the constant change of everything else.
Maybe there’s only so much breath and we all
have to share it (this is true isn’t it?) and so
there can only be so much life. And hence death.

Am I my breath?






Notes from my practice journal
(from the rare experiences of deep meditation):

10/15/13 In the cave of the heart I went right into the Light.
I couldn’t go through my offerings, I was just pulled

into the Light. I was fully there. Distractions cante,

but they didn’t disturb my mind.

In sitting, there was no physical distraction. I could feel the
presence of effort and even muscle ache, but

only in idea, no sensation. My body was held. It was hght

It was ease. Almost floating. But grounded.

I had a difficult time coming out of meditation.
I tried, but then had to stay.

11/5/13 Something electric happened. In the cave of the heart,

my sankalpa came to me and I started visualizing

myself being emptied and I started repeating “I am open” ¥
and then I said “I am open for the energy of God.”

Almost instantly a chill started in my root and shot up my

body, or overtook my body, and my eyes burst open and I felt...

oddly I didn’t feel anything really. Just this sense of wildness.

Who was I in‘that deep meditative. state?
I realize now, I wasn’t thinking about it, -,

I simply felt. T felt the safet§ of water all around me. *,
I was enclosed in sométhi

- I didn’t wonder that question.

This re

1zauon... .
1zation that there ‘ls a pface
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where I don’t wonder - don' fret -
over the question of who Lani«

came over a year after the experience.
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The Self cannot be pierced by weapons or burned by fire;
water cannot wet it, nor can the wind dry it.

The Self cannot be pierced or burned, made wet or dry.
It is everlasting and infinite,

standing on the motionless foundations of eternity.

The Self is unmanifested, beyond all thought, beyond all change.

Knowing this, you should not grieve.
(Bhagavad Gita 2-23-25)

I wish this ever
would show itself.

SHOW TOURSELF

ions of eternity.

Again, I remember being in meditation so deep I couldn’t rouse myself out of it.

But in that moment, I wasn’t pondering the foundations of eternity.

I simply was.

Is that where the seers come up with this stuff?

They didn’t wonder in their states of unity who they were and so they figured they were without definition?
Without time or change?

Am I that?



NI R T R e d Who am I when I am atoms?
will survive my death,
but they will never again
form the exact combination that is me.

Of course, the atoms that I am made of now,
aren’t the same atoms I was made of at birth.

And won’t be the same atoms I am made of at death.

There is no exact combination that is me.






through the ideas of soul and
ation through daily life. Who
Who am I through my actions
top change, but I can affect

o death, but what path am I
becoming?

‘Who am I’ is a question worthy/ i
death. But it’s also a question wo:
am I through my relationships a
and words? Who do you say that I 2
its direction. I know I’m traveling fi
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and maybe that’s liberation. or at least part of it.








