
We are All One

Death had spit me out many times, I suppose it found me a little too raw. Sunday 
morning was different back then. My parents insisted that I go to church even if they 
didn't. Mum had felt a drop from the high Anglican minister’s nostril as he looked down 
his nose at her. Mum would scrub me as if she was washing away her sins as well as mine. 
No amount of its so nice today I want to play or the more devious is there anything I can 
help you with here, would do no good. Off I would have to go for the mile walk to church 
and with my sisters. I had to be content and enjoy the scenery. 

It was a particularly high church Anglican Church that means almost Catholic. It 
looked down on me and my family from a high place; it was easy to see the pretentiousness 
in the eyes of the minister. I knew he stood in a loftier place than the pulpit. God works in 
mysterious ways.

I saw the people who respected him and his words with mixed curiosity. How could 
they miss what I saw? He did bring me to close communion with my soul. I was religiously 
on the path to non religion or religiously irreverent. I am glad he was worked by God in a 
mysterious way. He certainly distracted God from looking in on me.

When you’re young, life is a trampoline; you live at the far ends of the continuum 
ricocheting from any point of rest. The outer limits are there for true explorers. My first 
swing of the pendulum had been anger or the bliss of ignorance, but looking around the 
church drew me to a different possibility. There were only old people in the church. I 
assumed right or wrong that they were afraid to die and were hedging their bets. I was 
freed I did not even have to be in the church until the very end.

I had been reading in Superman comics that they actually sold special glasses that 
could give you x-ray vision. I couldn't afford them so I had to do it the hard way. Church 
was longer than I wanted it to be and I had to be quiet; someone would tell God. Then I 
would be truly maimed. I tried to develop my x-ray lenses by looking through the wooden 
back of the pew for hours and later weeks, nothing happened. I had better luck looking 
through girl's dresses with my fertile immagination.

At that moment in time, I loved Superman comics. I found nothing funny about 
them they were deadly serious. What a better saviour, faster than a speeding bullet and all 
that stuff and his x-ray vision worked. He couldn’t read minds like the other super heroes 
and gods, but he seemed more engaged in real life, sorta.

You could say that Superman sustained me through the cataclysm classes and the 
lies I lived hoping the mind reading Gods won’t get me. My life was very full before colour 
TV blinded me. I made the best of those years and then hid my thoughts beneath the rabbit
ears away from a nosy God. I lived in a world apart from adults. I thought they thought in 
black and white where as I thought about super powers. I had to keep it hidden because 
sitting around even in my imagination wearing those tights was definitely a taboo with the 
boys. I sure liked the cape though.

Cataclysm classes gave me the term, atheist. I added this secret label to my badges 
for at least two years. My epiphany happened in front of a colour TV which now everyone 
had to have, even, if they could not afford it. Saturday morning cartoons early when your 
head is still filled with groggy, no school, and everything too fast is like an altered realty. 
Mighty mouse attracted me from distraction. He flew across the screen like a snake 
charmer leaving a wisp of smoky trails then blasted with the strength of ten voices, an 



Operatic promise of super hero stuff, in English. “Here I come to save the day that means 
that Mighty Mouse is on the way!” The scene then changes to a rocket trying to blast off for
outer space and not having good luck. Mighty Mouse swoops in with great fanfare and 
pushes the rocket off the launch pad so it can continue its journey. He then flies up to the 
nose cone of the rocket and sits to enjoy the ride. The rocket flies on and on in to space till 
the stars are passing by and more are appearing. Then the rocket spins in a dizzying climax
leading to commercial. I had never seen infinity before. The sponsors had not let me watch 
the whole thing, but I got the idea and a dose of humility too. I guess I don’t know 
everything, back to the drawing board of agnosticism.

The beautiful thing about super hero comics was the need for the science to be 
possible. This meant the outer rim of theoretical science had to be milked to make the yarn 
plausible. On and on it hurled to infinity and left me less than an ant on a Frigged Newton.

The first time I meditated was in 1967. I had a friend who lived in a rooming house 
in the village. I use to go over to hang out. There were other people from my old home town
occasionally, but the people I was drawn to were the trekkers. They were doing the planet. 
John Stintson was an Englishman and while in general conversation with a few other 
people in the room gave me a simple answer. I had said I was trying to raise some money to 
take the Maharishi meditation class and get the special mantra. John said you don't need a 
special mantra and that he could teach me in a few moments. He said, "Lie on your back 
and get nice and comfortable with your hands resting on your chest. Then under your 
breath breathe in kindness and breathe out love. The trick is to think of nothing."

I hurried home. I lay on my back as he had described. The first thing I noticed was 
how boring it was, but I continued I reasoned if the Beatles could do it I could do it. All of a
sudden there was an explosion of light behind my eyes. The next day everything went right. 
All the traffic lights were with me all the compliments headed my way. I tried again the 
next day and it was harder. Now I was hunting, before I was unaware. All the Lob-sang 
Rampa books must be true I thought. I knew one thing for sure though and that was I had 
found Might Mouse and the infinite by doing nothing the hard way.

I don't know where I met Sidley Eyes. He was a film maker and had been in 
Millbrook with the Hitchcocks and Timothy Leary. He had made a film about life there. 
His whole apartment was decorated by draping bolts of material across the ceiling and over
the walls. It was like being in a huge tent.

We sat on large cushions on the floor. Sidley sure loved to talk. His wife brought us 
green tea which I had never heard of before and he began to explain the teaching of George
Gurdjieff. He showed me passages that Gurdjieff had written in run on sentences to affect 
your breathing and thus your consciousness. He also talked about how various exercises 
could change your consciousness. Later that evening I came back to watch the film.

They folded up their tent a few days later and I never saw him or his wife again, but 
ordered the book Beelzebub’s Tales to his Grandson. It was shipped over from England by 
boat and took three months to arrive. Mystery was a large part of our learning in the 
sixties; even Beatle records took months or years to decipher. Now I had the direction to 
travel and that was inward and my own personal mystery to solve.

I found the Gurdjieff groups to be very serious and cold, but when I read Wilhelm 
Reich so much started to fall into place. I was fascinated by the way changes could be made
within your body that would then affect your consciousness. All of these methods so far had
needed lots of words and I was looking for nothing. I tried psychology because I wanted to 



know that I was a good boy and it did give some intense moments, but then the Alexander 
Technique really connected for me.

I was visiting a friend; she had just returned from a concert tour of Europe, she was 
a violinist. We were both interested in how movement could bring enlightenment; she was 
coming from the place of needing that sense of touch with her bowing and fingering. She 
asked me how the exercises were going with my teacher. I told her the lesson could be 
summed up in 'suck in your gut stick out your chest'. I told her I was further ahead joining 
the army. She said that she had worked with teachers in Europe during her six month tour. 
"Bring the kitchen chair into the living room, I will give you session." I sat in my perfect 
Alexander position on the chair. I watched as she lay on the floor with her knees up and her
hands on her thighs and her head resting on a telephone book. She was breathing deeply 
but nothing unusual, when the cat that had been sleeping on the couch woke up and started
rubbing up against her and then started doing somersaults off her belly on to the floor.

Christine then got up and came over to me and moved my elbow a bit and adjusted 
my chin a little. I think she touched my diaphragm and the back of my head, but nothing 
overt or dramatic. All of a sudden it was as if I was hyperventilating I could not catch my 
breath and I could not hold myself up. I was rushing more than any drug before or since 
and floating too. The feeling was just as intense as the time I saw the white light.

She was leaving for a new life the next day and I have not seen her since, but that 
experience has stayed with me. I then had to find out how to do it again.

I came home to my cabin and lay on my floor and after some practice I was able to 
duplicate the experience and even do it sitting up. It freed up my timid little voice to one 
that can now fill a hall. The trick again was to finally let go and not do it. It was as if I had 
to remember that I could do it.

I continued the search though, through Trager and Sufi
dancing each time adding a little and taking away more. The little
time that I have spent in that not doing place, has taught me that
the burst of light is the love of God, if you want to tie it down.
There is one sure way to stay in that moment and it is to stay
alive, interested in every moment, forgive yourself for being born
as a bag of moist hormones and to love all the little children
masquerading as adults. As a passenger on this planet what a
beautifully infinite view we possess.
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