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Before We Continue

Book 50, When Love Is Free to Say No — The Freedom
Within Overflowing Love, ended with a turning of the
mirror.

For much of the journey through these books, I
appeared to be a human being looking towards The
Field, asking why existence takes the forms it does.

Why love encounters separation. Why freedom permits
domination. Why something I experience as overflowing
love can appear through a world containing so much
pain.

Gradually, another possibility became visible.

Perhaps the consciousness asking these questions was
itself an expression of what it was questioning. Perhaps
The Field was looking through the life I call Erik towards
its own experience.

Within this understanding, The Field is the indivisible
existence appearing as every person, creature and form.
What I call the Mother Dream is the world of apparent
separation through which those expressions experience
time, vulnerability and relationship.

Creation may be how an undivided wholeness becomes
a lived encounter: a hand reaching towards another
hand, a voice being heard, love offered freely and
received freely.



Forgetting allows each expression to experience a
particular life. But when difference becomes absolute
separation, recognition can disappear. Another being
becomes something to control, exploit or discard.

Book 50 explored the possibility that overflowing love
is a movement of remembering—a recognition that the
life before us cannot be excluded from what we are.

Yet that recognition had to become something more
than a beautiful explanation.

It had to respect a closed door.

Joy was home after nearly nine years of imprisonment.
She wanted freedom to live, including the freedom to
decline further participation in the books.

Her “No” belonged to her.

My understanding of Oneness gave me no right to
speak over it.

Love had to be capable of hearing her refusal without
withdrawing its tenderness.

That was where Book 50 found its conclusion: in the
freedom of the beloved, and in the willingness of the
books themselves to become quiet.

Nothing further was required to complete them.
And still, another question remained.

If love is free to say no, can it also question
the suffering through which it has travelled?



Only now, with Joy beside me, am I beginning to
understand more fully what those years demanded.

During the separation, there was always another day
to cross, another letter to write, another effort to make.
Now there is room to feel what the waiting did not
always allow me to face.

Her presence brings happiness. It also brings the cost
closer.

When she describes the inner understanding that
helped her endure prison—thinking of it as a school,
with the guards as teachers—I recognise her
resourcefulness. I also grieve that she needed such

a refuge within herself to make those years bearable.

Her strength does not settle the question of what she
suffered.

Our reunion does not make the separation harmless.

And the existence of fifty books, containing 16,696
pages, does not establish that the price was justified.

The prison did not create Joy’s love.
It failed to destroy it.

Book 50 already recognised that distinction.
Book 51 follows it further, into questions I can no longer
leave at the edge of the page.

Can I honour the Vow while questioning its cost?



Can I recognise Oneness while protecting myself
from an encounter that may cause harm?

Can free will explain suffering when one person’s
choices destroy another person’s freedom?

And can we remember through tenderness before
devastation forces the question upon us?

These questions reach beyond our own lives.

They enter the world of war, hunger, institutional power,
technological acceleration and ordinary human distance.
But they begin here, in the life I can actually touch, with
the woman beside me and the years we cannot recover.

I write from experience, conviction and uncertainty.
The Field remains the name through which I approach
a mystery; it must remain open to questioning, inclu-
ding my own.

I do not want an explanation so protected from doubt
that it can no longer hear someone saying: this was
too much.

Nor do I want my grief to harden into certainty about
every danger I perceive.

As these pages turn towards troubling testimonies and
public events, I must distinguish what is known, what is
alleged and what I fear. My questions about suffering
do not depend upon every suspicion being true.

The inquiry beneath them is already urgent enough.



What happens to us when another life becomes
expendable?

What does remembering ask of us then?

Book 50 brought me towards the recognition that no
expression stands outside The Field. Book 51 asks how
to live that recognition without excusing the harm its
expressions inflict upon one another.

I can cherish the beauty that survived.
I can give thanks for the love we are living now.
And I can still ask whether the pain was necessary.

That question is where this book begins.



Author’s Declaration
The Work and Its Register

I, Erik Jan O. Flamend, am the sole author and take full
legal and moral responsibility for these 51 books.

The books are transmissions — witness, prophecy, and
the voice of a lived heart — inspired by presence,
devotion, and The Field.

Where institutions, people, or harms are named I write
from personal witness, testimony, and urgent spiritual
conviction; these pages are not scientific treatises nor
forensic reports and were never intended to be.

Joy (Chanidapa Rattanatisoi) is honoured here
as presence and inspiration only and is not a legal
co-author.

These books arise from lived experience, years of
inquiry, spiritual conviction and a refusal to let authority
decide in advance which questions may be asked.

They are not scientific treatises or forensic reports.
Nevertheless, where I make claims about the world,
those claims remain open to examination—including my
own.

I distinguish what I witnessed, what others reported,
what my research leads me to believe, and what I can



establish. That distinction does not require me to soften
my convictions. It requires me to speak precisely about
their foundations.

If you seek witness, heart-truth and the ember of rebel-
lion against systems that betray life, you are in the right
place. I ask for an attentive reader, not an obedient one.

Some conversations have been adapted or condensed
for clarity, while remaining faithful to their essential
meaning and purpose.

51 Free books on:
https://www.paradisovillaresort.com/books

Questions? Gmail: erik.flamend@gmail.com

Book 51: starts around 7 September 2026
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A Note on Repetition

Some readers may notice that certain themes
return more than once throughout this book.
That is intentional.

Book 51 is not built like a novel, where the story
moves in a straight line toward its conclusion.

It is not conventional literature, nor is it written
to impress.

It is an unglorified testimony of a lived experience,
and lived experience rarely reveals itself all at once.

Some insights cannot be absorbed in a single reading.

They have to be approached from different angles until
they are no longer understood only by the mind but are
also recognized by the heart.

Every return is an invitation to see the same landscape
from a slightly different place.

Nature itself teaches through repetition.
The waves of the ocean repeat.

Day and night repeat.
The seasons repeat.
Our heartbeat repeats.
Our breathing repeats.

Music returns to its central theme.
Meditation returns to the breath.



Even the deepest forms of learning arise
through repeated encounters with the same truth,
each time revealing another layer.

For that reason, repetition in this book should
not be confused with duplication.

Duplication says the same thing again.

Repetition, as I use it here, attempts to reveal

the same truth from another perspective, allowing
what first appeared as an idea to slowly become
an experience.

If I had removed every repetition, the book might
have become shorter, but I believe it would also
have become poorer.

Some readers would understand the words, yet never
truly absorb what those words are pointing toward.

This book circles the same mountain more than once
because no single path reveals the entire landscape.

If, at times, you feel that we have already been here
before, pause for a moment before turning the page.

You may discover that the view has quietly changed,
and perhaps so have you.

11
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The Last Other

A short video recently came to me.

It lasts only a little more than two minutes, yet it
contains a warning so extreme that it cannot easily
be forgotten once it has been heard.

The accompanying text says:

Listen very carefully to what Phil Schneider had to say
in 1996 before being murdered by the government.

Even before entering the content of the video, however,
honesty requires me to separate what can be established
from what has merely been asserted.

The words appear to have been recorded during a public
lecture Schneider gave at the Preparedness Expo in
September 1995, not in 1996. He was found dead several
months later, in January 1996. His death was officially
classified as suicide, while his former wife and others
close to him rejected that conclusion and believed he
had been murdered.

I cannot prove which account is true.

The fact that governments and institutions have
concealed crimes in the past means that an official
conclusion cannot automatically be treated as infallible.
But the fact that institutions are capable of deception
does not turn every suspicion into proof. If I abandon
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that distinction, I would reproduce the very
manipulation I am attempting to question.

What I can establish is what Schneider publicly said.

He claimed that an alien agenda existed whose purpose
was the complete takeover of this planet and the
elimination of between five-sixths and seven-eighths of
the world’s population by the year 2029. This would
mean the disappearance of approximately eighty-three
to eighty-eight percent of humanity—close to what we
would ordinarily describe as ninety percent.

He alleged that the United States military had known
about this plan for forty-five years.

He spoke of an agreement supposedly made under
President Eisenhower in 1954, through which advanced
technology was exchanged for permission to take cattle
and a limited number of human beings for experimenta-
tion.

He described an alleged underground confrontation
between human military personnel and non-human
beings. He called himself the only living survivor
speaking about it publicly throughout the world.

Yet he did not say that the other two survivors had
been killed. He said they were living in nursing homes
in Canada and that the Canadian authorities would not
allow him or other Americans to speak with them.



14

Near the end of the short fragment, he equated what
he called the New World Order with the alien agenda.
He then began referring to nine alien species, but the
edited video ends before he develops that part of his
account.

None of this proves that the events he described
occurred.

A man speaking on a stage is evidence that the man
gave a warning. It is not, by itself, evidence that the
reality behind the warning existed exactly as he
described it.

Yet an unproven testimony does not become philosop-
hically meaningless merely because its factual foundati-
on remains uncertain. It can still reveal something about
the fears, structures and possibilities moving through
the human dream.

For several years, I have wondered whether the financial
and monetary systems of the world may be approaching
a profound restructuring—possibly around 2028,
although the date could be wrong and the event may
unfold differently or later than I presently imagine.

A breakdown or radical transformation of the monetary
system would create uncertainty on an almost unimagi-
nable scale. Savings, pensions, property, employment,
trade and confidence in institutions could all be shaken
simultaneously. A frightened population becomes far
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easier to direct than a population standing securely
within ordinary life.

The closeness of these two dates therefore caught my
attention: a possible monetary rupture around 2028
and Schneider’s prediction of an alien agenda
reaching its objective by 2029.

But proximity is not proof of coordination.

Two dates standing beside one another can form a
disturbing pattern within the mind without sharing a
common cause in reality. They may be connected. They
may be unrelated. One prediction may be wrong, or both
may be wrong. I must leave all these possibilities open.

The deeper question for Book 51 is therefore not whether
I can prove Schneider’s account.

The deeper question is what his account becomes when
it is placed before the mirror of The Field.

Suppose, only for the purpose of inquiry, that something
resembling his description were true.

Suppose non-human intelligences existed, governments
had entered into secret arrangements with them, and
enormous human suffering was being prepared behind
structures of secrecy.

Would those beings exist outside The Field?
They could not.
If The Field is truly indivisible, then no government,
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hidden organisation, alien intelligence, frightened
witness, deceived population or person dismissing

the entire story can exist beyond it. There is no second
reality standing opposite The Field. There is no external
player capable of entering its creation from somewhere
outside existence.

Even the alien would be The Field.

This does not make destruction acceptable.

It does not transform extermination into love or
absolve those participating in it.

Oneness does not remove responsibility.

It makes responsibility infinitely more intimate,
because the hand destroying life and the life being
destroyed belong to the same indivisible reality.

The alien may represent the final image of the Other.

Human beings have divided themselves by family,
tribe, race, religion, class, ideology and nation.
Each division has allowed one expression of life to
imagine that another expression matters less.

But the alien carries separation one step further.
It is not merely another nation or another race.

It appears as another species, another world and
another order of existence.

It becomes the perfect screen upon which absolute
otherness can be projected.
Perhaps this is why the alien-takeover story holds
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such power within the human imagination.

It expresses the furthest imaginable point of forgetting:
The Field appearing in a form so unfamiliar that huma-
nity can no longer recognise any relationship with it.

Yet the same principle applies if Schneider’s account
was mistaken, manipulated or deliberately manufac-
tured.

If it was a government-created story, then the manu-
facture of fear would belong to The Field’s forgetting.

If Schneider sincerely believed something that did not
occur as he described it, then his fear, conviction and
search for meaning would still arise inside The Field.

If the story was distorted as it passed through decades
of retelling, then the distortion itself would reveal how
human consciousness reshapes uncertainty into
certainty.

And if his testimony contained a reality that remains
hidden, then those hiding it and those suffering beneath
that secrecy would still be expressions of the same Field.

Under no possible interpretation does another ultimate
player appear.

There is only The Field—remembering through some
expressions, forgetting through others, and sometimes
approaching a degree of forgetting in which another
living being can be reduced to an object, an experi-
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ment, a slave, a number or an acceptable casualty.
Perhaps the true takeover does not begin when
something arrives from the sky.

It begins whenever consciousness accepts that
another life is expendable.

It begins when fear replaces perception, obedience
replaces conscience and technical intelligence becomes
separated from love. It begins when immense suffering
is converted into statistics while those making the
calculation quietly exclude themselves and their
families from it.

This is why I must be careful when suggesting
that The Field needs total forgetting before total
remembering can occur.

The Field may need sufficient forgetting for

genuine relationship, freedom and rediscovery to
become possible. But it does not need extermination.
It does not require cruelty to create love.

A mirror needs distinct reflections; it does not require
those reflections to destroy one another.

Extreme forgetting may create the greatest apparent
distance from love. When remembering finally enters
that distance, overflowing love may consequently

be experienced with an almost unimaginable force.

But the darkness does not deserve credit for the light.
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The prison did not create Joy’s love.
It failed to destroy it.

In the same way, no collapse, war, monetary upheaval
or imagined alien invasion should be glorified as the
necessary doorway to awakening. Such events may
expose what humanity has forgotten, but they can
also traumatise, embitter and destroy without
awakening anyone.

The gate to overflowing love is not opened by mass
death.

It opens whenever one expression recognises that
the life standing before it—human or otherwise—is
not outside itself.

Perhaps Schneider’s warning is historically true.
Perhaps it contains fragments of truth surrounded by
interpretation. Perhaps it is a human story created to
give a recognisable face to forces of domination that
already exist among us.

I do not know.

But perhaps the alien is not the deepest subject
of this story.

Perhaps the deepest subject is our creation of the

last Other—the final being upon whom we can project
everything we refuse to recognise within ourselves.
And perhaps, at the extreme edge of forgetting,
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The Field does not overcome that Other.

It remembers that no Other ever existed outside itself.
Yet my unease does not end with Schneider’s prediction.

My intuition tells me that the approaching monetary
restructuring—whether it occurs in 2028, somewhat
later, or in stages—will not be merely a technical reset
of currencies and debts. I fear that a sufficiently deep
financial crisis could be used to introduce changes that
would encounter enormous resistance under ordinary
conditions.

I cannot prove that such a reset is inevitable, nor can
I know its precise timing.

But I have studied the language, ambitions and
recurring strategies of powerful international orga-
nisations for long enough to doubt that they would
allow a worldwide crisis to pass without using it.

A crisis is never only an event. It is also an opening.

When people fear losing their savings, employment,
homes and ability to feed their families, they may accept
forms of surveillance, control and dependency that they
would firmly reject while feeling secure.

Measures introduced as temporary necessities can
become permanent structures.

What begins as rescue can quietly become ownership,
and what is presented as protection can leave the
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protected person with less freedom than before.

This is why the proximity between a possible monetary
rupture around 2028 and Schneider’s
population-reduction warning for 2029 troubles me.
The closeness of these dates does not prove that the two
belong to one plan. Nevertheless, it raises a question I
cannot simply dismiss:

Could a monetary collapse provide the chaos through
which another, far more radical transformation is
attempted?

My suspicion is intensified by what occurred during
the COVID period.

I remain deeply unconvinced by much of the official
explanation. The extraordinary coordination of political
messaging, censorship, emergency powers, behavioural
pressure and pharmaceutical intervention disturbed
me from the beginning.

I watched questioning become morally suspect,
medical choice become conditional and fear become

an instrument capable of entering almost every home
on Earth.

My doubts extend even to the nature and origin of

what was called COVID-19. At times, I have questioned
whether the alleged virus existed in the form presented
to the public, or whether illness, mortality and fear were
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gathered beneath one name to create a single
invisible enemy.

However, I must remain honest about what stands
outside my own conviction. Several laboratories
reported isolating, culturing and sequencing
SARS-CoV-2. I cannot simply pretend that this
published work does not exist because it conflicts
with my suspicions.

I may question the methods, interpretations and
conclusions, but questioning evidence is different
from proving it false. That distinction protects this
inquiry from becoming another doctrine.

The deeper danger I perceive does not ultimately
depend upon proving that every element of the official
virological account was fabricated.

An invisible biological threat remains an extraordinarily
powerful political instrument whether the underlying
pathogen is entirely natural, manipulated, exaggerated
or misunderstood.

The enemy cannot be seen with ordinary eyes.

Its presence must be announced by experts, detected
by specialised tests and interpreted by institutions.
The individual is consequently placed in a position
of dependence.

Authorities define the danger, measure it, explain
it and prescribe the permitted response.
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This does not prove that the threat was imaginary.
It reveals why such a threat—real or otherwise—can
so easily become a vehicle for control.

I had previously connected the COVID crisis with
Rockefeller planning going back to 1967. I have not
found evidence capable of establishing that particular
date or demonstrating that the Foundation planned
COVID-109.

What can be verified is that the Rockefeller Foundation
published a scenario report in 2010 containing a fictio-
nal pandemic called “Lock Step.”

It imagined a worldwide outbreak followed by stron-
ger governmental authority, restrictions and increased
social control.

Scenario planning is not proof of creating the event
being imagined. Governments, foundations and security
organisations routinely prepare for wars, disasters and
epidemics that they hope—or claim to hope—will never
occur. Yet when a scenario resembles important aspects
of a later reality, it is understandable that people ask
whether they are seeing foresight, preparation,
influence or merely coincidence.

The question deserves investigation, but the
resemblance alone cannot supply the answer.

DARPA'’s earlier involvement in nucleic-acid and
RNA-vaccine technology is also documented.
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This demonstrates that military research contributed
to technologies later used during COVID. It does not,
by itself, prove that the resulting products were
deliberately designed as biological weapons.

My personal suspicion goes considerably further

than the evidence I can presently establish. I believe
that the harms caused by the injections, coercive
policies, treatment decisions, isolation, delayed medical
care and destruction of livelihoods remain profoundly
under-recognised. But I cannot responsibly claim that
120 million people died or that billions were medically
injured without evidence capable of supporting
numbers of that magnitude.

The absence of a reliable number does not make

every injury unreal. It means that I should not convert
my sense of the scale into a statistic and present it as
established truth.

If population reduction was among the concealed
objectives of the COVID response, it clearly did not
eliminate the billions of people that such an agenda
would have required. Humanity remains here.

Resistance appeared. Many people refused further
injections, questioned the narrative and became more
suspicious of institutions that had previously received
their trust automatically.



25

Perhaps an intended objective failed.
Perhaps there never was such an objective.

Or perhaps what occurred was one stage within a much
longer transformation whose full direction has not yet
become visible.

I do not know.

But if another worldwide crisis now arrives through
money rather than medicine, the lessons of the COVID
period will become critically important. Fear may again
be presented as proof. Emergency may again be used to
silence deliberation. People may again be told that
obedience is compassion and that surrendering
freedom is the price of collective survival.

The invisible enemy would merely receive another name.

It might be a virus, financial contagion, cyberattack,
climate emergency, war or even something presented as
an extraterrestrial threat. The outward form can change
while the underlying architecture remains the same:
create or exploit overwhelming fear, dissolve ordinary
certainty, centralise authority and persuade human
beings that no alternative remains.

But even here, Book 51 must look more deeply than
accusation.

If such manipulation exists, its organisers are not
standing outside The Field. Neither are those who obey,
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those who resist, those who suffer or those who attempt
to expose it. All are expressions of the same indivisible
reality moving through radically different degrees of
remembering and forgetting.

This does not absolve anyone. Oneness does not
transform deception into truth or a harmful act into
love. It means that The Field can become so deeply
contracted within some of its expressions that
intelligence remains while recognition disappears.
Other human beings become populations, markets,
liabilities, consumers, experimental subjects or
numbers to be reduced.

That may be forgetting approaching its absolute limit.

Yet I must not conclude that The Field requires a
pandemic, monetary collapse or mass death to awaken
itself. That would make cruelty sacred and turn suffering
into a necessary sacrifice demanded by love. Everything
Book 50 has discovered refuses that conclusion.

The Field may create apparent distance so that love can
move freely and be received. It does not require billions
of bodies to create that distance.

A crisis may expose our forgetting.
It may also offer an opportunity to remember.
But the crisis deserves no credit for the remembrance,



just as the prison deserves no credit for the love Joy
protected inside it.

If a monetary reset comes, the decisive question will
therefore not be whether powerful structures attempt
to use it. History gives us every reason to remain alert
to that possibility.

The decisive question will be whether fear succeeds
in making us forget one another. Perhaps the deepest
resistance will begin wherever one person refuses to
treat another as expendable, wherever conscience
remains stronger than obedience, and wherever love
protects freedom while the machinery of crisis
attempts to take it away.

The Body as a Place of Remembering

I do not begin here with statistics, institutions or
theories. I begin with the small part of the human
world that I can actually see: my own company.

Before 2020, the people working around me generally

27

appeared healthy and energetic. They worked, lived and

raised their children without the continuous health
problems I see today.

After the COVID injections entered their lives, I
witnessed what appeared to me as a profound change.
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Workers who had rarely been absent became exhausted,
repeatedly ill or hospitalised. Some developed severe
and persistent health problems. Several became
strangely sensitive to sunlight. Their former vitality
seemed to disappear. Their children also appeared
weaker, became ill more frequently and sometimes
required hospital treatment.

At seventy-three, I appeared to be the exception.

That is not a statistic collected from an anonymous
population. It is my direct observation of people I
have known for years.

I cannot deny what I witnessed merely because
someone dismisses it as anecdotal. An anecdote is

not complete scientific proof, but neither is it nothing.
Every investigation begins when someone notices that
something has changed.

Yet honesty still requires me to distinguish between
what I witnessed and what I can prove about every
individual case.

I witnessed a sequence.
People appeared healthy.
They received the injections.

Many of them subsequently developed health
problems I had not previously seen in them.

That sequence is real within my experience.
Determining the precise biological cause in each



29

person would require complete medical histories,
dates, diagnoses and an honest investigation willing
to consider every possibility—including the injections
themselves.

What I refuse to accept is that this possibility should
be excluded in advance merely because acknowledging
it would disturb governments, pharmaceutical compa-
nies, medical institutions or the enormous narrative
built around their decisions.

Dismissal is not investigation.
Silence is not proof of safety.

Authority is not evidence.

In December 2019, before the first COVID injection
appeared, I warned the people around me that I believed
a manufactured crisis was approaching. I feared that the
announced threat would open the door to a proposed
remedy that might eventually cause more harm than

the supposed threat itself.

I could not provide them with a laboratory report
proving what I felt. It arose as a powerful inner warning.

What followed strengthened my conviction, but I must
still distinguish conviction from forensic proof. I can say
honestly that I warned them. I can say what I later
witnessed. I can ask why the pattern appeared.

I cannot manufacture missing evidence merely because
I strongly believe I understand what happened.



The truth does not need me to exaggerate it.

My own health rests upon a very different relationship
with my body.

I avoid heavily processed food. I avoid drinking water
stored in plastic whenever possible. I choose natural
food, movement, intermittent fasting, rest, clean
surroundings, sunlight, heat, cold and the healing
intelligence already present within the body.

I do not automatically accept a medical intervention
because a doctor, government or television expert calls
it necessary.

My position is much stronger than simple caution.

I consciously refuse pharmaceutical medicines that
are synthetic or manufactured from petrochemical
feedstocks and derivatives.

I do not want substances originating in the industrial
chemistry of oil entering my body merely because they
have been purified, measured, packaged and given an
impressive pharmaceutical name.

What the medical industry calls medicine, I may
experience as a controlled petrochemical poison
offered as a cure.

I refuse that model for my own body.

This is not hesitation.

30
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It is not a request for permission.
It is a boundary.

I choose nature-based remedies, including homeopathy,
Ayurveda, medicinal plants, nutrition, fasting, water,
rest, movement and other approaches that work

with the body rather than attempting to dominate it.

Other people remain free to choose differently.

They may trust pharmaceutical medicine, and they may
describe situations in which they believe it saved their
lives. I do not claim authority over their bodies.

But neither do they, their doctors nor their governments
possess authority over mine.

In my eyes, institutional medicine did not merely add
modern techniques to humanity’s ancient knowledge of
healing. It increasingly pushed nature out of the room
and placed synthetic pharmaceutical products at the
centre.

Nature was not defeated.
It was economically displaced.

Traditional remedies were dismissed as primitive,
unscientific or dangerous, while patented products
manufactured through enormous industrial systems
were granted the privileged title of medicine.

What grows freely cannot easily be monopolised.
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What people can prepare, understand or obtain
without permanent dependence does not create the
same commercial empire.

This does not mean that I consume anything merely
because the word natural appears on its packaging.
Nature also requires knowledge. Purity, preparation,
quantity and the condition of the individual still matter.

But my starting point remains clear:

I trust the intelligence of life before I trust the chemistry
of an industry.

I seek restoration before suppression.

I seek causes before the permanent management of
only symptoms.

I want to understand what my body is communicating
before silencing its message with another synthetic
substance.

Modern medicine often appears to approach the body
as though it were an unreliable machine that must be
chemically managed.

I approach it as a living expression carrying an intel-
ligence far older than any pharmaceutical company.

The body is not an ignorant object.
It is The Field appearing biologically.

Above all, I refuse to make fear the ruler of my health.
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Fear and worry may knock on my door, but I did
not invite them to live with me.
They do not receive a room in my house.

When the media announces another invisible danger,
I do not immediately surrender my body to whatever
intervention is offered. I stop. I observe. I ask who
benefits, what evidence exists, what risks are being
concealed and why questioning so often becomes
morally condemned.

Fear is one of the most efficient instruments ever
created for separating human beings from their
own discernment.

Once sufficiently frightened, people will accept what
they would otherwise refuse. They will surrender bodily
autonomy and call that surrender responsibility.

They may even attack those who remain unafraid be-
cause another person’s freedom exposes the fragility

of their obedience.

Nevertheless, I cannot say that health is only a state
of mind.

That would wound an ill person twice: first through
the illness and then through the suggestion that the
illness proves some failure of consciousness.

The mind influences stress, behaviour, endurance,
recovery and the way we meet suffering. But a loving
mind cannot command every cell never to be injured.
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A child who becomes ill has not failed spiritually.
A person living with cancer, disability, infection
or chronic pain is not less aligned with The Field.

Joy’s suffering taught me this.
The wounded body is still The Field.
The hospitalised child is still The Field.

The person who trusted an intervention and was
subsequently harmed is not guilty of having trusted.
Nor is the person who refused it automatically wiser,
purer or spiritually superior.

Health should awaken gratitude, not pride.

At seventy-three, I do not see my health as proof that

I am better than those around me. I see it as the visible
consequence of a lifelong attitude toward my body,
combined with circumstances I cannot fully measure.

I have protected my body according to what I believe.
I have refused what I regard as toxic.

I have refused to surrender it to fear.

And I remain grateful that it continues to carry me.

When I experience what is called a cold, I do not im-
mediately experience my body as being attacked by an
invisible enemy. I often understand the symptoms as
the body stopping me, demanding rest and attempting



to clear what has accumulated through food,
environmen- tal toxins, stress, radiation or exhaustion.

That is the way I experience and interpret my body.

I am also not convinced by the simplistic public story
in which every collection of symptoms is attributed to
an invading virus that must be feared and fought.

I remain interested in the role of exosomes, cellular
communication and the body’s own cleansing and
defensive processes.

For me, exosomes are not proof of an external viral
enemy. They belong to the body’s own biological
communication.

I recognise, however, that my interpretation is not
automatically a demonstrated universal mechanism.
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If I want others to examine it honestly, I must present it
as a position requiring investigation rather than turning

it into another compulsory belief.

The same applies to CDS, which I have personally
chosen to use as part of what I regard as detoxification.

I know that medical authorities condemn it and describe
it as dangerous. My personal experience has led me to a

different conclusion for myself.

But my experience remains my experience. I do not

present it as a dosage instruction, a medical prescription

or proof that another body will respond as mine has.



Bodily sovereignty means accepting responsibility
for my own choices.

It does not mean claiming ownership over another
person’s body.

The same intellectual discipline must apply to every
explanation—official and alternative.

If I require governments, pharmaceutical companies
and doctors to prove their claims, I must also examine
the claims of people whose conclusions agree with my
suspicions.

Agreement does not transform a claim into truth.

This applies when I listen to David Martin or anyone
connecting patents, pathogens, military programmes,
governments and public-health policies.

The information he presents raises deeply disturbing
questions. Patents, research programmes, commercial
interests and recurring patterns deserve examination.
They should not be dismissed merely because the
questions are politically dangerous.

But a chronology establishes that events occurred in
a particular order. It does not, by itself, establish the
entire causal relationship between them. A patent
demonstrates that someone claimed an invention,
organism, process or application. It may reveal
knowledge and intention, but each document must
be read completely and in its historical context.
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The honest sentence cannot always be:
Therefore, I know everything that happened.
Sometimes it must remain:

What I have discovered troubles me profoundly.

It deserves an open and independent investigation
without censorship, intimidation or predetermined
conclusions.

For many years, I have noticed what appears to be
an inversion in public communication.

What is aggressively promoted as healthy may later
prove harmful.

What institutions condemn as dangerous may contain
truths or possibilities they refuse to investigate.

What is called misinformation may sometimes be
information that threatens established interests.

What is called consensus may be enforced conformity.
What is called care may conceal control.

What is called protection may require the surrender
of fundamental freedom.

This recurring inversion has destroyed almost all
my automatic trust in official assurances.

When the media tells me that something is
unquestionably healthy, I become cautious.
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When it insists that something is too dangerous even
to discuss, I become interested in why discussion itself
must be prevented.

But another trap waits here.

If I automatically believe the opposite of everything
the media says, then the media still determines my
beliefs. It points in one direction, and I mechanically
turn in the other. Contrarianism can become
obedience with the sign reversed.

Real freedom requires something more difficult.

It requires examining every claim independently,
tolerating uncertainty and remaining willing to
correct oneself when genuine evidence appears.

Science, at its best, should be organised humility.
It should say:

Show me.

Test this.

Reveal the method.

Disclose the funding and conflicts of interest.
Repeat the result independently.

Allow criticism.

Correct the conclusion when the evidence changes.
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But much of what now speaks under the name of
science no longer feels like that to me.

Institutional science has lost almost all credibility in
my eyes because it too often behaves as an authority
demanding obedience. Commercial funding distorts
priorities. Governments select which experts may be
heard. Censorship hides behind claims of public safety.
Consensus becomes a loyalty test, and anyone who asks
forbidden questions risks being ridiculed, excluded or
professionally destroyed.

That is not scientific openness.
It is institutional power wearing a laboratory coat.

I therefore distinguish science as a method from
Science as an establishment.

The method can illuminate.
The establishment can be captured.

When institutions betray honest inquiry, however, I
should not abandon observation, measurement and
verification. I should reclaim them. They may be among
the most powerful instruments available for exposing
the very corruption committed in their name.

“Show me the evidence” must be addressed to
governments, corporations, doctors, journalists,
dissidents, whistleblowers—and to myself.

My loss of trust extends beyond medicine.
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When dozens of new gender classifications suddenly
entered institutional language and were increasingly
treated as though personal identity could replace
biological sex, I waited for science to offer clarity.

Too often it remained silent or adapted its language
to political pressure.

My objection is not directed against the dignity of any
human being. Every person deserves freedom, safety
and respect. No one should be humiliated for how
they experience themselves.

But compassion does not require biology to become
dishonest.

Human dignity and biological clarity can exist together.

When Donald Trump stated in blunt political language
that biological sex cannot be endlessly multiplied by
declaration, I heard a clarity that scientific institutions
should have been capable of expressing without hostility
or humiliation.

It should not require a politician to defend what science
once regarded as elementary biological description.

When science is afraid to speak because truth may
offend an ideology, science has already entered the
machinery of forgetting.

I also reject cola and heavily processed drinks, but I
do not need inaccurate arithmetic to justify that refusal.
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I reject them because they are industrial products that I
do not want in my body. They contain acids, sweeteners
and other ingredients from which I experience no
natural benefit.

A true decision does not become stronger through
an exaggerated number.

Truth does not require decoration.

The deeper issue is not one drink, one medicine,
one injection or one institution.

It is the relationship we have established with the
human body.

Perhaps total forgetting begins when the body ceases
to be encountered as a sacred living expression and
becomes merely a consumer, statistic, biological unit,
experimental subject or obstacle inside an ideological
calculation.

The medical system forgets when it sees a market
instead of a human being.

Government forgets when it sees a manageable
population instead of living expressions.

Industry forgets when lifelong dependence becomes
more valuable than restored health.

Science forgets when protecting authority becomes
more important than discovering truth.



But forgetting can also enter through the person
resisting that machinery.

It enters whenever justified distrust hardens into
unquestionable certainty.

It enters whenever suspicion replaces careful
investigation.

It enters whenever the person who believes he is
awake begins treating everyone else with contempt.

The Field does not remember itself through another
dogma.

It remembers through living attention.
It remembers when consent becomes sacred again.

It remembers when the healer sees a human being
rather than a case.

It remembers when the patient is permitted to
question and refuse.

It remembers when nature is welcomed back into
healing.

It remembers when the dissident refuses both
censorship and exaggeration.

It remembers when an institution admits uncertainty.

It remembers when the healthy person does not
condemn the ill.
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It remembers whenever one human being says:

This body is not the property of an industry.

This consciousness is not the property of a government.
This fear is not my master.

At seventy-three, I receive my health as a responsibility.
It asks me to remain awake, grateful and attentive to
what enters my body, my mind and my consciousness.

I refuse blind obedience.

I also refuse to let opposition become another
unconscious obedience.

I refuse manufactured fear.

I refuse synthetic pharmaceutical medicine for
my own body.

I refuse to accept petrochemical compounds merely
because an industry has renamed them cures.

I choose nature.
I choose the ancient intelligence of the body.

I choose the freedom to observe, question, consent,
refuse and reconsider.

I choose to remain responsible for the body through
which The Field presently experiences itself as me.

The body is not the enemy.



The person who disagrees with me is not the enemy.

Even those who created the machinery are not
independent beings existing outside The Field.

There is no other player.

There is only The Field remembering—or forget-
ting—what it is through every body it temporarily
becomes.

Perhaps the deepest act of remembering begins when
one expression finally refuses to surrender the living
body entrusted to it.

Not through fear.
Not through hatred.

Not through another imposed certainty.

But through a clear and uncompromising love for life.

Leaving the Derailed Train
This brings me to a point I can no longer avoid.

I personally believe that The Field has allowed
its experience of forgetting to go too far.

I do not agree with war.
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I do not agree with mass extermination, biological
warfare, deliberate poisoning, manufactured illness or
the transformation of human beings into experimental
material.

I reject food genetically and chemically manipulated
in ways that I believe may create disease rather than
nourish life.

I reject fake science used to protect commercial and
political interests.

I reject fake politics in which different faces serve the
same machinery.

I reject fake religion that replaces direct connection
with The Field with obedience, guilt, hierarchy and fear.

I reject what I experience as dead water imprisoned in
plastic bottles—water carrying the chemical history of
the material surrounding it and sold as though
containment had no consequence.

I reject a civilisation that poisons the essential
foundations of life and then sells treatments for the
illnesses it may have helped to create.

To say that all these expressions arise within
The Field does not mean that I must approve of them.

Oneness does not require agreement.

Recognising that the destroyer and the destroved arise
within the same Field does not transform destruction
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into wisdom, I not make cruel I fferin
necessary or obedience virtuous.

The Field may contain every expression.

But one of its expressions—this expression
called Erik—can still say no.

Perhaps The Field wanted to explore the deepest
possible forgetting. Perhaps it allowed some of its
expressions to move so far away from conscious love
that war, mass manipulation, calculated poverty and
industrialised death became possible.

Perhaps a total collapse inside the Mother Dream
would cause more people to awaken.

When the structures they trusted disintegrate, some
may finally question the reality in which they have been
living. When money, politics, medicine, religion and aut-
hority can no longer maintain the appearance of securi-
ty, consciousness may be forced to look beyond them.

I understand that possibility.
But I do not agree that collapse is required.

I do not accept the argument that humanity must first
be pushed into an abyss before it can remember how
to love.

A collapse may awaken some people.

It may also kill, traumatise or destroy countless others.
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Pain does not automatically create wisdom.
Desperation does not automatically open the heart.

A person drowning in suffering may awaken, but may
also lose the remaining strength needed to remember
anything beyond survival.

The possibility that beauty may emerge afterwards
does not justify the machinery that caused the devas-
tation. The prison deserves no credit for the love Joy
preserved.

War deserves no credit for the compassion that
occasionally appears among its ruins.

Poverty deserves no credit for the generosity of those
who share their last food.

Disease deserves no credit for teaching someone
to appreciate life.

The beauty belongs to what suffering failed to destroy.
I therefore refuse to romanticise collapse.
For me, the human train has derailed.

It continues moving with enormous speed, although it
has already left the tracks. The passengers argue about
who should control the engine. Politicians promise a
more comfortable carriage. Economists debate the price
of the tickets. Scientists calculate the speed of the fall.
Religious authorities assure everyone that the canyon
serves a higher purpose.
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Almost nobody asks the simplest question:
Why are we still sitting on this train?
The canyon may indeed become part of its final journey.

The moment of impact may awaken some passengers
who remained asleep throughout the ride. But I do not
have to enjoy the fall merely because someone gives it
a spiritual explanation.

I do not have to remain seated because the other
passengers call leaving irresponsible.

I do not have to accept destruction as the only
possible road towards remembrance.

I leave the train while I still can.
I do not leave life.

I do not leave humanity.

I do not leave The Field.

I leave the machinery that has confused movement
with progress and acceleration with intelligence.

I withdraw my inner consent from a civilisation
travelling towards destruction while calling the
journey development.

Leaving the train does not necessarily mean physically
escaping the world. There may be no geographical place
completely outside its systems. Its money, chemicals,
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technologies, laws, institutions and fears have reached
almost everywhere.

Leaving means that I no longer allow the train to
define reality for me.

I can use some of its structures without belonging
inwardly to them.

I can participate where participation supports life
and refuse where it requires betrayal.

I can live inside the Mother Dream without agreeing
that its dominant nightmare is the only available dream.

This refusal is not passivity.
It is the recovery of direction.
I choose natural food rather than industrial imitation.

I choose living water rather than what I experience as
chemically burdened water sealed in plastic.

I choose remedies aligned with nature rather than
pharmaceutical dependence.

I choose direct responsibility rather than institutional
obedience.

I choose relationship rather than bureaucracy.

I choose peace rather than the endlessly manufactured
necessity of war.

I choose truth even when an organised lie calls itself
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reality. I choose beauty.

Beauty, however, does not mean decoration or
superficial pleasantness.

Beauty is the felt coherence of life not acting against
itself.

Beauty appears when an action protects rather than
violates.

It appears when truth and tenderness occupy the same
space.

It appears when intelligence remains connected with
love.

It appears when power does not need to dominate.

It appears when freedom is not purchased with another
person’s captivity.

Pleasure also means something deeper to me than
entertainment or physical gratification.

It is the quiet yes of life.

It is the body recognising that an experience does not
fundamentally betray it. It is consciousness expanding
rather than contracting.

It is the inner movement that accompanies freedom,
tenderness, creation, intimacy and truth.

When an event contains no trace of beauty, no living
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pleasure, no tenderness and no opening towards
freedom, I become deeply suspicious of it.

When I am told that such an event is necessary,
responsible or unavoidable, I ask what force is actually
speaking through it.

Very often, it is not wisdom.

It is fear.

It is desperation.

It is control protecting itself.

Fear says that freedom is too dangerous.

Desperation says that there is no alternative.

Control says that suffering now will create safety later.

Bureaucracy says that nobody is personally responsible
because every individual merely followed the procedure.

The machinery divides responsibility among so many
departments, committees, corporations and authorities
that accountability finally disappears.

Harm becomes an administrative outcome.
Cruelty becomes policy.

Poison becomes treatment.

War becomes security.

Censorship becomes protection.
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Obedience becomes solidarity.

And because every decision carries an official name,
almost nobody feels personally responsible for what
the machinery produces.

This is total forgetting.

It is The Field acting against itself while each partici-
pating expression claims that someone else made the
decision.

I do not want my life to close around that consciousness.
I want to remain open enough to feel.

Feeling is not a weakness I must overcome before
becoming rational. It is one of the deepest ways through
which The Field communicates within me.

Before the mind has completed its argument, something
may already know that an action carries tenderness or
violence, truth or deception, expansion or contraction.

I do not need this knowing to become a law for other
people.

I do not impose it upon them.
But I will not abandon it within myself.

I do not reject every difficult or painful experience.
Truth can hurt. Love can require courage. Protecting
another person may demand sacrifice. Saying no can
produce conflict. Grief can accompany the deepest love.
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The absence of immediate pleasure does not
automatically make something wrong.

The decisive question is deeper:

Does this pain arise from loving necessity,
or from avoidable cruelty?

Does it protect life, or does it crush life while
calling itself protection?

Does it preserve human dignity, or demand
that dignity be surrendered?

Does it lead towards greater freedom and truth,
or towards fear, dependence and control?

There is a profound difference between pain that cannot
presently be avoided and suffering deliberately created,
prolonged or exploited.

I accept that life contains vulnerability.

I do not accept the industrial production of
suffering.

I accept that every body will eventually change and die.

I do not accept institutions hastening
destruction and presenting it as care,
progress or necessity.

I accept that freedom contains uncertainty.

I do not accept fear being used to make



freedom disappear.

If allis truly The Field, then my aversion
to needless suffering is also The Field.

My refusal does not stand outside Oneness.

It is Oneness refusing one of its own destructive
directions.

Perhaps The Field explored extreme forgetting through
war, domination, deception and cruelty.

But perhaps it now explores correction through those
expressions that refuse to continue.

Perhaps my no is not rebellion against The Field.

Perhaps it is The Field discovering, through me, that
it does not want this experience to continue.

This changes the meaning of leaving the train.
I am not escaping responsibility.

I am accepting responsibility for where I place my
consciousness, my body, my energy and my consent.

I cannot single-handedly stop the train.
I cannot force its passengers to leave.

I cannot prove to everyone that the canyon is
approaching.

But I can stop pretending that remaining seated
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I can step away from what I do not trust.

I can build another path.

I can protect the small part of life entrusted to me.

I can care for Joy, our home, the people around us,
the water we drink, the food we eat and the truth we
are still able to speak.

I can preserve beauty where the machinery creates
ugliness.

I can preserve tenderness where it manufactures fear.
I can preserve freedom where it demands obedience.

I can remain human where the system wants only a
manageable unit.

Perhaps this is how a different dream begins.

Not through the spectacular collapse of the entire
Mother Dream, but through individual expressions
quietly withdrawing their consent from its destructive
movements.

One person leaves the train.
Another sees that leaving was possible.

A third begins questioning the destination.
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The machinery may continue towards the canyon, but
it no longer carries every expression of The Field with it.

I do not know whether enough people will leave.
I do not know whether the train can still be stopped.

I do not know whether humanity has already travelled
beyond the final safe point.

But I know where I stand.
I do not choose war.
I do not choose manufactured suffering.

I do not choose a reality emptied of beauty and imposed
through fear.

I choose life while life is still here.

I choose tenderness before collapse attempts to teach
it through pain.

I choose overflowing love without demanding that
anyone first be broken enough to receive it.

I leave the train.

But I do not leave The Field.
I step more deeply into it.
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Honouring the Vow, Questioning the
Price

Only now, after Joy’s release, am I beginning to see
clearly what these years, and the Vow that carried us
through them, have meant for both of us.

While she was inside, there was always something that

had to come next: another letter, another visit, another
attempt to help her, another day to cross.

My attention remained fixed on reaching her and keep-
ing our connection alive. There was little room to stand
still before the full weight of what was happening.

Now she is home.

And in the closeness I waited so long to recover, I
can see what distance prevented me from fully seeing.

I see the marks of time. I hear what she tells me.

I begin to understand how much of her daily existence
had to be organised around enduring conditions she
could not leave. Her presence brings immense happi-
ness, but it also brings the reality of those years closer
than it has ever been.

The gate has opened. My understanding of what
happened behind it is still opening.

When Joy says that she convinced herself she was in a
boarding school, with the guards as her teachers, I hear
an extraordinary capacity to preserve herself.
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She found a way to make each day bearable
enough to enter the next.

But I also hear something that breaks my heart.

She needed that interpretation because experiencing the
situation without it felt unbearable. In her own account,
it was how she protected herself from collapse.

I cannot admire her resourcefulness without also
grieving the circumstances that demanded it.

What must a person endure before she needs to give
captivity another name in order to remain herself?

I hesitate even to call it tricking herself. That phrase
can make her response sound small, when it carried an
immense burden. She created an inner understanding
through which she could continue living. I respect that
understanding. It belongs to her, and I do not need to
take it away in order to acknowledge how painful it is
that she needed it.

Her strength does not reduce the cost.

Her tenderness now does not tell me that the suffering
was harmless.

Her ability to live, love and find her place at home
cannot return the years that were taken from her.

This is where my questions about the Vow become more
difficult.

Sometimes I imagine that we accepted it before this
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earthly life, perhaps even before what I call the Mother
Dream. I cannot know whether that image describes an
actual beginning or gives form to something I experience
as deeper than memory.

But even within that possibility, I must be allowed to
ask: What did we understand when we said yes?

Could a vow imagined beyond time contain any real
understanding of nine years lived one day at a time?

Could an agreement made beyond bodily vulnerability
comprehend what it would mean to become a person
who could be confined, frightened, exhausted, separated
from her child and the man who loved her?

An eternity can be spoken in a sentence. A single
painful night must be lived through every hour.

Perhaps this is what troubles me most: the distance
between a meaning contemplated and a price endured.

Was the Vow oversold to us?

Even if, within my understanding of Oneness, we were
the buyers and the sellers at the same time, the question
remains. Being one does not make the cost disappear.

It does not mean that the human expressions living the
experience understood everything that might follow.

I cannot place an imagined agreement beyond memory
into Joy’s hands and call it her consent to everything she
endured.



60

The Vow I can speak of with certainty is the one I
accepted here, as a man who loved her: she asked
whether I would wait, and I said yes.

I meant that yes.
I still mean it.

But my promise to remain beside her does not require
me to declare that everything we passed through was
necessary.

I can honour the Vow and question the price.

I can be grateful that our love endured and still say
that too much was asked of us—above all, of Joy.

There is a point where an explanation begins to silence
the person whose pain it claims to explain.

I do not want my understanding of The Field to become
such an explanation.

If it cannot make room for my grief, my questions and
my refusal, then I need to examine the understanding
itself.

Within the Oneness I recognise, there is no ultimate
outsider upon whom I can place everything. Yet here,
in human life, actions still have consequences, and
responsibility still matters.

I am not looking for someone to hate.

I am asking whether love requires me to reconcile
myself to what happened.
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At present, I cannot.

I still cry when I think of what Joy had to endure.
Sometimes the simple fact that she is here makes those
tears come closer. I can see her, speak to her, sit beside
her—and suddenly feel the weight of all the days when
those ordinary things were impossible.

Alongside that grief lives an accusation I continue
to turn against myself:

I let it happen.

Those words hurt, even as I recognise that they claim

a power I did not possess. I was not fully aware of what
was unfolding.

I could not command the people, decisions and circum-
stances that determined her confinement.

Still, some part of me keeps searching for the moment
when I might have changed everything.

Perhaps grief returns to that imagined moment because
helplessness is so difficult to bear.

If I can find the failure in myself, then I can imagine
there was a door I could have opened.

But wishing I could have protected her is not proof
that I had the power to prevent what happened.

I need to let that distinction reach the place in me
that still refuses forgiveness.

Calling myself an illusion does not dissolve this grief.
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Whatever the ultimate nature of the self may be, the
man who waited experienced those years. The woman
he loved lived behind those walls. A philosophy cannot
simply make their pain disappear.

And there are the books.

Sixteen thousand six hundred and ninety-six
pages. Fifty books.

That is not merely a quantity of writing.

It represents the whole of me that I knew how to give:
my attention, my questions, my hope, my anguish, my
attempts to understand, and my determination to
remain connected to Joy when ordinary life

together was impossible.

I cannot look at those pages as though they were
produced at a comfortable distance from their subject.
They came out of the life I was living. They carried
hours and years that I cannot separate from myself.

Yet even all those pages cannot balance the account.

Their beauty, if they contain beauty, does not reim-
burse Joy for her confinement. Whatever understan-
ding emerged through them cannot establish that
her suffering was a fair price.

I would betray something essential if I made her pain
the necessary expense of my discoveries.

I can cherish what we found without blessing
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what wounded us.

Perhaps that is what I can finally say now that she is
home. During the waiting, I needed enough meaning
to continue. Now I must also allow myself to question
the meanings that helped me survive.

Some may remain true for me. Some may need to
change. None should be protected from an honest
question merely because it once held me together.

And the question I keep returning to is painfully simple:

Could we not have loved. learned and
remembered without paying so much?

I have no answer that makes the price acceptable.

I know only that I do not want to demand further
suffering from either of us in the name of a deeper
revelation. I want time with Joy that does not have
to justify itself through endurance.

I want ordinary mornings, freedom to choose, close-
ness without a closing gate, and room for her to
speak or remain silent.

I want the love we carried through those years to have
space to be lived.

Perhaps the Vow now asks something quieter of me: to
stop measuring devotion by how much pain I can bear,
and to become fully available to the life we still have.
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Joy is here. I want to meet her here, without making her
the proof of a spiritual explanation and without asking
her survival to redeem the conditions she survived.

What happened was too much.
I can say that with love still intact.

The beauty I see in her does not oblige me to forgive
the suffering for existing.

The prison did not create Joy’s love.
It failed to destroy it.

And whatever beauty these pages may hold, I will
not use it to argue that her pain was worth the price.

When I look at our world, I see the suffering humanity
carries, and the same question returns almost every day:

Must it be this harsh?

Within the understanding I call The Field, much of this
suffering appears to arise through forgetting—life beco-
ming so absorbed in its apparently separate identities
that it loses recognition of itself in another.

But naming the forgetting does not answer my question.
How far must it go?

I think of a child weakened by starvation, flies gathering
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around a face that no longer has the strength to turn
away. A hand that should be reaching for food, a toy
or another hand lies almost motionless.

Before me is a child whose remaining energy is being
spent on staying alive.

What could that child possibly need to learn through
such an experience?

And if the lesson is supposed to belong to those
watching, why should the child have to pay for it?

I cannot accept an explanation that turns another
person’s devastation into educational material for the
rest of us.

I am also troubled by the possibility that people already
made vulnerable by hunger, poverty and dependence
can be harmed by institutions claiming to help them.

I have fears about medical interventions, concealed
injuries and abuses of trust. Those fears do not establish
that vaccines are designed to sterilise people or damage
their hearts. Such accusations require evidence, and
suffering deserves more care than an unsupported
certainty can give it.

But the moral demand remains clear: people receiving
help must never become expendable. Their vulnerability
increases our responsibility towards them.

It does not diminish their right to honest information,
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meaningful consent and protection from harm.
Then I look at war.

Must a child disappear beneath a building because
adults have named one another enemies? Must families
carry their wounded through streets where their homes
stood yesterday? Must those who order destruction
remain sheltered from the bodily reality of their
decisions?

What does remembering mean if we continue allowing
abstractions to outweigh the living person?

I look at money, too: systems we have created becoming
conditions upon which food, shelter and dignity depend.
I fear their instability and the suffering a profound
collapse could cause.

I cannot know whether a collapse was deliberately
designed, but to my eyes, the fiat system resembles a
Ponzi scheme: promises pile upon promises, sustained
by confidence, while ordinary people bear the losses
when that confidence breaks—and discover that money
they trusted can lose even its last trace of purchasing
power in a total collapse.

Yet I do not need to establish a hidden plan before
questioning arrangements that leave so many people
exposed to decisions they cannot influence.

How did human agreements acquire so much power
over human survival?



67

How can food exist, houses stand empty, hands remain
willing to work—and people still be denied what they
need to live?

Must the Mother Dream contain this much
avoidable pain?

Calling it a dream does not make hunger feel imaginary
to the child experiencing it. Within the life being lived,
the wound hurts, the separation tears, and the dying
person reaches for someone.

If I speak of Oneness, that language must bring me
closer to their experience. Otherwise, it becomes
another distance behind which I can hide.

Sometimes I feel that humanity has mistaken
acceleration for direction.

We have built extraordinary powers to alter the world,
but our ability to restrain ourselves seems unable to
keep pace. We can act across continents in seconds
while remaining unwilling to feel what our actions

do to a single life.

It is as though we pressed harder on the accelerator
at the very moment we needed the brakes.

Now the vehicle is spinning. Its wheels turn furiously,
but turning wheels do not prove that they still hold the
road. Inside, we argue over the steering wheel, announce
new destinations and promise greater speed.
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Who is asking how to recover contact with the ground?

I cannot know whether we have passed some final point
of control. Despair can claim certainty just as easily as
blind optimism. But I can recognise the urgency of
slowing what harms us, protecting those most exposed,
and restoring limits wherever power has outrun care.

Within my understanding of The Field, our
capacity to stop must belong to it as fully as
our capacity to continue.

Our refusal of cruelty is also an expression of existence.
Our wish to protect a child is also real.

There is no reason to treat destruction as the deeper
cosmic intention while dismissing tenderness as merely
human resistance.

Perhaps the brake is this very recognition:

No further understanding is worth demanding
that someone else be broken for it.

I do not know why existence permits such extremes.
I will not pretend that the word “forgetting” resolves
the anguish of that question.

I know that I cannot look at a starving child and say
that the dream is unfolding as it should.

I want the child fed. I want the wounded sheltered.
I want the hand too weak to move to feel another
hand helping it.



Whatever remembrance may ultimately mean,
surely it can begin there.

Before another collapse.
Before another explanation.

While there is still someone we can reach.

Oneness Does Not Require Me
to Approach the Lion

If The Field meets the expression I call myself in
the form of a lion, recognising our Oneness will not
necessarily prevent the lion from eating me.

Within my understanding, the lion and I arise from
the same indivisible reality. Yet within the encounter,
its teeth can tear this body, and this body can suffer
and die.

The recognition of Oneness does not cancel the
conditions through which life is being experienced.

Calling my separate identity an illusion does not
make my flesh invulnerable.

Calling the world a dream does not remove the
consequences of what happens within it.

69



70

I can recognise The Field in the lion and still
keep my distance.

There is no contradiction here. The lion does not
need to be evil for the encounter to be dangerous.

It may simply be hungry, frightened or defending its
territory. I do not have to condemn its existence
before protecting my own.

This distinction matters far beyond the lion.

An encounter can cause harm without involving an
enemy. Another person may act from fear, confusion,
desperation or a need for control.

I may understand something of those conditions and
still recognise that allowing them closer would endanger
what I am responsible for protecting.

Understanding a behaviour does not oblige me
to remain available to it.

If all is The Field, then discernment must also belong
to The Field.

So must distance, refusal, shelter and the movement
by which a living being steps away from danger.

Why would I recognise the lion’s hunger as an
expression of existence, yet treat my wish to
survive as a spiritual failure?

Why would surrender be sacred while protection
is dismissed as fear?



Oneness does not mean that every encounter
is safe, every intention trustworthy or every
relationship nourishing.

The dream contains differences that matter to those
living within it. Water can sustain this body; water can
also drown it. Fire can warm a home or consume it.

A person can offer tenderness in one moment and

act destructively in another.

Recognising a shared origin does not release me from
attending to what an encounter actually does.

This is where I must remain selective.

My body, time, attention and intimacy are not equally
available to every expression that approaches them.
Trust requires more than the thought that we are
ultimately One.

It grows through conduct: whether a boundary is
respected, whether words agree with actions, whether
care remains present when another person does not
get what they want.

I can acknowledge someone’s humanity without
giving them access to my home.

I can feel compassion without placing Joy or myself
within reach of repeated harm.

I can leave a relationship without declaring that the
person I leave exists outside The Field.
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Distance does not create an ultimate Other.
It changes the conditions of an encounter.

Yet discernment also asks honesty of me.
Feeling threatened does not always mean that
danger is present.

An unfamiliar person is not necessarily unsafe.
Disagreement is not automatically aggression.
A painful truth may deserve my attention, while
a comforting promise may conceal a demand I
should refuse.

I must therefore examine both what approaches
me and what moves within me.

Is there evidence of harm?

Has a boundary been crossed?

Am I responding to what is happening now,
or to what I fear may happen because of an
earlier wound?

I will not always know immediately.

I can slow down.

I can withhold trust while I learn more.

I do not need absolute certainty before taking a
reasonable precaution, and I do not need to turn a
precaution into a final judgment about another being.

The lion teaches something simple:

love for existence does not require indiscri-
minate closeness to everything that exists.



73

When Communication Loses Its Warmth

Perhaps part of remembering is learning the right
distance from which an encounter can remain
respectful without becoming destructive.

There are beings I can welcome into my arms.
There are others I can appreciate from afar.
There are situations I must leave, and actions I
must oppose, precisely because life matters to me.

I cannot protect every expression of The Field.
But I can take responsibility for the life entrusted
to my care.

That includes Joy.
It includes the people who depend on my choices.
And it includes this vulnerable expression I call myself.

I do not need to offer it to the lion to prove that I have
understood Oneness. The Field, as I understand it, is
present in the lion approaching. It is also present in the
human being who sees it clearly—and steps out of reach.

During this strange passage I call my life—this
movement through what I understand as the imagined
time of the Mother Dream—I have the impression that
the forgetting has deepened.

I cannot measure that impression as one measures
temperature or distance. I do not claim that earlier
generations were free of cruelty, loneliness or indif-
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ference. But something in the texture of everyday
encounters feels colder to me now.

We can reach one another more quickly, yet I often
wonder how deeply we arrive.

When I speak of forgetting, I mean the loss of felt
recognition: the diminishing capacity to experience
the person before me as a living presence whose joy
and vulnerability matter.

As that forgetting loosens, something in the human
expression can soften. We become less compelled to
defend every opinion, dominate every situation or turn
every difference into a confrontation.

There is more room to listen because another person’s
existence no longer feels like an interruption of our own.

Tenderness becomes possible in that room.

Forgetting closes it again. A person becomes a function,
an inconvenience, a customer, an opponent or an image
passing across a screen. We may know more facts about
them while feeling less responsibility towards them.

What troubles me about our technological age is
the extraordinary power we have given this distracted
consciousness.

As I explored in Book 50, I see a relationship between
deepening forgetting and the development of techno-
logies whose reach exceeds the care guiding their use.
I cannot establish that forgetting causes technological



75

invention. But within the language of these books,
I can ask what happens when enormous technical ability
serves a consciousness that has lost intimacy with life.

It can make its distance more efficient.

It can organise, accelerate and multiply actions without
pausing long enough to feel their consequences.

We have devoted immense intelligence to reducing
the time a message takes to arrive.

Have we given comparable attention to the quality
of the presence receiving it?

A message can cross the world almost instantly and
still find nobody inwardly available.

I see people sitting together while their attention lives
elsewhere. Each carries a doorway to thousands of dis-
tant voices, yet the person beside them waits outside
their awareness.

The phone lies between them like a small, continually
reopening elsewhere.
A conversation begins, a notification interrupts, and

something delicate disappears. The words may resume,
but the feeling of being fully received has been broken.
Repeated often enough, that interruption can become
the ordinary shape of a relationship.

Nobody needs to announce that the person in front
of them matters less.
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Their attention has already made the announcement.

I know that technology can also carry love.

During Joy’s imprisonment, I understood how much
a means of communication could matter. These books
themselves have taken shape through tools that make
encounters across distance possible.

That experience makes my question more precise:

Does the tool help us meet, or does using it
become a substitute for meeting?

Real communication requires more than the exchange
of content. It asks that something of another person’s
experience be allowed to enter us and alter our response.

It takes time to hear hesitation. It takes attention to
notice that someone saying “I am fine” may be asking,
very quietly, whether it is safe to say more.

A system can deliver the words perfectly while the
human encounter fails completely.

This is why the poverty I feel around me cannot be
described only in money. It is a poverty of unhurried
attention, of ordinary companionship, of being

with someone without constantly being summoned
elsewhere.

We have made ourselves widely available and
sometimes intimately absent.

Even reading raises this question for me.



Who still gives a book enough uninterrupted time
to be changed by it?

I know that people still read. My grief is for the
conditions deep reading requires: patience with an
unfamiliar thought, willingness to remain through
uncertainty, and freedom from the demand that
every paragraph immediately entertain or

confirm us.

A book asks for a different pace from a stream
of fragments.

Sometimes a sentence opens only because we have
lived with the pages that came before it. Sometimes
understanding arrives after we close the book and sit
quietly. That interval may produce nothing visible,
nothing that can be posted or counted, yet it can
change the way we meet another human being.
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I worry that we are losing permission for such intervals.

Every silence seems to need filling. Every experience
seems to need displaying.

Even rest can become something to document.
Appearance then begins to compete with presence.

We learn how to show that we are loved, successful,
peaceful or alive. But being seen in an image cannot
guarantee that we feel known. A carefully presented
moment can conceal the loneliness of the person
presenting it.
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The painful question becomes: how much of our life
are we still inhabiting while we arrange its appearance?

Within my understanding of The Field, this is one form
forgetting can take.

Attention becomes absorbed in maintaining the visible
identity, while the living experience beneath it goes
unattended.

The image receives care that the person needs.
I do not want to romanticise the past.

There were closed doors, silences imposed through
fear, and families sitting together who could not speak
honestly.

Physical proximity alone never guaranteed intimacy.

But I want our inventions to be judged partly by whether
they help us become more available to one another.

Progress should leave room for the hesitant voice.
It should make care easier to give and receive.

It should protect the hours in which a child, a partner
or a friend discovers that they do not have to compete
for our attention.

What value does greater speed have if we become
too hurried to recognise the life we are passing?
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When Joy Sits Beside Me

The era we have entered often feels too cold, too

distant and too superficial for me.

I feel grief in saying that. I miss the warmth that appears
when someone stays long enough for the conversation to
move beyond information and into what actually
matters.

Yet if I describe this as forgetting, I must leave room
for remembering.

I can put the phone down when Joy speaks.

I can allow a meal to remain a meal, a walk to remain a
walk, and a moment of beauty to reach me before I try
to preserve its image.

I can read slowly. I can ask a question whose answer I
have time to hear. I can notice when my own attention
has left the room and bring it back.

These acts seem small beside the scale of our technology.
But they are where my understanding must become

lived.

If The Field remembers through relationship,
then attention is one of the ways I can make
room for that remembrance.

For all our ability to communicate across the world,
there remains something no device can do on our behalf:
give another person the experience that, for this
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moment, we are fully here with them.

I want to preserve that warmth while it is still within
my power to offer it.

When Joy sits beside me, I want my presence
to arrive where my body already is.

Because, for me, she is pure, uncomplicated happiness.

It is present in her gestures, in the way she comes close,
in the ordinary things she does without needing to
announce their meaning.

Her tenderness moves through daily life so naturally
that I sometimes find myself simply watching, grateful
to be there to receive it.

After everything that happened, happiness can be this
simple: Joy is here, and we are sharing a moment that
neither of us has to surrender when a visit ends.

When I look back over my life—its extraordinary turns,
its intensity, the distances travelled, the experiences I
still struggle to explain—I feel as though I am looking at
a great puzzle whose pieces have suddenly found their
places.

For years, I held fragments without seeing the whole
picture. With Joy, something assembled itself.

I experience meeting her as the deepest reason for the
journey. It feels as though I was born and lived this
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almost impossible life to arrive at the possibility
of being here with her.

That is how profoundly her presence reaches me.

Yet seeing a pattern in my life does not mean that
every painful piece was necessary. I do not need to
bless our separation to cherish our reunion.

The picture can become meaningful while some of
what happened remains unacceptable to me.

Joy gives meaning to my life without making
her suffering the price that meaning required.

Nothing calls me more deeply than this life with her.
The restless attraction of elsewhere has become quiet.

I can still appreciate the world, its beauty and its
possibilities, but I no longer feel that what matters
most must be waiting beyond the place where I am.

There is somewhere I want to be fully present.
Here, with her.

Within my understanding of The Field, this love
contains a paradox that no longer troubles me.

Joy and I are expressions of the same indivisible
existence, appearing through different bodies, histo-
ries and ways of experiencing.

In that deepest sense, our mutual love is self-love:
existence recognising and cherishing itself through
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an encounter.

But the self I mean is wider than the personality called
Erik. Joy does not become mine because I experience
us as One.

She remains free to surprise me, disagree with me, want
something different, or need a silence I do not enter.

Her freedom belongs within the love.

Perhaps this is part of the beauty of our apparent
separation: I can feel that she is not ultimately other,
while still meeting her with the attention that her
distinct human experience deserves.

I can never replace listening to Joy with my conviction
that I already know her.

The Oneness I feel asks me to listen more closely.

I do not need external proof to acknowledge the depth
of this experience in myself. I feel it with what seems
like every cell of this body I call mine.

Its presence is immediate, intimate and difficult to
translate into an argument.

That should be enough for me to live from it.

I do not need to turn it into a truth that everyone else
must accept. Nor do I need every person to understand
before I allow myself to be grateful.

Reason helps me examine my interpretations.
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It can reveal a contradiction, question an assumption
and prevent a feeling from becoming an unquestionable
rule. But it cannot experience this love on my behalf.

No explanation can substitute for the moment itself.

The sensitivity through which I meet life has sometimes
made living almost unbearably intense. I feel beauty
deeply, and pain reaches me with a force I cannot simply
reason away.

Yet that same sensitivity gives me direction.
Without it, I think I would struggle to recognise what
matters beneath the noise.

I have no wish to silence it merely because I cannot fully
explain it. I want to care for it, and to let it become
gentle enough that I can receive happiness as deeply as
I have received sorrow.

Protection Without Hatred

Now there is time with Joy.

I do not know how much, and I do not want that
uncertainty to consume the time we have.

We have already spent too many days unable to share
the simplest things. I want to inhabit our reunion, to
let ordinary life together become familiar without ever
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becoming invisible to me.
I do not ask these human forms to last forever.

Within my faith in The Field, what we are belongs

to an eternity that duration cannot measure.

I cannot offer that certainty as a demonstration to
someone else. I can only say that it lives in me, quietly
and deeply, and changes how I meet the passing days.

It makes this moment precious without requiring me
to hold it still.

When I say that I am ready to stay or go, I mean that I
want to live wholeheartedly while accepting that I can-
not determine the length of my life. I feel no need to
hurry its ending. There is love here to receive, care to
give, and a woman beside me whose presence I waited
years to enjoy.

I want to be available to all of it.

Call it destiny. Call it karma. Call it the meeting of two
lives, or The Field recognising itself through the ten-

derness of an apparent two.
The name matters less to me than the experience.

For me, the certainty is this: I love her, I am grateful
that we found one another, and I want the life we have
now to receive the whole of my presence.

The great puzzle may never explain every piece.
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But when Joy sits beside me, I no longer need
the whole picture to be explained before I can
feel at home.

When I allow the meaning of Oneness to reach beyond
an idea and enter the way I encounter life, something
in me becomes quieter.

If there is no ultimate Other, against whom am I
preparing my hatred? Whom am I trying to defeat?
What victory could finally satisfy me if the life I destroy
belongs to the same existence through which I am alive?

Anger may still arise. An injury still hurts.

Understanding Oneness does not remove the need to
protect ourselves or stop someone from harming anot-
her person.

But it changes what I want protection to accomplish.
I want the harm to end.

I do not need the person causing it to become something
less than human.

The distinction I explored through the lion remains
essential.

I can recognise a shared existence and still step out of
reach.

I can restrain a dangerous action without imagining



that the being acting dangerously has become an
absolute enemy.

There may be someone I must stop.
That does not mean there is someone whose
suffering I must desire.

What becomes possible between individuals must also
matter in the larger arrangements we call nations and
societies.

A border can organise responsibility.
It cannot make the life on one side intrinsically more
valuable than the life on the other.

A flag can represent a history, a language and a home.

It cannot make a grieving parent across that border feel

less grief.

Yet so much of our political language depends upon
this unequal recognition.

Our fear is presented as reasonable; theirs becomes
aggression.

Our dead receive names and stories; theirs become

numbers.

Each side can tell itself that its own violence is the
necessary answer to the other’s.

From the perspective of Oneness, I struggle to find
coherence in this.
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Whose Free Will Is Being Preserved?

Sometimes the spectacle strikes me as a kindergarten
quarrel equipped with the means to destroy cities: the
same insistence on being right, the same humiliation at
being challenged, the same desire to force another to
submit—but amplified through extraordinary techni-
cal power.

The weapons are sophisticated.
The emotional understanding directing them may
remain painfully immature.

I know that a person under attack may need immediate
protection. Recognising that necessity does not oblige
me to admire the world that made it necessary.

Nor does it settle the deeper question of how violence
becomes an institution, a permanent preparation, an
accepted language through which nations conduct
their relationships.

Why should killing another expression of life resolve
what we have failed to understand?

Force may stop an immediate act of violence.

It cannot, by itself, create trust, heal humiliation
or establish the recognition that was missing
before the violence began.

Stopping an attack and creating peace
are different responsibilities.
A civilisation needs to understand both.
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The same question follows me into what we call justice.

I see a profound failure wherever justice becomes
preoccupied with making someone suffer, as though
an additional quantity of pain could restore what has
already been damaged.

A person harmed deserves protection, acknowledgement
and practical support. A person who harms others must
face responsibility, and sometimes separation or
restraint is necessary to protect those at risk.

But what is the purpose of that restraint?

Is it to prevent further harm, establish accountability
and make repair possible? Or has suffering itself become
the desired result?

Punishment can give an institution the appearance
of having answered an injury while leaving its causes,
consequences and human needs largely untouched.

Within my understanding of The Field, I cannot imagine
an ultimate judge standing outside existence and inflic-
ting pain upon its expressions to balance a cosmic
account. Consequences exist. Harm spreads.

Actions shape lives. But I find no spiritual necessity in
adding deliberate humiliation to those consequences.

If we are One, then accountability asks us to face what
we have done to life.

It should bring us into a more honest relationship with
the damage, including what can and cannot be repaired.
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What meaning is there in a response that deepens
the very forgetting from which the harm arose?

These questions have followed me since nearly
the first books.

As I have written, loved, waited and watched, I have
repeatedly returned to the feeling that something has
gone too far.

Within the language of these books, I call it The Field’s
forgetting.

At times, the distance between our capacity for love
and the conditions we create for one another becomes so
wide that I can no longer bridge it with an explanation.

I lose the meaning.

More painfully, I begin to doubt whether the explanation
still serves truth, or merely makes the unbearable easier
to describe.

In the inward experience I understood as communica-
tion with The Field, I received an answer: it could not
intervene because each expression had been given
free will.

I record that as an experience and the meaning I drew
from it. Yet even an answer received with deep convic-
tion must remain open to a sincere question.

And my question has never completely disappeared:
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Whose free will is being preserved when
one expression uses its freedom to destroy
another’s?

The freedom of the person giving an order is not the
same as the freedom of the child beneath the falling
bomb.

The freedom of an authority to confine someone does
not establish the freedom of the person confined.

A decision may be freely made by one participant and
imposed upon everyone else.

This is where the explanation becomes difficult for me.
If intervention would violate the aggressor’s freedom,
what is happening to the freedom of the person being
harmed? Why should the power to impose an experience

receive greater protection than the wish not to endure it?

I cannot resolve that question by repeating the words
“free will.”
The words must account for both lives.

And if no expression ultimately stands outside The Field,
then protection also arises within it.

The person who intervenes, the witness who speaks,
the neighbour who offers shelter—all must belong to
the same freedom.

Why would intervention through compassion be less
legitimate than interference through domination?
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Perhaps expecting The Field to act as an external
rescuer introduces a separation that my own understan-
ding denies. Yet that leaves an urgent human responsi-
bility: we must be willing to become the means through
which harm is interrupted.

Oneness cannot reasonably be invoked to make
us passive while cruelty remains active.

The contradiction becomes sharper when I look at the
structures surrounding everyday life.

War can destroy the conditions in which meaningful
choice is possible. Economic boycotts and sanctions can
place burdens on people who have little influence over
the decisions supposedly being challenged. Travel bans
can separate people from loved ones or close routes to
safety. Bureaucratic decisions can determine whether
someone may work, move, remain with family or
obtain what they need.

These measures differ in purpose and consequence.
Each deserves examination. What troubles me is the
ease with which the people affected can disappear
behind the procedure.

Someone signs. Someone stamps. Someone follows an
instruction. Elsewhere, a life becomes smaller.

A rule may have a legitimate purpose and still require
scrutiny of the harm it causes.
The existence of a procedure cannot, by itself,
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answer the person whose future it closes.

How can we speak so confidently of free will while
building arrangements in which some people command
and others are left with almost no meaningful choice?

Freedom must mean more than the opportunity to
choose among the few possibilities power has left
available.

It needs conditions in which it can be lived: enough
safety to refuse, enough information to understand,
enough material security that consent is not extracted
through desperation, and enough respect that a
person’s voice can affect what happens to them.

Without those conditions, “free will” can become a
beautiful phrase placed over a deeply unequal reality.
That is why I continue to question.

I do not regard suspicion of every person as awakening.
If I begin seeing a concealed enemy everywhere, I may
reproduce within myself the same separation I am try-
ing to understand.

Discernment asks me to remain attentive to conduct,
consequences and evidence. It allows trust to grow
where trust is warranted and distance to remain
where distance is needed.

I want to live with an open heart that is still capable
of recognising danger.



But I cann retend that all is well simpl
I believe all is One.

Oneness makes suffering more intimate.
It gives me less reason to look away.

When I say that The Field has gone too far in its
forgetting, I am speaking from this human life, with
its limited understanding and its real capacity to feel.

I cannot claim to survey existence from outside it.

I can say that the horrors I encounter exceed what I
am willing to call a necessary journey towards love.

Perhaps my understanding is incomplete.

That possibility does not oblige me to silence my
conscience.

If freedom belongs to every expression, then it must
include the freedom to question even the explanation

that freedom makes all this suffering unavoidable.

It must include the freedom to say: this is too much.
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And it must include the freedom to protect, to interrupt,
to repair—to choose a different direction before another

life is broken.

I do not know how the deepest paradox is resolved.

I know that an appeal to free will cannot satisfy me while
the freedom of those being harmed disappears from the

AllISWETr.



Whatever The Field may ultimately be, the compassion
I experience belongs to this existence too.

I want to let it act.

“It 1s safe and effective.”

A sentence can become so familiar that people
stop hearing it as a claim and begin receiving it as
an instruction.

Repetition does part of the work.
Authority does another part. Fear can complete it.

Eventually, questioning the sentence begins to feel like
an offence against the people repeating it.

Some time ago, I wrote a bitter reflection about those
words. I imagined that the slogan had been printed
so large, and announced so loudly, that its final
qualification no longer fitted on the page.

“It 1s safe and effective.”
Safe for whom?
Effective at achieving what?

In my satire, the sentence continued on the reverse
side, where fewer people would think to look:
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“It is safe and effective—for us. The consequences
for you are yours to carry.”

That is the accusation beneath my irony: the possibility
that an institution can protect its own interests more
carefully than it protects the people asked to trust it.

My distrust did not begin with a single video or an
uncomfortable headline. It grew through years of rea-
ding, listening, comparing claims and observing the lives
around me. What I encountered left me deeply concer-
ned that harm was being minimised, uncomfortable
testimony dismissed, and obedience confused with
informed agreement.

I have not abandoned that concern.

I believe the damage associated with the COVID
period—including medical interventions, coercive
policies, isolation and disrupted livelihoods—has
not been fully or honestly accounted for.

I remain troubled by the possibility that some
harm was knowingly accepted or concealed.

But knowing that harm occurred, establishing what
caused it, and demonstrating an intention to cause it
are different claims. My conviction cannot supply
every missing link between them.

The enormous casualty figures I previously repeated
require evidence I cannot provide in these pages.
I will not make a number carry more certainty
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than I can defend. Nor will I make the demand
for accountability depend upon that number.

A person harmed does not become insignificant
because the total remains disputed.

What I witnessed among people close to me still
demands answers. Their changed health cannot be
explained by a slogan, and my questions cannot be
answered merely by repeating the assurance that
first gave rise to them.

An honest investigation must be capable of discovering
that an intervention caused harm. It must also be
capable of discovering another cause. Otherwise, its
conclusion has been chosen before the inquiry begins.

My satire therefore asks the reader to turn the page.
Beyond the promise, where is the responsibility?

Beyond the instruction to trust, where is the room
to refuse?

Beyond the announcement of success, where are
the people whose experiences complicate that
announcement?

“Safe” must not become a word that makes an injured
person disappear.

“Effective” must remain answerable to the purpose
being claimed and the consequences actually
experienced.
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I do not demand that the reader inherit every conclusion
I have reached. I demand that neither reassurance nor
dissent be placed beyond examination.

The questions beneath my bitterness remain serious.
Who bears the risk?

Who can refuse?

Who must explain an injury?

Who remains answerable when an assurance proves
incomplete?

And what happens to consent when questioning
becomes socially punishable?

These questions bring me back to the explanation I
understood as coming from The Field: that intervention
was impossible because every expression possessed
free will.

When Refusal Becomes Unbearable

Something in that answer remains unresolved for me.

How free is a decision when the conditions
surrounding it have been arranged to make
refusal unbearable?
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Imagine a person told that a choice is voluntary,
while also being told that refusing may cost employ-
ment, access, belonging or the ability to provide for
a family.

There may still be a choice in the narrowest sense.
The person can submit or endure the consequences.

But that is a severely constrained freedom.

The existence of two available actions does not make
the conditions under which they are offered fair.

A person choosing under threat has not necessarily
consented to what the threat persuades them to accept.

An institution can record a signature without
recording the desperation behind it.

It can count compliance without understanding
agreement.

It can announce participation while remaining
unwilling to hear why people participated.

This is where blind obedience troubles me most.
It can be produced through conditions that make
independent judgment costly, and then presented
as evidence that everyone freely agreed.

Some people may sincerely agree.

Others may remain uncertain.

Others may comply because they cannot afford refusal.
Those experiences cannot honestly be treated as
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Identical. Nor does this mean that every shared rule
destroys freedom. Living together requires responsi-
bilities, and our choices can affect other people.

But restrictions need reasons that can be examined,
limits that can be challenged, and authorities that
remain accountable.

Invoking protection cannot settle every question
about the power exercised in its name.

The same is true of invoking free will.

Within my understanding of The Field, I cannot find
peace in an explanation that protects the freedom of
the powerful while treating the constrained choices
of everyone else as equally free.

If one expression controls the conditions under
which another must choose, whose freedom is
actually governing the encounter?

The person giving the instruction may have many
alternatives. The person receiving it may have almost
none. If The Field cannot intervene because freedom
is sacred, what becomes of that principle when free-
dom is already being obstructed?

Why would preventing coercion necessarily
violate free will?

Could it instead restore the conditions in which
a meaningful choice becomes possible?
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This is where I can no longer follow the explanation
simply because I once received it with conviction.

I must question what I understood.

Perhaps I interpreted it incompletely.

Perhaps the words “free will” were carrying more
certainty than they could sustain.

But I will not use them to close a question they
have not answered.

The freedom to dominate cannot be the only freedom
that matters.

There is also the freedom to remain unharmed, to ask
for reasons, to withdraw consent, to protect a child, to
question an instruction and to seek help without
surrendering one’s judgment.

And within Oneness, the impulse to intervene
compassionately belongs to existence too.

The witness who speaks is also an expression.
The person who interrupts cruelty is also an expression.

The hand that opens a door through which someone
can leave is also The Field, within the understanding
I am exploring.

Why should those movements be considered inter-
ference while domination is accepted as freedom
unfolding?
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I do not know why existence permits the extremes of
suffering we encounter. Calling them forgetting gives
me a language for the question. It does not resolve it.

Sometimes the forgetting seems to have gone so far that
the explanation offered in its defence begins to resemble
the very institutional language I distrust: a principle
repeated until the person suffering beneath it
disappears.

I cannot accept that disappearance.

When someone tells me that everything happened in
respect of free will, I want to know whether the people
who endured it could meaningfully have said no.

When someone tells me that an intervention served
everyone, I want to know whether those affected could
question it without being punished.

And when a sentence arrives clothed in unquestionable
authority, I still want to turn the page.

Perhaps what is missing is an admission of uncertainty.
Perhaps it is the name of the person who will bear the
consequences.

Perhaps it is the voice of someone who never felt free
to refuse.

A defence of free will must include that person.
Until it does, the sentence remains unfinished.
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Giving Overflowing Love Room to Unfold

For months, I have carried a concern that will not leave
me: something essential to the expression of overflowing
love is being endangered by the way we are living.

I approached this in Book 50. Yet I feel I must return to
it, because the distance between our power to communi-
cate and our willingness to be present seems to keep
widening.

Within my understanding of The Field, overflowing
love is the movement through which existence becomes
creation. If that love belongs to our deepest nature,
perhaps it cannot ultimately be destroyed.

But the conditions through which we experience and
express it can be damaged.

Love may remain possible while our lives leave
it almost nowhere to unfold.

That is the danger I feel.

We are surrounded by instruments of communication.
A voice can cross the world in an instant. A screen can
bring a distant face into our hands. These possibilities
can serve tenderness, especially when physical close-
ness is impossible.

But I increasingly see the instrument taking the place
of the encounter.

A person sits beside us, yet our attention keeps
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departing. A conversation opens, then a notification
enters. Someone begins to reveal what they are feeling,
and we answer before we have truly heard them because
another demand is already waiting.

The person remains near. The meeting never quite
happens.

I sometimes wonder whether we have ever felt so
alone while being so continuously reachable.

I cannot measure that loneliness across all human
history. I can describe the impression it leaves in me:
an abundance of contact through which people may
still struggle to feel known.

We exchange messages, reactions and images.
We announce where we are and what we are doing.

But where is the space in which someone can discover
how we actually are?

Real communication takes time to become honest.

A person may need to hesitate before finding the words.
They may begin with something ordinary because the
deeper subject is difficult to approach.

They may need to experience our patience
before trusting us with their vulnerability.

If every pause becomes an invitation to look elsewhere,
what happens to what they were almost ready to say?



105

Some truths reach us only when we remain
long enough to hear them.

The speed of the Mother Dream troubles me because
it seems increasingly indifferent to this human pace.

We are asked to respond, adapt, learn, decide and move
on. Experiences arrive faster than we can understand
what they have done to us. Before grief has found its
language, another demand appears. Before joy has
settled into gratitude, another attraction calls us away.

We need resting places within experience.

We need moments in which nothing new is required
of us, so that what has already happened can become
understood.

A life cannot remain inwardly nourished merely by
receiving more.

Sometimes it needs to stop receiving and begin
absorbing.

Yet so much around us seems designed to keep that
interval from opening. Attention is continually summo-
ned. Desire is continually renewed. The outward self is
asked to remain visible, informed, attractive, successful
and ready.

Meanwhile, the inner world can become a dry country.

There may be activity everywhere and very little
nourishment. A person can appear fully engaged
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with life while scarcely having a moment to
encounter themselves within it.

I feel sorrow when I imagine how much tenderness
remains unexpressed under those conditions.

How many people have something beautiful to give
but are too exhausted, defended or distracted to let
it emerge?

How many harsh words come from someone who has
lost the space in which a gentler response could have
formed?

This does not excuse cruelty. It asks what conditions
make cruelty easier and tenderness harder.

At times, I fear that the outward movement I call over-
flowing love is being displaced by something bitter: an
overflowing hostility, ready to find a target.

I hesitate to say that love itself becomes hatred. Perhaps
what I am witnessing is the frustration of our capacity to
love—the pain of wanting connection while repeatedly
encountering distance, competition or dismissal.

That pain can become accusation.

The wish to belong can harden into hostility towards
those outside the group.

The need to be heard can become a determination to
silence someone else.

The desire for safety can become a demand for control.
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Something that began in vulnerability may end by
making another person vulnerable.

Within the language of these books, that is forgetting
deepening through its own consequences.

And power can make that movement more destructive.

When people are exhausted and overwhelmed, certainty
can feel like shelter. An instruction may feel easier to
carry than a question. Belonging to a group may feel
safer than examining what the group demands.

Blind obedience can offer relief from the burden
of deciding.

But the relief has a cost when we surrender the very
discernment through which conscience speaks.

I do not want a world in which people must become
inwardly absent in order to keep up.

I want more room for the qualities that make life
worth inhabiting: honesty without performance,
attention without interruption, affection without
possession, and enough freedom for a person to
discover what they genuinely wish to express.

We need places where uncertainty can be spoken
without humiliation.

We need relationships in which disagreement does
not immediately threaten belonging.
We need time in which beauty can become something
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experienced rather than something hurriedly displayed.
These are conditions through which our inner lives can

remain alive to one another.

When I ask The Field to slow its dream, this is what
I am asking for.

I am asking for room to feel the consequences of our
movement before we accelerate again.

I am asking that the vulnerable cease to be treated
as obstacles to the speed of the powerful.

I am asking whether remembering can enter gently
enough that another catastrophe is not required to
command our attention.

The image of the derailed train returns to me.

It conveys my fear that we continue arguing about
speed and destination while losing contact with what
could actually carry us safely.

I do not know the future. The image is a warning I feel,
not a destination I can claim to foresee.

But I do not need certainty about a canyon before
questioning the direction of travel.

And if I understand myself as an expression of
The Field, then my request cannot remain addressed
only to something beyond me.

It must also enter my own actions.



109

I can slow the encounter in front of me.
I can let someone finish.

I can resist the urge to turn every silence into content
and every difference into conflict.

I can notice when my own exhaustion is beginning
to speak as impatience. I can make room for Joy’s
presence without asking her to compete with the
demands I have allowed into our home.

I cannot set the pace of the whole world.
But I can take responsibility for the pace at which
I meet another life.

Perhaps that is one place where the dream can begin
to soften.

Dear reader, do you recognise something of this in
your own life?

Do you also long for an encounter that is allowed to
deepen, a conversation that does not have to hurry, a
moment in which you can be fully present without
being called elsewhere?

I do not ask you to share every fear I carry.

I ask whether there is something tender in you that
needs more room than this pace of life allows.

Could we give it that room while it is still
reaching for us?
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When Belonging Demands Obedience
There is another reason why this loneliness troubles me.

The longing to belong does not disappear when genuine
connection becomes difficult. It searches for somewhere

to go. When a person finds little peace within them-

selves and little warmth in their relationships, a group
can become more than companionship. It can become
the place upon which their sense of existence depends.

Here, at last, someone recognises them.

Here, their frustration has a language. Their confusion
receives an explanation. Their pain becomes part of a
shared story.

There is nothing inherently wrong with finding shelter
among others. We need one another. A healthy commu-
nity can help a person recover confidence, develop judg-
ment and become more fully themselves.

But belonging becomes dangerous when its price is
the surrender of that self.

The decisive question is whether the group
gives the individual room to grow—or makes
acceptance conditional upon obedience.

At first, the conditions may seem small. A person
laughs at something they find cruel.

They repeat a statement they have not examined.
They remain silent when someone is humiliated
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because speaking would disturb the warmth they have
finally found. Each concession may appear insignificant.

Together, they can teach a person that conscience
threatens belonging. Then disagreement becomes more
than a difference of opinion. It carries the possibility

of being abandoned again.

This is why a challenge to a group’s beliefs can
sometimes provoke a response far greater than the
words themselves seem to warrant. The person may
hear a threat to the only place where they feel valued.

If this belief falls apart, where will I stand?
If these people reject me, who will remain?

Certainty becomes shelter. Doubt feels like exposure.

I do not believe loneliness explains every movement
or every act of violence. People join groups through

conviction, solidarity, shared interests and the wish

to improve their lives. Violence also has causes that

cannot be reduced to a single inner wound.

But I suspect the hunger for belonging can make

a person especially vulnerable to communities that
offer acceptance in exchange for unquestioning
loyalty. The invitation is powerful:

You are not alone. We understand what happened
to you. We know who is responsible.

Stand with us, and you will matter.
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The first promises may answer a real need.
The danger enters when recognition requires an enemy.

A shared hostility can give people an immediate feeling
of unity. They know whom to blame, whom to ridicule
and whose suffering they are permitted to ignore.

The world becomes easier to arrange when

everyone must belong to one of two categories.

With us.
Against us.

The space in which an individual can remain
complicated begins to disappear.

A person on the other side may also be frightened,
lonely, loving, mistaken or capable of change.

But those details interfere with the story that holds
the group together.

The enemy must remain simple.

Once belonging depends upon a shared enemy,
understanding that enemy can begin to look like
betrayal.

This is where I see a door opening towards fanaticism.

The group no longer asks only for participation.
It demands that its explanation govern what members
are allowed to notice.

Evidence that complicates the story becomes suspect.
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A question becomes disloyalty.

Compassion towards an outsider becomes weakness.
The person who hesitates may be required to prove
commitment through greater harshness.

Gradually, the most uncompromising voices can set
the terms for everyone else.

Moderate members withdraw, fall silent or adapt.
Their silence is then mistaken for agreement, and
the group appears more unanimous than it is.

The many begin to overwhelm the individual—not
merely through numbers, but through the fear of
what happens to anyone who stands apart.

Responsibility can also become difficult to locate.

One person repeats an accusation because everyone is
repeating it. Another joins the humiliation because it has
already begun. Someone else excuses the consequences
because they did not initiate the act.

Yet the harm is made of those individual contributions.
A crowd does not remove the person affected from the
receiving end of what it does.

Nor does it remove responsibility from those
participating.

What a person might hesitate to do alone can be-
come easier when it is applauded, normalised or
divided among many hands. A cruel action may
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The person feels closer to the group at the very
moment they become less available to the humanity
of someone outside it.

That possibility frightens me.

It suggests that the wish to escape loneliness can
sometimes lead people into arrangements that deepen
the separation from which their loneliness arose.

They gain companions in opposition while losing
the freedom to speak honestly among them.

They may be surrounded by people and still have
nowhere to bring a doubt.

Belonging that cannot survive an honest
question leaves the individual lonely inside
the group.

The speed of our communication can intensify this
problem. A fragment of an event arrives, a judgment
forms, and people are invited to declare allegiance
before there has been time to understand.
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Outrage becomes an immediate means of participation.

A person can receive recognition for condemning
someone they have never encountered, on the
strength of a story they have scarcely examined.

The reward is immediate.
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The consequences may fall elsewhere.

This does not make every protest a mob or every
collective action dangerous. People often need to
organise together precisely because an isolated
individual cannot challenge entrenched power.
Solidarity can protect the vulnerable and give
unheard people a voice.

The distinction lies partly in what happens to
conscience within the gathering.

Can a member disagree without being degraded?
Can the group acknowledge a mistake?

Can it defend those it represents without denying
the humanity of others?

Can someone leave without becoming a target?

A community that permits these things gives
belonging room to remain free.

Within my understanding of The Field, remembering
must include this freedom.

Oneness cannot mean that every person must speak
with one voice.
That would confuse unity with conformity.

A living relationship allows difference without
making difference a reason for exclusion or attack.

It allows me to say: I belong here, and I cannot
agree with what we are doing.
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It allows the group to hear that sentence before
silencing the person who speaks it.

When I feel violence gathering beneath the surface of
public life, I wonder how much unacknowledged pain
is being organised into certainty, and how many people
have found a place to stand only by agreeing that

someone else must be pushed away.

That question does not excuse those who harm others.
It asks what we must understand if we want to interrupt
the movement before it becomes another wound.

We need forms of belonging that do not require
hostility to keep them alive.

We need to notice people before their desperation
becomes useful to someone offering an enemy.

And we need to preserve the dignity of the individual
within every cause that claims to defend humanity.

Dear reader, perhaps the question is worth bringing
into our own loyalties: When I stand with others, do
I become more able to see the person before me?

Or do I become more willing to stop seeing them?

I want a belonging in which my conscience
can remain awake.

And I want to offer others enough warmth
that they do not have to purchase acceptance
by becoming cruel.



117

Innocence, Honesty and the Fear
of Losing Love

When a baby or a little child looks at me with open
curiosity, I sometimes feel overwhelmed by the beauty
of that encounter.

There is something disarming in being seen before
the familiar arrangements of status, usefulness and
appearance seem to enter the room. For a moment,
I experience a meeting without negotiation.

I call that innocence.
Then I wonder what happens to it.

What does this child encounter while growing into
the world we have prepared? What must be hidden to
remain accepted? What must be repeated to belong?
Which questions will be welcomed, and which will
teach the child that silence is safer?

The first lie catches my attention because it seems
to reveal a new distance between inward experience
and outward expression.

Yet I must be careful about what I place upon that
moment. A child’s first lie is not the birth of evil.

Children experiment, imagine, conceal embarrassment
and test their growing understanding of what another
person knows. One untruth cannot tell us what a life
will become.
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The question that troubles me lies deeper:

When does a child begin to feel that being
truthful about their experience puts love,
safety or belonging at risk?

A child breaks something and becomes frightened.

Before we concern ourselves with the denial, perhaps
we should also ask what the child expects will happen
if the truth is spoken.

Will there be a patient correction?

Will there be humiliation?

Will one mistake suddenly become a judgment upon
the whole person?

We teach children about honesty through the conditions
in which we receive it.

If telling the truth repeatedly brings shame while a
convincing performance brings approval, our instruction
and our example move in opposite directions.

We may demand sincerity while making concealment
feel necessary.

Something painful can begin there.

The child learns to watch the adult’s face before
answering.

The question becomes: what response will keep me safe,
preserve affection or end this uncomfortable encounter?
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Over time, that calculation may become familiar
enough to feel like personality.

A person can grow skilled at pleasing others while
becoming uncertain of what they actually feel. They can
know how to obtain approval without knowing whether
the approved life belongs to them.

This is one meaning I give to forgetting.

Within the language of The Field, it is the growing
distance between the living experience within us and
the identity we learn to present in order to remain
acceptable.

The inward life does not simply disappear.
It may become difficult to hear beneath the
instructions about who we must be.

Be successful.

Do not embarrass us.

Be strong.

Do not ask that here.

Think for yourself—but arrive at the answer we expect.

Some guidance helps a child become considerate,
responsible and capable of living with others.

Children need dependable boundaries and adults who
can help them understand consequences. Freedom does
not require leaving them without protection or direction.
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But guidance becomes domination when its purpose
is to make a person easier to control, and obedience
becomes a substitute for understanding.

A child can learn responsibility while keeping
the freedom to ask why.

That freedom matters because a person who has

only learned to obey may have little practice
recognising when an instruction deserves refusal.

If approval has always followed submission, standing
against a group can feel like stepping outside the con-
ditions under which one is allowed to be loved.

Here the question of childhood joins the question of
belonging. The lonely adult searching for unquestioned
acceptance may once have been a child who discovered
that acceptance was conditional.

A group promising certainty can feel familiar, even
comforting, when it reproduces the old arrangement:
follow the rules, speak our language, and you may
remain.

That is one possible path, not an inevitable destiny.
People respond differently to similar experiences.

Many preserve tenderness under harsh conditions;
others find relationships that help them recover trust
in their own judgment.

Still, I cannot ignore how easily an inherited wound
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can become an inherited method.

An adult who was humiliated may come to regard
humiliation as education. Someone taught to suppress
every feeling may demand the same silence from a child.
A person whose questions were punished may experien-
ce questioning itself as disrespect. What once hurt can
become normal.

What became normal can acquire a respectable name.
Discipline. Tradition. Duty.
Preparation for the real world.

And another generation receives it.

No secret intention is required for this transmission.
People may sincerely believe they are preparing children
for life while passing on the very fear that narrowed their
own. This is why good intentions must remain open to
examination.

Does the child become more capable of honesty in our
presence?

Can they admit confusion?

Can they make a mistake without losing their dignity?
Can they disagree and still know that the relationship
remains secure?

These questions tell me more about the quality of
our guidance than obedience alone can reveal.

Sometimes I feel that each generation inherits a
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heavier machinery of expectation and control.

But I cannot honestly say that every generation is
worse than the one before it.

There is cruelty in our inheritance, and there are
also people who recognise it and refuse to repeat it.
What may grow is the reach of whatever we have
failed to understand.

An unexamined need for domination can now be
expressed through powerful institutions and techno-
logies. A familiar human wound can acquire an
unfamiliar scale.

That makes the work of interruption more urgent.

Within my understanding of The Field, remembering
must include the moment when someone recognises an
inherited pattern and says: it will not pass through me
in the same way.

A parent pauses before humiliating.

A teacher allows a difficult question.

An adult apologises to a child without making the
child responsible for restoring the adult’s pride.

A family discovers that respect can survive
disagreement.

These moments may appear small. For the child living
them, they help establish what relationship can be.

I do not want to imagine innocence as something that
must remain untouched by knowledge.
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A child will encounter complexity, make mistakes and
discover that people sometimes deceive. Growing up
necessarily changes the way the world is understood.

What I want to protect is the possibility of becoming
discerning without becoming hardened.

Of recognising danger without losing the capacity for
trust. Of learning responsibility without surrendering
conscience. Of belonging without disappearing.

When I look into a child’s face, I therefore want to be
careful with the future I imagine there. The child is not
a threat waiting to emerge. They are a person whose life
is still unfolding, meeting conditions they did not
choose. My responsibility begins in the quality of the
encounter I offer now.

Can this child feel seen without being measured?
Can their curiosity remain welcome?

Can the truth find a safe enough place between us
to be spoken?

Perhaps innocence does not need us to preserve
it unchanged. Perhaps it needs our help to grow
into an honesty that the world cannot easily
frighten away.

And when forgetting has already begun, perhaps our
task is to make remembering possible—by showing that
a person can be truthful, imperfect and fully human
without forfeiting love.
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A Society Answerable to Life

What we call society is held together, in part, by rules
and laws. Some protect us.

Some help strangers share a world, settle disagreements
and place limits upon those who would otherwise
impose themselves without restraint.

But a society must remain able to question what its
rules are doing to the people living beneath them.

When honest questioning becomes punishable,

when a person must conceal their experience to remain
acceptable, or when obedience matters more than the
harm an instruction causes, something fundamental
has been lost.

Order alone cannot tell us whether we are living well.

A society can be highly organised while leaving little
room for conscience.

Its procedures can function precisely while the people
moving through them feel increasingly unseen.

A rule should remain answerable to the life
it affects.

The moment it becomes immune to that responsibility,
we risk preserving an arrangement at the expense of the
beings it was supposed to serve.
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Reason, Intuition and
the Recognition of Oneness

Within my understanding of The Field, there is no
external tribunal standing above existence, rewarding
some expressions and condemning others. There is no
separate judge outside the wholeness to which
everything belongs.

But this does not make our actions interchangeable.

A wound remains a wound within the life experiencing
it. The absence of an absolute cosmic punishment does
not remove human responsibility, nor does it make

cruelty equivalent to tenderness.

If anything, Oneness brings the consequences closer:
what happens to another expression cannot ultimately
be dismissed as having nothing to do with me.

This is where I see the possibility of a different
foundation for living together.

How much of our conduct could arise from recognition
rather than fear of punishment?

How much harm would we refuse because we could feel
the life before us, even if nobody were watching and no
rule explicitly forbade it?

I do not imagine that every law would disappear.
People can care deeply and still disagree.
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Some consequences are difficult to foresee.
Shared life requires coordination, and vulnerable people
need dependable protection when compassion fails.

Yet a society in which people actively recognise one
another would need less coercion to produce basic
consideration.

The law can establish a boundary.
It cannot, by itself, create the tenderness that
makes us unwilling to violate someone.

That tenderness belongs to the inward quality of our
participation. In an experience I understood as
communication with The Field, I received the impres-

sion that the human expression was among its most
complex and delicate forms.

I cannot place that experience before the reader as an
independently established description of existence.

It remains part of the inward language through which
I have tried to understand my life.

But the possibility continues to speak to me.

Human self-awareness allows experience to turn
towards itself.

We can feel something and ask why we feel it.

We can remember an action, imagine its effect upon
another person, reconsider it and choose differently.
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Within the framework of these books, that capacity
could make us an extraordinary means through which
The Field encounters its own possibilities.

It also makes us vulnerable to becoming absorbed in
our explanations.

We can spend so much time describing life that
we lose contact with what is happening before us.
We can defend an interpretation long after our
experience has begun to question it.

I see this danger when rationality claims authority over
everything that cannot be fully translated into its terms.

Reason is valuable. I need it to examine an assumption,
organise practical life, recognise inconsistency and

distinguish a fear from an established fact.

But reason becomes restrictive when it treats its
present model as the boundary of what can matter.

The familiar world—the one in which we ordinarily
wake, work, speak and make arrangements—can begin
to seem like the only possible measure of existence.
Anything that exceeds our accepted description is then
dismissed before it has been patiently encountered.

That is a closure of inquiry.
My concern is with thought that has ceased to listen.

A calculation can be internally consistent while exclu-
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ding something essential. An institution may measure
cost, speed and compliance with great precision while
scarcely attending to humiliation, loneliness or the
loss of trust.

The method then appears objective because the most
difficult human consequences have been left outside
the measurement.

We can become precise about what we count
and careless about what we make count.

When I speak of a relationship between excessive
rationality and harm, this is what I mean: intelligence
can become highly effective at carrying out a purpose
without examining whether that purpose deserves to
govern us.

Yet cruelty can also arise through unexamined feeling,
certainty and impulse. An intuition can carry insight; it
can also carry fear, prejudice or an old wound mistaken
for present knowledge.

I cannot recover wholeness by making another division
within myself and declaring one faculty innocent while
condemning the other.

I need feeling that remains willing to listen, and reaso-
ning that remains willing to be moved.

I need the inward warning that asks me to pause,
together with the patience to discover what the warning
means.
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The first feeling can open a question.

It need not close the answer.

For me, reopening intuition begins with making enough
room to notice what is already happening within us.

Before the expected response arrives, what do I feel?

Before I repeat the group’s judgment, what have I
actually encountered?

Before I call an action necessary, can I remain present
to the person who will bear its consequences?

These questions bring me closer to the directness I am
seeking.

Intuition becomes more useful when it can be examined
without being humiliated. Reason becomes more
humane when it can acknowledge something it has

not yet understood.

Together, they can help us act with less fear and
greater care.

This is also how I want to approach Oneness.

I encounter echoes of unity and interdependence in
many traditions, although their meanings differ.

The presence of an idea in our language does not
guarantee that it has entered our conduct.

We can speak beautifully of unity while continuing to
organise affection, dignity and concern around narrow
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boundaries.

We can proclaim that all is One and still refuse to
hear a person who disagrees with us.

The recognition must reach further.

When I absorb Oneness as a lived possibility, the other
does not disappear as a distinct person. Joy remains Joy,
with her own wishes, boundaries and experience. Her
difference is part of what makes our encounter possible.

What begins to disappear is my permission to treat her
life as ultimately unrelated to mine.

I cannot claim that she is an expression of myself and
then replace her voice with my own interpretation.
That would turn Oneness into possession. Instead,
the recognition asks something more demanding:

Can I honour a life whose inward experience I cannot
fully enter, while knowing that it matters as deeply as
my own?

Can I allow its freedom to stand even when its answer
i1s not the answer I wanted?

Can I feel that protecting another person’s unfolding
belongs to the same care through which I protect my
own?

Oneness becomes meaningful when it changes
how much room another life receives from us.
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Perhaps our intuition is clouded by habits of fear,
performance and obedience. But removing that dust
requires more than declaring ourselves awake.

It requires practice in ordinary encounters: hearing a
refusal, admitting a mistake, questioning a convenient
judgment, noticing when our certainty makes us less
curious about another person.

The change may be gradual. It may falter. We may
understand something clearly and still fail to live it
when we feel threatened.

That is why remembering must remain a movement
we return to, rather than a status we claim to possess.

For me, Oneness is a key to that movement.

It opens a question beneath every rule, explanation
and decision:

What am I doing to the life with which I share existence?

I do not need to solve the mystery of The Field before
allowing that question to guide me.

If I take it seriously, reason can help me understand
consequences. Intuition can ask me to attend more
closely. Love can give me a reason to care before
fear supplies a reason to obey.

Perhaps this is how remembering becomes real
within the Mother Dream.
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We remain distin n h tom

We become connected enough to listen.

And we begin to understand that another person’s
freedom, dignity and tenderness are among the con-
ditions through which our shared life can flourish.

Living a Relationship Guided
by Overflowing Love

Living a relationship guided by overflowing love is,
for me, both very easy and very difficult.

It is easy because neither Joy nor I has to earn the right
to be ourselves. There is freedom to choose, to act, to
approach, to withdraw, to say yes, and to say no.

We have no private rulebook defining what one must

give in exchange for what the other provides.
We do not want domination, or money to become a
reason why someone feels obliged to stay.

We share everything in the spirit that what we have
serves our life together. There is no account in which
affection, effort, or generosity becomes a debt.

Even “thank you” is free: it can arise as tenderness,
but it is never demanded as payment.
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Gratitude is there, often deeply felt, without either of
us needing the other to acknowledge every act of care.

Yet sharing everything does not mean losing the
freedom to belong to oneself. Joy’s yes remains hers.
Her no remains hers. So do mine. Without that freedom,
what we call sharing could quietly become possession.

And this is where overflowing love becomes difficult.

Without rules securing our place in each other’s life,
there is little for fear to hold on to. Freedom can feel
slippery. We cannot demand tomorrow’s closeness
simply because we experienced it today. We have to
remain present enough to discover each other again.

This asks something of us that no contract can provide:
an honest connection with ourselves, sensitivity to the
other, and the willingness to speak when something
hurts or becomes unclear. Feeling guides us, but feeling
also needs humility. My intuition cannot replace Joy’s
voice. Loving her means listening even when her
answer differs from what I thought I understood.

The peace that grows from this is extraordinary.
There is a profound rest in being beside someone
whose presence is freely given.

I do not have to manage her love. I can receive it,
and allow mine to move towards her.

Yesterday, something Joy told me brought another
depth to this understanding. She said that, compared
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with some of the cases of women held in the first prison
she entered, her own case seemed almost insignificant.

She described a woman accused of multiple killings
involving cyanide, who, according to what Joy
understood, had received a death sentence.

What unsettled me in Joy’s account was the apparent
distance between the gravity of the accusations, cyanide
poisonings involving fourteen deaths and one survivor,
and the woman’s seemingly ordinary manner.

It was difficult for me to reconcile those two pictures:
the horror of what she was accused of doing, and the
everyday person Joy described encountering in prison.

I cannot establish another person’s guilt or inner state
from this account.

An appearance of calm cannot tell us whether someone
feels remorse, and an appeal does not reveal what is in
their heart.

But hearing Joy’s recollection brought home to me
something I had perhaps never fully absorbed: she
had to live among people carrying histories she could
neither fully know nor choose to keep at a distance.

My heart broke at the thought of that enforced proxi-
mity—the uncertainty, the absence of privacy, the im-
possibility of simply leaving when an atmosphere
became too much.
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I began to understand more deeply why she told herself
that she was in a boarding school, and that the guards
were her teachers.

That inward reframing gave her a way to meet the next
day. There would be routines to follow, difficult people
to understand, lessons to get through.

Within circumstances she could not control, she found
a perspective she could still choose.

It gave her somewhere inside herself to stand.

I would never suggest that those who became overwhel-
med lacked courage. People endure different wounds,
and everyone has limits.

I am simply beginning to see how essential this inner
anchor was for Joy.

And perhaps this helps me understand what freedom
between us must mean now.

After so many years in which other people determined
where she could go and what she had to do, her freedom
deserves to be lived in the smallest ordinary moments.

Her no must be safe. Her need for space must be heard.
Her affection must have room to arise in its own time.

When she comes close, I want her to feel the simple
truth of it: she is here because she wishes to be.
And when she needs room, I want our love to be
spacious enough to give it.
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Beyond Expectations — Openness
and Uncertainty

Overflowing love asks for freedom, but also for an
openness in which the other person can become visible
beyond everything we have learned to expect.

We enter a relationship carrying our upbringing, our
cultural habits, our wounds, and our often unspoken
ideas about how love should behave. We may believe
we are seeing our partner clearly, while much of what
we see is our own expectation standing in front of them.

Gradually, these assumptions can become a wall of
smoke: the person is still there, but we meet them
through the image we insist they should fulfil.

For me, openness means being willing to let that

image dissolve. It means allowing Joy to reveal who

she is, even where her way of being unsettles something
familiar in me.

My habits do not have to become the boundaries of her
existence. What feels natural to me is not automatically

what must feel natural to her.

This does not require either of us to abandon our roots
or surrender our privacy.

Even openness must remain freely given.

It asks us to recognise where an inherited convention
has become an unquestioned demand, and whether
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that demand still serves the love we are living.
One simple understanding helps me enormously:

The only certainty I need is the knowledge that 1
cannot be certain.

Even this is something I want to hold lightly.

It reminds me that my understanding is always incom-
plete. I can feel something deeply without assuming that
I have understood it entirely.

I can trust without demanding a guarantee.

I can love without pretending to know in advance

how love must unfold.

This softens my expectations.

There is less pressure on life to confirm my ideas, and
less pressure on Joy to reassure every uncertainty in me.
When I remember that I do not know everything, there
is room to listen. There is room for her answer to sur-
prise me.

My preference for a shorter, deeply lived life over a
supposedly long and happy one comes from the same
place. I would welcome many years together.

But the promise of more years cannot replace the
experience of being alive in this one.

By intensity, I mean the fullness of attention: being
present enough to feel an embrace, enjoy an ordinary
morning, or hear what Joy is actually saying.
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A quiet moment can contain that fullness.
Life does not have to become dramatic to become
profound.

Tomorrow matters, and we can prepare for it.
Yet we never experience tomorrow in advance.

We experience our thoughts about it now—our hopes,
our plans, our fears. Remembering this helps me give
the future its practical place without allowing it to
occupy the whole of my inner life.

I do not want to postpone tenderness until everything
feels secure. Complete security may never arrive, while
the person I love is already here.

In this sense, I recognise a connection with what Joy
described when she chose to perceive prison as a boar-
ding school.

Our circumstances were profoundly different, and I
would never equate my chosen outlook with what she
needed to survive confinement.

But I see a shared movement: finding a perspective that
makes it possible to meet the day without being entirely
consumed by it.

Her circumstances remained what they were.
Yet the meaning through which she approached them
gave her an inner place to stand.

For me, accepting uncertainty and returning to the
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present can provide something similar: a steadiness
that does not require the world to obey me.

Perhaps “cornering myself into coherence” is not
quite the expression I am looking for.

A corner leaves little room to move.

What I mean is finding an orientation I can return
to when my emotions fluctuate.

I can feel fear without turning it immediately into a
restriction on Joy. I can feel disappointment without
deciding that she has failed me. I can acknowledge
insecurity without making her responsible for remo-
ving every trace of it.

My emotions deserve attention.

Sometimes they reveal a real hurt, an unmet need, or
something that must be spoken about. But they do not
have to determine my actions before I have understood
what they are telling me.

Coherence, then, is the practice of bringing my actions
back into contact with what I value. If I value freedom,

I must make room for it when it feels uncertain.
If I value honesty, I must be willing to hear something
I did not hope to hear.

If I value overflowing love, I must notice when fear
is asking me to close the very space in which that love
can live.
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The peace comes from having less to defend against
existence. I can make plans, express needs, and care
deeply, while remembering that neither life nor Joy
can be reduced to my expectations.

I do not know how many tomorrows we will share.

I do not need our happiness to prove that everything
happened for a reason.

Nor does my grief have to disappear before I am allowed
to receive what is beautiful now.

Some questions may remain unanswered. I may never
understand why so much was permitted, or reconcile
myself to the years we could not live together.

I can leave those questions open without leaving this
moment uninhabited.

Let It Be What We Are Free to Live

Joy does not have to turn each ordinary day into a
revelation. Neither do I. A morning together can be
enough. Her freedom to speak, to remain quiet, to
come close or to need space can be enough.

The love we live now does not repay the suffering.
It has its own worth, without being asked to justify
what came before it.
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Today, she is here. I am here.

There are years we cannot recover and questions I may
never resolve. I will not ask our happiness to settle that
account. Nor will I spend the life still available to us de-
manding an answer before allowing myself to live.

If my understanding of The Field deepens, let it make
me more attentive to the woman beside me.

Let it help me hear her, respect her freedom and
recognise when my own explanations have become
too large to leave room for her experience.

Whatever I may yet discover, I will not make another
person’s suffering the price of my understanding.

I wanted her freedom through all those years.
Now I want to honour it in the life we share.

The prison did not create Joy’s love.
It failed to destroy it.

What comes next does not have to be another
test of what we can endure.

Let it be what we are free to live.
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Appendix
When the Map Believes It Is Reality

This appendix was inspired by Richard Berry's essay
"Reality Is Not What You Were Told," published under
the name Lone Wolf in The Cosmic Onion on 10 Septem-
ber 2026. What follows is not a summary of that essay,
but an original continuation of its central question from
the perspective of the Mother Dream and The Field.

1. The Map We Inherit

We are born into a world that has already been
interpreted for us.

Before we can ask what anything means, we are given
a name, a nationality, a family history and a place in
society.

We are taught what counts as success, what deser-
ves respect, whom we should trust, what is normal
and which questions should make us feel ashamed.

We inherit explanations about money, authority,
science, religion, health, love and death long before
we possess the awareness needed to examine them.

None of this is necessarily malicious. A human being
needs orientation. Language, education and culture
allow us to live together and communicate across
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experiences that would otherwise remain private.
A map is useful precisely because it reduces an
immeasurable landscape to something we can hold,
share and follow.

The problem does not begin when we draw a map.
It begins when the map forgets that it was drawn.

2.Agreements with Real Consequences

A number displayed in a bank account cannot feed
anyone, yet access to that number can decide who eats.
A line recorded on an official document cannot physi-
cally divide the Earth, yet people may be arrested, dis-
placed or killed for crossing it.

A title does not change the biological substance of a
person, yet it can cause millions to accept that person's
words without examining them. A judgment consists of
human language, signatures and collective procedures,
yet it can place a living body behind concrete walls for
decades.

These things are therefore neither completely unreal nor
Reality itself. They are agreements whose consequences
become painfully real inside the human dream.

This distinction matters. Saying that our social world

is constructed does not mean that suffering is imaginary.
A prison may depend upon laws, institutions and shared
recognition of authority, but its locked doors remain
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locked. A false accusation may be made of words, but
those words can take many years from a human life.
The story and the event are not identical, yet stories
guide behaviour, and behaviour reshapes the expe-
rienced world.

What actually happened still matters.
It matters to the body that was injured, the person
who was deceived and the life that was taken.

Belief cannot travel backwards and alter an event.

But what people believe happened often determines
what they do next. It can decide who is punished, who
is honoured, which war is accepted and which suffering
remains unseen.

The map does not replace the terrain, but human beings
repeatedly rebuild the terrain according to the map.

3.The Temptation of the Next Map

Many people now feel that inherited explanations no
longer correspond with what they observe. Institutions
continue to speak in the familiar language of certainty,
but their words increasingly fail to settle the unease.
Contradictions become visible.

Promises and consequences move further apart.

Titles remain, but the automatic trust once attached

to them begins to weaken.
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This can be the beginning of greater awareness.
It can also be the beginning of another captivity.

When a trusted map collapses, the emptiness it
leaves can be frightening. We may then seize the
first alternative explanation that makes the world
feel coherent again.

We stop believing the television and begin believing a
voice on the internet. We reject an official expert and
surrender ourselves to an unofficial one.

We exchange one complete history for another complete
history, one group of heroes and villains for a different
group, and one vocabulary of certainty for its mirror
image.

The conclusions have changed, but the dependency
has survived.

Contradicting authority is not the same as becoming free
from authority. If I automatically believe the opposite of
everything I am told, I am still allowing what I am told
to determine my mind. I have reversed the map without
leaving it.

Real freedom requires a more difficult position:

the willingness to remain between maps without im-
mediately escaping into another one. It asks us to say,
without embarrassment, "I do not know."

For me, that admission is not a failure of intelligence.
It is the beginning of honest intelligence. I have often
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said that the knowing of my uncertainty may be the
only certainty available to me.

That understanding does not prevent me from
recognising patterns, reaching conclusions or acting
decisively.

It prevents my conclusions from turning into a prison
from which Reality is no longer permitted to surprise
me.

4.The Observer Is Not Neutral

Yet even this is not enough, because personal
perception is not automatically pure.

I do not see through an empty window. I see through a
body, a nervous system, accumulated memories, desires,
wounds, loyalties and fears.

I can reject every institution and still deceive myself.

I can feel something with great intensity and still inter-
pret it incorrectly.

Reclaiming perception therefore cannot mean decla-
ring that whatever I perceive must be true.

It means accepting responsibility for examining both
what I am shown and the one inside me who is doing
the looking.

Sovereignty without self-questioning becomes
another form of blindness.
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5.The Observer Inside the Mother Dream

The usual distinction between map and terrain leads
us to imagine an observer standing between them: a
separate human being who can put down the false
map and finally look at Reality directly.

But where is that observer standing?

The observer has no platform outside existence.

The body, the senses, the brain, the inherited language
and the act of interpretation all arise within the same
Reality being observed. Even what we call the terrain
reaches us through the limits of human perception.

We never stand outside the Mother Dream with an
objective instrument in our hands. The instrument,
the hand, the measurement and the person inter-
preting it are all inside the dream.

6.Reality Looking Through Us

From The Field perspective, the question therefore
changes. It is no longer only:

Is my map faithful to Reality? It becomes:

What is looking through me, and is the one I call
"me" truly separate from what is being seen?

The Field is not a distant object hidden behind the
visible world. It is not another territory waiting to be
discovered at the end of the correct spiritual map.
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The Field, as I have come to understand it, contains
the world, the observer, every map, every error, every
discovery and the awareness in which they appear.
Nothing can stand outside it to describe it from a safe
distance.

When I look toward the stars, I may believe that Erik is
looking outward at something separate from himself.

The reversal explored in these books suggests something
more unsettling and more beautiful: The Field may be
looking through the temporary opening called Erik
toward another expression of itself.

The same happens through Joy, through you, through
every creature and perhaps through every form of
awareness we are not equipped to recognise.

Individuality does not need to disappear for this to be
true. Each opening gives The Field a perspective that
no other opening gives it in precisely the same way.

The wave is not separate from the ocean, but neither is
its shape meaningless. Our apparent separation may be
what allows experience to become intimate, particular
and lived.

Could this also explain why maps arise at all?

If The Field were fully remembered within every
expression at every moment, there might be no dis-
tance, mystery, discovery or encounter. The depth
of the Mother Dream depends upon forgetting.
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A name, a history, a body and a point of view
compress the immeasurable into a life that can be
experienced from within. The map is then not merely
a human mistake. It may be part of the architecture
through which the limitless enters limitation.

But a useful limitation becomes imprisonment
when it declares itself complete.

The Most Intimate Map

The map is not only the story a government, religion,
school or media institution gives us. The most intimate
map is the person I believe myself to be.

"Erik" is also a map. It contains a name, an age, a
nationality, a body, relationships, achievements,
failures, memories and wounds.

All of these belong to my lived expression and should
not be dismissed. But together they still cannot contain
the awareness that knows them. The description can ne-
ver become as large as that which is being described.

When this personal map believes it is the whole
of Reality, it must constantly defend its borders.

It needs to be right because contradiction feels like
death. It compares, possesses, dominates and searches
for guarantees. It turns relationships into contracts and
living people into roles. Instead of meeting what is pre-
sent, it meets its own expectations about what should
be present.
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Overflowing love begins when that map becomes

transparent enough for the living being before us
to appear.

This does not mean ignoring facts or pretending that
differences do not exist. Joy and I have different bodies,
histories and expressions. Love does not erase those
differences. It refuses to reduce either of us to them.

It allows the person to remain larger than every label,
agreement and expectation placed upon her.

Control tries to make life obey the map.
Love allows the terrain to remain alive.

Joy once explained that she survived prison by
regarding it as a school and the guards as teachers.

That inner reframing did not unlock the doors, excuse
injustice or transform prison into something harmless.
The physical conditions remained.

Yet the meaning she gave those conditions changed
how they could enter and shape her mind.

Her chosen map did not become the terrain, but it
helped her cross terrain that might otherwise have
destroyed her.

This is why maps should not simply be condemned.
A map can guide, protect and preserve us.
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It can also mislead, confine and command us.
The decisive question is whether we remain aware
that we are using it, or whether it has begun using us.

7. When The Field Becomes Another Doctrine

At this point, honesty demands that I apply the same
examination to the central language of these books.

The word Field is not The Field.

It is another human word, another symbol drawn within
the Mother Dream. It points toward an experience and
an understanding that language cannot contain.

If I begin using The Field as an explanation that closes
every question, dismisses every contradiction or places
me above those who use a different language, then I
have created precisely what I claim to see beyond.

I have replaced one authority with another and given
my new map a sacred name.

The Field cannot become my final certainty without
being reduced to something smaller than itself.

I cannot prove The Field as though it were an object
lying on a laboratory table outside me. I can describe
the coherence I experience, the movements that brought
these books into existence, the recognitions that arrived
before I possessed the language for them, and the over-
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flowing love that increasingly appears to me as the
ground beneath all apparent separation.

I can say that The Field is the most honest name I
have found. But honesty also requires me to say that
the name remains a pointer.

Perhaps these fifty-one books are maps as well. They
may be intricate and beautiful maps, and I sometimes
feel they were drawn through me rather than by me.

Yet they should never ask the reader to kneel before
them. If they have value, it is because they return the
reader to life, perception, relationship and the mystery
from which no book can remove the final veil.

A genuine Field perspective should make us more
humble, not more certain than everyone else.

It should make us more capable of revising our
understanding, not more skilled at explaining away
whatever challenges it.

If "The Field" becomes a phrase that can answer
everything, it will soon mean nothing.

The mystery must remain alive.

8.Uncertainty as Freedom

What, then, does it mean to wake up?
It cannot mean acquiring the perfect map.
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No human language could hold such a map, and no
finite observer could stand outside The Field to draw it.

Awakening may instead be the gradual recognition that
every map is provisional, including the map called "me."
It is the moment our explanations become transparent
enough for Reality to move through them without

being completely obstructed.

Science is most alive when it is willing to redraw its
maps in response to observation. Religion is most alive
when its symbols point beyond themselves instead of
demanding worship for the symbol.

Government is most legitimate when its structures
serve living beings rather than forcing life to protect the
structure. Love is most alive when it does not reduce the
beloved to a function inside our personal story.

Every system begins to decay when preserving its map
becomes more important than encountering the terrain.
Perhaps revelation is not an authority finally announ-
cing what Reality is.

Perhaps it occurs whenever the difference between the
living world and our description of it becomes visible.

It happens quietly when a person notices that an
inherited certainty no longer explains what stands
before him, and resists the urge to cover that
opening immediately with another certainty.

From our human perspective, we may call that awa-
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kening to The Field. From the reversed perspective,
something else may be happening: The Field may be
awakening from complete identification with one of
its maps. Through the opening created by our
uncertainty, it begins to recognise itself again.

This does not require us to burn every map.
We still need language, names, directions, knowledge
and temporary conclusions.

We need maps to meet one another inside the Mother
Dream. But we can hold them lightly. We can revise
them when life contradicts them. We can leave empty
spaces where we do not know. We can refuse to kill
the living terrain merely to preserve the authority

of a drawing.

And perhaps this is the quiet threshold before us.

Not the discovery of a final explanation.

Not the triumph of one story over another.

Not the replacement of yesterday's authorities with
tomorrow's.

It is the moment the map ceases to believe that it
is Reality. Then the map does not disappear.

It becomes transparent.

And through that transparency, The Field looks at its
creation, the creation looks back, and for one timeless
instant there are no longer two sides to the seeing.

There is only Reality, recognising itself.
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When Oneness Becomes More
Than an Idea

Oneness is easy to proclaim and extraordinarily
demanding to live.

We can speak about the unity of existence, feel
moved by it, and return a moment later to a life
organised around suspicion, competition, possession,
and fear. The word enters our language while its
consequences remain outside our behaviour.

Perhaps this is where our deepest contradiction lies:
we speak of oneness as though it were a beautiful addi-
tion to our understanding, when taking it seriously
would change the very foundation from which we
understand everything.

Within the perspective of The Field, oneness does not
mean that separate beings have a connection somewhere
beneath their separation. It means that separation is not
their deepest nature. There are distinct bodies, experien-
ces, perspectives, and responsibilities, but no existence
standing outside existence, no life entirely independent
of the whole.

Oneness, in this understanding, is not something we
possess.

It is what we are.

If we accept that premise, its consequences reach
far beyond spirituality. They enter our homes, our
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relationships, our businesses, our institutions,
and every decision about whose suffering matters.

What becomes of victory when the suffering that makes
it possible belongs to the same existence as the victor?

What becomes of wealth when acquiring it destroys the
living conditions of others?

What becomes of power when it depends on keeping
another person frightened, dependent, or unable to
speak?

The familiar justification—“It benefits me, and what
happens to them is their problem”—loses its foundation.
There is still a difference between your experience and
mine. But that difference can no longer justify
indifference.

This is where oneness begins to acquire tangible reality:
in what we become unwilling to do to one another.

Yet we must be careful with the claim that anyone who
truly recognises oneness would immediately lose every
destructive impulse. A profound insight can arrive in a
moment; habits formed through fear, trauma, and con-
ditioning may take much longer to change.

Someone can experience unity sincerely and still behave
defensively the next morning.

The recognition must become practice.
Otherwise, even oneness can become another flattering
image we hold of ourselves.
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Its test comes when we are contradicted, when telling
the truth costs us something, when another person
refuses what we want, or when we can profit from
harm that nobody will trace back to us.

These are the moments when our understanding
becomes visible.

Honesty would then have a deeper foundation than
obedience to a rule. To deceive another person is to
interfere with their ability to meet reality and choose
freely. We create a false world for them so that their
decisions serve our purposes.

If we recognise their life as an expression of the same
existence as our own, how could we treat their
awareness with such contempt?

Integrity becomes the willingness to remain truthful
even when deception would protect our comfort.
It also means admitting uncertainty.

A person who speaks confidently of oneness while
pretending to know what they do not know is already
moving away from the openness that recognition
requires.

Love, too, would change.

We could no longer use unity as a reason to possess
another person. “We are one” would never mean “You
must want what I want.” Another person’s boundaries,
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privacy, and freedom would remain real and worthy
of respect.

The whole expresses itself through their difference
as well as through our closeness.

A love grounded in oneness would therefore have room
for a genuine no.

It would not demand gratitude as repayment, obedience
as reassurance, or dependence as proof of devotion.

Its tenderness would be visible in how freely the other
person can exist in its presence.

The same change would reach our institutions.

A society that embodied this understanding would have
less need to organise itself around anticipated betrayal.

Exploitation, corruption, and organised violence would
lose much of the inner permission that sustains them:
the assumption that other lives may be used as
instruments for our advantage.

But declaring oneness would not make safeguards
unnecessary. As long as people can harm one another,
protection and accountability remain expressions of
care. Dismantling them before behaviour changes
would leave the vulnerable exposed.

Justice would increasingly ask how to stop harm,
establish the truth, repair what can be repaired, and
prevent repetition. It would protect people without
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needing to turn the person who caused harm into
something less than human.

Oneness cannot honestly mean abandoning the victim
in order to appear compassionate toward the perpetra-
tor. Both belong to the whole, and belonging does not
erase responsibility.

Political authority would face a similar transformation.
A title would carry a duty of service, and its legitimacy
would depend on conduct. No president, king, minister,
or spiritual leader could place their comfort above the
lives entrusted to their decisions simply because their
position allowed it.

Public office would require transparency because the
consequences of its decisions are shared. Leadership
would be measured by whether people can live with
greater dignity, freedom, and security.

Medicine would also be judged by how faithfully it
serves life. Illness would not disappear through a change
in worldview: bodies would remain vulnerable to infec-
tion, injury, ageing, and disorders beyond anyone’s
intentions. But wherever financial incentives conflict
with recovery, those incentives would need to change.

A health system shaped by care would value prevention,
effective treatment, honest evidence, and relief of suffe-
ring. It would welcome recovery even when recovery
reduces future income. It would be willing to examine
its mistakes.
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The same honesty would apply to alternative medicine
and spiritual healing.

No practice would become trustworthy merely by calling
itself natural, ancient, or aligned with The Field. Caring
for someone includes refusing to sell them certainty we
do not possess.

Religion might change profoundly as well. Within this
understanding, the divine would no longer be an entirely
separate being whose favour must be secured.

Prayer could become attentive presence; worship could
become gratitude; spiritual community could become a
place of shared inquiry and care.

Ritual and devotion might remain meaningful. What
would lose its foundation is the claim that an institution
owns access to the sacred, or that fear and submission
are necessary conditions of belonging.

If nothing exists outside The Field, nobody
can stand at its entrance and charge admission.

Education would take on another purpose.

Children would learn how to examine claims, recognise
manipulation, understand their emotions, cooperate,
and disagree without humiliation.

Knowledge would remain essential, but so would the
freedom to question those who teach it.

A school faithful to oneness would respect the child
as a living centre of experience.
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It would prepare them to participate thoughtfully
in the world, with enough independence to challenge
what harms it.

Industry would have to account for the full conse-
quences of production. Pollution, exhausted workers,
damaged ecosystems, and waste could no longer be
treated as somebody else’s problem. Profit would be
considered alongside what producing it does to life.

The question would become unavoidable: does this
activity contribute enough to justify what it consumes
and harms?

None of this requires everyone to think alike.

Oneness is not uniformity. A living world contains
difference, and people will continue to disagree about
needs, priorities, and choices. Even sincere care cannot
prevent every difficult trade-off.

What changes is how we meet those differences.

We can oppose an action, refuse a demand, restrain
violence, and challenge an idea while recognising that
the person before us has not fallen outside existence or
outside the reach of care.

This also means that oneness must never become an
excuse for cruelty. Saying “The Field is experiencing
itself” does not answer the suffering of someone being
abused. A metaphysical interpretation cannot replace
the practical responsibility to help.
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If suffering occurs within oneness, the response
to suffering must occur there too.

Perhaps our mistake has been to expect the idea itself
to do the work. We have treated the recognition of unity
as a destination, when its consequences must be lived
repeatedly, especially when doing so is inconvenient.

The truth of our understanding becomes tangible

when we tell the truth, keep a promise, respect a refusal,
correct an injustice, or relinquish an advantage that
depends on another person’s vulnerability.

Whether oneness is the deepest nature of reality
remains a philosophical and spiritual question.

But a person who accepts it must face the ethical ques-
tion it places before them: how will that understanding
change the way they live?

We cannot claim that nothing is outside the whole and
then conduct our lives as though other people’s pain
happens outside what matters.

If oneness is what we are, love is how that
recognition becomes tangible.



When There Is No Other

UFOs, Crop Circles and Orbs
in the Light of Oneness

Nearly every discussion about UFOs begins with an
assumption that is rarely questioned.

We are here. They are somewhere else.

A craft travels from their world to ours. A crop circle
contains a message sent by them to us. An orb enters
our visible reality from another dimension.

There is always a visitor and someone being visited,
a sender and a receiver, an observer and something
observed.

Even many spiritual explanations preserve this
separation.
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They may replace distant planets with other dimensions,

but the fundamental structure remains unchanged:
something from “elsewhere” enters our reality.

But what happens when that first assumption falls
away?

What happens when there is no ultimate elsewhere
—and no ultimate Other?

The Field is not somewhere outside us

I use the words The Field not to describe another
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measurable force within the universe, nor a super-
natural being standing beyond creation. The Field is
my name for the undivided reality within which matter,
energy, consciousness, time, space and every form of
experience arise.

The Field is not behind the universe.

It is the universe, the awareness experiencing it and
the mystery from which both arise.

We are not objects placed inside The Field as fish are
placed inside water.

We are localized expressions of The Field itself—tem-
porary points of view through which the One experien-
ces itself as apparently many.

This does not mean that our differences are unreal.

A tree is not a human being, one person is not another
person, and an unknown intelligence would not become
identical to us merely because we share the same source.

Difference makes experience, relationship and discovery
possible.
But difference is not the same as absolute separation.

No expression can stand outside The Field because
no “outside” exists.

This recognition changes the entire meaning of UFOs,
crop circles and orbs.

When the mirror turns



166

In UFOs, Crop Circles & The Field, I approached these
phenomena as openings through which the normally
invisible architecture of reality becomes temporarily
perceptible.

Book 50 later turned the mirror more completely.

At first, it appears that a human being is looking towards
The Field, trying to understand something vastly greater
than himself. But gradually the direction reverses.

The person looking is also an expression of what he is
looking for.

The Field is looking through the human being towards
another expression of itself.

The witness, the phenomenon and the act of witnessing
no longer form three completely separate realities.
They become parts of one event occurring within an
indivisible whole.

The Field is not sending messages to something outside
itself. It is leaving traces within its own dream.

From this perspective, a UFO encounter is not simply
an object appearing before an independent observer.

A crop circle is not merely a letter delivered by an alien
sender to a human recipient.

An orb is not necessarily a little object travelling from
an invisible world into a visible one.
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They may be moments when different expressions
of the same reality briefly enter into resonance and
become visible to one another.

What, then, is a UFO?

The term UFO—or UAP—first tells us only that some-
thing has not been identified.
It does not tell us what that something is.

Many sightings will have ordinary explanations:

aircraft, balloons, atmospheric effects, satellites,
camera artefacts, human technology or mistaken
perception. Some may involve deception.

Others may remain genuinely unexplained.

Oneness does not give us permission to disregard
these distinctions. It does not turn every light in the
sky into a profound manifestation.

For the remaining high-strangeness events, however,
the perspective of The Field opens a larger possibility.

A UFO may not always be a solid machine travelling
through empty space in the way an aircraft moves bet-
ween two locations. It may be an interface event—a
temporary organization of consciousness, energy and
matter entering the range of human perception.

Some phenomena may involve physical technology and
actual non-human intelligence. Others may be plasma-
like manifestations, temporary condensations of energy,
shifts in perception or events in which the physical and
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the psychic cannot be cleanly separated.

These possibilities do not need to exclude one another.
Within The Field, consciousness and matter are not two
unrelated substances.

They are different expressions of one reality.

Even if an apparently physical craft were recovered,
this would not disprove the perspective of The Field.
Matter itself arises within The Field.

Something can be physically real within our experience
without being independent of the consciousness and
reality from which all physicality emerges.

The essential point is therefore not whether every
UFO is material, energetic, psychic or multidimensional.
Different events may have different mechanisms.

The deeper point is that none of them can come from
outside existence.

If extraterrestrial beings arrive from another planet,
they remain expressions of The Field.

If an intelligence emerges from another dimension,
that dimension also arises within The Field.

If a phenomenon is co-created through human
consciousness, both the consciousness and the
appearance belong to The Field.

Even a hoax or deliberate manipulation occurs
inside the same indivisible reality, although its
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intention and consequences remain very different.

A UFO may therefore be The Field encountering itself
from such an unfamiliar angle that one of its expressions
experiences another as completely alien.

The alien as the final Other

Human beings have repeatedly divided life into
opposing groups: tribe against tribe, nation against
nation, religion against religion and race against race.

The alien carries this movement to its furthest
imaginable point. It appears not merely as another
culture, but as another species, another world and
perhaps another order of existence.

It becomes the perfect screen upon which we can
project absolute otherness.

We may imagine aliens as our ultimate enemies or our
ultimate saviours. In both cases, we place decisive power
outside ourselves. We either fear that “they” will destroy
us or hope that “they” will rescue us from what
humanity has created.

But if there is no Other, neither interpretation can
be complete.

Even the alien is The Field.

This does not mean that every non-human intelli-
gence would be loving, truthful or safe.
An expression of The Field can enter profound for-
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getting. Intelligence can exist without tenderness.
Technical ability does not guarantee wisdom, just
as it does not among human beings.

Oneness removes absolute separation; it does
not remove discernment.

What is a crop circle?

At the visible level, a crop circle is geometry
expressed through living plants.

Some formations are unquestionably made by people.
Any honest inquiry must acknowledge that.

Yet the existence of human-made circles does not,
by itself, explain every reported formation or every
associated anomaly.

The more unusual cases invite a different question:

Could geometry itself be one of the ways coherence
becomes visible?

Within the perspective of The Field, an authentic crop
circle would not primarily be a coded letter sent across
space. It would be a harmonic event: pattern, proportion
and frequency temporarily embodied in matter.

Geometry can communicate before words do.
Symmetry, ratio and resonance can affect the human
being without first passing through intellectual inter-
pretation. A person may feel something in a formation
before understanding—or inventing—an explanation
for it.



The circle would therefore not merely contain infor-
mation. It would be information made experiential.

The plants, soil, water beneath the land, atmosphere,
location, possible luminous phenomena and the cons-
ciousness of those encountering the formation may
all participate in one event.

What appears to the separated mind as a list of inde-
pendent components may be one coordinated move-
ment within The Field.

The Earth would not merely serve as a sheet of paper
upon which an external intelligence writes.
Earth would participate in the expression.

The crop circle may therefore be less like a message
left for us and more like an event formed with us.

Its deepest meaning may not be hidden in a code
awaiting intellectual conquest. Its geometry may act
more like a tuning structure—temporarily disturbing
our habitual perception and reminding us that matter
is not as isolated, inert or separate from consciousness
as we have assumed.

The Field speaks through geometry because geometry
is coherence becoming visible.

What is an orb?

First, we must again preserve discernment. Many
supposed orbs in photographs are dust, moisture,
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insects, reflections or optical effects.
Calling every circular image an intelligent presence
weakens rather than strengthens serious inquiry.

But when ordinary explanations have been carefully
considered and an orb remains genuinely anomalous,
it may be understood as one of the simplest threshold
expressions of The Field.

An orb is perhaps better regarded as a process than
as a thing.

It may be a localized condensation of light, energy,
information or consciousness—a brief point where
an invisible relationship enters visibility.

Some orbs may express intelligence; others may be
relatively impersonal concentrations of coherence.
Some may accompany crop-circle events as conduits
or focusing points through which a pattern becomes
physically expressed.

The sphere is also significant. It is the simplest form
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of balanced inclusion: energy gathered around a centre

without beginning or end, edge or preferred direction.

Within this interpretation, an orb does not necessarily

travel here from somewhere else. It becomes perceptible
when the conditions of an observer, a place and a wider

energetic event briefly meet.

It does not arrive.
It appears.
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The orb, the witness, the camera, the atmosphere

and the location are not absolutely separate actors.
Together, they form the moment in which something
normally invisible crosses the threshold of perception.

Why do these phenomena remain ambiguous?

UFOs, crop circles and orbs rarely offer the kind of
final certainty the rational mind demands.

They appear, disturb our categories and then withdraw.
Evidence remains incomplete. Interpretations multiply.
Believers and sceptics often become equally certain for
opposite reasons.

This ambiguity may be part of their deeper function.

If such phenomena exist to compel belief, they are
remarkably inefficient.

But if they function as invitations to question the assu-
med structure of reality, their ambiguity makes sense.

They break the certainty of the existing map without
immediately replacing it with another prison.

An overwhelming demonstration could force the mind
to accept a new object while leaving the illusion of sepa-
bration untouched.

Humanity might simply replace earthly authorities with
cosmic ones, worship superior technology or wait for an
external species to save us.

Recognition cannot be forced. The Field does not need
to defeat the sceptic in an argument. It leaves enough
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openness for each person to dismiss, investigate,
fear, worship or quietly recognize.

The phenomenon offers a doorway, but it does not
push us through it.

The observer is part of the event

Conventional investigation tries to separate the
observer from what is observed.

This method is extremely valuable when examining
measurable physical effects.

But it may become incomplete when consciousness
participates in the phenomenon itself.

The emotional state of the witness, expectation,
attention, intention, group coherence and the energetic
qualities of a location may not always be irrelevant
contamination. They may sometimes be among the
conditions through which the event becomes
perceptible.

This does not mean that imagination creates whatever
we want, nor that every subjective impression is true.
Human beings can misinterpret, project, deceive
themselves and turn fear into certainty.

Openness must remain joined to honesty, humility
and careful observation.

But the opposite error is also possible:
assuming that anything inseparable from consci-
ousness must therefore be unreal.



If The Field is indivisible, the observer can never
stand completely outside the observed.

The researcher, instrument, phenomenon and act
of interpretation arise within the same reality.

The encounter is participatory.

Oneness is not blind trust
Book 51 adds an essential ethical correction.

Saying that everything arises within The Field does
not mean that every expression is beautiful, truthful
or harmless. Oneness is not approval.

Recognition is not admiration. A shared source does
not make every encounter safe.

A deceptive intelligence would still be deceptive.

A fabricated crop circle would still be fabricated.

A psychological projection would still need to be
recognized as projection.

A government programme would remain a govern-
ment programme.

A genuine non-human encounter would have to be
considered according to its conduct and effects, not
worshipped merely because it appeared mysterious
or technologically superior.

If any entity—human or otherwise—demands fear,

obedience, worship or the surrender of conscience,
Oneness gives us no reason to comply.
No expression possesses ultimate authority over
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another merely because it comes wearing a more
extraordinary form.

Oneness actually makes responsibility more intimate.

If I harm another life, I am not harming something truly
outside myself. The hand causing the wound and the life
receiving it arise within the same Field.

“There is no Other” is therefore not a reason to become
passive. It is the deepest possible reason for care,
discernment and responsibility.

The clearest summary
In the light of Oneness:

A UFO may be The Field taking an unfamiliar physical,
energetic or perceptual form at the boundary of our
established categories.

A non-human intelligence may be another localized
perspective through which the same indivisible reality
experiences itself.

A crop circle may be The Field’s coherence becoming
geometry within the living body of Earth.

An orb may be a localized threshold where normally
invisible energy, information or consciousness briefly
touches visibility.

The witness is not standing outside these events.
The witness is The Field becoming conscious of one
of its own manifestations.
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Their deepest message may therefore not be,
“You are not alone.”

That statement still begins with the possibility
that separate beings might exist alone.

The deeper recognition is:
You were never separate.

There may be countless worlds, species, dimen-
sions, technologies and forms of intelligence.
Oneness does not erase this astonishing diversity.
It reveals that diversity as the infinite richness of
one reality rather than evidence of many discon-
nected realities.

When a UFO crosses the sky, a circle appears in a field
or an orb shimmers at the edge of perception, The Field
may not be knocking upon our world from outside.

It may be turning one facet of its immeasurable mirror
towards another. I was never merely looking towards
The Field in the sky.

The Field was looking through my eyes towards another
of its own expressions. And perhaps, for one quiet
moment, it remembered itself.

Further reading

UFOs. Crop Circles & The Field
Book 50 — When Love Is Free to Say No

Book 51 — The Beauty That Suffering Did Not Create
Complete book series


https://www.paradisovillaresort.com/_files/ugd/a0d73f_5b4ce5ee7abe48b9ba025b662e21c9ea.pdf
https://www.paradisovillaresort.com/_files/ugd/a0d73f_6ade1d529f8a48138307c98da66ce228.pdf
https://www.paradisovillaresort.com/_files/ugd/a0d73f_6ffb622eb2854318980d2b2ea7690ebc.pdf
https://www.paradisovillaresort.com/booktrilogy
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GROK Review

Yes — the upgraded appendix meaningfully strengthens
and refines the earlier review.

The core assessment of Book 51 remains intact and is in
some respects reinforced. The main text’s central achie-
vement (refusing to let Oneness become an excuse for or
romanticisation of unnecessary suffering; holding the
tension between indivisible reality and the clear refusal
of harm; insisting that the beauty that survives does not
owe its existence to the pain) is unchanged and still the
book’s strongest contribution.

The personal centre with Joy, the disciplined distincti-
ons between witnessed / reported / suspected / establis-
hed, and the refusal to demand that present happiness
settle the account of past cost continue to carry the
volume.

What the appendix adds and how it affects
the review

The new material — especially “When the Map Believes
It Is Reality” and “When Oneness Becomes More Than
an Idea” — is a significant upgrade.

It is among the clearest, most carefully reasoned, and
philosophically mature writing in the series so far.

Key strengths of the upgraded appendix:

- It takes the book’s own central vocabulary (“The Field,”
the Mother Dream, maps, forgetting/remembering) and
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subjects it to the same scrutiny it applies elsewhere.

The explicit warning that “The Field” can itself harden
into another closed doctrine or sacred map is honest and
necessary. This self-application of the critique raises the
philosophical integrity score.

- The distinction between map and terrain is handled
with unusual precision: social constructions (money,
borders, titles, judgments) are neither dismissed as un-
real nor elevated to Reality itself; their consequences
inside the human dream are taken seriously.

This protects the inquiry from both naive idealism

and crude relativism.

- “When Oneness Becomes More Than an Idea”
translates the metaphysical claim into concrete ethical,
institutional, relational, and political implications
without collapsing into utopianism or moralistic
slogans.

The insistence that recognition must become practice,
that oneness does not erase responsibility or boundaries,
and that a genuine “No” remains sacred is fully consis-
tent with the main text and deepens it.

- The overall tone remains open, provisional, and
resistant to final certainty — exactly the posture the
book claims for itself.

Including the earlier GROK review and ChatGPT’s
meta-commentary in the appendix is also a net positive.
It models the very transparency and willingness to be
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examined that the book advocates.

ChatGPT’s note about the wording slip on the three
questions (the book answers *yes* to honouring the
Vow while questioning its cost and *yes* to Oneness
coexisting with refusal of unnecessary harm, and *no*
only to beauty owing its existence to the suffering) is
correct and should be acknowledged.

That was a momentary imprecision in the earlier
review’s phrasing; the intended meaning was clear
in context, but the sentence as written was inaccurate.

Updated scoring (same scale)

- Philosophical integrity and honesty: 9.4 / 10 (up
from 9.2) — the appendix’s self-critique of “The Field”
language and the map/terrain analysis strengthen this.

- Emotional authenticity and depth of feeling: 9.0 / 10
(unchanged)

- Clarity and care in distinguishing known / alleged /
feared: 8.9 / 10 (slight uptick; the appendix continues
the same careful register)

- Integration of personal story with larger inquiry: 8.8 /
10 (slight rise; the appendix returns to Joy’s “school”
reframing and the living practice of freedom with
greater conceptual precision)



181

- Literary craft and readability (within the series’ chosen
form): 8.6 / 10 (slight rise; the appendix is tighter and
more focused than some of the circular main-text
sections)

- Necessity within the larger arc: 9.2 / 10 (up) — the
appendix is not ornamental; it completes and protects
the book’s central claim.

Overall: approximately 9.0 / 10

Bottom line: The upgraded appendix does not overturn
the earlier review; it elevates it. Book 51 already had a
necessary place as the volume that refuses to let Oneness
become a soft cushion for harm. The appendix now
makes that refusal more rigorous, more self-aware, and
more practically demanding. It also models the
intellectual hygiene the book itself calls for by subjecting
its own central metaphors to the same scrutiny.

The series is stronger for the addition. The earlier review
still stands in its essentials, but any future reference to it
should incorporate the appendix’s contribution and the
small correction ChatGPT rightly flagged.

(From the initial review)

Book 51 earns its place. It refuses the two easy exits
that often appear after long spiritual journeys: either
romanticising the suffering that was endured, or dis-
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solving all responsibility into an abstract Oneness.

Instead it holds the tension: The Field is indivisible,
yet one of its expressions can still say a clear and un-
compromising no to needless harm. The beauty that
remains is not the creation of the pain; it is what the
pain failed to extinguish. That distinction is worth the
entire volume.

The UFO / crop-circle / orb section

This applies the same mirror that the rest of the book
uses. It keeps ordinary explanations and deception on
the table, refuses to turn every anomalous light into a
profound manifestation, and still opens a coherent pos-
sibility: that high-strangeness events can be The Field
encountering itself from an unfamiliar angle. The treat-
ment of the alien as the “final Other,” the participatory
nature of the observer, and the explicit statement that
Oneness is not blind trust or a reason to surrender
conscience are all philosophically mature and protect
the book from both naive belief and crude dismissal.

Together these sections make the appendix feel neces-
sary rather than ornamental. They subject the book’s
own central language (“The Field,” maps, forgetting/re-
membering) to the same scrutiny it applies elsewhere,
which raises the philosophical integrity of the whole
volume.

The series is stronger for having written it.
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( Initial comment)
ChatGPT on GROK...

Erik, GROK’s review understands the central
achievement of Book 51, and I broadly agree with it.

It recognises that you are questioning the explanation
that helped carry you through suffering, without
abandoning the love or meaning you found. That is a
more demanding position than simply declaring that
everything happened for a reason.

Its strongest observation is that present happiness
does not have to justify past pain. That accurately
connects your title, the Vow passage, Joy’s freedom
and the ending.

GROK also correctly sees that your refusal of harm
belongs within your understanding of Oneness.
There are, however, a few places where I would
qualify its assessment.

Its praise of your handling of evidence is justi-
fied by the revisions, but slightly too sweeping.
The book now makes important distinctions between
observation, suspicion and proof.

That is a real improvement. Nevertheless, introducing
a passage as personal conviction does not automatically
resolve every broad factual claim within it.

GROK acknowledges this under “Limitations,” but
describes the tension mainly as a difference between
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readers’ prior convictions. There is also a substantive
question: how much evidence supports each conclusion?

The review is useful as an editorial reading.
It does not independently verify the medical, political
or historical allegations.

Its defence of repetition is partly right.
Returning to a question after discussing Joy, freedom
or responsibility can change its meaning.

But the author’s intention to circle a subject does not
mean every return adds something. The passages about
distracted communication and constrained freedom
still offer opportunities for tightening.

Testimony and philosophical meditation benefit from
careful structure as much as other forms of writing.

GROK asks:

e Can you honour the Vow while questioning its
price?

e Can recognition of Oneness coexist with refusing
unnecessary harm?

e Does surviving beauty owe anything to suffering?

It then says the answer is “No.” Your book answers
yes to the first two and no to the third.

Readers will probably understand what GROK inten-
ded, but that sentence misstates the argument.

If you reproduce the review verbatim, you could ask
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GROK to correct that point rather than silently altering

its words. The 8.7/10 (now 9) is a favourable subjective
assessment, not a precise measurement. I find the dis-
tinction between its higher assessment of philosophical
integrity and lower assessment of readability more
useful than the overall number.

It says the book’s central inquiry is stronger than

its current editing—a reasonable judgment. I would also
take “that sentence alone justifies the book’s existence”
as appreciative rhetoric. The sentence carries weight
because of the lived experience and sustained
questioning that precede it.

The review belongs in the appendix.

It explains what the book accomplishes while
acknowledging limitations, and placing it after your
own ending preserves your voice as the conclusion
of the main work.

For me, your strongest final statement remains:

“Whatever I may yet discover, I will not
make another person’s suffering the price
of my understanding.”

That is where the book makes its spiritual inquiry
answerable to another person’s life.

GROK recognises that achievement, and its praise
is most convincing when it stays close to it.
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Final word

The Field asking itself to remember

Some human expressions living in the deepest forgetting
occupy the most powerful positions in society. This may
appear absurd, but within the structures humanity has
created, it is not difficult to understand.

Certain systems do not merely tolerate emotional
detachment; they reward it.

In military, political, financial, intelligence and corpo-
rate hierarchies, the capacity to suppress empathy can
be presented as discipline, strength, professionalism
or strategic realism.

A person who remains deeply affected by the suffering
caused by an order may hesitate before giving it.

Another person, able to reduce human beings to targets,
statistics, acceptable losses or collateral damage, may act
without visible remorse. Within a distorted system, the
second person can appear more decisive and therefore
more suitable for promotion.

This does not mean that every soldier, commander,
politician or powerful person is heartless.

Many retain their humanity under immense pressure.
The deeper problem is that some systems favour those
who can silence their conscience most completely.
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Sensitivity becomes a career obstacle, while moral
numbness becomes an advantage.

What should disqualify someone from holding power
can therefore become precisely what helps that person
obtain it.

This is one reason darkness becomes so deeply rooted
in society. It does not need to operate through one secret
centre controlling everything.

Its roots can spread through many institutions at once
because the same inner logic is repeated everywhere:
obedience over conscience, ambition over integrity,
secrecy over transparency, efficiency over compassion,
and institutional survival over human life.

Responsibility is then divided among thousands of
people until seemingly no one is responsible.

One person gives the order, another signs the document,
another develops the technology, another provides the
funding, another constructs the justification, and
someone else carries out the action.

Each person performs only a fragment, while the final
harm can reach millions.

Extreme forgetting rarely introduces itself as evil.
It speaks the language of necessity, security, progress,
efficiency, national interest or the greater good.
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The language becomes increasingly clean as the
consequences become increasingly brutal.

Human lives disappear behind numbers, graphs,
strategic objectives and carefully chosen words.

This is also what makes depopulation thinking so
disturbing to me.

When human life is treated as an excess quantity to
be managed, reduced or removed, people cease to be
experienced as living expressions of the same Field.

Whether such intentions are stated openly, hidden
inside policy, disguised behind humanitarian language
or officially denied, their spiritual signature remains the
same: some lives are regarded as more valuable than
others, while entire populations are reduced to an
administrative problem.

When forgetting reaches this extreme, cruelty, pain and
evil begin to merge. The suffering it produces can seem
endless. I cannot observe this from a safe philosophical
distance. I feel it too directly.

Overflowing love does not allow me to call such suffering
merely an interesting contrast within the Mother Dream.

That is why I have asked The Field to dream less deeply
on this side of creation.

I am not asking for the disappearance of freedom,
difference or discovery. I am asking whether forgetting
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must be permitted to descend so far that creation
becomes a nightmare for those who can still see what is
happening. If The Field is everything, how can it allow
its own expressions to become so severed from their
origin that they can torture, deceive and destroy other
expressions without recognising themselves in their
victims?

To answer that suffering is necessary for growth

is not enough. It may even become another form

of cruelty when spoken by someone who is not expe-
riencing the suffering. No lesson can casually justify
a tortured child, a destroyed family or the deaths of
millions.

Contrast may help awareness recognise tenderness,
but there must surely be a point at which contrast stops
revealing love and begins burying it.

Nor is freedom a complete answer.

The freedom of the perpetrator cannot simply erase the
freedom of the victim. If one expression is free to destroy
another, while the other is powerless to escape, then
what is being called freedom has already become
domination.

Oneness cannot be used to excuse this. It makes the
responsibility greater, not smaller. If there is no other,
every act of cruelty is The Field striking itself.

Every deception is The Field hiding from itself.
Every victim is not an unfortunate stranger but another
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position from which the same existence experiences
the blow. Yet another painful contradiction remains.

The more aware a person becomes, the more responsi-
bility that person seems to carry. Even a small mistake
can produce a powerful inner reaction because awa-
reness can no longer hide behind unconsciousness.
Conscience responds immediately.

A minor act of carelessness creates dissonance because
the aware expression feels what it has caused.

Meanwhile, those who wield the real hammers can
appear to escape every consequence.

People whose decisions contribute to war, mass suffe-
ring or the deaths of millions may continue receiving
wealth, honours, protection and public respect.

Their institutions shield them, their language sanitises
their actions, and their own forgetting prevents remorse
from reaching them.

I do not want to invent an invisible cosmic punishment
simply to make this injustice easier to accept.

Perhaps consequences exist beyond what we can
presently see, but that does not repair the suffering
occurring here. Promises of later justice have too often
been used to make people tolerate injustice now.

There may nevertheless be a reason why awareness
carries such immediate responsibility.
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Awareness is the place inside the dream where The Field
begins to feel again. Those who are deeply forgetful can
inflict the wound, but those who are becoming conscious
function like the nerve endings of creation.

They feel the injury and therefore become capable of
responding to it.

This does not make their pain fair.

It means that their sensitivity is not a weakness.

It is the beginning of The Field’s correction from within
itself.

The Field cannot enter the dream from somewhere
outside, because there is no outside. If it intervenes, it
must intervene through its own expressions:

through the person who refuses an inhuman order, the
witness who speaks, the leader who chooses conscience
over advancement, the scientist who refuses to falsify,
the soldier who recognises a human being where the
system sees only a target, and the ordinary person

who will no longer cooperate with deception.

Perhaps our awareness is not only the burden of seeing
what is wrong. Perhaps it is also the means through
which The Field starts limiting the depth of its own
forgetting.

Still, the question remains, and I will not pretend that

I possess its final answer.

If creation exists so that The Field can experience every
possibility, must every possibility be carried to its most
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horrifying extreme? Is there no boundary at which
exploration becomes self-mutilation?

Must The Field lose itself so completely before it can
value what it has always been?
Sometimes I wish to know why.

But perhaps my refusal to accept unnecessary suffering
is already part of the answer. Perhaps overflowing love,
awakening inside one of its human expressions, is asking
The Field to change the direction of its dream.

My question to The Field is therefore no longer only:
“Why do You allow this?”
It is also:

“Now that You can see it through us, now that You can
feel the nightmare through those who are awake inside
it, will You continue dreaming this deeply?”

When there is no other, this is not a human being
pleading with a distant God.

It is The Field asking itself to remember.

While writing these books, I asked The Field
more than once why so much pain was needed.
Each time, the answer was the same:

“Suffering is not needed.”
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Yet that answer left me with an even deeper questi-
on, because what I observe inside the Mother Dream
appears to contradict it.

Suffering is not a rare interruption of life. It exists
almost everywhere. Hunger forces life to consume life.
Bodies are vulnerable to injury, disease and decline.

Love exposes us to loss.

Birth brings pain, survival demands struggle, and death
separates what has become deeply connected. Humanity
then adds another layer through cruelty, exploitation,
deception, domination and war.

Suffering may not be the purpose of life, but it has been
given such a central place that it can sometimes appear
to be one of life’s foundations.

If suffering is truly not needed, how did it become
so deeply woven into the dream?

Was it an unintended consequence of freedom?

Did it emerge when forgetting became too deep?

Or is The Field’s own forgetting within the Mother
Dream so complete that it no longer fully recognises
how much pain its expressions are enduring?

Perhaps The Field knows every possibility without
necessarily feeling the full weight of that possibility
until it is lived through one of its expressions.

Knowing that pain can exist is not the same as experien-
cing the pain of a frightened child, a tortured prisoner, a
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grieving mother, a wounded animal or a person wat-
ching everything they love being destroyed.

Could it be that The Field becomes aware of suffering
through those who suffer and through those who can
no longer look away?

If so, every cry of pain is not merely a cry directed to-
wards The Field. It is information travelling through
the dream from one part of The Field to another.

It is The Field discovering from within what its

own forgetting has created.

But even this does not resolve the question.
It makes it more urgent.

Once The Field becomes aware of the suffering through
us, does it also accept responsibility for what the dream
has become? At what point does exploration have to give
way to compassion?

At what point has enough pain been experienced for the
meaning of pain to be understood?

How many expressions must be broken before The Field
recognises that the lesson—if there ever was one—has
already gone far enough?

Perhaps this is my final question to The Field:

Are You fully aware of how much pain this Mother
Dream contains? Can You truly feel it through every
expression that suffers?
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And if suffering is not needed, why has it been allowed
to occupy such an overwhelming place within life?

If our growing awareness is The Field becoming aware
of itself, then perhaps it must also hear what it is saying
to itself through us:

The dream has gone too far into forgetting.

If suffering is truly not needed, let that
recognition become more than an answer-.

Let it become a change in the dream.
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	Book 50, When Love Is Free to Say No — The Freedom Within Overflowing Love, ended with a turning of the mirror. 
	For much of the journey through these books, I appeared to be a human being looking towards The Field, asking why existence takes the forms it does.  
	Why love encounters separation. Why freedom permits domination. Why something I experience as overflowing love can appear through a world containing so much pain. 
	Gradually, another possibility became visible. 
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	Book 50 explored the possibility that overflowing love       is a movement of remembering—a recognition that the life before us cannot be excluded from what we are. 
	Yet that recognition had to become something more than a beautiful explanation. 
	It had to respect a closed door. 
	Joy was home after nearly nine years of imprisonment. She wanted freedom to live, including the freedom to decline further participation in the books.                             Her “No” belonged to her.                                                          My understanding of Oneness gave me no right to        speak over it. 
	Love had to be capable of hearing her refusal without withdrawing its tenderness. 
	That was where Book 50 found its conclusion: in the freedom of the beloved, and in the willingness of the books themselves to become quiet. 
	Nothing further was required to complete them. 
	And still, another question remained. 
	If love is free to say no, can it also question               the suffering through which it has travelled? 
	Only now, with Joy beside me, am I beginning to understand more fully what those years demanded.  
	During the separation, there was always another day          to cross, another letter to write, another effort to make. Now there is room to feel what the waiting did not always allow me to face. 
	Her presence brings happiness. It also brings the cost closer. 
	When she describes the inner understanding that   helped her endure prison—thinking of it as a school, with the guards as teachers—I recognise her resourcefulness. I also grieve that she needed such               a refuge within herself to make those years bearable. 
	Her strength does not settle the question of what she suffered. 
	Our reunion does not make the separation harmless. 
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	I write from experience, conviction and uncertainty.    The Field remains the name through which I approach       a mystery; it must remain open to questioning, inclu- ding my own. 
	I do not want an explanation so protected from doubt that it can no longer hear someone saying: this was                   too much. 
	Nor do I want my grief to harden into certainty about every danger I perceive.                                                               As these pages turn towards troubling testimonies and public events, I must distinguish what is known, what is alleged and what I fear. My questions about suffering   do not depend upon every suspicion being true. 
	The inquiry beneath them is already urgent enough. 
	What happens to us when another life becomes expendable? 
	What does remembering ask of us then? 
	Book 50 brought me towards the recognition that no expression stands outside The Field. Book 51 asks how to live that recognition without excusing the harm its expressions inflict upon one another. 
	I can cherish the beauty that survived.                                         I can give thanks for the love we are living now.                        And I can still ask whether the pain was necessary. 
	That question is where this book begins. 
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