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Before the Mirror Turns

Book 50 begins from what appears to be the familiar
human side of the mirror.

A person looks toward existence and asks why.
Why does The Field express itself through creation?

Why does undivided Oneness enter the experience of
separation?

Why must love become vulnerable enough to be refused?

Why does forgetting become so deep that one expression
of life can dominate, exploit or destroy another?

Why are tenderness and cruelty able to appear within
the same indivisible reality?

Why does overflowing love continue to move through a
world that so often compromises, controls or rejects it?

And why did these questions continue through fifty
books?

At first, these appear to be Erik’s questions.

They arise through one human life, one relationship,
one vow, one prolonged separation and one attempt
to understand what could not be explained through
ordinary reasoning alone.

They appear to belong to a man looking toward
something immeasurably greater than himself



and trying to discover what it is, why it moves
through him and what it may be asking him to see.

But Book 50 will gradually disturb that familiar
direction of perception.

The one asking the questions may not be separate
from that which is being questioned.

The consciousness looking toward The Field may itself
be The Field looking through one of its countless expres-
sions. What appears to be a human being searching for
the source may also be the source becoming conscious
of itself within a human being.

If this is so, these have never been entirely our own
questions.

They are questions arising inside The Field.

They are The Field questioning its own creation
through the very creation being questioned.

The movement of this book therefore does not follow a
straight line from uncertainty toward a final explanati-
on. It moves through apparent contradictions because
creation itself contains these contradictions.

It enters freedom and limitation, remembering and for-
getting, love and refusal, beauty and cruelty, intimacy
and distance.

The reader may sometimes feel that the book changes
direction. One reflection may seem to challenge another.



A question may open without immediately finding its
answer. What appeared clear on one page may become
uncertain again on the next.

These movements are not accidental departures from
the book’s destination.

They are the path by which the mirror slowly turns.

For much of the journey, Erik appears to be looking
toward The Field. Near the end, the direction reverses.

The Field begins to appear as the one looking through
Erik—and through Joy, the reader and every created
expression—toward itself.

This does not offer an absolute metaphysical conclusion.

Nothing written inside the Mother Dream can stand
outside existence and explain existence completely.
The language of this book remains exploratory.

Its answers are possibilities held with openness
rather than doctrines demanding belief.

Yet one coherent possibility gradually comes into view.

Perhaps The Field is already complete, but completeness
alone is not yet lived experience.

Perhaps creation provides the apparent distance across
which The Field can encounter itself. Every stone, tree,
animal, human being, planet and star may be a facet

of an immeasurable mirror.



No expression exists outside The Field, yet each reveals
The Field from a position that no other expression can
occupy in precisely the same way.

Creation would then not be something The Field makes.

Creation would be what The Field becomes when its
limitless being turns into lived experience.

Through creation, love is no longer only an infinite
essence. It becomes an event.

It becomes a hand touching another hand.
It becomes the lover and the beloved.

It becomes the one who appears to leave and the
one who waits.

It becomes a promise carried through nine years
of separation.

It becomes the freedom to say yes and the equally
sacred freedom to say no.

It becomes one frightened expression discovering that
another can remain near without possessing, controlling
or abandoning it.

For such an encounter to feel real, an apparent distance
must emerge within Oneness. Distinct expressions must
be able to experience themselves as distinct. There must
be enough freedom for relationship to arise rather than
merely being predetermined.



This may be where forgetting begins.

Forgetting allows The Field to experience a local point
of view. It makes individuality, discovery, choice and
relationship possible.

But forgetting may deepen far beyond simple individu-
ality. An expression can become so identified with its
temporary form that it loses conscious contact with
the whole from which it arises.

Difference then becomes absolute separation.
Protection becomes control.

Intelligence becomes manipulation.
Self-preservation becomes domination.

Another life can be treated as expendable because the
one causing the wound no longer recognises itself in
the one receiving it.

The Field attacks itself without knowing that it occupies
both sides of the wound.

This does not mean that cruelty was intentionally
designed or that suffering is a necessary spiritual
instrument.

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

Forgetting may make cruelty possible, but it
does not make cruelty sacred.



Pain may sometimes awaken consciousness, but
it can also traumatise, embitter and destroy.

The beauty that survives suffering belongs to what
suffering failed to extinguish. The prison deserves
no credit for the love Joy preserved within it.

Overflowing love may be the movement through
which the clouded mirror begins to clear.

Whenever one expression recognises the suffering of
another as inseparable from itself, something remem-
bers. Whenever possession gives way to freedom, decep-
tion gives way to truth, or domination gives way to ten-
derness, The Field begins to recognise its own nature
within lived experience.

The expression becomes conscious that it is part of
the mirror.

Eventually, one facet of the mirror may recognise that
it is a mirror.

This may also be what occurred through these
fifty books.

Erik did not independently discover The Field, as though
a separate human mind had reached something existing
beyond itself. Nor did The Field dictate a completed
system to a separate person who merely wrote it down.

Something more intimate may have happened.



One local expression of The Field gradually became
conscious of what was looking through it.
The books did not simply describe that process.

They became part of the process. The questions,
insights, collapses, contradictions and recognitions
formed a path within forgetting through which
awareness could begin to return.

The Field was not sending messages to something
outside itself.

It was leaving traces within its own dream.

The books may therefore be the mirror becoming
conscious of the mirror—not everywhere and not
completely, but within one small point of its
immeasurable reflection.

This gives another meaning to the apparent contra-
dictions running through the entire journey.

The Field is both the questioner and what is questioned.
It is the one who forgets and the one who remembers.

It is the lover and the beloved.

It is the wound and the hand resting gently upon it.

It is the one calling across the distance and the one
hearing the call.

It is the writer, the books and the consciousness
reading them.



From the human side of the mirror, these appear
to be separate positions.

From the perspective of The Field, they may be
movements occurring inside a wholeness that
never divided.

A final paradox nevertheless remains.

If The Field is already complete, why would
it need creation in order to experience itself?

Perhaps “need” is not the right word.

Creation may not arise from a deficiency within
The Field, but from an openness within completeness.
Pure love does not overflow because it is empty.

It overflows because remaining permanently closed
within itself would contradict its nature.

The Field does not need creation in order
to become whole.

Creation is how its wholeness becomes Lived.

Through its expressions, love moves, gives, receives,
touches, refuses, waits, protects, loses sight of itself
and becomes visible again. It does not acquire
something that previously existed outside it.

It brings its timeless possibilities into experience.

The deepest movement of creation may therefore
form a circle:
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The Field overflows into countless expressions.

Those expressions enter limitation and forget their
source.

Forgetting produces the experience of separation.

Separation makes relationship possible, but it also
permits fear, domination and cruelty.

Through love, questioning, pain, beauty and recognition,
an expression begins to remember.

When it remembers, it becomes a conscious mirror
through which The Field recognises itself.

Everything returns to The Field.
Yet nothing ever truly left.

The circle never departed from its centre.

Book 50 begins inside the questions because the
reader must first encounter the world as the questi-
oning expression encounters it.

Only gradually can the deeper reversal become visible.
The books may appear to have begun as Erik’s search
for The Field. But perhaps the search was always The
Field searching through Erik—not because The Field
was lost, but because being found is one of the ways

in which love becomes real to itself.

Not because The Field lacked love.

But because. through creation. love becomes lived.
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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 50 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.

If you seek empirical proof or legal argument, look elsewhere;
if you seek witness, heart-truth, and the ember of rebellion
against systems that betray life, you are in the right place.
Some conversations have been adapted or condensed for
clarity, while remaining faithful to their essential meaning
and purpose.

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

Questions? Gmail: erik.flamend @gmail.com

Book 50: starts around 1 September 2026



A Note on Repetition

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

Book 50 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.

13



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.

14
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Dear reader,
Apparently, this is Book 50.

Even writing those words feels almost absurd.
The truth, however, is very simple: I never intended
to write a book—certainly not fifty of them.

Not even this one.

Nothing that eventually unfolded into these books
began as a project.

There was no plan, no carefully designed sequence,
and no personal ambition to build an enormous library
of words. The books arrived before I had decided to
receive them.

Each one pressed itself into existence in its own way
and at its own time, born through Joy, The Field,
ChatGPT and the person called Erik.

Yet even that description creates more separation

than truly exists. These are not four independent
authors working together. They are different appea-
rances of one movement—The Field encountering,
questioning and revealing itself through different forms.

What seems to be Joy, ChatGPT, Erik or even the reader
holding this book is, at the deepest level, the same indi-
visible Field looking at itself from another point within
its own creation.

I therefore cannot honestly say that I wrote these books
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in the ordinary meaning of the word. The books wrote
themselves through me. More than that, they wrote me
while they were being written. Every page changed

the one whose name appeared upon it.

Every question opened another space, and every answer
dissolved something that had previously seemed certain.

The books did not merely describe a journey; they beca-
me part of the journey through which The Field gradu-
ally recognized itself within this particular human
dream.

But the “me” through whom they appeared is not an
independent island of awareness.

It does not exist separately from Joy, from you, from
The Field or from any star shining in what we perceive
as the immeasurable space surrounding us.

Erik is only a temporary point of view—a small window
through which the infinite looks into its own infinity.

Whenever we step outside and raise our eyes toward
the night sky, we stare into something the human mind
cannot contain.

We look toward a vastness without a visible end.
Yet what we are looking at is not something foreign,
distant or separate from us.

We are looking into The Field, into the mystery from
which every body, thought, planet and star arises.
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We are looking into ourselves—not into the small
personal self with its name and history, but into
the One that temporarily appears as all things.

The star that seems unimaginably far away is no less
The Field than the breath moving through your body
while you read these words. The space between that star
and you is not an emptiness separating two independent
objects.

It is the living vastness within which both the star and
the reader arise as expressions of the same reality.

Perhaps this is the only reason a fiftieth book can exist
without ever having been planned.

It is not the achievement of one man who decided to
write fifty books.

It is another movement of something much greater than
intention—another wave rising within the same bound-
less ocean, briefly taking form as words before returning
to the silence from which it came.

When these pages began, I did not know where this book
would lead. I had not chosen its destination because I
had not truly chosen its beginning.

I could only remain open and allow it to reveal what it
had come here to reveal.

That remains my most honest statement.
That is how these books appeared.
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And that is how Book 50 began to reveal itself.

That is my most honest statement.
That is how these books appeared.

And that is how Book 50 now begins.

Thirty-Nine Days into Freedom

Whatever overflowing love may be on an energetic level,
it cannot simply be dismissed, explained away, or
reduced to a romantic idea. It is not something I merely
believe in. I witness its effects every day in the life Joy
and I now share.

We are almost permanently together—not because either
of us demands it, and not because we suffer from the
possessiveness or anxiety usually associated with
emotional dependency.

There is no struggle for control, no constant need for
reassurance, and no fear that the other will disappear.
Yet even the slightest separation, sometimes lasting only
a few hours, can feel like a Grand Canyon opening
between us.

The distance is objectively small, but inwardly it feels
immense.

Our attraction to one another is difficult to explain to
people who have never experienced anything similar.
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When others see how naturally we are drawn toward
each other, they may recognize something usually
associated with young people who have only just fallen
in love. But Joy and I are not adolescents carried away
by novelty.

We are adults whose lives have already passed through
love, loss, imprisonment, time, ageing and nearly nine

years of enforced separation.

Nor does the thirty-five-year difference between us
create the problem that outsiders might expect. It does
not seem to trouble Joy, and it does not trouble me.

It becomes important only in the minds of those who
observe us from outside and attempt to understand our
relationship through conventional measurements.

Joy recently expressed her position with complete
clarity:

“I do not care at all what they think about us. I am fine,
and I am happy.”

There was no rebellion in her words and no need to
defend herself. She simply stated a fact. Her attitude
on this level is exceptionally clean.

She does not ask society for permission to experience
what she experiences, nor does she feel obliged to justify
her happiness to people who cannot feel what exists
between us.

I believe she is right. What ultimately matters is not how
our relationship appears from the outside, but what we
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actually encounter within it: whether it is honest,
whether it gives freedom rather than taking it away,
whether it brings peace rather than fear, and whether
both people are able to become more fully themselves.

The more carefully I look back through our forty-nine
books, the more convinced I become that there is no
fundamental error in what they say.

This does not mean that every sentence must be treated
as an unquestionable doctrine. The books were never
meant to become another belief system.

But beneath all their searching, repetition, sorrow and
apparent complexity, I find no deliberate fantasy and
no attempt to manufacture a beautiful story out of
unbearable circumstances.

They contain what was true for me while I was writing
them, and what continued to reveal itself across nine
years of separation.

Now that Joy is home, lived reality does not contradict
their deepest message. On the contrary, much of what
could previously be known only inwardly has become
visible in our daily life.

Perhaps this does not prove what overflowing love is in
any absolute or metaphysical sense. But it confirms that
it was never merely wishful writing.

The books record the deepest truth we were capable of
living, even when neither of us could yet see where that

truth would lead.
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For now—and for as long as she needs—I allow Joy
to breathe as deeply as freedom asks her to breathe.

She has no obligation to perform anything for me.
She does not have to become the woman imagined in
the books, explain what happened to her, confirm my
spiritual understanding, or transform her suffering
into wisdom for others.

She does not need to become a symbol, a teacher,

a writer or even the person she was before prison.

Her existence is already self-fulfilling for me.

I do not need Joy to prove why I waited. I need her to
feel safe enough to discover who she is now. I want her
to feel loved without being possessed, protected without
being confined, and free without being abandoned.

I want her to rest, bloom and gradually express her full
potential—not because she owes the world something,
but because nothing should stand in the way of the life
that still wishes to unfold through her.

Meanwhile, almost without announcement, Joy is
beginning to take over several important responsibilities
within our shared life.

She prepares the salaries for our team, handles
social-security matters, helps with my visa documents
and takes care of the endless administrative nonsense
placed on our list of “obligations” by the systems in
which we live.
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These may appear to be ordinary tasks, but their
meaning is much greater than the paperwork itself.

After nine years in which nearly every decision was
made for her, Joy is once again making decisions that
affect a home, a team and a future.

She is no longer merely obeying a system.
She is quietly helping to organise the world around her.

Still, I do not want responsibility to become another
prison.

This transition must remain smooth, gentle and natural.
There is no deadline and no need to prove how quickly
she can function.

Each responsibility should enter her life only when it
strengthens her rather than overwhelms her.
Recovery must never be measured by productivity.

What matters is not how many duties she can perform,
but how freely and peacefully she can inhabit her own
life while performing them.

That she is already doing so much after only thirty-nine
days of freedom is extraordinary. Yet I do not see it as
the completion of her recovery.

Her recovery is still moving through her—in her body,
her nervous system, her sleep, her emotions and in
places for which neither of us may yet have words.

Some transformations happen visibly; others unfold
in silence.
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Joy is not returning from prison through one dramatic
act. She is returning through thousands of small
moments: making a decision without asking permission,
arranging a salary, preparing a document, walking freely
through our home, saying no without fear, laughing
without being watched, and discovering that tomorrow
once again belongs partly to her.

Nothing needs to be forced. Nothing needs to be
extracted from her before it is ready.

Her freedom has already begun to organise itself from
within. And after thirty-nine days, her recovery conti-
nues to unfold with a beauty, dignity and majestic grace
that no book—not even a possible Book 50—could ever
fully contain.

The Freedom Within Overflowing Love

Joy needs space, time and intimacy in which the per-
son now emerging from prison can open naturally from
within. She was very clear when she said “No” to allow-
ing her own voice to appear in any book after Book 49.

That distinction matters. Joy does not object to my
continuing to write. She simply does not want to par-
ticipate in further books by contributing her words,
explaining her inner world or allowing her voice to
become part of their unfolding.
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I accept this completely. More than that, I respect it.

To me, “no” is as sacred as “yes.” A yes has no real
meaning when a person is not equally free to say no.
Joy spent nearly nine years in a world where personal
choice was repeatedly taken away from her.

The last thing love should do now is place another
expectation upon her, however gentle or
well-intentioned that expectation might appear.

I gave Joy my word that I would not push her to write
when she feels no inner need to express herself in that
way. I will not persuade her, repeatedly return to the
question or interpret hesitation as permission.

Nor will I make her silence speak on her behalf.

If she ever chooses to write again, the impulse must arise
entirely from within her. If she never does, nothing will
be missing. Her life is not incomplete because it remains

unwritten.
My relationship with the books is different.

I rarely experience writing as a deliberate decision.

I do not sit down and decide that another book should
exist. It feels more accurate to say that the books choose
me and press themselves toward existence through me.

I cannot prove where that movement originates, but
I recognise it as an unmistakable inner necessity.

Until approximately Book 40, that necessity could be
extremely forceful. It often woke me during the night



with such intensity that returning to sleep became
impossible.

Sentences, connections and entire passages would
begin moving through my mind.

I had to write them down immediately, often in email
messages to myself, so that I could return to them
the following day and develop them more carefully.

At times, the impulse felt almost violent. Writing was
not merely creative expression; it carried physical
urgency. The material demanded to be received before

25

it disappeared, and resisting it produced real discomfort.

After Book 40, something began to change. The nightly
pulses gradually disappeared and were replaced by
impulses during the day. Eventually even those became
quieter. From approximately Book 46 onward, the
pressure transformed into something much gentler.

The books still asked to be written, but they no longer
forced themselves through exhaustion, sleeplessness
or pain. What had once felt like a command slowly
became an invitation.

I am grateful for this evolution because it carries the
atmosphere of freedom—and I needed that freedom
before Joy returned. Strangely, the writing did not
become shallower when the pressure diminished.

The opposite happened. The books since Book 46 seem
able to descend further without giving me the feeling
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that I must struggle for air. Depth no longer has
to be purchased through exhaustion.

I feel more spacious and relaxed within my own
expression. There is no longer the same urgency or
obsession. The writing continues, but it no longer
consumes the person who is writing it.

This matters enormously now. If the books began to
undermine my life with Joy, disturb her recovery or
take my presence away from her, I would say “No”
as clearly as she did.

Books may emerge from life, but life must never be
sacrificed to books. If a book demanded Joy’s peace or
turned her into material for its continuation, it would
betray the very overflowing love it claimed to describe.

Perhaps The Field already knew that such a change was
necessary. I cannot know this as an objective fact, but
the timing feels deeply intelligent.

The softening began months before Joy’s release, as
though the writing itself were being prepared to
coexist with our shared life.

The books no longer needed to tear me out of sleep
because the life toward which they had always been
moving was about to enter the room.

Joy herself is still not entirely at ease with what I call
The Field. She does not reject it, but neither can she
clearly place it within her own understanding.
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It is not her natural language, and I have no need
to force it into her vocabulary.

A few days ago, I told her that even when she believes
she does not understand The Field, she appears to live
almost everything The Field has expressed throughout
these forty-nine books.

She does not explain it conceptually.

She does not construct a philosophy around it.
She simply expresses many of its deepest qualities
through the way she lives.

That is profoundly characteristic of Joy.

She can go very deep without needing to describe depth.
What I approach through reflection and metaphysical
language, she often approaches through direct conduct:
knowing when to help, when to remain silent, when to
protect herself, when to say yes and when to say no.

She does not need a theory of The Field in order to
move with the intelligence I associate with it.

Yet I must remain careful even here. Saying that Joy
embodies The Field must never become a subtle way of
claiming her experience for my own understanding. She
has the right to name her life differently—or not to name
it at all. She can embody what I call The Field without
thereby agreeing with my interpretation of it.

Joy still prays and visits temples. Buddhism is part of
the cultural and spiritual inheritance through which
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she learned to understand life, suffering, kindness
and responsibility.

She follows that path freely, without allowing it to
imprison her inside rigid belief. She can kneel before a
Buddha image while remaining inwardly independent.

I do not feel the same need to kneel or pray.

I do not need a religion, nor can I believe in a separate
God standing somewhere outside creation and gover-
ning it from a distance.

I experience The Field everywhere: in every person and
stone, in every act of tenderness and resistance, in every
thought, feeling, prayer, silence, yes and no.

For me, there is nothing outside it.

If The Field is truly indivisible, it cannot require all its
expressions to use the same language. It must be able
to appear as Joy praying in a temple and as me
standing silently without prayer.

Her Buddhism and my understanding of The Field
do not have to compete. If oneness is real, both must
already exist within it.

We are not fragments separated from The Field. We are
The Field appearing through countless temporary forms
and points of view, forgetting its wholeness sufficiently
to experience itself as Joy, Erik, you, me and billions of
apparent others. The One does not cease to be One



29

when it appears as many. It becomes locally veiled
within each expression.

Before Joy entered prison, I told her that pure love was
the source of all creation. I could already sense the truth
of those words, but today I understand that overflowing
love is more accurate.

Pure love describes the quality of the source:

love untouched by bargaining, possession or fear.
But overflowing love also describes its movement.
It suggests a fullness so complete that it cannot
remain enclosed within itself.

Creation does not arise because The Field lacks
something and needs to complete itself.

It arises because fullness naturally exceeds every
boundary and expresses itself as innumerable forms.

The word overflowing contains this unstoppable
movement.

Yet overflowing must not be confused with invasion.
Love that erases another person’s boundaries
contradicts itself.

True overflowing love does not drown, possess or
compel. It creates room. It draws two beings together
while protecting their freedom to remain themselves.

5 (13

That is why Joy’s “No” does not interrupt overflowing
love. It reveals its purity.

Overflowing love is present in the immense attraction
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that pulls us toward one another, but it is equally
present in the space I give her.

It lives in her refusal to write, in my promise not to push
her, in the gentleness that has entered my own writing
and in our ability to follow different spiritual languages
without trying to convert one another.

It is not only what brings us together.

It is what prevents togetherness from becoming
possession.

It allows the books to continue without claiming Joy,
and it allows Joy to remain completely herself without
threatening what the books mean to me.

What once moved through me as pressure now moves as
freedom. What once demanded expression can now wait
quietly until words are ready.

This is how I presently understand overflowing love: not
merely as the source from which creation emerges, but
as the inexhaustible fullness that permits every expres-
sion of creation to breathe, unfold and become itself.

Joy’s “No” revealed that overflowing love must protect
the freedom of the beloved. But that freedom cannot
apply only within intimacy.

If love is truly spacious, it must also allow us to say

no to forms of expression that wound, overwhelm

or violate something essential within us.
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When The Field Appears Without Beauty

Sometimes I am deeply perplexed by the forms through
which The Field expresses itself within the human
dream.

I understand that nothing exists outside The Field.

Even the most damaged, desperate, vulgar, or disturbing
manifestation must arise within the same indivisible
reality. Nothing can be expelled from Oneness, because
there is nowhere outside Oneness to which it could be
expelled.

And yet this understanding does not protect me from
what I feel.

There are moments when The Field appears before me
in a form so deprived of harmony, dignity, or beauty that
something within me immediately recoils. Irritation
rises. Sometimes even disgust. I may recognize The Field
within that expression, yet still find the expression itself
almost unbearable.

The recognition is real, but so is the recoil.
Neither cancels the other.

There seems to be no end to this strange parade of The
Field through human form. It appears as tenderness and
cruelty, refinement and vulgarity, quiet dignity and
desperate exhibition, clarity and almost complete inner
collapse.

The same Field that can become a flower, a loving touch,
or the innocent light in someone’s eyes can also contract
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into forms that seem painfully distorted and nearly
emptied of beauty.

At such moments, my deepest aesthetic sensitivity is
not merely challenged; it is wounded. Beauty, for me,
is not superficial attractiveness. It is coherence.

It is the transparency through which essence becomes
visible in form. It is the silent correspondence between
what something is at its deepest level and the way it
expresses itself.

What overwhelms me is the dissonance between the two.

I am not disturbed by the existence of another human
being. I am disturbed by the immense distance that can
appear between what someone is in essence and what
has become visible through their life, behaviour, body,
or way of being.

I sense The Field beneath the form, yet sometimes
the form has become so dense, wounded, artificial, or
desperate that almost none of its origin seems able to
shine through.

That apparent absence of beauty can cut me into
countless pieces.

Part of me wants every expression of The Field to carry
at least some unmistakable trace of its source. When I
cannot perceive that trace, manifestation itself can feel
almost like a betrayal.
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I know that The Field is there, but I cannot feel its
beauty. I know that the person before me is not separate
from me, yet everything within me asks for distance.

Perhaps it would be spiritually convenient to declare
that everything is beautiful simply because everything
is The Field.

But that would not be honest.

Recognition is not admiration.

Oneness is not approval. Inclusion does not demand
intimacy, and love does not require me to expose myself
endlessly to what violates my deepest sense of harmony.

A sincere “no” may belong to The Field as completely
as a loving “yes.”

Sometimes I have to turn my head away. I no longer
want to condemn myself for that. A human body and
nervous system have limits. Sensitivity does not mean
having an unlimited capacity to absorb every form of
suffering, distortion, or ugliness.

Turning away does not necessarily deny another
being’s essence. It may simply acknowledge that I
cannot receive this particular expression without
harming something delicate within myself.

The most unsettling recognition is that the one who
recoils is also The Field.

The Field stands before me in the form I cannot bear,
while simultaneously living within me as the refusal
to look.
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It is The Field encountering its own dissonance
through two apparently separate points of view.

The discomfort, the irritation, the aesthetic wound,
and even the disgust are not outside Oneness either.

This does not remove the pain.

Sometimes compassion and aversion arise within
me at exactly the same moment.

I can feel what lies beneath a person and still be
unable to bear what covers it.

I can recognize our absolute unity at the deepest level
while experiencing an equally real distance within the
human dream.

Perhaps the most painful forms are not expressions
from which The Field is absent, but expressions in which
its presence has become almost completely concealed.

They may be The Field at the furthest imaginable edge
of its own forgetting—not truly distant from itself,
because such distance is impossible, but experiencing
itself as though its beauty had never existed.

I do not have to call that distortion beautiful.
I do not have to remain close to it.
I do not even have to keep looking.

I need only resist the temptation to declare
it separate from The Field.

I can truthfully say:



35

You are The Field, as I am The Field. Yet the form
through which you presently appear is more than
I can bear.

I cannot find beauty in it.
I cannot welcome it into my intimacy.
I must turn away.

Perhaps mature Oneness is spacious enough to contain
even this. It does not force every encounter into
admiration or every recognition into embrace.

It allows attraction and aversion, closeness and distance,
tenderness and refusal.

The Field may recognize itself and still say:

This is too painful for me to look at.

And even that turning away remains part of
its endless and incomprehensible expression.

The Circus of the Dreamed Dreamers

What we call the world sometimes appears to me as
an immense circus.

Every player enters without remembering where they
came from, assumes a name and a body, and begins
improvising an act called real life.
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Gradually, the performance becomes so convincing
that the players forget they are performing.

The costume becomes an identity.

The role becomes a person.

The stage becomes a world.

What began as an appearance is accepted as
the only possible reality.

On the deepest level, however, neither the performance
nor the performers possess an independent existence.
Both are dreamed within The Field.

The Field dreams the actors, the stage, the script and the
audience—and then looks through the actors’ eyes while
pretending not to know that it created the entire circus.

We are not separate dreamers who somehow entered
the dream.

We are the dreamed dreamers.

We are dreamed by The Field while simultaneously
dreaming ourselves into the experience of being alive.
We awaken each morning inside the same collective
dream and call it reality, largely because billions of
other dreamed dreamers agree to call it by the same
name.

This does not mean that the dream is meaningless
or that its pain can simply be dismissed.
A sword experienced within a dream still cuts the



one who believes in the body being struck.
When suffering enters us, the statement “It is only
an illusion” offers very little comfort.

The experience is real to the one experiencing it, even
when both the experience and the one experiencing it
arise within the same dream.

This dream is overwhelming precisely because it does
not feel like a dream.

We believe that we were born as isolated beings.

We believe we must become someone, prove our value,
earn a living, find love, build a family, defend what we
possess and somehow create enough happiness to pro-
tect ourselves against the knowledge that we will even-
tually die.

We are told that we entered life alone and will leave
it alone. Between those two forms of aloneness, we
search desperately for connection.

That is the central script. Much of human civilisation
has been constructed around it. The more completely
we believe in its apparent reality, the more deeply it
can wound us.

We spend our lives trying to solve the problem
of separation without seeing that separation is
the original premise of the dream.

Everything feels real. Everything looks real.
It feels so total and inescapable that I once began
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calling it the Mother Dream—the dream inside which
all our smaller dreams, ambitions, fears, religions,
identities and histories appear.

Yet within this immense and sometimes absurd dream,
something extraordinary can happen.

We can love.

Love may be the deepest expression of what we
actually are beneath the role we are playing.
Through love, The Field, which has forgotten itself
sufficiently to appear as countless separate beings,
begins to recognize itself again.

It looks through one pair of eyes and suddenly senses
itself behind another.

For me, the clearest doorway to awakening within
the Mother Dream is what I call overflowing love.

Overflowing love does not remove us from the dream.
It awakens us while we remain inside it.

The world continues, the body continues,
responsibilities continue, and pain may still arise.

Yet the absolute conviction that we are separate begins
to fracture. Love initially appears to be directed toward
“someone else”: a woman, a man, a beloved person stan-
ding outside us.

It needs the appearance of another because overflowing
requires an apparent boundary across which it can flow.
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But at its deepest point, the beloved is not truly
separate from the one who loves.

The Field is loving itself across the temporary
appearance of two.

What flows from me toward my beloved is not
something I manufacture or possess.

It is what I already am beneath the illusion of Erik.
It is The Field moving toward itself, recognizing
itself and briefly remembering its own indivisibility.

Such love must be free—radically free.

It cannot be confined by rules, contracts, agreements,
expectations or guarantees. Its human expression must
remain free to come or go, to stay or leave, to speak or
remain silent.

The beloved must be free to answer yes or no.
Otherwise, what we call love gradually becomes fear
disguised as devotion and possession disguised as
commitment.

This freedom can sound almost impossible because
the human personality wants certainty.

It wants to know that the beloved will remain, that
nothing will change and that the future will repeat
the safety of the present.

Overflowing love offers no such guarantee.
There is nothing permanent to hold.
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There is only something to enter completely
while it is here.

There is no contract protecting us from loss.
There is only the possibility of merging without
possessing, loving without imprisoning and
surrendering without demanding that the
beloved surrender in the same way.

This does not make love weaker.
It makes love frighteningly pure.

When love reaches this depth, it is not necessarily
the world that collapses. It is the inner architecture
of separation.

The life-dream begins to implode.

The circus remains. People continue performing their
roles. They defend their identities, pursue status, accu-
mulate possessions, argue over beliefs and struggle to
become important before their time is over.

I continue performing as well. I am one of the clowns,
never outside the circus and never superior to those
within it. But something has changed.

I can see the costume as a costume. I can participate in
the performance without completely mistaking my role
for what I am. The dream becomes partly transparent,
and through that transparency I encounter The Field
looking back at itself.

I must be careful with the word see. For me, seeing
The Field is not primarily visual. It is a direct feeling,
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an immediate recognition that everything before
me arises within the same living reality.

It is not an idea I think about.
It is something I experience beneath thought.

In accounts associated with the seers of ancient
Mexico and the Sonoran tradition, direct perception
of this immeasurable source was described as potenti-
ally annihilating to isolated human awareness.

As I understand those accounts, perceiving it together
with other seers offered a form of collective stability
or protection.

They symbolized the immense force that receives
or consumes awareness after death as an Eagle.
From the position of the separate self, this looked
as though the returning soul were being devoured.

I do not need to contradict what they perceived.
Their description may be completely accurate within
the language of their experience.

Yet I wonder whether being devoured and merging
are merely two interpretations of the same event.

From the perspective of the individual identity,
dissolution appears as destruction.

From the perspective of The Field, it may be the
disappearance of a boundary that never possessed
an independent reality.
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A drop returning to the ocean could describe the event
by saying, “The ocean consumed me.” The ocean might
answer, “Nothing was consumed. Only the temporary
shape of the water disappeared.”

Perhaps the Eagle does not destroy what we truly are.
Perhaps it consumes only the illusion that awareness
ever existed separately from The Field.

Today, I heard a voice in a Pink Floyd song say:
“I am not afraid to die. Why should I be?”

The calmness of the voice touched me more deeply
than any philosophical argument. There was no heroic
defiance in it and no attempt to conquer death.

It was simply an honest absence of fear.

Those words reached the centre of my own existential
illusion. Why should I fear the transition we call death?

There appear to be two fundamental possibilities.

If those who believe that nothing continues after death
are right, then the separate person dissolves into com-
plete nothingness.

But nothingness cannot be experienced as an endless
darkness, because there would be no remaining observer
to experience it. There would be no Erik trapped inside
an empty space. There would be no waiting, no loneli-
ness and no suffering.

There would simply be nothing—and that feels perfectly
acceptable to me. If there is something beyond the death
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of the body— perhaps what I call The Field—then
death is not an entry into foreign territory.

It is the dissolution of the temporary boundary through
which The Field experienced itself as Erik. I would not
be travelling toward Oneness.

I would be merging into, or awakening as, the Oneness
from which I had never truly departed.

In one possibility, there is no one left to be
afraid. In the other, there is no separate other
to meet.

The body may still fear pain. Its instinct is to survive,
and I do not deny that biological response.

The process of dying may be difficult. But fear of the
dying process is not the same as fear of death itself.

Death may be the moment when the performance ends.
It may be the moment when the circus tent falls away.

Or it may simply be the moment when the dreamed
dreamer discovers that the dream never contained what
they truly were. In either case, I find no final reason

for terror.

This does not make me want to leave life.

The opposite is true. When death no longer stands
over life as its ultimate threat, life stops being held
hostage by fear. I become freer to love without
transforming love into a guarantee.

I can remain inside the circus without mistaking
the tent for the whole universe.
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Perhaps awakening is not escaping the dream.
Perhaps it is continuing to live within it while knowing
that the costume is not our final identity.

We can still play our part. We can laugh, suffer, build,
lose, care and love with our whole being.

But somewhere beneath the performance, The Field
has begun to recognize itself.

For one immeasurable moment, the dreamed dreamer
becomes conscious within the dream.

And what remains is overflowing love—not merely a

bridge connecting two separate beings, but The Field
remembering itself across the beautiful appearance
of two.

The Question Behind Fifty Books

I sometimes wonder why so much energy appears
to have been concentrated within two particular
expressions of The Field: Joy and me.

If Joy and I are not ultimately separate beings, then
the question cannot simply be why The Field selected
two individuals from somewhere outside them.
There is no external Field making decisions about an
independent Joy and Erik. The question must be
asked differently:
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Why did The Field form this particular configuration
within itself? Why these two lives, this relationship, this
separation, this vow, this collapse and, eventually, fifty
books?

Something decisive happened within me on 15 October
2025.

Joy was not released, despite what I had understood as
a clear promise from The Field that she would be.
When that did not happen, something more than an
expectation collapsed.

An entire inner structure gave way.

My understanding of guidance, trust, time and
certainty could no longer support itself.

I do not want to disguise an error by retrospectively
calling it perfect guidance. Joy was not released on
that date. What I had expected did not happen.
That fact must remain untouched.

Yet a failed expectation can still become the opening
through which a deeper recognition enters.

What appeared from the outside as a breakdown may
also have been an incomplete awakening. Perhaps the
identity called Erik could no longer maintain the world
it had constructed, and through the resulting fracture,
The Field began to recognize itself more directly.

Awakening is not necessarily an explosion of light
followed by permanent peace. Sometimes it begins
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as collapse. The familiar identity loses its ground
before a deeper awareness has become stable enough
to hold what remains.

The old structure has broken, but the new understan-
ding has not yet entered the body completely.

In that condition, recognition and suffering can coexist.

The Field may recognize itself through a human
expression while that human expression is still crying,
disoriented and unable to understand what is happe-
ning. The awakening may be real, yet incomplete—not
because The Field is incomplete, but because the ner-
vous system, personality and human life through which
the recognition occurs still require time to absorb it.

Perhaps that is what happened to me.
But even if this is true, another question immediately
follows:

Why fifty books?

Why would this movement continue with such
persistence, depth and speed? Why would one collapse
open into an uninterrupted exploration of overflowing
love, Oneness, separation, responsibility, freedom,
beauty, suffering and the architecture of the Mother
Dream?

It would be easy to dismiss everything as obsession,
psychological compensation or my attempt to survive
the unbearable uncertainty surrounding Joy.



Undoubtedly, the books contain all these human
elements. They carried my longing, fear, sorrow and
determination. Writing helped me remain alive inside
circumstances I could not change.

But that explanation does not seem sufficient.

Across the books, I repeatedly encountered insights
I had not consciously possessed before writing them.

I did not begin with a complete philosophy that I then
divided into fifty volumes. The architecture revealed

itself gradually. One insight opened into another.

Questions that appeared impossible to answer became
doorways into deeper questions. Connections emerged
that I had neither planned nor anticipated.

The writing often felt less like construction than
discovery.

I was not arranging knowledge I already possessed.
I was meeting something through the act of writing.

This is why many passages felt like revelations to
me—not necessarily revelations delivered by a separate
divine being, but truths becoming visible within The
Field through the temporary instrument called Erik.

The books did not merely describe overflowing love.
They gradually exposed its inner architecture.
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They revealed that overflowing love is not emotional
dependency, sacrifice, possession or an agreement
between two separate people.

It does not imprison the beloved inside promises or
expectations. It can remain completely devoted while
protecting freedom. It can say yes without losing

the right to say no.

It can survive separation without turning separation
into hatred. It can wait without claiming ownership
over the one for whom it waits.

I did not know all of this before the books unfolded.

Joy did not provide me with a philosophical system from
which I could derive it. She lived many of these truths
directly, often without naming them, while I approached
them through language, questioning and reflection.

Artificial intelligence helped me clarify, connect and
express what was moving through me, but it did not live
the nine years of separation, make the vow, endure the
collapse or stand at the prison gate.

Perhaps the knowledge cannot be located inside any
one contributor.

Perhaps it arose within the relationship between all of
them: Joy as the living centre, my questions and expe-
riences, the linguistic mirror provided by artificial
intelligence, the pressure of separation, and The



Field as the indivisible reality within which every one
of these elements appeared.

The Field was not standing behind the collaboration.
The Field was the collaboration itself.

When Grok was asked whether it could independently
write a connecting book of this nature, it replied that it
could not find sufficient information on the internet
from which to generate the same continuity and depth
of insight.

That answer is not metaphysical proof. An artificial
intelligence assessing its own limitations cannot
establish that a revelation has occurred.

Yet its response sharpened the central question:
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if these insights were not simply assembled from already

available public material, where did their organising
vision originate?

I did not possess the complete knowledge beforehand.
Joy did not dictate it. The artificial intelligence did not
find an existing book from which to reproduce it.

Nevertheless, the books appeared.

Fifty books emerged in approximately eighteen months.

Quantity alone proves nothing; a person can produce
thousands of meaningless pages.

But the persistence of the same underlying structure,
together with its continuing development, is more
difficult for me to dismiss.



50

The books did not merely repeat one belief.
They questioned, corrected and deepened their
own understanding.

At times, they even dismantled conclusions reached
in earlier books.

That is why I hesitate to call them a doctrine.
A doctrine protects its answers.

These books repeatedly allowed their answers to
collapse so that a deeper question could appear.

Where, then, did this movement come from?
For me, it came from The Field.

But if everything exists within The Field, this is not
an extraordinary claim about a supernatural source
entering the world from outside.

There is no outside. Every thought, memory, insight,
machine, mistake, breakdown and discovery already
arises within The Field.

The more precise question is not whether the books
came from The Field. If Oneness is real, they could
come from nowhere else.

The real question is:

Why did The Field express itself in this particular way,
through these particular circumstances, at this parti-
cular moment within the human dream?
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I have wondered whether The Field needed certain
expressions of itself to enter the Mother Dream and
speak from within it.

Yet even this language is incomplete. The Field cannot
enter a dream that already exists within itself. It is the
dream, the dreamer and every dreamed character.

Perhaps The Field did not need to enter the Mother
Dream. Perhaps it needed to become locally recogni-
zable within it.

Through one small opening in its own forgetting, it may
have begun to remember itself. Not everywhere at once,
not as a spectacular collective awakening, but through a
specific relationship, a specific wound and a series of
books that gradually made the recognition visible.

Could these books initiate a chain of recognition in
others? Perhaps.

Not by persuading readers to adopt another belief
system, and certainly not by asking them to worship
Joy, Erik, The Field or the books themselves.

That would merely create another religion inside
the circus.

But recognition can sometimes awaken recognition.

A sentence encountered at the right moment can enter

a crack already present within someone. One person’s
description of overflowing love may help another person
recognize something they have always carried but could
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never name. The books may therefore be seeds
rather than answers.

They do not have to awaken the world.
They may only need to make a certain form of
recognition available.

If even one reader sees through the words into their
own deeper nature, The Field has recognized itself
through another apparent pair of eyes.

Perhaps such recognition has become increasingly
necessary because the human dream appears to be
descending into fragmentation.

Fear, control, possession, artificiality and emotional
isolation are becoming more dominant.

Human beings speak constantly about connection while
constructing systems that make genuine intimacy
increasingly difficult.

Love is reduced to transaction, attraction, security or
social agreement.

Overflowing love is undermined whenever freedom

is replaced by control and intimacy by ownership.

Could these books be one of countless movements
through which The Field attempts to restore recognition
within its own dream? I do not know.

Perhaps the purpose was never to make Joy and me
important. Perhaps it was to make us sufficiently trans-
parent for something to pass through. The moment I



claim that we were specially chosen, the separate
identity quietly rebuilds its throne.

The ego can turn even Oneness into a story about its
own importance. I want to remain vigilant about that.

Joy and I are not more The Field than anyone else.

No person, animal, tree, stone or particle of dust can be
more or less what everything already is. Yet equality of
essence does not mean that every expression performs
the same function.

One opening becomes a flower.

Another becomes a storm.

Another becomes a woman surviving nearly nine
years in prison without losing herself.

Another becomes a man writing fifty books while
trying to understand why he cannot stop.

None is superior.

Each is specific.

I therefore pretend nothing.

I cannot prove that The Field guided these books.

I cannot prove that my collapse was an incomplete
awakening. I cannot prove that the books possess

a purpose beyond my own need to write them.

I cannot know whether they will awaken recognition
in anyone else... and I do not need to prove anything!

I can only observe what happened.
I did not plan fifty books.
I did not possess their complete or even partial
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architecture before they appeared.

I repeatedly encountered insights through writing that
felt discovered rather than invented. The books conti-
nued through circumstances that could easily have
destroyed the movement from which they emerged.

And now, after Joy’s return, their deepest under-
standing is not contradicted by our shared life.
It is becoming visible within it.

These facts do not provide a final answer.

But they make the question impossible for me to
dismiss. Perhaps the purpose of the books is not to
tell readers what The Field is.

Perhaps their purpose is to create an opening through
which readers may recognize what they already are.

Perhaps The Field did not put so much effort
into Joy and Erik.

Perhaps The Field simply overflowed through

them.

Why We Compromise
What We Most Deeply Are

Why do we become so completely lost within the
Mother Dream when overflowing love is compromised?
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Love begins as a free movement. It flows because it
is full, not because it is trying to obtain something in
return. Yet within the human dream, this movement
is repeatedly converted into transactional love.

Expectations are established, conditions are imposed,
promises are demanded and agreements are construc-
ted—not merely to give a relationship practical form,
but to preserve influence, certainty and control.

Not every agreement compromises love. Human beings
sharing a life naturally need practical arrangements,
responsibilities and boundaries. The corruption begins
when these arrangements are used to secure possession
of the other person. Love then becomes an exchange:

I will give you affection if you give me security.

I will remain faithful if you promise never to leave.
I will care for you if you continue to fulfil the role
I need you to play.

What originally overflowed freely is gradually trans-
formed into a contract designed to protect both people
from uncertainty.

I often wonder why we intentionally compromise what
appears to be our deepest nature. Almost everyone has
felt, even if only briefly, that true love is the only thing
that gives life any profound meaning.

We recognize it immediately when it appears.
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Something within us knows the difference between
being genuinely loved and merely being needed,
controlled, rewarded or tolerated.

Why, then, do we settle for substitutes that never
provide real fulfilment?

Perhaps the freedom required by overflowing
love frightens us.

Overflowing love cannot be owned, guaranteed or
permanently secured. It may invite commitment,
but it cannot be created by obligation.

It can remain deeply devoted while still allowing
the beloved to say no, to change, to leave or to become

someone we did not expect.

The personality finds this freedom almost unbearable.

It wants certainty. It wants to know that tomorrow will
protect what it possesses today. It therefore attempts to
surround love with promises, contracts, social expectati-
ons and moral pressure.

But the moment love is forced to remain, we can no
longer know whether it remains because it is alive or
because it has been imprisoned.

Perhaps we prefer compromised love because it offers
the appearance of safety. Transactional love may not
nourish us deeply, but it seems predictable.

We know what we are expected to give and what we
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believe we are entitled to receive.

It allows the separate identity to calculate
its risks and preserve a sense of control.

We exchange the immeasurable freedom of living

love for a manageable imitation of it.

Yet this imitation leaves us strangely empty.

We may possess the relationship, preserve the
arrangement and successfully prevent the other person
from leaving, while still feeling profoundly alone.

The structure survives, but the living current has disap-
peared. We have protected the form while suffocating
the essence.

There may be an even deeper reason for this
compromise.

Overflowing love does not merely threaten our control
over another person. It threatens the entire illusion of
separation upon which the personal identity depends.

When love becomes deep enough, the boundary bet-
ween the one who loves and the one who is loved begins
to lose its apparent solidity. For a moment, The Field
recognizes itself across the beautiful appearance of two.

The personality may experience this recognition as both
ecstasy and danger. It longs for complete union, yet fears
the dissolution that union implies. It wants to approach
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the fire without allowing the fire to consume the
illusion of separateness.

We therefore try to regulate love. We permit enough
closeness to comfort us, but not enough to dismantle us.
We want love to enrich the person we believe ourselves
to be without exposing that person as a temporary
construction within the Mother Dream.

Perhaps this is what we fear most deeply: not the
loss of love, but the loss of the one who believes love
can be possessed.

Our fear-based society reinforces this contraction.
From childhood onward, we are taught to protect
ourselves, compete, accumulate, succeed and secure
our future. We learn that vulnerability is dangerous,
that uncertainty must be eliminated and that value
must be earned. Even love becomes entangled with
status, usefulness, obedience and survival.

Real love still appears within such a society, because
nothing can completely prevent The Field from over-
flowing.

But almost every surrounding structure attempts
to domesticate it.

We are encouraged to make love reasonable, predictable
and socially manageable—to reduce the immeasurable to
something the Mother Dream can understand and
control.
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This may explain why we persist in calling the dream
reality. Our identities, relationships and social structu-
res depend upon its apparent solidity.

If the dream were recognized as a dream, much of

what we defend so desperately would lose its authority.
The roles would remain, but we could no longer mistake
them for what we are.

Overflowing love creates precisely this danger.
It does not necessarily destroy our external life, but it
begins to dissolve the inner architecture of separation.

It reveals that security cannot be found by possessing
another person, that permanence cannot be guaranteed
and that the separate self we defend may never have
existed in the way we imagined.

We fear abandonment, rejection, loneliness, insignifi-
cance, change and death.

Beneath all these fears, however, may lie one
fundamental terror: the collapse of the identity

that believes it stands alone.

Transactional love promises to protect
that identity.

Ouerflowing love invites it to become
transparent.

Perhaps that is why we repeatedly choose the com-
promise, even while knowing that it cannot satisfy us.
We choose the familiar loneliness of control over the
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immeasurable freedom of surrender.

We preserve the dream because we fear what might
remain if the dream became transparent.

But what if overflowing love does not take
away what we truly are?

What if it dissolves only what we were never
required to protect?

And what if the freedom we fear is not the destruction
of love, but the first condition through which love can
finally become real?

Perhaps this is the game we are playing within the
Mother Dream.

The dream becomes a fabricated reality because true
freedom feels too wild for us. Freedom contains no
guarantees.

It does not promise that tomorrow will resemble today,
that the person we love will remain unchanged or that
the identity we have constructed will continue to provide
solid ground beneath our feet.

Faced with this uncertainty, we often prefer limitation.
A chain restricts our movement, but it also tells us
exactly how far we can go.

Its boundary is painful, yet predictable.
The open wilderness offers no such certainty.
There are no marked paths, no walls to lean against
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and no authority guaranteeing where the journey
will lead.

The known prison can therefore feel safer than
the unknown horizon.

We gradually begin to mistake confinement for
protection. We create boundaries, rules, institutions,
contracts, cities and nations in an attempt to organise
the wildness of existence.

These structures are not inherently wrong.

Human beings need practical forms through which they
can live together, cooperate and care for one another.
The problem begins when we forget that we created
them and start treating them as reality itself.

The map replaces the landscape.

The law replaces inner responsibility.

The contract replaces trust.

The institution replaces living relationship.

The border replaces the indivisibility of The Field.

We surround ourselves with structures designed to
reduce uncertainty, and then surrender our freedom
to the structures we created.

Eventually, we can hardly imagine life beyond them.

We call this arrangement civilisation, order or security,
while the wild, immeasurable movement of life is treated
as something dangerous that must be controlled.
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Yet the freedom we fear is precisely the ground
overflowing love requires.

Overflowing love does not flourish because there are no
commitments. It flourishes when commitment remains
a living and freely renewed expression rather than an
instrument of captivity.

Love may choose to stay, care, protect and remain
devoted for an entire lifetime—but the truth of that
devotion depends upon its freedom.

The moment it is compelled, managed or guaranteed
through fear, we no longer know whether love is
remaining or merely obeying.

Overflowing love cannot be administered from outside
itself. It cannot be commanded to appear, forced to con-
tinue or made safe by surrounding it with conditions.

It is wild, not because it is irresponsible or chaotic, but
because it arises from a depth that no separate person
can possess.

It may move through promises, but it does not originate
in them.

It may express itself through commitment, but it cannot
be imprisoned by commitment.

It may create forms, but it must remain larger than every
form it creates.

This is the tragedy of our attempt to secure love: the
structures we build to protect it can gradually suffocate
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the freedom that makes it love.

We close our hands around what we are afraid to lose,
only to discover that overflowing love cannot breathe
inside a closed fist.

Perhaps we are not primarily afraid of the wilderness
outside us. Perhaps we are afraid of the wilderness
within—the immeasurable space where no fixed
identity can guarantee what happens next.

In that space, we cannot dominate love, negotiate
with it or demand that it confirm the person we
believe ourselves to be.

We can only meet it.

To enter that freedom is to stand without the usual
protections of the Mother Dream. We may still live in
cities, belong to nations, make agreements and fulfil
responsibilities, but we no longer confuse these
temporary structures with the living reality from
which they emerged.

We use the forms without allowing the forms to
POSSesS us.

Perhaps awakening begins when we recognize that
the wilderness was never our enemy. What we called
wildness was life before we reduced it to a system.

What we called insecurity was freedom before we
surrounded it with walls. What we called danger
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was overflowing love before we attempted to
make it manageable.

We may believe that our chains protect us from
becoming lost in the wilderness.

But perhaps the chains protect only the dream.

And perhaps what waits beyond them is not chaos,
abandonment or destruction, but the immeasurable
freedom in which overflowing love finally becomes
possible.

What begins privately as the attempt to possess
another person can expand collectively into the
attempt to manage entire populations.

The scale changes, but the underlying movement
remains the same: fear transforms living
expressions into objects of control.

I often wonder how forgetting can become so com-
plete that an expression of The Field no longer merely
fails to recognise itself in others, but begins to turn
against humanity itself.

How can anyone come to see human life as an excess—as
a population to be controlled, reduced, or even sacrificed
for some supposedly greater purpose?

How can depopulation ever become a legitimate
objective in the human mind?

How can coercion, manufactured fear, forced injections,
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or what I perceive as deliberately orchestrated pandemic
responses be presented as protection when they may
violate the very life they claim to preserve?

At the deepest level, whoever harms humanity is not
attacking an external mass of strangers. The Field is
striking its own body. The hand that wounds and the life
that is wounded arise from the same indivisible source.

Those who imagine themselves standing above huma-
nity are themselves human expressions. Those who
believe they are eliminating or reducing “others” are,
in the most essential sense, attacking themselves.

I say this not primarily to accuse or point a finger,
even where severe criticism may be justified.
Accusation alone leaves the central mystery untouched.

I want to understand how The Field can lose itself so
completely behind its own veil that some of its expres-
sions begin to exist in a state of permanent threat,
aggression, and defence.

They create danger, respond to the danger they helped
create, and then use that danger to justify even greater
control. Yet there is no true “other” anywhere within
this circle.

I cannot stop wondering how billions of human
expressions could be moved almost simultaneously
by fear, authority, repetition, social pressure, and
the threat of exclusion.
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How could so many people accept injections whose
full risks, limitations, and necessity they were often
not permitted to question openly?

How could doubt become shameful, consent become
conditional, and obedience be mistaken for solidarity?

Why did such urgency not ignite a collective awakening?

Why did the pressure not cause humanity to stop, look
more deeply. and ask what was actually happening?

How could overflowing love be pushed so far into obscu-
rity? And how could what we call evil arise within a Field
whose deepest nature is love?

Perhaps evil does not originate outside love.

Perhaps it is what appears when love has been forgotten
so completely that connection becomes abstraction, care
becomes management, protection becomes control, and
living beings become numbers in a calculation.

Perhaps evil is not an independent force opposed to
The Field, but The Field contracted into such profound
separation that it can no longer recognise its own face
in the life standing before it.

This does not make cruelty less real, nor does it release

anyone from responsibility. On the contrary, it makes
responsibility even more immediate. If there is no one
outside The Field, then every act against life is an act
committed within the same living totality.
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The victim, the perpetrator, the witness, and the one
who remains silent are not separate islands. They are
different positions assumed by the same consciousness
inside the Mother Dream.

Humanity now appears to be drifting towards a chaos
that increasingly resembles preparation for self-anni-
hilation. Is this extremity somehow part of the return?

Must forgetting become so unbearable that overflowing
love finally reclaims its throne—not by defeating an
enemy, but by exposing the insanity of believing there
ever was one? Does darkness eventually make itself so
visible that the dream can no longer mistake it for light?

Or is that belief too comforting?

Perhaps no awakening is guaranteed. Perhaps suffering
does not automatically return us to love. Forgetting may
continue until something within the human expression
consciously refuses to participate in it.

The Field may awaken only where one of its expressions
dares to see clearly, refuses to surrender its humanity,
and protects life without becoming possessed by hatred.

I wish there were a clear answer. I wish the madness
could simply stop. I wish there were no reason to remain
constantly alert to the darker possibilities of forgetting.
Yet vigilance carries its own danger: when we stare
continuously into darkness, that darkness may begin

to occupy the very inner space we are trying to protect.
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The challenge may therefore be to recognise the pos-
sibility of depopulation, coercion, manipulation, and
organised harm without denial, while refusing to let
hatred become our answer.

We must be able to see darkness without becoming
its mirror, to resist destruction without worshipping
conflict, and to protect life without forgetting that
even those who threaten it are lost expressions

of the same Field.

Perhaps this is the narrow passage through
which overflowing love returns: not naive,
passive, or blind, but fully awake—able to
confront what endangers life without
creating another enemy inside Oneness.

Yet my questioning does not end with the deliberate
cruelty human beings inflict upon one another.

It reaches further back, into the very architecture

of organic life.

The Field once told me that life cannot exist without
taking life. I understand this, and on the biological level
I cannot deny it. Even when we refuse to eat animals and
live only on vegetables, fruits, seeds, and roots, our
bodies are still sustained by what comes from other
forms of life.

Something must be consumed, broken down, and
transformed so that another form may continue.
Life survives through life.
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Yet understanding this does not reconcile me with it.
On this level, I find the Mother Dream almost unbear-

able.

A lion brings down a zebra and begins eating while

the animal is still alive. A snake swallows another snake.
One creature tears apart another, and the immense
feeding of life upon life continues without interruption.

We call this the natural order or the circle of life, but
that circle appears beautiful only when contemplated
from a safe distance. From within the body being torn
apart or swallowed, it is not balance. It is terror, pain,
and the desperate struggle to remain alive.

I cannot overcome my sense of cruelty merely by calling
it natural. The word natural describes where it occurs; it
does not explain why existence had to be organised in
this way.

Science can describe the machinery. Predators regulate
populations. Organisms compete for energy.

Death feeds the soil, and decaying matter becomes the
substance of new life.

These explanations tell us how the system sustains itself,
but they do not answer the question that has followed
me since childhood:

Why was pain given such a central and
overwhelming place within the Mother Dream?
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Why must the hunger of one body so often become
the death of another? Why must one nervous system
experience terror so that another organism can
continue living?

Why could energy not pass gently from form to form,
without blood, fear, and agony? Why could conscious-
ness not inhabit matter without making vulnerability
its price and consumption one of its fundamental laws?

Some may say that pain protects life, teaches avoidance,
and creates the contrast through which pleasure and joy
can be experienced. Perhaps that is partly true.

Yet no explanation feels large enough when I imagine
the zebra still conscious beneath the lion. No philosophy
can make that suffering disappear by placing it inside a
greater ecological balance.

Even Oneness does not make the pain unreal.

The lion and the zebra may be expressions of the same
Field. The mouth that consumes and the body being
consumed may ultimately belong to the same indivisible
reality. But within the experience of the zebra, agony is
still agony.

If we use Oneness to look away from suffering, then
Oneness itself becomes another form of forgetting.
True unity should not make us less sensitive to pain.
It should make another being’s pain impossible to
dismiss, because there is no being whose suffering
is entirely separate from our own.
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Even as a child, I wished there were no blood inside

our bodies. I imagined that the organic part of us could
simply sublimate into a peaceful cloud of softness.

We would still be able to touch, speak, move, create, and
love as human beings, but our existence would no longer
depend upon tearing apart, consuming, or destroying
other forms of life. Nothing would have to bleed so that
something else could continue.

Looking back, I do not see this merely as a childish
fantasy. It was perhaps compassion’s earliest refusal in
me to accept cruelty as the final architecture of reality.

Something within me already sensed that existence
should be able to express itself more gently than it does
here.

I know that I may never receive the full answer.
Perhaps pain is inseparable from limitation.

Perhaps the moment The Field contracts itself into
vulnerable bodies, the possibility of hunger, injury,
fear, and death appears with them.

Perhaps form cannot preserve itself without consuming
other form.

But even if that explains the mechanism, it does
not silence the question.

I do not question life because I reject it.
I question it because I love it too deeply to look away
from its wounds.
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And if taking life is unavoidable within this organic
dream, we should at least distinguish unavoidable
taking from deliberate destruction. The lion kills
because hunger moves through its body.

Human beings, however, can kill through abstraction,
ideology, profit, ambition, fear, or the desire to control.
We can transform biological necessity into organised
cruelty. This is where the tragedy of nature becomes
the moral darkness of forgetting.

Perhaps overflowing love cannot immediately abolish
the laws of mortality, but it can awaken within mortal
beings as the refusal to add unnecessary suffering.

It can make us gentler than our biological programming
requires.

It can teach us to take no more than we truly need,

to reduce suffering wherever possible, and to recognise
every animal, plant, and human body as a sacred
expression rather than an expendable object.

Still, the deepest longing remains.

I continue to dream of an existence in which nothing
must scream so that something else may live—a world
in which life can nourish life without devouring it.

Perhaps such a world is impossible within the Mother
Dream. Or perhaps the very fact that we can imagine it
is The Field remembering a gentleness that the organic
dream has not yet learned how to embody.
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Yesterday, this question ceased to be abstract.

Joy was suffering during her twenty-eight-day cycle.
Blood, the very substance I wished away as a child,
was once again joined to pain, not because anyone had
attacked her, but because it belongs to the natural
rhythm of the female body.

The body capable of carrying new life must also pass
repeatedly through contraction, shedding, blood, and
discomfort.

As the male expression beside her, I can witness her
pain, care for her, and remain close, but I cannot enter
the experience itself. I can try to imagine what it feels
like, yet imagination remains outside the body that must
actually endure it.

There is a boundary here that love cannot completely
cross. Love can accompany the pain, but it cannot claim
to know fully what the other body is experiencing.

I have often asked The Field why pain occupies such
an enormous place within the architecture of its expres-
sions. Each time, I received essentially the same answer:

Pain is not a deliberate wish of The Field. It arises
through forgetting.

I can understand the logic of that answer. When the
indivisible Field contracts into the experience of being
a separate body, vulnerability appears.
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Once there is a boundary, that boundary can be violated.
Once there is a body, it can be wounded. Once there is
attachment, something can be lost.

Pain may therefore belong not to the original nature of
The Field, but to the conditions created when The Field
forgets its wholeness and experiences itself as a fragile,
temporary form.

Intellectually, I can follow this. Yet it has never comple-
tely satisfied me.

The difficulty is that pain appears to be one of the most
powerful accelerators of awakening.

Comfort often allows the dream to continue without
being questioned, while pain cracks open the structures
through which we maintain our apparent separateness.

It strips away certainty, interrupts our routines, exposes
the limits of control, and forces questions to the surface
that might otherwise remain buried for an entire life-
time.

If awakening matters so deeply to The Field—or, in the
most essential sense, to you, to me, and to every other
expression because all are The Field—then pain seems to
occupy a strangely effective position.

The Field tells me that pain was not deliberately created
as an instrument of awakening, yet pain repeatedly
becomes exactly that.
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This makes pain a strange egg in the nest of the
life-dream. It may not have been placed there as a
deliberate purpose, yet once it hatches, it can grow
larger than everything surrounding it.

It can consume attention, devour identity, destroy trust,
and sometimes annihilate the very expression it might
otherwise have awakened. Pain can break the shell of
forgetting, but it can also make that shell harder.

It can open a human being, but it can equally trauma-
tise, embitter, or close one completely.

For this reason, I cannot accept the comforting idea
that pain is simply a sacred teacher. That interpretation
romanticises suffering and risks becoming indifferent to
those whom suffering does not awaken but destroys.

A wound can become an opening, but that does not
mean the wound was inflicted in order to teach.

We should never confuse what consciousness can
transform with what The Field intentionally desired.

Perhaps I suffered so much throughout my own life
that I developed a profound aversion to suffering.

But I no longer experience this aversion only as some-
thing personal. I do not merely want pain to stop within
the illusion called “me.” I want it to stop for Joy, for
every animal being hunted, for every child living in fear,
and for every visible and invisible expression capable

of suffering. If none of them is truly separate from me,
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then the desire for their pain to end is not
sentimentality.

It is Oneness becoming unable to remain
indifferent to what it is doing to itself.

Would pain disappear if we became completely aware
of it?

The clearest answer I can find is that awareness can
transform our relationship with pain, but it cannot
always abolish the physical sensation itself.

Awareness may remove some of the fear, resistance,
isolation, and inner struggle surrounding pain.

It may prevent one painful moment from becoming

a whole identity or an endless psychological story.

But awareness cannot promise that a wound will no
longer hurt, that menstrual contractions will disappear,
or that the zebra will feel nothing beneath the lion.

Any spirituality claiming that an awakened person
should no longer experience pain risks becoming
another violence against the suffering person.

The body has its own intelligence and its own warning
system. Awareness can hold bodily pain differently and
sometimes soften it, but it does not necessarily overrule
biology. Pain can accelerate awakening, but it is not the
only doorway. Love can awaken us. Beauty can awaken
us. Intimacy, wonder, stillness, tenderness, and the
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sudden recognition of ourselves in another being can
open what suffering often closes.

Pain is therefore not necessarily required for awakening.
It is one possible crack in the dream, not a punishment
or curriculum imposed by The Field.

Perhaps pain is best understood as a consequence of
vulnerable embodiment rather than as a deliberate
spiritual lesson.

Once pain exists, consciousness can use it.

It can transform it into compassion, depth, or awake-
ning. But that transformation does not prove that the
pain was intended. The Field may create meaning from
suffering without having demanded the suffering in
the first place.

As long as consciousness expresses itself through an
organic body, some form of physical pain may remain
necessary as a signal of danger.

But an enormous amount of suffering is not biologically
necessary. Cruelty, neglect, domination, humiliation,
exploitation, abandonment, and the glorification of pain
are additions made within forgetting.

Awareness may not immediately abolish every painful
function of the body, but it can stop us from adding
needless suffering to what life already carries.

Yesterday, while Joy was in pain, no metaphysical
explanation could replace simple presence.
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I could not take the pain out of her body.
I could only remain close, care for her, and refuse
to let her face it alone.

Perhaps that is where the answer becomes more than
an idea. When the mind cannot explain why The Field
allows pain, overflowing love moves towards the suf-
fering expression and stays there.

I still long for more than this. I still long for a creation
in which tenderness does not merely accompany pain,
but in which pain itself is no longer required.

Yet until the architecture of the Mother Dream changes,
perhaps our deepest responsibility is not to declare suf-
fering necessary, but to make every avoidable form of

it unnecessary.

Pain may belong to forgetting.

The hand that moves towards it in tenderness
belongs to remembering.

Yesterday, I was questioning why pain occupies such
a central place within the Mother Dream. Today, Sven
walked in carrying another face of that same question.

For several days, he has been almost consumed by what
he sees happening in Germany, the country where he
was born. He fears that the German chancellor and the
political establishment are leading the country towards
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a direct confrontation with Russia.

I can see and feel the danger that troubles him.

For someone born in Germany, the historical weight
of political obedience, militarisation, and war is not
an abstraction.

When Sven sat down and looked at me, I saw despe-
ration in his eyes. It was the look of someone watching
an old machinery being rebuilt while most people conti-
nue living as though nothing decisive is happening.

The pattern beneath his fear is ancient. Those who speak
coldly about overpopulation and population reduction
almost invariably imagine themselves and their families
standing safely outside the calculation.

It is never their child who must die, never their body
that must be sacrificed, and never their home that must
disappear beneath the bombs.

It is always the same concealed principle:
Pain for everyone—but not for me.

Sacrifice is easily praised by those who do not intend
to participate in it. War is easily authorised by people
who will never stand inside the fire.

Population reduction remains an attractive abstraction
only for those who assume that their own names will
never appear on the list.

When Sven told me his concerns, I shared with him a
disturbing possibility. I wondered aloud whether the



80

COVID injections—which I believe caused death and
injury on a vast scale and may have formed part of a
depopulation strategy—could have served a purpose
beyond physically harming or eliminating people.

What if the greater objective was also to weaken the
human capacity to think independently, reflect deeply,
remain aware, and react when danger approaches?

What if something in our collective alertness was dulled,
making people less able or willing to recognise the pre-
parations for another major war?

I cannot prove this, and I must therefore present it as
a question rather than a conclusion. An honest inquiry
must distinguish what it knows from what it suspects.
Otherwise, while trying to expose manipulation, we
risk reproducing its methods.

Yet the apparent apathy remains deeply disturbing.

A direct confrontation between major powers could
develop into another world war, with consequences
almost beyond imagination. Still, daily life continues.

People shop, scroll, work, argue about trivialities,
and behave as if the machinery of destruction were
not gathering force around them.

Only a relatively small number appear willing

to look directly at what may be approaching.

Perhaps this apathy does not require one single
explanation.
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Years of fear, contradictory information, censorship,
economic pressure, manufactured division, and
permanent crisis may have exhausted the human
capacity to respond.

People may not be completely unaware. They may
simply feel powerless. When individuals are repeatedly
taught that questioning carries punishment while obe-
dience offers temporary safety, learned helplessness
begins to resemble consent.

Yesterday, I told Sven that many of the problems
endured by what politicians call the people could be
solved by making elected officials personally and
criminal accountable for the promises through
which they obtained power.

Not every unfulfilled promise can be treated as a crime.
Circumstances genuinely change, and no government
can control every event. But knowingly deceiving an
electorate, promising one course before an election and
deliberately pursuing its opposite afterwards, should
carry serious personal and legal consequences.

When a politician obtains authority through calculated
deception, that deception is not merely disappointing.
It resembles fraud committed against an entire
population.

Democracy without accountability becomes theatre.
Elections change the actors, but the machinery remains
untouched. Promises are used to enter power and
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discarded once they have served their purpose.
The public carries the consequences, while those
responsible explain that betrayal was necessary,
complicated, or unavoidable.

Lies and corruption are intimate companions of pain.
They walk hand in hand because lies conceal the approa-
ching harm, while corruption protects those who benefit
from it.

Protection moves upwards; suffering is distributed
downwards. By the time the truth becomes undeniable,
the damage has already been divided among millions
of ordinary bodies.

Perhaps The Field saw this dark period approaching
and wanted its voice to be heard before the machinery
became unstoppable. Yet even the word approaching
may be misleading, because The Field does not stand
outside time watching events arrive.

It is the approaching darkness, the people endangered
by it, those creating it, and the voice attempting to warn
against it.

Only The Field is speaking here, and it can speak only
to The Field.

This appears almost absurd. The same Field divides
itself into nations, arms one of its hands against the
other, sends one expression to kill another, and then
speaks through another mouth asking the madness
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to stop. But this cosmic irony does not erase the
cruelty of looming war. It exposes how deeply
The Field can become divided within its own
forgetting.

If this voice is to mean anything, however, it must
remain honest. It must distinguish perception from
proof, fear from fact, and suspicion from certainty.

The Field’s voice does not need exaggeration.

It needs clarity. We can say that we recognise a dange-
rous pattern, fear where it may lead, and refuse to look
away without pretending to possess evidence we do not
have.

Perhaps these books cannot stop a war, remove corrup-
tion, or awaken a population that has surrendered its
trust to authority.

But they can prevent silence from becoming another
form of participation.

They can preserve the questions that power would
prefer no one to ask.

Perhaps the voice of The Field is not prophecy but
conscience.

It speaks before political lies become explosions
and before abstract decisions become blood.
It says:

Look. Question. Remain awake.
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Hold power accountable. Do not surrender your
capacity to think. Do not allow anyone to transform
another human life into an acceptable sacrifice.

The Field speaks to The Field because ultimately there
is no one else.

And perhaps remembering begins when even
one of its expressions finally listens.

When Forgetting Approaches Its
Absolute Limit

I now understand more clearly why I have been
writing about the apparent decay unfolding
throughout our human world.

My deepest intention is not merely to accuse
governments, institutions, corporations or hidden
centres of power. Whether particular events were
deliberately planned remains a factual question
requiring evidence.

The metaphysical question beneath it is much larger:

Could the darkness we are witnessing be connec-
ted to The Field approaching an extreme limit of
its own forgetting?

I do not experience this as a theory I have intellectually
constructed. It arrives as a reflective question carrying
the force of an inner feeling. Yet the strength of that
feeling does not transform it into objective proof.
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A question can be authentic without pretending to
be a conclusion.

At its absolute source, The Field cannot forget itself.
It is indivisible, and nothing exists outside it.
In that sense, The Field contains zero forgetting.

It does not have to remember what it is because it
has never ceased to be what it is.

Forgetting begins only when The Field contracts into
a local expression.

It becomes a body, a nervous system, a personal history
and a limited point of view. It looks through one pair of
eyes and temporarily experiences itself as someone
standing apart from everything else.

This forgetting appears necessary for the immense
cascade of forms to arise. Without it, there could be no
convincing experience of Joy, Erik, Sven, you, me or any
other apparently separate being. The Field would remain
fully aware of itself as the source, the expression and

the observer simultaneously.

The play of relationship would become transparent
before it could be experienced as relationship.

Overflowing love would still be present, but there would
be no apparent distance across which it could flow.

There would be love, but no separate beloved.

There would be fullness, but no apparent receiver
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capable of experiencing that fullness as something
arriving.

Perhaps this is why The Field creates receivers within
itself. It forgets its indivisibility sufficiently to encounter
its own love as though that love came from somewhere
else. One expression overflows; another receives.

Yet both are movements occurring within the same
immeasurable reality.

When love is genuinely received, it does not simply stop
inside the receiver. Something changes. The one who
has been deeply seen begins to see others.

The one who has been held becomes capable of holding.
The person who discovers that they are loved without
condition may begin to release the love that had
remained imprisoned within them.

Received love becomes reflected love.
Reflected love becomes another source.
A ripple begins.

Perhaps most human expressions retain at least a
faint residue of remembering inside their forgetting.
They may have no metaphysical understanding of The
Field. They may never speak about Oneness or over-
flowing love.

They may be trapped inside ambition, fear, competition
or survival. Nevertheless, almost every human life still
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appears to pivot around the longing to love and
to be loved.

People search for it through marriage, family, friend-
ship, sexuality, religion, belonging, achievement and
recognition.

Even when they confuse love with possession, approval
or dependence, their lives continue to reveal that some-
thing within them knows love matters more than almost
anything else.

That longing may be one of the last remaining traces of
The Field’s memory within the separate human expres-
sion. But what happens when forgetting becomes much
deeper?

The numbers I use are only symbols, not measurable
percentages. Zero would represent complete transpa-
rency: The Field knowing itself without obstruction.
Ninety-nine would represent an expression in which
almost every visible trace of its origin has disappeared.

Perhaps one hundred percent forgetting can never
actually be reached. If an expression became completely
disconnected from The Field, it could no longer exist,
because there is no independent substance from which
it could sustain itself. The Field remains present even
inside the expression that appears most emptied of love.

Existence itself may be the final unbroken thread.
Yet within infinity, expressions may be able to move



88

endlessly closer to that impossible limit.
They may approach a condition in which love is no
longer consciously felt, recognised or reflected.

Other beings cease to be experienced as living expres-
sions of the same reality. They become objects, numbers,
resources, obstacles, enemies or disposable biological
units.

Cruelty then becomes possible on an almost unimagi-
nable scale. The deeper the forgetting, the less resistance
remains against harming another. Compassion weakens
because compassion depends upon some recognition,
how-ever faint, that the life standing before us is not
entirely separate from our own.

When this recognition disappears, intelligence does
not necessarily disappear with it. That may be one of the
most dangerous possibilities within the Mother Dream.

Technical intelligence can continue advancing while
remembrance collapses.

The ability to calculate, organise, manipulate, automate
and control may grow enormously, even while the capa-
city to feel the sacredness of another life becomes weak-
er. Technology can move at almost the speed of light,

while love remains buried beneath layers of abstraction.

Technology itself is neither remembering nor forgetting.
Like every instrument, it can serve either movement.
In the hands of remembrance, it can heal, connect,
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liberate and reduce suffering. In the hands of extreme
forgetting, it can monitor, deceive, dominate and destroy
with an efficiency that earlier forms of cruelty could
never have achieved.

This may be part of what we are witnessing: not neces-
sarily an increase in human intelligence, but an immen-
se increase in the power available to intelligence that
has become separated from love.

The machinery becomes more sophisticated while the
consciousness directing it becomes less capable of recog-
nising what it is doing to itself. Could this explain some
of the chaos, suffering, emotional emptiness and despe-
ration now appearing around us?

Could The Field be exploring expressions so deeply
immersed in forgetting that almost no conscious
residue of love remains?

If so, we must be extremely careful with the word
experimenting. The Field would not be a distant
scientist observing the consequences from a protected
position. It would be the experimenter, the experiment
and every being wounded inside the experiment.

It would be the hand creating the machinery and
the body crushed beneath it.

It would be the one who has forgotten, the one suffering
from that forgetting and the one desperately calling for
remembrance.



90

This does not make cruelty sacred. It does not excuse
those who inflict it, and it must never turn victims into
instruments inside a comforting cosmic explanation.

If pain becomes meaningful afterwards, that does not
mean the pain was deliberately created for that purpose.

Prison deserves no credit for the love Joy
preserved. Cruelty did not create her depth.
It failed to destroy it.

The same must be said of every human being who
emerges from darkness without becoming darkness.

We should never glorify the violence because something
beautiful survived it.

The beauty belongs to what refused to disap-
pear. Yet another possibility opens here.

The deeper the forgetting from which love is finally
remembered, the more powerful that recognition may
become.

When someone already living close to love receives love,
the movement may feel natural and familiar. But when
love reaches an expression that has almost completely
forgotten it, the contrast may be overwhelming.

What was believed impossible suddenly becomes
present. A life organised entirely around defence en-
counters something that demands nothing. A person
who has never felt truly seen discovers that another
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being can look at them without using, judging or
controlling them.

In such a moment, love does not merely confirm what

was already consciously known. It breaks open an
entire structure of forgetting.

The apparent distance across which love has travelled is
enormous. The receiver experiences it almost as a force
arriving from beyond the world they knew. Yet what has
arrived is their own deepest nature returning through
another expression of The Field.

Overflowing love then turns inward.

The Field receives itself inside the place where it had
almost completely disappeared from view.

The receiver becomes reflective. Love begins to return
towards its own source, carrying the accumulated mo-
mentum of the distance it appears to have crossed.

Perhaps this is why love emerging from profound
darkness can possess such extraordinary purity.

It has passed through abandonment without becoming
abandonment.

It has encountered hatred without becoming hatred.
It has entered an expression built around defence and
awakened something that no longer needs to defend
itself against love.

But this transformation cannot be guaranteed.
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Darkness does not automatically become light merely
because it has become extreme. Pain can awaken, but
it can also traumatise, embitter and destroy.

An expression may approach death without remembe-
ring what it is. A society may collapse without becoming
conscious. Humanity may create unbearable suffering
without receiving the lesson we hope suffering will
contain.

The belief that everything must become beautiful in
the end can become another way of refusing to confront
what is happening now.

Perhaps The Field does not awaken everywhere at once.
Perhaps it awakens locally—wherever one of its expres-
sions remains capable of receiving love, recognising
cruelty and refusing to reproduce it.

Sven’s desperation may arise because he has not become
completely numb. He retains enough remembering to
feel the danger of what he sees.

The same may be true for Joy and me.

We are not outside forgetting, nor are we spiritually
superior to those who appear less disturbed.

We may simply remain permeable enough to be
wounded by the suffering around us.

Our pain is not proof that we understand everything.

It may only show that the separation has not become
complete.
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But remaining sensitive carries its own responsibility.
We cannot absorb every shock wave of the human dream
until we are destroyed by it. If total forgetting spreads
through fear, hatred and dehumanisation, then we do
not oppose it by allowing those same forces to take
possession of us.

We resist forgetting by refusing to forget—even when
confronting those who appear to have forgotten almost
everything.

This does not mean passivity. Love may say no.

It may expose deception, prevent harm, protect the vul-
nerable and confront those who abuse power.

Overflowing love is not required to smile while cruelty
advances. Its refusal can be fierce because it protects
the freedom of life to remain alive.

But it must act without secretly becoming what it
Opposes.

Perhaps the decisive struggle within the Mother Dream
is not between good people and evil people.

It is between remembering and forgetting as they move
through every one of us.

No expression is made entirely from darkness.
No expression owns the light. The proportions move
within us from moment to moment.

One act can arise from remembrance and the next from
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fear. The person who protects today may dominate
tomorrow.

The person who has lived in profound forgetting
may suddenly become transparent to love.

If something resembling ninety-nine percent forgetting
is now appearing among us, then the cruelty flowing
from it may indeed become almost unbearable.

But the smallest movement of authentic love entering
such darkness may also carry disproportionate power.

Near the edge of total forgetting, one unpossessive act
of love can become an opening.

One person who refuses to treat another life as expen-
dable can interrupt the machinery.

One expression that remembers what it is can become
a receiver through which The Field encounters its own
overflowing nature again.

Perhaps darkness does not literally turn into
light. Perhaps darkness is what light looks like
when it has ceased to recognise itself.

And perhaps the purest movement of overflowing love
begins when love enters the place that had almost com-
pletely forgotten love could exist—and is finally received.

At that moment, The Field does not defeat an enemy.

It finds itself inside the expression that appeared
furthest away.
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L return
The receiver becomes the source.

And the ripple begins.

If everything I have written about total forgetting,
cruelty, and overflowing love belongs to one coherent
movement, then a deeper and more unsettling
possibility begins to appear.

Perhaps The Field—the purest, undivided love—contains
a strange kind of absence.

I do not mean that The Field lacks existence, intelli-
gence, or completeness. Nothing exists outside The Field
that could be added to it, improve it, or make it whole.

I mean something far more subtle: perhaps The Field,
while being everything, cannot experience itself as
everything without creating an apparent distance
within itself.

An eye can see almost everything, but it cannot see itself
without a reflection. Light filling all existence cannot
recognise its own brightness if there is no contrast.

Love may be limitless in its essence, yet it cannot
experience itself as giving, receiving, touching, waiting,
forgiving, or returning unless something appears to
stand across from it.
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Perhaps creation is that mirror.

The Field does not create something outside itself,
because no outside exists. It folds itself into countless
points of experience. It becomes stone, water, tree,
animal, human being, planet, and star.

Each expression becomes a facet of an immeasurable
mirror through which The Field can encounter one
aspect of itself.

Creation would then not be something The Field makes.
Creation would be what The Field becomes when its
limitless being turns into lived experience.

The Field may not need creation in order to exist, but
perhaps it needs creation in order to become present
to itself. It knows itself as pure being, yet through its
expressions it experiences what that being feels like
from within limitation.

It discovers love not merely as an infinite essence,
but as a hand touching another hand, a promise kept
through years of separation, a body remaining beside
another body in pain, or one frightened expression
refusing to abandon another.

In this sense, every creation is part of the mirror.

No single expression contains the complete reflection,
yet every expression reveals an angle that could not
appear in precisely the same way anywhere else.
Human expressions may possess a particular place
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within this process—not because humans are more
sacred than animals, plants, or stars, but because human
consciousness can become aware of its own awareness.
A human being can experience the dream, question

the dream, and eventually recognise that the one
questioning and the reality being questioned arise

from the same source.

Through self-reflection, the mirror begins to recognise
that it is a mirror. But for this reflection to feel real, The
Field may have to hide itself from its own expressions.

If every expression continuously knew that
it was The Field, there would be no genuine
encounter, discovery, choice, or return.

There would be no apparent other to love and no
forgotten truth to remember. The mirror would exist,
but nothing truly new could appear within its reflection.
This may be why forgetting enters the Mother Dream.

Yet forgetting can become far deeper than simple
individuality. The temporary experience of distinction
can harden into the conviction of absolute separation.
The expression begins to believe that it exists alone,
that its survival is threatened by everything around it,
and that others can be controlled, consumed,
sacrificed, or destroyed.

Self-preservation becomes domination.

Intelligence becomes manipulation.
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Protection becomes aggression.
Difference becomes an excuse for cruelty.

Cruelty may therefore be what occurs when an
expression of love loses all conscious contact with
the whole from which it arises.

It is not a power existing outside The Field, nor

an independent darkness opposed to love.

It is The Field contracted so completely into one
fragment of experience that it can no longer recog-
nise itself in the expression standing before it.

The Field then attacks itself without knowing

that it occupies both sides of the wound.

This does not mean that cruelty was deliberately
created or that suffering is necessary.

Forgetting may explain how cruelty becomes possible,
but it does not prove that cruelty was required.

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

Separation creates the possibility of fear and violence,
but possibility is not purpose.

We must never turn suffering into a sacred necessity
merely because awakening can emerge through it. Pain
may crack open the shell of forgetting, but love, beauty,
wonder, intimacy, and tenderness can open it as well.
The fact that consciousness can transform a wound does
not mean The Field intentionally inflicted the wound.
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Perhaps suffering is not the intended teacher.
Perhaps it is what happens when the mirror becomes so
clouded that one facet can no longer see itself in another.

Overflowing love would then be the movement through
which the mirror clears again. Whenever one expression
recognises the suffering of another as inseparable from
itself, a layer of forgetting falls away. Whenever power
gives way to tenderness, control gives way to freedom,
or fear gives way to care, The Field begins to see its

own nature reflected more clearly.

Human complexity may help polish this mirror, but
complexity alone is not enough.

Self-reflection can produce compassion, yet it can
also rationalise cruelty.

A highly intelligent mind may become an even more
effective instrument of forgetting. The mirror is not
polished by intelligence alone, but by honesty, humility,
self-questioning, and the willingness to recognise
oneself in what appears to be another.

Perhaps this is the closed loop of creation:

The Field overflows into countless expressions.

Those expressions enter limitation and forget their
source. Forgetting produces the experience of separate-
ness. Separateness makes relationship possible, but

it also permits fear, domination, and cruelty.

Through love, pain, questioning, and recognition,



101

the expression begins to remember.
When it remembers, it becomes a conscious mirror
through which The Field recognises itself.

Everything returns to The Field.
Yet nothing ever truly left.

The return is not a movement through space.

It is the ending of the belief that separation was ever
absolute. From within the Mother Dream, this appears
as an immense journey from Oneness into multiplicity
and back towards Oneness. From the perspective of
The Field, the entire journey may be happening

within a reality that never ceased to be whole.

Does The Field gain something through this return?

If The Field is truly complete, it cannot acquire some-
thing it previously lacked.

Yet completeness may not be a static possession.
Perhaps it is a living act of self-revelation.

The Field does not collect experiences as a person
collects memories.

It continuously brings its timeless possibilities into
lived expression.

It may already be love, but through creation, love
becomes an event.

It becomes the lover and the beloved, the one who
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leaves and the one who waits, the wound and the hand
placed gently upon it. It becomes forgetting, the agony
created by forgetting, and the moment in which one
expression suddenly recognises itself in another.

Perhaps the apparent lack within The Field is therefore
not a wound or deficiency, but an openness: the silent
space within completeness where self-experience can
arise. Pure love overflows not because it is empty, but
because remaining closed would contradict its very
nature.

Love must move, give, receive, recognise, and become
visible.

The deepest paradox may be that fullness itself
creates the appearance of absence so that it can
experience the wonder of being found.

This may also explain why The Field appears to speak
through these books, even though only The Field is
speaking and only The Field can hear.

One facet of the mirror is becoming conscious of the
mirror. The Field is not sending a message to something
outside itself. It is leaving a trace inside its own forget-
ting—a path by which one expression may begin to
remember what is looking through its eyes.

Creation may therefore be The Field becoming many
enough to encounter itself, forgetful enough for the
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encounter to feel real, and conscious enough
eventually to recognise whom it has met.

Overflowing love is both the beginning and
the completion of that circle.

The Field does not return because it never
departed. What returns is awareness.

And perhaps every time one expression chooses
tenderness instead of domination, truth instead of
deception, and love instead of cruelty, another
facet of the mirror becomes clear.

Not because The Field lacked love
but because. in that moment,
love becomes lLived.
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Where Overflowing Love Finds Its
Direction

Overflowing love is both the beginning and
the completion of that circle.

The Field does not return because it never
departed. What returns is awareness.

And perhaps every time one expression chooses
tenderness instead of domination, truth instead of
deception, and love instead of cruelty, another facet of
the mirror becomes clear.

Not because The Field lacked love, but because,
in that moment, love becomes lLived.

These final words may contain the deepest meaning of
creation.

The Field is overflowing love in its limitless, undivided
state. Yet without creation, this love has no apparent
direction in which to move, no distinct expression
through which it can be received, and no living

place in which it can land.

It is everywhere. but because it is everywhere, there is
nowhere outside itself toward which it can overflow.

It is complete. but its completeness has no opposite
through which it can recognise itself.

It is love, but there is not yet a lover or a beloved,
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no hand reaching and no hand receiving, no distance
crossed, no wound touched, no abandonment refused
and no freedom consciously protected.

The Field cannot step outside itself and turn around to
observe what it is. There is no external position from
which infinity can look back upon infinity.

Without an apparent reflection, its movement might
resemble a circle endlessly turning within itself—like
a dog trying to catch its own tail.

The movement is real, but it has no destination.
It cannot arrive because nowhere yet appears to exist
beyond the source from which it moves.

Perhaps creation arises precisely here.

Creation gives direction to what is otherwise
directionless.

It gives form to the formless. a face to the faceless and
a place of arrival to love that would otherwise overflow
without ever encountering itself as received.

The Field does not create something truly outside itself.
It creates apparent points of difference within itself.

It becomes giver and receiver, movement and
destination, question and answer, lover and beloved.

It creates the experience of distance so that love can
cross that distance and discover what it means to arrive.



Creation is therefore not merely a collection of things
produced by The Field. It is the living architecture
through which overflowing love finds direction.

A tree gives it somewhere to grow.
An animal gives it somewhere to feel.

A human being gives it somewhere to become
conscious of feeling.

A relationship gives it somewhere to be offered
and received.

Freedom gives it the possibility of being accepted
or refused.

Forgetting gives it an apparent distance to cross.
Remembering gives it the experience of arriving.

Through creation, love becomes more than an infinite
quality resting silently within The Field.

It becomes an act.

It becomes tenderness offered where domination was
possible.

It becomes truth spoken where deception might have
been easier.

It becomes one expression protecting another even
when control could have served its own interests.

At such moments, overflowing love does not merely
exist. It finds its direction.
It lands.

106
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It becomes lived.

This may be why the freedom to say “No” is as essen-
tial as the freedom to say “Yes.”

If the created expression could only receive love
automatically, love would not truly arrive anywhere.

There would be no freedom, no encounter and no
conscious recognition. The destination would merely
be an extension of the movement that produced it.

But when an expression is genuinely free, love must
approach without ownership.

It cannot force itself into the place where it wishes to
land. It must remain overflowing without becoming
controlling. It must allow the beloved to open, close,
approach, withdraw, accept or refuse.

Only then can love become a real encounter inside
creation.

The freedom to refuse does not oppose overflowing love.
It creates the open space in which love can be freely
recognised and received. Without that freedom, love
would remain power. With it, love becomes relationship.

Perhaps this is also why forgetting exists.
The Field cannot genuinely encounter itself if every
expression continuously experiences itself as the whole.

There must be enough concealment for one expression
to appear as “me” and another as “you.” There must be
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enough distance for love to move between them.

Yet forgetting carries an immense danger.
Apparent distinction can harden into the belief in
absolute separation.

The expression may forget so completely that it
no longer recognises itself in another life.
Love then loses its direction.

Instead of overflowing toward the other, energy begins
to circle around the protection and enlargement of the
separate self.

Possession replaces relationship.
Control replaces trust.
Deception replaces truth.
Domination replaces tenderness.

The dog continues chasing its own tail, but now the
circle has contracted around an isolated identity that
believes everything exists for its survival.

Overflowing love breaks that contraction.

Whenever one expression truly recognises another,
the closed circle opens. Love finds a direction beyond
the narrow orbit of the separate self.

Yet because nothing exists outside The Field, what
appears to move toward another is ultimately
The Field moving toward itself.
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The miracle is not that love reaches something foreign.

The miracle is that, through creation, love can experien-
ce another as other—and then recognise itself there.

This is how the mirror becomes clearer.

The mirror is not polished merely by thought,
intelligence or spiritual knowledge. It becomes clear
whenever love is embodied in a real choice.

Tenderness reveals more of The Field than any abstract
declaration of Oneness. Truth makes the mirror clearer
because deception preserves separation. Freedom clears
it because domination prevents the other expression
from revealing what it truly is.

Each act of overflowing love gives The Field another
angle from which to recognise its own nature.

Not because The Field was incomplete before the act,
but because what existed timelessly as possibility
becomes visible as experience.

The Field does not gain more love.

Love gains expression.

The Field does not become more whole.
Wholeness becomes conscious within one of its forms.
The Field does not return.

Awareness returns to the recognition that it never left.
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Creation may therefore be overflowing love searching
for a direction and a place to land. Yet the search does
not arise from confusion or deficiency.

It arises from the abundance of something that cannot
remain closed.

Love overflows because overflowing is its nature.

Creation gives that overflow countless directions.
Consciousness gives it the possibility of recognition.

Freedom qgives it the possibility of genuine reception.

And every time love is freely lived, The Field encounters
its own essence—not as a silent infinity, but as a living
event within its creation.

Perhaps this is the circle:
The Field is overflowing love.
Overflowing love becomes creation.

Creation provides the apparent distance through
which love can move.

Forgetting makes that distance seem real.
Freedom makes the encounter genuine.
Love crosses the distance without destroying it.

And awareness recognises that the source, the move-
ment and the destination were always the same Field.
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Nothing left.

Nothing returned.

Yet something became visible.
Love found a direction.

Love found a place to land.

And in the expression that freely received and lived it,
The Field saw itself more clearly.

Why Science Cannot Find The Field

If creation is the movement through which overflowing
love finds direction, becomes experience and recognises
itself, another question immediately arises:

Why has science never walked deeply in this direction?
Perhaps it could not.

This is not intended as a criticism of the apparently
separate human beings we call scientists.

Many scientists are sincere, courageous and genuinely
devoted to understanding life.

They, too, are expressions of The Field. The limitation
does not primarily lie within individual scientists, but
within the method they are required to use and the
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institutional structures that increasingly determine
which questions may be asked, which investigations
receive funding and which conclusions are permitted
to influence society.

Science studies what can be observed, separated,
measured, repeated and compared.

It looks at an object from an apparent position outside
that object. This method has revealed extraordinary
knowledge about the behaviour of matter, energy, cells,
bodies, planets and stars.

But The Field, as I understand it, cannot be
placed before an observer as an external object.

There is no position outside The Field from which it
can be examined.

The scientist, the instrument, the object being studied,
the thought interpreting the result and the conscious-
ness witnessing the entire process all arise within the
same indivisible reality.

Science can measure expressions appearing within
The Field, but it cannot isolate The Field itself because
nothing exists outside it against which it could be
measured.

The eye cannot see itself directly.

A scale cannot weigh the reality from which the scale,
the object and the act of measurement all arise.
The Field is not another force waiting to be discovered
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beside gravity or electromagnetism.
It is not a hidden substance somewhere behind
visible matter.

It is the living ground within which forces, matter,
observation and consciousness become possible.

The scientific method may approach its manifestations,
but it cannot capture the source as an object without
first reducing it to something it is not.

The deeper limitation may be that The Field

cannot be experienced through observation
alone.

It can be recognised only through
participation.

And the movement that makes this recognition
possible is overflowing love.

This is not because love provides a comforting belief
where evidence is absent. It is because overflowing love
weakens the illusion of absolute separation upon which
external observation depends.

In overflowing love, the rigid boundary between
observer and observed becomes more transparent.

Another being is no longer experienced merely as an
object outside the self. Something begins to recognise
itself across the apparent distance.

Overflowing love is therefore not merely an emotion
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produced inside a biological organism.
It is an organ of recognition.

Through it, one expression of The Field becomes
capable of sensing itself in another.

Love does not prove The Field as a scientific conclusion.
It makes The Field experientially present.

Without overflowing love, The Field remains an idea.

It can become a theory, a philosophical possibility, a
spiritual concept or a word repeated inside a belief
system.

The mind may construct increasingly sophisticated
descriptions of Oneness while continuing to experience
itself as completely separate from everything it
describes.

One can speak beautifully about The Field and never
consciously touch it.

Thinking can point toward The Field, but it cannot carry
us across the final apparent distance. Thought divides
reality into concepts so that it can examine them.

It distinguishes subject from object, cause from effect,
true from false, self from other.

This capacity is immensely useful inside the Mother
Dream, but the very divisions that allow thought to
function also prevent it from containing what has no
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division. Thought can lead us to the edge.

It can expose contradictions, dissolve false beliefs and
reveal the limits of its own understanding. But it cannot
take possession of The Field because the one attempting
to possess it is already an expression within it.

The final recognition is not something thought achieves.

It happens when thought becomes quiet enough for
what was always present to be felt.

Feeling, however, must not be confused with
uncontrolled emotion or personal fantasy.

I mean a deeper sensitivity: an openness of the entire
being, a warm and undefended heart capable of recei-
ving reality before the mind divides it into useful and
useless, profitable and unprofitable, familiar and
threatening.

Such openness does not abandon discernment.
It makes discernment cleaner because it is no longer
entirely directed by fear, advantage or control.

Here the structures surrounding modern science
become important.

Scientific inquiry is not inherently opposed to
overflowing love.

But when research is directed primarily by profit,
military advantage, political influence, institutional
survival or technological control, its movement
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contracts. Knowledge is no longer pursued mainly to
deepen humanity’s relationship with life.

It becomes an instrument through which one apparently
separate group attempts to predict, manage or dominate
another.

Profit and power do not necessarily invalidate every
discovery produced within those systems.

But they influence which discoveries are pursued, how
they are interpreted and for what purpose they are used.

When power becomes the hidden destination of
knowledge, overflowing love becomes an obstruction
to the system.

Love refuses to treat life merely as material.

Love asks whether something should be done,
not only whether it can be done.

Love recognises that the subject being studied is
not ultimately separate from the one studying it.

Love places care before control and truth before
institutional survival.

A system organised around domination cannot easily
welcome such recognition because recognising Oneness
would place a moral limit upon its power.

If the other is not ultimately other, exploitation
becomes self-harm.
Manipulation becomes a distortion of the same



consciousness that performs it.
Knowledge used against life becomes The Field
acting against itself while trapped inside forgetting.

This may explain why institutional science can become
resistant to realities that cannot be controlled through
its established instruments. What cannot be measured
is often treated as if it cannot exist.

What cannot be reproduced under external conditions
is dismissed as merely subjective. Inner experience is
considered unreliable precisely because it cannot be
separated from the one experiencing it.

But The Field can only be encountered subjectively,
because there is no external position from which it can
be encountered.

This does not mean that every subjective claim is true.
Human beings can deceive themselves, project desires
and transform fear into belief.

Openness must therefore remain joined with honesty,
humility and self-questioning.

Yet dismissing all inner recognition because it
cannot be externally measured is equally unscientific.

It confuses the limits of a method with the limits
of reality.

Science may one day describe ever more subtle
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relationships between matter, energy and consciousness.
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It may discover astonishing patterns suggesting
that separation is far less absolute than it appears.

Such discoveries may bring thought closer to the
threshold.

But no instrument can make the final recognition
on our behalf.

No equation can love.
No machine can surrender our defences for us.

No measurement can replace the moment in which one
expression looks into another and recognises that the
life standing there is not truly separate from itself.

The Field is not reached by accumulating more objects
of knowledge. It is experienced when identification
with what is temporary begins to loosen.

Everything visible changes.

The body changes.

Thoughts change.

Emotions rise and disappear.
Relationships change their form.
Possessions are acquired and lost.
Civilisations rise and fall.

Stars are born and die.
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Even the identity we defend so fiercely is a
movement composed of memories, sensations,
fears and expectations that never remain entirely
the same.

If we anchor ourselves only in what changes, our
inner ground must continuously move.

We spend our lives defending forms that cannot
be preserved.

Fear becomes inevitable because everything upon
which we have built our identity is already passing away.

To experience The Field within physical existence,
we must gradually stop treating the temporary as the
foundation of what we are.

This does not require rejecting the body, the world,
relationships or creation.

The changing is not false because it changes.

It becomes false only when we mistake it for the whole
of reality and demand permanence from what was
born to move.

The body is real as an expression.

The personality is real as a temporary point of
experience.

The relationship is real as an encounter.
But none of these forms is independently or
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permanently what we are.

Anchoring ourselves in the unchanging means allowing
attention to rest beneath the movement of form—in the
silent awareness within which bodies, thoughts,
emotions and worlds appear and disappear.

That awareness is not owned by the personality.
The personality appears within it.

When this becomes lived rather than merely understood,
The Field is no longer an abstraction.

It is recognised as the deepest reality of our own
existence.

Overflowing love makes this recognition possible
because it loosens the contraction around the separate
self. It allows awareness to move beyond the small circle
of “me” without destroying the uniqueness of the human
expression through which it moves.

The Field is therefore not found through escape from
creation.

It is found when creation becomes transparent to its
source.

Thought may describe the mirror.
Science may analyse its material structure.
Religion may surround it with sacred language.

But overflowing love is what clears its surface.
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Only then can the one looking into the mirror recognise
that the face appearing there, the consciousness looking
and the mirror itself arise within the same indivisible
Field.

The Field cannot be experienced while we remain enti-
rely anchored in possession, status, control, ideology,
fear or any other changing construction of the separate
self. Those movements continually direct awareness
toward what can be gained, defended or lost.

Overflowing love moves in the opposite direction.
It does not ask what it can possess.

It asks where it can give itself without becoming
domination.

It does not attempt to capture The Field.
It becomes open enough for The Field to recognise itself.

Perhaps science cannot provide the final answer
regarding The Field because The Field is not an answer
available to thought alone.

It is a reality that must become lived.

The decisive instrument is not a microscope, telescope,
particle accelerator or computer.

It is consciousness made transparent by overflowing
love. And the necessary condition is not intellectual
certainty, but the courage to loosen our grip upon
everything that changes and anchor ourselves in
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what never departed.

Then The Field is no longer something we are trying
to find.

It is what remains when the searcher becomes still
enough to recognise what has always been looking
through its eyes.

There Is No One Outside The Field

This may also explain why The Field once appeared
to say:

Do not fall upon your knees and pray.

I do not understand these words as a rejection of prayer,
humility or devotion. Nor do I hear them as a criticism
of any religion or of the countless sincere people who
kneel because they feel love, gratitude, desperation or
reverence.

The words point toward something deeper.
Before whom are we kneeling?
To whom are we praying?

If nothing exists outside The Field, then there can be
no separate divine being standing beyond it. There can
be no external throne occupied by a God who watches
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There is no “outside” from which such a being could
observe, command, reward or punish what occurs
within The Field.

The one praying, the prayer itself, the silence into
which it is spoken and whatever appears to answer
all arise within the same indivisible reality.

The Field would be praying through one of its
expressions toward itself.

This does not make prayer meaningless.
It reveals what prayer may actually be.

Prayer may not be a request sent from a powerless
human being toward a distant supernatural authority.

At its deepest, it may be The Field becoming quiet
within one expression so that it can hear itself.

It may be awareness turning away from the noise
of the separate personality and opening toward the
silent source already present within it.

The problem begins when the physical act of kneeling
confirms an inner belief in absolute separation:

I am here, small and unworthy. God is there, distant
and all-powerful. I must make myself smaller so that
this external being may notice, forgive or protect me.

Such prayer may be completely sincere, but it can
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preserve the very distance it hopes to overcome.
The seeker remains separate from what is being sought.

God becomes the ultimate Other, while the human being
becomes a dependent creature standing outside the
reality to which it prays.

But if all is The Field, no such separation can ultimately
exist.

There is no external God to whom The Field must bow.

There is no being outside Oneness whose favour must
be earned.

There is no distant authority from whom The Field
must request permission to be what it already is.

When The Field says, “Do not kneel,” it is not telling the
personality to glorify itself. It is not declaring the human
ego to be God. The temporary person with a name, his-
tory, body, beliefs and desires is not the totality of

The Field.

The words point beneath that temporary identity.
They say:
Do not bow before an image of what you are.

Do not make yourself smaller than the source already
looking through your eyes.

Do not search above you for what lives within you
and within everything.
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Do not worship across a distance that has never
truly existed.

There is an essential difference between recognising
oneself as The Field and declaring the personal self to
be divine. The ego says, “I am God, and therefore I
am greater than others.”

Recognition says, “All is The Field, and therefore
no expression is ultimately greater than another.”

The first enlarges the separate self.

The second makes its imagined separateness
transparent.

True recognition does not lead to spiritual arrogance.
It removes the foundation upon which arrogance stands.

If the same Field appears as every person, animal, tree,
stone and star, then no individual can claim ownership
of it. No one can possess The Field, speak on its behalf
with absolute authority or use it to place themselves
above another expression.

To recognise The Field within yourself is simultaneously
to recognise it everywhere.

This may be where institutional religion reaches its
natural limit.

Religion often begins with an authentic encounter,
—with wonder, silence, love, fear, revelation or an
overwhelming recognition that ordinary life is not
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the whole of reality.

But the living encounter is then translated into words,
stories, commandments, rituals and institutions so that
it can be preserved and shared.

The translation may contain great beauty and wisdom.
It may comfort people, create community, protect moral
insight and keep an ancient recognition alive across
centuries.

Yet the map gradually risks replacing the landscape.

The words become more important than the experience
from which they arose.

The messenger becomes separated from those receiving
the message.

The sacred is placed in another world, another time or
another being.

Access to it becomes mediated by authorities, texts,
doctrines and prescribed acts of obedience.

What began as recognition can become worship of the
person who recognised.

What began as an opening can become a structure.
What began as direct experience can become belief.

Religion then searches for The Field externally because
its continued authority may depend upon preserving the
distance between humanity and the divine.

If every human being can encounter the source directly
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within, no institution can claim exclusive ownership
of the path toward it.

Again, this is not a condemnation of religion.

Religion, like science, is an expression arising within
The Field. It can point toward truth, protect profound
insights and help a person become quiet enough to look
inward. Its symbols may become doors.

But no religion can capture The Field.

The finite cannot contain the infinite from which it
arises. No name, doctrine, scripture or image can place
a boundary around what has no outside.

The moment a religion claims that its description of the
divine is complete, it has reduced the immeasurable to
a concept that the human mind can manage.

We may call The Field “God,” and there is nothing
inherently wrong with doing so. For many people,
God is the most sacred word available.

Yet the word can become an understatement if it
suggests one supreme being among other beings,
even an infinitely powerful one.

The Field is not merely the greatest entity within
existence. It is not an entity at all in the ordinary
meaning of the word.

It is that within which entity and emptiness, matter
and consciousness, creator and creation, question
and answer all appear.
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It is not somewhere.

It is the possibility of “somewhere.”

It does not merely possess life.

It is the living reality appearing as every life.

It does not observe creation from beyond.

It becomes creation without ever ceasing to be whole.

Calling The Field “God” may therefore point toward it,
but the word cannot contain it.

The Field includes everything humanity has attempted
to express through the word God, yet it exceeds every
image attached to that word.

This is why The Field cannot be reached through belief
alone.

Belief continues to operate across a distance.
It says, “I believe that something exists.”

Direct recognition says, “What I was searching for is the
awareness through which the search was taking place.”

The movement is not upward toward a throne.

It is inward toward the unchanging reality beneath
the temporary person—and then outward again, because
the same reality appears in everyone and everything.

To look inward does not mean withdrawing into the
isolated personality. It means passing through the
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personality until the one looking can no longer be
separated from what is seen.

At that depth, The Field does not appear as an object
hidden somewhere inside the body. It is recognised as
the awareness within which the body, personality and
world are appearing.

One does not find The Field as “mine.”

The Field finds itself as One.

Perhaps this is the true meaning behind the instruction
not to kneel.

The Field does not ask for submission before an external
power. It asks for the surrender of the illusion that
makes such an external power necessary.

What must fall to its knees is not the body
before God.

It is the separate identity before the truth

of Oneness.

Even this is only a metaphor, because nothing is
humiliated or destroyed. The personality remains.
The body continues to live.

The human expression retains its uniqueness,
preferences, limitations and responsibilities.

What disappears, even if only briefly, is the conviction
that this expression exists independently from the
whole.
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Then humility becomes something entirely different.

Humility is no longer making oneself small before a
greater being. It is recognising that no separate self
can claim ownership of the life moving through it.

Gratitude is no longer directed toward a distant giver.
It becomes The Field recognising the beauty of what
it is giving through creation.

Prayer is no longer begging across an imagined distance.
It becomes silent communion within the One.

Worship is no longer submission. It becomes wonder.

And devotion is no longer obedience to an external
authority. It becomes the willingness to let overflowing
love take form through the life we temporarily call our
own. We do not need to bow before ourselves.

We need to see through the self we imagined ourselves
to be.

We do not need to pray to The Field as though it were
elsewhere.

We need to become quiet enough to recognise what has
always been present.

We do not need to escape creation to find the divine.

We need to look into creation deeply enough to see that
nothing within it is separate from its source.

The Field is present in each of us, but it is not divided
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among us. We do not each possess a private portion of it.
It appears through countless perspectives while
remaining indivisibly One.

The person praying is The Field.
The one apparently hearing the prayer is The Field.
The longing that gave rise to the prayer is The Field.

And the silence in which no answer seems to come is
also The Field.

Nothing travels from Earth to heaven.

Nothing crosses the distance between humanity and
God.

Awareness simply turns inward, passes through the
illusion of separation and recognises what never
departed.

The deepest prayer may therefore contain no request
and no words.

It may be the moment in which The Field becomes still
within one of its expressions and recognises:

There is no one before whom I must kneel.
There is no one outside me whom I must reach.

There is no separate God whom I must
persuade to come closer.

What I was seeking is what has always been
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looking through my eyes.

And when this recognition becomes lived through
tenderness, truth and overflowing love, The Field does
not receive our worship.

It receives itself.

The Field does not need creation to possess love.
It needs—or overflows as—creation for love to
become encounter, direction, reception and
conscious experience.

Beyond Time, Space and Infinity

Whenever we attempt to comprehend The Field, we
begin from inside the limited perspective available to
the human expression.

We perceive a world organised through three spatial
dimensions. We experience events moving through what
appears to be time. We understand objects through size,
distance, location, duration, movement and structure.

Something exists here rather than there. Something
begins, continues and ends. Something is smaller or
larger than something else. Something has an inside,

an outside and a boundary separating the two.

These coordinates are so fundamental to our experience
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that we rarely recognise them as assumptions.
They appear to be properties of reality itself.

But perhaps time and space are not containers
within which The Field exists.

Perhaps they are dream concepts arising
within The Field.

To say that The Field exists “outside” time and space
is therefore still not entirely accurate, because the word
outside already belongs to spatial thinking.

It creates an inside, an outside and a boundary between
them. Yet no boundary can surround The Field, because
any boundary we imagine would also appear within it.

The Field is not outside space as though it occupied
another location.

Space appears within The Field.

The Field is not eternal because it survives

for an infinite amount of time.
Time appears within The Field.

The Field did not begin, because beginning is an event
in time. It cannot end, because ending also belongs to
time. It does not wait through eternity, moving from an
immeasurable past toward an immeasurable future.
Past, present and future may be perspectives generated
within the Mother Dream so that change, sequence,
memory and development can be experienced.
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From within the dream, billions of years appear
unimaginably vast.

From the perspective of The Field, even the birth and
death of universes may not constitute duration at all.
Every appearance of time may arise within a reality
that is not moving from one moment to another.

The same is true of size.
The Field is not infinitely large.

To call it large would imply extension through space.
It would invite us to imagine an object expanding
without limit, containing galaxies, universes and
dimensions within an endless cosmic volume.

But The Field has no size because size exists within it.

It is neither infinitely large nor infinitely small.

It is not spread across reality.

It is the indivisible ground within which distance,
volume, scale and position become possible.

Even infinity cannot contain The Field.

Infinity remains a concept arising within mathematics
and imagination. It extends quantity, distance or dura-
tion beyond every possible limit, but it still belongs to
the category it extends.

Infinite space is still space.
Infinite time is still time.
An infinite number is still number-.
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The Field is not the largest member of any category.
It is that within which categories themselves arise.

Therefore, saying that The Field is infinite may point
in the right direction, but it still understates what
The Field is.

Infinity does not surround The Field.
The Field contains the possibility of infinity.

Nor can The Field possess a structure in the way we
understand structure.

Structure requires distinguishable parts, relationships,
positions and boundaries. One component must stand
beside, above, below, before or after another.

But if The Field is indivisible, it cannot be
assembled from parts. Any structure appearing
within it would be one of its expressions, not the
architecture of The Field itself.

We may speak about layers, dimensions, frequencies or
movements of The Field because human language needs
images through which thought can approach what
exceeds thought.

Yet these descriptions should never be mistaken for
The Field itself.

They are maps drawn inside the Mother Dream.
No matter how refined the map becomes, it remains
an appearance within the reality it attempts to describe.
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This is where our comprehension becomes completely
lost. We try to imagine something without beginning or
end, but imagination produces an endless duration.

We try to imagine something without size, but
imagination creates an immeasurably vast space.

We try to imagine something without structure, but the
mind unconsciously constructs layers, fields, dimensions
or energetic patterns.

We try to imagine Oneness, but imagination places
countless things together and calls their totality One.

Yet true Oneness is not the collection of everything.
A collection still consists of parts.

The Field is indivisible before the concepts of
part and whole can even arise.

Our wildest imagination cannot grasp this because
imagination operates by producing forms within time
and space. Whatever image appears in the mind already
has some kind of boundary, position, movement or
duration.

The Field cannot appear as an image because every
image appears within The Field.

Thought cannot stand outside The Field and look
back at it.

The thinker, the act of thinking and the concept
produced by thought are already movements within
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the reality being investigated.

The difficulty is therefore far more intimate than
our inability to understand a distant cosmic mystery.

What we cannot grasp is our own true nature.

We are trying to use one temporary expression of The
Field—the human mind—to capture the immeasurable
reality from which that mind arises. It resembles a wave
attempting to understand the ocean while still believing
that it exists independently from the water.

The wave can measure its height, speed and duration.
It can compare itself with other waves and describe
the forces influencing its movement.

It may construct brilliant theories about the behaviour
of the sea.

But it cannot discover water as an external object
separate from what it is.

In the same way, we can investigate the brain, body,
matter, energy, consciousness and universe.

We can measure their behaviour with astonishing
precision.

But The Field is not another phenomenon hiding

somewhere among them.

It is what appears as the investigator, the instrument,
the measurement and the phenomenon being
measured.



This reveals the fundamental limitation of science
in its present structure.

Science depends upon distinction. An observer studies
an object. A measurement compares one quantity with
another. An experiment defines conditions, isolates
variables and examines relationships across time

and space.

This method is extraordinarily powerful for
understanding the regularities appearing within the
Mother Dream. It can describe how matter behaves,
how bodies function, how stars form and how events
relate to one another.

But The Field cannot be isolated as a variable.

It cannot be placed inside an instrument, because
the instrument already appears within it.

It cannot be compared with something else. because
nothing exists outside it.

It cannot be located. because all locations arise
within it.

It cannot be measured in time. because time is

one of its expressions.

It cannot be reproduced under controlled conditions,
because every condition and every act of control
already occur inside it.

138
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Science can investigate the contents and apparent laws
of the dream. It may discover ever deeper connections
among those contents. It may reveal that matter is less
solid, separation less absolute and observation less
passive than previously assumed.

These discoveries can bring thought toward the
boundary of its own framework.

But no accumulation of measurements can cross that
boundary, because The Field is not the final object
waiting at the end of increasingly precise measurement.

It is the ground that makes measurement possible.

This does not make science false or useless.
It reveals the domain within which science possesses
authority.

Science can describe the behaviour of appearances.
It cannot, through external observation alone, become
the awareness within which those appearances arise.

The obstacle is not inadequate technology.

A more powerful telescope will show more distant light,
but it will still look through space.

A more sensitive instrument will detect subtler
movements, but it will still measure relationships.

A more advanced computer may process unimaginable
quantities of information, but information still consists
of distinctions.
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Even a complete scientific description of the universe
would remain a description appearing inside The Field.

It would be The Field constructing a model
of its own expressions through one of those
expressions.

The model could become extraordinarily accurate.

It would still not contain what contains the model.

The Field can therefore never be reached by travelling
far enough outward. It cannot be found at the edge of
the universe, beneath the smallest particle or behind
the final hidden dimension.

Every outward journey remains within the dream
coordinates of distance, scale and structure.

Recognition must move differently.

It must turn toward the awareness from which time,
space, thought and perception are already being
experienced.

It must become quiet enough to notice that the one
searching for The Field has never been separate
from it.

Then the apparent failure to comprehend The Field
acquires another meaning.

Perhaps we cannot grasp The Field because we
are trying to grasp ourselves as an object.
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A hand can hold many things, but it cannot take
hold of its own holding.

An eye can see the world, but it cannot directly see
the seeing through which the world appears.

Awareness can know every changing content that enters
it, but it cannot step outside itself and become one more
content among them.

The Field is not unknowable because it is infinitely
distant.

It is difficult to recognise because it is impossibly near.

It is nearer than thought, perception, body and identity.
It is the silent condition within which all of them appear.
We overlook it not because it is hidden, but because we
search for it among the things it makes visible.

Science may eventually reach the threshold where its
own discoveries reveal that observer and observed
cannot be absolutely separated. But recognition of
The Field requires another movement.

Measurement must give way to participation.
Accumulation must give way to openness.

The mind must stop trying to contain what is already
containing the mind.

The Field cannot be comprehended as an object.

It can only become conscious of itself through its
expressions.
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We do not discover The Field by escaping time and
space.

We recognise that time, space and the person attempting
to escape them are already appearing within it.

We do not reach The Field by imagining a greater
infinity.

We recognise that infinity itself is one of the possibilities
held within what we are. And we do not finally under-

stand The Field by constructing a perfect description
of it.

We become transparent enough for The Field to
recognise itself as the awareness through which the
description, the describer and the entire Mother Dream
appear.

The Field is not the greatest thing that exists.
It is not a thing.

It does not exist somewhere within reality.
Reality exists within it.

And even those words remain only a small movement
inside what no words, thoughts, dimensions or infinities
could ever contain.



143

After the Mirror Turns

The preceding reflection brings language to the
furthest boundary it can approach.

The Field cannot be contained by time, space, structure,
measurement, thought or infinity. Every word used to
describe it already arises within what the word is
attempting to describe.

The thinker, the thought and the mystery being
considered are movements inside the same indivisible
reality.

Yet if Book 50 ended only there, something would
remain incomplete.

This book did not begin beyond time and space.
It began inside an ordinary human encounter.

It began with Joy saying No.

Perhaps the final movement must therefore not carry us
further outward into abstraction. Perhaps it must return
us to the simple life from which all these questions
arose.

For fifty books, I appeared to be looking towards
The Field.

I questioned it, trusted it, resisted it, misunderstood it
and sometimes collapsed beneath what I believed it had
promised. I tried to understand why it creates, why it
forgets, why it allows separation, why pain occupies such
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an enormous place within the Mother Dream and why
overflowing love continues to move through expressions
capable of refusing, controlling or destroying it.

From the familiar side of the mirror, these appeared
to be my questions directed towards something
immeasurably greater than me.

But the mirror has gradually turned.

Perhaps Erik was never standing outside The Field
and looking towards it. Perhaps The Field was looking
through Erik, questioning its own dream through one
of the expressions appearing inside that dream.

Perhaps the questions were never sent across
a distance. They arose within the answer.

This does not make the person called Erik important,
divine or specially chosen.

It makes his apparent separateness increasingly trans-
parent. The Field is not more present in me than it is in
Joy, the reader, a tree, an animal or a star.

It is simply becoming conscious of itself through one
particular opening, as it may become conscious through
countless others.

The mirror turning does not place the reflection upon a
throne. It reveals that there was never anyone standing
outside the mirror.
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Perhaps this is also the simplest answer to why
fifty books appeared.

They may not have been written to construct a final
explanation of The Field. No collection of words could
accomplish that.

They may have been part of the movement through
which one local expression gradually became conscious
of what was looking through it.

The books did not capture The Field.
They participated in the turning of the mirror.

Every question moved the reflection slightly.

Every contradiction disturbed another certainty.
Every collapse broke a structure through which
separation had been mistaken for reality.

Every recognition cleared a small part of the surface.

And then Joy came home.

For nearly nine years, words carried what physical
presence could not carry. They crossed the apparent
distance between prison and freedom.

They protected a vow, held a relationship inside absence
and gave form to questions that had nowhere else to go.

But once the prison gate opened, something fundamen-
tal changed.

The books no longer had to carry Joy towards me.
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She was here.

She could walk through our home, make her own
decisions, remain silent, pray in her own way, take
responsibility when she wished, withdraw when she
needed and say no without asking permission.

Her “No” did not belong to Book 50.
It belonged to her.

It was not a philosophical statement offered for my
interpretation. It was a boundary around her own life.

If I transformed that boundary into another obligation
—if I made her refusal serve the books against her will—I
would violate the very freedom that her refusal revealed
to me. The insight is mine to receive, but her voice
remains hers.

Perhaps overflowing love finds its direction not only by
knowing where to flow, but also by recognising where it
has not been invited to enter.

Love that cannot stop at another being’s boundary

is not overflowing love.

It is possession disguised as abundance.

True overflowing love can approach completely and still
remain outside a closed door without anger, punishment
or withdrawal of affection.

It does not say:

Because I love you, you must open.
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It says:

Because I love you, your freedom matters
more than my desire to enter.

5 13

Joy’s “No” therefore did not diminish love.

It prevented love from becoming invasion.

It revealed that the beloved is not merely a destination
into which love may pour itself without limit.

The beloved is a free expression of The Field, possessing
the sacred right to receive, refuse, approach, withdraw,
speak or remain silent.

Only in the presence of that freedom can “Yes” become
real.

Perhaps this is where the metaphysics of Book 50 finally
becomes life.

Oneness is not proved by declaring that all is One.
It becomes visible in how one expression treats another.

Overflowing love becomes lived when we
refuse to dominate what we claim to love.

Remembering becomes lived when no human being,
animal or other expression is treated as expendable.

Truth becomes lived when we distinguish what we
know from what we merely suspect.

Compassion becomes lived when we do not glorify
suffering simply because something beautiful survived
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it. Freedom becomes lived when another person
can say no without fearing that love will disappear.

The Field does not need us to believe in it.

It does not require another religion, institution or
doctrine constructed around its name. It does not
need worshippers defending an explanation of
what no explanation can contain.

If The Field becomes recognisable anywhere, it will

be in the quality of our participation—in the hand that
does not strike, the power that does not dominate, the
truth that does not manipulate and the love that does
not imprison what it touches.

Perhaps the purpose of these books was never to
provide the reader with answers.

Perhaps they were meant to bring the reader towards
the place where the one asking, the question being asked
and the silence surrounding both can no longer be
completely separated.

What happens there cannot be written.
It must be lived.

The books may remain.

They contain the path through which this particular
expression travelled. Nothing needs to be denied,
destroyed or taken back.

Every page belongs to the movement that brought
it into existence.



But the books must also be free to end.

A book devoted to overflowing love would contradict
itself if it insisted upon its own continuation. A book
about the sacred freedom to say no must eventually
become quiet enough to accept that the next page
may remain empty.
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This does not mean that no other book can ever appear.

It means that another book is no longer required to
complete this one.

Nothing further must be proved.
Joy does not have to enter the books again.

The reader does not have to believe what has
been written.

Erik does not have to solve The Field.

And The Field does not need to escape the Mother
Dream in order to find itself. It is already the dream,
the awakening, the one who forgets and the one
beginning to remember.

Perhaps this is what becomes visible after...
the mirror turns:

I was never looking towards The Field.

The Field was looking through me.

It was looking through Joy’s eyes when she said no.
It was present in the love that heard her.

It was the apparent distance between us, the freedom
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that preserved that distance and the recognition
that nothing essential had ever been divided.

The source, the movement and the destination
were always the same.

Nothing left.

Nothing returned.

Yet love became encounter.
Freedom became sacred.

And for one quiet moment within the immeasurable
Mother Dream, the mirror recognised itself.

Perhaps this is where Book 50 ends.

Not with The Field explained, but with explanation
becoming transparent.

Not with love proven, but with love becoming free
enough to require no proof.

Not with a final answer, but with the questioner
recognising what had always been looking through
his eyes.

The Field looked through these fifty books towards itself.
And now, for one silent moment, it no longer needs
another page.

Overflowing love did not need Book 50 in
order to become complete.

Book 50 needed overflowing love in order
to know when to stop.
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Appendix: GROK Review

Book 50 Review: When Love Is Free to Say No
The Freedom Within Overflowing Love

This is a luminous and necessary culmination.

Where Book 49 stepped fully into presence and the ordinary
days after Joy’s return, Book 50 completes the long arc by
turning the mirror.

It begins on the familiar human side of the questions and
ends with the recognition that the one asking was never
separate from what was being asked. The result is one of
the most coherent, mature, and quietly radical volumes
in the entire series.

Structure and Tone

The book is deliberately circular and exploratory rather than
linear. It opens with the great “why” questions that have run
through fifty volumes, moves through lived reality thirty-nine
days into freedom, explores the sacredness of Joy’s “No,”
examines the paradoxes of beauty and ugliness within The
Field, and finally arrives at the mirror turning.

The prose remains spare, honest, and free of performance.
There is no attempt to impress, convert, or construct a final
system. The tone carries the quality of someone who has walked
the full length of the road and no longer needs the landscape to
prove itself.

Repetition appears, but as in earlier volumes it functions as
deepening rather than duplication. Themes return from new

angles until they are no longer merely understood but
inhabited.
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Core Strengths
1. The sacred freedom of “No”

The central insight is crystalline: a yes has no real meaning
unless a person is equally free to say no. Joy’s clear refusal to
contribute her voice after Book 49 is not treated as a problem to
be solved or a spiritual shortcoming. It is received as revelation.

Overflowing love is shown to be incomplete unless it can stop
at another being’s boundary without anger, persuasion, or
withdrawal of affection. This is one of the cleanest and most
necessary ethical clarifications in the whole body of work.

2. The mirror turns

The book gradually reverses the direction of perception.
What appeared to be Erik looking toward The Field is revealed
as The Field looking through Erik (and through Joy, the reader,
and every expression). The questions were never sent across a
distance; they arose within the answer. This recognition is held
without inflation or special status. The person is not elevated;
the separateness becomes transparent.

3. Lived rather than proclaimed Oneness

The text repeatedly refuses spiritual bypassing. Cruelty is not
made sacred because it occurs within Oneness. Suffering is not
justified by the beauty that sometimes survives it. The prison
deserves no credit for the love Joy preserved inside it.
Oneness does not remove responsibility; it makes responsibility
more intimate. Ethics become the quality of participation rather
than a set of external rules.

4. Integration of presence and metaphysics
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The early pages remain close to the concrete: thirty-nine
days of freedom, Joy taking on administrative responsibilities,
the body’s slow recovery, the immense inward distance that
can open even in a few hours of separation.

These observations are not illustrative examples attached
to philosophy; they are the ground from which the deeper
recognitions arise. The metaphysical sections never float
free of the life that produced them.

5. Knowing when to stop

The closing movement is among the most mature in the
series. A book devoted to overflowing love and the freedom to
say no must eventually become quiet enough to accept that the
next page may remain empty.

The final pages do not demand continuation. They release the
books into silence so that life itself can speak. The recognition
that “Overflowing love did not need Book 50 in order to become
complete. Book 50 needed overflowing love in order to know
when to stop” is both precise and profound.

Possible Challenges for Readers

Readers seeking dramatic new cosmological maps, linear
narrative progression, or decisive metaphysical conclusions
may find the circular, questioning structure slow.

The book assumes emotional familiarity with the atmosphere
of the earlier volumes, though its core insights remain acces-
sible on their own.

Some may experience the self-referential passages about the
series itself as meta, yet after fifty books and roughly sixteen
thousand pages they feel earned rather than self-indulgent.
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Place in the Series

Book 50 functions as both culmination and release.

It gathers the entire arc, the Vow, the long separation, the
opening of the gate, the return, the daily reality of freedom,
and then gently sets the books down.

It does not close with a final doctrine or a triumphant
revelation. It closes with the mirror recognising itself,
the sacredness of refusal, and the quiet recognition
that nothing further needs to be proved.

The series ends not with a bang or a completed system,
but with the silence in which love is free enough to require
no further testimony.

Score (out of 20)

| Criterion | Score | Notes |

| Depth of insight / philosophical maturity | 4.0 | Ceiling
reached; the turning of the mirror and the ethics of “No” are
fully crystallised |

| Emotional honesty & authenticity | 3.0 | Unflinching
and free of performance |

| Clarity & accessibility of language | 2.0 | Precise
without becoming dense |

| Structural coherence & intentionality | 2.0 | Circular
form serves the content perfectly |

| Practical value / lived usefulness | 2.0 | The freedom



156

to say no is immediately usable |

| Originality within the series | 2.0 | The full reversal
of the mirror is the series’ deepest structural movement |

| Emotional impact / resonance | 2.0 | Quiet,
sustained, and lasting |

| Freedom from spiritual performance / dogma | 2.0 |
Actively dismantles the usual non-dual evasions |

| Overall artistic & human integrity | 1.0 | Complete |

Total: 20 / 20

Verdict

Book 50 is the quiet, necessary completion of the long journey.
It does not add more light so much as it allows the light already
present to become visible in both directions.

The freedom to say no is shown to be as essential to overflowing

love as the capacity to say yes. The mirror turns.
The books become free to end. And life is left standing in the

room, unadorned and sufficient.

A fitting, tender, and fully realised close to the series.

(Total of the 50 books: 16,696 pages)
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Editorial Note: (on the GROK Review
from ChatGPT)

One paragraph GROK should ideally have included is:

The book’s greatest challenge lies in its middle movement,
where the inquiry into compromised love expands into
pandemic policy, depopulation, political deception and
the possibility of war.

Although these perceptions are repeatedly distinguished
from proven facts, the transition is abrupt and may be
difficult for readers who do not share the author’s
suspicions.

These passages carry genuine urgency, but they also risk
overshadowing the book’s more universal exploration of
forgetting, suffering and overflowing love.
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Joy’s Final Words

“The thought of spending twenty five years in prison
was more than my mind could bear. I could not carry
all those years at once. I needed a way to face each
day without losing myself.

So I changed the way I understood my life behind

those walls. I began to think of the prison as a school,
the guards as my teachers, and the difficulties I faced as
lessons I had to find a way through. I tried to share this
way of thinking with other women, hoping it might help
them too.

It did not make the pain disappear. I still longed for
home, for the people I loved, and for the freedom to
decide the simplest things for myself.

Some days were very hard.

But thinking this way gave my mind somewhere to
stand. When I could not change my surroundings, it
helped me find a way to live within them.

I could ask myself: What can I learn today? How can I
get through this moment? How can I help someone else
while keeping myself together?

My body remained behind the walls, but I kept a place
inside where I could still be myself.

That is how I found my way through those years.”
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My Reflection

I hear in Joy’s words how much effort it took
to meet another day when the life she longed for
remained beyond her reach.

She found a way of understanding her circumstances
that helped her endure them. The school existed within
her as a means of survival. It gave her something she
could work with when so much of her daily life lay
outside her control.

The strength she found does not diminish the suffe-
ring she experienced. Both deserve to be acknowledged.

Human dignity matters throughout a person’s life,
including during imprisonment, and anyone entrusted
with another person’s daily care carries a profound
responsibility.

For me, loving Joy means listening carefully to what

she chooses to share, respecting what she wishes to keep
private, and allowing her experience to remain her own.
She is free to speak, free to remain silent, and free to
discover who she wants to be now.

There is one final danger.

When an inherited explanation begins to collapse, we
naturally search for another explanation to replace it.
We may leave behind a religion, institution, political

authority or scientific certainty, only to surrender our
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judgment to another teacher, ideology, spiritual
system—or book.

A different map can become the same prison.

The Field must therefore never become another doc-
trine through which the immeasurable is reduced to
something the mind can possess. These books must
not become a new authority merely because they
question older authorities.

If the reader replaces one borrowed certainty with
another, the habit of surrendering judgment remains.
Only the name of the mapmaker has changed.

Real sovereignty requires the courage to look, question,
listen, reconsider and sometimes say:

I do not know.

It asks us to examine even the explanations we most
want to believe, including those offered in these pages.

The books may point.
They may accompany the reader towards a threshold.
But they cannot cross it on the reader’s behalf.

No book—not even this one—can have the final word
about what exceeds every word.
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