GNOSIS - Part 5

To speak of God is to speak of an Invisible Entity that isn’t really known for communicating itself
Transparently, or Properly. The fact that doubts in HIS Existence appear to often be justified speaks
to that. And by virtue of that it should not, or would not, come as a surprise that even in here God
appears in a somewhat shrouded and transient position.

Beyond that, there’s an entrapment of sorts that emerges from the narrow understanding we
have of HIS ways which I want to dub ,the fallacy of the narrative®; Which by itself works as a
shroud that appears as though it were clarity.

To speak of God is to speak of an Invisible Entity. To believe ... is to see. What is seen however, is
an idea. A belief. The believer, who at first sees reason in the belief in a God, may then narrate this
,insight‘ as though it were possible to ,see God‘. A matter that is in accordance to my understanding
practically impossible.

To capture the experiences of faith in words is, I would say, usually a problem in and of itself. To be
precise enough was one of the first real challenges I faced during my journey within ,,the Ninedom*
(the Reality of Experience beyond the Ninth Seal). Like so have I essentially given up on finding a
better term than ,the Light; For something that is by no means a literal Light. It sure is a Light;
Functionally; And yet it is certainly a Metaphor. Though arguably Light as we know is it were the
actual Metaphor.

Thus is ,the Language of Faith“ — in a way — a language in its own right. One with a variety of
different dialects and derivatives. In simplest terms one lacks, at first, the proper words to
communicate the things that the believer tries to share. On the one hand we never had an urgent
need to develop a proper terminology while on the other, well, ,absent‘ is a good enough word for
most of the matters. Even if the matter itself were HIS presence in fact.

As stated: To speak of God is to speak of an Invisible Entity. And what is invisibility, if not
the absence of visibility?

Obviously, arguments against the existence of God have not much room within Gnosis; For Gnosis
in and of itself only exists on grounds of God’s existence. And so, for however much has been
written herein so far, there is effectively only one proper implication of a response from God: The
promised testimony. How to attain it; And in which form to expect it; That is yet again left to the
narrative.

Moreover, however, within a proper understanding of this Text — God’s response is implied
far beyond and outside of this one notion. More specifically within all notions of Wisdom; For
instance. There is a request on our behalf and the implication of a Transformation that should
already be indicative of a response. A response however that doesn’t take shape in a specific instant;
But is ongoing and woven into the general experience of the individual.

But then again; Can one truly claim to be ,wise‘ after merely having asked God for Wisdom?

The upright believer wouldn’t put it like that. Instead they would look for ways to express this wide
net of subtle impressions; And by the fallacy of the narrative the impression would arise, that the
believer has an overall easy way of communicating with God. But in reality they only have a more
or less easy way of believing in HIM.

And this is in essence at the basis of this Divine Wisdom that I imply: God nourishes our belief in
HIM; And to that end HE does not need to provide much to a mind that, in essence, already
believes. It is a dilemma; Though one that vanishes as it becomes apparent that disbelief is the more
absurd position to hold.



, 10 communicate with God“ is, as these considerations should already demonstrate, a complicated
topic. ,,I believe” would be a paramount phrase to use for most of the conventional ideas that I hold.
To have reasonable grounds for these beliefs is an additional consideration; As is the assumption
that these beliefs were communicated to me by HIM.

Say, for instance, that the Jewish idea that God communicates through Global happenstance is
at least partially correct; And that God ,;requires® the circumstances to be present in which HIS
expressions can be effective — then what we have is an idea to live towards. And within that idea I
may then find enough meaning to further expand on it. If I’'m being careful enough I need not
suggest that this was communicated to me — and that way I would avoid conflicts with other modes
by which HE communicates with us. But so is this then an example for how counter-intuitive this
subject can be.

Further, to think — to believe — that God communicates with us, or more intimately and directly:
You, can also be dangerous. I certainly cannot boast the claim that I'm mentally healthy enough,
sane enough, to guarantee to You that I would know the difference between ,,mental distortions*
and the effects of the Holy Ghost. Rather would I tell You that the opposite is the case.

And yet I’m absolutely certain that God communicates with me.

,»Speaks“ to me.

Or more specifically: Guides me. Teaches me.

On and off I have visions, essentially as figments of my imagination, floating through my mind. I’'m
certain that HE has a hand in there; But I’'m also certain that these manifestations are fleeting.
Easily distorted by the turmoils of my mind. But also: Certainly nothing to listen to.

,,Don’t listen to the voices!*

As is stated in Jeremiah, we are not to tell each other to ,,recognize the LORD® — but that everyone
will know HIM implicitly; And that HIS Law will be written into our Hearts. And it is for that
reason that I would not even dare to aspire for a greater degree of specificity on these matters.

However ... it is given to me; That within all this confusion I do still understand at least One thing:
The Way of the Heart; We might call it. And what it boils down to is some resonance, some feeling
that amounts to a deep knowledge, that something is right. This however does not come as an
answer to our questions. But rather a happenstance, one of the Heart, that impresses upon us to the
point where our individual concept of Faith in God is synonymous with — if not the very same thing
as — this imposition.

And the reason I’m confident to write of it is because it is consistent with the aforementioned
verses.

THE WAY OF THE HEART

A few month ago I suffered a nervous would further fall apart; Simply because I found

breakdown. It’s not a sudden thing that comes
out of nowhere. It creeps up on You and
eventually everything just becomes too much
and the mind, in a way, shuts down. I lacked
motivation and energy. I had no hope but a crisis
of faith. The only thing I knew was that I had to
let it happen. To calm down, to relax; And to
give my mind the time and space to heal itself.
And that although it would mean that my life

myself incapable of taking care of pretty much
any of the things that would have kept it
together. It is, I would argue, a way of the mind
to protect itself. An innate function of self-
preservation; Where the stresses of the demands
of the day are the very thing that harm it.

But within that state I also felt it. ,, The
Light“ as a Warm Touch, or a soft hand
caressing my Heart. At the time I had a variety



of ideas of what I could or should do; What
God’s will would be or what HE wanted of me —
and it troubled me for these things were all part
of the stresses that weighed upon me.

And still it seemed wrong. Pride and Ambitions
made it even more difficult. And all in all T still
could not let go of the meaning that I had
endowed my work with. I couldn’t pay my rent;
Debts would accumulate — which then made it
even more difficult to challenge that mountain.
It would have to be done; And so I ultimately
would have to have faith in that things would
somehow work out.

As a function of that I eventually
convinced myself that something had to happen.
That someone would hear my plea and would
come to the rescue. But as the weeks turned into
month and I had to deal with even more stress
rather than a hoped for relief I started to worry
and eventually became suicidal. Eventually I ran
out of money — and mentally there was no
recovery in sight. Thus I started to see a Light at
the end of the Tunnel ... not in Life however,
but in Death. I might just starve, I figured. And
eventually it even started to make sense; That
Death — even one like this — would be the proper
conclusion to my work here.

I still had some change, bottles I could return
for pledge; And before I noticed I had lived for
weeks on essentially just pennies. I also found
some meat in my Freezer that I had thought
spoiled and several packs of Mashed Potato
powder that were years beyond their date of
expiration — and still there was no hope in sight.
I grew desperate. Nothing made sense, but
death. I was notified that I was about to be
evicted — and so I started to look for the String I
thought to hang myself with. In so doing I found
money I had laid aside for when I might need it.
I figured I still had something somewhere. And
eventually I came to settle on a deadline to just
end it; Close enough to the end of my budget
with just enough for a good final meal.

And it was in those final days that I thought
about giving it one last shot. To write a final
piece of sort. And that is Part 1 here. I thought I
might need longer to finish it; At least it made
sense that maybe I should try to hold on a little
while longer. And it was at some point after I

finished part 2, while laying there,
contemplating my end, that this Light came
upon me again; Encouraging me to at least — or
just — hold on another day.

Some weird fantasy had entered my mind
that I was sure wasn’t real — and sure enough, it
didn’t turn out to be real — and that Light sure
enough wasn’t trying to convince me that it was
real. But eventually enough ideas had entered
my mind — things I might yet work on or try to
do — that this Warm Touch coalesced with; That
I actually started to make the necessary phone
calls to at least try to get my life back on track.
Then, some days later, to say: yesterday, I
received a gift — money — as out of nowhere.
And now ... . I wouldn’t exactly call myself
,hopeful‘ at this point; But things are ,,picking
up“ again.

In short: In a weird way things somehow turned
out fine. Many things I thought — although I
wasn’t entirely convinced — God communicated
to me turned out to be false. Wishful Thinking
of mine, I’d say. My expectation of how this
would end turned out to be false. There was no
goal, no accomplishment, no event waiting for
me. But such, I should say, is the Way of the
Heart: It just is.

I don’t feel like I lost anything. I feel like the
dark state of mind I ended up in helped me
refocus; And is ultimately responsible for this
book. Right now however, it even is as if none
of it really happened. Not to much consequence
at least.

And if there’s a Miracle to speak of, I
suppose it really just boils down to timing.

It sure is part of the story. That God would
communicate something to me; I would dare a
leap of faith; And then a miracle would happen
to save the day. I certainly expected as much. In
fact, it was — in a way — communicated to me a
while ago that this — the way things turned out —
would be the way things should be. But at the
time I wasn’t ready for that. I was upset; I was
still stressed out and certainly in no condition to
turn this ship around. And by the Way of the
Heart I was certain that I didn’t have to.



One Point of Omission: Very early during my Journey I was walking home — late at night — and 1
was contemplating this very topic: How to get an answer from God, to my Questions. It was there
that a cube of sorts — a somewhat tangible imagination of one — plopped into my head and at first it
slipped into an indentation of sorts. Some kind of a hatch. The Cube would hold the Question; And I
later came to dub it: ,the Segulo‘. And thinking between ,Yes‘ and ,No‘, the cube would eventually
slip through the hatch to provide the answer. But eventually it became clear to me that this matter is
more complicated than it might seem. That it’s not a sure way to get the right answers to everything.
Ultimately I developed a feeling for which questions ,,Segulo® would answer; And which ones I
would struggle with. And so I started to more and more trust that feeling — and resorting to the
Segulo became the exception.

Within this story, the Sequlo assured me that I did not in fact need to turn the ship around; And
ultimately it also gave me the permission to kill myself; Based on which I ended up settling on a
Deadline.

So, overall what I have to say on the matter remains as it was. It should also be no secret that my
understanding — or reasoning — on the matter is serious about considerations of mental health.
Mental Health, or the understanding thereof, is certainly no hard science. There are enough ways to
put our concepts of Sanity into question — and the norms of a society are certainly no good measure
for mental health either. What is a Psychosis? What is a Delusion? Whatever they are; Faith alone is
certainly no good foundation for saying that Mental Health problems are made up!

Neurology can certainly help us shed some light on some things; Although I deem the arguments
that ,,Free Will does not exist“ as rather premature. There is however no doubt to me that the Brain
works in certain ways. How else would I be able to experience the effect of a psychedelic Drug? Or
be affected by this or that other chemical compound? When I bang my head and see stars; When
I’m hungry and I have difficulty concentrating; When I’'m fatigued and start to make mistakes; All
that is certainly a matter of the brain. If I fall unconscious — for one reason or another — is also an
indicator that Mind over Matter only works ,up unto a point‘. And I don’t think that anyone can
challenge that. All it takes is a strong tranquilizer!

What creates the impression that these are strong arguments against Matters of Faith is, I would say,
owed to the fact that they are strong arguments against Magical Thinking, Superstitions and the
likes. False Beliefs. Misconceptions about the Realities constructed from — in essence: just Making
Shit up!

We might say: The lack of Gnosis is proportional to the tendency that education has a way of
turning people into Atheists. Or in other words: Gnosis is the proper education in regards to Faith;
And a lack thereof leaves matters of faith to the Spiritually uneducated.

The Way of the Heart — or if You so will: its ,in scripture‘ counterpart — should suffice to highlight
one crucial aspect of this. Here now presented in the context of mental health. To that end I yet have
to stress that I do very much regard myself as Insane. What keeps me from going properly insane ...
is Gnosis. Or my Faith. More accurately, I suppose: My relationship with God.

I do suppose that my mind is properly ,,cooked” — ,,as the kids would say“. Although I don’t think it
to be a symptom of insanity, talking to ones self and making weird noises is certainly no symptom
of peak mental health either. On and off the ruminating of my mind sends me into fits of anger —
and these aren’t things I can control; Like I can’t control what nonsense keeps on floating through
my mind. One might argue that some of that is normal; But so is bleeding when You’re cut.



I would argue that I'm very rational; Not however that rationality and sanity are the same thing.

And in as far as we don’t properly understand the matters of Mental Health just yet — like we don’t
really, or fully, understand how spirituality and psychology interact — to name them as two separate
things that yet exist ,,side by side“ — it is difficult to find logical or reasonable Anchor Points to this
topic.

I, for my part, was cautious not to lean into things that seemed too psychotic for my tastes of
comfort. And in deed: The moment I did — for the lack of anything else to do — things really took a
turn for the worse. (That happened after ... let’s call it: ,My Crisis“ had already begun.) There are
however a few things that can be lined out.

For starters: What one is or isn’t willing to do, that’s a highly individual thing. What an
Oracle, or any other form of soliciting ,,.Supernatural“ advice can do for us is to channel our own
willingness. And that for better or for worse. It may give us an excuse or justification that we would
not otherwise get. To say: If we are willing to do the insane, the insanity is already there. If we are
looking for justifications to do the insane, we’re already acting on it.

And for all the comfort that I’'m certain that God has provided me with; Other than strengthening
my bond with HIM, it has — to my assessment — never profoundly altered my state of mind.

Thus I am convinced that we are ourselves responsible for our own sanity. The simplest example I
can think of exists in the context of crime. If we feel compelled to do a Crime; God cannot serve as
a justification for it. If a certain crime is justified or not; That’s a thing we have to contend with
ourselves. Practically. And if we then commit it, we need to understand it as such — and be willing
to face the consequences; Should we be caught.

I certainly never really had to ask God whether or not I should buy weed. I certainly second
guessed myself on more than one occasion; But on that basis I certainly never had an issue with
calling myself a Criminal. If the Law is flawed; There certainly is grounds for questioning it. And
on occasion for breaking it. We are however ourselves responsible for our actions.

Or in other words: What integrity we aspire to have is something we have to work towards
ourselves.

There was, for instance, a time where I was very vocal about my faith. Nowadays I’'m not — and at
times I lament this change as I’m starting to believe that I should do more in order to share my
beliefs. However; At the time I also didn’t really accomplish anything. And so, on that basis the
outcome was pretty much the same.

It’s also easy for me to get my hopes up. And when I try to reach out; And the hopes aren’t being
met; I start to think that maybe I did something wrong. That maybe I should try harder. And
eventually [ start to chase Ghosts and wear myself out in the process. Thus I eventually gave up on
that; And for every time I had to remind myself of that, there’s a speck of doubt. During my Crisis
there was enough of that, that I had virtually lost all of my faith. To keep myself from chasing
ghosts meant that I had to lean against the possibilities my faith could offer. But to try chasing them
also meant that I needed things I didn’t have; Ultimately things that God didn’t provide.

And there certainly were valuable experiences that I made while chasing Ghosts and doing all sorts
of Crazy things that I at the time deemed neccessary to accomplish what I had set my mind on. And
that’s the thing. To say that sometimes it’s OK, or even neccessary, to be at least a little bit Crazy.
Sometimes there’s not even a way to tell just what is or isn’t.



It is however somewhat remarkable, that the reason for me ending up in Psychiatric care wasn’t
because of matters of Faith. Although all my efforts remained to be pretty much in vain; It all still
worked out somehow. Personally at least. I certainly don’t regret any of it. I grew self-confident and
satisfied with myself.

That I ended up depressed and in need of psychiatric care; Those were personal matters; For
the most part tied to my sexuality.
And yea, I didn’t have to compromise on my faith. In a way we could argue that it had already been
compromised; But that mostly as a function of society and its own sensitivities. Things I had to
learn and understand.

And like so we have come full circle: To Learn and Understand are key Qualities of Spiritual
Growth.

On the one hand so I can argue my case without need for superstition. And if I notice that I’'m
asking too much of someone; I need not try to force it. I am at peace with the fact; Although
certainly not without frustration; That some things are difficult to explain. The only thing I can
really ask from God is a way towards open ears; Preferably with the resources to get things rolling.
But for the time being it seems that there’s still enough to do outside of that.

This is to say that when taken rationally; There isn’t much of a need to have a proper dialogue with
God. We may certainly desire answers to questions that stir our Hearts — and at times it might seem
difficult, if not impossible, to find peace without them. But sometimes the only answer to a restless
Heart is to calm down — and take it easy.

Eventually it only takes one ... to find the answers that matter. If God wanted us to convince each
other of HIS existence through argument; It wouldn’t be so damn impossible to find solid proof. If
God wanted us to have a Dialogue with HIM; HE wouldn’t be so damn unreachable. What remains
is to see that things are exactly as HE wants them to be. Minus the things that HE doesn’t want to
take direct control of.

And so, what do we find?

What I see is that we’re stuck with each other. And while, yea, at first it would seem that our
inability to find unity over this or that matter is a big obstacle; There’s no point in trying to change
that which we have no control over.

In other words: We are ready when we’re ready. And until then — and even thereafter — we’re prone
to making mistakes; And to learn from them is a need that exists for as long as we make them.

We may not like the World; Or the conditions we individually find ourselves in. The demands of life
and living however remain the same. And arguing with God has thus far helped nobody in changing
the way things are for the better. To some it may be a Test yet to be passed, to some it may be Work
yet to be done and to some it may be a series of Lessons yet to be learned. To me it is time that yet
has to pass. All in all it certainly is all of those things; And the best tomorrow will require all of our
involvement.

And for as long as God remains passive; ,,Shrouded by the veil of Invisibility”; The only way to

bring Light to the World is by first awakening it within ourselves. And if we feel like there aren’t
any answers; The maybe the problem are the questions that we ask. ;)

End of Part 5



