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This work is a selection from The
Arrheton, a work-in-progress examining every
aspect of Mythorealism. So, what is Mythorealism?
Mythorealism is a philosophy, a modern take on
mysticism, mythology, art and literature.

Mythorealism until recently was a family
affair, confined to the rather unusual clan of which
I am a member. The term itself was invented by
my mother, the author and composer Lani
Thompson. The metaphysical basis for our
philosophy was supplied by my father, the late
David Douglas Thompson, a composer and thinker.
My brother Jason Thompson developed our
metaphysical ideas still further. All of the other
family members- including siblings and spouses-
have contributed greatly to these ideas through
conversation, and some of them may make formal
additions of their own at some stage. However, it is
no longer our wish to keep this philosophy private,
or to "own" the concept of Mythorealism.

It is my goal and my mission to present
our ideas to the wider world, but also to invite
other people to participate, helping to shape what
Mythorealism is and what it becomes. If you are
interested in myth and mysticism, poetry and
philosophy, art and metaphysics, then please join
in the conversation and create a Mythorealism of
your own.

This work may be freely distributed as
long as it is not altered in any way.



I- A Theater of Struggle
1- "Long is the Way"

I was born in Haverhill,
Massachusetts, and raised there and in the
neighboring city of Lawrence until age 11,
when my family moved to rural Maine to
build a homestead. We built a stack-wall
log cabin and lived a premodern lifestyle-
with no running water, electricity or
indoor plumbing- until I was 16 or 17,
when we moved to the town of Fryeburg.
At age 18 I walked from Fryeburg to
southern New York State, sleeping in the
forest or in odd places such as football
stadiums or beside the railroad tracks.
Shortly afterward I moved to Portland,
ME, where I live now, although I have
also lived in other cities, including Tampa,
Lowell, and East Boston. I've been
divorced twice, with no children from
either of my first two marriages, and [ am
now married for the third time and just
beginning a family.

My life has been a series of
contrasts, some of which would probably
seem to make little sense to those who
have known me. I started writing poetry at



age 13 or so, after reading the early
Romanticists such as William Blake,
Coleridge and Keats. I also read a lot of
early pulp fiction by Burroughs, Howard,
Lovecraft and others. (That's the real
Burroughs, by the way- as in, Edgar Rice.)
Growing up in a tough little post-Industrial
city in Massachusetts, I experienced
violence nearly every day as a child, and
by the time I moved to Maine with my
family, these experiences had shaped my
world-view.

In my early twenties, I fought and
drank to excess on a regular basis; I was
involved in petty street violence and in
small-scale criminality. The time came
when I was arrested on a felony charge of
Criminal Threatening with a Dangerous
Weapon, and Carrying a Concealed
Weapon. If convicted, I could be
sentenced to five years in prison. I was
forced to call my wife and tell her about
the situation. She made it very clear that I
had made this problem for myself, and that
I could expect no help from her. If I had
fines to pay, she would have nothing to do
with them. If I went to prison, she might
not be waiting for me when I got out. By
the time I even made it in front of a judge,



my first marriage was over. Before that
fight, I was a married man with a new
apartment. After the fight, I was separated,
sleeping on my brother's couch, and a
convicted criminal. And even so, I got off
lucky compared to what it would have
been like to spend five years in state
prison. My life had been nearly ruined by
my own confusion and my own
foolishness, but I didn't understand the
nature of that confusion and so I carried it
forward.

I had been haunted for much of my
life by a pervasive sense of horror, a
feeling that the universe was defined by an
almost supernatural malevolence. Not
understanding the cause of this feeling, I
tried to blot it out, with as little success as
one might expect. My second marriage,
however, put off the inevitable crisis,
because my new wife was an emotionally
crippled person who required nearly
constant nursing from me. As a result |
spent several years taking care of her,
moderating my drinking and avoiding
trouble. The real storm, however, was on
the horizon.

Shortly after the disastrous end of
my second marriage, my years of drinking



heavily began to catch up with me. I drank
whiskey in whatever quantity I could
afford at the time, until I either collapsed
on the spot or ran out of money for the
night. I started to get into fights again, and
for the smallest of reasons. In those days, I
used to go out with a card in my pocket,
that read "If dead or unconscious, call..."
with my roommate's phone number. A
morbid precaution and gallows humor at
the same time.

I had also begun writing short
stories inspired by things I had seen or
heard about in my earlier years. Because
of this I became interested in crime fiction,
and started reading the works of Jim
Thompson, Raymond Chandler and
Dashiell Hammett. I also watched a lot of
classic film noirs, such as DOA, The Big
Sleep, Out of the Past and so forth. The
noir worldview of urban horror, fatalism,
and beauty in the midst of ugliness made
its way into my fiction, as did my
fascination with the mystical, and the art
of HR Giger, Beksinski, and Hieronymous
Bosch. I developed a simple prose style
influenced by the hardboiled tradition and
poetry simultaneously, as well as by my
own bizarre ideas. I tried to describe



horrible things with a lyricism that would
make them beautiful, without losing the
sense of revulsion. I tried to create horror
and wonder at the same time in the mind
of the reader.

All of this coalesced into A4 Season
of Strange Dreams and the Noctiviganti
Saga, an extended meditation on the
effects of Maker's Mark whiskey, my
second divorce, my obsession with noir
and unorthodox mysticism, and a series of
vivid dreams I was having as a result of a
seizure disorder that I have had all my life.
The Noctiviganti Saga was born from my
dreams and my own experiences, people |
had known, movies I had seen, my
tendency to either brood about the past or
try to blot it out, and my imagination. I
was as spiritually confused as a person can
be (a good friend at the time once said to
me, "[t's amazing how terribly wrong you
actually are!") but I was just beginning to
see something.

On a visit to England, I happened
across the Meditations of Marcus Aurelius
in a bookstore. The Stoic teachings of this
ancient emperor rang clear and true for
me, and I read his words every day for a
year. This lead me in time to Epictetus, the



indomitable slave-turned-sage, and from
him to everything else- Plato and
Aristotle, Plotinus, lamblichus, Boethius,
Pseudo-Dionysius and then eventually the
modern thinkers. Philosophy expanded my
world for me, gave me a new and much
larger universe, and with it the tools I
needed to address my own darkness.

True freedom is impossible
without true understanding, and most
people are slaves to the dark forces inside
them, as I have certainly been in my life.
No one but a sage attains true freedom,
and I am certainly no sage- but [ am
making progress, and I love this life.
Years have passed now without any
fistfights, without any trouble. While I
would step in without any hesitation to
prevent something wrong from happening,
I will no longer fight on my own behalf,
and I no longer rise to an insult no matter
what it is.

There will always be people who
embrace violence, just as there will always
be people who cringe from it and people
who are willing to fight reluctantly when
they have to in order to do what's right. I
used to be part of the first category, and
now I like to think I'm part of the last.



There might be those who feel I should be
part of the second category, but I see no
wisdom in that. "Those who beat their
swords into plowshares," as Ben Franklin
once said, "usually end up plowing for
those who don't." I am married to a
woman of great compassion and a
visionary imagination, and we have a
daughter who instructs me spiritually with
every day I care for her. This story- the
short version of my life- is not intended as
a confession, and certainly not as a
salvation tale. My confessions and the
state of my soul are private; [ have walked
down some dark paths and I make no
excuses for it, as every foolish and
destructive choice I made was mine alone.
I have shared this story now for one reason
only, because I want to make one thing
clear.

If I know anything at all, [ have
learned it the hard way. Every statement |
will make in this book has been tested and
lived. Not a word of it is hypothetical. The
life that I live now has a certain quality, a
continuous sense of spiritual engagement,
of delight and wonder. I haven't
experienced a moment of boredom in
years, and every minute of every day feels



awake and meaningful, even though the
things I spend my time doing are not
extraordinary on the surface of it.

This life can be so much more than
what it is for most people, who continue to
live lives of "quiet desperation" as
Thoreau once said, when they could be
living the lives they were meant to live,
lives in which they get up every day to do
exactly what they were put on Earth to do.

I am well aware of the incongruity,
in presenting these ideas after having lived
the life that [ have lived. I therefore offer
my thoughts in a spirit of humility,
knowing very well that I am no authority.
I believe I have seen something, and that it
is something I should share. My readers
must judge for themselves if what I have
seen has any worth.

2- That Small Part Which is Bright

Our world is a theater for heroic
struggle, from the most historically
significant of lives to the most invisible
and forgotten'. This is because struggle is

"I use the word "heroic" cautiously, as it is
overused these days. I am inclined to restrict the
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the central fact of all life on Earth- if
Intelligent Design is the explanation for
our world, then the Designer must have
intended it to be exactly this way.
Shearwaters travel over 9,000 miles to
migrate from the Falkland Islands to the
North Atlantic. Pacific salmon make epic
journeys to return from their ocean habitat
to the freshwater streams where they were
spawned. Bucks battle each other for
breeding rights. Tigers hunt for their prey
and their prey hunts as well, either for
smaller animals or for plants and insects.
Immune cells wage war on invading
viruses.

Parents living in poverty go
without sufficient food or sleep so that
their children will be fed and rested, or go
to work at jobs that drain away the will to
live and crush the spirit, in the hope that
their children will have better lives.
Soldiers endure fear, discomfort and death
to fulfill their obligations. Activists face
firehoses and billy clubs to set injustices
right. Rescue workers charge in to burning

word "hero" to those who actually risk their lives
for the sake of the greater good. Yet, the struggles
of everyday life are on a heroic scale, even if very
few of us rise to the status of heroes in the process.
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buildings while everyone else is running
away from them. Refugees walk hundreds
of miles or even thousands, taking their
families away from war and oppression.
Victims of child abuse fight their inner
demons, ensuring that the things they
suffered will not be passed down to the
next generation. Husbands and wives keep
working on their marriages, despite the
daily threat of loss and heartbreak, in order
that something worth preserving will not
be destroyed. My point is not that these
struggles are equivalent- in fact, there is
no way to compare them- but they are all
certainly struggles, and they all carry both
risk and consequence. We make decisions
of morally epic significance on a daily
basis, and most often we don't even
recognize it. All too often, we fail. For
every act of integrity and courage, whether
dramatic or subtle, there are a dozen acts
of petty compromise, a few of corruption,
a few of outright evil.

Florus considers participating in
the degrading spectacles of the mad
emperor Nero, in order to stay on the
tyrant's good side. Agrippinus, although
disgusted, says to go ahead. Why?
Because anyone who would weigh the
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pros and cons in that situation is already
lost, already a slave to tyranny- and every
willing slave of tyranny is also its
collaborator and co-creator. Nero commits
the evil- a minority act, for not many are
as perverse as he was. Florus and everyone
else like him make it possible, because no
emperor could ever rule without the
consent of the majority. Agrippinus
refuses and stands alone, facing the
consequences of defying the tyrant- and he
alone does well. No Nero or Hitler could
ever rule us if we were all like Agrippinus,
but most of us are like Florus and so evil
still flourishes. To explain his seemingly
quixotic defiance, Agrippinus uses an
analogy. All of us are part of the same
pattern, mere threads in the cloth. We
cannot transform the whole cloth, because
that power is not given to us. The only
choice we are given, the only freedom, is
that of deciding what sort of thread we
are- the common brown or the royal
purple, "that small part which is bright,
and makes all the rest appear graceful and
beautiful."

The choice that Florus faced was
relatively clear, a straightforward decision
between common cowardice and lonely
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courage, when the fate of half the world
depended on the moral decisions of those
in a position to either defy the emperor or
accommodate themselves to him. Most of
us will never face such a clear-cut choice,
or one so dramatic. Yet we face choices of
our own, and the consequences, although
subtle, are no less significant. We can
decide to live mediocre lives, lives of
compromise and of narrow viewpoints,
lives where we value only comfort and
convenience. We can live lives of
pointless hedonism, addiction to pleasure
of every kind, aversion to responsibility.
We can live lives of self-serving
calculation, placing ourselves before all
other values. All of these are common
threads. Or we can choose to weave with
the purple thread, creating a life of beauty
and magic, a real human life.

The world we live in is a world of
war. I don't mean this word literally,
although the literal meaning is included
within what I am saying. I certainly am
not referring to Social Darwinism, or to
any other notion of "survival of the
fittest." The more thoroughly we
understand this war, the more we realize
that we are all on the same side, even
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when circumstances make some of us
enemies. What I mean is that this is a
world of conflict, of heroic struggle and of
epic triumph or epic failure. This is a
world where our choices matter- not just
some of our choices, but all of them. And
the decision that repeatedly faces us is
simply this- will we hold the position we
were given? Will we turn back the enemy?
Will we advance if possible?

Or will we retreat, allowing such
things as ignorance and injustice to
advance and perpetuate themselves?
Worse yet, will we collaborate?

3- The Somatic Life

The ancient Gnostic Christian sects
taught that there were three different kinds
of people, known as the somatic or hylic
class, the noetic or psychic, and the
pneumatic or gnostic. This book is not an
attempt to revive ancient Gnosticism, but
the terminology of the Gnostics can be
useful to our conversation. (Although my
use of these terms is not strictly identical
to their ancient usage.)

The somatic or hylic life is the life
of the world, of worldly pleasures and
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pains, of materialism and hedonism.
Scheming to get ahead in the office, to buy
the latest and most stylish fashions,
working overtime for material luxuries,
chasing after casual sex or a casual high,
following the antics of celebrities with
bated breath, investing in ever-more-
elaborate entertainment systems... these
things are just some of the manifestations
of the somatic life.

Such things are only a part of life
for most people, but they are a large
enough part to command our loyalty, as
measured by the amount of our time we
give to them. As Plotinus tells us, "Those
incapable of thinking gravely read gravity
into frivolities which correspond to their
own frivolous Nature. Anyone that joins in
their trifling and so comes to look on life
with their eyes must understand that by
lending himself to such idleness he has
laid aside his own character."

It is not that any of the things that I
have mentioned are inherently corrupt.
The workplace, like any other place, is
defined by relationships, and relationships
produce conflicts, and conflicts require
strategy. Fashion is ultimately about
aesthetic beauty, and people who dress
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with an aesthetic sense make the world
more beautiful. Hard work produces the
wealth that feeds us all, and those who
work hard quite naturally wish to enjoy
their free time in comfort. The life of a
normal adult in the modern world includes
sexual encounters, not all of which will
develop into committed relationships.
Having a drink with friends is one of the
joys of life, and a welcome release from
its pressures and conflicts. Watching
something that makes you laugh or cry is a
manifestation of storytelling, a basic and
universal human behavior.

No, it is not that there is anything
wrong with entertainment or comfort, or
with sexual pleasure or competitive
success- but such things are not why we
are here, and they were never intended to
command our most fundamental loyalty.
As it is, they command our worship,
exacting a terrible sacrifice, because we
feed them our lives. No matter what form
of afterlife you believe in, if any, you will
only be here once in this current form.
That means that your time here is running
out. If you devote the limited amount of
time you have to anything but the most
fundamental and deeply beautiful things,
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you are quite simply wasting the one life
you have, and you will never be able to
regain that wasted time.

If, on the other hand, you devote
your time and energies to the most
profound things, then everything else can
assume its proper place and do what it was
meant to do, play the role it was meant to
play. The question is not whether you are
competitive at work, whether you like to
dress fashionably or watch movies on a
big-screen television, whether you
occasionally take someone home for the
night if you're single, whether you
sometimes get drunk with your friends
after a week of hard work, whether you
take a guilty pleasure in reading the gossip
column. Those details are unimportant.
The question is whether they define you,
whether they are what you are about or
not. If you are about something more, then
you can enjoy or participate in any one of
these things without losing your way. But
if you are about the things of the world, if
you are obsessed with and defined by
material things, then you are living the
somatic life, which is the life of a
sleepwalker. The inevitable result of this
life is continual boredom, a sense of
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restlessness and dissatisfaction, of
meaningless drifting.

"Is this really all there is?" is the
question of the somatic, but of a somatic
who is beginning to wonder if he or she
should wake up. And the first level of a
waking life is the life of the mind.

4- The Noetic Life

The noetic or "psychic" life has
nothing to do with ESP, but with the life
of the mind in all its forms- the love of art
and music, the study of science, the
pursuit of philosophical wisdom, the
practice of mathematics. There are levels
deeper than the intellectual in all of these
pursuits, but it is their intellectual aspect
we are concerned with here- when they
cross over into the mystical, they have to
do with the "pneumatic." To study the
great ideas and consider them deeply, to
apply our sense of delight and wonder to
the abstract beauty of mathematical
problems, to plumb the mysteries of the
universe and its laws, to appreciate the
richness of art and the serenity of music-
these things are far beyond the somatic
life, and they initiate us into a richer and
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broader existence, with a potential for
range and freedom undreamed-of by
sleepwalkers. When understood and
experienced completely they not only
transcend "the world" but transfigure it,
giving all of the things of which the world
is made a deeper significance.

It is possible to gain the noetic but
lose the somatic, and indeed this is
common. The intellectual who can't
experience or appreciate normal life is a
stereotype, but one firmly rooted in an
actual personality type. Such a life is
impoverished, as narrow and cramped as
the somatic life but in a different way. |
am reminded of an acquaintance of mine
who considered himself a gourmand, as a
result of which all but the finest meals
were beneath his standard. He took no
pleasure in dining, which always
disappointed and irritated him. If he had
been fully awake and aware at the somatic
level, then his ability to enjoy a meal on
the noetic level would not have sabotaged
him. He would have been able to enjoy a
four-star gourmet dinner for its refined
qualities, and a good burger for its less
sophisticated but no less worthwhile
pleasures. The same concept can be
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applied to many other things. If you can
only enjoy single malt scotch but never
bourbon, only classical music and never
rock or jazz, only a sixty-dollar bottle of
wine and never a ten-dollar bottle, only
movies with subtitles and never
Hollywood, only novels you have to have
a dictionary on hand to read and never
pulp fiction, then your aesthetic sense may
have moved beyond "refined" and into
"arid."

The point of everything [ am
saying in this book is not to denigrate the
life of "the world," but to infuse it with the
wonder and beauty it was meant to have,
by incarnating the magic of transcendent
realities within the mundane sphere. As
such the noetic life, while more beautiful,
more noble and more spiritual than a
merely somatic existence, attains its fullest
meaning and purpose only within the
context of our somatic existence. When it
is lived in this way, then it will have the
ability to shine through all of life's events
and struggles, all its joys and sorrows, and
to give them the light of their own inner
existence- which is itself. This is even
more thoroughly true of the pneumatic
life.
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5- The Pneumatic Life

The pneumatic or gnostic life is a
term for the life of the spirit, of mystical
insight. The pneumatic life should not be
confused with the religious life, which can
be either somatic, noetic or pneumatic.
The life of many evangelists and gurus, for
instance, is somatic, devoted to the
acquisition of material goods and success
in "the world." The recent fad known as
the Law of Attraction or the Secret is
another example- a pseudo-spiritual and
thoroughly somatic form of latter-day
sorcery. Petty power struggles within
churches are also somatic, as is any
attempt by a church to wield political
power, or to appeal to bigotry of any kind.

The religious life of the
mainstream believer is best described as
being noetic, though very different from
some of the other manifestations of the
noetic life. Religious worship in a
mainstream context is largely a matter of
creating a conducive environment for an
ennobling set of emotions and thoughts,
which expand and spiritualize the inner
life of the worshipper- an experience not
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too dissimilar to the reverent appreciation
of art, music or philosophy, although
entered into via a very different approach.

The pneumatic life is something
more than this. In fact, it is a higher form
of the same experiences, and it can be
approached through the same experiences.
When the celebration of a Catholic Mass
becomes something numinous, something
magical and awe-inspiring, it becomes
pneumatic. When the clarity, purity and
elegance of a mathematical equation
becomes a thing of visionary beauty,
seeming to reveal the inherent secrets of
the universe as in the beliefs of
Pythagoras, then it becomes pneumatic.
When a wonderful painting or a piece of
music causes the spirit to transcend this
world, revealing a divine order beyond
expression in words, it becomes
pneumatic.

The pneumatic life is the life of the
mystic and visionary, and it is so difficult
to achieve and retain this life, within the
context of the world, that several religions
have created alternative social structures
specifically to avoid what the Taoists
called the "red dust" of secular affairs,
allowing the seeker to focus solely on his
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own enlightenment. The monastic orders
of Christianity, Buddhism and Taoism
serve such a purpose, as well as the
purpose of channeling the visionary
insights of their members along orthodox
lines- both for their own psychological
stability and the stability of the tradition.

While I personally believe strongly
in the beauty and value of the monastic
experience, it does raise certain questions.
Could the custom of turning away from
the world in order to find the spirit not be
seen as a spiritual form of the same kind
of fallacy so many intellectuals fall prey to
when they lose the ability to enjoy all but
"the finer things"? If you can achieve the
finest states of mystical rapture or
enlightened understanding in a cloistered
environment, does that mean that you
would make a better parent, a more
understanding and compassionate spouse,
a more patriotic citizen?

No doubt, in some cases, it really
does- and in some cases it does not. Some
mystics have achieved a very high
spiritual state in a certain sense, but only
in the relatively untested context of a
closed community. Some have attained to
such a state while retaining certain biases
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or neuroses from the somatic existence,
resulting in the warped personalities all
too often displayed by "spiritual masters."
Perhaps the monastic life would be better
practiced on a temporary than on a
permanent basis, or only entered into after
one has lived a full life within the world-
and both options have existed in various
faiths.

The Mythorealist philosophy offers
another approach. "When myth incarnates
in the waking world" is our central creed,
and what that means in this context is that
we strive to incarnate the magic within the
world rather than turning our backs on it.
In this way the experiences of daily life-
from caring for a household to doing
chores, and from making love to enjoying
music- can shine with the transcendent
beauty of the magical realm, transforming
Babylon into the New Jerusalem.

6- The Mythorealist Life

The purely somatic life,
unilluminated by magic, is what I refer to
as Babylon. Babylon is the enemy in this
world of war, telling us that what really
matters is to have more power and more
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luxury, more wealth and more pleasure,
more size and noise and "entertainment"-
and all at the cost of our inner life and of
all human values. Babylon is the
Demiurge, the false God or world ruler of
"this present darkness." Babylon is the life
of meaninglessness, the life of spiritual
death, and the core source of most of our
suffering and of most wars and
oppressions, although often in the guise of
more noble purposes. Babylon is not the
world as such, however- it is only the
world as we have made it, and it is within
our collective power to make it differently.
As it is not within our individual powers
to make it differently, the only way that
we can contribute to that hope is if each
one of us individually chooses to lead a
very different kind of life, the life of the
purple thread. We must live the life of
resistance fighters behind enemy lines,
seeking to illuminate whatever we can
wherever we can. If we can live- and
therefore demonstrate- the premise that
this world does not have to be Babylon at
all, but can instead be what William Blake
called the New Jerusalem, then we will
have not only held our positions but
perhaps even advanced the lines a little.
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So what exactly does this mean? It
means that we can refuse to live mediocre
lives- lives defined by such things as
ambition or materialism or hedonism. We
can define our lives by the things that
matter, including heartfelt and deeply
committed human relationships, social
justice, artistic beauty, and the
illumination of the spirit. Exactly what this
means in our lives will be different for
everyone, and that is exactly as it should
be. We were created differently for
different purposes, with different
marching orders and different missions,
but in each case for the same great cause”.
To refuse to heed your marching orders
and fulfill your mission, settling instead
for a mediocre life, is to be "absent
without leave."

2 How is it possible to make such a claim, when we
can know nothing of absolute reality? By simply
deciding to live from this point of view, and
experiencing the fruits of that decision.
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IT- Aspects of the Mythic Life
1- Praying for Nothing

I knelt here once and asked with outstretched
hands,

For things that don't mean anything at all.

So I will kneel and ask for nothing now.

The things we want are worthless, and the world
Denies them to us to expose the fraud.

I'll praise the mercy of this savage God,

Who forced me to approach Him as I am-

A man with open eyes and empty hands.

The first and most indispensable
aspect of attaining some measure of
spiritual freedom- without which true joy
is impossible- is to turn your back on the
somatic value system, with its false and
inverted priorities. That doesn't mean that
you need to live in a hut on the side of a
mountain, shunning all but the most basic
comforts. It does mean that you must
never compromise any of the things that
really matter in an attempt to acquire the
things that are merely incidental.

To be recognized or promoted at
work is a gratifying thing, a mark of your

3 From Prayers for Nothing by C.S. Thompson.
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competence and seriousness. To be paid a
higher salary can make life easier, and
allow you to do the things you've always
dreamed of doing. But which one of these
is actually fundamental- to spend time
with the people you love and do the things
that you love, or to make more money by
working more hours, at the expense of all
that?

Sexual experiences are wonderful,
but they are not fundamental. They are
either an integrated part of a more serious
and profound interaction, or they are
something that merely happens along the
way. To chase after new sexual
experiences like a dog sniffing after scraps
from the table is to destroy your dignity,
and spiritual dignity is fundamental.

"To fall in love," for that matter-
what is that really? It can only be one of
two things- an overwhelmingly intense
emotion with no actual depth to it, or the
first chapter of something much more
complex and meaningful, something that
requires very much more of you than a
strong emotion. The first of these things
isn't really anything, just a hormonal
infatuation. The second is something that
comes into your life as an unearned grace,
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an aspect of your mission and your
marching orders- and marching orders
cannot be sought for, only received and
obeyed when the time is right.

To acquire anything, to be "the
winner," to have intense experiences, even
to meet someone and fall in love- these
things are incidental, aspects of a pattern
we cannot control. If we are doing the
things that are fundamental, then they may
happen on their own. For instance, if you
devote yourself to perfecting an art for its
own sake then you may someday win an
award; if you are professional and serious
about your work then you may well end up
making a very high salary; if you are
living a life that is flourishing and
beautiful in all the ways that really matter
then a wonderful person may fall in love
with you. The perfection of art is not
incidental; to be serious and competent
about everything you do is not incidental;
and love is most certainly not incidental.
All the rewards and profits, all the things
you can acquire, whether measured in
terms of money and fame or in terms of
pleasure and fun, or even in terms of
yearning to meet your "soulmate"- all of
those things are incidental, things that are
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supposed to be allowed to happen on their
own at the will of the universe, and not to
be things we pray for or chase after. To
pray for or chase after anything for
yourself except the perfection of your own
spirit and the fulfillment of your genuine
purpose on Earth is to lose your way.
Praying for the well being of others, of
course, is an expression of love, and can
never be misguided. In order to acquire the
inner mindset of "praying for nothing,"
you should avoid ever using sentences that
begin with "I want," "I wish," "I hope," or
"I wish not," "I hope not." To indulge in
the words is to indulge in the worldview.

2- Surrender, Don't Be Strong

I have described this world as a
world of war, and our task here as being to
hold the line. And yet, in order to do this,
it is necessary to surrender, and to give up
the concept of "being strong" as that is
generally understood. The strength of the
common understanding is like the Maginot
Line- impregnable to direct assault but all
too easy to outflank. The strength of
surrender, however, is like the strength of
Easy Company at the Battle of the Bulge.
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Resigned to their own destruction if that
was what it took, they withstood
everything their enemy threw at them and
emerged victorious. Those who refuse to
surrender when it really matters are the
ones who understand surrender in the
internal sense- surrender to the pattern of
the universe, to whatever must be. As
Euripides says:

I follow cheerfully; and, did I not,

Wicked and wretched, I must follow still.
Whoever yields properly to Fate, is deemed
Wise among men, and knows the laws of heaven.

For most of the years of my young
adult life, I lived with a pervasive and all-
encompassing feeling I can only describe
as supernatural horror- a sense that the
universe itself was haunted and
malevolent, a demonic force of infinite
size and scope in which I myself was a
small, lost soul. This conviction was not
depression, as I was never apathetic, nor
did I have the other symptoms of
depression in the clinical sense. I have
never succeeded in finding any account or
description of this feeling in psychological
or neurological terms, but the spiritual
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horror I experienced on a daily basis led
me to seek desperately for any means of
distracting myself from my own inner life.
Whiskey and cheap wine could dull the
feeling, as could the ersatz intensity of
spending my time among the dregs of
society such as thieves and drug dealers,
with the occasional adrenaline thrill of
their unpredictable outbreaks of violence.
Intense devotion to impossible
relationships, which forced me to spend
most of my waking hours tending to their
upkeep, also served to distract me from the
horror. Yet it would always return,
especially if [ was forced for any reason to
spend time alone. As it says in the
Noctiviganti Saga, this feeling was one of
"the horrible spaces between the stars. The
absolute loneliness of outer space. Of such
things was the Abyss made, if anything
made it."

When all my attempts at avoidance
failed, what I relied upon instead was a
rigid defiance, the arrogant "strength" of
my refusal to surrender, the pretense that I
was somehow strong enough to defy the
whole universe. This fallacy was hopeless
of course, and it all fell apart, in the
aftermath of my second divorce. My so-
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called strength proved all too brittle,
predicated as it was on a false premise.
But when I surrendered at last to that all-
encompassing horror, when I stopped
trying to fight it and be strong, when I
stopped trying to avoid or placate it- then
everything changed.

The horror revealed itself as a
transcendent wonder, a Presence suffusing
all of reality and making it blaze with
magic, a Light from which I had been
alienated by pride and fear. The sheer joy
of that initial revelation was
overwhelming, an experience I referred to
as "the marriage of heaven and hell" in
honor of the great work by William Blake.
I lived for a long time in a state of
euphoria, a wild joy as intense and
unbalanced as my previous horror. But I
emerged from both experiences with a
clear sense of purpose, an understanding
of my mission and a deep sense of
happiness, which has persisted at the core
of my life ever since, through all the
troubles and disappointments of our
human condition.

I have spoken of obeying your
marching orders, but you might not know
what those are. If you can't hear your
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orders, it's because of static- the need to
tune in a clearer signal. The first
requirement for doing so is to learn to
surrender, not to the narrow perspective of
your private suffering but to everything
there is. The second requirement is to do
nothing.

3- Doing Nothing

In order to tune in and get a clearer
signal, in order to hear the voice of the
magic, it is necessary to listen. This isn't
always easy, but it becomes virtually
impossible when we seek to distract
ourselves, to fill up every waking moment
with pointless activities. That kind of
frenetic life is all about avoidance, and
what you're avoiding may very well turn
out to be the numinous wonder of the
magical world.

Most of the entertainment we have
created in this society isn't actually
entertaining, but is at best distracting. A
great deal of it is corrupting and
degrading, and most of it is conspicuously
stupid. The majority of it is something that
you would never deliberately watch, but
just happen to get drawn into, as passive
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as a hypnosis subject. That comes from the
inability to just do nothing.

If you can make a commitment to
never do anything you don't actually want
or need to do, then you can free yourself
from the tyranny of boredom and
restlessness, allowing you to listen for the
voice of magic. If you specifically want to
listen to music, then do so. If you want to
watch a movie, then do so. If you need to
work on your house, then do so. But if you
don't really want or need to do any of
those things, then you should just sit there
quietly, not consciously trying to meditate
or to focus- just doing nothing.

If you never do anything just to
pass the time, then your time will really
become yours again. You will find
yourself listening. You may find that you
can hear something. That's the voice of the
magic.

4- Fully Awake Participation

When people tell you they're bored
and you can't quite understand what
they're talking about, then you will have
attained one of the primary benefits of
doing nothing, as well as of this entire
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approach to living. I call this "fully awake
participation," which refers to a sense of
being engaged and alive, incarnating the
magic of every interaction, and no longer a
sleepwalker. When you can live in this
state, then you will experience a sense of
knowing what you're supposed to be doing
as if by a divine command. When you
wake up in the morning, your first thought
will be a sense of excitement, of joy at all
of the amazing things you're going to
spend the day doing. At the end of the day,
sleep may even begin to feel like an
imposition, delaying you from doing more
of the things you love to do. This last
feeling should not be indulged, as sleep is
also something that you should fully
participate in.

Fully awake participation is the
ability to really see- to look at the people
you love and see the divine reality behind
their faces, to sit down to a meal and really
taste it, to put all of your heart into
whatever you're working on. When you
engage in any interaction with your whole
self, when you are genuinely present and
engaged, then that interaction will come
alive, as if powered invisibly by a
mysterious current.
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This doesn't have to happen
perfectly or one hundred percent of the
time in order for you to benefit from it. Set
aside any notions of becoming a sage or an
enlightened master; too many of them are
wolves in sheep's clothing. That there are
and have been genuine masters is
something I believe, but if you happen to
have found a genuine master then you
have little need of this book. I am not a
sage or a master and neither are you; I
cannot live in a state of fully awake
participation one hundred percent of the
time and neither can you. Every moment
in which we succeed in doing so is a
moment of pure magic, and lends a
magical afterglow to all our other
moments. Let us forget about
enlightenment, then, and simply open our
eyes right now.

5- The Balance of Forces

According to the philosopher
Sallust, "one may call the world a myth, in
which bodies and things are visible, but
souls and minds hidden." The inner,
magical and divine reality- the esoteric- is
veiled by and yet revealed through its
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outward expression, the exoteric or
mundane reality. The two worlds are
ultimately a single world- we walk in the
Realm of Myth every single day. At the
same time, they are two separate worlds-
the waking world and the world of myth-
and these two worlds need to be in a very
fine balance. In this they are not alone, for
all such opposites must be balanced,
thereby manifesting a greater unity. This is
the concept of the balance of forces.

Our universe is made up of pairs of
opposites, dyads of archetypal forces-
exoteric and esoteric; stoic and mystic;
asceticism and hedonism; light and dark.
The concept of the balance of forces is to
keep the opposites in perfect tension,
manifesting whichever one is most
appropriate in the moment on the surface
or in the open, while balancing its power
underneath the surface with its own
opposite. This mentality is derived from
that of the classical martial arts,
particularly swordsmanship. In the words
of Tai Chi practitioner Scott Rodell, the
swordsman strives to achieve a very
special state of mind: "calm and cool on
the outside, as if admiring a beautiful
landscape, while inwardly poised like a
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tiger observing prey, ready to pounce at
the first opportunity."

This is obviously only one of the
manifestations of the balance of forces,
but the specific balance between the
martial arts and the fine arts is a very
ancient one. As [ wrote in Prayers for
Nothing:

Clearly the greatest warriors of the
European Renaissance saw no contradiction
between the sword and the brush, and even valued
the study of both as being essential to the
development of a complete human being. But this
ideal is much older than the Renaissance- the
legendary Fianna warriors of ancient Ireland, for
example, were required to master the Twelve
Books of Poetry before their full initiation into that
elite unit. And this idea was quite thoroughly
developed in the East...

In classical Chinese culture, a cultivated
human being is said to be a master of the Five
Excellences: poetry, music, medicine, painting, and
martial art.

The notion may seem anachronistic and
even bizarre in the modern world, but is that a sign
that it is truly useless or that we have lost
something essential to the art of living? Martial art
forges the spirit and poetry expresses it, creating a
balance of forces between action and
contemplation, allowing us to live a complete and
fulfilling life.
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Stoicism and mysticism, the
martial arts and the fine arts, physical
courage and spiritual compassion,
personal dignity and inner humility- these
are just a few of the many possible
manifestations of the balance of forces. By
achieving a graceful tension between such
polar opposites, we can manifest the
greater unity that lies underneath the
apparent discrepancy.

6- Ringing the Changes

"Ringing the changes" is a term
from Relationship Theory, referring to a
special mentality and approach to life that
is characteristic of that theory. Rather than
"standing on one rock" as we call it- which
means to operate from within a single
worldview, to which one is fully
committed- we dance from one rock to
another, playing with worldviews and
accepting them all, and finding benefits in
every functional worldview. This is the
balance of forces in its fullest expression,
an easygoing and spontaneous attitude to
every way of life and every belief system,
with the exception of those which are
clearly not functional.
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To ring the changes is to achieve
true freedom, like a shapeshifter moving
through multiple forms and selecting the
best shape for every situation and every
moment. To ring the changes is to live life
playfully, and yet never frivolously- a
spirit of reverent laughter.

7- Spontaneous Fluidity

The end result of all of this is
spontaneous fluidity- the ability to shift
with ease between multiple perspectives,
to flow gracefully from one situation to
another without ever becoming trapped or
stuck. Whatever is done from the somatic
perspective, the limited perspective of the
mundane, is done self-consciously. Poor
self esteem and egoism are both like this;
they are both manifestations of grasping
and fear. Whatever is done from within the
magic is done both perfectly and
effortlessly, unobstructed by the ego,
practically divine. When you do anything
perfectly, you are never thinking about
yourself. It doesn't occur to you to build
yourself up or to put yourself down. You
just do the right thing at the right time
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without even thinking about it, almost as if
something else was doing it through you.
Spontaneous fluidity is perfect
freedom- as if you were soaring high
above the mortal world and yet
participating in it with effortless
competence. This is not something we can
expect to hold onto- that would contradict
its basic nature- but it is something we can
experience, and the goal not only of many
forms of mysticism but of traditional
martial arts practice. The very greatest
masters of both mysticism and martial arts
have been known for this ability, which
they can access seemingly whenever they
need to. Like "fully awake participation,"
however, of which it is a more completely
developed expression, spontaneous
fluidity is not something that only sages
can ever touch. You may very well have
experienced it, if only for a fleeting
moment or in that one perfect game. In the
practice of the martial arts, it manifests as
the sudden ability to perform a complex
technique at the exact right moment,
without ever having seen that technique
before. This is the end result of years of
practice, allowing the fighter to internalize
tactical and physical principles to the point
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where new techniques can seemingly be
generated spontaneously without thought
or calculation. In the fine arts such as
poetry, spontaneous fluidity manifests as
inspiration, the gift of the muses.
Spontaneous fluidity is spiritual insight, as
applied in practice and unhampered by
thought.

Through the cultivation of the life
of magic- yearning for nothing for your
own sake, never doing anything just to
pass the time, engaging completely in all
your interactions, maintaining the esoteric
and exoteric worlds in a dynamic balance,
shifting fluidly and humorously between
multiple perspectives, and flowing
gracefully and spontaneously through the
changes of life- you can experience a
mysticism far removed from the life of a
monk or hermit. This is the mysticism of
daily life.
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