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The sage speaks: 

The good life is one that permits us to see deeply and yet, simultaneously and paradoxically, 

perfects the art of letting go. 

 

The seeker sighs: 

Ah, but what does that mean? 

 

The sage replies: 

Breathe in, breathe out. 

 

 
Autumn Leaves Falling Home 

 

 



Introduction 

 

Reasoning is no longer enough.  

We need re-enchantment, an evocation of our Gaian reality.  

We are trapped within the bone of our skull. We are lost within our Cartesian dreamtime of 

isolation and separation.  

We need out! We need to breathe freely. 

 

 

Man and Tree Standing Together One 

 

 

 

 



The Algorithmic images of new nature 

 

 

Man Facing Sea – New Nature 

 

 

Man facing Mountain – New Nature 

 

 

Man facing Tree – New Nature 



Presence and Connection – Re-enchanting 

    

RealisationRealisationRealisationRealisation    

What I know is that the human lives within a fundamental rhythm 

of presence and connection. 

Re-experiencing the Earth / Universe as sacred is our only remaining 

hope. We need a new framework of meaning. 

 

 

 

 



Does a flower grow on its own? 

No. 

It needs soil, water, air, sunlight. It needs bees and insects for it to 

pollinate it. 

In fact it needs everything for the flower to be a flower. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Wittgenstein asked in the ‘Philosophical Investigations’ – does a rose 

have teeth? 

It does. 

In the mouth of a cow. 

The cow eats grass, it digests the grass, it produces dung, the dung 

feeds the soil, the soil permits the rose to thrive. 

It has teeth. It has a digestive system. It has legs to move about.  

Not in itself of course. 

But in everything else. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Our self does not end with our skin. 

Our self extends to everything. 

Not metaphorically. 

But literally. 

We need everything to be so that we can be who we are. 

There is no clear inside – outside boundary. 

The inside is outside and the outside is inside. 

 

I am only me if you are you and everything is what it is meant to be. 

 

Do we understand what this means? 

 

 

 

 

 

 



We are profoundly connected to each other. 

 

We do not observe each other as objects. 

 

We are connected to what is about us by emotions. Emotions turn the 

relations about us – the people, the life-forms, the living universe – 

into feelings inside us. They are our exchange with all that appears 

outside us. 

 

We make each other – we are in each other – through the quality of 

how we respond to each other. The quality of the space between is a 

measure of how well we are. The space between is the relational. 

Everything is relational. Everything connects with everything. 

 

 

 

 

 



Of course we can treat each other as objects. We can be treated as 

objects. We can see the world about us as a collection of objects. 

 

But then consider what that does to us. What that is doing to us. 

Look at our planet. Look what we have done to it. 

Look at ourselves. Look at the wars, the injustice, the poverty. 

Look at the emotional distresses. 

 

Might we have got something wrong? 

Might we have forgotten to relate? 

Might we have forgotten who we are? 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

We are connected to each other – mineral, organic, Gaia, the Universe. 

But what is all that connected to? 

 

We cannot answer at the level of conceptual thought. It is beyond our 

rationality.  

 

But there are other forms of knowing. That come from a deep feeling, 

an intuition, a glimpse, a sensibility, an insight. 

 

It is the form of knowing we use for music. 

It is a music, a fundamental sound from the dialogue of all being. 



 

 

The trickles of water on the earth. Seepings and sloshings and little 

gurglings. Gathering into little trickles that run across the soil. 

Deepening into thin ruts and channels. Deepening into streams. 

Streams gathering water from all around. From the sky above drawn 

down into the soil and dashing together into flowing communities of 

water. Streams flowing into rivers. Rivers rushing and running in 

deeper and deeper pathways. Crossing the ground, shaping and 

moulding it. Become home to myriad forms of life. Flowing on, become 

life for all life including we humans, who gather water and build our 



settlements nearby. River which finally empties itself into the deep 

sea. No longer river. Exhaling itself deep into the wide ocean of water. 

There to be engulfed and in time with the sun to become vapour and 

air and enter the sky and prepare to fall again, renewed and purified, 

onto the ground, to trickle again, find itself again, and flow. 

 

 

 

 

 



You cannot push the river. It flows. It cycles from above, flows on the 

ground, enters its own greatness, and floats to the above again. 

 

It is a living being. It is its own thing but utterly part of everything. 

 

‘So soft this morning, ours. Yes. Carry me along, taddy, like you done 

through the toy fair! If I seen him bearing down on me now under 

whitespread wings like he’d come from Arkangels, I sink I’d die down 

over his feet, humbly dumbly, only to washup. Yes, tid. There’s where. 

First. We pass through grass behush the bush to. Whish! A gull. Gulls. 

Far calls. Coming, far! End here. Us then. Finn, again! Take. 

Bussoftlhee, mememormee! Till thousandsthee. Lps. The keys to. Given! 

A way a lone a last a loved a long the’ 

 

The final lines of Finnegans Wake. 

 

 

 

 



There is no river as only-river. There is river within soil, river from 

sky, river to sea, sea to sky, sky to water, water to soil, soil to river. 

 

All in dialogue! 

 

Can there be dialogue without words? Of course. It is all about us. 

Constant dialogue. 

Do you really think that the human only speaks through words? 

Dialogue with a person involves far more than attending to words. If 

so, then dialogue with those beings who do not use words is hardly 

novel. Words are not enough for us.  

Everything is in dialogue. With each other and with us if we could but 

listen. 

 

 

 

 

 



Being the being you areBeing the being you areBeing the being you areBeing the being you are    

    

It begins with being present.  

Do you realise the simply extraordinary fact that you are present?  

That you are here, alive within this Universe, is quite simply 

mathematically almost impossible to conceive. Yet here we are. 

Mystery? Gift? Miracle?  

 

So many of us are not present in our own lives. We long to be other. 

Elsewhere. Someone else. Some other version of ourselves. 

Many of us have been damaged by our experiences so that fear, sadness, 

fantasy have blurred our capacity to be present. 

Being present is to be real, to be authentic, to turn up in our own lives, 

to stand our ground exactly where we are. 

 

 

 

 



For you to be present consider: 

The chance that of all the sexual moments each of your parents ever 

had one gave rise to you; 

That of all the millions of sperm and hundreds of eggs one possible 

combination only gave rise to you; 

That of all the perils and wonders of the meeting and fusing and 

journeying and nurturing of that new fused sperm-egg it all succeeded 

and gave rise to you; 

And then consider that this extraordinary process occurred in each 

moment of conception and birth of every ancestor you ever had all the 

way back to the beginning of life itself. 

 

And each new life was met with sufficient care and compassion so that 

it grew and matured and found a mate and could make new life. 

 

You have travelled down a long pathway of life to be right here, right 

now. 

 

 



Human generation after generation. All the way back to the very 

beginning. 

You are there is each of them. They are your ancestors. Parts of them 

are still in you. 

 

 

But it’s far deeper than that. 

Consider the emergence of homo sapiens. 



Consider the humanoid life-forms that came before us. We go back 

perhaps 200,000 years. Humanoids perhaps two and a half million 

years. 

But consider too the mammals that gave rise to us. 

Each mammal had to survive and reproduce for us to be present. Each 

generation of mammal. 

And before the mammals? 

The living forms that bridged sea and land. 

The living forms that developed in the sea. 

Generation after generation. 

But then you must consider the planet itself. Gaia. Everything 

happened in her as a living being. From chemical atoms, to compounds, 

to the emergence of the first cells. To the complexification of those 

cells. Over four billion years of Gaia. 

But Gaia could not be alone. The sun provided the heat and light for 

all of this process. Just close enough, just far enough, for the cooling of 

Gaia and the vaporisation of the primal seas into chemicals and 

compounds. 



But Gaia was a being of the Universe. The stars of the Universe 

converted primal chemicals into other chemicals of which all being is 

composed. Including us. 

The great Flaring-Forth that began the Universe is still happening 

over fourteen billion years after it started. The Universe is still moving 

forth into itself, become gas, matter, chemicals, atoms, cells, living 

beings, humans. 

We are beings of the Universe. We are the Universe aware of itself, 

joyous of itself, in wonder at itself.  

The Universe in its faring forth is gas and chemical and also spirit 

and music and art and emotion. It’s all there in the Flaring Forth. 

The Flaring Forth is not an event in time. It is on-going. Still 

happening.  

Everthing is part of it. 

We are present, not as an isolated, atomised by-product. We are present 

IN it, Part of it. We are it, just like everything is. 

We are utterly connected. We are INSIDE because there is no 

OUTSIDE.  

There is only inside. 



That is where we are present. 

Inside our own flaring forth. 

And our flaring forth is connected to very element of the Flaring Forth. 

We are all flaring forth together. Everything about us is part of the 

same thing. It’s part of us. We are part of it. There is no outside. 

The bird song. The trickle of water. The wind. The tree swaying. The 

cow looing. The fox calling. The baby crying. The person laughing. 

The whole thing. 

That is what you are present to. 

That is what you are connected to. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Just listen to the Great Dialogue – the music of the Universe all about 

us. 

 

Listen to the stars. They are our ancestors who have literally created 

us by creating the very chemicals which constitute us. 

 

All the sacred sound about us is flaring forth from fourteen billions 

years via the stars, via Gaia, via all our ancestors, right here to you, 

right now, here, present, connected. 

 

There is an ultimate connection present in everything.  

 



 

Man Standing with Tree Two. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



What does a communion of subjects do?  

They listen to each other. They dialogue together. They respond to each 

other. They see each other, respect each other and connect to each 

other. 

 

We are at present living from deep within the narrowest conception of 

the human there has ever been. 

We have imploded deep into ourselves. 

Our implosion is going deeper and deeper into a tiny space of geometric 

isolation. We are burrowing further and further inwards. 

We have become mesmerised. Our technology is entrancing us. Voices 

coming out of tiny plastic, images on screens, human voices everywhere 

exhorting us to greater and greater speed, more efficiency, more and 

more lures of happiness and pleasure. 

 

 

 

 

 



Can we enter tree-world? 

Can we enter hare-world? 

Can we enter sea-world? 

Can we enter sound-world? 

Can we enter colour-world? 

Can we enter smell-world? 

Can we enter dream-world? 

Can we enter spirit-world? 

 

 

Sudden apprehension of the sublime – White Unicorn in a snowy field 

 

 



There is a world open to us in the dialogue between the trees and the 

wind. 

That world is in the springs. It is on the mountains. It is on the bushes. 

It is in the swan’s glide. It is in the cuckoo’s cry. 

 

It is the colour and the sound and the smell and the movement that 

lies within, between and beyond all colour, sound, smell and movement. 

 

It doesn’t speak to us in paragraphs of text. 

 

We must approach it from a different pathway altogether. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



We think in objects which have clear definition and clear boundaries. 

But this is not how ‘reality’ actually is. Everything is in flux. 

Everything is vibrating together, in cosmic energy flowing from the 

great Flaring Forth. 

 

We are all present and connected. In the cogito world of objects we are 

each clear and distinct and ordered in a hierarchy. But in the world 

all about us we are bound together in flux, ambiguity, connection, 

continual dialogue.  

 

 

Each transitional moment, each dialogic experience, each breaking 

down of rigidity and inflexibility is an initiation into the world. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



InitiationInitiationInitiationInitiation    

 

Slow down. Be quiet. Pay attention. Trust. Look around. Connect. Feel 

where you are standing. Get out of your illusory narrow inside and 

realise you are also outside. 

 

Ask yourself – what am I ultimately connected to?  

 

 

 



We can enter into landscape, soundscape, colourscape, spiritscape. 

 

Our conceptual framework is struggling. It cannot encompass this. It 

does not have the language. We are trapped in the pronouns of ‘I’ and 

‘You’. We do not have the self-conceptual pronoun of ‘I-place’ or ‘I-

here-with’. 

 

Because the mountain does not speak in our words we think it is not 

dialoguing with us. But it is.  

 

Our problem is relational. We do not know how to relate to a reality 

that does not speak to us in our words. We do not listen and so do not 

respond. 

But most people speak without words. Most of our own experiences 

occur beneath and above words. 

 

 

 

 



We are the little beings who do not listen. 

 

Tree dialogues with wind – wind with tree.  

Soil dialogues with tree – tree with soil 

All in their own way. 

Bird dialogues with tree – tree with bird. 

Their dialogues are all part of the great dialogue. 

 

Little being us walks into this and sees wood and resources to manage. 

He does not listen. 

 

Tree might say – I am oxygen giver. I am your life giver. I am in 

your lungs and in every cell in your body. Why can you not hear me 

or even see me? 

 

Little being might clear-fell the forest and hear only the sound of 

crashing wood and imagine progress is being made. 

 



WellWellWellWell----beingbeingbeingbeing    

How do we avoid becoming objects ourselves? 

 

You can recognise the great gift of being present. 

It is after all an incredible mystery. 

Why you? Why now? Why here? 

There is more to your story than you know. There is always more to 

it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The flux, the chaos, the messiness, the confusion, the uncertainty, the 

suffering are all part of our existence. This is how it is. 

 

You can trust the chaos. It’s part of the whole picture. 

 

We are always trying to control the chaos. Classify it, categorise it, 

predict it, channel it. 

We are always surprised by it. 

Yet flux and chaos are inevitable.  

We need to accept it, flow with it, expect it.  

Trust it. 

 

Our best plans, our little predictions, often come unstuck. When we 

least expect. Trauma, suffering, pain turn up without expectation. 

Confusion, uncertainty, disorder lie at our shoulders. 

 

All is transient. Everything passes away and transforms. The great 

Flaring Forth doesn’t cease.  



Rigidity is death and finality. Flow and flexibility is life. 

 

The deep water is flowing onwards even when the eddies swirl on the 

surface and we are little leaves spiralling about. 

 

 

We can just come home. Back to dwelling IN Gaia. Breathing IN Gaia. 

Participating in the dialogue of all being. 

 

 



We must nourish our spirits with good medicine.  

With water, air, connection, dialogue, compassion, ritual, sound, colour, 

movement. 

 

Good medicine makes us well. 

Bad medicine makes us sick. 

 

We need good medicine. 

Good medicine comes from letting our presence connect with the Whole.  

 

Surround yourself with this good medicine. 

It is not complicated. 

Sound, colour, movement.  

 

You have been coming into Being since the very beginning – literally 

and scientifically. 

 

And that is all there is. 



Deep SeeingDeep SeeingDeep SeeingDeep Seeing    

First Realisation First Realisation First Realisation First Realisation ––––    there is more than me, more than the human, on there is more than me, more than the human, on there is more than me, more than the human, on there is more than me, more than the human, on 

Earth.Earth.Earth.Earth.    

First Act First Act First Act First Act ––––    deep seeingdeep seeingdeep seeingdeep seeing    

 

 

 

Frame on Bush 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Frame on Leaf 

 



 

Frame on Leaves 

 



 

 

Frame on Pond 

 



 

 

Frame on Tree 

 



 

 

Frame on Woods One 

 



 

 

Frame on Woods Two 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Deep RespectDeep RespectDeep RespectDeep Respect    

    

Second Realisation Second Realisation Second Realisation Second Realisation ––––    all of this has value.all of this has value.all of this has value.all of this has value.    

Second Act Second Act Second Act Second Act ––––    deep respect.deep respect.deep respect.deep respect.    

 



 

 

Stone Surface 

 



 

Autumn Leaves 

 

 

 

 



 

Trees 

 



 

Woodland 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Deep ConnectionDeep ConnectionDeep ConnectionDeep Connection    

    

Third Realisation Third Realisation Third Realisation Third Realisation ––––    all is oneall is oneall is oneall is one    

Third Act Third Act Third Act Third Act ––––    Deep ConnectionDeep ConnectionDeep ConnectionDeep Connection    

 

 

 

Hand in Plant 

 



 

 

Hand in Water 

 



 

 

Hand in Bark 

 



 

Hand on Tree 

 



 

Hand on Earth 

 



 

Hand on Grass One 

 



 

 

Hand on Grass Two 

 



 

Hand in Leaves 

 



 

 

Hand on Plant 

 



 

 

Hand on Leaves Two 

 



 

 

Hand on Fallen Leaves 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The sage speaks: 

You simply need to see what lies open to view. 

 

The seeker sighs: 

Ah, but how do I do that? 

 

The sage replies: 

Close eyes, open eyes. 

 


