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In November of 2000, the TAT Foundation began publishing a monthly 
online magazine of spiritual writings: the TAT Forum.  This volume 

represents some of the best material from that monthly mix of essays, 
poetry and humor.  In winnowing through seventy-seven issues and 
over eight hundred selections, our desire was to create a "desert island 
book"—a volume to cherish for a lifetime and revisit again and again 
for inspiration and guidance on the spiritual path.

We are seemingly born on an incoming tide and die with its 
outflow. What is the purpose of life?  Of your life? Of death?  What will 
bring lasting happiness or contentment?  What will cure the ache in 
your heart?  Is there a soul, a God, or anything other than this world 
of carnage and compassion?  Around a corner that ever recedes we 
feel there is an answer to the numberless questions that haunt and 
drive our lives.

Many are the voices in this volume, from classic to contem porary, 
yet all point toward a greater reality than that of which we are typically 
aware—a Reality that can only be hinted at with words; that must and 
can be discovered by you rather than described by an author.  This is the 
insistent and inspiring message of this work: that there is hope, there 
is an answer and discovery that satisfies for all time our life's longing. 
Let your journey begin, continue and end with these pages.
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1: The Still Point of the Turning World

The Still Point of the Turning World, by Bob Cergol

What is the still point in your turning • 
world?
Have you found it? Have you been there?• 
Do you know where it is? Can you go there • 
anytime you want?
Is it inside or outside?• 
If it is inside, does that place you outside of • 
it?

I want to talk about how you got to where you find yourself now—and 
this is really about your journey out of stillness and into increasing 

turmoil. Examining this will reveal much about where you are headed—
and why. (Verbal communication about this sounds contradictory, so 
you have to see/feel your way past the grammatical paradox of these 
words that falsely imply a non-existent dichotomy.)

My fundamental premise is that "the stillness" or "the silence" is 
all that there is—truly. And you came out of it even as a cloud emerges 
from the invisible ether in the sky—and you will return to it in like 
fashion. Consequently it is at the very core of your nature to want to 
abide there—for that which is essentially still cannot remain in motion. 
In truth, that motion is merely an appearance of motion, and in reality 
you are not separate from that stillness or silence. Who—and what—you 
really are is at all times utterly still and absolutely silent.

Paradoxically, your seeking to satisfy this inner need expresses 
your striving to live in separation from your source and, simultaneously, 
expresses the source itself. Paradoxically, your seeking to satisfy this 
inner need is your greatest obstacle but, simultaneously, your way home. 
It is an obstacle because it is the project of the personal and validates 
the personal "you." But it is also your way home because the desire to 
seek is itself born from the inner being.



2

BeyOnD MInD, BeyOnD DeATH

To most students of the esoteric sides of philosophy, religion 
and psychology, my words thus far may sound all too familiar, and that 
very fact brings us back to this question of how you got to where you 
find yourself now—to the "you" to which these words sound all too 
familiar.

Be aware, as we pursue this dia log, that there are always two 
dialogs going on, not just between me and you, here and now, but 
always within your own self. There is the dialog of the inner being 
with the outer being and the dia log of the outer be ing with itself. The 
dialog of the outer drowns out the inner, yet it cannot silence it. The 
outer dialog is like an echo—onto which your attention has become 
so fixated, trying desperately not to lose track of it before it ages into 
oblivion, that you have com pletely overlooked and forgotten the original, 
crystal clear, loud and immediately present source of that echo—the 
inner dialog. This inner dialog is between that which is the real, still 
and silent being that you and I are in common, and the outer being. 
These words are merely the echo of that inner dia log—and an echo of 
a rapport—wherein the voice speaking now, and the ears hearing now, 
are of one being—else no worthwhile communi cation is oc curring. This 
inner dialog is not a dialog of words. There is no outer being—only a 
seeming of such, born of looking away. In the final analysis there is 
no dialog—only a seeming of such when the echo begins its journey 
home. The inner dialog is a beacon guid ing the way. You have to listen, 
past the great rumbling generated by your quest to be—somebody and 
something. When the only thing you can hear is the still si lence, then 
you have found what you are.

How do you find that truly still point? A Zen master once wrote, 
"There is only one way—you must abandon the ego centric position."

This egocentric position is so entrenched as our point of refer-
ence that it goes unnoticed despite all the books that you read about 
dropping egos. It goes unnoticed despite all the meditation disciplines 
you practice aimed at transcending thought and finding your real self. 
It goes unnoticed because somewhere along your journey it/you got 
the idea that defining yourself is achieved by ad dition (a dust cloud in 
a desert). All the great teachers tell us the path is through subtraction, 
but the egocentric position sees this as self-elimination. In truth this 
subtractive process is not self-elimination, it is the finding of the only 
thing that really is you. 
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The Dawning of Identity—Experience Is Binding 

A Zen master wrote that the ego projects an ego on which to work in 
order to preserve its own primacy; i.e., so long as you are working at 
fixing this ego, or altering it in some way, you are firmly protected 
from looking in the mirror. All eyes are focused, so to speak, on ego2 
while ego1 remains unnoticed.

Try this experiment. Close your eyes. Notice how you feel right 
now—present in the body. Go ahead and feel the com plete sense of the 
position of your body and any sense of comfort or lack of comfort. Now 
notice the feeling of being your self—the feeling of having an identity. 
Notice the sense of self-awareness that is present. This sense of self 
surrounds all perception and experience. You are you. You feel—"I 
am." This sense of self is behind all thought. I want you to focus your 
attention—not with worded thought—but with direct feeling of this 
sense of being you.

now there's just one problem with this—and that is—that entire 
sense-of-self, that whole feeling of being you, that lovable "I-ness" is nOT 
going to survive death. You need to remind yourself of this because 
you have it in your head that it is the body that's not going to survive. 
Where—pray tell—are you going to live without your body?

Since you don't really believe this, if you are still focused keenly 
on that sense of "you" being here "now," ask yourself this question: From 
where does this sense of self arise? Where were you before your birth? 
Where will you be after your death?

Can you even put your finger on the essence of this sense-of-being 
without placing it in a personal context? Can you separate awareness 
from yourself without taking ownership of it?

This self-identity is not your real being. This sense of self is 
the egocentric position that takes ownership of everything—even of 
awareness. Do not mistake the two as the same. That personal identity 
is impermanent. Only the impersonal awareness that powers it is 
permanent. The self you feel yourself to be right now is impermanent. 
It is entirely dependent upon an impersonal awareness. Do not invert 
reality. That identity felt as the sense-of-self does not possess awareness. 
Aware ness is entirely independent of it. When you hold to the notion 
that you possess awareness, you cannot imagine awareness absent 
your personal identity.
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When that mortal self realizes and accepts this distinction, 
something profoundly magical occurs: what remains is awareness 
alone, and a sense of abiding in utter silent stillness—there is the sense 
that the entire world is but a reflection of an underlying absolute, silent, 
stillness. This awareness is referred to by Franklin Merrell-Wolff as 
"consciousness without an object," i.e., with no dependence upon physi-
cal perceptions and thoughts, indeed without that sense of personal 
identity which is itself a thought.

Richard Rose writes: "The task of the seeker of eternity is to 
die while living." The mortal seeker, in truly accepting his mortality, 
realizes that there is nothing to die and that only that which is eternal 
ever existed in the first place. So long as the seeker must live, then he 
must live in mortal separation from eternity.

The sense of self-as-identity is the focus in awareness on experi-
ence brought about by the body experience—and it overlays the focus 
on the ever present, silent stillness in which this sense of self occurs. 
The sense of self-identity, occurring in awareness, is entirely dependent 
upon experience. Your entire sense of self is merely an experience! The 
body/mind is an experience machine. You think to yourself, "Ah, but 
that experience must be happening to somebody—and that somebody 
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is Me!" Once again the egocentric point of reference has got it back-
wards. It is the body/mind experiences that give rise to the sense of 
self-identity. The body will die and be dissipated. The mind is at all 
times one with the body and will likewise be dissipated. When that 
happens what will remain of "he-who-experiences"? Answer: nothing 
of you will remain.

The story of a man's life in a very real sense is the story of this 
character reconciling itself to this immutable fact—which it knows in 
its heart of hearts to be true. each individual's life's story is the story 
of coping with and comforting oneself—while dying a slow death. We 
are—all of us—dying a slow death.

The Building of Identity—Striving to Define Oneself 

You are born into this world as an individual body, and just as that 
body does not contain air so much as it is immersed in an ocean of air, 
so too is it immersed in the all-pervasive Silent Stillness—the Living 
Awareness.

It is this background of Awareness in which the process of experi-
ence occurs and gives rise to separate individual consciousness. The 
physical body is a sense perception machine. The first perceptual experi-
ence simultaneously gives rise to the subject "having" the experience. 
Experience builds on experience and identity builds on identity.

You experience individuality and until proven otherwise know 
only that you exist as an individual. To exist as an individual—and 
consequently, to feel the compulsion from a source unknown—to be that 
individual—while at the same time not knowing just what exactly that 
individuality is, or is supposed to be—means that you have no choice 
but to define yourself to yourself. (Identity spins identity.) That is your 
nature, period. That is the direction of all your thoughts and actions. 
This imperatve is itself an expression of, or an echo of, that Being, 
from which all arises, when manifested as individualized forms—a 
dust funnel in a desert.

When you think you are looking inward, you are in fact look-
ing outward. You can never really see yourself. The instant that such 
seeing occurs will be the same instant that the self you take yourself to 
be will cease to exist. The direction of your looking is to define, build, 
magnify and preserve this self—generated by experience.
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This is a hopeless endeavor since by definition that self doesn't 
know what it is and therefore what to preserve. The method of preser-
vation is to possess all in its field of vision and by association with the 
"real" out there infer its own reality. All the poignant pathos in your 
life is the story of this process.

Identity Spins Identity

Here's your predicament:
Childhood launched you on a journey of creating your individu-

ality. You were the center of the universe, and the universe existed to 
satisfy you. The world had to conform to you. You create the world in 
your own image and likeness.

Adolescence launched you on a journey to find your relationship 
to the world—further defining your individuality. By now the world had 
also become a threat to that individuality, and fear became entrenched. 
You now also had to conform to the world.

In young adulthood you seek to find your role in that world, and 
your possibilities seem endless. Now cautious that the world can also 
be your enemy, you still see the purpose of the world as serving your 
needs. The only problem is how—what pathway are you supposed 
to take. It gradually becomes more and more apparent that you have 
little control over the outcome. It's starting to look like the world is 
stronger than you are. You steel—or resign—yourself and determine to 
forge ahead to live your life, to continue the process of building your 
individuality—albeit with some level of doubt.

But before you can commit, a terrible indecision begins to arise 
like a worm eating away from the inside. There is the fear of taking the 
wrong path. There is the hesitation in lack of conviction that any given 
direction is the way you are supposed to go. Why? What is this fear?

So long as your possibilities were endless and the purpose of 
the world was to serve you, you were safe. But now the world is rec-
ognized as much, much bigger than yourself and you must somehow 
find your place in it.

You cannot dispel the doubt that the quest to build your individu-
ality ultimately cannot succeed because it won't make your individuality 
bigger and longer lasting than the world. In fact the world itself might 
swallow you up. You are threatened from within and from without.
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Your indecision and uncertainty stem from the recognition 
somewhere deep inside of your own mortality. Your whole life you 
have managed to look away from the fact of your own mortality. You 
fear that your time is limited and that you will not be able to go back. 
But it is also the aware ness that you're not even sure of what it is you 
are trying to build and protect.

A conscious life-long commitment, such as raising a family, 
is difficult to make because once made it fixes the end-point. Death 
becomes real enough that it is no longer as completely out of your 
consciousness.

So the outer dialog says, "Choose wisely. You have one shot at 
crossing the chasm."

But the inner dialog says, "All things betray thee, who betrayest 
Me." 

The Denial of Death 

It's a fact, you can lie to everyone around you, but you cannot lie to 
yourself. The only thing you can do is look away from what ever you 
don't want to face.

Therefore the only thing to do is to face everything squarely—
and it is the looking away from the ever-present fact of death that is 
the fundamental problem.

Our life's story is really about our journey of learning how to 
reconcile ourselves with, and accept, our own death. 

The Path 

Use the "Who am I?"
Focus the attention on sensation and feeling, not on thoughts. 

Do not focus the attention on emotions per se, but on the sensation of 
having the feeling—both the sensation of having the feeling and the 
source of the feeling.

Thoughts generated by this attempt are the reaction to this 
"direct looking," and the "looking away" is experienced as a rush of 
ensuing thoughts. 

How Did You Get to Where You Find Yourself Right Now? 

This is an exercise in trying to see and feel, not think. 
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What is the earliest memory that occurs to you now of "you as a 
child"?
What is the circumstance? 
What is the feeling? 
Can you see what your thoughts were then? 

What memory occurs to you now of "you as an adolescent"? 
What is the circumstance? 
What is the feeling? 
Can you see what your thoughts were then? 

What memory occurs to you now of "you as a young adult"? 
What is the circumstance? 
What is the feeling? 
Can you see what your thoughts were then? 

What memory is most prominent of "you last year"? 
What is the circumstance? 
What is the feeling? 
Can you see what your thoughts were then? 

Bob gave this as a workshop presentation at the Self Knowledge Symposium's 
Avila Retreat in November 2001.

b

Who Says Words with My Mouth? 
by Jelaluddin Rumi (translated by Coleman Barks)

All day I think about it, then at night I say it. 
Where did I come from, and what am I supposed to be doing? 
I have no idea. 
My soul is from elsewhere, I'm sure of that, 
and I intend to end up there. 

This drunkenness began in some other tavern. 
When I get back around to that place, 
I'll be completely sober. Meanwhile, 
I'm like a bird from another continent, sitting in this aviary.  
The day is coming when I fly off, 
but who is it now in my ear who hears my voice? 
Who says words with my mouth? 
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Who looks out with my eyes? What is the soul? 
I cannot stop asking. 
If I could taste one sip of an answer, 
I could break out of this prison for drunks. 
I didn't come here of my own accord, 
          and I can't leave that way. 
Whoever brought me here will have to take me home.

This poetry. I never know what I'm going to say. 
I don't plan it. 
When I'm outside the saying of it, 
I get very quiet and rarely speak at all.

b

The Black Wall, by Shawn Nevins

Death is inside each of us. I don't mean that we will all die one day. 
I mean that if we peer inside, down the mazy layers of noise that 

pass for a mind, we discover a black wall of the unknown. Behind this, 
inside us, is death.

Light masquerades as darkness inside you—true Life as death. 
I don't know why. I don't know why it is easier to look away, toward 
the mischief of the world, than inside. Yet the resolution of our driv-
ing questions is inside. By turning away from that which you see in 
the field of the mind (since anything you see cannot be you), you will 
surely travel to these dark gates.

That is the essence of the approach. It starts with the propo-
sition that anything observable is not us. What you see through a 
microscope is not the microscope, and what you see via the mind is 
not the mind. "The view is not the viewer," Richard Rose said, though 
for years I couldn't grasp what he meant. However, I did understand 
that anything observable is not per manent, and that is what I wanted 
to know: what about me would not change and fade away—was there 
anything Real?

"Not this, not that," as the Upanishads said over 2,500 years 
ago. I am not that cup of water on the table. I am not the hand typing 
this sentence. I am not these words appearing in my mind. I am not 
awareness. This may take years to grasp. you can't just conclude. you 
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have to experience. You have to look inside your mind and de cide for 
yourself.

Again and again you go a-searching, rejecting every thought as 
not you, every sound or vision, and your sense of self even, because 
you see them all in your mind's eye. yet, some thing turns away from 
all these objects—an awareness that is impossibly aware of itself and 
senses something else behind it. It tries to turn upon itself only to find 
itself. It—you—have come to the black wall.

The image of the black wall is indicative of what I sensed. It was 
an unknown around which my awareness pirouetted with itself—a 
desperate dance at the dead end street of the mind. You may explain 
the feeling with a different image—perhaps simply as fear, or wonder, 
or perplexity, or intense tension as if trying to grasp infinity or zero. 

The method of rejecting what we see as not us takes us directly to 
the fundamental uncertainty of our self-knowledge. That fundamental 
uncertainty hides behind the fear of extinc tion. Your life of honesty 
and determination will carry you through this wall, through death, 
to Life.

Following are two quotes that strike at the heart of going within. 
They challenged and inspired me to keep looking: 
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Am I this body of thoughts in my mind? no. One 
gets a little closer to his thoughts than to anything 
else, and it's a little harder to untangle this. But if he 
watches and studies closely enough, the thoughts 
come to me. I accept or reject them. That which ac-
cepts or rejects them is different from the thought. 
And then I finally reach this point where I find that 
I must be this something, in some sense, different 
from other people. I'm not the mind, I'm not the 
feelings, I'm not the body—that I see. But I surely 
am, I surely am an individual, apart from others.

now what you've gotten a hold of is a very 
difficult fellow—it's your ego. He can sneak around 
and confuse you like the dickens. You can spend 
years trying to get behind him. And what you do, 
you can get into an infinite regression. you look at 
your ego. All right, here am I and all of a sudden it 
dawns upon you that that which is looking at the 
ego is really the I. So you stick that one out in front. 
you look at it again, but then you realize it couldn't 
be, because here is a some thing that is observable. 
At last it finally dawns that I AM THAT which is 
never an object before Conscious ness. And mayhap, 
at that moment, in your analysis—the Heavens will 
open. ~ Franklin Merrell-Wolff, The Induction

From this point, as we look to the right, we notice 
that we can also look at awareness, and we can be 
aware of consciousness, and of looking at ourself 
looking indefinitely. We do not take a step forward, 
but are taken forward from here, by that which 
seems to be an accident—an accident which does 
not come unless we have struggled relentlessly to 
find that which was unknown to us, by a method 
which could not be charted because the end or goal 
was unknown. We must have first become a vector. 
We must first have spent a good period of time 
studying our own awareness and consciousness 
with our own consciousness until we acci dentally 
or by some unknown purpose—enter the source 
of our awareness. ~ Richard Rose, Psychology of 
the Observer 
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Tears for Fears, by Bob Fergeson

We climb inside our pride to hide, 
digging holes to crawl inside. 
To run from Fear inside a tear, 
we run inside our Pride to hide. 

Why does life seem so hard to try? 
Turn left, back right, 
I can't decide. 
Fear blocks my skill, what's left, pride kills, 
I run inside vast pride to hide. 
At the end of every year 
I shed a tear for every fear 
that drives poor souls the whole world wide 
to crawl inside their pride to hide. 

The warning whispered in Caesar's ear 
should not have been for a time of year 
but to give him heed to that inside, 
Oh, Caesar! Keep watch on the Ides of Pride. 

Where are my father, mother, siblings three? 
They all have sailed far out to sea, 
driven by fear and self-tyranny, 
they sailed back into pride, you see. 
To build stone towers on islands each, 
to fly the flag of pride above the breach. 
This, they hope, keeps fear back 'cross the moat 
but ties their souls with tight black ropes. 
And safe within their castle keep, 
safe from fear, safe in sleep, 
kept prisoner by Fear's mighty tide, 
they lie inside their pride and hide.

Cry humble tears where the paradox lies, 
not boast of things that live, then die. 
Come forth to stand in the light of day, 
your gaze looks back on the world of clay, 
no fear, no moan, no cry of dismay. 
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Climb out the trench where we all lie, 
stand firm in Truth, don't fear the lies. 
Shake off the dark, dank cloud of pride.

Don't fight too hard, don't try to hide, just 
let it be, this curse of Pride. 
To Humble be's a trick you see, 
it leads you round to Pride's vast sea.



14

BeyOnD MInD, BeyOnD DeATH





282

Index and Credits
 

Al-Ghazali, Abu Hamid: Doubt Transports you, 33
Brier, Steve: How I Came to Understand then Overcome Autism 
Conditions, 40
Bunan, Zen Master: Die While you're Alive, 280
Burns, Jim: Inner Guidance, 230; The Key, 20; On Dream Study, 158 
[with kind permission of the author, from At Home with the Inner Self 
by James J. Burns; a digital ver sion of this out-of-print book is available 
at www.mysticmissal.org]
Butler, Mark: I Am not Opposed, 276
Cergol, Bob: Becoming vs. Dying, 202; The Certainty you Seek, 227; 
Commentary on Going Within, 154; Dear Aging Becomer, 259; Gaug-
ing Realization in Oneself and Others, 161; Going Within, 149; Going 
Within: The Object of Attention, 156; Living in the now? 47; nothing 
of you Will Remain, 110; nothing to be Done? 77; On effective Teach-
ing, 50; The Other Side, 119; Still Point of the Turning World, 1; There 
Is no Death, 30
Conners, Michael: Doing nothing, All Things are Done, 80
Crilley, Jeff: Just Look, 177
Fergeson, Bob: Back of Beyond, 174; Fact and Fantasy, 167; From Rock 
'n' Roll to Silence, 181; Ghost in a Box, 15; Little Man, 62; The Listening 
Attention in Inquiry and Surrender, 73; The Mind in Time, 112; Our 
State of Mind: The Ring That Binds, 235; Save It for Later, 201; Silence, 30; 
Stalking yourself with the Listening Attention, 121; Tears for Fears, 12; 
Tricks, 56; Trusting the Inner Self, 257; Words … or experience? 135 
Hakuin Zenji: Your Task, 232
Harding, Douglas: Prologue to The Little Book of Life and Death, 141 
[with kind permission of Catherine Harding, from The Little Book of Life 
and Death by D.e. Harding; see www.headless.org for more information 
on Douglas Harding and his teaching]
Harmon, Gary: Circle Where Nothing Grows, 242; Clouds of Conscious-
ness, 20; The Sculptor, 148; Wheel of Manifestations, 54; you Can Only 
Become the Truth, 105



283

Index and Credits

Harwood, Bob: Silence Ends the Search, 225
Holmes, Willa: Milk from Thorns, 253
Humor: Woody Allen, 248; Diane Arbus, 140; yogi Berra, 248; Ambrose 
Bierce, 39; Warren Buffett, 140; George Carlin, 140; Bob Cergol / Shawn 
Nevins, 170; Albert Einstein, 39, 104; W.C. Fields, 39; Free to Good Home, 
128; Frisbeetarianism, 104; Mahatma Gandhi, 104; The Joke's on Lin-Chi, 
49; Abraham Lincoln, 69; Zell Miller, 193; One Thing's for Certain, 180; 
Dolly Parton, 248; Miss Piggy, 69; e.A. Poe, 39; Real Friends (Anonymous), 
69; Dr. Seuss, 104; James Thurber, 248; Lily Tomlin, 140; Treat Children 
like Adults, 104; Mark Twain, 39, 69; Artemus Ward, 140; Mae West, 69; 
Why women live longer than men, 258; John Wren-Lewis, 236  [with 
kind permission of Ann Faraday]; Stephen Wright, 248
Lawrence, DH: Go Deeper than Love, 46
Marshall, Bart: Strategies, 114; Things Are Not What They Seem, 63; 
Transmission, 245 Useless effort Well Spent, 175
Ma-tsu: Your Treasure House, 83 [from The Zen Teaching of Hui Hai, 
translated by John Blofeld]
Merrell-Wolff, Franklin: Both by Thought and Feeling, 190; Concern-
ing Asceticism, 34; Finding the Way, 70; Seek Me First, 130 [with kind 
permission of Doroethy Leonard, from Experience and Philosophy, which 
contains Pathways Through to Space; see www.merrell-wolff.org for more 
information on Merrell-Wolff's teaching]
Nevins, Shawn: Poetry: 22, 41, 51, 74, 91, 107, 133, 160, 195, 238, 251, 
265
Nevins, Shawn: Asceticism, 146; The Black Wall, 9; Desires, 249; Devel-
oping Intuition, 171; Do What you Say, 232; Persistence & Self-Honesty, 
59; Things to Do, 93; To Change or not to Change, 188; Using Time 
Wisely, 28; "Who Am I?" 126
Palmer, Irene: My Last Identity, 65 [with kind permission of her son, Mor-
ris nelson; Irene lived in the Paducah, Ky area. She died in 2005.]
Pulyan, Alfred: The Penny That Blots Out the Sun, 97 [originally 
published in "The ABEREE," Vol. 6, No. 3, June 1959]; The Procedure 
Toward Awakening, 243; Truth is a Rabbit, 275; What Shall I Do When 
I Meet a Zen Master? 138
Pundeer, Anima: Spiritual Contentment, 129
Roberts, Bernadette: Silence, 194 [with kind permission of the author, 
from The Experience of No-Self: A Contemplative Journey; see www.berna-
dettesfriends.blogspot.com for more information on her teaching]



284

BeyOnD MInD, BeyOnD DeATH

Rumi, Jalaluddin: Who Says Words with My Mouth?, 8 [with kind 
permission of Coleman Barks, from The Essential Rumi, translated by 
Barks]
Samuel, William: The Melody of the Woodcutter and the King: An 
Account of an Awakening, 207 [with kind permission of Sandy Jones; 
see www.williamsamuel.com for more on William's teaching]
Ticknor, Art: Always Right Behind you, 55; Are you a Person? 240; 
Critical Path to nirvana, 24; Do not Fear the Darkness, 125; The ego, 
66; Find your Highest Opposition, 197; Hearing, 145; Heaven, 145; 
Home Base, 178; I Have never Left you, 190; Last Supper, 27; Meeting 
Richard Rose: 1978, 84; O Come All ye Faithful, 166; Pursuit of Relent-
less Love, 145; Rapport, 72; Richard Rose on Controlling the Mind, 268; 
The River, 255; Struggling Blindly, 227; Three Questions, 43; What of 
Me Will Remain? 131

Cartoons

Zen Crossword Puzzle, 14 © Dan Piraro, www.bizarro.com; True Self, 
58 © Chris Madden, www.chrismadden.co.uk; Living Next Door to 
a Philosopher, 79 © Dave Blazek, www.comicspage.com/looseparts; 
Baiting the Baiter, 206 © Chris Madden, www.chrismadden.co.uk

Photographs

Bob Cergol: Richard Rose smiling, 281
James Crockett: River trees, 164
Bob Fergeson: Lake Granby fog, 21; Wisdom tree, 23; Cairns, 33; Chesler 
Park, 36; Stairway, 47; Medicine Bows, 51; Snow curve, 60; Kaibab bridge, 
64; Backlit, 65; Joint Trail cairns, 108; Cyclone Canyon, 110; Columbines, 
124; Sunflowers, 130; Frost, 132; Druids, 137; Misty morn, 149; Tundra 
pond, 169; Up and away, 176; Canyon towers, 188; Never Summers, 203; 
Hatch Point #1, 226; Lone tree, 244 [see www.nostalgiawest.com for Bob's  
galleries of photographs "aimed at the heart and soul"]
Bart Marshall: Lake Bridge, 116
Shawn Nevins: Keyhole light, 4; Scalloped and cracked, 10; Desolate 
door, 17; Shadow steps, 40; Teasle seed head, 67; Path thru cedars, 72; 
empty crayfish, 78; Walnut in sand, 83; Curtain light #2, 89; Sun thru 
bare trees, 99; Curtain light #4, 113; Two chairs and table, 120; Rock 



285

Index and Credits

reflection #1, 126; Side-by-side logs, 139; Window blind at angle, 143; 
Barbed wire leaves, 147; Hole in rock, 151; Shadow of railing, 159; Sunlit 
spider web, 171; Field with contrasting swale, 174; Crack to water, 186; 
Cedar with barbed wire, 190; Seed hanging from barbed wire, 192; 
Lonely rock, 194; Yin yang cup, 199; Tangle of branches, 213; Leaf with 
sun, 220; Window with blinds, 229; Seed on sand, 231; Porcelain door 
knob, 241; Wet rock, 246; Gate by river, 256; "Forever" graffiti, 268 [see 
www.poetryinmotionfilms.com for more of Shawn's creative work]
Andrée Weimer: Building on a hill, 178; Concerned statues, 236; Apart-
ments, 250; Hall of Torment, 261; Trade Center, 274




