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Welcome to This

reality is much stranger than anything i could ever have 
imagined. i had lots of elaborate fantasies about what 
reality might be. What had never truly occurred to me is 
that this is already reality.

This. including whatever happens. including the appar-
ent resistance. including the apparent anger, frustra-
tion, sadness, and everything else that i had assumed 
shouldn’t be part of reality.

Fantasies about reality are usually very one-sided. they 
include what we think we want, but they exclude what 
we think we don’t want. We want orgasms and money 
and love and health. but we don’t want rage and anxiety 
and hatred and death.

so for me, finally, the stress of trying to maintain that 
belief in a fantasy me and a fantasy reality, fantasy time 
and fantasy good and bad, became totally unbearable. i 
fell apart. i was too beaten down and exhausted and sick 
to keep it up.

in my experience, when all that is not the truth of what 
is falls away or can no longer be maintained or believed 
in, then there is the possibility of discovering reality as 
it is. Which is so much more wonderful – and terrible 
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– than i could have imagined. in my experience, reality 
is the discovery that what i am is the endless capacity to 
welcome it all. in fact, there isn’t even a findable bound-
ary between me and all.

there is just this.

Why we suffer is a great mystery. but how we suffer isn’t 
so difficult to understand. Upon discovering the utter 
simplicity of being, absolutely nothing changes. rather, 
it simply becomes clear that there is no possibility of 
finding anything separate. there is no past, no future. 
there’s not even a now. there’s just this!

so the how of suffering is in the unexamined assump-
tions and the resultant resistance (or the resistance to 
resistance!) of what is – which, by the way, is insane. 
because eventually it becomes clear that there is nothing 
separate from what is. there is no me separate from what 
is. there is just this. so to resist or reject this is totally 
futile and horribly painful.

along the way, we tend to pick up a lot of ideas about 
life. We develop all of those fantasies about what reality 
will be like – as if reality is some object to be found in 
the future.

at least that was my experience.

in this book, my hope is to help remove some of those 
fantasies. and as you read, i hope that you will receive 
the invitation to begin to question all your fantasies and 
assumptions about what reality will be and to begin to 
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welcome whatever happens in this endless discovery of 
what is already here.

What you’ll likely find is that this book is unlikely to 
satisfy your expectations. it’s not a self-help book nor a 
spiritual book. it’s not a guide to levels or cosmologies. 
it’s not a four-step process to achieve enlightenment. 
here you won’t find a rosy picture of what your life will 
be like after you awaken. because, from my perspective, 
all of that is just more fantasy.

so if you are lucky, if you accept the invitations extended 
to you throughout the book, then hopefully you’ll be 
left with less, not more. You’ll begin to discover that life 
can be so much simpler than you’ve imagined because, 
finally, it may become apparent that this is all there is. 
there is nowhere else to go. there is nothing to attain or 
achieve. there is only ever just this.

this is not a thing. it’s not a special state. it’s just this. 
precisely what you’ve dismissed and denied and believed 
to be not enough or not good enough. this. right now. 
exactly this.

and i don’t believe that you need anything special to 
discover this. i believe it is available to all of us when 
we cease to look for something else, something special, 
something exclusive. reality is not something else. it is 
not something special. and it is totally inclusive.

in fact, it includes this. this exactly as it is. 
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Being Yourself

The ‘what should be’ never did exist, but people 
keep trying to live up to it. There is no ‘what 
should be,’ there is only what is.

Lenny Bruce

i searched for many years to find myself. i looked 
everywhere i could to find myself. i searched in nearly 
every U.s. state, several Canadian provinces, throughout 
europe, and in Japan. i searched in books, in audio tapes, 
and in workshops. i searched in psychedelics. i searched 
in sex. i searched in yoga. i searched in meditation. 
i searched in food. i searched in money. i searched in 
relationships. i searched in fame. i searched in career. i 
searched in accomplishments. i searched and searched 
and searched.

even after i became extremely sick and couldn’t move i 
kept searching – searching for better thoughts, feelings, 
sensations, and experiences. and only when i became so 
thoroughly exhausted that i couldn’t move even enough 
to follow a thought or to try to avoid an emotion did i 
discover myself.

i discovered myself in the last place i ever thought to 
look. i discovered myself in what i had tried to avoid. i 
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discovered myself to be the infinite capacity to welcome 
everything. so at last it became evident that escape from 
myself is impossible because all that is, is myself. this is 
already it. this right now. including everything. includ-
ing what i don’t like.

and that is my essential message to you here. You cannot 
be other than yourself. try as you might, you cannot 
escape. but you can search for yourself, which means 
avoiding or denying or rejecting what is here, which is 
yourself. so when you stop searching then the oppor-
tunity presents itself to discover yourself as you are – 
which is the infinite capacity to welcome everything.

it sounds so simple. and it is. but it is also subtle and 
nuanced. so we tend to misunderstand.

this is, in many ways, a radical message, so people often 
seem to misunderstand it. i know i did. i had heard this 
message plenty of times. but i never really let it in. i had 
thought i understood it, and so i dismissed it and would 
set off to find myself again.

so right now, see what happens if you welcome 
everything. in my experience the revelation of reality as 
it is continues. and it seems to grow deeper and richer. 
Yet it always seems to start and end with simply welcom-
ing everything. it begins and ends by becoming very, 
very simple.

so right now, notice what is happening in this moment. 
You don’t need to think about it. You don’t need to try 
and analyze it. Just be simpler than that. Just notice what 
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is unavoidable. notice your direct experience. are there 
sensations? smells? sounds? Feelings in your body? and 
just for this moment, welcome it all.

as you do this, if you are really honest, you may notice 
how you habitually reject aspects of what is. there may 
be particular sensations that you don’t like or that don’t 
seem to be good enough, and so you subtly try to avoid 
them in search of something better.

this is normal. We all do it. We usually learn to do it at 
an early age, when we are so innocent that we don’t even 
know the utter futility of what we’re doing.

When i was in fourth grade i discovered that i was a boy 
with breasts. i received the message that this was shame-
ful. and so i acted accordingly. i had an image of what 
i imagined myself to be and an image of how i should 
be, and i anguished over the discrepancies between the 
two images.

i determined that there were some experiences that were 
good and others that were bad, and i set about trying 
to juggle all the images and the experiences to work out 
how to reconcile it all in some sort of acceptable way. 
and as a result, i did a lot of really crazy things.

i assumed that having breasts was a problem, and there-
fore i tried to get rid of them. i bound my chest in an 
elastic bandage. i did all kinds of crazy stretches and 
exercises. i tried to think my breasts away. and eventu-
ally i resorted to a 20-year self-imposed starvation.



7

Fundamentally, i believed that life should be other than it 
is. i rejected my own experiences. i imagined that there 
was some possibility of this moment right now being 
other than it is.

this is a seductive way of seeing life – imagining that 
it could be other than it is. it is the way in which most 
of us learn to interpret life. and yet, it is demonstrably 
false. all it takes is a little bit of exploration of what is 
actually happening.

so again, right now, just explore your direct experience, 
and see if right now it is actually possible to find some-
thing other than what is. Of course what is, is always 
seemingly changing. Yet just see if you can find anything 
other than what is happening as it happens.

it is easy to get caught up in ideas of what everything 
means and what will happen and how to protect myself 
from all of it. and yet, all of that tends to lead us to 
attempt to reject or avoid what is happening. and, in my 
experience, that is suffering.

the truth was that as a fourth grader, all the images and 
the thoughts and the schemes and the strategies were 
entirely superfluous. and they distracted from what was 
more fundamental. because in truth, breasts are not a 
problem. neither are thoughts a problem. neither are 
feelings a problem.

Fundamentally, i believed that there was a me “in here” 
and then everything else “out there.” and i was terrified 
that this me would be harmed or possibly destroyed by 
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what was happening out there. so i set about trying to 
fix that.

but is it actually true that there is an “in here” and an 
“out there”? it sure seems like it sometimes. Yet if you 
take a look right now, you may discover something really 
strange; all of that is merely an inference.

in direct experience can you actually find a boundary 
between “in here” and “out there”? Can you find a 
boundary between you and your feelings? Can you find 
a boundary between you and your thoughts? Can you 
find a boundary between you and physical sensations?

i finally discovered that i cannot find a boundary. in 
fact, the closer i look, what i actually discover is that 
everything is unfindable.

i’m not denying the appearance of seemingly separate 
things. that is fine. there is no need to get rid of any-
thing. it is all welcome. it is all allowed. rather, i am just 
suggesting that, if you truly look to your direct experi-
ence and explore, you may discover that it is impossible 
to actually find a boundary between anything. and if 
you keep looking, you may find that it is impossible to 
find anything at all.

and yet, there is an undeniable aliveness. this aliveness 
is completely unavoidable. try as you might, you cannot 
escape it.

and finally, it may become apparent that this aliveness is 
all that is. When you look closely into direct experience 
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you may discover that nothing is findable as a separate 
thing. there is no “in here” and no “out there.” there is 
just aliveness.

i don’t want to try and paint a rosy picture of some 
future happening. i’m not suggesting that at some future 
date after you’ve looked into direct experience then 
everything will conform to your expectations of what is 
pleasant and acceptable. “aliveness” may sound nice, but 
i’m not suggesting that it actually is nice.

rather, aliveness is all that is. aliveness includes orgasms 
and it includes kidney stones. sorry to burst your bub-
ble. aliveness is what is already the case. it is merely 
the rejection of some aliveness and the pursuit of other 
aliveness that causes the misery. 

so the invitation isn’t to look into direct experience once 
so that you can get over the hump and be forever in bliss. 
the invitation is to look into direct experience right now 
and discover what you find right now. the invitation 
is to welcome everything right now – no matter what it 
seems to be.

in my experience, i was already glad to welcome things 
that i liked. so what was necessary was to welcome the 
rest of it – the stuff i rejected. For me that was anger, 
rage, boredom, sadness, loss, sickness, tension, frustra-
tion, powerlessness, and all the rest of it.

by the way, welcoming everything isn’t virtuous. it’s just 
sanity. Welcoming everything won’t make you a better 
person. it will just end the impossible conflict with the 
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actuality of what is.

and to be clear, i’m not suggesting trying to pursue 
anger, rage, boredom, or any of the rest of it. there is 
no need to go off looking for anything other than what 
is happening right now. i’m just suggesting welcoming 
whatever is happening, especially when what’s happen-
ing is what you habitually reject. because eventually, it 
may become evident that this right now is all that is. 
this is already it. You can’t get out of this.

in my experience, awakening to what is, is the end of 
suffering. however, it’s not as i imagined it would be. i 
used to have fantasies about how awakening to the sim-
plicity of being (also known as enlightenment, nirvana, 
satori, etc.) would mean that everything would be lovely 
all the time. i wrongly imagined that it would mean that 
all the “bad stuff” would disappear.

but it’s not like that, in my experience. rather, it is the 
complete welcoming of all of it. nothing goes away. 
nothing changes. rather, reality is no longer imagined 
to be something apart from what is happening right now.

this is it. this right now. there is nothing apart from 
this. so welcome it all because it’s already happening 
anyway. and finally, it may be possible to discover that 
this is who you are. being yourself couldn’t be simpler.
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My Pride and Joy

There are some people who have trouble 
recognizing a mess.

Bill Cosby

Just a few years ago i spent my days lying on a moldy 
mattress praying for death or an end to suffering, which-
ever came first. i had been a proud person. i still was a 
proud person, despite my condition.

i had once achieved a sort of niche celebrity as a top- 
selling author and speaker in the software industry. i 
got flown around the world to work in exotic locations. 
inside i was being eaten alive by ever-worsening anxiety 
and fear, obsessive thinking, and an anorexic lifestyle.

i presented an image of confidence, but inwardly i was 
terrified of being found out as a fraud.

eventually i went crazy. i quit everything. i started liv-
ing out of a cargo van. i stopped bathing. i ate nothing 
but raw sweet potatoes and the occasional brazil nut. but 
still i was prideful.

then i started sleeping in the woods. no tent. Just a 
sleeping bag on the ground. and shortly thereafter i 
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got Lyme disease. after a few years, Lyme disease had 
worked on me, and i found myself on that moldy mattress 
on the floor of a tiny cabin in the woods in new hamp-
shire. My partner did nearly everything. she swept. she 
hauled the water. she cared for our baby. i just laid there 
praying for death or an end to suffering.

at night i couldn’t sleep. i had to pee every half 
hour. i didn’t have the strength to go far, so i peed 
into a jar. i thought about sleeping with diapers. still 
i was prideful.

i had smoked cannabis in an attempt to have some sort of 
appetite and to avoid all the unwanted feelings and the 
horror of my world. but in the end, it stopped working. 
i couldn’t get high. not even a little bit.

i didn’t yet understand the insanity of trying to avoid 
my own experience. and so i was still looking for a way 
to escape.

i had grown some tobacco the previous season. i hadn’t 
cured it properly. i just hung it to dry until it was crum-
bly. then i crumbled it into a small jar.

i’d never smoked tobacco before. One day i had enough 
of waiting for death. i decided to find it. i put some of the 
tobacco into a pipe and smoked it. i didn’t know what to 
expect. but what happened wasn’t what i had in mind. 

i felt a violent sickness in my belly. i couldn’t make it to 
the outhouse. so i grabbed a bucket as my bowels evacu-
ated. i didn’t even have the energy or the ability to pull 
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my pants back up. i lay on the floor next to a bucket of 
shit with my pants around my ankles as wave after wave 
of nausea washed over me.

it’s amazing to me how strong that pride was, how much 
delusion i could have endured. i was working so hard to 
defend an image of myself that was so painful to main-
tain. My teeth were yellow. i changed my clothes once a 
month at most. i even had body lice at one point. i was 
raging on the inside with pain and anguish. 

all in all, it wasn’t a pretty picture. and still i was filled 
with pride.

i battled with pride all those years, of course. i would try 
to counter pride through self-deprecation. and i suspect 
that i’m not alone in that.

i’m guessing that we can all relate to that pattern of 
cyclical inflation and deflation of our sense of self. there 
are periods of feeling I’m so great, followed by feelings 
of I’m a steaming pile of dog shit, and then back to I’m so 
great. the cycle just goes over and over.

i didn’t know how to escape the cycle. i knew that the 
feelings of self-deprecation weren’t pleasant or sustain-
able, and so i attempted to counter them with inflated 
self-concepts. and the inflated self-concepts weren’t 
very pleasant or sustainable either. so inevitably i would 
counter them with deflated self-concepts.

this is what we’re taught for the most part. We’re taught 
that if you’re feeling bad about yourself then you need 
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to counter it with lots of positive thinking and affirma-
tions and self-love. it sounds nice, but in my experience 
it doesn’t work. and it just made it all the worse for me.

Finally, i just couldn’t maintain it any longer. it was so 
exhausting, and i just didn’t have the energy. so out of 
necessity i started to explore another option.

it had never really occurred to me – despite the fact that 
i had heard teachers speak of it – that there was another 
option apart from inflation or deflation of self-con-
cept. i was so caught up in the cycle of trying to avoid 
unwanted feelings that i felt that i was struggling just to 
keep my head above water. i never felt that i had time to 
do anything else. i felt that maybe once i was stabilized 
in feeling good all the time then i could consider lofty 
notions such as “welcoming everything.”

so blessedly, when i found myself unable to do any of 
it any longer, i couldn’t escape what is any longer. (Or, 
rather, i couldn’t attempt escape, since escape isn’t possi-
ble.) and then, the third option became apparent.

the third option isn’t pleasant. it’s not what we want. 
because the third option is to welcome everything exactly 
as it is. the third option is to tell the truth about our own 
experience – which is that this, right now, exactly as it 
is, is all that is. there is nothing apart from this. there is 
no possibility of escape. You cannot change this.

this option seemed so absolutely terrifying and impos-
sible to me that i had never truly acknowledged it. to 
me, the third option was worse than death. i wouldn’t 
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even consider going there. it meant facing the threat of 
total annihilation.

so up until i was so thoroughly exhausted that i 
couldn’t move, i kept strategizing for how to get rid of 
my problems.

if i perceived, as i often did, that pride was a problem, 
then i countered that with self-deprecation. and if 
i perceived, as i often did, that self-deprecation was a 
problem, then i countered that with pride.

never did i see that they are flip sides of the same coin. 
they are one and the same. 

When i was a kid i used to go to the playground. at the 
playground there were horrible devices called merry-go-
rounds, which were flat disks with handles that could 
be spun around. i usually ended up feeling sick after 
the other kids would spin the damned thing round and 
round entirely too fast.

the cycle of pride and self-deprecation left me feeling 
like that too. i learned to stop riding on the merry-go-
round as a young child. it took a lot longer for me to wise 
up to the pride/self-deprecation cycle.

Finally, the invitation is to get off the damned thing. 
stop. don’t touch it. Let it spin around and around if it 
does. but don’t touch it.

Much as getting off the merry-go-round can leave a per-
son feeling dizzy and nauseous for a little while, so too it 
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is possible that initially when letting alone the inflation/
deflation cycle you might feel slightly unwell.

that was my experience.

because to stop spinning around is terrifying. really. 
it’s a big deal. it can feel like stopping will be the death 
of me.

at least that was my experience.

if i could have continued to spin around and try futilely 
to avoid my own experience i probably would have 
done so, because i was too scared to even consider 
another option.

and yet, strangely, here, in the last place i would have 
ever thought to look, is freedom and peace. here is the 
unavoidable actuality of what is. and much like getting 
off the merry-go-round and lying on the ground, here 
there is effortless support. here i don’t have to do any-
thing. i don’t have to hold on and defend myself.

as i’ve already said, i used to try to fight with pride and 
with self-deprecation. i was trying to get rid of each of 
them by playing one off against the other. i wanted the 
high of pride without having to defend anything.

but i found that all my attempts to try to fight with pride 
(or self-deprecation) are doomed to reinforce pride (and 
self-deprecation). We often turn these things into some-
thing bad that we need to get rid of. Yet that is just more 
of the same old trap in which we counter one with the 
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other, flip-flopping back and forth, over and over.

so instead, i recommend the third option: stop and wel-
come everything. allow all of it. because eventually it 
becomes clear that it’s happening anyway, and all the 
resistance is just a painful denial of what is unavoidable.

Finally it may become apparent that neither pride nor 
self-deprecation can do anything to protect you from 
what is. and, in fact, the only outcome of being on that 
merry-go-round of pride and self-deprecation is suffer-
ing. it offers no real benefits.

When we hear something like this, then it can be very 
frustrating. because we don’t know how to stop. We try 
to stop. but stopping is the end of effort, so trying is not 
stopping. and contrary to the way this is often misun-
derstood, stopping is not about indulging anything. it is 
about truly stopping.

stopping is ending the attempts to defend. it is about 
finally welcoming everything. When i was on that moldy 
mattress, unable to stand or eat or even drink water, i was 
so exhausted that in the end i simply couldn’t do anything 
any longer. i couldn’t even manage to try and avoid emo-
tions or sensations. and this is what i mean by stopping.

stopping is to welcome everything so fully that even 
resistance is allowed. it is to welcome everything, 
especially what you fear. it is to allow the fear, and to 
recognize every attempt to escape from the fear, and to 
let go even more deeply. it is to discover the futility of 
attempting to escape from what is.
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Finally, i discovered that there is no boundary between 
me and what i called fear. there is simply what i was 
calling fear. that is all. there is nothing else. there never 
was any hope of escape.

Of course, we don’t usually do this. instead, we devise 
strategies to protect ourselves and get more safety 
and security and happiness and love. and in doing 
this, we turn freedom into something conditional and 
future-based.

this is what i used to do when i felt that i was barely 
able to keep my head above water. i felt that in some 
future time when i was able to feel good all the time then 
i would be able to stop and welcome everything.

it felt, in many ways, as if i was on a merry-go-round 
that was spinning faster and faster. the more i fought 
against it, the faster it went. and so i was terrified of 
letting go because i feared that it would throw me to 
my death.

so to be clear, it is really nice when it all works out nicely 
and smoothly. i am all for anything and everything 
that helps to lessen the suffering and ease the pain and 
maybe slow down the merry-go-round. it is lovely when 
it works that way. 

at last, however, it may be possible to discover that 
holding on and fuelling the same old cycles of suffering 
is untenable. and then, the invitation is to just let go. 
if it means being flung from the merry-go-round, then 
so be it. Just do nothing. Completely let go. relax the 
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tension in every single muscle. relax every muscle so 
profoundly that you cannot even give rise to a thought.

then there is no possibility of holding on. nor is there 
any possibility of resisting. nor is there any possibility 
of defending yourself. You become as you already are – 
naked, defenseless, raw.

it can seem absolutely terrifying. believe me, i know. Yet 
if you are willing to trust me and just let go and then 
keep letting go, then you may discover the truth of what 
i am suggesting.

true freedom is in the last place you ever thought to look 
for it. the delusion is that freedom will be found in the 
future after everything is perfected and you can manage 
to feel good all the time. but in my experience true free-
dom is the discovery that i am the infinite capacity to 
welcome everything – including this.




