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If you could get rid of yourself just once, 
The secret of secrets would open to you. 

The face of the Unknown, hidden beyond the universe, 
Would appear on the mirror of your perception.

- Rumi

Love says “I am everything”.  
Wisdom says “I am nothing”.  
Between the two, my life flows.

- Nisargadatta Maharaj
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Introduction

At the very heart of this book is the simple, direct and 
timeless message of nonduality. The word nonduality 
is often used nowadays to describe the ancient Indian 
Advaitic tradition of spirituality. It simply means not two 
and is indicating the essential Oneness of life. There 
is only one reality – Oneness is all there is and we are 
included.

The book has a deeply caring quality that cannot eas-
ily be framed in words. The writing sounds a quiet note 
of authority that is compelling and commands respect. 
Nevertheless, everyone is free to listen or walk away, 
and Jeff Foster is unequivocal about this. When you are 
talking about the subject of nonduality, you are always 
talking about something that cannot be spoken of, he 
says. It is a truth that cannot be told – it is a plunge into 
the mystery.

This is certainly a liberating message to be explored 
with an open mind! We do not need to move elsewhere 
in order to find truth, for it is always present in the clear 
immediacy of our own direct experience. Truth is always 
made manifest in the form of whatever is happening 
moment by moment. It is just this… and this – nothing 
else. The problem is we are always moving away from 
what is before us – this is never enough. Neither do we 
need the endless and exhausting search to attain spir-
itual freedom – it is already profoundly present within 
the natural spaciousness of our true being. Yet we do 
need to recognise and honour this inherent freedom in 
order to make it our own.
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What is so rare and remarkable about this book is the 
particularly clear way in which Jeff leads us carefully step 
by step to directly experience for ourselves what is true. 
We need to begin where we are, and he sweetly implores 
us to meet every experience freshly with new eyes. In all 
sorts of original and creative ways, he asks us repeatedly 
to meet life head-on without preconceived ideas – and 
then report what we find.

If only such gentle courtesy was always enough to help 
us see clearly! When you meet Jeff Foster, you encounter 
someone who is refreshingly natural. He is quite disarm-
ing, but he also has an incisive quality of fierce candour, 
which cuts through evasion and hypocrisy. Life is just 
too short and precious to waste time in endless disputes 
about the nature of enlightenment or the rights and 
wrongs of authentic spiritual practice – and what exactly 
constitutes the purest non-dual teaching method. He 
knows full well from his own profound experience that 
sometimes what is required above all is a courageous 
resolve to go the whole way – to proceed down the ‘road 
less travelled’ come what may – until our doubts are 
finally resolved. 

We can never do so with our own strength, yet there is 
no cause for concern, for the strength that we need will 
always be provided from the universe to which we natu-
rally belong. Love comes to everyone in the end – and it 
is a love with no name, which we finally understand has 
never been absent.

There are no neat formulae or glib answers. This 
beautiful direct teaching about the Oneness of life is 
unbelievably simple and straightforward, but it is also 
open to misunderstanding. There are numerous pitfalls 
for the unwary, as is made plain in these pages. A sure 
guide is sometimes needed – and in Jeff Foster you need 
not be disappointed. Nevertheless, he insists he is not a 
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teacher; the books and meetings are but a sharing with 
friends:

I have no interest in what the world calls me. And for 
the sheer joy of it, I’ll share this message until I don’t. 
People will listen, or they will walk away, and it’s fine 
either way.

And right now, as I sip my cup of tea, and watch the 
seagulls on Brighton Pier, none of it matters in the slight-
est. I laugh at the idea that I’m a teacher or guru. I’m 
nothing. The tea and the seagulls are everything. My 
nothing is the world’s everything, and it all ends here, 
in absolute simplicity, and there is only love for all of it.

Here is a young author, with a wisdom and maturity 
beyond his years, sharing with his readers a precious 
secret, which is all too often missed. At the heart of this 
poetic message is the profound insight that liberation is 
never far away – it is always present in the midst of so-
called ordinary, everyday life. Freedom is everywhere 
and in everything – there is no division between sacred 
and secular. It is nothing special and yet… it is somehow 
there equally in joy and wonder as well as in unutterable 
sorrow and grievous pain. This is beyond comprehen-
sion. It keeps one humble and there are no adequate 
words for what may be realised. 

This is not a book to lightly read and put aside. It is 
a thoughtful and compassionate book to stick with and 
then dip into again and again – especially if you do not 
understand some of what it hints at in the beginning. The 
writing is in turn reflective, comic and challenging with 
a music all of its own. The gentle harmony gets under 
your skin and into your very bones, working its insistent 
magic. This is truly the alchemy of transformation.
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You see, this is not only about the words – it is more 
about the resonance of those words. Charged with con-
viction, such words have the power to call forth a very 
special quality from deep within us. It is a kind of sweet, 
nostalgic fragrance – the recognition of something famil-
iar we already know but cannot articulate. It is truth, 
love and beauty. These are all inspiring terms that point 
to different aspects of the essential underlying reality, 
which cannot be named but only pointed to.

The end of the spiritual search is the clear recognition 
of ‘an extraordinary absence’. It is the complete absence 
of separation, together with the wondrous discovery of 
the true presence of the entire world in a love and inti-
macy beyond anything we have ever known.
                                                                                       

Philip Pegler
Midhurst, England

June 2009
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A New Beginning

This book is a love letter from Silence to Silence.
 

The words emerge from Silence and return to it.
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Words are merely ripples on the surface of the vast Ocean 
of Being.
 

They dance and play and sing their song, and then dive 
back into that infinite expanse of aliveness.

Read the words and leave them behind.

Read the words and then throw this book away. 

Burn it.
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All words can do is point. They are pointers. Signposts. 

They cannot touch Life, they cannot capture it, but per-
haps, just perhaps, they can point to it. 

Perhaps, just perhaps, they can communicate something 
of the taste of it, something of the fragrance of it.
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These words in this book are pointing to something very 
simple.
 

To Life as it unfolds.
To the simple and obvious present appearance of  
everything.
To present sights, sounds and smells. 
To the aliveness that is behind everything, that fuels  
everything, that transcends everything, that is 
everything.

And beyond even that:

To the absence of a separate, solid person.
To a vast openness which holds everything and is not 
separate from everything.
To the extraordinary absence at the heart of life which 
finally reveals itself as a perfect presence.

 

The seeming paradox at the heart of creation:

Absence is presence.
Emptiness is form. 
Awareness is not separate from its content.
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And when absence and presence meet each other and 
implode, 
when emptiness and form become each other and  
disappear,
when the one who sees collapses into what is seen,
when subject and object become mad, mad lovers and 
vanish into thin air,
what remains? 
 

When all the concepts in the world 
are seen to be just concepts, 
when thought falls back into its natural rhythm,
when the futile seeking of the ‘monkey mind’ comes to 
rest at last,
what is there?
 

Beyond awakening, beyond enlightenment, beyond the 
real and the unreal,
beyond existence and non-existence, beyond what is and 
what is not,
beyond self and no-self, beyond duality and nonduality, 
beyond life and death,
beyond all beyonds, what shines?
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What gave life to you, what brought you out of itself, 
aeons ago, so that it could know itself? So that it could 
touch, taste, feel, see itself?
 

What holds you, loves you, embraces you, always, the 
way a mother embraces her newborn baby?
 

What has always been calling you back to itself, right 
from the very beginning?
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This. 
 

 
Only this. 

 

 
Always this.

 

 
Forever this.

I respectfully ask that you forget everything you know, 
everything you’ve been taught, everything you’ve ever 
read about spiritual awakening, nonduality, Advaita, 
Oneness, and enlightenment, and consider a new possi-
bility: the possibility of liberation, right here in the midst 
of this seemingly ordinary life. The possibility of absolute 
freedom, right where you are.

And now,  let’s begin again.



1
The Wave and the Ocean



And, for no reason, 
I start skipping like a child.

And, for no reason, I turn into a leaf 
That is carried so high 
I kiss the sun’s mouth

And dissolve.

- Hafiz
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Out Beyond Ideas

I am not a teacher. I don’t have anything that you don’t. 
I am not special in any way. I mean that.

If we had to give a name to what this is, we could call it a 
sharing. A sharing, in friendship and openness, of some-
thing that’s already known, something that’s already 
intimately known. Really, I don’t need to tell you a single 
thing about this. 

You’ve always known this. I’m just here to remind you.

Sometimes people talk about a recognition or a reso-
nance that can happen when you read or listen to words 
that emanate from Clarity. This resonance is completely 
beyond the thinking mind, beyond the intellect, beyond 
our understanding. It is this resonance that goes right to 
the heart of what is being communicated in this book.

In that resonance there is always the possibility of some-
thing else shining through. That’s really what all these 
words are trying to point to: an illumination that’s beyond 
understanding. A recognition that’s beyond thought. An 
opening up into something more extraordinary – and 
more ordinary – than the mind could ever hope to grasp.

* * *

When we talk about nonduality we often have to resort 
to using metaphors and paradoxes, because we’re try-
ing to point to something that is living and whole using 
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words that fragment and divide. It’s like trying to catch 
water in a fishing net. Impossible. 

This book is full of such paradoxes and contradictions. 
And so the mind that’s trying to understand all of these 
words intellectually is going to get very confused. The 
mind so desperately wants to understand, because if it 
can understand it can possess and if it can possess it can 
control. It wants to be the master. It has spent the past 
few million years being the master, and it’s not going to 
give up easily! 

Don’t try to understand anything in this book, but be open 
to the possibility that an illumination can occur. Just let 
the words wash over you. Sunbathe in their presence. 
If you find some of the concepts in this book challeng-
ing, that’s because they are. They are going to challenge 
every single idea you have about spirituality and life and 
the world and yourself. You may even find some of the 
words quite threatening to your sense of self, to your 
ideas about who you are, to your notions of truth. 

Be open to this other possibility. And know that the 
one who wrote this book is the one who is reading it. If 
anything in this book sounds harsh or cruel or uncaring, 
that is not the intention. The intention is not to shock or 
upset but to share the possibility of absolute, uncondi-
tional love. 

In your dream, this book has appeared out of nowhere, 
in order to remind you of what you already know. 

* * *

It’s not just the words in this book that are attempting 
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to communicate this message. It’s not just these words 
that are trying to express the inexpressible. Everything 
is doing it. Literally everything around you is already 
expressing liberation, perfectly. It’s in the smells, the 
sounds, the traffic going by, movement happening: eve-
rything is expressing this, and everything is an expression 
of this. It’s everywhere, and we just can’t see it. That’s 
the cosmic joke.

So don’t get too attached to the words in this book. They 
are just a small part of the dance of life. They are merely 
ripples on the surface of Being.

If you are reading in a spirit of openness, with an open 
mind and an open heart, if you are ready to put aside 
everything you know,  if you are open to another possi- 
bility, a possibility that seems to go against so much of 
what we’ve been conditioned to believe, then perhaps 
something in what’s being shared here will resonate. Per-
haps something will be recognised, perhaps something 
will be seen, perhaps something will fall away; if there’s 
an opening, that is.

And of course, if you’re reading this book with a closed 
mind and a closed heart, then it might all just leave you 
feeling frustrated and disappointed. You might get so 
attached to the words that you miss what the words are 
pointing to. If that’s the case, I’d suggest putting the 
book aside and coming back to it later, if and when there 
is an opening.

 
* * *

I should warn you now: this is not a self-help book. It 
isn’t  about quick fixes. It’s not about solving all of your  



16

problems. It hasn’t been written in order to make you 
feel better about your imaginary self. 

This book is about a seeing – a word which seems to 
encapsulate everything that is being communicated here. 
Seeing that your problems were never yours in the first 
place. Seeing that it was never your life to fix. That you 
were never for one moment separate from Life. 

That there is only this – here and now – and that it’s 
already complete, and needs no improvement. That what 
you were always longing for is already staring you in the 
face, and doesn’t look anything like you expected it to.

This is all very good news, you know. As Jesus said, you 
have to lose your life to save it. Die before you die, said 
the Prophet Muhammad, and there is no death. When 
the seeker is no more, there is only love.

If there is a readiness to listen, an openness and a will-
ingness to let go, then welcome to this ‘quiet revolution 
in spirituality’.



17

The Search For Home

Let’s get right to the root of it:

This never seems to be enough.

What’s happening right now, the present moment, this, 
never seems to be enough. In a million different ways, 
we spend our lives seeking, searching, wanting. 

Looking for something more. 
Something else. 
Something other than what’s happening. 
Something – in the future – that will satisfy us, complete 
us, save us.
Looking for the answers. Driving ourselves mad with 
the questions.

We never seem to be able to just come to rest here, to fully 
relax into what’s happening. There is a constant pull into 
a future moment when things will be better. And with 
our attention so fixed on the future – and its reflection, 
the past – what’s presently happening gets reduced to a 
means to an end, just one moment in a series of many. 
We hope that future moments will be better than this 
one. We just never seem to be content with this. 

This is what I call the search. This is what I call seeking. 
We are all seekers. We are all looking for something. 

And the search manifests itself in a million different 
ways. In the so-called material world there’s the search 
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for money, happiness, status, better and more fulfill-
ing relationships, a stronger sense of self. More things. 
More security. In the material world it’s very important 
to know who you are. To fulfil your destiny. To make 
your life work. To achieve your goals, your ambitions. 
To succeed. It’s the search to be someone in the world. 
To make something of your life before you die. 

And so often the so-called material world doesn’t satisfy 
us. And so we might turn to spiritual teachings. And 
now the goal is no longer a million pounds in the bank 
account, or a faster car, or a more fulfilling marriage. 
Now the goal is awakening. Now the goal is enlighten-
ment. Now, instead of the new car, we want the altered 
state of consciousness. Instead of the new relationship 
we want permanent bliss. Instead of worldly success 
we want enlightenment, we want to lose something 
called an ego, we want to transcend something called  
the mind. 

Material seeking, spiritual seeking, it’s all seeking. Whether 
it’s the search for material wealth or spiritual enlight-
enment, it’s the same seeking, the same movement of 
thought. It’s a movement into a non-existent future. 

It’s the search for something in the future, for me.

Yes, what goes right to the root of all this seeking, is the 
‘me’.

We want the million pounds in the bank account for me, 
and we want the spiritual enlightenment for me. Me, me, 
me!

At the root of all the seeking of a lifetime is the sense 
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that there is an individual here, a separate me, a separate 
self, a separate person. 

It’s the sense of being an entity separate from life itself, 
separate from this. Separate from others, separate from 
the world. Separate from the Source. 

At the root of all the seeking of a lifetime is a sense of not 
being whole. Of being incomplete. Fragmented. Lost. 
Alienated. Homesick.

For the separate individual, that sense of lack seems to 
seep into every part of life. Never enough, never enough, 
that is the mantra of the separate self. And this sense 
of lack is not merely an intellectual thing. It’s not just 
a belief. It’s a deeply felt sense of not being at home, a 
sense which infuses all experience. 

Once we were home, and now we are not. As separate 
individuals, we live haunted by the vague memory of an 
intimacy that we cannot name. 

It’s like when you were a very young child and your 
mother left you alone in the room. You didn’t know 
where she’d gone and you were suddenly overcome by a 
longing, a homesickness, that you could not explain, but 
which seemed to go right to the very core of who or what 
you were. 

This longing goes right to the heart of what it means to 
be a separate person.

And yet, as we shall see, it’s not mother that we really 
want; she is just a symbol of something far greater. We 
all long to return home, back to the Source, back to the 
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Ocean. Back to what we were before all of this happened.

* * *

And so the moment you have separation, you also have 
a longing. It’s the longing to end the separation. To heal 
the divide. To end the sense of contraction and expand 
back into the vastness. 

It’s the wave longing to collapse back into the ocean. 
But of course, what the wave cannot see is that there 
never was a wave separate from the ocean. The wave 
was always a perfect manifestation of the ocean. It was 
always one hundred percent water. It was always soaking 
wet. Drenched in Being.

You have never been separate from the ocean. You have 
never been separate from the whole. That was the dream of 
separation. And the search of a lifetime was always the search 
for home. 

But of course, it was never recognised as that. The long-
ing for home always manifested as the desire for a new 
car, for more money, for that man or woman. The long-
ing played itself out on a very worldly level, though what 
you always secretly longed for was the loss of your world 
and a plunge into Life itself. 
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The Possibility of Liberation

What is being shared in this book is the possibility that 
the search for home is in vain, because you never left 
home in the first place. You’ve only ever been home.

What we’ll be sharing in the following pages is the possi-
bility that the seeking of a lifetime, this incessant and 
exhausting search for something more, something ‘out 
there’, something in the future for ‘me’, can fall away. 

The seeking can completely fall away. 

And along with it, the sense of being a separate person 
can fall away too. When the seeking goes, so does the 
sense of being a separate seeker.

And what can be revealed in the absence of that seek-
ing – well, it’s absolutely beyond words.

What can be revealed in that falling away is… libera-
tion. 

Liberation, right in the midst of life.

Liberation, right where you are.

And to a mind that’s been hooked on its spiritual teach-
ings, beliefs, practices, ideologies, well the simplicity 
of what is revealed in that falling-away is shocking. It’s 
simply shocking. Stunning in fact. 



22

It’s nothing like you thought it would be. 

My goodness, we have so many ideas of what liberation 
is! But right now, what else could they be but thoughts, 
concepts, memories, carried over from the past? Our 
ideas about liberation are always second-hand.

But the beauty of this is that it cannot be contained by 
any of those ideas and concepts. It’s too alive for that, 
too present for that. 

This is the death of the separate individual, the death of 
the seeker, and a plunge into something far more mys-
terious.
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Hide and Seek

What appears to be happening here is that someone – me –  
has written a book on something called nonduality, 
which someone else – you – is reading right now. This is 
the dream. 

What’s actually happening here – and not just here but 
everywhere else of course – is quite extraordinary. What’s 
happening here is Oneness meeting itself. Seeing itself in a 
million different forms and delighting in that.
 
Right now, Oneness appears as this. It appears as a body 
sitting on a chair, holding a book. And it appears as the 
floor, the walls, the heart beating, breathing happening, 
colours, smells, sounds and everything else that’s going 
on right now. 

Oneness appears as everything that’s presently happen-
ing, absolutely everything. Well of course it does. It is 
everything.

This extraordinary aliveness is staring us in the face, 
and it always has been. So how come we don’t see it all 
the time? It’s so obvious when it is recognised, and yet 
until then, it appears to be hidden. There appears to be 
a game of hide and seek going on!

Yes, from one perspective it appears to be incredibly well 
hidden. So well hidden, in fact, that for a lifetime it has 
been appearing as everything, quite literally everything, 
and yet we still can’t see it. 
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And, of course, because it’s everything, quite literally 
everything, nothing is really hidden at all. 

If you were going to hide, but wanted to make sure that you 
were found, the best thing to do would be to disguise yourself 
as everything that is.

If you wanted to make something completely obvious, wouldn’t 
you make sure that it was everything? 

* * *

None of this needs to be understood. 

If you could understand this, you would just be a person 
who had collected some concepts about nonduality. You 
would just be a person with some ideas about what this 
is. 

It’s not about understanding, it’s about a falling. A fall-
ing into the awesome mystery that is life itself. A falling 
into the not-knowing. 

And in that falling, the seeker is no more.
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this...

I am talking to a woman. She is telling 
me about a passion of hers. Her dream 
is that one day she will own and run a 
small hotel, a bed and breakfast by the 
sea. I notice that her eyes begin to well 
up with tears as she relates her dream 
to me. And then I notice that these eyes 
start to well up with tears too. It’s like 
what’s happening there is being mirrored 
here. Because there is nothing to get in 
the way, what is left here is just a total 
openness to others, just an open space 
which welcomes everything that appears. 
Her eyes well up, my eyes well up, what’s 
the difference? 

When there is nobody here, there is 
nothing to block ‘you’ out. Because there 
is no ‘me’, there is no separate ‘you’ 
either. There are just voices, faces, the 
welling up of tears, or not. Just what’s 
happening. What’s happening fills all 
space. As that woman relates her story to 
me, I become her. I long to own a little 
bed and breakfast by the sea. It is my 
heart’s true desire. I feel the passion 
deep within my bones, and the tears come. 

I’m watching television. It’s a game show. 
A man has just won a large sum of money. 
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He says he is going to use it to take his 
family on holiday. They’ve never been on 
holiday before. The man laughs and shouts 
and weeps with joy. This laughs and shouts 
and weeps with joy. There is nothing to 
separate us. Oh, my family will be so 
happy when they find out! 

Images of famine on the television. A
young Somali girl, all skin and bone, 
with hollowed out eyes and sticks for 
arms, gazes into the camera. There is 
nothing to block that poor child out. I 
am the child. I am gazing at myself. She 
enters me, and everything heals itself.

I am on the train. A large bald-headed 
man starts to shout at me for no reason. 
I think he is drunk. He shakes his fists. 
His face is red with anger. I am the 
man. I feel the anger, the violence, and 
underneath it, the anxiety, the fear, the 
contraction that goes along with being a 
separate person. I have been this man. I 
am this man now. He is myself, coming to 
meet me on the 12.23 to Brighton.

And then the woman stops talking about 
her bed and breakfast dreams, and the 
tears are wiped out. There is no memory 
of them. Everything is wiped clean, and 
it begins again.

The game show ends, and I change channels 
on the television, and it’s now a shopping 
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channel, and the laughter and joy and 
money and family are wiped out, and 
now there is only fascination with item 
number 176387, what beautiful colours! It 
becomes absorbed in the shopping channel, 
and the game show vanishes without a 
trace. The game show might have happened 
a million years ago for all I care: this 
replaces everything.

The doorbell rings and I walk away from 
the image of the starving child. It’s my 
friend at the door. The starving child is 
wiped out, and my friend replaces her. The 
beauty of this is that it’s everything and 
it’s nothing. It’s no particular thing. 
One thing replaces another, and there’s no 
way of knowing what’s coming next. Friend 
replaces dying child, brother replaces 
friend, shopkeeper replaces brother, 
cat replaces shopkeeper. It emerges out 
of the Unknown, innocently, playfully, 
ceaselessly.

I walk away from the angry man. The anger 
disappears immediately. It’s like it 
never happened. Something else takes its 
place. And then something else. And then 
something else. There’s enough space here 
for an entire world. Joy, anger, fear, 
sadness, laughter, tears. Everything is 
welcome here. 

I have no way of blocking life out 
anymore. Because there is nobody here, 
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there is only raw, unedited, uncensored, 
unfiltered experience. And you can’t even 
call it an ‘experience’: there’s nobody 
here to experience anything. There’s 
just this, happening to no-one. Nobody 
sheds tears, nobody senses anger, nobody 
watches television. 

But it’s not an empty void. It’s a space 
that’s constantly filled by life. By the 
woman who wants the bed and breakfast 
by the sea, by the starving child, by 
my friend at the door. You provide the 
solidity that I lack. The story of time 
and space is dead here, but you keep it 
going for me. There’s nobody here, but 
then you enter the picture, and suddenly 
‘There is nobody here’ is – like any 
concept – not true. 

When you are not, what else is there but 
to be all that is? 

When the witness collapses into 
everything that’s witnessed, when 
awareness collapses into its contents, 
all that remains is a deep and total 
fascination with whatever is happening.
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