


The Spiritual Journey of floating-stone
In today’s modern world where demands are made daily within our personal and professional lives, there are many of us who struggle not only with these demands but also struggle daily with trying to better understand ourselves within the context of our lives and the melee of issues which endlessly confront us. 
Whether we are aware of it or not, we are in reality, engaged continually in a exploration of what it means to be human. This is in essence, a spiritual journey in which we struggle to come to terms with mysteries and uncertainties of human existence whilst trying to establish meaningful standards and values by which to live by. In addition, many of us seek to identify worthwhile goals to aspire to on a variety of levels, yet, at the same time, try to develop the understanding and life skills through which these may be achieved.  

In our rapidly changing world, new and appropriate approaches to self-learning and self-understanding are called for constantly in order for a balanced emotional and physical state to be maintained so that we can navigate our lives through this ever changing world that we are inextricably a part of, whether we accept it or not.

There can be no doubt that as individuals we each have different rules for self-learning which is driven by our own interpretation of new experiences and knowledge from an early age.  Clearly, this approach to learning emphasises the fact that as individuals we perceive and process information in very many different ways often referred to as Learning Style Theory. This theory implies that how much any individual learns is very much related to whether the ‘educational’ experience is geared towards their particular style of preferred learning rather than to how intelligent they are.  

In relation to self-understanding however, there is no ‘theory’ by which we can apply any learning of who we are, why we exist or what our purpose in life is let alone come to some satisfactory understanding of our own internal spiritual construct. It is only through a wide variety of ‘Journeys’ both internal and external that we can begin to explore such time honoured questions which sadly for many, often fail to get answered. 

Over the past six decades I have personally struggled to have some understanding of my-self in relation to being ‘Human’ given the sometimes positive but mostly negative changes that have been forced upon me,  individually and collectively. In my early life I channelled my energies in this area through orthodox religion in the belief that this would help me understand, come to terms with and perhaps find answers to the many perplexing questions that have impinged on and influenced my life, in one way or another. 
However, in my early twenties I discovered that whilst this was feeding some aspect of my soul as well as meeting some of my psychological and emotional needs, it was not enough to make me feel ‘connected’ to anything let alone to feel any sense of spirituality within my inner-being. Indeed, it actually posed further questions which did little to endear me to the notion that I actually did have a purpose in being ‘Human’. 
In my attempt to seek this ‘inner-me’, the ‘real me’, as apposed to the external me that was in essence, a façade, a ‘mask’ behind which I was able to retreat from my duties as a human being, I turned to extreme adventure pursuits in the natural environment where I constantly sought out dangerous and life threatening situations that would hopefully make me believe (albeit falsely as I now know), that I was ‘alive’ and that my purpose in life was to tease and invite death so I could laugh in its face just to prove that I had some degree of control over some aspects of my life.
In reality and with the fortitude of hindsight, I can now see that it was not death that I was teasing or challenging but ‘life’ itself and that my desire to deliberately put myself in harms way was just my way of ignoring any value in accepting my ‘Human’ existence and its inherent responsibilities. 

Over the ensuing thirty years, I climbed mountains on many continents, scaling sheer rock faces alone and without protection of a rope to arrest any fall. Such a cavalier approach to adventurous activities had its high points as well as its low ones which have all added to the journey’s richness. 
The highs included standing on top of lofty mountains in the Himalaya with stunning views across a panorama of endless mountain tops with nothing above but the blue azure sky, in addition to climbing sheer rock faces solo with just the delightful sensuous touch of the rock surface under my fingers. On such occasions I was able to selfishly feed a cold and dispassionate ego which ignored the external World in the misguided belief that nothing else mattered but my own ego centred approach to life.
All these adventures continued to feed into a psyche that cried out constantly for something which I never understood but naively believed was feeding my soul, my very essence of spirituality. In reality, with hindsight, I can see that this was a false assumption on my part as I was still wearing a ‘mask’ and hiding behind a façade which actively prevented me from making a connection with my true spirituality and therefore preventing me from truly ‘being alive’.   

The lows, and there were many, came in a variety of wrapped packages, all tied up with neat little bows of emotional and physical hurt and pain. Non were more influential than the five near death incidents I experienced which resulted in a crescendo of confusing messages regarding life and death as component parts of Human existence, and in particular, the value of my own mortality.
There can be no doubt that near death experiences in addition to having  a maternal grandmother who was a spiritualist and medium have both played their part in my self-discovery journey although there have been times when I doubted the power of her beliefs and my own experiences as being nothing more than a means of explaining the unexplainable. 
In the 1950’s my Gran had her own spiritualist church [The Temple of Spiritual Faith] in Plymouth, Devon where she regularly held séances during which time she would go into a trance and wait for her Indian Spirit Guide (White Star) to visit her to act as her conduit to spirits on another plane. When she spoke to people in the audience, it was in a foreign language, usually Russian, Ukraine and even the Sioux language, the Native American Indian tribe White Star came from. 
There was nothing odd about this for the 1940’s and 50’s as most mediums adopted this form of practice, but it was for my Gran as she was considered to be not very well educated, had never been to any place outside of her home town and spoke no other language other than English and even then it was with a broad Janner accent. 
Once she came out of her trances, she would remember nothing at all about the session and feel completely exhausted and emotionally drained. However, she would spend hours telling me when I was a young child, about the various planes of existence which she fervently believed existed, explaining about how our spirituality was governed by our own perception of who we were and how we acted and behaved whilst on this material plane. 
She would often tell me that after she had left this material plane, she would always be around me to guide me through life and would intervene to ensure I travelled my ‘Journey’ the way it was destined to be as it was possible for life Journeys to be interrupted and deflected by unseen forces who were working towards destroying all that is good. 

Sadly, when I was in my early thirties, my Gran passed away unexpectedly and as time passed, most of her teachings went to the distant reaches of my memory where it lay dormant for several decades before making a sudden and unexpected but welcome appearance on five occasions and which in turn helped me understand and identify the real inner me. In effect, my Gran was involved spiritually in all five near death incidents which contributed at a later date to my successful Journey down the path to spiritual self-discovery, finding that much sought after spiritual inner peace for the first time in my life.

Four of the five near death experiences occurred whilst I was participating in potentially dangerous adventure activities – mountaineer, rock climbing and caving – whilst the fifth one (which in reality was the first experience), occurred at a time when I seriously contemplated ending my life in order to find both eternal and internal peace.

In each incident, just when my mind accepted that death was inevitable no matter what I did next, I saw and felt dancing lights circling my head and body as I became engulfed in a loving, warm total darkness without shape or boundaries. Being in this darkness allowed me an opportunity never experienced before, to be at total unconditional peace with my self and the universe. On each occasion, I heard my Gran whisper in my left ear, positive words of encouragement informing me that my life had a purpose and it was not to die in circumstances like these. 
Running through and around my body was nothing but love, no feelings or emotions of hate, not even to those who had transgressed against me in the past and in particular during my early childhood when I was abused by adult males in positions of authority and trust.

On two of these near death experiences, I distinctly remember feeling during and after, that I knew everything there ever was to know about the meaning of life and death. I experienced every pore of my body being connected to everything else in the universe, it felt good and I felt ‘whole’ at long last.  
Every question I had asked or had heard asked, had an answer. Every decision I had ever made both right and wrong became crystal clear. Logic became apparent and despair and every other negative emotion and feeling I had ever felt was meaningless and of no value. No ‘life’ recalls, no tunnel of light, no-one dressed in white, no choir singing in the background, just an overwhelming feeling of ‘love’ and of being totally connected to everything which in turn gave me a feeling of unconditional internal peace. 
The blackness that always seemed to engulf me was not a terrifying darkness but a sweet warm darkness which encompassed every aspect of my being both internally and externally. I felt the darkness connect me to everything that ever was and ever will be, so much so, that I felt for the first time in my existence that life and death, even mortality, really did have a true and valuable meaning which at last made perfect sense in the wider scheme of human existence.  

Within this cloak of warm darkness, the feeling I was experiencing was without description and one that neither disturbed me nor worried me. The blackness was a significant part of what I was feeling. It was me. These feelings appeared to last a life time, never starting and never ending, it just existed  and I was a part of it and I never wanted the feeling to end. I was finally content with my human existence, happy and at peace with myself as an entity, but more importantly, I felt I was at long last, an integral part of the world both spiritually and physically that I had been so distanced from since early childhood.
Like most things in life however, we quickly move on from such experiences allowing other things to take their place in the mind and lessons learnt sometimes get forgotten with the passing of time. Such was the case with me and whilst I retained the memories of each of these experiences uppermost in my mind for some time after the events, they eventually dimmed taking a ‘back seat’ to new memories, feelings and emotions.
In retrospect, I can now see how my life before these unexplained experiences  was one of travelling in a never ending circular Journey that was being directed and influenced by some external forces which did not have my best interests at heart. My life after the last of these near death experiences whilst still not being as I would have wanted it to have been, did take on a positive aspect with less confusion surrounding my ‘Human’ identity. However, the real ‘awakening’ did not happen until the epiphany finally came some ten years after the last near death experience. 
It happened in the early 1990’s whilst I was delivering a workshop in Victoria, on Vancouver Island on “Utilising Nature and the Natural Environment as a Tool to Aid Partial or Full Recovery from Unresolved Trauma” to a group of international adventure therapists. At the workshop was a Canadian from the Haida People’s First Nation called Daniel Goose Feather who was an educator of his people in ‘the old ways of their ancestors’ who used Nature as a rite of passage for their young male warriors. 

After the conference, he took me on a wilderness journey in the north of the Island where he shared with me some of the rituals of his ancestors in their quest for spiritual connectedness. He introduced me to the concept of rites of passage and helped me connect with my own inner self through seeing nature and the Natural Environment with unclouded eyes.
Somewhere along that Journey, I found my inner self, I became connected to my spirit and understood at last, the meaning of spirituality in the context of life as a human being. The earlier near death experiences were seen in a different context in that he helped me realise the importance of having a ‘belief system’ which involved understanding the power of unconditional love for the self, and, the true power and influence memories of our ancestors have in relation to our every day lives. 

Since then I have shifted the emphasis of my professional life as a therapeutic counsellor and therapist away from the counselling room and into Nature and the Natural Environment where I now help others to walk their own sacred path on their own spiritual self-discovery journey.
It is here that I believe that we can find our spirituality, connect with our inner self and more importantly begin to understand the real meaning of our own existence. Utilising therapeutic connections with trees, stones, and other natural elements as a metaphoric connection with our inner psyche, we are able to come face to face with our selves, to seek out the unknown and challenge the doubt within us so that we can begin to understand ourselves more fully in Human terms.  
There can be no doubt also, that having an opportunity to participate in a unique and personal rite of passage through Nature’s Jehari Doorway, allows us an opportunity to cleanse our inner soul so that we can accept the spiritual aspect of who we are, allowing us to break away from the false image we are continually forced to hide behind in this demanding and troubled World.

 Some things are desirable,
Many things are probable,
But all things are possible.
floating-stone
The author, who goes by the Haida Indian name of floating-stone, is an experienced practitioner who specialises in utilising Nature and the Natural Environment as a ‘tool’ for helping others to discover their inner self and connect with their true spirituality. He is co-director with his Hungarian business partner, another experienced practitioner, of the European company AMSJ [Anglo Magyar Spiritual Journeys] who organise and run forest wilderness Journeys around the globe as well as in the U.K. 
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