WHO IS YOGA?
The Will to Ignorance
Ranko Bon

Motovun, Istria
February 2016

To Yogani, who has undertaken a worldwide
experiment to find out whether books can provide the
means necessary to tread the path to enlightenment

It is not enough that you understand in what ignorance
man and beast live; you must also have and acquire the
will to ignorance. You need to grasp that without this
kind of ignorance life itself would be impossible, that it
is a condition under which alone the living thing can
preserve itself and prosper: a great, firm dome of
ignorance must encompass you.
From Friedrich Nietzsche’s The Will to
Power, New York: Vintage Books, 1968, p.
328.
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PREFACE (February 8, 2016)
Yoga is everywhere nowadays. Lately, it has become a staple. Who is
yoga, though? It sounds like a silly question, but this selection from
my Residua shows that it is no less than a crucial one, for it goes back
to the origins of the spiritual quest of the human species. In time,
shamanism has spawned many a path through the realm of the spirit,
including yoga. As of late, these paths are marked by myriad great
gurus, but underneath the august crowd is the nameless guru of us
all—the animal in us. It is as old as life on earth, and it has a lot to
teach us to this day. But the only way to become one with the animal
in us is to abandon all thought. This accomplished, time stops and the
world becomes one at long last. Arranged chronologically, the pieces
included in this selection, as well as the addenda extending many
among them, trace my own spiritual quest over many a year. As the
book shows, it takes an enormous will to shed all the alluring but
ultimately debilitating trash that goes by the name of civilization. The
will to ignorance, indeed.
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ON THE SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST FOR SURVIVAL
(November 27, 1980)
The multitude of myths about giants perhaps testifies to an historical
perception of the secular reduction of our powers and abilities. The
living feel like dwarfs in comparison with the dead and the fortunate.
Even the most superficial reading of Thucydides, for example, creates
an impression that his contemporaries were somehow bigger in size.
Upon some reflection one realizes that it is actually us who are less
than full-grown, and that Athenians and Spartans must have felt very
much like us today in relation to their ancestors. Perhaps this is why
we sometimes experience envy toward the animals, the giants of many
millennia ago? Perhaps this is why the mammals abhor the reptiles?
Addendum I (April 29, 1995)
There is a trace of genius in the premonition that regression goes
beyond the threshold of humanity, let alone history. Extended to its
logical conclusions, this premonition sheds some light on the very
origin of life and the irrepressible yearning for death.
Addendum II (April 4, 1998)
Intrinsic religiosity—a state of mind incited by belief in forces
perceived as supernatural that demand placation—is embedded far less
in the finer emotions than in vague and instinctively grounded fears
and anxieties. Primevally, that mental state appears to have originated
as a means of expressing or relieving tensions through the
subconscious generalization of their specific causes. Reactions to
these were apt to be intensified at the social level, and to be projected
onto inanimate and animate objects that commanded attention in one
way or another, eventually as numina. In the course of hominid
evolution the choice of a particular animal to symbolize deep emotion
was bound to be whimsical yet subject to the vicissitudes of livelihood
and the composition of the local fauna, with game animals and
formidable species of reptiles, raptorial birds and fierce carnivores
holding an edge in the competition.
From Balaji Mundkur’s “Human Animality, the Mental
Imagery of Fear, and Religiosity” in Tim Ingold, ed.,
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What is an Animal? London and New York: Routledge,
1988, p. 177.
Addendum III (December 11, 2000)
Which is why, of course, Benjamin Franklin’s proposal for the bird to
symbolize the new nation never had a chance. In retrospect, his
argument was almost comical. The turkey is indeed useful, but it falls
short of symbolizing any emotions, let alone the deep ones. These are
inseparable from danger and fear and wishful thinking. Oh, the eagle.
If it does not survive out there, in the polluted heights, it certainly will
in our hearts, just above our stomachs stuffed to the brim with the silly
old turkey.
METHOD AND MADNESS (March 14, 1981)
Random thought is threatening because it is nothing but a technical
device designed to secure a modicum of indifference toward all
structures that protect us from the truth. It is blind. It paradoxically
finds by not seeking. It is engaged when it ironically insists that it is
oblivious. Random thought is clever to the extent that it remains
stupid: the sublimation of cunning. It stumbles about aimlessly and it
leaves a web of infinite complexity as a byproduct. Nothing can
escape it by hiding, for there is no place it either craves or abhors. It
describes a Pascalian sphere, the center and the circumference of
which coincide everywhere. Random thought leaves no residua, for it
can offer nothing but residua.
Addendum I (December 21, 1988)
This is the most succinct programmatic statement concerning my
writing I have written thus far. So many years later, even if I could, I
would neither add to it nor subtract from it, for by doing so I would
only spoil it. And that is all I feel I should say at this time.
Addendum II (August 20, 2000)
A quarter of a century ago, in what appeared to be my youth, random
devices of all kinds struck me as new and bold and exceedingly clever.
They offered an elegant way out. My ruminations about such devices
struck me as no less new and bold and clever. Looking back, these
perceptions only date me, only place the bulk of my intellectual
development in the third quarter of the Twentieth Century. Alas, the
more innocent one is of one’s own time, the better witness of it one
tends to be.
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Addendum III (December 19, 2014)
Splendid, this. Whenever I come across this piece, I am amazed at the
method in my madness and the madness in my method. As
programmatic statements go, this one is indeed superb. And yet,
random thought cannot but light upon some jewels along the way. By
the same token, one of them cannot but become an anchor of sorts. A
fixed point, at least. This is how I discovered and stayed close to yoga.
Ever since, it has provided that fixed point around which my thought
can wander hither and thither as long as I wish without fear of losing
my bearings ever again. Method and madness ever so tightly
intertwined. Nay, joined.
A VULGAR HYPOTHESIS CONCERNING OUR SPIRITUAL
HERITAGE (June 28, 1982)
It is conceivable that the only salvageable moment of the religious life
of the species, which will not be simply discarded and forgotten, is
precisely the sum of its practical traditions—its material substratum, as
it were—congealed and preserved in a constellation of techniques,
devices, procedures, expressions, physical arrangements, and rules of
thumb appropriate to specific conditions and situations. It is indeed
conceivable that the stupidest routines and the most dreadful details of
religious performance (and religious labor?) contain the essence of our
spiritual experience. An enormous amount of testing, sifting, and
refinement of quotidian worship and spiritual survival has already
been accomplished through millennia and across the planet. Consider,
for example, the very forms of sacrifice and prayer, the temples and
altars, the communal singing, the prayer and worry beads, the
institutions of monastic seclusion and mass pilgrimage, etc. Also
consider the rocking and swaying, the rhythm, the repetition, the
dancing, the language of curses and blessings, the masks and
symbols... (Could reading and writing be added to this list?) This is
not to say that ideological—as well as utopian, for that matter—
“superstructure” is irrelevant, but merely secondary, or even derived,
and undoubtedly comparatively unstable. This is furthermore not to
say that we now need another scientific or professional discipline—a
praxeology of religious life, or an architectural vocabulary of
prototypical vehicles of faith—which would secularize and thus
annihilate these apparently ignoble physical remnants of accumulated
wisdom of the species. And finally, this is not to say that here lies
buried another panacea. Far from it. My intention is primarily to shift
the emphasis, and to point at heaven and hell as material facts of our
childhood. (Could reading and writing possibly be construed as unreal
or immaterial, that is, unproductive?) And our collective childhood is
something we cannot choose ad libitum. Although we could accept,
for the sake of the argument, the possibility of alternative histories,
ours has been determined and it consequently surfaces as
predetermined. The fact nevertheless remains that we have learned
6

something or other, that we have established a correspondence with
the unknown, or, at least, that we have stumbled upon the needs and
ways of satisfying them that will not surrender to reason. For the
“causes” are both too far and too many. The most precious lessons are
perhaps already built into our very bodies—into our physical
performances, including those associated with language—where they
linger unattended. Again, my intention is primarily to shift the
emphasis, and to point at these internal ruins inhabited by ghosts of
our misunderstanding. The ruins themselves are sacred, as the species
is sacred and irreplaceable.
Addendum (January 12, 2005)
I was right, of course. A stroke of genius, this piece. In the early
Eighties, I was at least a decade ahead of the groping neuroscientists,
who established the link between religious labor and brain activity
associated with religious bliss only in the Nineties. But I am not about
to continue lauding myself here. The reason for adding a few words to
this note is to bring to the fore my parenthetical remarks about reading
and writing. These remarks are prescient, too. Indeed, much of my
reading and writing can be construed as religious labor. My Residua is
my proof, if any is required. The only difference between 1982 and
2005 is that this strange connection is not parenthetical any longer.
Neither is it strange any longer. It is up front. In your face. And up
your ass, dear reader.
OF ANTS AND MEN (September 4, 1982)
The trajectory of an ant may appear exceedingly complex, thus
implying concealed behavioral patterns of commensurable complexity,
but closer inspection reveals a rather simple creature in a rich
environment. The obstacles encountered along the way generate
almost all deviations from an otherwise straight line. The main task of
an observer is to establish the link between the actual and the apparent
path of the insect, by incorporating the impact of the environment into
the picture. This applies to my writing, as well. Another observer,
relative to whom my own behavior would be comparable with that of
an ant, would no doubt perceive the hypothesized straight line. All the
random twists and turns would be accounted for in terms of external
factors. Given that such an observer is not to be hoped for, the best
available alternative that I can adopt in order to illuminate my own
path is to retrace my steps by making a serious and honest attempt at
reconstruction of all the potentially relevant events that have
influenced my writing. Clearly, as I am by assumption not in position
to judge what is relevant and what is not in this respect, an extensive
description of all the events that I can recollect is the only course to
follow. The richer this description, the smaller the requisite distance
between me and the hypothetical observer. And this simply increases
the likelihood of successful interpretation—in the long run at least.
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The form of my writing facilitates this task. The granular structure, the
chronological order, and the dates of writing provide a rudimentary
skeleton for biographical extensions and addenda. My residua are
consequently analogous to Theseus’ string, and many similar mythical
devices. Furthermore, all the zigzags are faithfully preserved, as I
have carefully avoided any preconceived direction, which could only
spoil the life-long experiment by biasing the ultimate results. To that
extent the comparison with an ant is paradoxically appropriate and
relevant. The only thing that is assumed throughout, in relation both to
an ant and myself, however, is that interpretation is necessary, and
therefore intrinsically valuable. Someone, somewhere, sometime, will
be compelled to provide it. This is indeed an axiom underlying the
entire argument.
ON THE STATE OF LITERARY CRITICISM (June 23, 1984)
I was told that some monkey recently wrote of Kafka that “everything
human was alien to him.” This reminded me of the Satan in The
Brothers Karamazov: “nullum humanum a me alineum puto.” The
monkey got confused.
Addendum (August 26, 2000)
If the Satan is the sublimation of everything human, the entire
abomination in one skin, as it were, what should God be? The
sublimation of everything animal, pre-human? What else is there?
ON THE SIGNIFICANCE OF BEING FROM A GOOD FAMILY
(January 20, 1985)
I began petting a cat that was lying on a chest in someone’s apartment.
As was evident, nobody had petted him with sufficient feeling, and he
surrendered to being caressed; he liked it. Clean, elegant, strong, he
stood up, arching his back. Then he looked at me several times with
friendly attention, with approval of the fact that I, an unknown person,
had come out of the darkness and had begun to pet him. Having petted
him, I walked away. He walked behind me, at first along the chest,
then, after hurling himself from the chest, at a run down the corridor.
It was pleasant for me to think that for a few moments I had bound to
myself something very like a tiger.
From Yuri Olesha’s No Day Without A Line, Ann
Arbor: Ardis, 1979 (first published in 1965), p. 268.
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I AM A FUNNY FELLOW (October 26, 1985)
I often boast, silently, that my life, although outwardly circumscribed
and uneventful, abounds in spiritual riches and joys unknown to most
others. The sky is my realm, I often imply with an ambiguous sweep
of my arm. Yes, the sky is my limit, infinite and unreachable, I argue
by displaying an awkward smile. But look at me this evening among
evenings! I sit and stare. I sit and stare, overwhelmed by my own
silence. I am a funny fellow, indeed. I could just laugh and laugh.
Addendum (May 11, 2016)
Wonderful, this. “I sit and stare,” I read with a wry smile on my face.
“I sit and stare, overwhelmed by my own silence.” Exactly. The same
applies this evening among evenings, but now I know that I am far
from a funny fellow. The sky is my realm, indeed. And thought is
best avoided like the plague, I now know. If it leads anywhere, it is
into the quagmire that is the human mind. The human world entire, as
a matter of fact. As I sit and stare, I could still laugh and laugh. But
my laughter would have a rather different shade so many years later.
The shade of bliss that escapes words.
DE BESTIIS (January 1, 1986)
So what if my yearbooks are shrinking, my vital energy is withering,
and my vision is paling? So what if I cannot suppress an occasional
cry of anxiety upon observing my immortal soul caving in and
collapsing under the relentless march of quotidian duties, petty
victories, and debilitating satisfactions? So what if everything is again
in question, and if there is no available means of egress from this
barren hilltop among hilltops? Like a cornered rat, like a wounded
tiger, like a demented she-goat whose kids are in peril, I will spring
back that much more vigorous and determined, I will desperately grasp
for the least opportunity, I will rekindle every hope I have ever held so
much more fervently… And I will rejoice in the animal spirits once
again.
Addendum I (January 1, 1988)
Although I appreciate the boisterous mood of this note, I cannot but be
appalled and distressed by the gradual collapse of the entire project.
And collapse it is. Last year my production has reached an
unprecedented low. Ever since 1976 I have not contributed less to my
Residua, both in terms of the number of notes and the number of
pages. How far can this decline go before I am forced to declare
defeat? Could such a thing ever come to pass?
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Addendum II (May 1, 1995)
Judging from my life’s fumbling record, which is preserved in these
pages, MIT was bad for my soul. The period between 1983, when I
joined the Institute, and 1989, when I decided to leave it, marks a
definite trough in my progress. Not only had my writing suffered
quantitatively, which might have been a blessing in disguise, but also
qualitatively. The two are perhaps related: the less time I could
dedicate to writing, the more disjointed and lifeless my writings
became. Looking back, I cannot suppress a self-satisfied smirk on
account of my decision to leave MIT for good—one of the most
felicitous decisions of my life.
Addendum III (December 12, 2002)
So many years later, I am of two minds when it comes to MIT. On the
one hand, I still feel that my assessment from 1995 is correct. There is
no doubt that my inner life had suffered between 1983 and 1989. My
book is my witness. On the other hand, I still feel a strong emotional
attachment to the Institute. More, my feelings are bordering on love.
No other place where I have studied or worked even approaches this
sentiment. The two hands cannot be reconciled, of course. Which is
perhaps why I am content to love MIT from a safe distance. And the
distance is safe, indeed.
Addendum IV (December 16, 2015)
Returning to this piece once again, I read it from an entirely different
vantage point than in so many intervening years. Starting with the
title, which strikes me as outright prophetic, I focus on the animals in
the story: a cornered rat, a wounded tiger, and a demented she-goat
whose kids are in peril. Finding myself on yet another barren hilltop
among hilltops, this time perfectly real rather than academic and thus
figurative, I will spring back that much more vigorous and determined
by becoming one with these animals in peril. Once again, I will rejoice
in the animal spirits, but this time from within. This is the promise of
yoga, whose roots go all the way to shamanism. As well as the animal
in us, as this piece points out, albeit unwittingly. Amazingly, I was on
the right trail no less than thirty years ago!
ON TENACITY (November 24, 1986)
There is something about my Residua that is surprising even to myself:
my tenacity. The project proceeds unimpeded by a solid string of
failures. I have been at it for eleven years now, and there is still no end
in sight—where “end” can be understood both as purpose and as
terminus of the writing process itself. In fact, it is quite likely that the
very bulk of the accumulated crap will one day become the only
redeeming feature of this painful exercise. In the social realm,
10

perseverance is often rewarded in its own right, assuming that it is
complemented by longevity. That is a kind of compensation for
hanging around this planet despite everything one knows. Of course,
this prospect gives me little comfort. It would be much easier to
bolster my morale by tragicomic expectations of an ultimate
breakthrough, but such contrived expectations are definitely
unpalatable to me at present. I can only add that I sincerely hope that I
will never be tempted by dreams incongruous with my essentially
pessimistic reading of my Residua. Let there be no false promises.
Addendum I (November 19, 2006)
By now, I have been at it for thirty-one year, a bit more than a half of
my entire life. Amazing, indeed. But it is even more amazing that I
have successfully resisted any end or purpose all the while. That is
almost incredible, as a matter of fact. For the temptations have been
many. And most appealing. The hidden purpose of the endeavor has
been, as it were, revealed to me only today. This is an evolutionary
process, whereby ideas of all sorts, including those few I can perhaps
rightly call my own, are left to their own devices in a continual
struggle for predominance. To wit, there cannot be an ultimate end or
purpose to such an effort. At best, it can reach a precarious balance of
the myriad of ideas in search of light. The beauty is in the process
itself. And this is where it will remain, and on purpose. Now that I
understand my Residua, now that I understand my method of writing at
last, I will preserve the innocent beauty of the entire project until my
last day. This I solemnly promise. In the meanwhile, me tenacity will
be well rewarded by the fickle balance of everything that has ever
crossed my mind and insisted to be cast in words.
Addendum II (December 19, 2014)
Well, how about thirty-nine years, the latest count? Truly amazing, no
doubt. My tenacity is no less than mind-boggling. In retrospect, it is
almost frightening. But even though I am still convinced that the
previous addendum is right on the money when it comes to the
evolutionary process underlying the development of my ideas, I beg to
differ on the ultimate purpose of my Residua. For better or worse, this
is where evolution offers little guidance. Only eight years ago I argued
that there could be no ultimate end or purpose to the entire project, but
now I think differently. Very differently, as a matter of fact. In the
meanwhile, yoga has changed my life. My magnum opus helps me
think through my path to enlightenment, but it also provides a trace of
my meanderings. After many a twist and turn, I know where I am
going at long last. Enlightenment is my goal, and my vast book is my
witness. As years go by, addenda like this one will make their mark,
and my path to my goal will shine through. Alas, yet another solemn
promise!
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Addendum III (December 2, 2016)
Having reached liberation earlier this year, tenacity has gotten an
entirely new meaning in my life. It is time to start bringing this
gargantuan project to its merry end now that my Residua have become
a record of my meanderings toward the one and only goal worth
pursuing in life, which is abandoning thought at will and for as long as
one wishes (“No-Bullshit Enlightenment,” January 18, 2016).
Although I intend to keep adding to it till my last breath, the bulk of
my magnum opus is already in place. The task of curbing my
obsession with writing now demands all the tenacity I can muster.
Earlier this year I introduced fallow days, or days when I write not a
word. So far, their number is growing at a clip. By now, I have no
less than a five-year plan of fallow days. Sticking to it, as well as
adding to it whenever an opportunity arises, is where my tenacity will
serve me well. Or so I hope most sincerely. Fingers crossed.
EX NIHILO NIHIL? (April 21, 1987)
Vacuum is commonly perceived as synonymous with “nothing.”
However, some physicists now question this fragment of common
wisdom. Recent discoveries suggest that vacuum is pregnant with
many forms of energy and matter.
Under some conditions,
“something” may emerge from an ostensibly barren region of spacetime. By the way, the new physics is full of surprises such as this.
I welcome this development. It is conceivable that my present state,
very much like vacuum in the realm of physics, could be transcended
by some miracle. More to the point, such a miracle would be most
desirable.
Like everyone else, I guess, I have been striving after beauty and order
and meaning. But I have relied on my own forces only. And look at
me now! All I have achieved is that I have not fallen for anything.
Because I know that I will persist in not falling for anything, come
what may, the only way out seems to be through something akin to a
pregnant vacuum. Three cheers for the new physics!
Addendum I (December 8, 2014)
So many years later, I have not yet fallen for anything. And I never
will, I am pretty sure by now. Thus, a pregnant vacuum is my best bet
to this day. Not surprisingly, I have elected the path of yoga in my
dotage. Although enlightenment is not exactly a miracle, for the toil
leading to it is merciless if not also endless, it is close enough to it to
revisit this prescient piece. According to Patanjali, enlightenment can
also be had by intuitive insight alone (“A Flash of Intuitive Insight,”
May 1, 2010). Ex nihilo illustratio, that is. Three more cheers for the
new physics!
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Addendum II (May 26, 2016)
A couple of years after the first addendum, I have yet another reading
of the original piece. As I understand it now, enlightenment can be
reached by abandoning thought at will and for as long as one wishes
(“No-Bullshit Enlightenment,” January 18, 2016). The path of yoga
has eventually led me to the mastery of thoughtlessness or
mindlessness, which have much in common with good old vacuum.
And not to be thinking is far superior to thinking. Ex nihilo illustratio,
albeit not by Patanjali’s intuitive insight. Intuitive or not, insight still
amounts to thinking, which is an inferior state of mind. As for the new
physics, the last three cheers!
WHAT IS BON BUDDHISM? (May 31, 1989)
Bon Buddhism is essentially the same as Zen Buddhism, except that it
has nothing whatsoever to do with Buddhism.
Addendum I (November 23, 1989)
Bon Buddhism is to Zen Buddhism as I am to Gautama Siddhartha,
who was not a Buddhist either.
Addendum II (December 8, 1989)
Bon Buddhism and Zen Buddhism differ mainly in practices relating to
oral hygiene. According to Zen Buddhism, you should wash your
mouth whenever you utter Buddha's name. According to Bon
Buddhism, you should wash your mouth twice whenever you utter my
name, but there is no need to wash your mouth even once when you
utter Buddha's name.
Addendum III (April 9, 1990)
According to Annie Bloch, an old friend of mine from the Ph.D.
Program at MIT who declares herself a Tibetan Buddhist, there is a
branch of Buddhism in Tibet that is called Bön Buddhism. Although
this is all I have learned from Annie, who materialized in my office at
MIT for a brief afternoon after more than fifteen years of ethereal life
in France, it is safe to conjecture that Bon Buddhism and Bön
Buddhism differ only by an umlaut. Nevertheless, this is a significant
difference.
Addendum IV (January 3, 1991)
Bon Buddhism is shit, just like Zen Buddhism.
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HSINHSINMING: AN ALTERNATIVE TITLE (November 30, 1989)
The title of the work may be explained in the following way. Hsin
(shin) is faith, not in the Christian sense of a bold flight of the soul
towards God, a belief in what is unseen because of what is seen, but a
belief in that which has been experienced, knowledge, conviction.
Hsin (shin), the mind, is not our mind in the ordinary sense, but the
Buddha-nature which each of us has unbeknown to us. Ming (mei) is a
recording, for the benefit of others. The title thus means a description
of that part of oneself where no doubt is possible. This is the same
unshakeable conviction that Shelley and Beethoven and Gauguin had.
They too recorded what they saw with their eyes and heard with their
ears, where no hesitation or indecision could enter. Especially
noteworthy is the absolute faith in the value of the apparently trivial.
From R.H. Blyth’s Zen and Zen Classics, Vol. I, Tokyo:
The Hokuseido Press, and Rutland, Vermont: Charles
E. Tuttle, 1988 (first published in 1960), p. 50 (note that
the three Chinese characters—hsin, hsin, and ming—are
deleted here for technical reasons, R.B.).
Addendum I (December 24, 1989)
This is the clearest programmatic statement concerning my writing I
have found so far. It applies both to every individual note or
addendum, and to the Residua as a whole. Still, a couple of Blyth’s
points warrant further clarification. First, the statement about “the
Buddha-nature which each of us has unbeknown to us” applies to
Gautama Siddhartha, as well. He was only the first to identify that
something which we share, as it were. Second, the statement about
recording “for the benefit of others” should be understood to include
oneself also. For better or worse, we become others to ourselves after
only a few years.
Addendum II (January 21, 2016)
Times have changed. The three Chinese characters, which were
omitted in the original piece for technical reasons, are widely available
nowadays: 信心銘. Now the poem is known as “Xin Xin Ming,”
“Xinxin Ming,” or “Xinxinming” in Mandarin or Pinyin, and it is
commonly translated as “Faith in Mind” or “Trust in Mind.” It is
attributed to the Third Chinese Ch’an (Zen) Patriarch Jianzhi Sengcan,
who died in 606. The essence of the poem can be found in its first
verse: “The Great Way is not difficult. / It only excludes picking and
choosing. / Once you stop loving and hating, / it will enlighten itself.”
For some strange reason, I picked the verse a decade after this piece
was written (“Hsinhsinming: The First Verse,” July 28, 1999).
Anyhow, the Chinese characters now make me outright happy.
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THERE IS NOTHING MORE
NOTHING (December 15, 1989)

DIFFICULT THAN DOING

When I think of it, much of my reading, and even writing, has to do
with the fact that I cannot bear doing nothing. I can say the same thing
about thinking, as well. Although I assume that meditating is a similar
avoidance mechanism, I cannot be sure about it because I am not sure
whether or not I have ever experienced it. That is, I am uncertain
about the difference between thinking and meditating. I am even more
uncertain about hearing, smelling, tasting, touching, and especially
seeing unencumbered by thinking. At any rate, doing nothing or next
to nothing appears to be one of the most difficult things for me to do.
As I have always been attracted most by things I found most difficult, I
have my work cut out for me: I must master the art of doing nothing.
Addendum I (June 9, 2016)
Even the title of this piece is mesmerizing all by itself, let alone the
text entire. And the last line spells it out in full. After many trials and
tribulations, yoga eventually led me to the mastery of the art of doing
nothing. Unencumbered by thinking, I reached liberation earlier this
year. That is, a quarter of a century after this piece was penned. But
this was the very first step on the journey, which ended up taking much
more time than I could have imagined back then. In retrospect,
though, a quarter of a century is a mere blip in time. And a wondrous
one at that.
Addendum II (April 7, 2020)
Coming across this piece entirely by chance is always a joy, but the joy
is so much greater during the novel coronavirus pandemic that is
raging across the globe. Millions upon millions of humans are
currently in quarantine, and they are quickly discovering that there is
nothing more difficult than doing nothing. All sorts of advice are on
offer on the World Wide Web, but without great effect. Coping with
this condition takes time. Much time, as a matter of fact. As the first
addendum shows, the art of doing nothing may well take a few decades
to master. For liberation entails abandoning all fears and desires;
abandoning all hope for the human species; and abandoning thought at
will and for as long as one wishes (“On Liberation,” October 4, 2017).
At best, the current quarantine may provide an opportunity to start the
long and arduous journey toward liberation. But every step on that
journey comes with untold rewards.
BON BUDDHISM IN A NUTSHELL (October 1, 1990)
You do not need to leave your room. Remain sitting at your table and
listen. Do not even listen, simply wait. Do not even wait, be quite still
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and solitary. The world will freely offer itself to you to be unmasked.
It has no choice: it will roll in ecstasy at your feet.
From Franz Kafka’s “Reflections on Sin, Pain, Hope,
and the True Way,” The Great Wall of China: Stories
and Reflections, New York: Schocken Books, 1970, p.
184.
PEDIGREE (January 16, 1991)
It is a fascinating thought that this little bit of life that is I has been
passed from one creature to another ever since the beginning of life.
My life is as old as life itself. It is even more fascinating that my death
will have a still better pedigree—going all the way back to the
beginning of time.
MIND AND BODY REVISITED (January 23, 1992)
Unusually flirtatious, she kept coming closer and closer to the spot on
the edge of a deserted beach where I was sitting cross-legged and
smiling at the Indian Ocean. It was late afternoon. Flattered though I
was, I did not look at her, but I could see her rather well out of the
corner of my eye. The wind was picking up. Prancing in the waves,
she displayed her splendid body with increasing abandon. The spray
and sand felt soothing on my skin. At length, she walked right up to
me, put her hands on her hips, and produced a puzzled smile: how
could I possibly resist her indubitable charms? The rumble of the
waves penetrated deep into my stomach. Realizing that I was staring
through her, she looked down and walked away languidly. The sun
was hovering above the horizon. She returned a while later, but by
then I ceased paying any attention to her. Most of the time I kept my
eyes shut tight because of the spray and sand picked up by the wind
that grew in ferocity as the sun touched the ocean. A thin layer of wet
sand covered my skin. The roar of the ocean enveloped me. For a
long while I was one with the wind, the sand, the ocean, the departing
sun. And I was altogether and blissfully alive.
SAMMA VACHA (March 7, 1992)
Silence should be so respected that the words which break it must
leave the world the better for their birth.
From Christmas Humphreys’ Buddhism: An
Introduction
and
Guide,
Third
Edition,
Harmondsworth: Penguin Books, 1962 (first published
in 1951), p. 110.
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Addendum (September 28, 2015)
According to many a Buddhist treatise, the subject of right speech has
four aspects. In particular, it entails abstinence from false speech, such
as lying; slanderous speech, which divides people; harsh speech,
which is angry or bitter; and idle chatter, such as gossip. It would be
interesting to classify my writings in accordance with these four
aspects of right speech. False speech is the least of my problems, I am
reasonably sure. In fact, I cannot think of a single piece of my writing
that entails lying in any of its forms. Slanderous speech is another bag
of worms, though. Although I am not about dividing people, I do
occasionally point my finger at such divisions, which cannot but
deepen and sharpen them in turn. Harsh speech is perhaps my greatest
problem. Often enough, I let my anger and bitterness rip through my
writings. Even more, I do it with palpable pleasure. As for idle
chatter, I do engage in it from time to time, but it is still rather rare in
my writings. At any rate, I ought to pay more attention to right speech
from now on. My writings are my heart and soul, after all.
HOMAGE TO NIETZSCHE (March 27, 1992)
Bon Buddhism is not for the downtrodden, the poor, the
disadvantaged, the disenfranchised, the sick, the dispossessed, the
feeble. On the contrary, Bon Buddhism is for those who do not even
dare hope for compassion, empathy, mercy, forbearance, kindness,
generosity, benevolence. Bon Buddhism is for the rare and the few.
TEN PRINCIPLES OF BON BUDDHISM (April 10, 1992)
1. Salvation is the immediate task of every individual. It cannot be
attained through efforts of others on one’s behalf. One should begin
now by facing life as it is and by learning about it through direct and
personal experience. The understanding of the teaching will gradually
follow.
2. The truths upon which Bon Buddhism is founded are natural. They
have been taught through the ages by the enlightened individuals who
have discovered them through direct experience.
Enlightened
individuals are known as buddhas in the east, but they can be found in
all cultures and climates.
3. The first fact of existence is change or impermanence. All that
exists passes through the same cycle—birth, growth, decay, and death.
Life alone is ceaseless, ever seeking self-expression in new forms.
Life is a process or flow, and those who cling to any of its forms,
however splendid, will suffer by resisting the flow.
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4. The universe is evolving and it functions according to law. The
ever-changing universe is the expression of the law of natural
causation, of action and reaction. All effects have causes, and an
individual’s character is the sum total of his or her thoughts and acts.
Each individual is the sole creator of his or her circumstances and final
destiny.
5. Life is one and indivisible, though its evolving forms are
innumerable and perishable. It is inextricably bound with the universe
as a whole. Life never ceases, though all life forms must die. Their
remainders ultimately become part of new life forms. From an
understanding of life’s unity arises compassion, a sense of identity
with, and kindness toward, all forms of life. From it also arises a sense
of care for the natural habitat of all living creatures. The universe is
the habitat of life in all its manifestations. Life being one, the interests
of a part are those of the whole.
6. Reality is indescribable in its infinite and ever-changing variety. All
forms of life are manifestations of this reality. The purpose of life is
the attainment of enlightenment, the extinction of the limitations of
self-hood. Thought can never encompass reality, but direct experience
and appreciation of reality can be attained through enlightenment. To
be enlightened means to fully and directly partake in life’s flow, not
only on occasion but at all times and under all circumstances. All
forms of life are endowed with the potentiality of enlightenment and
the process therefore consists of becoming what one is, of realizing
one’s nature. Not all will attain enlightenment, but striving for it is
rewarding in all its stages.
7. The path to enlightenment must be trodden by the whole individual,
not merely the best of him or her, and heart and mind must be
developed equally. By right thought and action one can gradually
purify one’s inner nature, and so by self-realization attain in time a
sense of inner peace and unity with the universe. The right thought
and action can be discovered only by introspection.
8. Inward concentration and meditation lead in time to the
development of the inner spiritual faculties. The subjective life is as
important as the daily round, and periods of quietude for inner activity
are essential for a balanced life. Bon Buddhists should at all times be
mindful and self-possessed, refraining from mental and emotional
attachment to the passing show. They should be attentive and alert,
always fully aware of their inner lives and their surroundings.
9. There is no authority for truth save the intuition of the individual,
and that is the authority for the individual alone. Other individuals,
those farther along the path to enlightenment, may serve as teachers
and exemplars, but they cannot be intermediaries between reality and
the individual. All suffer the consequences of their thoughts and acts,
and learn thereby, while helping their fellows to the same deliverance.
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The utmost tolerance should be practiced toward all religions and
philosophies, for no one has the right to interfere in the journey of
others.
10. Bon Buddhism is a system of thought and a way of life that is
reasonable, practical, and all-embracing. It has no dogmas, satisfies
the reason and the heart alike, insists on self-reliance coupled with
tolerance for other points of view, embraces science, religion,
philosophy, psychology, ethics, and art, and points to the individual
alone as the sole creator of his or her destiny.
To Christmas Humphreys
KRK ZEN (June 14, 1992)
My father told me once of a captain from the island of Krk, where my
father grew up. The captain—called barba in the Italian dialect
common to the Adriatic coast from Trieste to Dubrovnik—had a small
cargo ship and hired a few hands. One day there was a big storm and
the ship took in a good deal of water. The captain ordered his hands to
go into the hold and pump out the water. They were pumping and
pumping, but the storm kept raging and the ship kept taking water. At
length they returned to the deck, disgruntled: “Barba, we don’t want to
pump!” The captain was calm: “Then don’t pump.” “But we will
drown!” “Then pump.”
IN PRAISE OF ILLNESS (August 1, 1993)
Intense physical strain or pain, prolonged hunger or thirst, lack of rest
or sleep, extreme fear or anger, or a combination of these conditions,
can induce special mental states, as many “primitive” peoples well
knew and well deployed in the education of their youth. Physical
hardship brings us closer to the animal—to the vast knowledge of the
world given to the animal before it can start learning. Layers upon
layers of civilization have barred our access to that primordial
knowledge, but on occasion we catch a glimpse of it against our will.
Nowadays, in the “civilized” world, such occasions are provided
mainly by illness. A couple of nights ago I tasted of that knowledge.
The next time violent pain strikes I will be ready for my next lesson in
things my body has always known.
Addendum I (March 23, 1997)
Like the sick man, the religious man is projected onto a vital plane that
shows him the fundamental data of human existence—that is, solitude,
danger, hostility of the surrounding world. But the primitive magician,
the medicine man, or the shaman is not only a sick man; he is, above
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all, a sick man who has been cured, who has succeeded in curing
himself.
From Mircea Eliade’s Shamanism: Archaic Techniques
of Ecstasy, Arkana, Harmondsworth, Middlesex:
Penguin Books, 1989 (first published in 1964), p. 27.
Addendum II (January 19, 2017)
Not surprisingly, I never cease praising my luck in connection with my
fall in the Alps in the summer of 2001. I almost died at the time, but it
made me so much stronger in the fullness of time. I was reborn, as it
were. In the end, the calamity led me to a few key decisions in my life,
including early retirement and the move to the land of my ancestors,
where I remain to this day. Being close to the last woman in my life
was uppermost in my mind at the time, and we are still together after
so many years. The rediscovery of the animal in me ultimately led me
to yoga with its roots in shamanism. Having reached my liberation
early last year, this piece and the first addendum nearly bring tears to
my eyes. One way or another, I am deeply convinced that the fall in
the Alps was a godsend. In eternal praise of illness, indeed.
IN PRAISE OF BESTIALITY (October 5, 1993)
It is not enough to point out, as many have done, that humans are often
bestial and rarely humane while beasts are often humane and never
bestial, but it is now necessary to bend every effort to reverse the
meanings of these and similar antonyms so as to foment a fear and
loathing of our own species as our only hope for a renaissance of the
true beast in us.
Addendum (August 14, 2016)
Whenever I stumble upon this call for yet another renaissance, I feel
uplifted anew. More, I feel eager to join the fray one more time. Terse
though it is, it says everything that remains to be said. The animal in
us is our greatest hope at this juncture. In spite of all the twist and
turns of evolution, many of which are all over the place, it is still alive
and even well. As well as ready to assist us out of the quagmire of our
own making. But the renaissance leads inward this time around. And
out of the blinding limelight.
THE ANIMAL IN US (November 4, 1993)
The animal in us knows much more about the world than we do
because it has been on this planet so much longer than the human
species. For the same reason, we can never understand the animal in
us. Simply put, there is too much there for the human mind to
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understand. The task is to access that knowledge directly, without
understanding, which can be accomplished only by embracing the
animal in us.
Addendum (May 28, 1994)
The assumption that anyone of worth can explain himself fully and
lucidly in the time allotted him by those who want to learn what he
knows is either a joke or a stupidity.
From Idries Shah’s Wisdom of the Idiots, London: The
Octagon Press, 1970 (first published in 1969), p. 165.
READERS BEWARE (November 27, 1993)
In my book the writer is king.
Addendum I (December 3, 2014)
I love this piece, which crosses my mind quite often. And it
occasionally entices a dash of pride bordering on arrogance in my
heart. There are a couple of problems with this brash pronouncement
of mine, though. To begin with, I am not only the writer but also a
reader. The farther back I go in my reading, which perforce happens
ever more often, the more confused I tend to get. Even kings get ever
longer in the tooth, that is. Perhaps more important, I may well be the
only reader of my book, too. This would make me king both as the
writer and the reader, which would render my pride ridiculous, if not
also pitiful. Besides, the plural in the title of this piece would be
entirely out of place if this were the case. Be that as it may, my boast
now strikes me as entertaining at best. Ah, mindless youth!
Addendum II (August 31, 2016)
This cocky pronouncement was a joke of sorts, it goes without saying.
A double joke, as a matter of fact. When it comes to goods and
services, the buyer is hardly king, as the common American expression
goes. Rather, the buyer alone is responsible for his or her choices.
Caveat emptor, as the Latin expression of some vintage warns. By the
way, I teasingly extended this warning to the reader years earlier
(“Caveat lector,” November 11, 1985). But I also wanted to warn the
reader that my book was not meant to entertain him or her so as to
bring me fame and fortune. It was not of the market, that is. And this
is the reason why I included this piece into my book about yoga (“The
Bombast,” January 17, 2016). To wit, mine is not yet another
collection of instructions meant for bewildered yoga aficionados of this
day and age. Returning to the original piece, it is time to call it a hoax.
In my book there are no kings. Period.
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ON MASTERS AND DISCIPLES (January 1, 1994)
If you cannot make it without a master, get a cat. If you cannot make
it without a disciple, get another one.
Addendum I (February 26, 1994)
The great Shibli went to visit the illustrious Thauri. The master was
sitting so still that not a hair of him moved in any way. Shibli asked:
“Where did you learn such stillness?” Thauri replied: “From a cat; he
was watching a mousehole with even greater concentration than you
have seen in me.”
From Idries Shah’s The Way of
Harmondsworth: Penguin, 1968: p. 200.

the

Sufi,

Addendum II (August 28, 1998)
I remember that the original note was written in some anger in
connection with a friend from Australia who displayed an unusual
need for spiritual guidance by someone of recognized authority. But
now I realize that my own feelings were not as simple as the note
suggests. On the one hand, I felt one should recognize oneself as the
sole authority on one’s own spiritual guidance; on the other, I was
annoyed I was not recognized as the requisite authority. Which would
only reinforce my friend’s sentiments.
A SUFI PREFACE TO MY RESIDUA (March 26, 1994)
They asked Hilmi: “Why do you take so much interest in matters
which are not connected with the progress of man?” He said: “When
you want to know how hard the coppersmith has been working, you
look at the shavings on his floor.”
From Idries Shah’s Thinkers of the East, London:
Arkana, 1991 (first published in 1971), p. 152.
TOWARD A GLOBAL ENERGY POLICY (April 4, 1994)
In 1966, the government of the Soviet Union invited Prime Minister
Nehru's personal guru, Swami Brahmachari, to Moscow to train Soviet
cosmonauts in deep-breathing techniques as preparation for prolonged
space travel. The Swami arrived in Moscow in mid-winter wearing
nothing but a thin cotton gown, while his hosts shivered on the tarmac
in overcoats, fur hats, and woolen scarves. Anxious for the Swami's
health, they immediately offered him an overcoat, but the Swami
politely declined and said: “I manufacture my own heat as I need it.”
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From Daniel Reid’s The Tao of Health, Sex and
Longevity, London: Simon & Schuster, 1989, pp. 165-6.
Addendum (September 6, 2015)
Swami Brahmachari comes to my mind ever more often as of late. As
climate change turns palpable, survival yoga strikes me as
indispensable (“Survival Yoga,” January 9, 2010). And there is ever
less time to waste in search of a global energy policy worthy of serious
consideration. When I added this quote to my commonplace book, I
most carefully selected its title, which had nothing whatsoever to do
with the book from which it was plucked. Amazingly, this piece has
never gotten the attention it deserves from those concerned with
climate change. And the title could not have been clearer and more to
the point! When it comes to heating and cooling, Swami Brahmachari
has offered the one and only way forward. Everything else is for the
birds, anyhow.
MYSTICISM REVEALED (April 19, 1994)
In the last pages of the Masnavi, called by the Iranians the “Koran in
Persian,” Jalaluddin Rumi (1207-1273) instructs the reader that words
are pointless beyond that point in the story.[1] He says that one can
travel on saddle and horse up to the sea-coast, whence one should
travel by boat, a “horse of wood.” That boat is silence, says Rumi.
But then he adds that a perfect man of spirit smashes his boat, too, and
plunges into the sea like a fish. Indeed, all mysticism begins with the
inescapable envy of animals.
Addendum I (January 3, 1995)
I pasted a copy of this piece on a blank page in the back of a library
copy of Rumi’s Masnavi, which I got from Miša Papić. I printed it in
a handsome type and put a nice black frame around it, so it looked
vaguely “official.” Several months later Miša took the book from the
library once again. I asked him to show it to me. The blank page in
the back was torn off in anger, as testified by the ragged remnants of
the page. The execution looked vaguely “official,” again. An
unenlightened disciple of Rumi must have chanced upon it.
Addendum II (November 13, 1999)
Il maestro Tokusan era seduto in meditazione sulla riva di un fiume.
Sopraggiunse un discepolo che, avvicinandosi all’argine, gli gridò da
lontano: “Buongiorno, maestro! Come stai?” Tokusan interrupe la
meditazione e con il ventaglio fece segno al discepolo: “Vieni,
vieni…” E si alzò, si volse e prese a costeggiare il fiume, seguendo il
corso dell’acqua.
Il discepolo, in quell’instante, raggiunse
l’illuminazione.
23

From La tazza e il bastone: Storie Zen, Milano: SE,
1993 (first published in 1983), p. 92.
HIGH IS LOW (April 20, 1994)
I am still not sure what meditation is, that is, whether I have ever
experienced it, but I know what it is to have an empty mind, to be
totally free from thought. Although I cannot reach this blessed state at
will, I experience it almost every time I make love to a woman. This
is thus the greatest joy of lovemaking, much more important to me
than either the reflected pleasure of my partner or my own pleasure. In
my spiritual moments I equate my blank mind with the unity of the
universe, and in my romantic states I equate it with love. When I am
making love with a woman, I occasionally feel both love for her and
our union with the universe.
But I now realize that these ecstatic experiences may have a rather
mundane root in, say, natural history. Whenever I rid myself from all
thought, I also experience my entire body as one, as indivisible. In
such states, I feel that a part of my body can represent me without
remainder. When I make love to a woman, I feel my entire body
through my penis, which becomes the focal point of my life and my
probe into the world. I can imagine that animals experience their
muzzles, paws, and sexual organs in a similar fashion when they probe
into their environment. The unity of the body, as well as the union of
the body and its environment, may be lurking behind the oft-reported
“oceanic” sensations that subsequently lead to the feeling of ecstasy.
Although all this is somewhat naïve and perhaps even trite, it is new to
me in terms of my understanding of my own experience. I am
especially attracted by the notion that our most sublime experiences
may be least human, that is, most animal and ancient in terms of our
natural history. Put differently, the experiences we often associate
with things on high may, in fact, be rooted in the stinky mud below.
What we associate with a species of departure from the body may be
nothing but a species of return. Longing for the supernatural may be a
mere reflection of our revulsion from our increasingly extra-natural
existence, and our subterranean dream of returning to the Garden of
Eden minus the Tree of Knowledge.
NIRVANA (August 12, 1994)
I would think I could already envisage the outward form my madness
might take: without a word, without a twitch, I would forever stare into
the distance. The corresponding inward form, I would hope, would be
equally benign: without a thought, without a sensation, I would forever
stare into nothingness.
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Addendum (July 16, 2016)
Splendid, this. This piece reads as though it is only a couple of days
old. Nay, hours. And, yes, I have always thought of nirvana as a
species of madness. But madness benign, soothing, and gratifying. So
many years later, I relish my madness with all my heart. Without a
thought, without a sensation, nothingness is my just prize.
THE BASICS OF WINE YOGA (February 21, 1995)
All the props you need for wine yoga are a comfortable armchair, a
side table, a wine glass, and a bottle of fine wine. Early in the
morning, sit in the chair and cross your legs. Hold the glass in one
hand, poor yourself a glassful, and take a sip from time to time. Keep
the glass in your hand at all times. The bottle should last you until late
in the evening. Repeat the next day, and the next, until you thoroughly
master this art. If you cannot practice all day and every day, practice
as long and as often as possible.
Addendum (September 5, 2015)
This was meant as a double joke of sorts. It was about my then wife,
who became enamored with the yoga of postures, which had little if
anything to do with yoga proper. Back then, the stilling of the mind
was well beyond the adepts of yoga in London, where we lived at the
time. And it was also about me on account of my encroaching
drinking habits. A bottle of wine a day became my norm some twenty
years ago, and I stuck to it for years. But enlightenment was the aim
of wine yoga nonetheless. Slowly but surely, an adept worthy of
mention would reach oblivion without ever attempting the yoga of
postures. Luckily for me, the double joke went unnoticed by our many
friends and acquaintances. For many of them, joking about yoga
would be no less than irreverent. Nay, sacrilegious.
WHY I AM PERHAPS A SUFI (April 17, 1995)
Sufism has gained an oriental flavor from having been so long
protected by Islam, but the natural Sufi may be as common in the West
as in the East, and may come dressed as a general, a peasant, a
merchant, a lawyer, a schoolmaster, a housewife, anything. To be “in
the world, but not of it,” free from ambition, greed, intellectual pride,
blind obedience to custom, or awe of persons higher in rank—that is
the Sufi’s ideal.
From Robert Graves’ Introduction to Idries Shah’s The
Sufis, London: Jonathan Cape, 1969 (first published in
1964), p. x.
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KRISHNA'S ADMONISHMENT (August 5, 1995)
Not by refraining from action does man attain freedom from action.
Not by mere renunciation does he attain supreme perfection. For not
even for a moment can a man be without action. Helplessly are all
driven to action by the forces born of nature. He who withdraws
himself from actions, but ponders on their pleasures in his heart, he is
under a delusion and is a false follower of the path. Action is greater
than inaction: perform therefore thy task in life. Even the life of the
body could not be if there were no action. The world is in the bonds of
action, unless the action is consecration. But let thy actions be pure,
free from the bonds of desire.
From The Bhagavad Gita, translated by Juan Mascaró,
Harmondsworth, Middlesex: Penguin Books, 1962, pp.
56-57.
Addendum I (May 10, 1996)
The laborious process of causation which sooner or later will bring
about every possible effect, including, consequently, those which one
had believed to be least possible, naturally slow at times, is rendered
slower still by our desire (which in seeking to accelerate only obstructs
it), by our very existence, and comes to fruition only when we have
ceased to desire, and sometimes ceased to live.
From Marcel Proust’s Remembrance of Things Past,
Vol. 1, Harmondsworth: Penguin Books, 1983, p. 508.
Addendum II (March 22, 1997)
Renunciation of the world is not the only consequence that an Indian is
entitled to draw from the discovery of infinite, cyclic time. India has
not known only negation and total world-refusal. Starting from the
dogma of the fundamental unreality of the cosmos, Indian thought also
mapped out a way that does not necessarily lead to asceticism and
abandonment of the world. Such is the way preached, for instance, by
Krishna in the Bhagavad Gita—the phalatrisnavairagya, which means
the “renunciation of the fruits of action,” that is, of the advantages one
might gain by one’s action, without renouncing the action itself.
From Mircea Eliade’s Images and Symbols: Studies in
Religious Symbolism, Princeton, New Jersey: Princeton
University Press, 1991 (first published in 1952), p. 68.
Addendum III (March. 9, 2002)
The joy of being alive means living each moment to the full—as if it
were your last. Not deferring pleasure and delight until some later
date, but trying to squeeze the maximum pleasure from doing whatever
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it is you are doing—even if it does seem mundane. The idea is not to
do anything because of some reward it will bring later, but because you
are enjoying it for its own sake. This is part of the Tantric concept of
goallessness, particularly in sex. It fosters an attitude of pleasure
rather than trying to make something happen, or worrying about what
comes next. This is why it is particularly important to try and let go of
the goal of orgasm. Tantrics do not consider orgasm the goal of sex.
The function of sex is as a gateway to experiencing unity, which
encompasses unity with the divine. While there are many other tools
of enlightenment, sexual practices are considered the most powerful
tool in Tantra. While you can still practice Tantra and be celibate,
sexual practice acts as a spur to spiritual development, speeding
enlightenment.
From Cassandra Lorius’ The Tantric Sex Book, London:
Thorsons, 1999, p. 68.
A PARABLE ABOUT SPIRITUAL EVOLUTION (January 3, 1996)
If you sit on the beach and watch the incoming waves against the
afternoon sun, you will notice that some break farther from the shore
than others. Soon you will notice a cycle: the waves that break farther
out are lofty and limpid, but they stir up the sand underneath; the
waves that follow have to carry more and more sand, and thus muddied
they come ever closer to the shore, where they arrive ever more stocky.
Once the sand farther out settles down, the waves become tall and
limpid once again, and the cycle repeats itself. But each wave carries
the same burden of so much water and so much sand.
Addendum (September 20, 2015)
The sand always gets in the way, of course. And it is always the same
old sand, cycle after cycle. In terms of the spiritual evolution, it is the
animistic world that shamans knew so well. And over so many
millennia. Buddhism, Judaism, Christianity, and Islam all eventually
got tangled up in the churning sand. And this is how the waves that
break farther from shore will end up time and again, no matter how tall
and limpid they ever get. Shamanism eventually overpowers each and
every cycle of spiritual evolution. Until the human species evolves, but
not only spiritually. A million years, perhaps? And for real…
THE UNIVERSE IN US (May 18, 1996)
James Lovelock’s hypothesis that the unity of all life is but the tip of
the iceberg, which includes all of this planet, this solar system, and—
by bold extension—the entire universe, surfaced to my consciousness
earlier today in a way that fleetingly suggested another revelation,
another all-encompassing and spell-binding truth. The animal in us
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implies the plant in us... Just as mysteriously, it vanished again before
I could take a glimpse, let alone a proper look, of its shape and color
and size. All I remember—that is, all that remains after this vague
encounter—is a wobbly notion that the unity of mind, or simply
experience, is a mere corollary, an afterthought, of the Gaia
Hypothesis. This chimera has plagued me the whole day. From time
to time I would sit down to capture it, to record it, but to no avail. In
the end I am reduced to paying homage to my failure.
THE CORNERSTONE (August 31, 1996)
By comparison with other species, only humans can loath and disdain
not only themselves as individuals but their entire species, as well.
And this distinction is the cornerstone of the only possible way
forward for the human species.
Addendum (February 23, 2015)
A stroke of genius, or what? Indeed, the only way forward for the
human species is to take things into its own hands. For all its
occasional splendors, evolution is rife with drabness, as well as plenty
of horrors. Only a few steps ahead of other primates, humans must
take hold of evolution’s reins. What for? To leave earth in search of
better places to inhabit. And many of them. The universe is the proper
habitat for the human species, whereas the earth is only its cradle. For
better or worse, much time will pass until humans get to the point of
managing themselves and their destiny. The goal is set, though. And
what is a million years when one knows where one is going? The
cornerstone is in place already, patiently awaiting the first explorers.
SOMETHING WITHIN YOU (December 1, 1996)
What do we mean by the word “animal”? Flip through as many
dictionaries and encyclopedias as you can find and you will discover
words like “air,” “breath,” “life,” and “soul” associated with this word.
And something within you will rejoice, as though vindicated.
FIFTY VERSUS TWENTY (January 26, 1997)
At fifty I am as far from enlightenment as I was at twenty. The only
difference is that I have become much more nimble with its sundry
substitutes.
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ON LANGUAGE AND RELIGION (March 8, 1997)
If language is viewed as a universal innate facility (Chomsky), why not
view the religious concepts and practices associated with so-called
shamanism (Eliade) in the same way? How else can we explain the
ubiquity of shamanism? What but a universal innate facility can
explain the survival of these concepts and practices through the entire
history of religion?
COYOTE (March 23, 1997)
Much of what has been written about the week in 1974 which Joseph
Beuys spent with a coyote at the Rene Block Gallery in New York
focuses on Beuys’ intentions and experiences behind the thick folds of
his felt shroud, but it is clear from the images of this fascinating
encounter that the animal was not a passive participant. Far from it. In
fact, it played the active part. The animated eyes and the nimble
manoeuvres of the inquisitive beast amaze me anew whenever I
stumble upon these stark images. It is therefore surprising that the
great shaman had so little to tell us about the coyote’s own intentions
and experiences after an entire week they spent together. It is even
more surprising that this has so far passed unnoticed.
“ANIMAL LANGUAGE” (March 24, 1997)
In numerous traditions friendship with animals and understanding their
language represent paradisal syndromes. In the beginning—that is, in
mythical times—man lived at peace with the animals and understood
their speech. It was not until after a primordial catastrophe,
comparable to the “fall” of Biblical tradition, that man became what he
is today—mortal, sexed, obliged to work to feed himself, and at enmity
with the animals. While preparing for his ecstasy and during it, the
shaman abolishes the present human condition and, for the time being,
recovers the situation as it was at the beginning. Friendship with
animals, knowledge of their language, transformation into an animal
are so many signs that the shaman has re-established the “paradisal”
situation lost at the dawn of time.
From Mircea Eliade’s Shamanism: Archaic Techniques
of Ecstasy, Harmondsworth, Middlesex: Arkana,
Penguin Books, 1989 (first published in 1964), p. 99.
SOME THOUGHTS ON INTRINSIC RELIGIOSITY
1997)

(March 28,

That wild animals agitate the mind is apparent from the fantasized
qualities attributed to them in myths and symbols. However, to deduce
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the origins of this discomfiture one must reckon scientifically with
intrinsic religiosity. I define the latter as a state of mind incited by
belief in forces perceived as supernatural and numinous that must be
appeased. It is an innate urge embedded in fear. Because elementary
fear has an adaptive function in all higher vertebrates, and also
rudimentary homologues in the environmentally induced behavioral
responses of animals with much simpler sensory systems, it is in man a
primordial and universal, protocultural emotion.
Therefore,
explanations rooted in biochemical genetics, organic evolution, and the
neurophysiology of subconscious (and sometimes conscious)
behavioral tendencies take priority, but acquire meaning only against a
background of interpretations derived from sociocultural anthropology,
archeology, and the history of religions. Many factors affect the
behavioral psychology of individuals and groups of the higher species
of non-human primates, which have much in common with our own
species. This leaves little room for an understanding of intrinsic
religiosity except via an exploration of the biological conditions that—
mechanically, universally, and fairly predictably—determine human
emotionality. By the same token, religion—the quintessence of
sociocultural activity—is merely an end-product whose exceedingly
protean manifestations thwart rigorous biological enquiry just as much
as they prompt conventionally anthropocentric speculation.
From Balaji Mundkur’s “Human Animality, the Mental
Imagery of Fear, and Religiosity” in Tim Ingold, ed.,
What is an Animal? London and New York: Routledge,
1988, p. 178.
ONE’S BODY (April 12, 1997)
Years ago I realized that people I found most to my liking had gone
through some kind of life-transforming calamity. Most often this
would be an illness they had barely survived. At first I thought this
transformation had to do with the taste of death, a transforming
experience par excellence, but only recently I realized that the real
cause must be the discovery of one’s body—the dumb repository of all
esoteric knowledge. It is the fear of that knowledge that can be
conquered only in view of imminent death.
Addendum (January 19, 2016)
Every now and then, I am quite amazed by the astuteness of some of
my earlier writings. After all, I was still a few days from turning fiftyone when this was written, and I will turn seventy in just a few months.
Nearly two decades that stretch in between now strike me like
centuries. Returning to the piece itself, no astuteness is needed to
understand that the taste of death often transforms people for the
better. What I find surprising in this piece is the realization that the
body is a repository of esoteric knowledge, and that the fear of that
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knowledge can be conquered only in view of imminent death. As I
read these prescient lines, I cannot but remember quite vividly my
brush with death some four years after this piece was written. To wit, I
would not be surprised if this piece were written any time after July 24,
2001, the fateful date of my climbing accident in the Alps. But now I
am convinced that my body has played an essential rôle in my, as it
were, spiritual development. And it still does to this day. In fact, the
body can be thought of as the temple of the animal in us, and that its
knowledge accumulated over millions of years can be accessed only
after a brush with death. Whence the initiation emblematic of
shamanism, it goes without saying.
SERENGETI (April 13, 1997)
As vehicles for spiritual activity, walking and running are superior to
sitting. Sitting is as recent as sedentary life and religious systems
resulting from it, whereas walking and running go all the way down to
the beginning of time. Just picture for yourself a small troop of Maasai
warriors trotting erect with their spears through the tall grasses of the
Serengeti...
EVEN TODAY (August 5, 1997)
I often boast that I have long gleaned an invaluable lesson from my
father’s failure to develop and maintain a single project worth pursuing
to the end of his life, but I am beginning to lose faith in my many lifelong projects decades ahead of schedule. More than thirty years my
father’s junior, I am already wondering about tomorrow, let alone my
father’s age. Even today, even under the spell of his encroaching
senility, my father’s joyful and serene moments perhaps outnumber
mine. In retrospect, I would not be surprised to learn from him in one
of his lucid moments that he has long gleaned an invaluable lesson
from my failure to abandon projects when they are no longer worth
pursuing.
Addendum (November 13, 2015)
My father was eighty-five when this was penned eighteen years ago,
and I was fifty-one. Even today, my own joyful and serene moments
are far too few by comparison with those experienced by my father
back then. But the project I have been pursuing for forty years already
remains unquestioned in my mind. To this day, I relish it from day to
day. The moment of doubt captured in this piece is thus rare. Very
rare. As of late, the project offers me solace precisely because it traces
my path to joy and serenity minus senility. Deep inside, I am
convinced that it is a matter of months only. Be that as it may, the
memory of my father’s divine moments is still with me. Even today,
fourteen years after his death, my love for him brings tears to my eyes
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with surprising ease. And I know that my love will live as long as I
do.
BON BUDDHISM FOR BEGINNERS (December 9, 1997)
On my walk through the Kensington Gardens I saw a middle-aged
Japanese woman standing in the middle of the path and feeding
pigeons. When she saw me coming, she started throwing bread
crumbs over the low railing lining the path to drive the pigeons out of
my way. As they rushed headlong through the narrow railing, the
woman cringed at the sight of their wings beating against the metal. A
sermon presently unfolded in my mind. First, do not feed the pigeons,
as the nearby sign sensibly admonishes. Second, if you have to feed
them, do not stand in the middle of the path. Third, if you have to
stand in the middle of the path, do not drive the pigeons through the
railing when you see that someone is coming. Fourth, if you have to
drive the pigeons through the railing, do not cringe when they start
crashing through it.
A RUTHLESS INSPECTION OF MY OWN INNER SELF
(December 12, 1997)
Obsolete information, cluttering the minds of those who speak for
human uniqueness, still tends to inform us that there is a sharp line
between animal and man because the animal is guided by rigid instinct,
man by flexible rational powers. Both propositions are false. Our
developing knowledge of human evolution must tell us that so gradual
was our coming, no clear moment could ever have occurred when
before it we were animals and after it, men. And any honest appraisal
of the human being—any ruthless inspection of one’s own inner self—
must inform us that we are guided again and again by impulses lying
deeper and more powerful than our rational determinations.
From Robert Ardrey’s Introduction to Eugène Marais’
The Soul of the Ape, Harmondsworth, Middlesex:
Penguin Books, 1973 (first published in 1969), pp. 3839.
Addendum (January 4, 2017)
When I came across this piece on one of my uncharted journeys
through my writings, I almost laughed at the match between the title
and the plucked quote. Just perfect! Appropriation at its very best,
that is. For I went for Marais’ book about apes precisely because I felt
that I was an ape myself. Back then, I was amazed by my sexual drive,
which struck me as surprising in view of my many intellectual and
spiritual concerns. As time went by, my fascination with the animal in
me has only grown. By and by, it has become my own guru. But the
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sexual drive of my middle years remains a puzzle to this day. Often
enough, it revolts me. In retrospect, this is what this quote and its title
are about. They mark the beginning of the end of that mind-boggling
drive.
MEVLANA (January 19, 1998)
A woman who used to practice Sufi dancing once told me that the
adepts of the mevlana would fall in trance after only a few turns on the
dancing floor. She spoke from personal experience, as she herself had
reached this level of proficiency. Now I can boast of a similar
achievement. I have started going for regular brisk walks around the
Kensington Gardens and the Hyde Park only a year or so ago, but I can
reach the state of blissful mindlessness after only a minute or two on
the path. And then I just walk and walk and walk.
WALKING AND SMILING (August 1, 1998)
I am a walking Buddha. Walking and smiling...
WALKING VERSUS SITTING (August 18, 1998)
Walking is to Bon Buddhism what sitting is to Zen Buddhism. Rather
than enlightenment, which may or may not come along as a result of
walking, it is the end-all of Bon Buddhism. Walking is its
fundamental practice. Clinch your fists, straighten your spine, hold
your head upright, tuck in your chin, and walk as fast as you can
without banging your heels. Walk with your entire body, with your
every muscle. Focus on your breathing and clear your mind of all
thought. Breathe by pushing down your diaphragm against your lower
abdomen. Then just walk. See without looking, hear without
listening. Walk as long as you can. This is the way, this is the path of
Bon Buddhism. Walking is the oldest form of Buddhist practice, as it
were, which arose long before sedentary life and Buddhism as such. It
is the fundamental practice of hunters and gatherers, our forebears in
both body and mind.
Addendum (January 11, 2016)
It is a joy to read this piece after yet another long and blissful walk.
Written some eighteen years ago, the instructions are just right to this
very day. Clearing the mind of all thought remains in the focus, and
walking is the best way to achieve this form of bliss for long stretches
of time. Perhaps the only adjunct that this piece warrants at this point
in time is that Bon Buddhism has long been accompanied by Bon
Yoga in my book (“Ten Principles of Bon Yoga,” November 13,
2012). The two are so deeply intertwined by now that they are nigh
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inseparable. But these are just words, anyway. Clearing the mind of
all thought is the only way forward. And at one’s own will.
NOT WANTING (September 3, 1998)
As for clemency, they tell of a tiger, the most inhuman beast of all, that
when a kid was given him, he suffered hunger for two days rather than
harm it, and on the third he broke the cage in which he was confined to
go and seek other food, not wanting to attack the kid, his friend and his
guest.
From Montaigne’s Complete Essays, translated by
Donald M. Frame, Stanford, California: Stanford
University Press, 1958, p. 353.
Addendum I (September 6, 1998)
I now send my writings pasted on postcards to nearly one-hundred
people. However, most things I write go to a few people only, usually
on identical postcards. The match between a piece, the postcard, and
this select group is essential. Quite often there is something which
connects the people in the group, at least in my own mind. For
instance, I just sent this piece to Yolanda Sonnabend and Giles Prince.
The postcards are identical, showing a yellow duckling on a pale-blue
surface.
Addendum II (May 27, 2003)
Having chanced upon this piece in search of all pieces in which
Montaigne’s name appears in my Residua, I realized that I still have a
single copy of the yellow duckling postcard. Only recently I spotted it
in the pile of postcards under my office desk. It took me a split second
to decide who should receive it. And the winner is—Bob Collén.
Addendum III (March 12, 2015)
Returning to Montaigne, the story made me cry when I came upon it in
one of my random searches through my writings, which I enjoy ever
more as of late. In fact, it was “the most inhuman beast of all” that got
me going. I wonder how many humans would go hungry for as long as
the tiger in the story, not wanting to harm their friend and guest? For
some reason, Montaigne remains suspiciously quiet on this score.
Why? Is it possible that the human species has declined so much in
the last five centuries? I shudder.
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A STORY THAT MAKES ME CRY (September 8, 1998)
In certain Zen monasteries it is a cardinal rule, if not the only seriously
enforced discipline, that when one monk calls “Hi!” to another monk,
the latter must call back “Hi!” without thinking.
From J.D. Salinger’s Raise High the Roof Beam,
Carpenters, Harmondsworth, Middlesex: Penguin, 1964
(first published in 1955), p. 29.
A USEFUL ADVICE FOR CLIMBERS (December 12, 1998)
In Zen the familiar props of religion are cast away. An image may be
used for devotional purposes, but if the room is cold it may be flung
into the fire; the scriptures are helpful on the foothills of our
understanding, but as soon as they are seen as so much paper they are
better put to useful purposes; incense, chanting, and gorgeous robes
may attract the populace and calm the performer’s mind, but they are
toys to be outgrown. Here is a man’s religion, and he climbs best who
carries the lightest load.
From Christmas Humphreys’ Buddhism: An
Introduction
and
Guide,
Third
Edition,
Harmondsworth: Penguin Books, 1962 (first published
in 1951), p. 180.
IN PRAISE OF RYOKAN (January 15, 1999)
Another postcard with Robert Collén’s poetry in prose arrived today.
The painting reproduced on it depicts South Main Street in Orange,
Massachusetts, his hometown. Entitled “Ryokan,” the piece he sent
me was written on January 6 and posted several days later, on January
9, 1999, for reasons hinted at by the piece itself:
Housebound by a winter storm, I spend the afternoon
reading Japanese poetry in translation. Ryokan was
seventy years old, my age, when he gave up trying to
understand other people’s actions and settled for
emptiness and simplicity. I haven’t been able to do it.
I am delighted by the piece at once. When I read it again, I find myself
trying to squeeze an optimistic “yet” into the last sentence, as though
the tense itself is not optimistic enough. Then I realize the piece is
indeed about Ryokan rather than Collén. I am delighted by the piece
once again. More, I embrace the last sentence as one of my own.
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Addendum I (April 10, 2015)
So many years later, Bob Collén is no longer with us. He passed away
last year (“Brothers of Mind,” September 24, 2014). And I will be
sixty-nine in a week. As well as seventy in a year and a week. When I
reread Bob’s piece about Ryokan a moment ago, I found myself trying
to squeeze an optimistic “yet” into the last sentence one more time. To
no avail, it goes without saying. But I have a year to go, as it were.
With some luck, I will have settled for emptiness and simplicity by
then. With Bob’s gentle blessing, I hasten to add.
Addendum II (January 20, 2016)
Less than three months before my seventieth birthday, I am with
Ryokan already. At long last, I gave up trying to understand other
people’s actions and settled for emptiness and simplicity. Luckily for
me, I make this claim without any compunction. As well as with a
sigh of relief. Although it has taken me too many years to get to this
point, I feel content with my lot. I am only sorry not to be able to
share the good news with Bob. Anyhow, he is forever with me in my
mind. And Ryokan is sitting quietly by our side.
HSINHSINMING: THE FIRST VERSE (July 28, 1999)
There is nothing difficult about the Great Way, but avoid choosing!
From R.H. Blyth’s Zen and Zen Classics, Vol. I, Tokyo:
The Hokuseido Press, and Rutland, Vermont: Charles
E. Tuttle, 1988 (first published in 1960), p. 100.
A STEAM-BATH STORY (August 17, 1999)
An Indian woman with a perfect public-school accent points at my legs
crossed in the semi-lotus position: “Is that yoga?” “No,” I smile back,
“I am just sitting.”
BELIEVING (October 11, 1999)
My own flirtations with Buddhism notwithstanding, it is funny to read
that the likes of Jack Kerouac and Allen Ginsberg went for it hook,
line, and sinker.[2] Believers are pitiful characters, even—or perhaps
especially—when they share our own beliefs. Deep inside, we know
that believing is beyond our ken.
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Addendum (April 25, 2013)
Beyond our ken? I was only kidding, of course. In fact, believing
remains beneath my, well, dignity. As well as beneath my intellectual
prowess, considerable as it happens to be. Luckily, Buddhism worthy
of its name does not require belief, either. It is a practical endeavor
that perhaps requires some trust, at least initially, but not belief as
such. Coupled with yoga and several other strands of so-called
mystical practices that originate in shamanism, Buddhism offers many
a “proof” of the pudding along the way. No belief needed, to be sure.
I wonder about the likes of Kerouac and Ginsberg, though. Looking
back, they were believers for true, for they left no proofs of their
progress worth mentioning. Pitiful characters, as I put it so well so
many years ago.
TOWARD A BRIEF HISTORY OF THE LATTER HALF OF THE
TWENTIETH CENTURY (November 13, 1999)
We were about Zen and now they are about Yoga. Toward the navel.
PLANTS VERSUS ANIMALS (June 14, 2000)
Today I shared the lunch table with several people from Plant Science
at the University of Reading. “I just learned that there are only thirtythree botany students in the country this year,” said one of them to
another. They all commiserated the demise of their field for a while.
“How do you explain this?” I asked at some point. “People feel a
greater affinity for animals than for plants,” said one of them. I
nodded. “As soon as zoology and botany are put together in the same
department,” another interjected, “botany withers.” The first one
continued: “Animals have eyes, mouths, legs…” I nodded again.
“But,” I asked, “is there any fundamental difference between plants
and animals?” “Genetically they are very similar,” one of them
answered, “but plants can feed themselves internally whereas animals
cannot—they must eat plants or other animals.”
TWO ROADS (November 5, 2000)
In the end, there are two roads. One is of hate and despair and fear and
mockery. The other is of love and hope and courage and affirmation
of the world around you. The fork in the road has always been right in
front of you. And the choice has always been yours and yours alone.
Addendum I (November 22, 2000)
As art is inseparable from our lives, and ever more so, the choice
facing us holds for art, as well. Why is art ever less separable from
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life? Because it is all that remains to us after the collapse of religion
and even philosophy, the last stages in the development of the spirit, as
Hegel would have put it. The long-neglected edifice has begun
crumbling around us before reaching its pinnacle, and art has
temporarily found itself on the top floor, as it were. One way is up,
toward light, the other is down, into darkness. The choice is in front of
us—artists. The choice is ours and ours alone.
Addendum II (November 23, 2000)
Giuseppe Mastruzzo responded yesterday morning within an hour of
my sending this piece to the “Let’s Make Art!” electronic-mail list. I
was so busy the whole day yesterday that this is my first opportunity to
return to his message. Here it is in its entirety:
As you know, “in the end” I agree to the fork-in-theroad issue. And, as you know, I often associate hate
with fear and mockery with despair. It is difficult to
have courage, because courage (love and hope, and the
affirmation of the world around you) is about the
renunciation of the present self. Hence the question:
How to make art an instrument of renunciation of the
present self, as it has been true, some times, of religion?
As Giuseppe knows, I am very much in agreement with him. He has
introduced the theme broached here in his talk at the First Hereford
Salon Symposium in the summer of 1997, which was subsequently
published as a book with a revealing title: Who is Art?[3] In it,
Giuseppe is calling for “an art which does not look for its author’s
glory.”[4]
I should add here that the 1997 Symposium explored the proposition
that art as we know it is primarily an illusion of freedom, rather than an
activity which in any sense contributes to freedom. As Goran
Djordjević argued a couple of decades ago, “the problem is not how art
ought to be, but how to transcend it as a form of consciousness and of
human activity.”[5] But how is art to be transcended? How is this
illusion about freedom to be dispelled? These questions are still open,
but Giuseppe’s is the first step in the right direction.
THE LAST ANIMAL (January 22, 2001)
If the need for religion, stemming from the desire to appease
dangerous animals by emulating them, is structural, that is, lodged
deep in our brains, what will happen after the last lion, tiger, and
jaguar have been swept from the face of the earth? More realistically,
what will happen after the atavistic memories of these menacing
creatures have faded after thousands of years to come? No cigar for
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guessing the identity of the last animal to appease. And appease in
earnest.
ANIMAL THEOLOGIAN (January 22, 2001)
A few nights ago I saw parts of a television show about the growing
radicalism of organizations fighting for the so-called animal rights.
Much of what I saw, and I did not see much, betrayed an attitude quite
unsympathetic to these organizations and their causes. However, true
to the well-established journalistic code of practice, both sides to the
argument had a fair chance to put forward their cases. One of the
speakers on the animal side, as it were, was a priest. An Anglican
priest, I think. Unfortunately, I do not remember his name or
affiliation. But I remember his profession or title, which was
repeatedly displayed on the television screen: animal theologian. Now,
I must admit that I was green with envy, for that is the theologian to
be!
AN IDEA FOR A SCIENCE FICTION MOVIE (January 23, 2001)
It is discovered that animals experience the world and themselves in it
exactly as major religions require: they are one with the world, and the
world is one with them. Only the humans do not fit in any longer.
Consequences.
"THIS IS NOT A DREAM!" (July 25, 2001)
Thus I to myself as soon as I stopped sliding down a snow patch,
banging into rocks, and rolling on coarse gravel at the foot of Pipan’s
Ladder on my descent yesterday from Jof di Montasio in the Italian
Julian Alps. The spot where I landed lies at the altitude of some twoand-a-half thousand meters. As I wore shorts and a T-shirt with short
sleeves, I bled profusely, but it was immediately clear that the blood
was not coming from some open wound. Although I hurt all over, I
was worried about my front teeth, which were bashed into my mouth.
Vanity, again. When the doctor arrived by helicopter, I told her about
my teeth. Her concerns were elsewhere, though. I kept telling all the
other doctors about my teeth—first at an infirmary on Sella Nevea, a
mountain pass where we stopped for half-an-hour or so, and then at the
hospital in Udine, the biggest town in the region, where I may stay for
about a week. So far, my teeth got mangled only in my dreams. The
doctors focused on my brain and spine, but ultimately determined that
I had broken only four ribs and four front teeth. Apparently, my
helmet saved my life.
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MY GREATEST SIN (July 27, 2001)
Why did I end up so badly hurt? When we came to Pipan’s Ladder on
the way up Montasio, my friend and climbing companion decided
against going this way because he did not have his safety belt, with
which he could attach himself to the steel structure going straight up
the rock. He advised me to follow him along the alternative or
“normal” path, as the sign on the rock indicated. Annoyed by safety
belts, I decided to go up the ladder.
To get to the base of the steel contraption, which goes straight up for
about one-hundred meters, I first had to cross a patch of snow, which
was already off the normal path. This I did gingerly. The patch went
quite some way downhill. Besides, a large rock lurked some way
down the slippery shoot. I pointed it to my friend and laughed. It
looked pretty ominous because there appeared to be no way around it
on the way down. I started climbing the ladder without my helmet,
which I left hanging off my knapsack. I was jubilant when I came to
the top of the ladder. My friend took quite some time to catch up with
me. “Hail Pipan!” I mused.
After a while on top of Montasio, I tried to persuade my friend to take
Pipan’s Ladder on our return. He would not even consider it, but did
everything he could to persuade me in turn to come along with him.
This was out of the question, of course. In fact, I was eager to repeat
the experience. This time I put on my helmet in the case someone
above me cast off a stone. And I went down with gusto. At some
point, when I could still see my friend, I shook the whole wobbly
structure underneath me to show him how secure I felt on it. “See you
in heaven!” I yelled happily across an ever-greater gap between us.
Then I undertook to go down as quickly as possible, and I got into my
stride. It was a joy to feel my arms and legs working together under
such special circumstances. I was at the bottom of the ladder in no
time. I felt not only jubilant but positively victorious.
When I reached the snow again, I felt I knew what I was doing.
Having crossed this patch about an hour earlier, I hurried to the other
side. Although I did consider taking my walking poles out of the
knapsack, I dismissed the idea immediately. After fifteen or twenty
steps, I would have to pack up the poles once again. In addition, I
hurried to widen the gap between my friend and me. Having come
down the ladder, I felt nothing could possibly go wrong at this point.
I slipped the very moment I stepped on the snow. I made a quick
attempt to stop my fall by digging the other foot into the snow, but it
was too hard for such an intervention. Always in the shade of the
mountain, the snow was rather icy. I was hurtling down. The speed
was formidable. And so was the acceleration. Lying on my left side, I
kept my legs in front of me. I was gathering speed in spite of
everything I was attempting to do with my legs and arms to slow
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myself down. The rock I spotted on the way up was ever closer,
larger. It was ever harder, sharper. I knew it was essential to keep my
legs in front of me, and this is what I managed to do. I first hit the
rock with my heavy boots, but I was moving at such a clip that the
impact spun me around, and I hit the rock once again, this time with
the left side of my torso and head. This is when my ribs broke and
when my head was injured through the helmet. My teeth came next.
Having rolled over the rock, which caught my chin and face, as well, I
was thrown off the snow patch and into a gravel shoot underneath it.
There I bounced and rolled several times before I came to a stop. The
coarse gravel, some of which was the size of a brick, cut my legs and
arms, but did not do any serious damage.
From the top of the snow patch to the rock there were about thirty
meters. This was the assessment of the crew that collected me by
helicopter several hours later. I bounced and rolled in the gravel shoot
for another ten meters or so. My friend did not see me sliding toward
the rock, but he saw me bouncing and rolling afterwards. “Like a sack
of potatoes,” he told me later, laughing. He looked for loose bits every
time I hit the ground again. He was quite amazed I ended up in one
piece.
To put it in religious terms, I was punished for my arrogance. I would
have been insufferable after this feat had I been luckier with the snow.
Although I hate a lesson of this kind, involving so much pain and so
many front teeth, I think I will be much more careful in the mountains
in the future. That is, I will be much more cautious with my own
arrogance. It is my greatest fault. Or, to put it in religious terms again,
it is my greatest sin.
Addendum (July 28, 2001)
My friend came last night to pick me up from the hospital, but the
doctor on duty in my ward would not let me go at this stage of my
recovery. He thought I should stay another day or two, by which time
my prospects would become much clearer. Anyhow, my friend and I
had a chance to talk about the accident. Among other things, he told
me that the euphoria I had felt on the way down was something he had
read about. It is known to affect people at high altitudes. By the way,
Montasio peaks at close to two-thousand and eight-hundred meters,
and Pipan's Ladder is not more than several hundred meters below.
This altitude may be sufficient to induce the kind of merry recklessness
I have experienced before ha fall. And that I took as excellent news.
THE IDEA OF SERVICE (August 17, 2001)
A vague idea about my future—something like that I should dedicate
myself to the service of others, and that they should not be related to
me in any way—is buzzing again in my mind, but all my attempts to
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sharpen it, the idea, have failed so far. In expectation of a revelation,
or at least a clarification, I sat quietly by myself this afternoon, but to
no avail. After a couple of hours, I am none the wiser. No matter how
vague, the idea of service is popping up ever more often. It is ever
more insistent. And ever less forgiving. In the end, I may have not
only to sharpen it, but also to bring it to fruition all by myself. Service,
anyone?
FORTUNATE BEYOND MEASURE (September 26, 2001)
When I was released from the Radcliffe Infirmary in Oxford two days
ago, I talked about my prospects with several members of the team that
operated on me. The leader of the team told me that I should take it
easy for six to eight weeks. When I replied that I was thinking of
going to my office the next day, he just laughed out loud. The main
reason for a considerable period of rest is to make sure that the chronic
subdural hematoma does not come back. In the event, they would
have to drill four more holes in my skull. Although I do not mind the
first four, the prospect of eight holes is pretty unappealing. I already
have a good collection of impressive scars. One of the assistants in the
team was even more pessimistic. He suggested that I should have
another brain scan soon, just to be sure everything was proceeding
well. Most important, he was adamant about a long period of rest.
However, the surgeon who actually operated on me seemed very
optimistic about my prospects. He said that the cause of my hematoma
was perfectly clear, and that there was no reason to expect its return if I
did not have any further injuries to my head. Dangerous hematomas
are those that have causes in other diseases or old age, when the brain
shrinks and a gap forms between the brain and skull. In addition, he
said that I was fit and youthful, and that my recovery was pretty
stunning in its own right. Still, he suggested that I should take it easy
for a couple of weeks. When I asked him about drinking and told him
that I drink about a bottle of red wine a day, he said that it was fine as
long as I did not get drunk, fell, and hurt my head once again. Of
course, I let my department know that I needed a long period of rest. It
is better to err on the side of caution. Besides, I now have a wonderful
period all to myself. Given so many calamities this year, I need to
think through my life rather carefully. A few major decisions are in
front of me, and I need to approach them gingerly. Lounging alone
among my paintings, I do feel fortunate beyond measure.
TOWARD A NEW HUMANISM (October 26, 2001)
Consider humans as failed angels? Preposterous. Instead, humans as
failed animals? Well, perhaps. Perhaps!
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Addendum (January 15, 2016)
Exactly! Exactly! Humans are failed animals. And it is their brains
that have failed them. Silly evolution! Humans are too intelligent for
their own good, but not intelligent enough to confront the evolutionary
curse of intelligence. It is thinking that is forever in the way. And the
only way out of this predicament is to become animals once again.
Behold, new humanism for true!
FEELING OLDISH (November 13, 2001)
Eight times seven is fifty-six. In dog-years, I will be eight on my next
birthday in April next year. That makes me an oldish dog, to be sure.
Coming from the dentist, where I will be going regularly for about a
year mainly because of my climbing accident, that is how I feel, too.
My years are catching up with me. It will take an ever-greater effort to
stay healthy and fit, let alone youthful and cheerful. But, as ever and
in every regard, the trick is not to resist change that comes with ageing.
Feeling oldish is the right way to feel for an eight-year-old dog, like
me.
ON SUFISM AND SHAMANISM (January 31, 2002)
While re-reading The Sufis by Idries Shah,[6] and especially the
chapter entitled “Strange Rites,”[7] I suddenly realized the Sufi
traditions were best understood as remnants of shamanistic practices in
Asia. Just like the marriage of Bön and Buddhist traditions in Tibet,
for instance, the marriage of Sufism and Islam ensures the survival of
older traditions going back to the stone age. Witchcraft, dancing,
hallucinogenic drugs, visions, and flying are all examples of such
practices that a student of shamanism, like Mircea Eliade, would
immediately recognize. However, it took me about a decade to
understand my attraction to Sufism. It is plausible that all mystic
traditions, all attempts to commune with divine directly, draw roots
from the stone age.
BUT SMALL STEPS (March 6, 2002)
Moral integrity, clarity of vision, and intellectual honesty are but small
steps toward mysticism.
COLONIC IRRIGATION (March 17, 2002)
In the late Seventies, while I was working in Ljubljana, a Slovene
friend told me a story about yoga I have cherished ever since. Her
father was in the Yugoslav diplomatic service in Indonesia. This must
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have been in the early Sixties. My friend, her sister, and their parents
spent a few years in Jakarta. Together with several other children from
her neighborhood, she enrolled into a yoga class. She enjoyed the
exercises. Everything went well until their yoga teacher told them to
bring a washbasin to the next class. As it turned out, the exercise the
teacher had in mind involved taking some water from the nearby canal,
taking one's underpants off, squatting and dunking one's behind in the
water, and irrigating one's colon by repeatedly taking the water in and
then expelling it into the basin. She just could not do it in front of
other children. That was the end of her experience with yoga. I
remember laughing when I first heard this story, but I also remember it
as an example of how yoga exercises would differ in the east and west.
Colonic irrigation is not likely to pop up in a western yoga class. Ever
since I have started reading in earnest about tantra yoga, I have been
looking for a serious book about yoga in general. Today I found it. In
The Complete Yoga Book by James Hewitt,[8] which is actually an
amalgamation of his three previous books, there is an entire chapter
dedicated to yogic hygiene, including colonic irrigation.
Addendum (September 28, 2017)
Smilja Repič is my Slovene friend’s name. And the story about
colonic irrigation is forever attached to it in my mind. One way or
another, I associate it with “real” yoga, which I take to be something
entirely different than “fake” yoga in vogue today across the so-called
west. There, few people can even imagine what yoga actually is about.
And Smilja’s story is about the enormous difference between the two
worlds. To the best of my understanding, that difference is
unfathomable to most westerners. But colonic irrigation performed in
a run-of-the-mill yoga class in Jakarta sums it up in just a few words.
THE LOVE MUSCLE (March 20, 2002)
Where would you begin teaching your beloved about tantric sex,
assuming you have already agreed to take this path together? With
anatomy, of course. And what better introduction to the anatomy of
sex that the love or fire muscle at the floor of the pelvis? In fact, there
are several muscles there, which we contract when we wish to hold our
pee, for example. The anatomical name is pubococcygeal muscles.
They will in time become distinct in the mind of your beloved, but
squeezing, holding, and releasing them is all that is required at the
beginning. A day or two later you can introduce breathing: inhaling
while contracting, holding the breath, and exhaling while releasing the
love muscle. A few months afterwards you can mention the
mysterious kundalini, the seven chakras, the sushumna that connects
them, and the samadhi that awaits the two of you. Long before you
reach bliss, your beloved will be making big strides on the path of
tantric yoga…
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CIRCULAR BREATHING (March 20, 2002)
Now cover your partner's lips with your own, completely sealing the
breath. The man inhales through his mouth as the woman exhales
through her mouth, while visualizing the inhalation going down into
her yoni through his lingam. Then the man exhales as the woman
inhales through her mouth, imagining she is drawing his energy from
her yoni up and returning it to him through his mouth. This can be
done for up to ten or fifteen minutes, inducing a heady state of oxygen
starvation. If it gets too much, just take a breath of fresh air whenever
you need to.
From Cassandra Lorius’ The Tantric Sex Book, London:
Thorsons, 1999, p. 216.
PLASTINATION (March 24, 2002)
Professor Gunther von Hagens—an anatomist from Germany who
invented “plastination,” the painstaking process that preserves bone,
flesh, and other organic tissues, as well as makes them pliable for
display, artistic or otherwise—is now showing in London a large
collection of his flayed and splayed masterpieces.
Some are
monumental, as is a rider who sits atop a rearing plastinated horse and
holds his own brain in one hand. Some are even more macabre, as is a
reclining mother with an unborn child still curled up in her delicately
unveiled belly. But all are instructive, as von Hagens makes sure that
the anatomically significant detail can be scrutinized at will. The good
professor’s oeuvre will thus be of tremendous value to the adepts of
yoga, nowadays the cream of the chattering classes. As an added
bonus, they will debate with relish the uncertain artistic status of the
exhibition, aptly entitled “Body Worlds,” which has been seen by
millions around the world already. Some of them will argue, correctly,
that plastination has great potential for contemporary kitsch.
PRANAYAMA (March 25, 2002)
Last night I got there for the first time, but this morning I still feel
transformed. Sitting in semi-lotus position or siddhasana, and staring
at a candle, I mastered my breath. Well, I made the first real step
toward mastering it. Having read a good deal about pranayama, the
art of breathing at the heart of yoga, I knew exactly what to do. Deep,
smooth breath in. Hold as long as comfortable. Long, smooth breath
out. Puraka, kumbhaka, and rechaka. Hold again before the next
breath. I experienced no problem with the traditional time proportions
for the first three steps: one to four to two. Filling with air first the
belly and then the chest, and letting go of the air in the reverse order.
Again and again. In and out. Without a thought. In perfect peace.
Just sitting and breathing. And gazing at the Buddha on the Tibetan
45

thang-ka behind the candle. The bliss or samadhi. After half-an-hour
or so I decided to stop. I could go on, perhaps for an hour or two, but I
knew that there would be another day.
Addendum (March 26, 2002)
Last night I was eager to return to pranayama and test my new
knowledge. Everything went smoothly, but the experience of bliss was
a bit less pronounced than the previous night. The most important
thing is that I managed to clear my mind immediately and completely
once again. Just sitting and breathing. But this morning I experienced
samadhi while walking to the university. This is not new to me,
though. The first time I let go of everything while walking must have
been four or five years ago. Still, it was a joy to revisit this experience
in the wake of what had happened to me the last two nights. Walking
fast, I took air in two steps, and let it out in four steps. I maintained
the proportion of one to two all the time. However, because I was
walking uphill most of the time, I could not hold the air at all. But this
is as it should be. Walking and sitting are different. As yoga books do
not deal with pranayama and walking, I must learn by experimenting
myself.
ANTHROPOLOGY AND ART (March 27, 2002)
Arnd Schneider took me to a wonderful Indian restaurant close to his
home in Old Castle Street in East London. It was a mom-and-pop kind
of place, but minus mom. He told me about a book he is now finishing
for Thames and Hudson together with another anthropologist. The
book is about the links between anthropology and art. It will usher a
number of shows and conferences. Arnd hopes to get into Documenta
and Tate Modern. I was quite fascinated by the project. Then I
ventured that artists can learn a lot from anthropologists by exploring
the artefacts and practices of peoples on the way out, but that
anthropologists can also learn a lot from artists by exploring their
artefacts made under conditions that simulate the practices of peoples
long forgotten. As an example, I talked about the exploration of the
roots of yoga that seem to lead to shamanism. I mentioned my own
recent experiments of this ilk. Arnd agreed in general, but suggested
that anthropologists would rather study extant shamanistic practices in
places like Siberia and the Amazon. I actually had cave art in mind,
but did not mention it. I wonder why. Am I embarrassed to talk about
my own experiments with a “professional” anthropologist?
SIMPLE AND STRAIGHTFORWARD (June 24, 2002)
Everything in the world is connected. The world is one. It has always
been and it will always be. Religious bullshit? No, a simple and
straightforward fact. Just replace “world” with “mind” or “brain.”
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“NOT BY MOUTH” (August 10, 2002)
Thus I to myself whenever I am in danger of falling for another
delicacy that is on offer. A good admonishment, too. If only I knew
by what means instead? By heart?
ON AFRICAN DRUMMING (September 17, 2002)
Listening to a wide variety of ethnographic recordings of African
drumming, some of which were made as long as fifty years ago, this
evening I was struck by the fact that drummers in Africa always played
in bands, which were sometimes quite large. The smallest bands
counted four or five men. Yes, they were always men. A single
drummer playing a variety of drums at the same time, as is the case
nowadays with bands playing popular music across the globe, is
difficult to imagine in Africa of old. Like hunters or warriors,
drummers were engaged in a collective endeavor. They were many so
that they could become one. Body and soul. African drumming was
not about making merry. Neither was it about esthetic pleasure
associated with music or dance. It was about transcendence. Just like
hunting or making war used to be.
THE GATE TO THE WORLD OF SHAMANS (October 20, 2002)
David Lewis-Williams’ neuropsychological model of human
consciousness, first put forward in 1988,[9] is at the center of his last
book about cave art, The Mind in the Cave.[10] I will call it the Y
model, as this is how it is graphically depicted in the book.[11] The
alert side of the consciousness spectrum is singular. It is at the foot of
the Y. This is where we find waking, problem-oriented thought, and
daydreaming. The spectrum bifurcates into two spectra on its autistic
side. One is labeled “normal consciousness,” and it goes from
hypnagogic states to dreaming and the unconscious. The other
spectrum is labeled “intensified trajectory,” and it goes from entoptic
phenomena to construal and hallucinations. All the states along the
three prongs of the spectrum are understood to be fluid and partially
overlapping. Now, the very point of bifurcation is at the center of the Y
model. This is where hypnagogic states and entoptic phenomena
intersect, as it were. And this is where the entoptic images beckon to
the “spirit world” of hallucinations. How did prehistoric people
discover this gate? As it stands, the model offers little guidance on this
point. Were the hypnagogic states not at such proximity to the entry
into the “intensified trajectory,” the sui generis cave in the mind, it
would not have been discovered by so many cultures across the globe,
leading to the ubiquity of shamanistic practices. Even more important,
were this gate not so clearly marked, as it were, by a wide range of
stupendous entoptic phenomena, it would not be enticing enough for
those who accidentally discovered it. In other words, the intersection
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of the Y model is structured in a rather surprising way. It stands to
reason that people—both pre-historic and modern—differ considerably
in terms of their ability to discover the gate and go through it. This
would depend on a range of possible interactions between hypnagogic
states and entoptic phenomena in each person’s case. And this is the
first step toward understanding the differentiation of experience of the
“intensified trajectory” built into the world of shamans. There are
shamans, and then there are shamans.
A BIT LIKE CATS (October 22, 2002)
Living with a drum, one quickly discovers the charms of gentle
drumming. Having begun to experiment with ever-lighter touch, one
realizes that drums are a bit like cats: they purr when stroked. In fact,
they melt in one's arms. This is how one knows they are truly
ferocious.
THE SEED OF EVIL (February 5, 2003)
William Golding’s rendering of the Neanderthals in The Inheritors
(1955) is but another example of the inescapable envy of animals. It is
as though he forgot, or struggled to forget, that he was dealing with
another species of Homo rather than an ape. But even monkeys are far
from innocent, let alone apes. If one follows Golding’s path,
wickedness already lurks in rodents, fishes, ferns. The seed of evil, in
this jaundiced rendering of the world, springs from the Big Bang.
Either everything or nothing is poisoned. Tertium non datur.
SOME DIFFICULT EXERCISES (July 18, 2003)
To be small and weak. To let be. To forget. To love. To let oneself
sink. To drop out. To whimper and whine. To need. To drool. To
surrender. To ask and keep asking. To bleed. To go limp. To trust.
To throw in the towel. To forgive. To open up. To fall and keep
falling. To throw up. To turn the other cheek. To moan. To drift
away. To stop fighting. To kneel. To beshit oneself. To let go. Yes,
to let go and go and go.
ON YOGA IN SCHOOLS (October 28, 2003)
Over my morning coffee, I flip through the local newspapers almost
every day. There are two broadsheets available in my favorite café.
More often than not, I limit myself to reading the titles. By and large,
the rest is too depressing. On occasion, I read an entire article, but
only if it is rather short. Today I spotted a surprising title: “Catholic
Associations Against Yoga in Schools.” Promising, I thought. And
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brief, too. According to the article, more than thirty Catholic
associations have expressed their concern about the recent proliferation
of yoga programs in Croatian public schools. Their argument is that
yoga is inseparable from Hinduism, which is inimical to the Christian
faith. Besides, any form of religious instruction in public schools is in
breach of the Croatian constitution. Having read the article, I got
befuddled. On the one hand, I was delighted to learn about the
promotion of yoga in Croatian schools; on the other, I could not find
any fault with the Catholic associations’ argument against it. Shucks.
ON HOARDING OR COLLECTING (November 3, 2003)
By the end of this year, I will have written more than seventy-five
thousand words this year alone. At the same time, my book will have
swollen to more than one-million and two-hundred thousand words
written over twenty-eight years. This is what my records show, and
my records are pretty close to the mark when it comes to writing. The
very fact that this is so worries me, though. However silly my words
or my count, I am still hording or collecting—activities I find
detestable in all walks of life. Today I stumbled upon yet another
reason to feel this way in B.K.S. Iyengar’s Light on Yoga: “The Yogi
feels that the collection or hoarding of things implies a lack of faith in
God and in himself to provide for his future.”[12] For are not written
words things and nothing but things?
WAY FORWARD (November 26, 2003)
A week or so ago I opened a new file on my computer desktop. “Way
Forward,” I named it boisterously. Every once in a while I add to it a
few paragraphs about my goals, ways to prioritize them, and ways to
implement them. Each entry is carefully dated, so I can gauge my
progress. Which I do with relish, and I do not mince words with
myself. The goals are predictable enough. They have to do with my
many daily activities, such as writing, painting, walking, practicing
yoga, eating and fasting, communicating with so many people around
the world, and the like. To my surprise, the new file has already grown
to nearly two-thousand words. The reason for this feverish activity is
simple enough to fathom, as well. Except for Christmas and New
Year’s, when Motovun will perk up a bit, there are more than four dark
and quiet months until Easter, when the tourist season will slowly start
again. More than four dark and quiet months… Without my new file,
I could go nuts.
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OR ELSE (July 2, 2004)
Take a deep breath. Hold it. Breathe out slowly. Take another deep
breath. And another. Nothing to it. Keep breathing. Forget about all
else. All else. Or else.
SHAMANISM FOR BEGINNERS (September 15, 2004)
The shaman does not have to believe, for the shaman knows.
From Teresa Moorey’s Shamanism: A Beginners Guide,
London: Hodder & Stoughton, 1997, p. 1.
YOGA FOR TWO (December 12, 2004)
Alone and naked, doing yoga under the sunny sky a few days before
the onset of the winter. Could anything beat this? Yes, it could. Let
us call it yoga for two.
BOSNIAN ZEN (January 30, 2005)
Used to living alone and minding his own business, Jozo Brandić often
sits alone in some corner at Klaudio’s or Tomica’s, where he nurses a
glass of fruit juice or a cup of fruit tea. “What’s up?” people ask when
they spot him at his table, and Jozo always replies with a few words in
a thick Bosnian accent: “I’m just sitting.” But when the time is right,
and when the person who addresses him is right, too, he will hint at
what he means by telling a Bosnian joke. There is this man sitting
under a tree. Another man walks by. “You’re sitting and thinking,” he
says. “Nope,” says the man who is sitting under the tree, “I’m just
sitting.” And then Jozo lets out a loud chuckle, his eyes glinting under
his tangled eyebrows.
ON FORESIGHT (March 16, 2005)
Were we capable of foreseeing most of the consequences of our
actions for even a few years, let alone a few decades or centuries, we
would seldom act. To begin with, we would be lost in thought much
of the time. In addition, the longer we would think about the
consequences of an action, the less appealing it would appear to us on
account of all the unintended consequences. The greater our ability to
foresee the consequences of our actions, and the greater our time
horizon, the less we would act. In the limit, we would not act at all.
What does this tell you about foresight? No, what does it tell you
about life?
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Addendum (May 14, 2015)
Brief as it is, this plucky exercise in logic leaves few doubts about
action. It is a product of ignorance. Instead, intelligence commands
inaction. In the absence of true intelligence capable of foresight
worthy of that name, wisdom suggests the same by inference. As such,
wisdom is perforce against life, which is rife with unintended
consequences, many of which are perilous. Only consider life on
earth. Step by tiny step, it leads nowhere, but the path is treacherous,
to say the least. More often than not, the path is actually horrendous to
behold. No wonder the wise are not about action in any of its guises.
Their backs resting against all manner of trees, they sit and stare at the
passing show in blessed silence. Mum is the word.
SAVASANA OR MRTASANA (June 29, 2005)
According to all the classical texts of Hatha Yoga, or yoga of bodily
control, lying on the back like a corpse with arms and legs stretched
out and apart while breathing slowly and smoothly, known as savasana
or mrtasana from sava and mrta, which both mean “corpse,” removes
fatigue and stills the mind. This posture requires that the body is
completely limp, which cannot be achieved without considerable
practice. But the posture brings yet another benefit rarely mentioned
in classical texts: it cools the body, as well. According to these texts,
again, the palms can be turned either upwards or downwards; however,
if cooling of the body is desired, the palms should always be turned
upwards. For best results regarding all the benefits of this posture, but
especially the cooling of the body, savasana or mrtasana should be
practiced in a dark or shaded place.
THERE ALREADY (October 13, 2005)
Out of the blue, it crossed my mind that I had not even thought of
nirvana for quite some while. It has been months, I think. Does this
mean I am there already?
CALL MYSELF LUCKY (October 20, 2005)
My mind is blank. Perfectly blank. No thought. No emotion, either.
All I can do is stare in front of myself. For hours, too. Perhaps I
should call myself lucky?
POSTSCRIPTUM X (November 17, 2005)
Why do I write? What is the purpose of my relentless scribbling?
Where does this swelling river of words ultimately lead? Such
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questions come to me quite often. And they come to me ever more
often. As of late, they rarely leave me. I rack my brain over and over
again, and I always come up with the same answer, albeit not always
worded in exactly the same way: I am leaving a trace of my path to
enlightenment so that it may be of some use to me in my future
meanderings. Also, and even more important, I am leaving a trace so
that it may be of some use to others on their own tortuous path to
enlightenment. Or satori. Or awakening. Or samadhi. Or salvation.
Or nirvana. Or paradise. Take your pick. Again, the gist of the
answer is always the same, no matter how it is worded exactly. And
the answer is always abundantly clear. Why do these questions keep
pestering me, though? And the answer to this question is coming to
me only as I write about my quandary: because I am afraid of writing
the answer down. And why am I afraid to spell out the answer in plain
English? For fear of ridicule, of course. Well, for fear of self-ridicule
above all.
DUNCE (December 21, 2005)
Before I went to sleep last night, I discovered that a broken rib was a
boon for yoga. Lying in savasana or mrtasana position, I practiced
pranayama for quite a while. My chest hurt at first, especially when I
would draw a deep breath and hold it, but the pain subsided when I got
going and the traumatized tissues in my chest warmed up. Soon
enough it almost ceased, and I was able to hold my breath for quite
some time. To the best of my reckoning, I could hold my breath for as
long as I normally could. As I went to bed mainly because of the pain,
and not because I felt it was time to go to sleep, I kept practicing for at
least an hour. When I eventually turned off the light, I decided to
spend more time practicing yoga the next few days. It struck me as the
best way to spend my time, given my miserable condition, and I was
kind of happy about the discovery. “Dunce,” I heard my whisper out
of the blue, “you find joy in yoga rather than in the broken rib itself.”
SHAMANISM FOR THE MASSES (January 9, 2006)
Today I decided it was time to get a few new books. The winter had
barely started, I reckoned, and it was time to beef up my library. Thus
I went to the Amazon website and started searching under several
disparate headings. One of them was shamanism. To my surprise,
there were more than five-hundred books with this term in the title.
When I started going through them one by one, it turned out that many
had been published quite recently. Actually, quite a few came out only
last year or the year before last. It also turned out that an
overwhelming proportion of the books were pure crap of the
“shamanism for beginners” or “shamanism without tears” variety.
What used to be an esoteric subject of interest to a few specialists has
turned into a subject of broad appeal to the many. Shamanism for the
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masses, as it were. In fact, some of the books I already have on this
subject appear close to the end of the long list either because of their
disappointing vintage or because of their low rating by the bulk of
Amazon’s users. Of course, others are already long out of print.
CRAZY WISDOM (January 15, 2006)
How to be in harmony with the cosmos? It seems that certain
preliminaries are indispensable: rid yourself of all beliefs; leave
metaphysics to the sectarians of the absurd; understand that hope is
fear gone bad; confront reality directly; stop upholding the romantic
dream of realization; forget sentimental neurosis; play with your own
limits; look at your confusion; confront life without the bric-à-brac of
the religious and the spiritual—without, for all that, becoming a
narrow-minded materialist who would make a new god out of
rationalism; dare to be alone; do not oppose essence against reality;
give yourself over to the pleasures of pure subjectivity; understand that
everything is real; and finally, one day, know exhilarating silence.
[…] In short, it takes crazy wisdom.
From Daniel Odier’s Preface to his Yoga Spandakarika:
The Sacred Texts at the Origin of Tantra, Rochester,
Vermont: Inner Traditions, 2005 (first published in
2004), pp. xv-xvi.
MY PERSONAL AFFAIR (January 18, 2006)
Early on, I thought nothing would be gained without a revolution. So
many years later, I still think the same. Except that the revolution is
my personal affair.
Addendum I (December 11, 2016)
And it took me no less than ten years! For my liberation earlier this
year is nothing if not a revolution: abandoning thought at will and for
as long as I wish (“No-Bullshit Enlightenment,” January 18, 2016).
My personal affair, to be sure. In retrospect, though, it is still amazing
how long a revolution worthy of mention actually takes!
Addendum II (October 7, 2017)
Personal though it is, the revolution in question is also for all. A few
days ago I outlined the three steps leading to liberation in no uncertain
terms (“On Liberation,” October 4, 2017). Everything is there in plain
English and in no more than one-thousand words. My idea of service,
this. But, to paraphrase Gil Scott-Heron, this personal revolution will
not be televised. It is meant for the few and far between, as ever. As
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for the bulk of my fellow humans, let them plough on in their primate
ways. None of my business, to be sure.
GREAT GIFTS (January 19, 2006)
When we have a chance to become angry or afraid, we feel a gathering
of energy followed by its dispersal. It is in this gathering that we can
reach spanda, the secret tremor considered in this book. This requires
great awareness, because the awareness of our state is generally
delayed. Once the cataclysm occurs, the energy falls off again. And
we say to ourselves: “I was angry!” It is only rarely that we achieve a
clear awareness of our emotion in the present moment. If this were
always the case, there would be no drive to action, no manifestation of
the emotion outside ourselves. Anger, fear, hate, and jealousy are
great gifts. Finally we leave the spiritual mirage behind. We are no
longer those sanitized beings smelling sweetly of lotus-flower
perfume. We smell like hate. We stink of it. This is reality. This is
unity, at last! Transforming hate into love and compassion is like
putting saran wrap over a container of rotting food—it does not resolve
anything. We must go to the raw and direct feeling. There is nothing
to transform there. To transform is to lose the chance that we have
been given to look at reality. The solution is in the problem and not in
its negation. The problem itself is a marvelous gift.
From Daniel Odier’s Yoga Spandakarika: The Sacred
Texts at the Origin of Tantra, Rochester, Vermont:
Inner Traditions, 2005 (first published in 2004), p. 70.
REDISCOVERED BY CHANCE (January 20, 2006)
As I was looking for a book about yoga in my library, yesterday I
stumbled upon a book that looked quite unfamiliar. Puzzled, I took it
down from the shelf. It was The Dynamics of Apocalypse: A Systems
Simulation of the Classic Maya Collapse by John W.G. Lowe.[13]
When I flipped through the book, it transpired that I had never read it.
The book is free from both highlights and marginal notes, which I
always leave behind. According to the place and date on the first page,
which I always jot down upon acquiring a book, it was purchased on
June 4, 1994, in Cambridge, Massachusetts, of all places. What was I
doing there at that time? I had to search through my Residua to learn
that I was in Boston at an academic conference. I must have visited
some of my old haunts—academic bookstores around Harvard Square
in Cambridge—between the conference sessions. At any rate, I am
reading the book now. And I am enjoying it very much. The book
concerns the subtle interplay of social, economic, ecological, and other
factors discernible through the archeological record that brought down
the Maya civilization. Using a mathematical model of some
complexity, the author surmises that the collapse was not caused by a
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sudden shock, either external or internal. Rather, it resulted from
internal imbalances that built up gradually at first. Once the build-up
accelerated, there was no way back. All in all, the message of the book
I rediscovered by chance strikes me as very like the message of the
book about yoga I was looking for yesterday, except that it works in
reverse, the gradual build-up of internal balances eventually leading to
enlightenment. In other words, I could not but have found the book I
was looking for. Any book would do, for that matter.
ON CONSORTS (February 1, 2006)
Deities of Tibetan Buddhism are customarily depicted in the embrace
of their sexual partners or consorts. According to this tradition, even
Shakyamuni Buddha himself, originally Siddhartha Gautama, had a
consort, Devi Tilottama. His secret instructions for his most ardent
followers go by the name of tantra, scriptures with a sexual twist. Any
book about tantra will stress the need for a real or imagined consort on
one’s path to enlightenment. Also, a real consort is always preferred to
an imagined one. Most schools of tantra hold that the attainment of
some key stages on the path is difficult or impossible without sexual
union. And so does Daniel Cozort in his Highest Yoga Tantra,[14] in
which he outlines the path to enlightenment described by Nga-wangbel-den, a nineteenth-century scholar from the Ge-luk-ba school of
Tibetan Buddhism. Here, a consort is a special partner, “one who must
have received initiation in the tantra, know its meaning, and keep its
pledges and vows,” as well as have “skills in the sixty-four arts of
love.”[15] Most important, only those able to enjoy sexual union in
the path are fit to be the trainees of Highest Yoga Tantra.[16] But
there is an interesting note in the back of the book that sheds somewhat
different light on consorts, as well as on tantra as a whole. According
to the Sag-ya scholar Bu-dön, who reported on an earlier work, “the
very best trainees need neither a real nor imagined consort; those of
slightly less stature need only an imagined consort; but the lowest of
those practicing Highest Yoga Tantra need a real consort.”[17] For
some reason, this note strikes me as right on the mark. Sexual union is
most likely meant for the dunces in the class.
FOOD, LIFE (February 8, 2006)
One reads ever more often that less food spells longer life, not only
less girth. Scientific evidence pointing in this direction is steadily
mounting. Actually, it is a matter of calorie intake rather than food
consumption per se. The life-lengthening effect kicks in at about onethousand calories a day. The biological mechanism behind it is
simple: when there is little food around, the metabolic processes slow
down so as to lengthen the reproductive cycle—and thus the entire life
cycle—of an organism in hope of better food availability in future. All
this is clear enough, but the trouble is that the low-calorie diet is rather
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disagreeable. In particular, those who attempt it get cold, irritable,
and—surprise, surprise—hungry. The scientists are therefore looking
for pills to reduce the calorie intake by manipulating the genes.
However, yogis have long been aware of the connection between food
intake and longevity. Most important, they have learnt how to deal
with the above three symptoms: body temperature can be controlled
with breathing exercises, hunger can be controlled with low-calorie
food, and irritability vanishes together with cold and hunger. But try
suggesting yoga of this ilk to the modern tenderfoot! Margaritas ante
porcos, as ever.
PRACTICING WITHOUT HOPE (February 22, 2006)
Practicing without hope is wonderful because we are not making
anything up: we probe our interior, our consciousness, and our senses.
All is geared toward the recognition of the marvels within. The idea of
practicing meditation to obtain awakening leaves us, and everything
becomes spontaneous. Spontaneity is of the utmost importance in the
quest because of the profound understanding that all of our capacities,
ready to be unfurled, are waiting to be recognized by us. There is
nothing in particular to do. In time, we will recognize everything in
ourselves. By considering the quest in this manner, we will never be
frustrated, never worried about the idea of not being true to ourselves.
We will no longer keep wondering whether we lack some refined
qualities without which we cannot get to where everything is
expressed. We will recognize that there is nothing else to do but to
recognize. Everything begins to teem, to tremor, to establish
connections. It is merely our ignorance of ourselves that keeps us from
attaining completeness. Once we turn our attention more deeply
within, we discover all of the treasures. They emerge as if they have
been waiting for centuries.
From Daniel Odier’s Yoga Spandakarika: The Sacred
Texts at the Origin of Tantra, Rochester, Vermont:
Inner Traditions, 2005 (first published in 2004), p. 77.
SAMADHI (February 22, 2006)
I am reading about samadhi. The word appears over and over again.
Page after page. The teasing descriptions of this vaunted state of mind
come one after another. A very sweet state. A luminous stillness. A
gentle explosion. A state of suspension outside of space and time.
Clutching the book, I keep reading. And then my eyes lock onto the
printed word in the middle of a page: samadhi. The word solidifies. It
turns into black, typeset letters printed on white, grainy paper. I take a
deep, involuntary breath. My eyes open wide. The rest of the page
evaporates. The light intensifies. My body starts vibrating, as if I am
experiencing a steady but gentle electric shock. The world stops.
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Trembling, I realize that I am experiencing something extraordinary.
A taste of grace. A dip into eternity. A brush with infinity. The
moment I am released, which comes less than a minute later, tears
come pouring down. I shake my head in disbelief and put the book
down. It takes me a while to calm down.
TANDAVA (March 5, 2006)
I have always been a tad uncomfortable with hatha yoga or the yoga of
postures. It smells of sedentary life. Of villages amid fields. Yoga
must have started much earlier, long before the agricultural revolution
scarred the face of the earth. And when nomads still roamed at will. I
thus relished references to tandava in Daniel Odier’s Yoga
Spandakarika: The Sacred Texts at the Origin of Tantra.[18] It is the
dance of Shiva, the first shaman. Odier also calls it tantra yoga.
Tandava involves extremely slow movement. It looks like a
completely free kind of tai chi, in which no movement is codified. As
in shamanic trance, the movement is involuntary. The teaching of this
yoga has almost completely disappeared, but it seems to have preceded
hatha yoga. Not much more of Shiva’s slow dance can be gleaned
from Odier, though. But it is a joy to attempt it nonetheless. Close
your eyes half way, open your lungs, let your arms float upwards,
allow your feet to glide where they will…
Addendum (December 21, 2015)
A short while ago, I walked to the middle of my livingroom, closed my
eyes half way, opened my lungs, let my arms float upwards, and
allowed my feet to glide where they would. It did not take me more
than a few seconds to get in the mood of tandava. Slowly, ever so
slowly, I twirled hither and thither all over the livingroom floor, which
is free of furniture of any kind. But then I remembered this piece,
stopped, and rushed to my laptop at once. So many years afterwards, I
realized that one essential thing was missing from my instructions: the
shamanic dance is best practiced in complete and total silence. The
sounds of animals, birds, and insects are perfectly fine, but music of
any kind is definitely out. And especially music that comes from a
music machine of some kind that is widely available nowadays. Phew!
One never knows with the civilized tenderfoot! I can only hope that
this belated addendum sets the instructions straight.
THE GREAT YOGA (March 18, 2006)
The Great Yoga—that is to drink, to eat, to touch, to see, to walk, to
sleep, to urinate, to defecate, to listen, to remain silent, to speak, to
dream, to love, to sit, to cross the street, to get on a bus, to travel
through town and country, sights and sounds, beauty and ugliness
without ever being separated from the divine, which is in the self. No
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type of yoga is better than that which is not afraid of immersion in
reality. Outside of reality, there is not a single trace of the absolute.
From Daniel Odier’s Tantric Quest: An Encounter with
Absolute Love, Rochester, Vermont: Inner Traditions,
1997 (first published in 1996), p. 150.
ON CROATIAN POLITICS (May 27, 2006)
To my dismay, my beloved burst into tears when she heard I had
joined one of the few green parties in Croatia. Does this reflect on me,
or on Croatian politics?
A BIT GRUMPY (June 2, 2006)
You should have seen her laugh! She was positively gleeful, too. And
all I said was quite innocent, as well as completely reckless: “Today I
feel a bit grumpy.”
ON AIMLESSNESS (September 13, 2006)
If mind has no aim, we learn from so many masters of wisdom from
the so-called East, then this is the attainment of supreme
enlightenment. Great, for my mind is almost there. The fact that I am
getting a bit worried about the aimlessness of my mind is perhaps but a
sign of approaching enlightenment. All that remains to be done is
abandon my mind altogether. Fuck enlightenment, that is.
Addendum (December 26, 2015)
I cannot but cringe when I remember my many mind-boggling aims in
a bit less than a decade that has passed since this was penned.
Stopping crooked golf in Motovun comes first to my mind. Learning
about disaster management in response to climate change and
environmental degradation comes next. On top of these major aims,
there have been many subsidiary ones, such as fathoming Motovun’s
history, completing my painting cycle, shaping several selections from
my writings, one of which is about painting, and so on and so forth.
As for aimlessness, it has become a pipedream, I am afraid. But no
longer. Aimlessness is my only aim at this stage of my life.
Everything else is for the birds, anyway. In a few short months, I will
be free at last. Even aimlessness will be way behind me by then.
Aimlessness, what aimlessness?
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ALL OF MY TANTRAS, AGAMAS, AND UPADESAS (September
24, 2006)
It is for the benefit of those sentient beings belonging to the later
generations of those future degenerate times that all of my Tantras,
Agamas, and Upadesas, though necessarily brief and concise, have
been composed. And even though I have disseminated them at the
present time, yet they shall be concealed as precious treasures, so that
those whose good karma ripens in the future shall come to encounter
them.
From Sarva Mangalam Padmasambhava’s “SelfLiberation through Seeing with Naked Awareness,” pp.
78-100 in Daniel Odier’s Yoga Spandakarika: The
Sacred Texts at the Origin of Tantra, Rochester,
Vermont: Inner Traditions, 2005 (first published in
2004), p. 100.
NO OTHER THAN THAT (September 24, 2006)
Once conventional mind is totally abandoned, Buddhahood is no other
than that. Once samsara is totally abandoned, nirvana is no other than
that.
From Machig Labdrön’s “Mind, Empty Like Space,”
pp. 53-60 in Daniel Odier’s Yoga Spandakarika: The
Sacred Texts at the Origin of Tantra, Rochester,
Vermont: Inner Traditions, 2005 (first published in
2004), pp. 55-56.
THE FICKLE REMAINDER (October 11, 2006)
Here is what I have learned so far. Nirvana and samsara are
inseparable. Both are within your reach. But do not seek nirvana.
Seek samsara instead. Seek and destroy it step by patient step. In the
end, you will find nirvana, which was within your grasp from the
outset. It is what you do not seek that you will find at last. The fickle
remainder.
YET ANOTHER MEME (October 18, 2006)
A couple of weeks ago, as I was reading Richard Dawkins’ The God
Delusion,[19] I came upon his brief review of the growing literature on
“memes”—short for “mimemes” or cultural replicators reminiscent of
genes that evolve by imitation. Examples of memes are memorable
phrases, images, and tunes.
Some of these are mulled over
obsessively, suggesting that they have lives of their own. According to
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Dawkins, it is Susan Blackmore, in The Meme Machine,[20] “who has
pushed mimetic theory further than anyone.”[21] Without much ado, I
ordered her book, too. As soon as it arrived a few days ago, I scribbled
the following note on the back of the front cover: “I ordered this book
on a vague idea that memes would be useful in theorizing about my
paintings—that is, the geometric patterns that underlie them since the
stone age. That is about all I had in mind, but now we will see where
the reading takes me.” The very same day I jotted the following note
at the bottom of the page at the end of the first chapter: “Concerning
my original reason for ordering this book, here is a simple proposition
regarding so-called abstract painting: entoptic forms underlying all
geometric patterns, which were first experienced in shamanic trance in
stone-age caves, evolved by replication and recombination into
increasingly complex ornamental designs to the point of becoming
ubiquitous and thus unrecognizable as products of primordial visions.
Think about testability, though.” And now I am reading Blackmore’s
book with growing agitation in search of ideas concerning testability of
my hasty proposition. As I go along, I humor myself with the thought
that the obsessive character of my search suggests the birth of yet
another meme.
THE ULTIMATE REBELLION (October 21, 2006)
In the last section of The Meme Machine,[22] entitled invitingly “The
Ultimate Rebellion,” Susan Blackmore challenges Richard Dawkins’
call to arms in the last sentence of The Selfish Gene: “We, alone on
earth, can rebel against the tyranny of the selfish replicators.”[23] That
is, genes and memes, biological and cultural replicators that evolve
through Darwinian selection without much concern for us as their
carriers. But that is a copout, she says. The self is a complex of
memes, or “selfeplex,” anyway. “If we take memetics seriously, then
the ‘me’ (…) is itself a memetic construct.”[24] Memes can compete
with other memes, and this they do quite fiercely, but they cannot
intervene in the evolutionary process from the outside. What are we to
do, though? Blackmore surprises with her heartfelt solution to the
riddle. “One trick is to concentrate on the present moment—all the
time—letting go of any thoughts that come up.”[25] In other words,
do not let any meme stick. “Another trick is to pay attention to
everything equally.”[26] That is, let memes fight it out among
themselves. “Then we are no longer victims of the selfish selfplex. In
this sense we can be truly free—not because we can rebel against the
tyranny of the selfish replicators, but because we know that there is noone to rebel.”[27] The ultimate rebellion is the letting go of all
rebellion, Blackmore proposes in her last sentence. Zen Buddhism in a
nutshell.
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Addendum I (November 7, 2006)
I searched for Susan Blackmore on the World Wide Web even before I
finished her book. It did not take me long to find her electronic-mail
address at the University of the West of England in Bristol. First I sent
her “Yet Another Meme” (October 18, 2006), and then this piece.
Today I got her reply. “Sorry for the long delay,” she started. All
kinds of things prevented her from even looking into her mailbox, let
alone responding to her mail. “Great!” she wrote regarding this piece.
“Obviously one reader who gets it completely!” She ended her
message with a question: “What do you do with your electronic
postcards?” I responded by letting her know about my Residua, a vast
collection of sundry writings started decades ago, as well as about my
habit of sending my pieces to friends either as electronic-mail or snailmail postcards. With a little bit of her help, which would be most
welcome, all manner of memes will be spreading around the globe like
wildfire!
Addendum II (November 21, 2006)
After a bit more than five years, I am rereading Daniel Dennett’s
Darwin’s Dangerous Idea: Evolution and the Meaning of Life.[28]
Chapter Twelve, “The Cranes of Culture,” is dedicated to memes.
Dennett, like Blackmore, challenges Dawkins’ call to arms: “If it is
true that human minds are themselves to a very great degree the
creations of memes, then (…) it cannot be ‘memes versus us,’ because
earlier infestations of memes have already played a major rôle in
determining who or what we are. The ‘independent’ mind struggling
to protect itself from alien and dangerous memes is a myth.”[29]
Strangely, I did not pay much attention to this passage on my first
reading. All readings are selective, after all. The argument struck me
as momentous only in Blackmore’s rendering, which trails Dennett’s
by three years in publication terms. Of course, she has taken a few
steps further, considering what we are to do given our predicament.
She has spelled it out for us. Letting go of all rebellion is ultimately
the only thing we can do, thus letting memes use us as their hapless
playgrounds.
SOOO INDIAN (November 24, 2006)
In this morning’s mail there was a package from Amazon. A book I
ordered months ago finally arrived. In fact, I already thought it would
never reach me. It is Kundalini Tantra by Swami Satyananda
Saraswati. The book was published in 2000 by the Yoga Publication
Trust in Munger, Bihar, India. It was first published in 1984 by the
Bihar School of Yoga, presumably in Munger, as well. Between the
title page and the table of contents there is a glossy sheet with four
black-and-white photographs.
They show Swami Sivananda
Saraswati, Swami Satyananda Saraswati, Swami Niranjanananda
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Saraswati, and Swami Satyasangananda Saraswati. Minus their hair,
they all look quite alike. The second one is presumably the author, as
well as the founder of the school. What are all the others doing in the
front matter? The first one is apparently the author’s guru, after whom
all the others have taken the Saraswati “surname.” The third one is
apparently running the school now, but he is also running the
publishing arm of the organization, which is apparently why he also
signed the book. The fourth one is a woman, and the author was her
guru. After all the head scratching, I am quite delighted by my new
acquisition. It is sooo Indian.
NOTHING FINISHES (January 4, 2007)
For hundreds of years, people have been talking about an experience
called nirvana, moksha, emancipation, self-realization, salvation, or
liberation, without understanding it properly.
Yogis call this
experience samadhi. Although many people think that in samadhi or
nirvana everything is completely finished, it is definitely not a process
of quitting the world. Nothing finishes, only one level of experience
ends, but then another begins.
From Swami Satyananda Saraswati’s Kundalini Tantra,
Munger, Bihar, India: Yoga Publications Trust, 2000
(first published in 1984), p. 3.
TO BE A SHAMAN (March 30, 2007)
An unenthusiastic member of the human species that I have long been,
who deplores all its exultations worse than the plague, I still delight in
learning about its origins. And especially about the decisive moments
in the so-called ascent of homo sapiens sapiens, upon which all the rest
has followed. My fascination with cave painting is the case in point, as
its appearance clearly dissects a very different before and after. Very
different, indeed. But why this fascination in view of the underlying
lack of enthusiasm, or worse? As far as I can discern at the moment,
there are two reasons. The first borders on jealousy, and a dollop of
outright sentimentalism, for I would prefer to be alive then rather than
now. Ah, to be a shaman! The second borders on desperation, for I
dare to hope that alternative futures were available to the species,
especially at the decisive moments on its path. Ah, to be a shaman
with a clear vision of the deplorable future lying ahead!
Addendum (April 3, 2016)
By way of consolation, I do see the future clearly enough. And, as I
have put it in my book about climate change, the future is bright. After
many trials and tribulations that still lie ahead, the human species will
return to its tribal origins. As well as hunting and gathering that are in
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its blood and bones. For thousands upon thousands of years,
everything will be back to normal, as it were. Luckily for the species,
nothing needs to be done now or ever to secure this outcome.
Alternative futures are not available, at any rate. Enough said. Ah, to
be a shaman!
AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A YOGI (May 12, 2007)
A fortnight ago my beloved brought me a quaint book. Entitled
Autobiography of a Yogi, it was written by Paramahansa Yogananda,
one of the foremost early proponents of yoga in America. His
photograph struck me as familiar at once, suggesting that I must have
seen it before. Hardbound in fake leather, the smallish book boasts
almost five-hundred pages.
First published in 1946 by the
Philosophical Library in New York, it was recently republished by the
Wilco Publishing House in Mumbai. The year of the new publication
is nowhere to be found, but the last year I discovered in a caption
under a photographic plate is 2005. So, it must be at most two years
old. My beloved said she was not sure about her acquisition, but she
felt kind of sorry for the book, which she found in a crowded Zagreb
bookstore. Unmistakably Indian, it looked forlorn on the shelf.
According to the caption, the last photographic plate shows the author
an hour before his death in 1952. Born as Mukunda Lal Ghosh to a
comfortable Bengali family in 1892, he is smiling peacefully. But why
am I going on and on about my beloved’s impromptu gift? Because it
happened to arrive just in time to help me tidy up my life once again.
Perhaps for the last time, too.
THE GREAT BABAJI (May 17, 2007)
On one occasion Babaji’s sacred circle in the Himalayas was disturbed
by the arrival of a stranger. He had climbed with astonishing skill to
the nearly inaccessible ledge near the camp of the master. “Sir, you
must be the great Babaji.” The man’s face was lit with inexpressible
reverence: “For months I have pursued a ceaseless search for you
among these forbidding crags. I implore you to accept me as a
disciple.” When the great guru made no response, the man pointed to
the rocky chasm at his feet: “If you refuse me, I will jump from this
mountain—life has no further value if I cannot win your guidance to
the divine.” “Jump then,” Babaji said unemotionally. “I cannot accept
you in your present state of development.” The man immediately
hurled himself over the cliff. Babaji instructed the shocked disciples to
fetch the stranger’s body. When they returned with the mangled form,
the master placed his divine hand on the dead man. Lo, he opened his
eyes and prostrated himself humbly before the omnipotent one. “You
are now ready for discipleship,” Babaji beamed lovingly at his
resurrected disciple. “You have courageously passed a difficult test.
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Death shall not touch you again—now you are one of our immortal
flock.”
From Paramahansa Yogananda’s Autobiography of a
Yogi, Mumbai: Wilco Publishing House, no year (first
published in 1946), p. 299.
THE WAVE (June 2, 2007)
I acquired my first Bose music machine, the Wave, almost exactly
twenty years ago. I remember unpacking it in my apartment on
Massachusetts Avenue in Cambridge, Massachusetts, together with my
No. 1 son, Marko. He was twelve at the time. The first tape we
listened to was recorded at Gyütö Tantric College in Dalhousie,
Himachal Pradesh, India, by a group of Tibetan Buddhist monks. The
quality of the music machine was such that the sounds of the monks’
deep, throaty voices startled us at first. It was as though they were
right there with us. Now I am listening to the same recording, but on a
compact disk. For some reason, I have put it out of my mind for a
while. And I am listening to it on the Wave once again, but I acquired
this music machine just before I moved from Reading, Berkshire, to
Motovun, Istria. As soon as I heard the chanting, I was transported
back to my Cambridge apartment. Twenty years. An instant.
Addendum (December 20, 2015)
Listening to the same recording so many years later, I am transported
to Cambridge, Massachusetts, and Reading, Berkshire, at the same
time. But I am also squarely here, on top of the Motovun hill. As I am
listening to the chanting of Tibetan Buddhist monks, I am looking at
my paintings all around me. While I am looking at my rendering of
the first and last word, Aum, I am humming along with the monks. My
livingroom is my temple and my tomb, all in one place. The pink glow
of the setting sun completes the serene scene. Time? Space? Timespace? Space-time? Pace Einstein, but these words only make me
smile.
THE FLOATER (June 26, 2007)
Although she came to Motovun about a week ago together with a
group of yoga aficionados, most of whom seem to be Americans, she
is almost always walking around town completely alone. Her head
lifted bizarrely high, her spine bending over backwards a tiny bit, she
moves slowly and dreamily as if she is floating on air. The way she
alternately thrusts forward her hips and her shoulders is so striking that
one feels like jumping up and imitating her at once. Whenever she
floats by, everyone watches her in rapture. But no-one dares attract
her attention, for it is obvious enough that she is not all there. Her
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bright-red lipstick is a giveaway. In fact, she might be quite crazy.
Which is why she would fit perfectly into a Feliniesque movie, where
she would be known simply as the Floater. Moviegoers around the
world would surely love her to bits, too.
AN EXPERIMENT (June 27, 2007)
With a little help from Amazon, I stumbled upon a series of books
about yoga published simultaneously in Nashville, Tennessee, and
London, England, of all places. The series is a creature of our age, as
is its website (www.advancedyogapractices.com). The author is a
certain Yogani, a shadowy American yogi concerned with the
dissemination of knowledge about yoga assembled since time
immemorial by yogis all over the world. The pseudonym is thus allinclusive. Each book in the series is prefaced with the same words. It
is an experiment to see how much about yoga can be conveyed in
writing: “Can books provide us the specific means necessary to tread
the path to enlightenment, or do we have to surrender at the feet of a
guru to find our salvation?” This is an experiment quite to my liking.
More, it is very much my own. Now that I have ordered the whole
series from Amazon, I am a most willing guinea pig, as well. Yogani,
I surrender at your feet here and now!
Addendum (July 18, 2015)
More than eight years later, I still feel no less than fortunate about my
unexpected discovery. I am at Yogani’s feet to this day. Although I
now rarely consult any of the books from his series, which has grown
considerably in the meanwhile, they are always by my side. As I
write, the whole series is within my reach. In other words, the
experiment is still on. Which is why Yogani is among the few
included in my recipe for foolproof subversion that has been at the
center of my attention the last couple of years (“A Recipe for
Foolproof Subversion,” May 14, 2013). Yoga is very much a part of it.
Even more, it is central to it, for it provides the spiritual backbone to
the recipe. As years go by, I am ever more convinced that yoga has
been subversive since its inception more than a couple of millennia
ago. What we call civilization has always needed an escape hatch for
the select few. And what better escape hatch than the path to
enlightenment?!
INSTEAD (July 25, 2007)
After so many horrendous disappointments at the film festival in
Motovun, I am forced to think through my feelings about
contemporary movies. The best I can come up with at the moment is
rather quaint: having veered so far toward the world of yoga, I am
suffering from an ever-greater detachment from the world in which I
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actually live. The so-called western world. The festival only dunks
my nose into it. The mystery that remains concerns the intensity and
color of my emotions. Why outrage? Why despair? Why not grief
and compassion, instead?
THE VOW OF RESIDENCE (August 10, 2007)
As I am reading about the lives of yogis of times past, I am fascinated
by all kinds of vows that they have taken: the wow of silence, the vow
of abstinence, the vow of adherence to a set of principles, and so forth.
For a brief moment I contemplate a vow I could take in my own turn:
the vow of residence. That is, the vow to remain in one place without
ever leaving it even for a walk. The place is Motovun, it goes without
saying. A moment later I pull away from the brink. For better or
worse, I am not yet ready for such a formidable vow. To my
amazement, I have not read about a single yogi who has gone that far,
either.
FRIEND, ENEMY (August 11, 2007)
Feeling quite unfriendly toward the world, I find unexpected comfort
in the words of Paramahansa Yogananda, who quotes directly from the
Bible (James, 4:4): “Whosoever will be a friend of the world is the
enemy of God.”[30] Having checked all the copies of the Bible in my
library, and there are many in different languages, I feel very much
relieved. God’s enemy I will apparently never be.
THE HEART OF YOGA (August 14, 2007)
“Funny,” mused a friend in some confusion when she heard about my
escapade at the last film festival, “I always thought of you as … a
yogi.” Indeed, the guy whom I almost choked to death right in the
middle of the upper square in view of a startled crowd would never
think of me that way. “And yet,” I tried to defend myself, “an entire
chapter of the autobiography of an illustrious yogi written in the first
half of last century was dedicated to a yogi who used to kill tigers with
his bare hands in front of gasping audiences.” Like a lead balloon, my
excuse went exactly nowhere.
“Killing tigers…,” my friends
whispered and averted her eyes in horror. “Well,” I went on anxiously,
burying myself ever deeper into shit, “back then tigers were far from
being endangered.” The Bhagavad Ghita came to me at once, but I
gave up in time. Who would believe it contained the heart of yoga
when it was set just before a fierce battle in which the chief protagonist
was likely to lose his life?
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Addendum (April 3, 2016)
The friend from this story was Vanda Vučinić, David Plant’s then
girlfriend and now wife, who had heard about my escapade at the film
festival a fortnight earlier (“The Joy of Strangling,” July 26, 2007).
She offers a perfect example of how yogis are perceived in the socalled west. Benevolence incarnate, that is. Back then, David Gordon
White’s Sinister Yogis (Chicago and London: The University of
Chicago Press, 2009) was not yet out. As it turns out, I fit the
disparaging perception of yogis rather well. A cheerful murderer, no
less. The next time I see Vanda and Dave, I will recommend White’s
book to them both.
WRITING YOGA (August 22, 2007)
Yoga embraces all kinds of practices, which is rarely appreciated in the
so-called west. There, yoga is usually associated with bodily postures.
As of late, the postures are edging toward the spectacle, too. In the socalled east, though, yoga extends to whatever one does for a living, as
well. A farmer, a blacksmith, or a soldier can practice yoga from day
to day by simply doing what is required of them with due reverence.
Although I do not write for a living, heavens be praised, the reverence
is certainly there. I am a practitioner of writing yoga, which would
need a colorful Indian name to properly impress. Any ideas?
Addendum (October 9, 2016)
So far, no colorful Indian name for writing yoga has come my way.
The best idea I can come up with is that it is a variety of karma yoga,
or yoga of selfless action. The fact that I do not write for a living is
crucial in this connection. But I do not write for any other species of
gain, such as fame or sexual favors. Indeed, I write solely to leave a
trace of my own journey for my own sake, as well as the sake of my
fellow travelers. At any rate, I just searched the World Wide Web for
the word “writing” in Sanskrit. The best translation I have managed to
find is lekha. By the way, this word also stands for “record.” To wit, I
am a practitioner of lekha yoga. Alleluia!
KSHATRIYA (August 23, 2007)
As I am getting ready to go to sleep, I am puffing at a cigar, sipping
beer from a tall glass, and staring absentmindedly at the postcards
strewn across my dining table. My texts pasted on their back, they will
be posted tomorrow morning. All of the postcards in front of me
feature my bruised face in the wake of the climbing accident in the
Alps a bit more than six years ago. Every once in a while I pick up
one of the postcards and stare into my pugnacious eyes. Yes, I
conclude in the end, if I were born in India of old, I would belong to
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the Kshatriya caste. One below the Brahmin caste, which comes
topmost. At first I balk at my unsolicited conclusion, but then I
graciously accept my fate. Priests will forever be ahead of warriors.
No matter what I may wish, I am a whole caste away from that
ineffable something that I yearn for. At least I am aware of my
yearning, or so I console myself before going to bed at long last.
HOLLERING (September 4, 2007)
No matter how much you know about yoga, and no matter how much
you understand it, the trick is in committing yourself to its regular
practice. Before breakfast and dinner, postures followed by breathing
followed by meditation. And so on, and so forth. Every day without
fail. For weeks, months, years unending. That is the gist of yoga.
That is the “yoke” in its mythical Sanskrit translation that you must
accept for your knowledge and understanding to make any difference
in your life. Once regular practice is established, yoga will lead you to
real knowledge and understanding. As well as to enlightenment.
Eventually. By the way, dear reader, I am not talking to you. Rather, I
am hollering to my own self.
Addendum I (October 27, 2007)
Last night I had another talk with myself on the delicate matter of
regular yoga practice. Just before I went to sleep, I repeated all the
arguments in its favor. This time around, I did not holler, though. I
was quite gentle in tone, but I did not mince my words. “If you keep
going like this,” I repeated a few times with growing zeal, “you will
only keep getting older.” In the end, a breakthrough of sorts came to
pass. “Okay,” I relented at last, “this winter is the best time to
establish regular practice.” The only thing that remains to be agreed is
when the winter actually begins. Should it be the Winter Solstice?
But would it not be a bit more practical to start a day or two after New
Year’s? At any rate, the worst is now over. I will settle the exact date
with myself sooner or later. You are my witness, dear reader.
Addendum II (December 6, 2007)
The day has been set at last. It is in my calendar already. And in red.
Exactly a month from now, on Sunday January 6, 2008, I will start my
regular yoga practice come hell or high water. Before breakfast and
dinner, I will begin with postures, continue with breathing, and end
with meditation. Twice a day, every day. Without fail. For weeks,
months, years unending. You will think I am kidding, dear reader, but
this is all thanks to you even though I indeed ventured forth by
hollering to myself.
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Addendum III (January 6, 2008)
The first day of regular yoga practice is now behind me. It took me
quite a while to plan everything in minute detail. I had to decide on so
many seemingly trivial things that did not even cross my mind at the
outset. Should I use the alarm clock to wake up for the morning
practice? If so, when should I set it for? Should I shower before the
morning practice? Should I be naked or dressed? If I should be
dressed, what should I wear? Should I use the alarm clock to remind
me of the afternoon practice once again? If so, when should I set it
for? And so on, and so forth. I can always change many of my
decisions as I go along, but now I have my new routine pinned down
for a good start. Anyhow, dear reader, you will be relieved to learn
that hollering, too, is now well behind me.
Addendum IV (March 6, 2008)
After two full months, during which I have not missed a single
morning or afternoon of yoga practice, I can say only a few things.
Most important, I cannot imagine ever dropping the just-acquired
habit. It has become so entrenched in my daily life that my pledge
already feels perfectly safe and sound. Next, I cannot boast of any
great achievements, but I now know so many things that I could not
have known before embarking on regular practice. I know my
postures by heart, I know how to sit both for breathing and for
meditation, and I know how to control many of my mind’s little tricks
throughout practice. Last, I feel that I will need a couple of years to
reach a point when palpable achievements will become quite normal. I
do not wish to rush them, though. Everything will come in its own
turn. For the time being, this is more than enough for me. Dear
reader, is it not time that you stop hollering to yourself? Regular yoga
practice is surely within your reach, too.
TO REPAIR THE DAMAGE (September 21, 2007)
Intelligence of the human species can be defined with good precision:
it is high enough to fatally damage its natural habitat, but too low to
repair the damage.
CONFUSION OF MEMORY (October 26, 2007)
If the perception of one mind by another mind be postulated, we would
have to assume an endless number of them, and the result would be
confusion of memory.
From Sri Swami Satchidananda, The Yoga Sutras of
Patanjali, Book 4, Sutra 21, Buckingham, Virginia:
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Integral Yoga Publications, 2007 (first published in
1978), p. 218.
Addendum (January 24, 2008)
Even if the perception of one mind by that same mind at a different
time be postulated, we would have to assume an endless number of
them, and the result would still be confusion of memory. For a mind at
one time is not the same as that very mind at another time. Memory
changes just as mind does, as well. But to ward of any possibility of
memory confusion, I date my addenda with meticulous care
nonetheless.
HOMO HOMINI (December 25, 2007)
What was it with my worthy predecessors? Both Hobbes (1588-1679)
in his Leviathan and before him Plautus (c. 254-184 B.C.) in his
Asinaria went for the poor wolf, as though it was the worst beast they
could come up with. Was it blindness? Dearth of historical
perspective? Sheer folly? Or lack of real courage? At any rate, there
can be hardly any question any longer about the worst beast of all.
Humans beware of yourselves: Homo homini homo.
A YOGIC PREFACE TO MY RESIDUA (January 6, 2008)
In our daily lives we always work with two categories of thoughts—
selfish and selfless ones. Now, we know that selfish thoughts will
bring misery and selfless ones will leave us in peace. How are we to
know whether our thoughts are selfless or not? We have to watch
carefully the moment a thought arises in the mind. We become
analysts. This itself is yoga practice—watching our own thoughts and
analyzing them.
From Sri Swami Satchidananda, The Yoga Sutras of
Patanjali, Commentary to Book 1, Sutra 5,
Buckingham, Virginia: Integral Yoga Publications,
2007 (first published in 1978), p. 11.
Addendum (December 6, 2017)
This felicitous quote was plucked on the day I started my regular yoga
practice, which was on my mind for quite a while (“Hollering,”
September 4, 2007). And I followed Satchidananda’s advice for many
a year. I watched my own thoughts and analyzed them earnestly. In
the end, my liberation was marked by abandoning thought at will and
for as long as I wished (“No-Bullshit Enlightenment,” January 18,
2016). To my joy, there is not a trace of selfishness in my liberation.
It is as selfless as selfless can be. Alleluia!
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THE TYRANNY OF THOUGHT (January 11, 2008)
Staring at the fire is one of the oldest pastimes of our species. And one
of the most dearly loved ones, as well. As I was staring at the fire this
evening, I asked myself for the first time why this was so. The speed
with which I came up with a plausible answer worried me at first, but
to no avail. It persisted. More, it demanded to be jotted down for
posterity. Anyhow, staring at the fire occupies our mind so fully that it
is prevented from forming any thoughts. Put differently, it liberates us
from the tyranny of thought for as long as we wish—that is, for as long
as we keep staring at the fire. The only awkward bit in my answer is
the answer itself. Why in the world did staring at the fire fail me this
evening among evenings?
MAHARISHI MAHESH YOGI: A LETTER TO THE ECONOMIST
(February 19, 2008)
Your obituary of Maharishi Mahesh Yogi hints a few times too often
that he was after money and nothing but money (February 16, 2008).
You even call him a tycoon in the subtitle. But it is clear from
everything you dish out that the money he was after actually went into
spreading the word of world peace. It was needed to cover the
expenses of teaching the teachers, publishing, building and upkeep of
ashrams, and the like. In this regard he was very like Paramahansa
Yogananda before him or Yogi Bhajan, among others, after him. For
yogi economics is not about the posh life of the yogi or yogini at the
center of a movement, who invariably need next to nothing in their
daily lives; rather, it is about spreading the word. And it is invariably
the word of world peace. Hardly a bad way to spend money in a world
forever rent by war, you must admit.
COLD ZEN (February 27, 2008)
I have been suffering from a running nose for weeks. Most of this
month has been rather chilly, but the last few days have been
horrendous. Day after day, Motovun is wrapped into a thick, wet fog
from dawn till dusk. The temperature has dropped precipitously, as
well, but it is still above freezing. My cold has gotten worse, too. It is
ever harder to breathe, especially in the wee hours, when I toss in bed.
I have developed a nasty cough, which is occasionally hard to control.
Now and then I get an attack of sneezing so persistent and violent that
I fear it will never end. Most of the time I just sit and stare out of my
head, though. The only good thing is that I still do not have a fever.
Make that two good things, instead: for days upon days I have had not
a single thought.
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Addendum (December 21, 2015)
It is an enormous joy to come across a piece such as this one on a
random journey through my writings. Yes, I feel like shouting at the
top of my voice, the tyranny of thought is the greatest tyranny of all.
And the greatest task lying ahead is to shake it away once and for all.
The fucking tyranny. Even illness is a godsend in this context, as this
piece amply demonstrates. The same holds for senile dementia.
Perhaps even death is superior to perpetual slavery to the nagging mind
that never stops churning and baying for attention. The last sentence
of this piece cannot but make me smile, though. Ah, what a joy it is to
read it over and over again. And out loud. For what can possibly beat
days upon days without a single thought?!
DOUBLING (March 11, 2008)
The weather is pretty dismal. Having taken care of many a chore, I am
sitting alone and sipping wine. From time to time my thoughts
stumble upon the future. Things to do. Ways forward. Goals to reach.
Without warning, a thought shapes in my mind: when in doubt, double
the time dedicated to regular yoga practice. As of the beginning of this
year, I am doing postures, breathing, and meditation twice a day. The
postures and breathing take five minutes each, and meditation takes
twenty minutes. Double all the numbers, and there will be an hour of
regular practice twice a day. Double it three times in a row, and there
will be eight hours of yoga each and every day. Assuming that eight
hours is quite enough for sleeping, this would leave eight hours for all
the rest. Plenty, I would guess. How many years could it take me to
reach the fourth and final doubling? Eight, say, by which time I will
be seventy. When I finished all these calculations, a big smile
appeared on my face. It lingered. If plans are needed, now I surely
have one. And the future looks bright.
Addendum (September 25, 2016)
A bit more than eight years later, my erstwhile calculations make me
smile. At seventy, I still have similar thoughts about things to do,
ways forward, and goals to reach. And they have to do with yoga to
this day. This time around, though, I am thinking about doubling the
amount of time I spend without a thought in my head. And then
doubling it again and again, until eight hours is left for nothing but
sleeping. My liberation stretched to its biological limits, as it were.
As far as goals worth pursuing are concerned, none can match total and
complete thoughtlessness.
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AYAM (March 22, 2008)
For our practice of deep meditation, we will use I am as our mantra. It
is for the sound that we will use I am, not for the meaning of it. The
meaning has an obvious significance in English, and I am has a
religious meaning in the English Bible, as well. But we will not use I
am for the meaning—only for the sound. We can also spell it Ayam.
No meaning there, is there? Only the sound. That is what we want. If
your first language is not English, you may spell the sound
phonetically in your own language, if you wish.
From Yogani’s Deep Meditation: Pathway to Personal
Freedom, Nashville, Tennessee, and London, England:
AYP Publishing, 2005, p. 8.
Addendum I (March 3, 2016)
As soon as I read these words by Yogani, I adopted his mantra. There
was no hesitation on my part. None whatsoever. Eight years later, the
mantra is very much my own. As of late, it has become quite crucial
on my daily round. Whenever a thought starts forming in my mind
against my will, I cut it short with the mantra: “Ayam.” It comes close
enough to Aum, the word of words. Most important, it works.
Whenever I decide to rid myself of all thought, I revert to the mantra if
and when a thought starts forming in my mind. Which is why I feel
grateful to Yogani to this day. And I recommend the mantra with all
my heart. It is a thought slayer to be reckoned with.
Addendum II (December 18, 2017)
To round off this story, I would like to add that any mantra one choses
is as good as any other in the practice of yoga. There is nothing
special about any one of them, that is. The essential thing is to
obliterate thought. For this purpose, any old mantra would do.
Returning to Yogani, his offer is of interest on two accounts. To begin
with, it comes close to Aum, as pointed out in the first addendum. The
word of words is soothing to both mind and body. In addition,
Yogani’s mantra is funny, for it spells out in plain English the very
opposite of what yoga is about. Which is why he advises that it is not
used for the meaning, but only for the sound. Funny past compare,
indeed.
THE GERM OF MYSTICISM (March 28, 2008)
One of the first recorded mentions of the word “Sufism” is in
connection with one Abu Hashim, who lived and taught about 753
A.D., while about a half-century later the sect sprang into prominence
in Persia, Abul Said Abul Khair, Dhul Nun al Misri, and others
spreading its teaching vigorously. Some of the best authorities trace it
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back to the very time of Mohammed himself, claiming there is
historical evidence to prove that Ali, the Favorite Disciple of the
Prophet, was a Sufi and really founded the sect in an inner circle of the
new religion. But there are numerous legendary fragments tending to
prove that the teachings of Sufism existed in the lands conquered by
Mohammed long before his advent, having been taught there by
wandering Vedantists from India, and which secret teachings were
adopted by those of Mohammed’s followers who were mystically
inclined, and who were not willing to part with their favorite
philosophy in spite of their adherence to the doctrines of the new
Prophet. At any rate, it may be said safely that Mohammed had no
share in keeping alive the germ of mysticism, for he was opposed to it,
and taught positively against it.
From Yogi Ramacharaka’s The Philosophies and
Religions of India, Mumbai: Wilco Publishing House,
2005 (year of first publication not given), p. 152.
KEY WORDS OR PHRASES (March 30, 2008)
Every website sports a list of key words or phrases. This is what
search engines look for before delving deeper into the meat of the site.
Although the search process is a bit of a mystery even to the most
ardent denizens of the World Wide Web, these words or phrases are
indispensable. My Residua site is no different. And here is my list as
it stands on this very day:
Ranko Bon, Motovun, Montona, Cave Art, Abstract
Art, Entoptic Forms, Mondrian, Kandinsky, Malevich,
Bon Yoga, Bon Buddhism, The Economist, Zen, 1968,
Marx, Hegel, Postcards, Venice, Altered States of
Consciousness, Shamanism, Tantra, Adorno, MIT,
Belgrade, Sufism, Mysticism.
At first blush, there are few surprises here for those who know me. As
always, the key is in the connections between these many words and
phrases. The only problem is that it takes almost two-million words to
discover all the connections in my writings, and the number of words
is growing by the day. But do not despair, dear reader. With a little bit
of luck, you may solve the mystery even before I do.
Addendum I (December 10, 2014)
From time to time, I think about this list of key words or phrases,
which has not been changed for more than six years now. Some strike
me as outdated. For instance, my letters to the editor of The Economist
are history by now. Adorno is ever farther from my heart, as well.
And altered states of consciousness have not been on my mind for
several years in a row. Similarly, some new key words or phrases
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beckon every now and then. Climate change comes to mind at once.
Zagreb would be a welcome addition to the list, as well. And so would
be Proust. But I am not even close to deciding on any of these
changes. Every time I try to nudge myself in that direction, I recoil at
once in fear bordering on panic. Why rush? How to be sure of any
changes? In short, chances are that the current list will keep going for
many more years. This is an important decision that will take a while
longer to come to fruition. Besides, now I have nearly three-million
words to think about. Dear reader, are you still there?
Addendum II (January 18, 2016)
Even though I am still loath of touching the existing list, new key
words and phrases keep popping up in my mind. Enlightenment is one
of them, and it is increasingly closer to my heart. Patanjali is
conspicuous by his absence. And so is Nietzsche. The Book of the
Thousand Nights and One Night is most important to me, but its title
strikes me as too long for comfort. Lovelock needs to be added to the
list, as well. Concerning the existing list, I would like to replace
abstract art with geometric art, which is much closer to what I have
actually dealt with. As I said in the first addendum, altered states of
conscience are out of place on the list. And so on, and so forth. Alas,
chances are that the number of addenda to this piece will grow and
grow, but the list itself will remain untouched for quite a while. Silly
old me.
Addendum III (March 29, 2017)
The list of key words or phrases for my Residua website crosses my
mind more often than I would expect, let alone wish, but I am
unwilling to do a thing about it to this day. Let it wait. It will take me
a few more years to make up my mind on the final list, I reckon. One
way or another, there is nothing pressing about this particular chore,
anyhow. Still, how would the list look were I to nail it down on this
very day? Although I am a tad uncomfortable with this exercise,
which strikes me as futile at best, here is today’s list in its entirety:
Ranko Bon, Motovun, Montona, Cave Art, Geometric
Art, Entoptic Forms, Shamanism, David LewisWilliams, 1797, Montaigne, Pascal, Proust, Freedom of
Expression, Bon Buddhism, Bon Yoga, Primitive
Communism, Mondrian, Kandinsky, Malevich, 1204,
Human Stupidity, Survival, Taoism, Zen, Sufism, 1968,
Space Colonization, Posthistory, Tacitus, Seneca,
Hegel, Marx, Nietzsche, Adorno, Baby Boom, 2001,
Climate Change, James Lovelock, 828, Venice, Istria,
Mediterranean, 1453, Tilopa, Foolproof Subversion,
Aesop, Homer, Dostoevsky, Kafka, Borges, Zagreb,
Belgrade, Harvard, MIT, Patanjali, Enlightenment,
Haiku, Issa, Strasbourg, Disaster Management.
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There. One more time, I will give it a few more years, by which time
my magnum opus will settle down, as it were. Most important, I hope
that the number of key words or phrases will dwindle over time. There
are sixty of them on this list, whereas the original one has only twentysix. More than about thirty of them would be unwise, I guess. Not for
nothing are they called key words or phrases. Key is the word. The
above profusion is not only unwise, but also outright reckless. Still,
putting more than forty years of uninterrupted writing into a
straightforward list of words or phrases remains a challenge to behold.
I am not complaining, though. The challenge is right up my alley.
ITS OTHER NAME (April 2, 2008)
Susan Blackmore has been on my mind the last few days. Or weeks.
Every now and then I remember the last few pages of her wonderful
book, The Meme Machine.[31] To wit, the ultimate rebellion is the
letting go of all rebellion (“The Ultimate Rebellion,” October 21,
2006). But why am I returning to her conclusions at this particular
time? Although one cannot be sure about such things, it seems that I
am having some difficulties with the ultimate rebellion. Judging by
Blackmore’s crammed site on the World Wide Web, which I revisited
today, she is having similar difficulties, too. The letting go of all
rebellion does not come easily. Not in the least. Actually, it is the
most difficult feat of all. Enlightenment is its other name.
Addendum (April 3, 2008)
As a matter of course, I sent this piece to Susan Blackmore. “Hope
you are well,” I closed my electronic-mail message. “Thanks,” she
responded within minutes. “Dead right! Letting go, as you say, is not
trivial!” God bless the World Wide Web, as I like to repeat ad
infinitum.
MATING SWASTIKAS (April 8, 2008)
My last painting shows two swastikas meeting. Actually, mating. One
is moving to the right and the other to the left. They are shown at the
moment when two of their forward-reaching arms touch. One “frame”
later, two of their arms would become interlocked. After two frames,
their union would form a cross embedded in a square, looking like a
window with four square panes. The union represents the end of
movement, as well. Much nonsense has been written about left and
right swastikas, but my painting shows them together and united. If
Bon Buddhism needs a symbol, here it is. And it is tantric to boot.
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Addendum I (April 9, 2008)
On the other side of the wooden board I painted the face of an Afghan
horseman from one of my many Beluch rugs. Sadly, the marvelous
horses are too large for my boards. Given my standard four-by-six
grid, a single horse would take at least fifteen boards. At any rate, the
horseman’s face is good enough for my purposes. Each of his eyes is
very like a window with four square panes. The end of all movement
in each of the eyes. The mating swastikas united for true. No less than
twice, too.
Addendum II (June 5, 2008)
The face of the Afghan horseman stares at me from the Beluch rug
twice a day as I am going through the regular yoga practice on the
futon in my bedroom. As a matter of fact, it is me who stares at it
while I am perched breathless in the cobra posture, or bhujangasana.
Facing it each morning and evening, I am growing fond of that
impassive face. And it seems to be growing fond of me, too, I dare to
say. Each and every time I go through the yoga postures, the Afghan
horseman and I stare at each other without flinching. Without a
thought. It is as though the two of us are meant to practice together the
cobra posture for years on end. The painting on the livingroom wall
only accentuates our camaraderie. Our joint endeavor. And our slow
mastery of old yoga.
Addendum III (August 13, 2015)
I was taken aback when I came across the original piece in one of my
random searches through my magnum opus. “If Bon Buddhism needs
a symbol,” I read, “here it is.” Well, Bon Buddhism does not need a
symbol. Period. A bit more than seven years later, I was really
surprised by the idea. I could not believe that I offered it, either. At the
time, I must have been fascinated with tantric imagery, or yantra. But
if Bon Buddhism can be associated with any sort of imagery, my Cave
Art Now opus surely qualifies as a whole, for shamanism is at its root.
In fact, my paintings cannot be separated from my spiritual
development, which bifurcated into Bon Buddhism and Bon Yoga. At
any rate, neither of the two is in need of any symbol at all. Perish the
thought.
CAN COME UNBIDDEN (April 12, 2008)
Mystical experience transcends all religions and cultures, though each
mystic tends to describe his experiences in the jargon of his particular
religion or culture. But the sense of the unity of all things, the heart of
the mystical experience, is not confined to followers of specific
religions, and peak experiences of a spiritual nature can come
unbidden to people who neither seek nor cultivate them.
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From James Hewitt’s The Complete Yoga Book: The
Yoga of Breathing, Meditation, and Postures, London:
Rider, 1991 (first published in 1977), p. 375.
IRREGULAR YOGA PRACTICE (April 24, 2008)
Late this afternoon, instead of my regular yoga practice, my beloved
entertained me with, for lack of a more felicitous turn of phrase,
irregular yoga practice.
KUNDALINI YOGA (May 7, 2008)
As I am ploughing through John Horgan’s Rational Mysticism:
Spirituality Meets Science in the Search for Enlightenment,[32] which
arrived by mail two days ago, I feel slightly annoyed. I am well into
the second chapter, but I am finding little of what I am looking for.
And then I bump into familiar words. “Why is a mushroom a more
absurd route to God,” the author asks one of his interviewees,
theologian Steven Katz of Boston University, “than kundalini yoga or
flagellation or the study of Kabala?”[33] As I re-read the words
“kundalini yoga,” I take a deep breath, which reminds me of my
regular yoga practice. Without warning, my whole body is electrified
by a strong current rushing up my spine. Staring in front of me, I
freeze rigid. The current pulsates through my entire body for about a
minute, and then it subsides. My eyes unlock. As my body relaxes, I
look back on the page. Kundalini yoga for true, which suggests that
Horgan’s book is not entirely in vain.
THOSE WHO LIVE BY THE WORD (May 19, 2008)
For an indulgent moment, I wondered if James Austin, in spite of his
demurral, might be one of the rare “living Buddhas” that he suggests
are scattered around the earth. But no, I decided, he is just a man at
peace with himself and his life—an accomplishment rare in its own
right. I would certainly settle for that. Austin cautioned in Zen and the
Brain that “most aspirants, perhaps authors in particular, will remain at
best partially enlightened.”[34] Those who live by the word, he
seemed to be suggesting, pay a price for it.
From John Horgan’s Rational Mysticism: Spirituality
Meets Science in the Search for Enlightenment, Boston:
Houghton Mifflin, 2003, p. 136.
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ITS HEALING POWER (May 22, 2008)
The weather has been so appalling for so many days that I had to resort
to a few hours of loud African music. Science will eventually unearth
its healing power.
ATTENTION (May 24, 2008)
According to Zen legend, when a visitor asked the Fifteenth Century
master Ikkyu to write down a maxim of “the highest wisdom,” Ikkyu
wrote one word: “Attention.” The visitor asked, irritably: “Is that all?”
This time, Ikkyu wrote two words: “Attention. Attention.”
From John Horgan’s Rational Mysticism: Spirituality
Meets Science in the Search for Enlightenment, Boston:
Houghton Mifflin, 2003, p. 226.
Addendum I (November 29, 2016)
Wonderful, this. “Attention,” I keep repeating to myself whenever I
bungle something, which I do often enough. And it applies all the
time, as well as everywhere. “Attention, attention,” I keep repeating to
myself day after day. Slowly but surely, I bungle things ever less
often, as well as ever less precipitously. The mother of all wisdoms,
master Ikkyu be praised.
Addendum II (October 10, 2021)
At the risk of repeating myself way too often, attention is best learned
from animals in our wake (Addendum I of February 26, 1994, to “On
Masters and Disciples,” January 1, 1994). The animal in us knows all
there is to know about this world of ours (“The Animal in Us,”
November 4, 1993). The only impediment is domestication, which
also applies to humans (“Past Domestication,” January 3, 2012; and
“Dedomestication,” October 1, 2014). Anyhow, our pets are our best
teachers, and especially when we are close to snuffing it (“Gentle
Teachers,” January 20, 2021; and “Our Best Teacher,” May 25, 2021).
But master Ikkyu is always there to remind us of the oldest trick in the
animal world: “Attention.” Or, for those who are dimwitted, here is
the highest wisdom in no more than two words: “Attention.
Attention.”
HEAVEN, HELL (May 29, 2008)
Wherever you are, you have to learn to handle things properly. You
can’t always change environments, running here and there. But once
you know how to handle one small family, you can handle a larger
group. A family life is a training place for public life. If you can’t
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face a sharp word from your mate, how can you face such words from
a stranger? The world is a training place where you learn to use the
world without getting attached. Instead of saying, “To one of
discrimination, everything is painful,” it becomes, “To one of
discrimination, everything is pleasurable.” A person with such an
understanding has the magic wand to convert everything into
happiness. Pleasure and pain are but the outcome of your approach.
The same world can be a heaven or a hell.
From Sri Swami Satchidananda, The Yoga Sutras of
Patanjali, Commentary to Book 2, Sutra 15,
Buckingham, Virginia: Integral Yoga Publications,
2007 (first published in 1978), p. 102.
HIS OWN SEARCH (June 3, 2008)
Soon after I start reading James Austin’s Zen and the Brain,[35] I
bump into a section entitled “A Brief Outline of Zen History.”[36] In
the fourth paragraph he introduces Siddhartha Gautama, who vowed to
take up his own search for the meaning of existence when he was
twenty-nine years old.[37] I immediately jot in the margin that this
was my age when I started my Residua, too. In the following
paragraph Austin mentions that the Buddha reached supreme
enlightenment six years later at the age of thirty-five.[38] As I am
sixty-two at the moment, I immediately draw a sad face in the margin.
And then I laugh. I am happy about the Buddha’s own search, that is.
THE SERENITY (June 9, 2008)
After more than half a year of regular yoga practice, I feel steadier.
More focused. And ever more deeply rooted. Serenity is now
descending upon me by the day. But it is not the serenity of the kind I
expected. Or perhaps even feared. The serenity of a wimp, that is.
Rather, it is the serenity of a samurai. Day by day, I feel readier to
sally forth when duty calls. And to chop off a villain’s head without
dread. Without hesitation. As well as without second thoughts. I feel
readier to leave this mortal coil with ease and perhaps even joy. God
be praised, the serenity that is now descending upon me is entirely to
my archaic taste.
ENLIGHTENMENT (June 10, 2008)
I wonder how many people I happen to know would understand a
single word if I were to tell them about the one and only remaining
goal in my life: enlightenment.
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Addendum (September 18, 2010)
Well, I wonder whether I would even dare broach the subject of
enlightenment as the one and only remaining goal in my life with any
of the people I happen to know. With the exception of my beloved, I
hasten to add. We do return to it every now and then, but mainly when
I try to remind her of the proper place in my life of everything else I
am doing—such as writing, painting, or partaking in local politics.
Which is why we do touch upon enlightenment on occasion, albeit
only briefly and, well, rather superficially. Returning to all the others,
I would surely not dare mention it, as I confessed at the outset. In fact,
this would not even cross my mind, no matter how fleetingly. And I
sometimes wonder why this is the case. Is this an index of spiritual
backwardness of the people who surround me? Or is it perhaps an
index of my own spiritual progress toward the one and only remaining
goal in my life?
KRISHNA’S REMINDER (June 12, 2008)
If thou will not fight thy battle of life because in selfishness thou art
afraid of the battle, thy resolution is in vain: nature will compel thee.
From The Bhagavad Gita, translated by Juan Mascaró,
Harmondsworth, Middlesex: Penguin Books, 1962, p.
120.
Addendum (January 24, 2016)
Krishna’s words are surprisingly fresh in my mind whenever I come
across them. What surprises me most of all is the date when this quote
was plucked from one of my favorite books of old. I decided to
abandon the battle against crooked golf in Motovun four months later,
but then I was compelled to rejoin the battle by the end of the year. In
retrospect, Krishna’s reminder sounded almost miraculous. Just before
the municipal elections, in which I played a conspicuous part, the then
mayor of the hilltown came up with no less than three court cases
against me, which were resolved in Croatian courts only six years later.
The saga continues to this day, though, because I ultimately took
Croatia to the court in Strasbourg. My human rights were trampled by
the mayor and his political patrons in Istria and the Croatian capital,
where golf was concocted into yet another scam to enrich the corrupt
political elite. I expect the final decision sometime this year, but I
rarely think about it. Whatever the court ultimately decides will be
fine with me at this stage. At long last, nature cannot compel me to
fight any longer. By now, Krishna is but a good friend of mine. And
enlightenment now strikes me as a piece of cake.
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THE DAZZLING SHOW (June 19, 2008)
Staring at shadows of towering chestnut trees projected on the hotel
terrace pavement on a blustery day is very like staring at a huge fire.
The sparkling, the spinning, the flashing. The mind is occupied so
fully by the dazzling show that all thoughts are obliterated as if by
miracle. As miracles go, none is more miraculous, either.
MEDITOL (July 17, 2008)
I dreamt that enlightenment became all the rage. Everyone wanted it,
and now. Ads like “Why wait for enlightenment?” sprung up
everywhere. And so did drugs to get one there as soon as possible.
One of the most famous was Meditol. The name of the drug was still
with me when I woke up. All one needed to do was to take a pill in
place of the morning and evening meditation, and the magical drug
would do the rest. It was a matter of days or weeks, Meditol ads
claimed. The only other thing I remember from my dream is that I
was very much annoyed with the new craze. More, I was really
exasperated. But no-one would listen to me when I argued over and
over again that enlightenment cannot possibly be reached by means of
drugs. Everyone I talked to took me for an old curmudgeon who
missed the point of the whole thing.
BY ITS SCARY NAME (July 30, 2008)
When I rave about the enlightenment, people do listen to me. At least
some of them. But I have learnt never ever to mention the
enlightenment by its scary name.
THE FUGITIVE (September 20, 2008)
Soon after I started my morning meditation, I saw a scene that
reminded me of an old and faded Western movie. There were two men
riding at a leisurely pace through a prairie. They were talking. Out of
the blue, one of them dashed away as fast as he could. The other
stopped his horse, pulled out his rifle, and aimed it at the fugitive. He
shot twice but missed both times, and then his rifle seized. Beside
himself with anger, he grabbed the rifle by the muzzle and spurred his
horse into pursuit. When he caught up with the fugitive, he slammed
him over the head with the butt of his rifle with all his might. The
fugitive slumped forward, slid from his horse, and fell to the ground.
At this point the scene dissolved and I resumed my meditation. An
hour or so later, I am still puzzled by what I saw.
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OR WHAT? (September 20, 2008)
Not rarely, I envy all kinds of animals, many of them rather simple.
But I have never caught myself envying humans, no matter how
simple. Some paradox, or what?
Addendum (December 27, 2015)
If this sounds hard to believe, I can only repeat after myself: I have
never caught myself envying humans, no matter their fame, fortune, or
sexual favors at their disposal. Not once, and this also applies to a bit
more than seven years since this haiku was penned. But my envy of
animals has been growing all the while, and according to law. To
begin with, the longer I get in the tooth, the more I envy them. I have
also noticed that the animals I envy are rather simple, indeed. Most
important, the closer to the human species they are, the less I envy
them. Chimpanzees I do not envy at all, for instance. They are
relatives too close for comfort. As years go by, I find myself heading
down the evolutionary ladder. At the moment, I am most envious of
invertebrates. But bacteria keep beckoning from afar…
ARTHUR KOESTLER TO THE RESCUE (October 3, 2008)
Suddenly remembering Arthur Koestler’s famous essay, “The Yogi
and the Commissar” (1945), I searched my Residua on the World
Wide Web with the word “revolution” on the one hand, and words
“yoga” or “yogi” on the other. At first glance, the results are far from
surprising, as the first word appears ever less often and the second two
pop up ever more often as years go by. But details are still of some
interest. Although the usage of the word “revolution” peaks in 1979,
when it appears sixteen times, it rapidly declines in the early 1980s,
and it pops up only a few times a year all the way to the present.
However, it appears as many as eight times in 2006, which is worth
investigating further. Now, words “yoga” or “yogi” do not appear at
all before 1994, and they pop up ever more frequently ever since.
More specifically, they appear eleven times in 2006, thirteen times in
2007, and fourteen times so far this year. As it seems, the peak is still
some way away. Anyhow, Koestler’s essay seems to be worth
rereading so many years later. Although he meant to shed light on two
kinds of people, perhaps he inadvertently shed light on two ages of
each person. Come to think of it, is there any difference between the
two?
BLINDED BY THE SUN (October 16, 2008)
The day is delightful. I am sitting in an outdoors café in my T-shirt.
Blinded by the sun, which is already quite low even in the early
afternoon, I start listening. By and by, I become all ears. The sounds
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of people swarming around me turn out to be surprisingly soothing: the
faint squeal of baby-carriage wheels, the snippets of conversation, the
rustle of leaves, the thud of high heels… Out of the blue, I start
reprimanding myself for missing all this most of the time. I am too
visual, too sensitive to my eyes. That is, too oblivious to the audible
world around me. And then I solemnly promise myself to start paying
more attention to my ears. As well as my skin, my tongue, and my
nose. So as to make sure that I will stick with my decision, I couch it
in terms of yoga. Well, tantra yoga, to be exact. The world must be
embraced entire. And with the entire body, too.
Addendum (January 23, 2016)
Yes, the animal. No sense must be left out. And I am not alone among
humans in being too visual, too sensitive to my eyes. It is a common
failing, no doubt. Which reminds me of Zen master Ikkyu once again
(“Attention,” May 24, 2008). But pay attention to your ears, skin,
tongue, and nose, as well. Learn from the animal in you, that is. If
there is no Zen or yoga master around, abandon all thought and let
your body lead you back to your roots. Soon enough, the world will
embrace you entire. The animal in your flesh and bones has been
longing for you since the beginning of time.
THE SEVEN-YEAR LIFE CYCLE (October 23, 2008)
I have long been fascinated by the seven-year life cycle, which seems
to be a part of the Indian lore. I have found these cycles to be rather
close to the important stages in my own life, and I am therefore very
much aware that the next cycle of seven years will start in less than six
months, when I will turn sixty-three. And thus I was not surprised this
afternoon when I found myself jotting down the most important years
in my adult life and connecting them to the seven cycles in an
increasingly complex diagram that spread over an entire page.
The period from the ages of twenty-one to twenty-eight (1967-1974)
can be best described by the word “revolution.” No matter how brief,
the 1968 student uprising in Belgrade was undoubtedly one of the most
important events in my life. Having finished my undergraduate
education in 1969, and having served in the army from 1969 to 1970,
the rest of this period I spent studying in the States. I was very serious
about my graduate studies at Harvard and MIT, but much of my time
was still dedicated to figuring out how to turn the world upside down.
The bulk of the period from twenty-eight to thirty-five (1974-1981) I
spent in Slovenia. “Profession” was the key word of the period, but
revolution certainly came a close second. Having gotten my doctorate
in 1975, I moved to Slovenia the same year, and stayed there through
1979, when I returned to the States. My professional work took much
of my time and energy, but I was still deeply concerned with the
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critique of the world in which I lived, albeit from a revolutionary
perspective.
Between the ages of thirty-five and forty-two (1981-1988) I was fully
dedicated to economics. “Science” would be the best word for these
years, for mathematics was my main tool of economic analysis. Much
of this period I taught at MIT, and at the time it seemed I was in
perfect bliss. Important results in economics appeared to be within my
reach, and I felt I was unto something truly important.
From forty-two to forty-nine (1988-1995) my interests switched quite
radically. In 1989 I decided to leave the States, and I moved to
England in 1990. The key word of the period was “family.” Even
though I was still involved with science, much of my time was
dedicated to nursing my second family along. Having failed quite
miserably the first time around, I did my best to do better this time. In
1993 my parents fled to England from the war in Yugoslavia, and my
dedication to family affairs only grew with their arrival.
The period from the ages of forty-nine to fifty-six (1995-2002) was
dedicated mostly to “art.” Family still played an important part in my
life, and my art revolved around the family, but the emphasis
nonetheless shifted from the former to the latter. Art was uppermost
on my mind close to the end of this cycle, and once again I felt that I
had a chance of giving it a new lease on life. I was in England all of
these years, but my second family fell apart in 2000. I decided to retire
in 2001, and I bought a house in Croatia in 2002.
Between the ages of fifty-six and sixty-three (2002-2009) I will have
lived in Motovun almost the entire period. And the name of the
hilltown is the best word to describe these years. I went as far as to
call it the center of the world, which I took almost literally. Having
fallen in love with Motovun hook, line, and sinker, I dedicated nearly
all of my energies to its past, present, and future. But that life cycle
seems to be behind me already.
And now I am facing the tenth seven-year cycle of my life (20092016). At this moment I cannot be sure where I will spend the bulk of
this period, but the word that will describe it best is surely “yoga.”
The place will therefore matter ever less as years go by. Perhaps I will
stay in Motovun, but I cannot be sure about that, for much will depend
on the future development of the town and its surroundings. At any
rate, yoga will occupy me ever more. It is hard to tell how the coming
cycle will end, but I do have high hopes for it. If everything goes well,
the cycles will gradually lose their meaning.
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A NOISE-FREE ENVIRONMENT (November 21, 2008)
Even in a noise-free environment, such as an anechoic chamber, two
sounds can always be heard: the low-pitched sound of blood in
circulation and the high-pitched sound of the nervous system in
operation (“Mysteries of the Organism,” July 6, 1982). After nearly a
year of regular yoga practice, I can hear both sounds not only while
meditating, but all the time. No matter how loud the environment, the
sounds are always there. One way or another, I now live in a noisefree environment all my own.
WHO IS YOGA? (November 26, 2008)
Thus the title of the next and most likely the last selection from my
Residua. I have yet to start working on it, and it may take me many
years before I complete it, but the book’s title has come to me today
out of the blue. This is a worthy start, anyhow. As is only appropriate,
it is an echo of the title of Giuseppe Mastruzzo’s book that I had
helped publish years ago: Who is Art?[39] In it, he is calling for “an
art which does not look for its author’s glory.”[40] More, he is calling
for an art in which the author qua author does not figure at all. Not
surprisingly, I have written about my friend’s poignant book already
(“Two Roads,” November 5, 2000). When I stumbled upon this piece
today, I immediately realized it would figure prominently in my
selection on yoga. Art and yoga as I understand them have quite a lot
in common, at any rate.
Addendum I (November 28, 2008)
In response to this piece, which I sent him via electronic mail, my old
friend Giuseppe has these words: “Whenever his old friend Ranko
quotes his authorship, Fra' Peppino, the castigator of all authorship, is
extremely pleased.” This nickname of his has stuck ever since his
monastery bout several years back. And in response to his response, I
have a single word: “Bravo!”
Addendum II (June 20, 2013)
Nearly five years later, what is going on with the promised book? It is
getting bulkier by the day, but it is far from finished. The way I am
going, it may take me as many more years to complete it. If I ever
manage to do it, I hasten to add. For the last selection from my
magnum opus will be a book to remember. One way or another, it will
provide a new beginning for this ancient art. The art of making
oneself. Enough boasting, though. The proof will be in the pudding
rather than my lambast. In the meanwhile, be patient, dear reader.
Luckily for you, every step in my progress is in plain view. My
Residua website is the place to be. And relish.
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Addendum III (November 20, 2015)
Well, my book is almost finished. Almost! Having spent a few weeks
on it, I believe most of it is in place. The pieces I have selected so far
are a joy to see in one place. Or between the same covers, as it were.
Although it is always possible that I will find a few more pieces from
my magnum opus to add to it, the only pieces that are still missing
have not yet been written. It may take me a few months to get there,
but I surely will in time for my seventieth birthday next year (“The
Present,” October 7, 2015). Silly as it sounds, I am sure of it. Which
surprises me no end, for the end of a book like this one is hardly a
joke, but the assurance is still there. Whence this addendum, it goes
without saying. The best I can do at present is to report my own
amazement at my prodigious self-assurance.
Addendum IV (February 7, 2016)
Self-assured as I was only a few months ago, when the last addendum
to this piece was written, I was still a bit confused by my strong
feelings. But no longer. My book about yoga is finished well ahead of
my seventieth birthday. And today is the auspicious day, for I just
finished writing the postscript that seals it forever. Minus the addenda,
I hasten to add, which I will keep writing till my last day. At any rate,
I am done with this world. I go thoughtless whenever I will, and I
remain thoughtless as long as I wish. Farewell, world! Only keep out
of my way, if you please.
YOGANI (November 28, 2008)
Over at least a decade, I have collected a pile of books about yoga and
related practices, all of which hark back to the prehistoric shamans.
Many of the books are by noted teachers of yoga, some of them long
dead, whose names are well known around the world. They all come
from a large number of established traditions, and they all offer a
personal touch of their own. But the first teacher I have decided to
follow is anonymous. Teaching under an innocuous pseudonym,
Yogani, he or she prefers to remain out of the limelight (“The
Experiment,” June 27, 2007). The books that appear under this name
are eclectic but highly specific, as is only appropriate when one is
embarking on a regular yoga practice. The pseudonym may harbor a
couple, or perhaps a larger group of teachers, but the anonymity was
quite crucial for me. It made me take the leap of faith without which
yoga remains but an idle diversion. And I am forever grateful for it.
THE TRAINER (December 4, 2008)
Out of World War I has come an apocryphal story about a young
second lieutenant who had failed to get his stubborn army mule to
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move. He asked for help from his sergeant, a veteran mule trainer.
The trainer picked up a plank of wood. Without changing his
expression, he crashed it down on the mule’s head, right between his
ears. The astonished officer remonstrated: “That’s no way to teach a
mule!” The sergeant replied casually: “I haven’t started to teach him
yet. That was just to get his attention!”
From James H. Austin’s Zen and the Brain, Cambridge,
Massachusetts: The MIT Press, 1999 (first published in
1998), pp. 120-121.
THE GUARD (December 5, 2008)
Just after I started my morning meditation, I saw a scene from an
American jail such as Abu Ghraib or Guantanamo. A huge, beefy, fat,
and cross-legged guard in army fatigues was waddling down a long,
wide, and poorly lit corridor. He was moving at top speed, but his bulk
slowed him down. “Abdel,” he yelled at the top of his voice, “I’m
coming, Abdel!” When he burst into one of the cells, he pulled out a
knife, cut off the left ear of a dark, scrawny prisoner, and shoved it into
his mouth. “Chew, Abdel, chew and swallow, or I’ll have to feed you
the other one, too!” Even after the scene faded away, the memory of
the guard waddling down the corridor returned a few more times, as
did the yelling: “Abdel, Abdel!”
THE NEW LEAF (December 31, 2008)
In the spirit of so many newspaper summaries of this year, none of
which I have read or will ever find interesting enough to read, I feel
tempted to try a summary of my own. A brief but poignant one, too.
All things considered, this year has been good for me. One of the best
in the recent past, in fact. The many miseries it has brought my way
have helped me turn a new leaf, if this hackneyed expression makes
any sense in the context of my expectations. And they are bright,
indeed.
Chief among the miseries has been the public discussion of the
environmental impact study of golf development in the offices of the
Motovun County in late October (“The Mayor and His Stooges: An
Electronic-Mail Message to the Members Of Motovun – Eco Town,”
October 22, 2008). What a meeting! Its impact will be felt for years,
but it has changed my attitude toward the hilltown once and for all.
Whether or not I will eventually leave Motovun remains to be seen, but
the attitude change will surely stay with me.
Of course, I have already written about the new leaf (“The Seven-Year
Life Cycle,” October 23, 2008). The date of this piece is most
significant in this context. Not surprisingly, it comes in the wake of
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the fatal meeting. In any case, the next year beckons most warmly. It
will take me another few months to enter it body and soul, for this year
has left a long and tangled tail (“Welcome to Motovun!” November
13, 2008), but it feels soothing well in advance. And it presages
nothing but bliss.
Addendum (December 31, 2009)
My optimism at this time last year was disarming, but it was also
misguided. That fateful meeting in the offices of the Motovun
Municipality is still with me. And my tenth seven-year cycle has been
effectively disrupted, if not actually arrested. But the best I can do at
this stage is to return to the optimism of this piece. Not even the
mayor of Motovun, let alone his stooges, should be allowed to derail
me in my own quest. This is my life, after all. So, let my tenth sevenyear cycle belatedly begin!
MY OWN HOLIDAY (January 6, 2009)
Exactly a year ago I started my regular yoga practice (“Hollering,”
September 4, 2007). Twice a day, mornings and evenings, I spend half
an hour on postures, breathing, and meditation. And this is what I
intend to do for the rest of my life. Thus I took January 6 to be my
own holiday, or the date of my own rebirth. Only this morning it
dawned on me that today is Epiphany, a Christian holiday that
celebrates the revelation of god in human form. That is, the visitation
of the Biblical magi, or three kings from the east, who welcomed the
newborn Jesus as god. Could there have been a more propitious day
for me to start my regular yoga practice?!
SELFISH AND SELFLESS THOUGHTS (January 7, 2009)
As of late, whenever I find myself in front of a television camera,
which happens quite often the last few months, I always remind myself
of Sri Swami Satchidananda’s admonishment just before the camera is
turned on: watch your thoughts and analyze them to distinguish selfish
from selfless ones, for selfish thoughts will bring you misery and
selfless ones will leave you in peace (“A Yogic Preface to My
Residua,” January 6, 2008). Is there any petty interest of mine that I
am promoting by appearing on television? Am I unduly enjoying the
attention I am getting? Is fame, no matter how limited to Istria or
Croatia, getting to my head? So far, I have acquitted myself well, at
least by my own reckoning. Am I deceiving myself in my selfishness,
though? This I cannot tell with complete certainty, but I rather doubt
it, for I have become more than assiduous in distinguishing selfish and
selfless thoughts. Which is perhaps why my television appearances are
likely to be somewhat dull, if not even dreary. This I cannot tell,
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either, for I have not seen any of my performances on the vaunted
screen. Pace Sri Swami Satchidananda.
Addendum (July 21, 2016)
So many years later, I am more than sure that there was not a trace of
personal interest in any of my public appearances in connection with
crooked golf in Motovun. As soon as the project was abandoned by
the investors, which happened soon after the global financial crisis
struck, I pulled out of the fray. The only reason why I cannot shake
crooked golf off to this day is that the former mayor of Motovun took
me to court for libel and insult after I pulled out. Having been found
guilty only of insult by the Croatian court, now I am awaiting the
decision of the court in Strasbourg regarding the trampling of my
human rights by Croatian courts, which are famous for their crooked
ways. Judges and politicians are in tight embrace in this godforsaken
country. At any rate, I have long refused to talk to journalists, let alone
appear on television. Indeed, my struggle has nothing whatsoever to
do with selfishness. Neither fame nor fortune are of any interest to me.
When it all started a decade ago, I was concerned with Motovun and
its inhabitants only. If there is any remorse I feel so many years later,
it is that I have meddled in local affairs at all. In retrospect, I was not
selfish enough back then. In other words, I was way too selfless for
my own good. Alas, local affairs are none of my business. They
should be left to the locals only.
FEELING CORNERED (January 8, 2009)
Feeling frustrated by the quagmire into which I have fallen, this
afternoon I started writing another letter to the prime minister of
Croatia. Getting angrier and angrier as I went along, I gave vent to my
frustration with growing ease. Feeling cornered, for I cannot imagine
leaving this country before the real estate market in Istria starts moving
again, and this is likely to take quite a number of years, I eventually
swore to turn into a dissident to be reckoned with. When I was almost
finished, though, I remembered “The New Leaf” (December 31, 2008),
my New Year’s resolution of sorts. I took solace in the third and last
paragraph, which I read aloud no less than twice. No, I do not wish to
turn into a crazed dissident. God forbid. More, I solemnly promise
not to make such a foolish mistake. In the end, I erased my letter to
the prime minister before it was finished. But the trouble is that I may
forget my most earnest promise as my day in court approaches. Or as
it eventually arrives.
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CAGED, MUZZLED: AN ELECTRONIC-MAIL MESSAGE TO
KESTER EDDY (January 17, 2009)
Let me admit at the outset that I feel trapped like an animal. And
muzzled, too. The cage feels small, ever smaller. It is the law
regulating defamation. Apparently, it is so nicely formulated that
practically anything can land you in court. At the moment, I face two
court cases regarding the same piece of writing (“Croatia Spells
Conflict of Interests,” October 3, 2008). The first is by the mayor of
Motovun, and the second by the Motovun Municipality. Imagine, they
are represented by the same law firm!
The very same law firm represents the Istrian government, as well.
Also, it represents a number of investors in golf development on the
peninsula. This is the Istrian golf lobby, as I like to call it, but it
stretches all the way to the prime minister, who has pushed through the
parliament a law about golf written by the blessed law firm. The law
allows for expropriation of land needed by golf investors in the case its
owners do not want to sell it since golf is now considered of strategic
interest in Croatia. It is on a par with national defense, no less.
Now, I cannot say a word about any of this because I fear that the
divine law firm will also sue me. That would be the last nail in my
coffin, too. As I do not know a single journalist in Croatia who would
be willing and able to expose this tangle of conflicts of interests, I hope
that you could help. The European Union must be made aware of the
endemic nature of this problem. Croatia spells conflict of interests in
every imaginable form.
POLITICS! (February 4, 2009)
My writing has followed my life pretty closely for so many years that I
feel a bit awkward the last month or so. Now that I am organizing an
alternative to politics as usual in Motovun, I cannot write about
everything I am doing because everyone can read my ruminations
about life on the World Wide Web. Including my political adversaries,
of course, some of whom do visit my Residua website regularly
enough, as witnessed by my two ongoing court cases for libel. At least
for the time being, they should know as little as possible about the
nitty-gritty of preparations for the founding assembly of the Motovun
branch of the Green Party – Green Alternative, a marginal Istrian party
concerned with green issues and seated in Pula, which will take place
in my house this Saturday. In a place as tiny as Motovun, every vote
counts. And every single individual carries so many votes of his or her
family members. One way or another, this translates into so many
stories left untold. And so many blank pages in my Residua. Politics!
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POWERS THAT RULE OUR LIVES (February 8, 2009)
Does it make any sense to resist the powers that rule our lives? Can
any individual make any difference in a world in which global power
is concentrated in just a few hands? Yes, and on both questions. If we
do not put up some resistance, these powers will only grow. And they
will grow until they overwhelm us completely. What can we do?
Where shall our energies be focused? The only thing most of us can
do is to change for the better the world directly around us. Every
single thing we can do, no matter how small and apparently
insignificant, will eventually count. Almost irrelevant by themselves,
these small improvements will add up. By and by, they will counteract
the powers that rule our lives, no matter how great and how
concentrated they may become. All we must keep in mind is that we
can overpower anything in our path only by being nearly powerless
and nearly invisible. Our resistance will make a difference only if we
do not become powerful enough to become a target for the powers that
rule our lives. Now, why am I putting all of this down when it is so
very obvious? Only because I am reminding myself of something I
have managed to forget so many times already.
Addendum (February 10, 2009)
There was a lively discussion at my poetry reading in Pula. I am now
in daily contact with a number of people who attended the event. One
of them is Adriano Černulj, with whom I have exchanged a whole
bunch of electronic-mail messages in the last few days. He joined the
discussion with a seemingly simple question, which could be
paraphrased thus: “We are entangled in so many minor issues close to
home, but much of what is happening to us is coming from far away,
where real power lies. What are we to do?” Then and there, I could
not come up with anything that would satisfy him. But this morning I
got another message from Adriano: “This is the answer I was waiting
for!” I can only hope I will not forget it yet again.
THE MONK (February 13, 2009)
Last night I slept off and on. All told, I must have slept only a couple
of hours. While I was awake, I could not imagine falling asleep again.
Staring at the ceiling, I marshaled my thoughts with great ease. The
waking interludes were odd, though. I felt my life needed a total and
complete overhaul. I was ready to pare everything down to the bare
bones. To the absolute essentials. And I felt enormous power to
change myself and everything around me. My will was indomitable.
Irrepressible. Sure of my moral stand, I was willing and able to take
every challenge facing me at the moment to the bitter end. Choices
evaporated as if by magic. Life and death became one, the difference
between the two irrelevant. Immaterial. The monk was back, I knew.
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He was ready to come forth and take over once and for all. One fine
day he surely will, for he is gathering strength by leaps and bounds.
DUST, ASHES (March 11, 2009)
Richard Appignanesi asked me today whether I would be interested in
participating in an exhibition he would be curating in three places at
once: London, Vienna, and Ama Jhama, Rajasthan. “Dust, Ashes”
would be the collective title. He also sent me a piece of writing he
wrote for Rustom Bharucha, who is developing a museum in Ama
Jhama dedicated to one object: the broom. This piece apparently
inspired the exhibition, too. The first thing that came to my mind was
a piece of writing of mine, “Gondwana” (February 27, 1998), which I
sent to him at once. A moment later another piece of mine came to my
mind: “The Ultimate Rebellion” (October 21, 2006). All of a sudden,
my contribution to the exhibition was perfectly clear in my mind: all
three exhibition spaces should have a computer tuned to my Residua,
an art project par excellence, which the visitors could search as they
please. Dust and ashes in the purest form imaginable, indeed. Oh, I
must send this piece to Richard as soon as possible! This very
moment, if not even sooner!
Addendum I (June 23, 2009)
Richard and I quickly reached an understanding about my somewhat
retired rôle in his exhibition. A week or so later, he also asked me
whether I would feel uncomfortable if he extended the title of his
exhibition by adding to it the title of my magnum opus. I was quite
pleased with his idea, it goes without saying. After a pause of a few
months, today I heard from Richard again. It appears that “Dust,
Ashes, Residua” has a reasonable chance of being funded, too. Oh, I
cannot wait to hear from my many new readers crowding the three
exhibition spaces strewn across the planet!
Addendum II (June 1, 2010)
The exhibition, whose full title is “Encounters in Relational
Geography—Dust, Ashes, Residua,” will open this evening and run for
an entire month at the Open Space, Zentrum für Kunstprojekte on
Lassingleithnerplatz in Vienna. As it turns out, London and Ama
Jhama, Rajasthan, are not in the game at this juncture. Richard is the
curator. Eight artists from Eastern Europe will be represented in
Vienna: Dumitru Budrala, Marina Gržinić and Aina Šmid, Isa
Rosenberger, Sašo Sedlaček, Vlad Nanca, Zbynek Baladran, and my
humble self. So as to help the visitors with my exhibit, I asked the
organizers to print search instructions next to the computer tuned to my
Residua. In addition to this piece and all the pieces mentioned in it, I
recommended “L’art, c’est moi” (September 21, 1995). For good
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measure, I would hereby like to recommend one more piece: “A Sufi
Preface to My Residua” (March 26, 1994). Let it rip!
NIGH DESERTED (April 6, 2009)
As I sit in my morning meditation, two sounds reach me from my
surroundings. With my right ear I can hear a bulldozer scraping the
rock in the cemetery in the foothills, and with my left ear I can hear a
jackhammer pounding its way into the rock up the street from my
house. In spite of all my efforts, neither sound is exactly conducive to
meditation. And all this noise in a hilltown that is nigh deserted.
HOW VERY CLOSE (April 19, 2009)
Standing by the flagpole on the lower square, which juts westward on
its cramped platform, I am watching a pregnant cat waddle under the
walls of the ancient fortification. I am right above it. Soon to have its
litter, it is just plodding ahead. Transfixed by its swinging belly, I am
just watching. Out of the blue, life grabs me. Time stops. And I am
one with the cat. One with its grassy path. One with the entire world.
When I snap out of my reverie, I shake my head in awe. How very
close we are to enlightenment. Always.
CONSCIOUS VERSUS UNCONSCIOUS THOUGHT: A LETTER
TO THE ECONOMIST (April 20, 2009)
In your article on conscious and unconscious thought you focus on
higher cognitive functions, such as logic and mathematics
(“Incognito,” April 18, 2009). But there is much evidence that brains
decide before their owners know about it in many other cognitive
contexts, including tastes, preferences, or moral choices. Feeling that
their brains are perforce their own, people often report that they are
annoyed by their first reactions to many a novel situation. It takes a
while for most people to realize that their brains have to do with the
collective experience of the human species built into their synapses
rather than their own personal experiences, upbringing, or education.
Conscious thought apparently has little bearing on much of our lives.
As you say, the brain prefers to work incognito—that is, to keep us
unconscious of its ways and means.
KINDS OF STORIES (April 30, 2009)
When you boil it all down to the bare essentials, there are only two
kinds of stories: those that end well, and those that end badly. Of the
two, I prefer stories that end somewhere in between, neither well nor
badly. Well, there are three kinds of stories, of which I actually prefer
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those that do not end at all. They go on and on. On one occasion
everything goes well, and on another everything goes badly. Come to
think of it, there are only four kinds of stories…
In memory of Monty Python
AN UNEXPECTED HUNCH (May 6, 2009)
Prompted by an unexpected hunch, first I search for “yoga” through
the current volume of my Residua. The word pops up in only one
piece, which was written just a few days into the year. As it happens,
that was exactly four months ago. Then I search for “tantra,” and I
find not a single piece containing this word. Is there any better
expression of my plight? Nay, my demise!
A BUNCH OF GERMAN KIDS (May 24, 2009)
Judging by the weather, it is August already. As is my habit during the
hottest period in Motovun, I am spending most of my afternoon on the
hotel terrace. The only place comfortable enough when the heat is on
is in the shade of rustling chestnut trees. The only problem with my
ways at this very moment is a bunch of German kids at the neighboring
table. Between five and nine years of age, there are six of them. Their
parents, three prim middle-aged couples, are sitting at their own table
some distance away. All the other tables are taken. The kids are
behaving well enough, but they are only kids left to their own devices.
Although I am doing my best to read a book I have brought with me, I
cannot but hear all the grunts, screeches, and hoots right next to me.
And so it takes me a while to figure out that the time has come for an
exercise in yoga. I put the book away and sink into the noises that
surround me. I let them penetrate my body and soul. Annoyed as I
have become, I still calm down rather quickly. Soon enough I crack a
smile. “Thank you,” I can almost hear myself croon to my neighbors.
And all it takes is a bunch of German kids.
THE WORLD EMPTY (June 3, 2009)
Sitting and staring. Now here, now there. And the world whirls
around me. The world upbeat, full of zip, bubbling with pep,
brimming with hope. The world empty.
ABHORRED BY ALL (June 14, 2009)
The wise have always argued that enlightenment is within reach.
Knock, and the door of heaven will open. Which is why the wise have
always been abhorred by all.
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WITHOUT FEAR (June 16, 2009)
Forget about the sounds. The sights. The smells. The world around
me is the one. The one I know. Nirvana. If only I could let myself
use this word without fear.
THE OLD AUM (June 25, 2009)
When we make love, we sing along. Punctuated by orgasms, our
singing swings high and low. No yoga is needed to gather that this is
our rendering of the old Aum.
AMID TRIVIALITIES OF LIFE (July 4, 2009)
A moment of enlightenment before lunch in a crowded restaurant. The
light brightens. The sounds recede. Tears come. A moment of truth
amid trivialities of life.
A STATE-OF-THE-ART YOGI (July 7, 2009)
Surrounded by thousands of people in a café in the middle of Zagreb, I
easily slip into a delicious meditative state. Known by only a few in
this city, I fear no unwelcome interruption, with the exception of an
occasional beggar. Immersed in the babbling crowd, I sit and stare to
my heart’s content. Suspended in the mid-day glow, I am nowhere.
Completely alone, I am enchanted by colors, sounds, shapes, and
smells that reach me from time to time. The top of a mountain for a
state-of-the-art yogi.
BARE SURVIVAL (July 8, 2009)
“Focus on the crucial,” I keep reminding myself. “What’s crucial,
though?” “Eating when hungry, sleeping when tired…” “Yes,” I keep
agreeing, “bare survival!”
MY BLISSFUL END (July 23, 2009)
Madly in love? The hackneyed expression notwithstanding, I surely
am. And ever more so. The expression also squares with the old
premonition of my blissful end.
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ALL THOUGHT (August 16, 2009)
Sitting on the hotel terrace, I often stare at the swaying crowns of
chestnut trees above me. Just like fire, the glorious sight empties my
mind of all thought.
THROUGH MY OWN THROAT (August 30, 2009)
Tonight’s storm brings something special. As it thunders, I raise my
arms, like a bear. My eyes shut, I growl. The universe speaks freely
through my own throat.
AND MAYBE EVEN VIGILANCE (September 3, 2009)
When I arrived in Motovun, it took me a few months to get used to all
the sounds of my house and its surroundings. Actually, it took me a
year to fully appreciate the creaking and thumping and groaning
associated with all the seasons. Since a couple of months ago, I am
getting used to the sounds of my house and its surroundings all over
again. I perk up my ears at the slightest sound inside or outside the
house. Not a squeak or thud or sigh goes unnoticed. There are two
possible explanations for my heightened awareness, watchfulness,
attentiveness, alertness, and maybe even vigilance. To begin with, it
could be a by-product of my regular yoga practice. And then, it could
be a side-effect of my, as it were, political involvement. The deeper I
have become involved, the better I have appreciated its many dangers.
For criminals never sleep.
ONCE AGAIN (October 28, 2009)
If we only could—as our civilization falls to pieces all around us, and
we start scrambling for mere survival—use this opportunity to become
animals once again.
SUCH AN ISLAND (November 19, 2009)
Imagine an island where everyone lives in harmony with everyone
else, and where all live in harmony with nature. Where there are no
rich or poor, ugly or beautiful, clever or stupid, young or old. Where
everything is decided by consensus upon careful scrutiny of everything
everyone has to say. Where all work together for the good of all, and
where they all equally enjoy the fruits of their labor. Where lying,
theft, envy, despair, wrath, vanity, sloth, murder, avarice, indifference,
gluttony, lust, or bigotry are entirely unknown and even unimaginable.
Where animals are among the closest of friends and plants are
harvested with due regret. Where love reigns supreme. And where
97

laughter resounds day and night all year round. Now, if you can
imagine such an island even for a split second, you should have your
head examined. For there is something seriously wrong with you.
And no kidding.
WITHIN MY REACH (November 25, 2009)
Since June 2008, when I got it by mail from Amazon, James Austin’s
Zen and the Brain is always within my reach at the dining table, where
I do all my reading.[41] I rarely pick it up, though. After so many
months, I have read not more than a quarter of it only. For some
reason, every book that comes my way takes precedence. Having read
it for a few hours this evening, I suddenly asked myself why have I not
finished it already. Am I repelled by it for some reason? For instance,
do I find the writing insufficiently interesting? Or have I lost interest
in the subject itself? As none of the above struck me as a good answer,
I just sat there for a while. When my mind went completely blank, it
flashed through my mind that all my questions were wrong-headed. In
fact, I am eager not to finish the book too soon. I wish to stretch the
experience as much as I can. Given my expectations, I want to make
sure that I digest it as well as I possibly can. And then I smiled and
rested my hand on Austin’s book. It will surely be within my reach at
the dining table many more months.
Addendum (November 27, 2009)
For some reason I forgot to mention that the sequel to James Austin’s
major book, Zen-Brain Reflections,[42] arrived by mail in the same
Amazon package. It is nearly as thick as the first book. Resting under
Zen and the Brain, it is always within my reach, as well. And it gives
me an enormous pleasure even though I have not yet read a single
word from it. On purpose, too.
STIMULUS, RESPONSE (January 6, 2010)
When I find myself all alone, and especially when I walk about
without any particular goal, a simple thought often flashes through my
mind: “Focus on the essential.” As of late, this thought is invariably
followed by another even simpler one: “Yoga.” Each time the
stimulus and response flash through my mind, I end up by berating
myself for spending so much of my time on all sorts of things that
cannot possibly be essential. My letters to various newspapers fall into
this category, of course. In addition, I go through all sorts of callings,
such as philosophy and science, which I ultimately reject as unworthy
of my serious attention. This is an entirely wrong way to go about the
problem I face, though. I must focus on yoga, instead. In my mind, it
is undoubtedly essential. Other pursuits are not worth much trouble,
not even in terms of rejection. Two things are therefore in order. To
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begin with, I must focus on yoga in my own progress. Then, I must
focus on helping others discover yoga in their own progress. Bingo!
SURVIVAL YOGA (January 9, 2010)
How to sate someone without food? How to shield someone without
clothing? How to warm someone without heating? How to heal
someone without medication? How to enlighten someone without
electricity? The answer to these and myriad similar questions
concerning survival is simple: by teaching them yoga. Indeed, yoga is
an essential part of the solution to calamities that await the human
species in connection with climate change. And calamities there will
be many. They will pile up fast, too. Food, clothing, heating,
medication, electricity will become ever more scarce. In addition to
providing the bare essentials, we need a straightforward way to teach
yoga to as many people as possible as quickly as practicable. Besides
survival, all other solutions to the crisis are not only misleading, but
also dangerous. There is little time to waste. The question is not how
to satisfy the current needs, for they cannot possibly be sustained for
much longer, but how to slash them to a mere fraction of their present
levels in one fell swoop. And survival yoga is the only answer
available at this crucial juncture.
Addendum I (November 29, 2010)
Nearly a year after this was written and put on the World Wide Web, I
can report no interest in survival yoga. None whatsoever. Of course, I
would first need to convince people all around of calamities that await
us. And many will never be convinced. And then I would need to
convince them of the best possible solution to what lies ahead. Even
fewer are likely to flock to such an idea. As far as I am concerned,
these are two tasks too many, as well. But I have spoken already. And
I have offered my best advice well ahead of the time when it will be
very much needed. However, it is not up to me to convince all and
sundry. To be sure, proselytizing is not my forte. Survival yoga is up
for grabs, anyhow.
Addendum II (July 26, 2015)
Nearly five years later, I am happy to report that this particular piece is
among the most popular of my pieces about yoga. Thanks to Google
Analytics, I can follow trends of this sort. In fact, this piece follows
only the one expounding my ten principles on the subject (“Ten
Principles of Bon Yoga,” November 13, 2012). Survival yoga now
needs careful elaboration across the entire spectrum of human needs.
But one thing that is sorely missing from the list in the original piece is
cooling. It did not even cross my mind five years ago, for it was
winter. Anyhow, survival yoga is very much about cooling, too
(“Savasana or Mrtasana,” June 29, 2005; and “Cooling Down the
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House,” July 3, 2015). As for all the other needs that I have failed to
mention so far, the same applies. Survival yoga is the only way to go.
HUMMING, PURRING (January 11, 2010)
More and more often I catch myself humming to myself. “Mmmmm,”
I go when I am all by myself. “Mmmmm,” I go as I stride along
bustling streets. “Mmmmm,” I go even in crowded places where
people talk and laugh out loud as though there is no tomorrow. There
is an old yogic tradition to my humming, it goes without saying, but I
prefer to think of it as a species of purring. “Mmmmm,” I go like a
happy feline whenever an opportunity arises. “Mmmmm,” I go as low
as possible and shut my eyes in expectation of bliss. Presently, my
mind sinks into the void without a trace.
REALITY, ILLUSION (January 18, 2010)
As I walk around town or as I sit in a café and observe the world
around me, every now and then I have to remind myself that
everything I can see, hear, and smell is real. I have to remind myself
that the world outside my head can be touched, too. And that surprises
me ever more often. I am not dreaming. I am not watching a movie. I
am not in some miraculous theatre where the auditorium is
indistinguishable from the stage. These people, buildings, cars, dogs,
trees are not an illusion. To my confusion, my surprise still grows by
the day. And thus the likelihood of walking over to someone or
something within my sight and thrusting my hands forward in
disbelief. “Sorry,” I can almost hear myself apologizing to a stupefied
passerby.
“Oops,” I can almost see my hands retracting in
embarrassment. But it comes to me only today that reality is an
illusion, too. Or maya in Sanskrit. Even if I can touch the world
around me, it is far from real. I may be onto something, that is.
Something verging on a personal discovery. Come to think of it, I may
be at the very threshold of enlightenment.
J.D. SALINGER: A LETTER TO THE ECONOMIST (February 7,
2010)
Somehow, your obituary to J.D. Salinger does not capture him as a
writer, at least not for me (February 6, 2010). Perhaps this is because I
first read him in the fabulous Sixties, when he was still very much
alive to his readers. Back then, I was onto two things entirely
incompatible according to Arthur Koestler: revolution and
enlightenment. And Salinger made the latter quest palpable through
Seymour, his furtive hero who struck me at the time as a credible
rendering of my own precious self. Zen and haiku are still with me
after so many years, but I no longer vacillate between the yogi and the
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commissar. Returning to your obituary, in which Salinger figures as a
fanatical recluse, I sincerely hope that his steadfast decision to keep
out of the hubbub had to do with Seymour’s earnest quest. Perhaps,
just perhaps, one of my favorite writers had tasted of enlightenment,
too.
THE SCENERY ALONG THE WAY (March 5, 2010)
If we are making a long car trip, do we spend all our time marveling at
the scenery along the way? Maybe to some degree, but, if we are
really interested in arriving at our destination, it will not be to the point
of interrupting our journey. We can enjoy the scenery along the way
without stopping for too long, forgetting what we are doing on the
road—going home.
From Yogani’s Eight Limbs of Yoga: The Structure and
Pacing of Self-Directed Spiritual Practices, Nashville.
Tennessee: AYP Publishing, 2008, p. 97.
AND I AM OFF (March 11, 2010)
Notwithstanding its awesome if irksome name, Europe Cinema’s café
in the center of Zagreb is far from an enticing place. Austere and
frigid as it happens to be, I have grown to cherish it nonetheless. And
especially around noon. Sipping dark beer that goes by the name of
the first Croatian king, a fictional character to boot, I sit and stare
through the café’s floor-to-ceiling, wrap-around windows. The show
out there is magnificent: nuns, school kids, housewives, gimps,
swaggering businessmen, bums, swinging beauties past compare,
clerks, waddling judges from the neighboring Constitutional Court…
A bit of humming under my breath, and I am off. Nirvana. I cannot
tell any longer where I end and where the city of my birth begins.
CHANTING (March 15, 2010)
Chanting has long been a vital part of religious practices around the
globe. The gentle and soothing vibration of the brain is all there is to
it, though. The words do not matter. The melodies do not matter,
either. Plain old humming while breathing out is all that is needed.
Which is why the elderly mumble to themselves under their breath.
And why the sick moan and groan when the pain becomes
overwhelming. It takes a warped human mind with its penchant for
religious mumbo-jumbo not to fathom this simple physiological fact
for thousands upon thousands of years.
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THE SCIENCE OF YOGA (March 16, 2010)
I am pacing around the house and thinking about my next piece of
writing. “The science of yoga,” it crosses my mind out of the blue.
Yoga as such is not a science, but its practices are rapidly gaining
scientific support. It is not based on belief, but on practical results.
These results can be ascertained by science, as well. The teaching of
yoga reflects its pre-scientific evolution, but all its essentials can be
rendered in terms that rely on anatomy, physiology, endocrinology,
neurology, and so on. Just like shamanism, which is at its roots, yoga
is a rational system conducive to scientific exploration. As such, it is
close to my heart, for debunking is what I am about. “Hmm,” it
crosses my mind a while later, “let’s see what I can find on Google
about the science of yoga.” My head reeling, I gave up the quest after
a few minutes only. There are volumes bearing this title already. And
many of their authors are long dead.
A FLASH OF INTUITIVE INSIGHT (May 1, 2010)
My beloved shows me Patanjali’s Yoga Sutra, translated from the
Sanskrit with an introduction and commentary by Shyam
Ranganathan,[43] which she just got via Amazon. I open the book at
random and start reading. “Or,” I chance upon Book III, Sutra 34, “all
can be had through a flash of intuitive insight.”[44] I leaf through the
pages leading up to this bit of ancient wisdom to discover many an
arduous accomplishment that comes along the standard yogic path to
enlightenment. Am I blessed by sheer luck on this reading, or is this a
reward for all the accomplishments painfully accumulated so far? For
better or worse, the translator and commentator offers nothing to
relieve my sincere puzzlement.
Addendum I (May 22, 2010)
Fascinated by this particular sutra, I checked it in Sri Swami
Satchidananda’s The Yoga Sutras of Patanjali,[45] which I bought a
few years ago. “Or,” it says, “in the knowledge that dawns by
spontaneous enlightenment, all the powers come by themselves.”[46]
My beloved just bought for me Edwin F. Bryant’s The Yoga Sutras of
Patanjali.[47] “Or,” the sutra goes, “by intuition, comes knowledge of
everything.”[48] The word “intuition” is the key to all these
renderings. It is high time to give it a try, too.
Addendum II (October 13, 2016)
Having come across this piece and the first addendum entirely by
chance, I am confronted by a simple question: did intuition play any
rôle in my liberation? The very idea of abandoning thought at will and
remaining free from it for as long as I wish has brewed in my mind for
quite a while, but it became perfectly clear to me quite unexpectedly
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(“No-Bullshit Enlightenment,” January 18, 2016). Although it was not
exactly a flash of intuitive insight, it was not very far from it, either.
Writing it down was close to an ecstatic experience, I remember to this
day. Thus I still remember the day and the date when it happened.
And my life was changed out of the blue, I am sure. At long last, I
knew beyond any doubt how I was to reach liberation. Enough said,
though. Patanjali’s Book III, Sutra 33 or 34 will forever remain close
to my heart.
THE GOOD BEARER OF BAD NEWS (May 7, 2010)
I am loath of doing anything, anything at all, and yet I do so many
things. So many dreadful things, indeed. Day by day, I get involved
in so much that I sincerely feel I should eschew to the best of my
ability. Yet I keep going against my better judgment. Against my
plans. Or desires. And Krishna’s voice comes through to me from
time to time: “Because thou art in the bondage of Karma, of the forces
of thine own past life.”[49] The divine voice ricochets through my
mind over and over again, often rather mercilessly: “And that which
thou, in thy delusion, with a good will dost not want to do, unwillingly
thou shall have to do.”[50] Unwillingly is the word, too. Most
unwillingly, as a matter of fact. But I must admit a growing
resentment at all this. Disgust even. Much of which, to my dismay, is
directed to the good bearer of bad news, Krishna himself.
HIS FEET (May 12, 2010)
I dreamt that I was watching clouds, as I often do while lounging on
my terrace. There were a number of fluffy white clouds floating past,
but I was focusing on only one of them. It seemed to me, as it were,
inhabited. In my mind’s eye, I could see someone sitting on top of it.
Someone huge. When the cloud was right on top of me, I started
exploring its edges. And then I saw a foot. His right foot. Further
down to my left I saw his left foot. He was reclining with his feet wide
apart. Visible about half way to his heels, both were naked. His toes
were wide apart, each one to itself. Compared to the silvery cloud, his
feet were only slightly darker. I was so elated by what I saw that I
woke up. But his feet kept hovering above me all night. An amazing
and beatific sight.
NOT TO BE RUSHED (May 14, 2010)
Started less than two years ago, my book about yoga is gradually
taking shape. Judging by the previous selections from my Residua,
which boasted of some forty-thousand words on the average, I already
have about a half of it. The beginning and the middle, that is. The
ending will be a bit more tricky than it has been in the previous
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selections. The way things look at the moment, the last few pages will
be the trickiest. As tricky as pages ever get, in fact. They are not to be
rushed, though. For better or worse, the next and most likely the last
selection from my magnum opus cannot be rushed, either.
Addendum (December 16, 2010)
The way my book about yoga is progressing, only the middle seems to
be swelling by the day. The ending is still nowhere in sight, but even
the beginning is turning out much trickier than originally envisaged.
Yoga is a tricky subject, of course. It has not only many branches, but
it also has many tangled roots, quite a few of which I have stumbled
upon over the years. Returning to the middle, it may smother the book
by its bulk. This is a real danger, too. Much weeding will be needed if
and when the ending appears on the horizon. However, only the
ending will provide a clear guide for the weeding. It, too, is not to be
rushed.
HUMBLE ANIMALS (May 16, 2010)
Humans imagine themselves well above the animal kingdom. Luckily,
they are wrong. If humans have any chance at surviving on this earth,
it is as humble animals.
MARKERS BY THE PATH (May 16, 2010)
I often leave markers by the path I have traveled. Mere markers, too.
No more than a few words here and a few words there. Bare hints of
my whereabouts. But I do not plan to return the same way, as many of
my precursors have done since early antiquity. I occasionally return to
my markers only to make them more prominent. Or less perplexing.
They are there for those who will travel the same or similar path. My
fellow travellers, as it were. And they do not need much by way of
markers, either. A few words here and there will be more than enough
for them. Bare hints of their own whereabouts will suffice most of the
time. Anything more than mere markers may only lead them astray.
Or even scare them away.
INTUITION (May 22, 2010)
Googling for “intuition,” I am getting confused fast. “Acquiring
knowledge without the use of reason,” I read. Even this definition
calls for intuition, though.
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ATONEMENT YOGA (June 16, 2010)
“Yoga, yoga, yoga,” I keep reminding myself. “Asana, pranayama,
dhyana,” I go on ardently. “Frugal eating, judicious drinking, ample
walking,” I continue dutifully. “Every minute, every hour, every day,”
I persist with conviction. “Yoga, yoga, yoga,” I keep reminding
myself ever so gently. Atonement yoga, to coin a term.
SURVIVAL STRATEGIES (July 15, 2010)
It is so hot that I am starting to think about survival strategies. Fasting
comes to mind. Cleaning one’s body from inside out. And ample
drinking of nothing but water. Savasana or mrtasana come to mind.
Lying limp in the dark for hours on end. Pranayama comes to mind.
Breathing in and out without a single thought. Dhyana comes to mind.
Cleaning one’s mind from inside out. Sleeping comes to mind. And
dreaming as though there is no tomorrow. Playing death comes to
mind. Sinking into nothingness with quiet joy.
Addendum (July 6, 2016)
For completeness, samadhi should be added to this splendid list.
Abandoning all thought at will and for as long as one wishes is the
very crown of all survival strategies, indeed. At the end of the journey,
one realizes that survival and thought are at loggerheads from its very
beginning. All things considered, this realization remains beyond the
grasp of mere thought. Crowned by samadhi, the journey brings all
the survival strategies together into a coherent and resilient whole.
CHOOSING: A LETTER TO THE ECONOMIST (July 19, 2010)
Your review of Renata Salecl’s Choice (London: Profile, 2010) points
at many a problem with this concept in our lives, but it skirts its
importance in economics (“Spoiled by Choice,” July 17, 2010).
Although you do hint at the author’s disdain of economists and their
dismal science, you do not explore the reasons for this attitude. In fact,
choice is central to neo-classical economic theory, especially under the
guise of “rational” choice. Economic textbooks are teeming with it.
Allied to Slavoj Žižek, a Marxist philosopher also from Slovenia, the
author has surely selected a good target for critical analysis, for choice
has become one of the icons of capitalism. But it is good to remember
the first verse of Hsinhsinming, one of the first treatises on Zen: “There
is nothing difficult about the Great Way, but avoid choosing!” This
was written by Jianzhi Sengcan, the third Zen patriarch in the Sixth
Century. Indeed, capitalism has stumbled upon something mighty
important. Stumbled is the word, too.
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DEEPER! (August 6, 2010)
“The answer is within,” I advise myself ever more urgently. “Go as
deep as you can,” I keep insisting day in and day out. “Deeper,” I
admonish myself, “deeper!”
MORE DRINKING (August 8, 2010)
The motto printed on the chest of Vladan Jovanovich’s T-shirt this
morning sums up the stage of my own enlightenment quite well: “Less
thinking, more drinking.”
HOW STEEL IS TEMPERED (August 26, 2010)
Ever so gently, push all the way in. Hold. Push deeper still. Hold and
hold. Push all the way in and hold for as long as you can. That is how
steel is tempered.
MY OWN DEVELOPMENT (September 16, 2010)
I started my regular yoga practice in January 2008 (“Hollering,”
September 4, 2007). And I stuck with it for nearly a year. By October,
yoga became central to my life (“The Seven-Year Life Cycle,” October
23, 2008). That was the time when I decided to abandon my struggle
against pernicious golf and polo development in Motovun and dedicate
myself to my own development, instead. I cannot tell when exactly I
stopped with it, for it became increasingly irregular, but I am
reasonably sure that it ceased completely about a month later. The
only thing I am sure about is the reason: the lawsuit for libel I got from
the mayor of Motovun (“Welcome to Motovun!” November 13, 2008).
It was most upsetting. Early in 2009 the Municipality of Motovun
sued me for libel, too (“Merrily into 2009!” January 2, 2009). That
was the mayor’s invention, it goes without saying. Later on that year, I
got yet another lawsuit from the mayor, this time for insult (“A
Complete and Total Cockroach,” October 27, 2009). The legal
struggle is far from over, and it may take a few more years (“SecondGuessing the Judge,” March 2, 2010). However, it is high time for me
to return to regular yoga practice. Upsetting as the mayor’s
harassment remains, I must focus on my own development. And in
earnest.
BINGO! (October 15, 2010)
Am I enlightened already? The question surfaces every now and then.
And ever more often, to tell the truth. Nah, something tells me every
time this happens. I am too angry still. Too anxious about so many
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silly things. And too much in love, as well. But, I respond at once,
how about gods themselves? If they are not enlightened, who the hell
is? Are they not angry often enough? Are they not anxious every now
and then? Are they not in love over their heels, too? There is no
answer to such impertinent questions, of course. None whatsoever.
And so I fear that funny things are afoot. The next time the old
question about enlightenment comes along, I am likely to be a bit more
lenient. And ever more negligent. By and by, I may even take the
nagging question, no matter how insolent it may be, as the sign of
enlightenment itself. Who knows, I may decide that, well, I am
enlightened already. Bingo! Perish the thought, but the fear is real.
Smoldering. Burning, in fact.
Addendum (September 21, 2015)
Now and then, the silly question still pops up in my mind so many
years later, but this happens ever less often. In addition, the question is
a bit less insistent now, and thus less annoying. Most important, I do
not bring up gods in my defense any longer. Invented by humans
bereft of meaning in life, they are all too human for my personal taste.
Indeed, all gods I have come across are ridiculous at best in their
ungodliness. Used to all sorts of shenanigans of my own mind, I just
plug along from day to day. But the fear that I will eventually attempt
to trick myself into believing that I have reached enlightenment is still
with me to this day. Whence yet another little trick of mine of recent
vintage: whenever I happen to ask myself whether I am enlightened
already, I remind myself that the question itself is a definite sign that
enlightenment is still beyond me. But what will happen if I manage to
suppress the silly question altogether? Will I take the silence as the
proof positive of my enlightenment? Alas, the best I can do is to write
about it, as ever.
NEAR-LIFE EXPERIENCES (October 26, 2010)
The Wall Street Journal surprised me today with a hefty article about
near-death experiences. Apparently, much medical research is being
conducted right now on patients suffering from cardiac arrest and
similar conditions that result in a brush with death. They report
moving through dark tunnels at the end of which there is bright light or
seeing their prostrate bodies from above. Many of them are somewhat
annoyed to be brought back to life. The evidence of such blissful
experiences is mounting. Of course, the researchers are toying with
notions such as life after death. All this is perfectly acceptable, but it
never ceases to amaze me how little interest people show in life before
death.
Or with near-life experiences such as momentary
enlightenment. Most people waste their lives in trivial pursuits that
prevent them from experiencing brushes with themselves. As well as
the world that surrounds them. In their spare time, they waste their
lives by wondering whether there is life after death. Rather than
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attracting medical research, enlightenment is thus relegated to religion.
That is, loads and loads of mumbo-jumbo.
SHUT THE FUCK UP! (November 11, 2010)
A good teacher is a boon to mankind. But what would a teacher of
worth have to say at this time? The best I can come up with is quite
plain: “Shut the fuck up!”
A CINCH (November 12, 2010)
I keep complaining that Motovun is a dead town although I came here
only to find myself. I am not dead yet. And finding myself in a dead
town should be a cinch.
FIND YOURSELF (November 14, 2010)
Knock and the door will be opened for you. Where is that magical
door, though? Even if you find it in the end, on which side of the door
will you find yourself?
FAR FROM IMPOSSIBLE (November 15, 2010)
It is great to be alone every once in a while, for it is more difficult to
bamboozle yourself than others. Sadly, it is more difficult, but far
from impossible.
ADAPTATION FOR BEGINNERS:
ECONOMIST (November 30, 2010)

A

LETTER

TO

THE

I am with you in your brave call for adaptation to climate change,
which you set out in your main leader and a four-page briefing (“How
to Live with Climate Change” and “Facing the Consequences,”
November 27, 2010). Global action will not stop climate change.
“Those who can adapt will do so mostly through private decisions:
moving house, say, or planting different crops.” I am with you up to
this point, but no further. For I do not share your belief that
governments can offer much by way of adaptation, either. Even
defense, which you fail to mention anywhere although you do suggest
the possibility of displaced peoples on the move, is in question when
going gets really tough. Returning to private decisions, it is good to
start with consuming, eating, traveling, working, and reproducing less.
It is good to continue with survival skills, such as water discovery,
capture, purification, and storage; shelter building; wild food
identification and discovery, preparation, and cooking; building
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friendship and community spirit; and basic first aid. Keith Farnish’s
Time’s Up! An Uncivilized Solution to a Global Crisis (Foxhole,
Dartington: Green Books, 2009) is an excellent guide to all of the
above. And so is the Earth Blog (www.theearthblog.org), which he
founded in 2006. To Farnish’s survival skills I would only add
survival yoga, which can help people cope with hunger, heat or cold,
disease, and fear. And all this is only adaptation for beginners, it goes
without saying.
DAMNED THOUGHTS (November 30, 2010)
What draws me to crowded places? The same thing that draws me to
the fireplace. Senseless images, sounds, and smells that liberate my
mind from damned thoughts.
MY RESOLUTIONS (December 15, 2010)
As the year is drawing to a close, I find myself daydreaming ever more
often about the next. As though there is such a thing as the next year!
What is worse, I find myself making resolutions about the future. As
though the future begins next year rather than right now! But my
resolutions keep pestering me regardless of my better judgment. They
pulsate through my mind so persistently that I cannot brush them aside
any longer. And here they are, ridiculous as they remain in their
supposed timeliness.
As soon as the court in Pazin finally comes up with the written
decision on the three lawsuits against me lodged by the mayor of
Motovun, my lawyer will lodge my complaint with the higher court in
Pula. But I must not succumb to any emotions about the misery
through which my detractor has put me. I must ensure that decisions
regarding the two suits for libel stick and that I eventually win the suit
for insult. All three are part and parcel of wholesale political
repression practiced by the mayor against those who disagree with his
policies. The court in Pula is likely to take its time, but Strasburg is
always waiting as the court of last resort. One way or another, I must
go through the whole process without any emotion whatsoever.
My last two pensions, one from the United Kingdom and another from
Slovenia, must be finally arranged before my sixty-fifth birthday.
Although I do not expect any difficulties with the pensions, I must
ensure that everything I need to do myself is done in time and without
a glitch. That will take careful planning and timely execution of every
step in the administrative procedures involved.
Next year I must make sure that my growing detachment from
Motovun, Istria, and Croatia as a whole comes to a lasting and stable
conclusion. All forms of involvement with my country of residence
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must come to a complete stop. I must learn never to read any
newspapers, never to watch television, and never to follow any news
about Croatian affairs on the World Wide Web. I must not vote in any
elections from now on. And I must make sure that any other form of
involvement is spotted and checked as early as possible.
Now, it is high time to dedicate myself to yoga and nothing but yoga.
Together with my beloved, I must become one with yoga and ensure
that this is how things will stay from now on. Regular practice is the
key to yoga, and I must return to it as quickly as possible. The mayor
of Motovun’s appalling lawsuits have interrupted my practice, but it is
entirely up to me to make sure that his hurtful and trying interference is
pushed aside once and for all. That is squarely in my hands and those
of my beloved. We must dedicate ourselves without remainder to our
own enlightenment. Without remainder! Once again, the time is right
now rather then next year. Or any other year, for that matter.
THE U-BEND: A LETTER TO THE ECONOMIST (December 20,
2010)
Your main Christmas leader on age and happiness is a joy to read, as
well as ponder (“The U-Bend of Life,” December 18, 2010). As you
report, research into the connection between the two has repeatedly
shown that happiness declines from childhood till middle age, and that
it then rises till old age, when it surpasses even that of the childhood.
As it turns out, those who are forty-six years old are least happy on the
average. There are many theories as to why this might be so, but the
one set forth by Laura Carstensen of Stanford University strikes me as
the most promising. “Because the old know they are close to death,”
you quote her, “they grow better at living for the present.” It is good to
see that researchers are discovering one of the oldest precepts of
eastern spiritual practices, such as yoga, which go back thousands of
years. Would that the U-bend were a hallmark not only of the
individual, no matter when and where he or she happens to live, but of
the entire civilization, as well.
Addendum (January 26, 2016)
To my chagrin, my beloved is forty-six right now. And, true to the
research reported in the mighty newspaper, she is far from happy about
her life. Successful as she is with everything she touches, nothing
offers her much pleasure, if any. Luckily, she will be forty-seven later
this year. And I can only hope that she will be ever happier in the
years to come. Still, it will take her quite a while to join me in my
bliss. Twenty-three years her senior, I am over the moon much of the
time. Which cannot but add to her misery, I reckon. At any rate, the
future is bright, and ever brighter.
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TOMORROW’S GODS (December 21, 2010)
Judging by many images of devils, they are representations of animals.
Or gods of yesteryear. The way things are shaping, these may well
become tomorrow’s gods.
Addendum (January 10, 2011)
This is one of my most important discoveries ever. I remember being
quite astonished by the thought when it occurred to me out of the blue.
My beloved was sitting next to me at the time, but she could not
understand my excitement. Or my “discovery,” for that matter. But it
came in the wake of a television show about a medieval bible of world
fame, which I saw intermittently and only in part while sitting in the
Bulldog Pub the previous day. A number of images of the devil from
that bible had strong animal features, but that is the case with many
other old images of the devil. All this goes back to my writings
focusing on cave art from more than a decade ago (“Some Thoughts on
Intrinsic Religiosity,” March 28, 1997, and “Releasing Fear
Revisited,” November 24, 1999). The question is what to do with this
discovery, though? That is, how to present it in the most palpable
form? The few words of this “haiku” are just a reminder for myself of
the task ahead.
GAIA’S FUR (January 1, 2011)
As we are driving from Motovun to Zagreb through Gorski Kotar,
which is smothered with snow, the woods that cover endless rolling
hills strike me as Gaia’s fur.
LET YOUR FEELINGS RIP (January 3, 2011)
Contrary to common sense, fury is good for you. And so is hatred.
Contrary to common sense, even Croatia is good for you, but only if
you let your feelings rip.
GOING SENILE (January 6, 2011)
And what is the meaning of life? There is no such thing, with the
exception of whatever you do yourself to endow your life with
meaning. Hey, am I going senile?
Addendum (December 5, 2015)
Going senile? Indeed, I have been repeating the same words to so
many people close to me over so many years that I cannot but feel that
I am losing my bearings. As of late, I keep reminding my beloved that
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the meaning of life is up to her and her alone. Having heard the same
words so many times, she gets irked by them quickly enough. An
entire youth my junior, she has had her fill of my unsolicited advice.
Whence this haiku, of course. Indeed, advice is best reserved for those
who actually seek it.
AN ANTI-COCKROACH (January 11, 2011)
A few years ago, at a public gathering, I likened the mayor of Motovun
to a cockroach when I talked about his propensity to work in the dark
and behind closed doors. Simply put, it was a metaphor for
undemocratic behavior. And this is why he sued me for insult, of
course. But it just crossed my mind that I fall on the opposite side of
the spectrum when it comes to light and doors: I like to work in plain
daylight with doors swung wide open. My Residua exemplifies our
differences quite beautifully. It would never cross his mind to put his
innermost thoughts on the World Wide Web, knowing that I, among
others, could read his writings. With me, it is exactly the opposite. I
put my thoughts into the ether with relish because I know that he,
among others, could read them. We got into conflict chiefly because
we fall on two opposite sides of the spectrum. We are antipodes, to
put it a bit more technically. Returning to my metaphor, I am an anticockroach.
Addendum I (September 20, 2015)
Having stumbled upon this piece entirely by chance, I read it with
requisite attention. As well as growing appreciation. Indeed, I like to
work in plain daylight with doors swung wide open. This applies not
only to my retirement years, but also to my entire working life. Well,
this is how I behaved during my studies, as well. To the best of my
knowledge, the former mayor of Motovun has preferred working in the
dark and behind closed doors all his life. And this is how he is likely
to behave in his retirement one fine day. We just fall on two different
extremes of the same spectrum. The cockroach spectrum, as it were.
Chances are that most people fall someplace in between. But my
ruminations lead me to further questions about this division. Are there
about as many cockroaches as anti-cockroaches evenly distributed
along the spectrum? Or are most people close to the middle, where it
is hard to make such a clear distinction? It did not take long to realize
that the latter possibility must be much closer to the truth than the
former. As luck would have it, the former mayor and I just happen to
fall close to the extreme ends of this division. In simple terms, he is an
introvert while I am an extrovert, but both of us are exemplary in terms
of this important dimension of human personality. Which is perhaps
why we got into a fight in the first place. As well as why few people
are able to identify with either of us very closely.
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Addendum II (February 2, 2016)
Compelling as my ruminations about the former mayor of Motovun
and myself may be on occasion, they eschew the real cockroach, the
insect behind the contested metaphor. Compared to the mighty insect,
I am a fool and the shady mayor is a veritable sage. Indeed, I have
suffered from the metaphor over the years while he has only gained
from it. Quite handsomely, too. In the end, the cockroach spectrum
may be a valuable one for humans, as well. If I have anything to teach,
it is only by counter-example. The anti-cockroach through and
through.
MY SUTRAS (January 27, 2011)
As years march by, my haiku of one-hundred and sixty characters,
including spaces, might crowd out all other writings. Or should I call
them my sutras, instead?
XXX VIDEOS (January 28, 2011)
Thus the search words that just popped up in my regular review of my
website’s performance on Google Analytics. At long last I realized
what the search was about. I have been confused by “XXX” that pops
up from time to time, but it is now clear that this string of characters
has to do with pornography of some kind. For better or worse, just
such a string occasionally appears in my writings in connection with
the Roman numerals that I use in numbering my yearbooks. To me,
“XXX” means “thirty,” but it apparently has an entirely different
meaning to some stray visitors of my site. Whatever it is, I wish them
better luck in their search. Still, it is a pleasure to know that the very
title of this particular piece will bring me visitors in large numbers.
Perhaps I have a small chance to entertain them for a brief while before
they get tired of my writings. How about yoga, for example? Or
enlightenment as its ultimate goal?
THE MASTER INSIDE (January 29, 2011)
A large dog sitting by the door of a shop where its master is buying
something and wagging its bushy tail every time the door opens to
reveal the master inside.
HOW I FEEL (February 18, 2011)
When I catch myself staring blankly into the computer screen, I should
feel happy about my spiritual accomplishment. For some reason, this
is hardly how I feel.
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PRETTY CONFUSED (February 26, 2011)
From day to day, I keep reminding myself of life’s only true goal. As
well as all the steps leading up to it. To put it a bit differently, I am
pretty confused.
Addendum (October 11, 2016)
So many years later, I am happy to report that I am confused no longer.
Over and done with. Concerning the goal, it is simple enough: stop
thinking at will and for as long as you wish. As for the steps leading
up to it, withdraw from this world slowly but surely, and never look
back. Although you will get confused from time to time, as this haiku
shows without any compunctions, the life’s only true goal will lead
you forward without fail. Liberation, liberation, liberation…
THE FIRST TWO LIMBS OF YOGA (February 27, 2011)
Of Patanjali’s eight limbs of yoga, the first two are real killers. At
least for me. Yama and niyama, restraints and observances, involve
such feats as restraint from harmful action, greater inclination to serve
the needs of others, as well as greater equanimity and contentment in
life. Only a few years ago all this sounded easily attainable, but then I
got into politics. Dirty politics, in fact. No matter how far I have
gotten with the more involved limbs of yoga, such as asana,
pranayama, and dhyana, or postures, breathing, and meditation, the
first two limbs now tower in front of me like indomitable mountains.
Although I have abandoned politics, it will take me a while to simmer
down from all the horrors I have experienced during the few years of
active involvement in Motovun, Istria, and Croatia as a whole. If only
I knew what I was getting into… Which is why I am writing all this
down at this juncture, for I am sure that many others discover the first
two limbs of yoga somewhat late in their spiritual development. But
yoga is forever one and indivisible.
JUST LIKE THAT (February 27, 2011)
I am walking home. The sky is low. It is Sunday afternoon, but it is
getting dark already. Usually busy, the streets and squares of central
Zagreb look deserted. In the distance, I see a teenage girl walking as
fast as she could. She must be rushing to meet someone dear. And
then she starts running. When she disappears behind a corner, I look
around, and then I start running, too. For no reason. Just like that.
Thrilled, I am running and running. And then I start laughing. Ah,
what a splendid Sunday afternoon!
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Addendum (January 15, 2016)
This is a wonderful story about the animal in us. Unhindered, it started
running for no reason. Just like that. And then it laughed and laughed
for the joy of it. Plain running. Running as such. Oh, I love this
story! It is about life without thinking. Plain life worth living. And
laughing, laughing.
THE WAITERS (February 28, 2011)
I am sitting in a café and exercising compassion toward fellow
humans. God, how hard it is going! With the possible exception of
those I know best: the waiters.
EVER SO CALMLY (March 3, 2011)
Facing a host of technical problems beyond my ken, yesterday evening
I reached my limit. Exasperated, I had a fit. Tired of the whole world,
I railed against this civilization. Disgusted by the human species, I
swore at the top of my voice. Foaming at my mouth, I wished to be
dead. Or at least to run away from it all. Far, far away. I calmed
down overnight. I feel better this morning, but my mind is set. Step
by step, I will cut my ties with this world. This civilization is not for
me. In fact, I despise it from the bottom of my heart. Bit by bit, I will
cut my ties with my fellow humans. I am an unwilling member of the
species, anyhow. If I blew up, it was for a reason. And I will follow
that reason till I am rid of this despicable world. This I solemnly
promise. Calmly, ever so calmly, too.
Addendum (October 31, 2015)
All technical problems, and especially those that are beyond one’s ken,
need to be appreciated precisely because they inexorably lead to
exasperation with this civilization and disgust with the human species.
Step by step, such problems lead one to cut all one’s ties with this
world. Bit by bit, they eventually lead one to the path of
enlightenment. Well trodden, it shines ever brighter and ever
straighter. Calmly, ever so calmly, one learns to relish all problems
that come one’s way, for they only contribute to one’s liberation from
this world. Sitting alone and remembering all technical problems that
have come one’s way in recent past, one occasionally cracks a
knowing smile. Welcome one and all, and especially those that are
beyond one’s ken! This world was hardly worth fretting about,
anyway. And enlightenment is one’s just reward for all the horrors of
yesteryear.
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WORDLESSNESS (March 11, 2011)
If only I could let a day pass by without a damned word. A single day
would mean so much to me now. But that remains a distant dream. The
dream of wordlessness.
THE ONLY BLACK SWAN (March 15, 2011)
If I were to come up with an uncertainty worth pursuing till death, and
a clear answer to Nassim Nicholas Taleb, it would be enlightenment.
The only black swan.
WELL AHEAD OF US (March 31, 2011)
We will walk to the Zagreb zoo this afternoon. I look forward to
visiting our closest kin. Their stinky prison notwithstanding, they are
still well ahead of us.
Addendum (April 1, 2011)
Our visit was very much to my liking. The chimpanzees, the closest
among our kin, were ensconced in a large cage. There were four
adults, two males and two females, and one adolescent, another male.
The adults were huddled together on a branch of a large tree, their
backs turned toward the visitors. To the best of my understanding,
they were engaged in collective grooming. We came around twice, but
they hardly budged from their comfortable positions. Only the
adolescent pranced around the cage. As well as showed some interest
in the gaping visitors. Total disregard of their surroundings by the
adults made me kind of proud. The adolescent will get there in due
time, no doubt. Zoo, what zoo? The visitors be damned.
WHAT IS LOVE? (April 6, 2011)
To begin with, what is yoga? It is a path to enlightenment. With its
eight limbs, it harnesses all human drives toward the same goal.
Tantra is part of the eight limbs. It harnesses one of the strongest
human drives toward the goal. And love is its most powerful vehicle.
It brings two human beings together into everlasting partnership
leading to enlightenment for both. Sexual drive and passion of love
bring the partners ever closer to the shared goal. They experience it
ever more strongly through the ecstasy of coupling. Love makes them
inseparable. Among the greatest mysteries of the human mind, love
makes them one with each other. Eventually, it makes them one with
the world. So, love is a path to enlightenment.
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THAT WORD (May 25, 2011)
Time stops as soon as I utter the word. The leaves and their shadows
keep fluttering in the breeze, but time stops still. One among many
mysteries of that word.
MY LAST WOMAN (June 11, 2011)
Thirteen years today, and counting. The longest time with a woman,
any woman. And there have been way too many of them, I hasten to
add with some trepidation. Very much in love, I swear that my
beloved is my last woman, too. If anything ever drives us apart, which
I cannot even imagine any longer, I will choose celibacy till the end of
my days. The vow is made already. And I will stick to it no matter
what. Wonderful, this. Liberating. Invigorating. Enlightening. But it
also adds punch to the greatest love of my life. It adds zest to it, as
well. Happy thirteenth anniversary, my beloved!
Addendum (June 12, 2011)
Having put this into words, I cried and cried while my beloved was at
work. Liberating. Invigorating. Enlightening. Indeed, the most
wonderful vow of my life. And to my own self rather than to one of
many false gods.
THE MOTOVUN BUG (June 24, 2011)
Something has been bugging Motovun for years. Today I came up
with a sketch of it, and I will paint it soon. But the title delights me
already: The Motovun bug.
Addendum I (June 25, 2011)
Only a day later, the painting is finished. It looks gorgeous, too. Very
much in line with all my entoptic forms, it has found its proper place
on my crowded walls. Ah, the bug. The bug as such, in fact. On the
other side I painted two meanders, which have been rather popular in
Croatia as of late (“Homage to Julius Knifer,” August 4, 2006). For
better or worse, they also look like two letters “s” stuck together.
Schutzstaffel, perhaps? Anyhow, the composition goes well together
with one of my recent ones, that can be read as “ha, ha” (“The
Starkness,” March 24, 2011). The only apprehension I have about my
last painting is that there remain only four more unpainted boards in
the attic. I am painting too fast, as ever.
To Ai Weiwei
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Addendum II (June 26, 2011)
Some of my friends note with a wink and a wry smile that the bug I
painted yesterday looks suspiciously like a cockroach. “No, no, no,” I
always protest in earnest. “Not a bit like a cockroach!” God forbid.
For creatures that work in the dark and behind closed doors are
protected in Croatia. And by law. They are nigh sacred. In fact, they
are a national emblem of sorts. The best and the brightest in this
country work in the dark and behind closed doors ever since
independence twenty years ago, too. Even a metaphor about such
chancy things is liable to land you in court. Or in the dark and behind
closed doors, as well. And no kidding. I know what I am talking
about, from personal court experience, and my friends are only
kidding. The bug I painted has nothing whatsoever to do with the
cockroach, I solemnly swear. And I am prepared to bring bug experts
to the court, if needed. To begin with, the bug I painted has a sting.
Besides, cockroaches are much more handsome than I could ever
depict them! I am only an amateur in the field of art, for crying out
loud.
Addendum III (June 27, 2011)
I wonder what Stefan Füle and his team concerned with the
enlargement of the European Union think of my many missives, but I
am sure that this piece and the first two addenda will make them
wonder, too. It should not take them long to recognize what I am
going on and on about, though. My three court cases for libel and
insult, lodged by the mayor of Motovun for no other but political
reasons, are already known to them, and in quite some detail. And I
cannot but hope that they will do their best to put a stop to such abuses
of law in Croatia, a candidate country with the accession date already
set. True, I am not as fond of the Union as I used to be a couple of
decades ago, but in this respect at least it certainly beats Croatia by a
wide margin. Freedom of thought, as well as the expression of
thought, are European values through and through. Authoritarian
abuses of that freedom must stop across the Union, Croatia included.
Motovun included, as well.
Addendum IV (July 2, 2011)
I came up with my sketch of the Motovun bug just about the time the
court in Pula came up with its decision on my supposed insult of the
mayor of Motovun. It was in the air. I received the decision by
registered mail on June 29. But I picked it up in some miraculous way
five full days ahead of its arrival. A shaman of worth, or what?
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AN ADEPT OF BON BUDDHISM (June 28, 2011)
Today’s haiku on “Daily Issa” is very to my taste: “Blooming lotuses
where sewer water pours.” No doubt whatsoever, Kobayashi Issa was
an adept of Bon Buddhism.
HOMAGE TO DARWIN: A LETTER TO THE ECONOMIST
(August 3, 2011)
As you report, Aaron Gerow of Trinity College, Dublin, and Mark
Keane of University College Dublin have found that financial
journalists’ writing becomes more homogenous when markets rise and
less so when markets fall (“Word Herd,” July 230, 2011). Surprise,
surprise. Humans are herd animals par excellence, and their language
cannot but reflect it. It would not take much effort to discover that
herds of animals stick together while the going is good and that they
disperse when it gets tough. As herd animals, humans cannot be very
different in this regard. Language is but a small evolutionary
supplement to their behavior. The only surprise in the research you
report is that it has taken humans so long to figure out that they are
herd animals after all. As well as pretty stupid overall. Economics as
a scientific discipline had better rely on our superior understanding of
animal behavior as revealed by biology. Homage to Darwin, or what?
ET IN FINEM ERIT VERBUM (August 12, 2011)
In principio erat verbum, as we all know. The old Aum was the word,
of course. Many a fine book teaches us this bit of ancient wisdom. Et
in finem erit verbum, I would like to add with unabashed joy. This
time around, there is a small difference, though. The old Aum will be
the word, once again, but I will make sure that it will be the very last.
This is up to me alone, at long last. And no-one can do anything about
it any longer. As brazen wisdom goes, the joy is already with me. Till
the sweet end.
CATCHING UP WITH ISSA (August 14, 2011)
Kobayashi Issa (1763-1827), a Japanese poet of renown and a lay
Buddhist priest, is best known for his poems, but he has also left
numerous journals. There are more than twenty-thousand haiku to his
pen name, which means “cup of tea.” His real name was Nabuyuki.
Anyhow, I am catching up with him. At present, there are close to
twelve-thousand pieces of writing to my Residua, a journal of sorts,
and about a thousand of them are my own haiku. Since eight years ago,
an ever-larger proportion of my writings are one-hundred and sixty
character poems, which were spawned on my mobile phone. It was
originally constrained to this number of characters, and the constraint
119

has stuck with me. By and by, most of my writings may well end up in
this neat format. I cannot tell whether I will ever catch up with good
old Issa, but the goal is well worth keeping in mind. If silence is
beyond me, my haiku comes close enough to it.
RESIDUAL YOGA (September 9, 2011)
I have been practicing all manner of yoga lately. Wine and beer yoga.
Reading and writing yoga. Cigar and pipe yoga. Sloth and slumber
yoga. Yes, residual yoga.
TAKE ME THERE (October 14, 2011)
Fuck the future. Fuck the past. Thus I keep reminding myself of the
everlasting present that keeps lingering somewhere in between. And
yoga shall take me there.
THE BLISS OF EMPTINESS (October 19, 2011)
Mind empty. But churning, churning. Forever alert to any movement
within and without its tiny cage. Churning, as if utterly oblivious to
the bliss of emptiness.
LIVING INCOGNITO (November 9, 2011)
I love Zagreb. Hardly a day passes without a burst of feeling for the
city of my birth. I am living incognito at last. Wherever I find myself,
I am relieved by the knowledge that the remaining traces of familiarity
are limited to a handful of helpers−waiters, shop attendants, petty
officials. An occasional acquaintance only spoils the show. The
friends are so few and far between that I rarely come across them.
They are fading into insignificance, anyway.
Whence the yen for living incognito, though? Am I tired of life? Am I
growing too old to care? Or am I only losing the last traces of interest
for the passing show? That is, am I on my way to better things? Well,
that is the hope. The hope of enlightenment, to put it bluntly. And
yoga is with me all the time, indeed. Regular yoga practice crosses my
mind not only every day, but also many times each day. It is turning
into a burning passion, no less.
To my amazement, I find Zagreb conducive to my liberation. The
passing show is always there to remind me of what it actually is. The
emptiness of it all is in front of my eyes every single day. It provides
the proof I seem to be after. And it offers me so many opportunities to
observe everything without being observed in turn. My regular yoga
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practice is thus becoming a part of my life in the busiest places Zagreb
can provide. And these are precisely the places where living incognito
is quite palpable. Whence the powerful bursts of feeling, no doubt.
BORN CRIMINALS (November 10, 2011)
Fascinated by the innate criminality of the human species, I went
through my favorite bookstores in Zagreb in search of the literature in
English that explores the roots of criminal behavior in its untold forms.
I browsed through the available books in philosophy, legal studies,
economics, sociology, and psychology. And the best I could find was
Ian Leslie’s Born Liars: Why We Can’t Live Without Deceit.[51] A
writer of popular books, the author argues that far from being a bug in
the human software, lying is central to who we are. Crammed with
gripping stories, the book is a disappointment nonetheless. What I was
looking for was a book with a bit more daunting title−say, Born
Robbers or Born Murderers. Better still, Born Criminals. But such a
book is nowhere to be found. Not yet. It would follow the
development of the human species from its primate origins, wretched
as they undoubtedly are, through its bloody tribal meanderings, to the
monopolization of crime by increasingly powerful rulers propped up
by their religious helpers. For crime and sin go well together.
Perfectly, as a matter of fact. Only the most powerful among humans
are free to indulge in both with impunity. Anyway, my only
recompense for the time being is the title of the book I am after.
YOGA, STUPID! (November 21, 2011)
My beloved will be going away soon, and we will be apart for quite a
while. To my surprise, I am starting to panic. What will I do in her
absence? Yoga, stupid!
THANKS FOR NOTHING (November 24, 2011)
Days of resting. Days of fasting. Days of practicing yoga.
Remembering that these days overlap with Thanksgiving, I sum up my
true feelings: Thanks for nothing.
OUR CLOSEST COUSINS (November 27, 2011)
Chimpanzees, our closest relatives, are social animals. They live in
large groups dominated by the most powerful male. The ranking order
within each group is relatively stable, so that it can dedicate itself to
foraging, mating, looking after the young, and so on. Perfectly nice
cousins, right? Well, chimpanzees from the same group also steal
from each other. They kill each other. To expand their foraging
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territory, troops of most powerful males raid neighboring groups of
chimpanzees. This way they also abduct females from neighboring
groups.
Familiar? Of course it is. Chimpanzees are our closest cousins,
anyhow. So-called primitive humans do exactly as chimpanzees do,
except that they are much more devious than their cousins. With the
advent of animal husbandry and agriculture, troops of most powerful
men enlarge their territories by raiding neighboring groups. Also, they
abduct women. And they steal cattle and produce from neighboring
groups. It is only late in human development that crime appears as
such. Criminal behavior is suppressed by all means available, but it
persists. The reason for this is that it is inborn. As soon as the thin
crust of civilization crumbles, humans revert to the ways of their
cousins. This is when crimes vanish as if by magic, at least in name,
and our cousins lead the way.
Now, why all this ranting and raving? Because I am sick and tired of
being told that criminal behavior has to do with economic inequality,
racial or ethnic prejudices, caste or class divisions, and the like, as well
as that it can thus be eradicated. All such explanations obscure the
plain truth about our biological roots. The trouble is that there is no
way around criminal behavior, for it is forever embedded into our very
bodies. Indeed, we are still chimpanzees after so many millions of
years of undisturbed evolution. Not to mention their much nastier
cousins, it goes without saying.
A PUBLISHER’S DREAM (December 1, 2011)
So far, I have published a number of selections from my Residua.
Belgrade Postcards (2002) came out first, followed by Istrian
Postcards (2003). The last was Toward a Short History of Motovun
(2010), which came out with a number of photographs by Eni
Nurkollari. But there are several completed selections that await a
publisher. The first is Cave Art Now (2003), followed by Motovun
Postcards (2007). As the history book is now out of print, and as the
original publisher has lost interest in it, a new publisher is needed for a
new edition with more photographs by Eni. And I am now working on
the collection of my haiku, Catching Up with Issa. It will be updated
from time to time, but a publisher would be most welcome as soon as
possible. I am currently working on yet another selection—Who Is
Yoga?—but it will take a few more years to take a definite shape. All
in all, these selections are meant to make the reader aware of my
Residua as a whole and its untold readings. Many more selections are
possible, and the reader is invited to make his or her own. Although I
would be happy to help with such endeavors, whatever their aim, I
would not interfere with any selection and its publication. I would
even be happy to relinquish all the proceeds. In short, I am a
publisher’s dream come true.
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THE SEQUENCE (December 8, 2011)
Whence woman as the last incarnation of the devil? Held back for
years, woman has become the last incarnation of the animal. Animal,
woman, devil: the sequence!
Addendum (December 9, 2011)
I was quite proud of myself a year ago, when I came up with the notion
that the devil is actually the animal (“Tomorrow’s Gods,” December
21, 2010). Indeed, understanding the connection is essential to
shamanism. But the connection between the two and the woman
makes me proud once again. Another discovery worth bragging about.
Here, woman is animal at its most cunning, but still ferocious. Still as
dangerous as the devil. And the connection goes back to the time
when shamanism could well have been the woman’s domain. Of
course, this is the foundation of tantra, one of the branches of yoga,
itself a shamanistic practice par excellence. There is no telling where
such thoughts will eventually lead me, but the slow process of
discovery is thus even more exciting than the thoughts themselves.
Everything will come out in the open in the fullness of time.
JUST A HANDFUL (December 20, 2011)
If more than a handful of my followers suddenly sprung up, I would
know that something was amiss. I would renounce them all. Bon
Buddhism is for just a handful.
Addendum (April 16, 2016)
The same holds for Bon yoga, it goes without saying. As my book
about yoga shows, I denounce all forms of delusion, which includes all
religions ever concocted. But humans seem to be destitute without
delusion. With rare exceptions, they crave for gods, souls, and
afterlives in spite of all the evidence to the contrary. Forever in vain,
to be sure. This is where Bon Buddhism and Bon yoga are one and the
same. And this is why a handful of followers is more than plenty. All
crowds reek of delusion.
GOOGLE TRENDS: YOGA (December 29, 2011)
Search for “yoga” on Google Trends and you will find an astonishing
pattern that repeats itself from year to year: the popularity of the word
surges around Christmas, reaches a peak at the beginning of January,
declines through June, grows bumpily through August, and then
plummets till Christmas. Yearly patterns are nearly identical from
2004 to 2011, the range of years covered by Google. Which only goes
to show that New Year’s resolutions are for the birds. Only the
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summer helps a little, but solely on account of the basest form of
vanity. As far as the western world is concerned, yoga amounts to a
hollow fantasy.
Addendum (August 31, 2016)
I just revisited Google Trends with yoga in mind. And here is the
verdict. To begin with, the yearly pattern of searches is the same as
before. That is, the interest in yoga peaks around the beginning of the
year and the end of the summer, and for obvious reasons. More
important, the interest in yoga is rising over the years. In terms of
Google Analytics numbers, it was at fifty-nine when this piece was
written, but it is at eighty-eight right now. And it was at one-hundred
at the beginning of this year. In other words, the popularity of yoga
has been growing the last five years, albeit for wrong reasons. Will
this ever change, though? As far as the so-called western world is
concerned, fat chance.
FOCUS INWARD (January 3, 2012)
Ever since my return to Zagreb, I am catching myself thinking about
acquiring a new book or two. There are a couple of good bookstores
with foreign books right in the center of the city, and both are on my
daily round. How about another book about the fall of Rome, for
example? Well, I have mastered the subject already. Or a new book
about climate change? There is hardly anything new I can learn on the
subject, though. But how about a book about yoga? By now I have
collected way too many books on the subject, anyhow. Such thoughts
go through my mind every single day, but I manage to push them away
over and over again. Forget about books, I keep telling myself. I am
already drowning in them both in Zagreb and in Motovun. Actually,
forget about reading. Focus inward. And write as much as you wish.
Writing can only sharpen your focus. If there is anything worth
reading in this context, it is your own book, which keeps growing by
the day. And that is that.
Addendum (November 18, 2015)
At long last, I am following my own advice. As of late, I visit the
bookstores with foreign books rather rarely. Whenever I do, I go only
for the oldest among classics both from the so-called east and west.
But I am spending most of my time reading my own book. As well as
writing addenda in response to some of my writings, which I discover
entirely by chance. My uncharted journeys through my magnum opus
offer an unprecedented joy to me. In short, I am focusing inward. And
how. This year I broke a long-standing record of the number of
addenda written per year, but I would not be surprised by many a new
record in years to come. All things considered, I feel that I am on the
right path. And my focus is ever sharper, ever more deliberate.
124

Inward, inward! An unknown universe is opening up in front of my
eyes day after day…
SWOT ANALYSIS FOR BEGINNERS (January 9, 2012)
So-called SWOT analysis is a strategic tool used to examine the
strengths, weaknesses, opportunities, and threats involved in all sorts
of ventures. One of its goals is to convert weaknesses and threats into
strengths and opportunities. Strengths and weaknesses pertain to the
internal characteristics of a business or a team. Opportunities and
threats are external factors enhancing or thwarting the performance of
a business or a team. How about enlightenment, though? And how
about an individual like myself? That is, how can I convert
weaknesses into strengths and threats into opportunities?
My strengths are imagination, quickness of mind, perseverance, and
boundless love for my beloved. My weaknesses are sensitivity that
borders on sentimentality, tendency to get distracted by world affairs,
and endless curiosity about everything under the sun.
The
opportunities I face are freedom from daily toil, sufficient resources to
pursue my own affairs, and my beloved’s wholehearted support. The
threats I face are external jolts like the sham insult case lodged against
me by the mayor of Motovun, insecurity of my resources due to the
global economic crisis, and the infirmity of old age.
Removing myself from Motovun to Zagreb for a good part of the year
converts most of my weaknesses and threats into strengths and
opportunities. Closeness to my beloved is an essential part of the
gambit. The insecurity of my resources and the infirmity of old age
are beyond my power to change, but these threats are far from
debilitating at this stage of my life. For the time being, they seem to be
manageable.
So, what does SWOT analysis have to say about my enlightenment?
To begin with, I am on top of things. I understand my own self and the
environment in which I happen to find myself. Then, the means to
pursue my one and only goal are almost entirely in my own hands.
Finally, I now have a simple strategic tool to harness whenever in
doubt about my progress toward my goal. As well as the very first
attempt at listing of all my strengths, weaknesses, opportunities, and
threats. I bet this account will be fun to re-examine over and over
again. Until my goal is eventually reached, it goes without saying.
BEYOND STRIVING (January 16, 2012)
No fears or desires. No plans or goals. Except for the one goal that
can be reached only without fears, desires, or plans. The one goal that
is beyond striving.
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ZEN, YOGA, SHAMANISM (January 19, 2012)
Today I stumbled upon James Austin’s Selfless Insight: Zen and the
Meditative Transformations of Consciousness.[52] Having read two of
his previous books linking Zen and neurology, both of which I enjoyed
no end, I was delighted. But his brief Introduction delighted me even
more. Among other things, he points out that Zen “can be traced back
to the ancient yoga practices.”[53] Indeed. I would have been
delighted still more had he mentioned that yoga could be traced back
to the prehistoric shamanic practices. Alas, not every book one
stumbles upon can have it all! At any rate, I look forward to reading
Austin’s book over the next month or two.
THE GLASS SURFACES (January 29, 2012)
My beloved cleans her apartment every weekend. She vacuums the
floors before she wipes them with a wet mop. Then she cleans the
bathtub, the sink, and the toilet bowl. While she is at it, I wipe all the
glass surfaces. That includes the dining table in the kitchen, the
bathroom mirror, and three coffee tables in the livingroom. On
occasion I also wipe the windows. My job is much easier than hers,
and it takes much less time to complete it, but it is not entirely
symbolic. Which is why I wipe all the glass surfaces with attention
bordering on devotion. Cleaning is not my thing, but devotion
certainly is. In my mind, it borders on yoga. Karma yoga, to be a bit
more precise. When cleaning is not your thing, go for the sublime as
swiftly as you can. Or so I nudge myself into action each and every
weekend even without a single word from my beloved. All she needs
to do is pull the vacuum cleaner out of the closet, and I am off with a
bottle of window-cleaning liquid and a bunch of paper towels.
HOW TO PROTECT WILD DEER (February 1, 2012)
Master Dogen (1200-1253) tells a story about how a wise abbot chose
to protect a wild deer. The monks at his monastery had encouraged the
deer to eat grass in their garden. They were astonished when their
abbot asked them to strike the deer and drive it away. “Why would
you frighten away the poor deer? Where is your compassion?” They
pressed for answers. The abbot replied: “When a wild deer becomes
too tame around people, it will surely be killed by the next hunter.”
From James Austin’s Selfless Insight: Zen and the
Meditative
Transformations
of
Consciousness,
Cambridge, Massachusetts: The MIT Press, 2009, p.
198.

126

A BUDDHIST GEEK (February 7, 2012)
Searching the World Wide Web for connections between James Austin
and Susan Blackmore, I stumbled upon a website hosted by the
Buddhist geeks (www.buddhistgeeks.com). Both the neurologist and
psychologist are associated with this group. In short, they collectively
explore a wide variety of mystical experiences by scientific means.
This is how they approach enlightenment, as well. Delighted, I wished
to contact them at once. Having found the contact page, I started
writing that I was a Buddhist geek, just like them. A rational mystic,
that is. I explained how I approached the connection between
shamanism and abstract art, which I also practiced. Also, I explained
how I approached my yoga practice. My fascination with books by
scientists like Austin and Blackmore rounded off my message. And
then I added a few words about my website as a map of my own quest
for enlightenment. Half way through the last sentence, though, I
suddenly stopped in my tracks, erased the message, left the website,
got off the Internet, and turned off my computer. Why in the world
would I wish to get in touch with other Buddhist geeks? Is it not
enough to be delighted that they exist?
WITHOUT A THOUGHT (February 10, 2012)
Some meditation practices oblige closed eyes. Others permit open but
focused eyes. Meditation at its simplest permits observing the world
but without a thought.
Addendum (January 27, 2017)
Meditation at its simplest? Well, it takes quite a bit of practice to
observe the world without a thought. This is far from easy even when
one is sitting at home and looking around one’s room, but it is so much
more difficult when one is walking far from home. And it is easier in a
deserted park than in a crowded street or square of a bustling city. But
regular practice makes it possible to walk anywhere without a single
thought. One can look, hear, smell, taste, and feel the world in this
blessed state. Meditation at its most sublime…
ON ZEN AND MARTIAL ARTS (February 26, 2012)
I am fond of all the books by James Austin I have acquired so far. His
approach to Zen Buddhism is entirely to my liking. There is one small
exemption, though. I have long noticed that he offers not a thought to
all the connections between Zen and martial arts. The samurai used it
to master the sword. It was used to master the bow and arrow, as well.
Unable and perhaps even unwilling to carry arms, Zen monks used it to
master the walking stick as a deadly weapon. Of course, such
connections go way back. Yoga was not an entirely peaceful pastime,
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either. The same holds for shamanism, which preceded both yoga and
Zen by millennia. Curiously, even the most serious students of Zen,
such as Austin, push all this under the rug. Even if the connections
between Zen and martial arts are mainly about self-defense, they must
be brought to light. Survival in the years to come will not be only
about peaceful retreat from the tumult of life.
WRITE LESS (March 6, 2012)
Read less. Think less. Quarrel less. Actually, all this translates into
an equally straightforward, but much more potent and pertinent,
proposition: write less.
Addendum I (November 1, 2015)
Looking at my records, I wrote a bit less in 2013 than in 2012, but
2014 surpassed them both, and by quite some margin. But the future is
bright still. So far, 2015 trails behind not only 2012, but also 2011.
The only fly in the ointment is that 2015 will surpass all the previous
years in terms of the addenda. Still, I believe that this is a step forward
in my writing. All in all, I hope that both the number of pieces and
addenda will drop from year to year until my writing starts resembling
its early years. A few words here and there is all I look forward to in
the fullness of time. In the meanwhile, I am doing my best to read
less. As well as to think less. Fingers crossed.
Addendum II (December 18, 2016)
In the end, it all boils down to the second proposition in this stark
haiku: think less. The less I think, the less I write, as well. Having
reached liberation earlier this year, I now abandon thought at will and
for as long as I wish. And my writing shows it already. Most
important, the number of pieces of writing has shrunk quite
appreciably. To my chagrin, though, the number of addenda has
exploded. In a few years, my liberation will be impossible to miss, for
I will write but a few words every now and then. Both the number of
pieces of writing and the number of addenda will shrink from year to
year. By and by, I will be back to where I was at the beginning of my
writing project more than four decades ago. Alleluia!
Addendum III (February 2, 2018)
By now, both the number of pieces of writing and addenda extending
them have plummeted. This is hardly an exaggeration, for the drop is
no less than astounding. My records show that the numbers are
comparable with those in the mid-Nineties. In a few short years, my
magnum opus will indeed resemble its early years. Eighties and
Seventies, that is. And I am rejoicing already.
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PRAISING MYSELF ANEW (March 29, 2012)
Truly, Daniel Odier is a sublime teacher of yoga. Whenever I search
through my writings on the subject, he delights me again. Or am I
only praising myself anew?
THE NOT NEEDING (April 2, 2012)
Among the German tribes, the Fenni are strangely beastlike and
squalidly poor. Neither arms nor homes have they. Their food is
herbs, their clothing skins, their bed the earth. They trust wholly to
their arrows, which, for want of iron, are pointed with bone. The men
and the women are alike supplied by the chase, for the latter are always
present, and demand a share of the prey. The little children have no
shelter from wild beasts and storms but a covering of interlaced bows.
Such are the homes of the young, such the resting place of the old. Yet
they count this as greater happiness than groaning over field-labor,
toiling at building, and poising the fortunes of themselves and others
between hope and fear. Heedless of men, heedless of gods, they have
attained that hardest of results, the not needing so much as a wish.
From Tacitus’ Annals and Histories, New York:
Everyman’s Library, 2009 (first published in 1908), p.
688.
Addendum I (April 3, 2012)
I was quite stunned when I came to the last page of Tacitus’ admirable
book, where I found many a bit of wisdom. He approves of the Fenni
and he lauds their attainment, for they knew what they were
renouncing. And not needing is the hardest of results, indeed. Living
in the First and Second Century, when Rome was at the pinnacle of its
power, he could see the world around him surprisingly clearly. So
clearly, in fact, that he was ready to praise those who had renounced
civilization. I am sure to keep returning to this quote for years. Bravo,
Tacitus!
Addendum II (November 23, 2015)
When it comes to tribes worth learning from, the Fenni are good to
remember. And when it comes to praise of the strangely beastlike and
squalidly poor German tribe, Tacitus is good to remember. For he
recognized their achievement from the vantage point of the greatest
civilization of its time. And he did not mince his words in his praise,
which only adds to his greatness as a student of humanity. I can only
hope that this quote will help guide it, the forlorn species, in the years
to come.
The ravages of climate change and environmental
degradation will eventually lead to rediscovery of the tribal mode of
existence, and it is to be hoped that the most intrepid tribes will go the
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Fenni way. Heedless of both men and gods, they will attain once again
the not needing so much as a whish.
AN IDEA FOR A NEW SCHOOL OF YOGA (April 3, 2012)
Most of the stuff that we consider essential is actually not needed at
all. In fact, life would be far better without it. Thus I can imagine a
new school of yoga that would teach people how to renounce the
superfluous stuff step by tiny step. Here is what to do to get rid of
television: sit and stare at a wall, and you will soon see wondrous
things. Next, here is what to do to get rid of cooking: marinate your
food, and your cooker will be superfluous in no time. Then, here is
how to get rid of transportation: walk everywhere, and you will soon
find a good job not far from your home. Similar exercises could be
devised to get rid of communication by means of electronic devices,
healing by means of pharmaceutical products, clothing by means of
fashionable gear, and so on. Step by tiny step, people would be taught
how to get rid of all the useless stuff. The same school of yoga could
also teach people how to find food in the woods, how to keep animals
that provide eggs and milk, how to collect and keep potable water, and
so forth. And all the steps would be couched in the form of
straightforward yoga exercises. Hey, the first tiny step is already
behind us!
JUMPING OUT (April 11, 2012)
I dreamt that I was participating in the celebration of the work of a
very successful engineer who decided to retire surprisingly early. He
worked on the architectural and even urban scale. Coming from a
wealthy family, he was fabulously wealthy on account of his many
projects. I was among his teachers and mentors. I remember finding
my name on many pages of an illustrated book that was prepared for
the celebration. He was not present at the event, though. It took place
in an open space crowded with people. At some point I was asked to
say a few words to all the assembled. I remember making circles
through the crowd and speaking at the top of my voice. I started by
defending his decision to retire early. There were things even more
important than work. Although I did not mention the path of yoga, I
was hinting at it. And then I turned to his good fortune to retire
wealthy. But wealth was not needed for such a decision. Jumping out
is everyone’s option, I argued as persuasively as I could. I was close
to the end of my speech when I woke up. For some reason, Peter
Diamandis of the X Prize Foundation fame immediately came to my
mind. He would fit the engineer from my dream pretty well. In
addition, we were quite close while he was studying at MIT. He took
part in several of my workshops on space colonization. However, I
just could not imagine him ever jumping out.
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NO-BULLSHIT YOGA (April 19, 2012)
I just stumbled upon a website that provides statistics on World Wide
Web searches and offers most interesting information about my
Residua site (www.webstatsdomain.com). It maintains a table with the
number of sites from which searches have come under different search
words connected with my name. To my surprise, yoga comes first
with close to forty-thousand sites. MIT comes second with nearly
nine-thousand sites. Tantra comes next with about two-thousand sites.
Abstract art, Belgrade, mysticism, Sufism, Kandinsky, Adorno,
Mondrian, The Economist, Motovun, Malevich, cave art, Montona,
Bon Buddhism, entoptic forms, and residua follow, in that order. The
number of sites from which searches have come dwindles quite
rapidly, but yoga is the absolute winner. And this is exactly how I
would wish things to remain. Yoga is the word, indeed. There will be
much to read about it on my site in a few short years, too. No-bullshit
yoga, to be sure.
WELCOME! (April 26, 2012)
Like Yogani’s books about yoga, my Residua can be thought of as an
experiment. Can a blog help anyone thread the path to enlightenment?
Guinea pigs are welcome!
“YOGA” (April 29, 2012)
Recently I met a Croatian yoga teacher. I am still reeling from the
experience. Try as I may, I cannot figure out what we have in
common except the word “yoga.”
THE ONLY REMAINING JUDGE (May 5, 2012)
This morning I found an electronic-mail message from Alex Tudor,
one of my cousins from the States. My father’s father and his father’s
mother were siblings. His parents moved to the States soon after the
end of World War II. Anyhow, he started by asking me point blank
whether I was still a fervent environmental activist or had the forces of
money and bureaucracy ultimately won. As an architect with many
years of practice in Florida, he feels that a golf course would not go
well with a medieval town like Motovun. He added that he got briefly
involved with a similar project close to Zadar, where he had some
friends, but that the whole thing folded because of the corruption of the
local authorities. He knew there was corruption there, but he was still
surprised by how deep it went.
I was delighted to hear from him, of course. But my response focused
on his straightforward question. I replied that I was neither an activist
131

any longer, nor that the forces of money and bureaucracy had won.
Instead, I chose to retire for real. As for the golf course, it faded
together with the real estate bubble that was at the heart of the last
global boom. Although I am still in court with the mayor of the
hilltown, I will eventually win the case. But than I added that I would
dabble in politics never again. Development follies should be left to
themselves. People will in the end realize what is what, albeit a bit too
late. As for me, there are better things to do at my age.
But here comes the clincher. I was thinking about ways to tell my
cousin that I was into yoga, as well as all of its eight limbs, but I could
not come up with the right words to say what I wanted. Time after
time, I erased everything I had written. Every hint at enlightenment as
the only worthwhile goal in life folded after a few awkward words. In
the end, I realized that it would be best to abandon the attempt. Yoga
is my own thing, and there is hardly any way to share it even with
people close to me. Unexpectedly, I felt fortunate to have my Residua
at hand. This is where I can say anything that comes to my mind
without fear of misunderstanding. This is where I am the only
remaining judge. Delighted by this discovery, as it were, I turned to
my magnum opus without delay. What a relief to be writing to myself!
YOGANI’S NINE SLIM BOOKS (May 20, 2012)
Within an easy reach on my dining table there is a pile of books by
Yogani, all of them published in Nashville, Tennessee, and London,
England, by Advanced Yoga Practices Publishing: Deep Meditation:
Pathway to Personal Freedom (2005), Spinal Breathing Pranayama:
Journey to Inner Space (2006), Tantra: Discovering the Power of PreOrgasmic Sex (2006), Asanas, Mudras, and Bandhas: Awakening
Ecstatic Kundalini (2006), Samyama: Cultivating Stillness in Action,
Siddhis and Miracles (2006), Diet, Shatkarmas, and Amaroli: Yogic
Nutrition and Cleansing for Health and Spirit (2007), Self-Inquiry:
Dawn of the Witness and the End of Suffering (2007), Bhakti and
Karma Yoga: The Science of Devotion and Liberation Through Action
(2008), and Eight Limbs of Yoga: The Structure and Pacing of SelfDirected Spiritual Practice (2008). Every now and then, I reach for
one of the books, leaf through it haphazardly, read a couple of
sentences, and return it to its place. At this stage of my journey, this is
all I feel like doing most of the time. But Yogani’s nine slim books are
a constant reminder that there is a long way to go still.
Addendum (February 13, 2016)
In response to this piece, which appears in my book about yoga,
Yogani mentions that the AYP Enlightenment Series has expanded
from nine to eleven books in the meanwhile. In particular, the new
books are Liberation: The Fruition of Yoga (2008), and Retreats: Fast
Track to Freedom – A Guide for Leaders and Practitioners (2012).
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The former is an extension of the earlier Self-Inquiry: Dawn of the
Witness and the End of Suffering (2007). “Not sure if there will be
more books,” Yogani concludes these comments about the AYP
Series. Now the focus is on keeping all the AYP resources available
and making them more efficient in their application beyond our time.
About my age, Yogani is rounding off everything that is already in
place. Very wise, no doubt.
L’ART, C’EST TOUT (June 8, 2012)
As I have written years ago, the only meaningful object of art is the
artist oneself, and works of art are only traces of the process of selfrealization (“L'art, c'est moi,” September 21, 1995). Whence the
insightful title of my book as an object of art, of course. How about
yoga and art, though? Yoga is about I, me, and mine in art. Just like
in yoga, the highest achievement in art is the dissolution of I, me, and
mine. Together with I, me, and mine, works of art dissolve, as well.
Whence the proper end of my book, it goes without saying. In the end,
everyone becomes an artist and everything becomes a work of art, as
Joseph Beuys has long suggested. The old shaman be praised for his
insight.
ALWAYS AN OPTION (June 28, 2012)
Advanced tantra practitioners may have little or no need for going to
orgasm, and forego it altogether, even in lovemaking, because the
spiritual ecstasy and fulfillment coming up within become so much
greater. Sex becomes internally spiritualized and far exceeds genital
orgasm in its scope and duration, eventually becoming a permanent
feature of daily life. That permanent state of unwavering ecstatic bliss
is the goal of both yogic sitting practices and tantric sexual practices.
Yet, reproductive sex is never lost, and it is always an option. It
becomes a matter of choice rather than necessity. That is a liberation
for both men and women.
From Yogani’s Tantra: Discovering the Power of PreOrgasmic Sex, Nashville, Tennessee, and London,
England: AYP Publishing, 2005, p. 76.
THE MASTERY OF PERILOUS EMOTIONS (June 30, 2012)
When thinking about Zen, yoga, and shamanism, we must not forget
their social context. Zen was essential to the samurai class in Japan.
Yoga was geared toward the Kshatriya caste in India. And shamanism
was crucial to the tribal leaders all around the globe in both chase and
war. Differences between these three systems come from three
different social orders, but they provide the essential link between
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spiritual power and real power through all stages of social
development. The mastery of perilous emotions, such as fear or anger
or desire, lies at the bottom of all three systems. They must be
eradicated for a warrior to fulfill his duties to the best of his ability.
Among such emotions, the fear of death is primary and most difficult
to handle by a human being. Spiritual guidance is therefore required,
and this is where Zen, yoga, and shamanism come into the picture.
Contemporary neglect of the social foundations of these spiritual
systems is thus both ridiculous and pernicious, for the core that they
share will come to the fore whenever social upheaval threatens.
OF ANTS AND MEN, AGAIN (July 9, 2012)
I love to hold the 1996 edition of my magnum opus.[54] I love to
browse through it, too. Although it contains a mere fifth of my
writings to date, it gives me a clear idea how my entire opus would
look and feel (“The Five Plump Volumes,” March 21, 2012). But I
find it almost impossible to read more than a few lines on any page
opened at random. I just shake my head in awe of my meandering
wisdom and open another page. But I was of better luck today. “The
trajectory of an ant may appear exceedingly complex…,” I read (“Of
Ants and Men,” September 4, 1982).[55] This time I continued
reading, though. Ants are simple creatures in complex environments, I
went on to explain. They would go straight in a world devoid of
obstacles. But then I went for the clincher: “This applies to my
writing, as well.”[56] How very true. Is there any better way to
explain the five plump volumes that crowd my mind? So many
obstacles all around me.
PA-PAAA-WOOM (July 13, 2012)
Days after my last bus ride from Zagreb to Motovun, I can still hear
the humming of the engine: “Pa-paaa-woom, pa-paaa-woom…” Each
sequence would take about a second. But it was insistent. And it
never changed an iota. For some reason, I remember the make of the
bus, too: it was an elderly Mercedes, no less. “Pa-paaa-woom,” it kept
humming over and over again. At some point I started chanting along:
“Pa-paaa-woom, pa-paaa-woom…” It took me about half a trip to
understand the humming in my own terms. It was but a slightly odd
version of the old Aum, no doubt. Which is perhaps why I cannot
shake it out of my mind so many days later: “Pa-paaa-wooom, papaaa-woom, pa-paaa-woom…” The first word for ever and ever.
HEAT YOGA (August 4, 2012)
It is incredibly hot in Zagreb. Temperatures are rising by the day.
Worse, people tell us that the hilly Zagorje on the border with Slovenia
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is piping hot, as well. Istria is also parched. And so is the wooded
Gorski Kotar half way there from Zagreb. Slavonia to the east is close
to burning already, but Dalmatia to the southeast is the hottest region
of them all in spite of the Adriatic Sea. In short, there is nowhere to
hide in Croatia. What is even worse, weather forecasts are dire. The
next three weeks or so will be horrendous, the good meteorologists
claim with some confidence. Record temperatures are expected. So,
what are we to do? It is time to start practicing heat yoga, to coin a
term. Given global warming, this is our best bet, too. Let us take this
heat wave as an early warning. And let us enjoy it to the hilt. Heat
yoga is the way to go. Find a shady spot, shed your clothes, lie down,
close your eyes, and breathe as slowly as you possibly can…
ANY CONNECTION? (August 13, 2012)
My beloved claims that I was a joy to be with during the heat wave,
which is over by now. “Nirvana,” she giggles. I was only brain-dead,
though. Any connection?
COMMENTING (September 5, 2012)
I noticed only this afternoon that I had been commenting on all sorts of
things a bit too often as of late. To my taste, I am way too involved in,
as it were, world affairs. Do I really care about stockmarkets? Do I
really care about the European Union? Do I really care about wars in
the making? Indeed, do I really care about global warming? Well, I
do not. In fact, I could not care less about any of the above. However,
am I commenting night and day on all these things because of sheer
boredom? Much more important, am I commenting so much because
of my inability to focus on things I really care about? Well, at last I
am unto something at this point. Deep down, what do I care about,
though? All I care about is enlightenment. Loud and clear. And no
kidding about it. Thus, all I care about is yoga, or the path to
enlightenment. Yes, all I care about are its eight limbs. Tantra
included, of course. If there is anything I need to be commenting
about at this stage of my life, it is yoga and nothing but yoga. Or am I
only commenting in vain once again?
YOGANI’S PREFACE TO MY RESIDUA (September 6, 2012)
The journey we each are on is our research, and it should be shared. In
this way, we can find out what we have in common in our
development, and what may be divergent from the norm. In fact, we
are finding the divergences to be far less than have been believed. The
divergences have been mostly manmade. The human nervous system
is the same everywhere, and its capabilities for purification and
opening to divine experience are also the same. So, what do we not
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have in common? Perhaps our culture and religion, and the variations
in methods that have been handed down to us. But, in the end, we are
all working on the same project, no matter where we have come from
or what tools we are using.
From Yogani’s Eight Limbs of Yoga: The Structure and
Pacing of Self-Directed Spiritual Practices, Nashville,
Tennessee, and London, England: AYP Publishing,
2008, p. 90.
Addendum (January 23, 2019)
The idea of service has been with me for quite a long time, but the first
time I spelled it out in no uncertain terms was just after my fall in the
Alps, which I miraculously survived (“The Idea of Service,” August
17, 2001). The idea surfaced again nearly a decade after my
retirement, but only a day after this propitious preface was penned
(“The Idea of Service, Again,” September 7, 2012). The following
year, I pinned my service down at long last by declaring that I was in
the service of those who are dedicated to the service of others (“The
Idea of Service, Again and Again,” May 6, 2013). Amazingly enough,
Yogani responded to my ruminations about service soon after I sent
him my book about yoga, and his thoughts can be found in the
addendum to the last piece cited. Given that service is not defined by
anyone or anything, he argued kindly, it is ultimately up to my own
reckoning. Ever since, I conceive of the selection from my Residua
dedicated to yoga as my gift to the chosen few (“The Chicken,” May
26, 2016). In retrospect, Yogani has provided both a preface and a
conclusion to my book about yoga. And I remain grateful to him till
my last breath.
THE IDEA OF SERVICE, AGAIN (September 7, 2012)
The idea that I should dedicate myself to the service of others has been
with me for more than a decade (“The Idea of Service,” August 17,
2001). I have failed to sharpen it over the years, though. Until today,
it has remained vague to the point of discomfort. Still, the idea has
kept returning to me with puzzling persistence. Service, service,
service… As I was shaving this morning, it came to me once again.
And I had the answer ready at hand. To my amazement, Yogani’s
words from yesterday evening did the trick (“Yogani’s Preface to My
Residua,” September 6, 2012). Of course, I should keep writing about
my journey. I should do my best not to miss a beat. Shared as it is on
the World Wide Web, my research could be of service to others.
Bingo! In retrospect, this has been rather obvious to me for years, but
I have never spelled it out in so many words. The bliss.
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THE NEED TO SHARE (September 9, 2012)
I painted my rendering of Aum more than a year ago, and I have
relished it on my livingroom wall ever since (“The Last of My Jokes
on Abstraction,” May 23, 2011). Geometric to boot, it catches the key
features of the Sanskrit symbol. Unexpectedly, today I wished it seen
by others. More, I wished it spread around the world. I took a
photograph of the painting, together with the paintings on surrounding
boards, but I ended up having no-one to share it with. I even tried to
send it to Yogani, but without any success. The website set up by his
organization, the Advanced Yoga Practices, is beyond my ken. I was
asked to provide all sorts of technical information that simply baffled
me. All my attempts to send a message with the photograph attached
came to naught. This ended up being a useful exercise, though. Why
in the world should I share any of my paintings with anyone, Yogani
included? What difference could it possibly make? It is the need to
share that should be checked, instead. Once I will have anything worth
sharing, I will not need to lift a finger, anyway.
IN PRAISE OF GOOGLE BOOKS (September 12, 2012)
Browsing the World Wide Web, I unexpectedly come upon a reference
to my Istrian Postcards (2003) on Google Books. Curiously, Miša
Jovanović is listed as my co-author. Actually, he was but my
publisher. When I look closer, I see the covers of three books deemed
related to mine. The first is The Dhammapada, a collection of
aphorisms that illustrate the Buddha’s teachings; the second is Yoga
Spandakarika: The Sacred Texts at the Origins of Tantra by Daniel
Odier; and the third is The Middle Sea: A History of the Mediterranean
by John Julius Norwich. As it happens, I love all three books. I love
them passionately, too. Thus I am elated that they are considered
related to my own book about the return to the land of my ancestors.
Although I wonder about the method by which Google Books has
established the link between the three books and my own, I cannot but
praise the enterprise. It borders on prescience.
MY FOUR GUESSES: A LETTER TO MYSELF TEN YEARS
FROM NOW (September 19, 2012)
It has been a while since I decided to write to you, but every attempt at
it has ended up so uninspiring that I have eventually abandoned it. The
half-finished letter, but not the idea itself. The idea of writing to
myself ten years from now, that is. Which is why I call you “you”
instead of “me.” Over such a long stretch of time, you are bound to be
rather different than I am now. This I know by looking back, too. I
am quite a different person now than I was ten years ago. Anyhow, I
wonder whether I will succeed this time around, but I will keep trying
until that happens. Fingers crossed.
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I do not have much to tell you that you do not know already.
Everything, or nearly everything, is on the World Wide Web. And this
is how things will be until I become you, as it were. Similarly, there is
little that I can ask you which will not be obvious to me by the time I
get your reply. And I assume you will reply in roughly ten years. Just
like I cannot imagine not responding to a kind letter like this one, I
cannot imagine you being any different in this respect.
Now, the best I can do is to make a few guesses about you. To be sure,
these guesses will have an effect on the events over the next ten years,
but that effect could not be too great to threaten the whole exercise.
Letters are only letters, after all. But you will be able to tell me in due
time how good my guesses have turned out to be. From the bottom of
your heart, too. Having said all this, I will start by guessing that you
are in pretty good health for your age. By and by, you abandoned
alcohol and tobacco. Surprisingly silly sins, these. On occasion you
miss either or both, but not much. Similarly, you are doing your best
to eat sensibly, which only helps you keep yourself in good shape. We
are quite similar in this respect, but you are better at it than I presently
am.
Next I guess that you do not have any great worries about your
livelihood. You are far from well off, but you lack nothing you
consider essential. There is a roof over your head, there is food and
drink on your table, and you are neither freezing nor boiling. In
addition, you have enough to keep your writing project alive. Once
again, the two of us do not differ much when it comes to livelihood.
Moving onto more important things, I guess that you are at peace with
yourself. Perhaps enlightenment still eludes you, but not by much.
You are not pushing for it, either, for you know that this is useless in
any case. This is reflected in your writings, as well. They are sparser
and terser than mine, but more to the point. Although you write quite a
bit less than I do at present, your writings hit the mark more often,
which makes you ever so slightly aloof when it comes to writing. And
that is exactly how you want things to remain, as well.
My final guess is that you look forward to your eventual death. When
it comes, you will embrace it with all your heart. Suffering before
death is another thing, it goes without saying, but a quiet death itself is
a just reward for a life lived well. This is where I expect you are not
very different than I am, except that you may be a bit calmer and
steadier at your age. Age does bring some comforts, no doubt, and I
look forward to them already.
All in all, I have a lot of trust in you, as is perfectly clear from all of
the above. In fact, I would be rather surprised to hear from you one
day that things had turned out very differently. By the way, I had no
idea what I would write to you when I started. There is nothing
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premeditated in this letter. My four guesses came out of me without
any effort on my part. They just rolled out. The same holds for the
introduction and conclusion. Inspiring or not, this letter is now behind
me, and I look forward to your reply in ten years’ time. Fingers
crossed, once again.
THE PROVERBIAL X-RAY (September 24, 2012)
Having resolved that my beloved is my last woman, I see women in a
fresh light. They are as good as powerless. Now I see through them
like the proverbial X-ray.
Addendum (September 29, 2015)
I have nothing to either add to or subtract from this haiku, but I still
feel like adding a few words of appreciation of both its punch and
panache. Indeed, it hits the proverbial nail on the head with quite some
flair. Almost exactly three years later, I still feel the same about all
women except my beloved, and it is pretty likely that my feelings will
change never again. Now I see through them for true. I find their
sweet words, kisses, and tantalizing glances ridiculous at best. Even
more, I often feel sorry for them, as well as for all the men who fall for
their threadbare tricks. Looking back, the only regret is that my
resolution has not been made many years earlier.
A MINOR GLITCH (October 15, 2012)
I have a single goal and I am on my way there. I will not be stopped
and I will not be sidetracked by anything on my way. Even death will
be but a minor glitch.
Addendum I (December 16, 2015)
I sprouted a wry smile as soon as I came across this haiku on one of
my uncharted journeys through my writings. It was meant as a boast,
and an ever-so-slightly presumptuous one, but enlightenment and death
may have much more in common than I assumed a bit more than three
years ago. If enlightenment can be understood as freedom from
thought, which is an understanding that is ever closer to my heart,
death could not be dismissed as a possible road to that glorious
freedom. In that case, the absence of joy of having reached
enlightenment could be understood as the only glitch involved. And a
minor one, for sure.
Addendum II (May 15, 2016)
And I sprouted yet another smile, albeit not necessarily a wry one,
when I chanced upon this haiku and the first addendum on one more
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haphazard peregrination through my writings. Neither deserves much
further thought, with the possible exception of the penultimate line of
the addendum. Endearing as the notion may appear at first sight, the
joy of having reached enlightenment is nothing if not childish in
hindsight. Obviously enough, freedom from thought is way beyond
joys and sorrows alike.
THE SHRINKAGE (October 16, 2012)
Just before we went to bed last night, we started talking about our
respective heights. I thought that she was about six centimeters shorter
than me, but the heights we remembered from our youths suggested a
greater difference. In fact, I was supposed to be nine centimeters taller
than her. And so I got a measuring tape, a piece of paper, a roll of
adhesive tape, and a pen. I taped the paper to a doorframe at the height
of our heads, and we started. As it turned out, she was seven
centimeters shorter than me. To wit, she was half a centimeter taller
than she remembered, and I was a centimeter and a half shorter than I
remembered. In my case, this was shrinkage due to age. Although a
centimeter and a half does not strike me as something to worry about at
this stage, I started thinking about yoga as soon as I woke up. My
favorite postures already focus on the spine, the suppleness of which is
of vital importance, but I surely need to spend more time practicing. I
cannot stop the shrinkage, but I can slow it down.
MY NEW FREEDOM (October 17, 2012)
We came to blows last night. For the second time in a few days, I told
her that I could not be dragged down any longer. Her concerns are not
mine, and vice versa. I have a clear goal in life, and she is only
distracting me from it. In the end, I proposed that we do not see each
other for an indefinite period. She agreed. I wanted to leave for
Motovun today, but she proposed to drive me there tomorrow. I
agreed this time around. We will be together for a few more days, and
that will be that. We will see what will happen next. Fifteen years is a
long, long time. I could not sleep much last night, and all sorts of
thoughts were dashing through my mind, but this morning I feel elated
by my new freedom. I want to dedicate myself to yoga and nothing
but yoga. Goodbye, women!
YAMA, NIYAMA (October 26, 2012)
As I noted more than a year ago, the first two of Patanjali’s eight limbs
of yoga are real killers (“The First Two Limbs of Yoga,” February 27,
2011). Yama and niyama, that is. Restraints and observances. The
first involves non-violence, truthfulness, non-stealing, preservation and
cultivation of sexual energy, and non-covetousness. Non-violence?
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Ah, a pure dream. Truthfulness? A challenge to a born manipulator
like me. The second involves purity, contentment, spiritual intensity,
study of spiritual knowledge and self, and active surrender to the
divine. Purity? Alcohol and tobacco are still with me after so many
years. Contentment? Another brainless dream. Active surrender to
the divine? Forget it, and especially the divine, which is entirely
beyond my reach! No wonder that so many books about yoga skip the
first two limbs almost entirely. They must strike most people as
somewhat too easy to talk about at any length. Which is why we are
all about the remaining six limbs, and especially about asana,
pranayama, and dhyana. That is, postures, breathing techniques, and
meditation. Easy-peasy, for true. Restraints and observances thus
remain the challenges to behold. I only wonder why Patanjali
classified them as the first two limbs of yoga. The killers.
THE FIRST TWO LIMBS OF YOGA, AGAIN (October 29, 2012)
I started fretting about the first two limbs of yoga a year and a half ago
(“The First Two Limbs of Yoga,” February 27, 2011). By comparison
with abstentions or restraints and observances, all the other limbs
struck me as rather easy. A few days ago I repeated my grumbles
almost verbatim (“Yama, Niyama,” October 26, 2012). Today I
decided to seek guidance from The Yoga Sutras of Patanjali, the
ultimate authority on the subject. I have several editions of this terse
book, each translated a bit differently, as well as commented upon in a
slightly different way. My favorite edition at the moment is by Edwin
Bryant.[57]
Now, Chapter II, Sutra 29, introduces the subject: “The eight limbs are
abstentions, observances, postures, breath control, disengagement of
the senses, concentration, meditation, and absorption.”[58] The eighth
limb is the goal of yoga, but all eight limbs are essential in its pursuit.
None can be neglected, let alone skipped entirely.
Chapter II, Sutra 30, concerns the first limb: “The abstentions are
nonviolence, truthfulness, refrainment from stealing, celibacy, and
renunciation of unnecessary possessions.”[59] The first abstention is
considered crucial, but the last one is often interpreted as the next in
line in terms of importance. Chapter II, Sutra 31, is straightforward:
“These abstentions are considered the great vow. They are not
exempted by one’s class, place, time, or circumstance. They are
universal.” This is considered of utmost importance. No exceptions to
the abstentions are possible.
The second limb is addressed in Chapter II, Sutra 32: “The
observances are cleanliness, contentment, austerity, study of scripture,
and devotion to God.”[60] In contrast to the abstentions, which
concern the yogi’s interaction with others, the observances concern the
yogi’s own personal discipline and practice.
141

Chapter II, Sutra 33, rounds off the discussion of abstentions and
observances: “Upon being harassed by negative thoughts, one should
cultivate counteracting thoughts.”[61] In particular, this refers to
thoughts counteracting the abstentions and observances. Returning to
the last piece on the subject, which was written only a few days ago,
my task is to cultivate counteracting thoughts to my abhorrence of
nonviolence and truthfulness among the abstentions, as well as
contentment and devotion to God among the observances. Gosh!
Who says yoga is a trivial pursuit?
CONFUSION RUNS SUPREME (October 30, 2012)
Today I find myself stretched rather improbably between the aftermath
of Hurricane Sandy, Patanjali’s yoga sutras, and Byzantium’s Balkan
frontier a millennium or so ago. Now I am checking the latest news
from America on the World Wide Web, and now I am dipping into one
of many books strewn around me. Confusion runs supreme. The First
Crusade of 1095 comes along with the latest fatality count in New
York. Sixteen so far, and counting. Pope Gregory VII conspired with
Slavs in the Balkans against Byzantium in 1078 when he pronounced
Michael of Duklja the king of the Slavs. My No. 1 son is okay, but I
wonder about my No. 2 son, who is also in New York. According to
Patanjali, austerity is an observance that concerns the ability to tolerate
all hardships of life, such as hunger and thirst, as well as hot and cold.
The Great Schism between Catholic and Orthodox churches of 1054 is
actually about geopolitics of the period rather than religion. Barack
Obama now faces a catastrophe that will decide his fate as a
presidential candidate. As I said, confusion runs supreme. No wonder
I cannot come up with more than a few coherent thoughts on any
subject whatsoever.
AUSTERITY FOR BEGINNERS (October 31, 2012)
Thinking of austerity, the third among five observances according to
Patanjali, today I made an important decision (“The First Two Limbs
of Yoga, Again,” October 29, 2012). Namely, I reversed my decision
made earlier this year to install an air-conditioning system in my
house, which has luckily not come to completion due to the indolence
of the people I asked to install it (“Global Warming Be Damned,” July
11, 2012). I will bear with the weather, no matter how hot it got in the
years to come. Rather than technology, yoga is the way around
discomforts such as excessive heat. Having made up my mind on airconditioning, I immediately lowered the temperature in my house, as
well. What holds for heat must also hold for cold. Central heating be
damned, too. Yoga is the only way. And observances are second
among its eight limbs for a good reason.
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THE NECTAR OF HER BEAUTY (November 5, 2012)
There is the story of a king who, becoming thirsty after hunting in the
forest, approaches a secluded hermitage in quest for water. He is
greeted by a beautiful but spiritually edified young maiden who had
been raised as a fully enlightened yogini by the resident sage of the
hermitage. Overcome by desire for this beautiful maiden, the king
propositions her. Deciding to enlighten the lusty king as to the realities
of bodily yearning, the maiden requests him to return within a month,
at which time she will allow him to taste the nectar of her beauty.
During this period, however, the maiden takes laxatives and purges,
and collects all the resulting vomit, urine, feces, and other discharges
in earthen pots. When the king returns after the stipulated period, he is
greeted by the maiden, now haggard and wasted and a shadow of her
previous self. Upon asking her what had become of her beauty, she
presents the king with the earthen pots with their rancid contents and
indicates that therein lay the juices of her beauty.
From The Yoga Sutras of Patanjali, Translated with
Commentary by Edwin Bryant, New York: North Point
Press, 2009, p. 268.
THE NATURE OF THE BODY (November 11, 2012)
Realization of the nature of the body becomes most vivid during old
age and at death. Nobody wants to linger around a decomposing body.
In this same vein, the Buddha advised his followers to actually
contemplate the reality of the impurities of the body, that is, the bodily
substances which, taken out of context, would be considered
obnoxious. Specifically, that the body is simply a collection of hair,
nails, teeth, skin, flesh, sinews, bones, marrow, kidneys, heart, liver,
membranes, spleen, lungs, stomach, bowels, intestines, excrement,
bile, phlegm, pus, blood, sweat, fat, tears, serum, saliva, mucus,
synovial fluid, urine. Indeed, he actually prescribes a series of visual
meditations on these realities.
From The Yoga Sutras of Patanjali, Translated with
Commentary by Edwin Bryant, New York: North Point
Press, 2009, p. 180.
THE STILLING (November 12, 2012)
Patanjali’s yoga sutras are wonderful to behold as such, as sutras
without any commentary. This is how Bryant presents them in an
appendix of some thirty pages, in which each sutra is rendered in the
original Devanagari, transliterated, and translated.[62] There are five
short of two-hundred of them divided into four chapters. Most sutras
are of a sentence length. The first one is the title of the work: “Now,
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the teachings of yoga are presented.”[63] The second sutra introduces
and summarizes the subject: “Yoga is the stilling of the changing states
of the mind.”[64] Brilliant. Absolutely brilliant. And worth keeping
in mind at all times.
YOGA, SANKHYA (November 12, 2012)
I sometimes get impatient as I wander through The Yoga Sutras of
Patanjali translated and commented upon by Edwin Bryant.[65] The
same happens to me with any other edition of the work, I hasten to
add. I have a strong wish to rid the text from all metaphysical garbage.
Thus I decided to read Bryant’s introductory essay.[66] I was
disappointed not to find a word about the roots of yoga in shamanism.
But then I came upon a longish section dealing with yoga and
Sankhya. Bryant opens it with the following words: “The history of
yoga is inextricable from that of the Sankhya tradition. Sankhya
provides the metaphysical infrastructure for yoga and thus is
indispensable to an understanding of yoga.”[67] Now, Sankhya is
considered to be one of the oldest metaphysical systems in India.
Strongly dualist, it conceives of the world as consisting of mind and
matter. To its credit, it is atheist, as well. According to Bryant, yoga
and Sankhya refer to two distinct paths of salvation—the former by
meditation and the latter by knowledge or cogitation.[68] Returning to
my impatience, I have a strong wish to rid yoga from Sankhya.
Metaphysical infrastructure is for the birds. Perhaps it was needed to
give credibility to yoga in Patanjali’s time, or even before, but times
have changed. All that is really needed is a clear guide to practice.
Welcome to shamanism once again!
TEN PRINCIPLES OF BON YOGA (November 13, 2012)
1. The goal of yoga is the stilling of the mind. Enlightenment is the
yoga practitioner’s ultimate objective, which can be reached by regular
practice. Following practical steps, the practitioner can become part of
the timeless and seamless whole that is the universe. Unforeseen leaps
to enlightenment are possible, but they should not be expected, let
alone forced.
2. The first step is the yoga practitioner’s vow of nonviolence,
truthfulness, generosity, and cultivation of sexual purity. This vow is
essential to cross the threshold leading to the path to enlightenment.
Yoga is a lifelong pursuit rather than a pleasurable pastime.
3. The second step is an active seeking of contentment, purity,
knowledge of one’s own self, and knowledge of scriptures concerning
spiritual advancement to enlightenment.
Experiences of yoga
practitioners in the past are of vital importance in each yoga
practitioner’s progress.
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4. The third step is the mastery of postures and physical maneuvers
conducive to the stilling of the mind. These should be practiced
regularly each morning and evening. Many guides to such practices
are on offer from yoga practitioners in the past. Each yoga practitioner
should select a guide that is most effective in actual practice. A guide
that suits one practitioner may not suit another.
5. The fourth step is the mastery of breathing techniques and
techniques promoting the introversion of the senses. These should be
practiced regularly each morning and evening together with techniques
already mastered. Again, the yoga practitioner should select the most
effective guide to such practices.
6. The fifth step is the mastery of techniques promoting systematic
concentration on an object or place and meditation techniques. These
should be practiced regularly each morning and evening together with
techniques mastered previously. As with the previous steps, the most
effective guide to such practices should be selected by each yoga
practitioner.
7. The five steps outlined heretofore may be combined in different
ways depending on the yoga practitioner’s ability and proclivity.
However, most practitioners will find these steps a useful guide on the
path to enlightenment. As witnessed by the available guides to
practice, many yoga practitioners have honed them in the past through
their own regular practice.
8. Regular practice in the stilling of the mind will in time lead to brief
experiences of temporary enlightenment. Time will suddenly stop and
the universe will reveal its seamlessness. The yoga practitioner will be
one with the universe. These experiences may give the practitioner an
understanding that the ultimate goal has been reached, but such
understandings should be guarded against. The goal of regular practice
will still lie ahead.
9. There can be no guarantee that all yoga practitioners will reach full
rather than temporary enlightenment. However, the path to full
enlightenment offers tangible rewards at each and every step on the
way. Each yoga practitioner will experience these rewards through
regular practice. Throughout, the goal of yoga remains the stilling of
the mind.
10. In line with the precepts of Bon Buddhism (“Ten Principles of Bon
Buddhism,” April 10, 1992), the practitioner of Bon Yoga should learn
from those more advanced on the path to enlightenment and help teach
those less advanced if they so desire. However, each practitioner is
following one’s own path and is responsible for one’s own progress.
To Patanjali
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ON AND ON (November 14, 2012)
Two monks were on a pilgrimage when they came to the ford of a river
in flood. There, on the bank, they saw a girl dressed in all her finery.
She was deeply distressed because crossing the river in high water
would spoil all her clothes. The elder monk bent down, motioned her
onto his back, carried her safely across the torrent, and set her down on
the far shore. Then the monks continued their own way on foot. At
once, the younger monk started to complain: “Surely it is not right to
even touch a young woman. It is against all our commandments. How
can you go against our rules?” This went on and on. Having endured
this for several miles, the old monk finally said: “I carefully followed
the commandments. I set her down on the riverbank. Why are you
still carrying her?”
From James H. Austin’s Zen and the Brain, Cambridge,
Massachusetts: The MIT Press, 1999 (first published in
1998), p. 525.
Addendum (November 15, 2012)
This is a story I often repeat to my beloved, who goes on and on about
the women in my life. And my Residua is the riverbank from the
story. I was thus amazed to stumble upon it in Austin’s book just
before I went to sleep last night, for she is coming to Motovun this
afternoon. The story is surely a joke on the two of us. And on my
insistence upon writing and publishing everything that crosses my
mind. I can only hope the two monks will not come up once again the
next few days. Or ever again, for that matter. Since I have vowed that
my beloved is my last woman, it is about time, too.
THE AUSTERITY OF YOGA (November 15, 2012)
I am jacking up the temperature in my house, for my beloved will
arrive in a few hours. And I am sweating already. Yet another brush
with the austerity of yoga.
MY TOTEM (November 15, 2012)
Every shaman has a totem that has been acquired through a perilous
quest. My totem is the Motovun bug (“My Bug,” November 7, 2012).
And my quest was the misguided struggle against crooked golf in
Motovun, Istria, and Croatia as a whole. Thus my fascination with the
painting of the bug that is now perched on a batten in my livingroom.
Yes, my totem is not a soaring eagle or a roaring lion. It is the mighty
bug, superior to them both by a wide margin. No wonder I have been
fascinated with cockroaches all my life. It was a premonition of
momentous things to come in the fullness of time.
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THE MULLA NASRUDIN AND THE YOGI (November 19, 2012)
One day Mulla Nasrudin saw a strange-looking building at whose door
a contemplative Yogi sat. The Mulla decided that he would learn
something from this impressive figure, and started a conversation by
asking him who and what he was. “I am a Yogi,” said the other, “and I
spend my time in trying to attain harmony with all living things.”
“That is interesting,” said Nasrudin, “because a fish once saved my
life.” The Yogi begged him to join him, saying that in a lifetime
devoted to trying to harmonize himself with the animal creation, he
had never been so close to such communion as the Mulla had been.
When they had been contemplating for some days, the Yogi begged
the Mulla to tell him more of his wonderful experience with the fish,
now that they have known one another better. “Now that I know you
better,” said Nasrudin, “I doubt whether you would profit by what I
have to tell.” But the Yogi insisted. “Very well,” said Nasrudin. “The
fish saved my life all right. I was starving at the time, and it sufficed
me for three days.”
From Idries Shah’s The Sufis, London: Jonathan Cape,
1969 (first published in 1964), pp. 73-74.
THE BEST WAY TO BE (November 21, 2012)
This morning I woke up brain-dead. Instead of rejoicing, I was
bothered about it no end. When will I finally accept that being braindead is the best way to be?
THE REMAINS (December 4, 2012)
Elated by the piece about the intrepid Jews and the missing bourgeoisie
in Hungary and Croatia in the Nineteenth Century, which I just posted
on the World Wide Web, I am thinking about my many splendid
discoveries in the past. The devil as animal comes first. The
inevitable return to prehistory, or posthistory, as a consequence of
climate change and upcoming glaciation comes next. The link
between modern art and cave art through mysticism rooted in
shamanism follows easily. Indeed, many of my discoveries have to do
with the animal roots of the human species. Live roots, and kicking.
And exploring roots is radical by definition, as the etymology of the
word shows perfectly clearly. Yes, I remain a radical. Somewhat
tamed by life, but a staunch radical nonetheless. Elated by yet another
discovery, I remember the glorious title of my magnum opus. Indeed,
the richest pickings are forever in the remains. The old Latin word in
the title only adds to the palpable joy that is flooding my, well, animal
mind.
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FUCKING BOOKMARKS (December 13, 2012)
My New Year’s resolutions are ricocheting through my mind every
day now. I despise the notion, but it keeps pestering me nonetheless.
“Fuck records,” I can almost hear myself every now and then (“No
More Records,” November 30, 2012). “Read less, write less,” I repeat
over and over again (“Memes Come, Memes Go,” November 29,
2012). All of a sudden, I remember the bookmarks on my Mac Book
Air, which is always within reach: The Economist, The Wall Street
Journal, The Financial Times, The Guardian, The Independent, The
New York Times, Der Spiegel, Le Monde… “Fucking bookmarks,” I
growl under my breath. Any day now, I will get rid of them all. The
first of my own yoga principles flashes through my mind (“Ten
Principles of Bon Yoga,” November 13, 2012). “Stilling the mind,” I
remember Patanjali out of the blue (“The Stilling,” November 12,
2012). When I check my writings on all of the above, I notice that I
am going backwards in time. Yes, the decision has been shaping in my
mind. It is getting firmer and firmer. “The bookmarks must go the
first day of the coming year,” I nod to myself and crack a wry smile.
Addendum (October 1, 2017)
And the newspaper bookmarks went away the first day of the
following year, as promised in this piece. More important, they have
never returned to the screen of my Mac Book Air. Ever since, I have
only eleven bookmarks, and they are predictable enough. First of all,
there are the Google browser and the Google Analytics site. Next,
there are my two websites—Residua and Ca’ Bon Gallery. For good
measure, there are three “official” meteorological sites—Croatia,
Istria, and Italy. Then, there is the website of the Croatian National
Bank. Last but not least, there are the Euratlas site, which shows maps
of Europe every century since Jesus’ birth, and the MIT Pantheon site,
which ranks people of renown by their popularity on the World Wide
Web. And that is all. If I need to find anything in particular, I google
for it. As far as the newspapers are concerned, I avoid them like the
plague. On rare occasions, I browse through the article titles and
bylines, but I rarely open any article. And rarely is the word. At any
rate, fucking bookmarks have long been history. Most important, I am
pretty certain that this will never change. Hooray!
THE OVERHAUL (December 14, 2012)
The last few weeks I find myself ruminating ever more often about the
habits I wish to change. The way I spend my time in Zagreb before
my beloved comes out of her office is annoying me more and more. In
particular, I go from one watering hole to another, drink dark beer, surf
the World Wide Web through so many wireless connections that have
popped up lately, and bang my opinions about everything under the
sun into my laptop. On occasion I write about things I see around me,
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as well. On a regular morning, I go through three watering holes in a
row.
It was fun for a while, but it is fun no longer. It is not only a question
of cutting my writing output, which has soared ever since I have
started spending an increasing amount of time in the Croatian capital,
but also a question of dropping many of my habits and forming
entirely new ones. As it seems to me at present, regular yoga practice
is the way out. Postures, breathing, and meditation in the morning can
be stretched over several hours, but it will take some time to achieve
this goal. New yoga habits are not formed overnight, either. At any
rate, yoga is my greatest hope.
The only other venture that crosses my mind in terms of new habits is
that I will need to spend more time analyzing my writings in search of
patterns. Content analysis is the tool of choice. After nearly forty
years of relentless writing, these patterns have changed several times,
and it may be helpful to understand these changes. One way or
another, this sort of knowledge of myself may be of value in charting
the course of my future development. My writings cannot but offer
many clues of my strengths and weaknesses, as well as the threats and
opportunities ahead. Once again, that is the hope, anyway.
Concerning the afternoons and evenings with my beloved, however,
everything is as it should be. After our meal in one of our favorite
restaurants, we sit, smoke cigars, drink beer and wine, and talk for
hours. The only bit that will have to change over time are my regular
briefings on world affairs. When she asks me about the news, I will
have to shrug my shoulders. News, what news? But this is the only
habit of hers that will need adjusting in the future. The rest is squarely
on my shoulders. In any case, I am coming ever closer to
understanding the overhaul that lies ahead. And overhaul is the word.
CONTENT ANALYSIS: CONTENT ANALYSIS
2012)

(December 15,

Decades ago, I was aware of content analysis mainly in the context of
western attempts to understand the Soviet Union and its empire. As
the newspapers from the sprawling region were hard to fathom,
scientific methods were applied to their interpretation. But it crossed
my mind only this morning that I could add “content analysis” to my
content analysis series. I was especially interested in my own efforts
to interpret my own writings. The results are not particularly
enlightening, though. I came up with two pieces on the subject in
2008, when I thought of content analysis in the context of my writings
for the first time (“From, To” and “Know Thyself,” October 2, 2008).
To my surprise, the subject pops up again only in 2012. The gap of
three years is puzzling, indeed. However, this year I have written no
less than six pieces on the subject, two of which are actual applications
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of the idea (“Content Analysis: Cunt,” July 21, 2012; and “Content
Analysis: Dear Reader,” September 6, 2012). This year I have also
come up with the idea of searching my website with “Slobodan
Vugrinec” as the search phrase, but I noted that the search ought to
wait until our legal battle is over, which is likely to take another couple
of years (“My Archenemy,” September 17, 2012). And that is that. In
short, I have not gotten very far with my project to date. The future is
bright, though. And I am likely to return to “content analysis” as a
search phrase many times over.
Addendum (December 16, 2012)
It took me an entire day to realize that the gap between 2008 and 2012
has to do with no-one else but my archenemy, Slobodan Vugrinec. I
decided to leave “politics” in Motovun in late October 2008, and I was
ready to dedicate my life to yoga. At the time, content analysis was an
aside only. The first of the three court cases from the mayor of
Motovun arrived in early November 2008, though. My life changed.
Facing the crooked Croatian court, I went berserk. Interestingly, the
situation in Motovun also changed quite suddenly about the same time,
albeit for very different reasons. The stockmarket collapse in October
2008 made crooked golf in Istria and elsewhere in Croatia the
politicians’ pipedream.
Real estate development, crooked or
otherwise, came to a standstill all around the globe. The game was
over, which is why I had no qualms about leaving the battlefield.
Returning to the gap between 2008 and 2012, it must pervade my life
in many different ways, some of which are yet to be discovered. The
pending content analysis of the mayor of Motovun will bring much of
that to light. What are archenemies for, anyhow?!
BORN MURDERERS (December 15, 2012)
Mass murders are becoming kind of normal in the States. Every so
often there are some amazing news about the latest horror. When
nothing of this sort happens for a while, many are surprised.
Yesterday’s news thus follow a definite pattern. And the murderers
look perfectly normal, too. White, educated, relatively well to do, they
offer a useful reminder about the human species. We are not only born
liars and robbers, but born murderers, as well (“Born Criminals,”
November 10, 2011). Whenever an opportunity arises, humans will
lie, rob, and murder with relish. This is something worth remembering
at all times. It has nothing to do with race, education, or wealth. It has
nothing to do with geography or history, either. It is inborn. As for
the proof, only check the bible, the favorite read in the States. Given
the ease with which weapons of mass murder can be acquired across
the country, the series of mass murders is perfectly understandable.
Nay, predictable.
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Addendum I (December 16, 2012)
This morning I saw the front cover of a Croatian newspaper bearing
entire the photograph of the last American mass murderer. Under it
was just one word: “Beast.” That is the most common human mistake.
“Human,” instead. Over the entire evolution of life on earth there have
appeared no beasts capable of mass murder other than humans. None
whatsoever. But that simple fact is beyond most humans. In fact, this
is one of the greatest mysteries of evolution.
Addendum II (December 17, 2012)
In the aftermath of the last mass murder, America is displaying all
signs of Christian piety the country is capable of. There are
condolences, vigils, and prayers galore. America’s allies from the
Christian world are joining in from all sides. But I have not spotted a
single sign of understanding of the mass-murder phenomenon among
zillions of comments in the media. Humans are apparently incapable
of comprehending themselves. Not that it would stop mass murders,
and especially in America with all its weapons of mass murder readily
available to everyone, but it would at least help adjust expectations.
As well as offer an adequate understanding of the past. Come to think
of it, it would help understand the mass murder committed by an
American soldier in Afghanistan earlier this year. White, reasonably
educated, and relatively well to do, the soldier was perfectly normal,
too.
THE RULES OF THE GAME (December 17, 2012)
As I sit in one of my favorite cafés in Zagreb, I occasionally go
through my response to seeing a man pulling out a gun at the entrance.
I would feign a heart attack and slide under my table. In the case he
pulls out a hand grenade, I would skip the theatrics and use my table as
a shield. Am I going crazy? Hardly. Croatia is crawling with
poverty-stricken fighters of a bit more than a decade ago, many of
whom are hiding all sorts of weapons in their homes. But this is
exactly how I have behaved practically since childhood in situations I
have considered dangerous. Whenever in a public place, I have a wall
to my back. Also, I never leave my back exposed when I am waiting
for a train or crossing a street. I know my fellow humans all too well.
Surrounded by humans, I always check for potential malefactors. And
I know that this is how humans have behaved since the very beginning.
Our ancestors were cautious of humans much more than of animals.
Even the closest kin was forever suspect. Animals are much more
predictable, at least. It is the civilized tenderfoot that has forgotten the
rules of the game. To his or her detriment, too.
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THE FIRST WORKING OF YOGIC PRACTICE
2012)

(December 20,

Compressing his breaths in here and curbing his movements, a man
should exhale through one nostril when his breath is exhausted. A
wise man should keep his mind vigilantly under control, just as he
would that wagon yoked to unruly horses.
Level and clean; free of gravel, fire, and sand; near noiseless running
waters and the like; pleasing to the mind but not offensive to the eye;
provided with a cave or a nook sheltered from the wind—in such a
spot should one engage in yogic practice.
Mist, smoke, sun, wind, fire, fireflies, lightning, crystal, moon—these
are the apparitions that, within yogic practice, precede and pave the
way to the full manifestation in brahman.[69]
When earth, water, fire, air, and ether have arisen together, and the
body made up of these five becomes equipped with the attribute of
yoga, that man, obtaining a body tempered by the fire of yoga, will no
longer experience sickness, old age, or suffering.
Lightness, health, the absence of greed, a bright complexion, a pleasant
voice, a sweet smell, and very little faeces and urine—that, they say, is
the first working of yogic practice.
From the Svetasvatara Upanishad, Upanishads,
translated by Patrick Olivelle, Oxford: Oxford
University Press, 1996, p. 256.
YOU NAME IT (December 21, 2012)
So, what will it be at long last? Shamanism? Yoga? Tantra?
Taoism? Zen Buddhism? Sufism? Or just mysticism plain and
simple? Go ahead, dear reader, you name it!
POSTSCRIPTUM XIII (January 12, 2013)
I have made a number of selections from my Residua over the years.
Three of them got published as books: Belgrade Postcards (2002),
Istrian Postcards (2003), and Toward a Short History of Motovun
(2010). So far, Cave Art Now (2003) and Motovun Postcards (2007)
can be found only on my Ca’ Bon Gallery website
(www.cabongallery.org). I have tried to find a publisher for both, and
in several countries, but without any success. The collection of my
haiku, entitled Catching Up with Issa, was started in 2004, and it is
still in the works. An interim edition will appear on the same website
within a year or two. Yet another selection was started in 2008, but I
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am not sure when it will appear on the World Wide Web, let alone
when it will appear in print, if ever. It is entitled Who is Yoga? This
will be my last selection from my magnum opus, though. Seven such
are surely enough. But there is much work with all of them to this day.
Although I do not add any new texts to them, for that would interfere
with their original conception, I do add sundry addenda as they appear
on my main website (www.residua.org). This is a part of my
bookkeeping, as I like to call it. And bookkeeping is a thankless job.
With only a couple of thousand words short of two-million and a half,
it is also endless.
Addendum I (January 24, 2013)
Less than a fortnight later, the word count is a couple of hundred over
two-million and a half. Hooray! Kidding, of course. If I am a man of,
say, three-million words, let them be worth the count. So far, I
wonder. Too much gibberish. Let the remainder of half a million
words be worth the trouble. And that is my promise to myself, dear
reader.
Addendum II (September 9, 2015)
To my own surprise, two more selections from my Residua appeared
recently. The first one is What is to Be Done? Climate Change for
Beginners (2014), and the second is Dying to Go to Strasbourg (2015).
The first got published in Belgrade, and in English, and I would like to
see the second one published there, as well. Both can be found on my
Ca’ Bon Gallery website. My surprise has to do with the fact that
neither of these books was premeditated in any sense. They came to
me out of the blue. A few days later, they took their final shape. In
this connection, Who is Yoga? is becoming an ever-greater
embarrassment for me. When will I be able to finish it at last? All I
know is that I continue to add to my magnum opus at a clip. Now I am
well past three-million words, which struck me as hard to reach when
this piece was written.
Addendum III (January 10, 2016)
Surprises keep piling up, though. The last selection from my Residua
is already finished and it can be found on my Ca’ Bon Gallery website:
Zagreb Postcards (2016). It occurred to me that I could put together a
book about the city of my birth only a month ago, but I did my best to
bring it to completion as soon as possible. I did not want it to interfere
with my book about yoga, or so I argued my haste. Come to think of
it, I seem to be coming up with untold selections from my writings
precisely because I am struggling with my “last” book. In fact, I have
come up with no less than three books in the meanwhile. At any rate,
the next few months will be dedicated to yoga and nothing but yoga.
And my last book will be finished at long last. This time around, I will
not fool around with this promise, I solemnly swear.
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YOUR OWN SELF (January 23, 2013)
The only one forever blocking your way to enlightenment is yourself.
Beware of this solemn warning, though. For it is coming from no-one
else but your own self.
Addendum (January 9, 2016)
Indeed, how can you possibly trust yourself, and especially under
circumstances so delicate? This solemn warning might well be the
greatest trick up your own sleeve. For what if you are enlightened
already, but you are blocking your own awareness and appreciation of
your astonishing achievement? After all, enlightenment as you
conceive of it can be missed quite easily on account of its humbleness
and simplicity. Would a cat ever figure out that it was actually
enlightened? In fact, it would never concern itself with such useless
trifles.
MISANTHROPY FOR BEGINNERS (February 1, 2013)
On my daily tour of Zagreb cafés, I do my best not to look into
newspapers on offer. Even when one of them is left on my table by the
previous costumers, I make sure not to touch it. And I am successful
much of the time. But I have noticed that I am forever straining to
read newspaper titles over the shoulders of other customers. My vision
surprises me quite often, for I can see much farther than I have ever
imagined. My brain is still interested in the news, it seems to me. In
fact, it is avid for them. Thus I often find myself fighting my curiosity,
which I consider utterly foreign to me as an individual. My brain and I
are not on the same page, that is. Put differently, my brain is hardly
my own. I am fighting the human species embedded in it. And I am
not as successful as I would sincerely wish. Tricking my brain into
submission does work up to a point, but only up to a point. The human
species between my ears gets the upper hand every now and then no
matter how much I endeavor to contain it. It tricks me in turn
whenever I lower my guard even for a brief period. Whence my
growing misanthropy, I reckon.
STILLING THE MIND (February 4, 2013)
“I wish you much success with your many chores today,” I tell my
beloved with a smile as we are parting this morning. “And I wish you
peace,” she smiles lovingly. “Nothing but peace!” Nicely put, it goes
without saying. “Stilling the mind,” I repeat my mantra under my
breath. “The goal of yoga…” She knows perfectly well what I am
about, too. As well as how hard it is for me. Indeed, is there anything
more difficult to achieve in this life than stilling one’s mind? But my
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beloved’s sweet wish is with me this morning. It is a constant source
of comfort.
THE SOLACE (February 4, 2013)
My Residua has given me great solace from the very beginning. The
fact that it is there, always available on the World Wide Web, is with
me since the beginning of this millennium, but returning to this or that
I have written often provides much joy. There are a couple of pieces
of writing that have a growing importance in my mind, though. One is
the key piece on Bon Buddhism (“Ten Principles of Bon Buddhism,”
April 10, 1992), and the other is the key piece on Bon yoga (“Ten
Principles of Bon Yoga,” November 13, 2012), both of which offer
clear and simple guidance without a trace of religious humdrum. They
are on the desktop of my laptop, as well. When in doubt, I return to
one or both. Consolation, comfort, succor, support, relief… And it is
always there. Within easy reach. Anyway, I just went through the two
pieces one more time, and in the order in which they were written over
some two decades. The solace, indeed.
TADASANA (February 5, 2013)
One of my favorite yoga postures at the moment is the mountain
posture or tadasana. Stand firmly on your feet, which should be
slightly parted. Keep your arms hanging loose, the palms of your
hands turned to your thighs. Straighten your spine, lift your head, and
look straight ahead. Keep standing as long as you can—say, a quarter
of an hour or so. Nothing to it, right? Well, try it. By comparison
with many mindboggling yoga postures, it looks kind of easy. It is not
about firmness and stillness for nothing, though. Tada stands for
“mountain” in Sanskrit.
Also remember, yoga is not about
mindboggling postures, which impress most practitioners in the socalled west. They are for the birds, anyhow.
ONE-HUNDRED AND EIGHT (February 7, 2013)
The number one-hundred and eight is considered sacred in Hinduism,
Buddhism, Jainism, and several other eastern religions. As well as in
yoga, with its shamanistic roots. Given that this happens to be the
number of this particular piece in this year’s directory of mine, what
am I going to write on this special occasion? Absolutely nothing, it
goes without saying. Except to mention the sacred number without
further ado.
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MY HERMITAGE (February 15, 2013)
Slowly but surely, I am getting to know too many people in Zagreb.
And I am getting worried by now. First we start exchanging greetings,
then we begin talking, and eventually we become kind of friendly. To
be sure, I am too affable by half. A nice word escapes from my mouth
so readily. And a congenial smile takes shape on my lips with
bewildering ease. As I was wondering a moment ago about ways and
means to stop the rot, I first thought about changing my favorite
watering holes. There must be a few other places to try out. But I
realized soon enough that this would only mean that I would have to
choose such spots at random. Besides, Zagreb is not that large a city.
I would perforce be back at the same place way too often for comfort.
And then I thought about sticking to my beloved’s apartment. My
hermitage, as it were. Regular yoga practice could be stretched to the
hours she regularly spends in her office. That would be about eight
hours a day. Although I was not all too happy with this idea from the
outset, it started appealing to me more and more as I was ferretting for
other options. None came to my mind, either. Yes, my hermitage
beckons already.
A BON KOAN (February 16, 2013)
There are no gods, let alone those endowed with capital letters, and
there could never have been any. There is no meaning to life, for
searching for it is but another conundrum for the bewildered. Now,
become a god, and give meaning to life. Also, accomplish this in the
remainder of time allotted to you. A Bon koan, if there ever has been
one.
To Bob Collén
Addendum I (February 4, 2017)
Alas, my friend is no more! Like so many of my friends of yesteryear,
he went to meet his maker. By and by, my koan is for my own use
only. And I relish it ever more as years go by. Ever since my
liberation early last year, I abandon all thought at will and for as long
as I wish. Bingo! So much for becoming a god and giving meaning to
life.
Many a god would be baffled by such an astounding
accomplishment, to be sure.
Addendum II (March 24, 2018)
A tantric proverb says that “one cannot venerate a god unless one is a
god oneself” (nadevo devam arcayet). To identify oneself with a
divinity, to become a god oneself, is equivalent to awakening the
divine forces that lie asleep in man.
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From Mircea Eliade’s Yoga: Immortality and Freedom,
Princeton and Oxford: Princeton University Press, 2009
(first published in 1954), p. 208.
THE FRUITION OF TANTRA (February 17, 2013)
Where is tantra taking us? Is there a final destination? The journey
itself is a destination of sorts. If we see our purification and opening
moving ever forward as a result of our practices on the meditation seat
and in the bedchamber with our beloved, then this is it.
Even so, we may wonder, well, where will it all end? What is the
fruition of tantra? With only a little practice, we will know that it is a
shift in our lovemaking and perspective from external to internal. But
it is more than that. Once we have gone within with our lovemaking
and merged our polarities, then it all comes pouring back out into our
daily life, coloring every word and action. Then we have become the
thing itself, and live that in our daily life—outpouring love.
From Yogani’s Tantra: Discovering the Power of PreOrgasmic Sex, Nashville, Tennessee, and London,
England: AYP Publishing, 2005, p. 89.
NASRUDIN’S WIFE (February 18, 2013)
One of the main characters in stories about Nasrudin is his wife. She
comes out as a tough woman with her feet firmly on the ground. There
is no fooling around with her. More often than not, she sees through
the conundrums that bedevil her wise husband, who regularly ends up
behaving like a fool. As a couple, though, they are just right for each
other, which is why she comes up in the stories as often as she does.
No prize for guessing why I am going on and on about Nasrudin’s
wife. And no prize for guessing why my beloved turns out rather
harsh in many of my stories about conundrums I face myself. Wise
fools cannot make it in this world without their worthy opposites. As
well as much love that binds them together.
LIFE AS IT HAS COME TO PASS (February 19, 2013)
I am seeking after enlightenment. In addition, I am seeking after
tantric union with my beloved. And that is all. Nothing else interests
me at this stage of my life, for I have dropped out years ago. But look
at me here and now. I am spending days and nights dealing with all
sorts of bureaucratic crap. Here a pension fund, there a government
office or a court, and over yonder a bank. This must be signed and
sent in by some date, and that must be filled in and submitted by
another date. And no kidding. Here a lawyer, there an advisor, and
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over yonder a good friend urging patience. Slowly but surely, though,
bureaucracy is killing me. Hey, I can hear an inner voice, this is life as
it has come to pass. Adjust or perish! Do as you are told, and in time,
or face the dire consequences! Indeed. If only I could, I would follow
that sound advice to the letter. But wait a minute. What about
enlightenment and tantric union? Are they not to perish if I adjust as
advised?
YOGA IN THE DARK (February 25, 2013)
Signs of spring are making me think of Motovun again. In a bit more
than a month, I will be returning to the hilltown. Chances are that I
will spend less than a half of the year there, just like the last few years,
but it will still figure in my life prominently enough. And I am of two
minds about it. Together with Istria as a whole, it has become like a
distant dream the last few years, which have been dominated by my
life in the Croatian capital. I am attracted to my house, several friends,
and the surrounding landscape, but I am repelled by the local scene,
the tourist crowds, the summer heat, and by a handful of nasty people
that are best described as faithful enemies. While there, I will be far
from my beloved a good portion of the time, and that strikes me as
rather painful well in advance. From now on, I can envisage myself
sticking to my house most of the time. The shutters drawn tight during
much of the summer, I will actually be sticking to yoga. That is the
future as I can envisage it at present. In short, Motovun translates into
yoga in the dark. Welcome!
THE ANIMAL BRAIN (February 26, 2013)
Aum. Ah, the mystery of a single word. Nay, the word. But all it
actually entails is an uncanny, and apparently rather ancient, titillation
of the animal brain.
MEDITATION TIME (March 1, 2013)
I have been going to at least three cafés in central Zagreb every single
day, but things have been changing lately. And fast. As I decided a
fortnight ago, I am shortening my daily round day after day, and thus I
am spending more and more time in my beloved’s apartment (“My
Hermitage,” February 15, 2013). So far, I have cut the number of
cafés to one and one only, but I wonder when I will drop the last one,
too. People annoy me ever more, and I feel kind of relieved when I
return to my hermitage, where I remain in peace until my beloved
comes out of her office and we meet for our daily meal in our favorite
restaurant. This is how things went today, as well. I felt almost
jubilant as soon as I walked into the apartment and locked the door
behind me. Phew! But the sun burst through the clouds as soon as I
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sat in my chair by the livingroom window, and I started fretting at
once. The spring will most likely drive me back to my daily round,
that is. What if my decision makes sense only in the winter, when the
cafés I frequent are usually crammed? It is somewhat early to fret,
though. My hermitage will surely keep its attractions during much of
the year. Summers can also be nasty in central Zagreb, when most
outdoor cafés are packed to the brim, not to mention the unbearable
heat. Having comforted myself, I sat crosslegged in my chair.
Meditation time. All the joys of thoughtlessness are soon to follow.
STARK RAVING MAD (March 4, 2013)
“One day I will go mad,” I tell myself every so often with growing
conviction. “Yes,” I reassure myself, “stark raving mad.” And I am
fully aware that I am quoting myself over and over again. Curious
about the very first time I uttered these words, I just searched my
Residua on the World Wide Web. And I immediately came upon these
words in “Venienti occurite morbo” (March 21, 1982):
One day I will go mad. Yes, stark raving mad. With a
purpose, though. For the sake of future generations I
will turn inward, for the first and last time, and I will
undertake an archeological expedition into my own
recorded past.
This piece goes on and on, but the first few lines are etched into my
memory. Amazingly, these lines were penned almost exactly thirtyone year ago. And on the first day of spring, which has been upon us
for a week or so already. At long last, I have turned inward a few
months ago. The expedition into my own recorded past is in full swing
by now. Although Proust is still by my side, I am digging ever deeper
into my Residua. And ever more thoroughly. Venienti occurite
morbo, indeed.
Addendum (December 25, 2015)
I rushed things a bit in this piece, as appears to be my habit, but now I
feel that I am right at the end of my road. A bit more than two years
later, I am stark raving mad at long last! This time around, I can even
prove it, too. The number of addenda written this year is simply
astounding, as there are more than four-hundred of them. In addition, I
am close to not reading the online newspapers at all, let alone
commenting on what I find in them. In a few short months, all that
will be history. This is my solemn promise. To wit, my prophesy
from thirty-three years ago is finally coming true. And my joy knows
no bounds.
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BRUSHES WITH ENLIGHTENMENT (March 4, 2013)
I dreamt that I was researching into brushes with enlightenment
experienced by members of the academic community, traces of which
could be found in their published writings. Mysterious sentences,
footnotes, and mathematical expressions left in books and papers were
carefully disguised to avert copyeditors’ notice, but I became an expert
in spotting them. When I would contact the teachers and researchers I
had identified in my investigation, they would readily admit to
mysterious experiences in the past, but they would still remain reticent
to describe them in any detail. Even if already retired, they were very
conscious of their esteem in the academic community, and their
brushes with enlightenment would only be an embarrassment for them.
Even though they were quite excited to be discovered by another
member of their own community, they preferred to remain anonymous.
I remember being puzzled by this paradox, for they had happily left
traces of special states of their consciousness in whatever they were
writing at the time. It was light already when I woke up. I did my best
to collect my memories of the dream as soon as possible, but much
detail was already gone. To my disappointment, I could not remember
a single sentence, footnote, or mathematical expression disguising an
unusual experience.
PATANJALI’S YOGA SUTRAS (March 6, 2013)
As all of my copies of Patanjali’s yoga sutras are in Motovun, I tried to
find another edition of his masterpiece in Zagreb. And in English. I
thought that would be easy. To make sure that I bought a different
translation with commentaries, rather than another copy of a book I
already have, I searched my Residua website on the World Wide Web
for sundry quotations. To my surprise, I apparently have only three
different renditions of the sutras. The oldest one in my collection is by
Sri Swami Satchidananda,[70] the next one by Shyam
Ranganathan,[71] and the most recent one by Edwin Bryant.[72] For
some reason, I was convinced that I had at least five renditions of the
sutras, and perhaps even more. Anyhow, I found nothing in Zagreb
bookstores with foreign books. Now I have my work cut out form me.
Patanjali is worth re-reading in as many translations with
commentaries as are on offer. Having penned one of the tersest books
of all times some twenty-two centuries ago, he is worth reinterpreting
over and over again. Perhaps I will eventually find a rendition of his
sutras which is stripped free of all the religious dross that has
accumulated through the centuries.
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A FOOL SQUARED (March 6, 2013)
So, how do I find myself now that I am revisiting my writings that
span nearly four decades? An intelligent fool is the answer. Which is
to say, a fool squared.
Addendum (February 25, 2017)
A fool squared, indeed. So much meandering. So many false starts.
And so much time wasted. Especially on women, I hasten to add. My
many ventures into art, science, and politics are not far behind.
Nevertheless, revisiting my writings also shows that liberation has
been on my mind for more than four decades. The path to liberation
pops up here and there, only to be abandoned once again. But never
for good. Never for too long, either. In the last analysis, revisiting my
writings is deeply rewarding. For all my zigzagging, I never got lost.
Truly lost. Which is why I relish this haiku penned only three years
before my liberation. An intelligent fool no longer…
TEACHER, DISCIPLE (March 13, 2013)
Since a couple of months ago, my main teachings are on the desktop of
my laptop (“Ten Principles of Bon Buddhism,” April 10, 1992, and
“Ten Principles of Bon Yoga,” November 13, 2012). When in doubt, I
turn to them for a dash of comfort. So, am I a teacher or a disciple?
This is a poorly conceived question, of course. Dualistic to the bone, it
makes but false distinctions. For I am both a teacher and a disciple,
but I lean one way or the other depending on the day and the hour.
Every now and then I cannot even tell which way I am leaning at the
moment. Thus I look forward to the day and the hour when I will
become neither a teacher nor a disciple. And when the poorly
conceived question will not even cross my mind. Dualism, what
dualism?
Addendum (March 14, 2016)
Having come across this piece purely by chance, I am puzzled by its
puzzlement. And puzzlement it definitely is. Am I a teacher or
disciple? Both? Neither? Gosh, I am not sure where to begin, let
alone weather to begin at all. By now, such questions are of little if
any interest to me. Simply put, they are irrelevant at this stage of my
life. The day and the hour when I have become neither a teacher nor a
disciple are well behind me already. Whoever wishes to talk to me
about any subject under the sun is always welcome. While I am at it, I
will say whatever comes to my mind without any fear or desire. And I
will listen to whatever comes to anyone else’s mind with the very same
frame of mind. We will talk as long as circumstances permit, and that
will be all. Dualism is for the birds, anyway.

161

THIS WORLD (March 14, 2013)
Of all my favorite watering holes in central Zagreb, I have remained
loyal only to one. I am usually back in my beloved’s apartment around
noon, which is marked by a canon shot that can be heard far and wide.
There are several hours till she comes out of her office, and we go out
for our daily meal in one of our favorite restaurants. But those few
hours I am all by myself are pure bliss. As soon as I close the door
behind me, I am overcome by joy. Alone at last! After a quick snack
and a pee, I head for my armchair, sit down crosslegged, and I close
my eyes. Muffled sounds of the street can still reach me, but they
seem to be coming from another and most distant world. Occasional
honking of cars driving past makes me smile in my blessed seclusion.
The hours I have all to myself are spent reading, writing, and
meditating. As days go by, though, I am spending more and more time
meditating. By comparison, reading and writing now strike me as a
waste of the most precious time. The time to remove myself lock,
stock, and barrel from this world.
Addendum (March 14, 2016)
Three years to the day later, this world is indeed beyond me. While in
Zagreb, I spend much of my time in my beloved’s apartment. The
hours I have all to myself are still spent reading, writing, and
meditating, but most of my time is spent meditating. As I like to put it
lately, I sit and stare in front of myself without a thought in my head.
Nowadays, I rarely close my eyes. Whatever comes into my field of
vision does not trigger any thoughts any loner. The same holds for my
walks around the city, which also take much of my time while my
beloved is at work. Again, I walk and stare in front of myself. All my
senses are as attentive as they can be, but there is not a single thought
in my head. This world is out there, all right, but I am oblivious to it
whenever I so choose. The world that is my own is that of crows,
pigeons, and sparrows. The world of trees, bushes, and flowers. The
world of water, air, and fire.
ENLIGHTENMENT FOR BEGINNERS (March 15, 2013)
Prompted by an unexpected but welcome burst of curiosity, I just
searched my Residua for all my brushes with enlightenment. Although
I cannot be sure that I have managed to find all the pieces describing
such experiences, I came across quite a number. Nine of them, to be
exact. The first was written a bit more than two decades ago in Sri
Lanka, where I experienced it for the first time while sitting on a sandy
beach and watching the waves (“Mind and Body Revisited,” January
23, 1992). All the others are more recent, as they were written well
after my retirement and move to Motovun. The first among these
concerns an experience captured while reading about enlightenment
(“Samadhi,” February 22, 2006). Another is about time stopping still
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while I was watching a cat on the hotel terrace in the hilltown
(“Strutting By,” May 13, 2007). Yet another one is not exactly a brush
with enlightenment, but it comes very close to it, for it concerns a
special experience while reading about an electric phenomenon known
to many a yogi (“Kundalini Yoga,” May 7, 2008). An experience that
comes very close to a brush with enlightenment is captured in a piece
about a couple I was watching while sitting on the hotel terrace once
again (“Well Nigh,” June 17, 2008). One more experience of this kind
occurred while I was watching a pregnant cat in Motovun (“How Very
Close,” April 19, 2009). Another such experience from the hotel
terrace in the hilltown was captured in a haiku of mine, but the
experience was rather similar to the one described in the piece about
the strutting cat (“Amid Trivialities of Life,” July 4, 2009). There is
another hotel terrace haiku about Aum, the word of words, which I
utter almost every day lately, but which occasionally produces
something close to a brush with enlightenment (“That Word,” May 25,
2011). The most recent experience of this sort comes from the
restaurant in Zagreb that my beloved and I go to several times a week,
where my vision started fluctuating in tune with my heartbeat
(“Pulsating,” June 10, 2012). All together, these nine pieces describe
well enough the experience of time coming to a standstill and the
entire world becoming one, myself included. They are most often
followed by tears of deep understanding and heartfelt appreciation.
Quantum sufficit.
Addendum (September 24, 2015)
In one of my uncharted pilgrimages through my writings, I come
across a piece about a brush with enlightenment that I have forgotten
about in the meanwhile (“The Blessed Place,” June 3, 2008). It is about
me listening to a dove cooing on the hotel terrace in Motovun. When I
check this piece, which is dedicated to similar experiences, I am
surprised not to find it listed. While I am at it, I look for similar pieces
written after this one. The first one that comes to my mind is about an
abandoned store in the center of Zagreb (“Kenzo,” April 30, 2013).
The second is about an old man I saw dragging his feet close to the
central market in the Croatian capital (“Trifling and Fleeting,” June 22,
2014). And the third is about chestnuts, which I sling into the woods
under my terrace in hope that they will find a foothold on the Motovun
hill (“Flying Chestnuts,” October 7, 2014). Have I missed any brush
with enlightenment that I have dutifully recorded to date? Perhaps, but
I will find and bring together all such pieces sooner or later. So far,
there are thirteen of them in one place. Behold, the lucky number!
THE WOODS: FROM AN ELECTRONIC-MAIL MESSAGE TO
MY NO. 1 SON (March 18, 2013)
A few words about my own nick of the woods. As of late, I have
jettisoned much crap. I have dropped newspapers. I have also
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dropped books. I am spending ever more time alone with myself. In
the process, I am focusing on my own mind. And I am doing my very
best to still it. This is the essence of yoga, too. As I go along, I jot
down my experiences. Charting my way is meant primarily for my
own use, so that I can always be aware of my bearings, but it may be
of some value to those who are following the same or a similar path.
This is what my writings are about at this stage, but the woods
surrounding me are magnificent. So, keep your fingers crossed. The
old man is onto something for true.
STULTUS PROFERT OMNIA QUE HABET ABSCONDITA (March
19, 2013)
When I stumbled upon this Latin proverb, I was sure it was about
myself. Like any old fool, I offer or proffer a good deal that most
people would carefully hide. Indeed, my Residua brims with
indiscretions of all sorts. But the second clause confused me a bit. It
has to do with something that has been hidden. Does it refer to a
cunning plot known to but a few, which a fool among them threatens
to reveal against all reason? Or does it refer to a divine plan of some
kind, which only the wise can fathom and keep close to their breast?
Unfortunately, the World Wide Web offers not a clue about the context
of this proverb. At any rate, I am inclined toward the second of the
above two interpretations. If I am foolishly proffering anything at this
stage of my life, it is my meandering path toward enlightenment. If I
were wiser, that is, I would keep mum about my stumbling and
bungling. Including my idle ruminations about some Latin proverb I
have come upon by mere chance.
SALIGIA (March 26, 2013)
Thus the mnemonic for the Christian principal vices from the middle
of the last millennium. It stands for pride, avarice, lust, envy, gluttony,
wrath, and sloth in Latin, the lingua franca at the time: superbia,
avaritia, luxuria, invidia, gula, ira, and acedia. It is interesting to note
that there is no such mnemonic for the seven principal virtues, which
are humility, generosity, kindness, patience, chastity, temperance, and
diligence. That is, humilitas, liberalitas, humanitas, patientia, castitas,
temperentia, and industria in Latin. For better or worse, only one
among the virtues begins with a vowel, while a memorable seven-letter
word would need at least three of them. At any rate, vices had better
be kept in mind at all times, whereas virtues could always wait. After
all, virtues are but vices in reverse. Whence the most useful
mnemonic, of course. If only it were still remembered to this day.
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Addendum (July 6, 2016)
Over the years, the Latin mnemonic is becoming ever closer to my
heart. Whenever I observe fellow humans around me, which I often do
both in Motovun and Zagreb, one of the seven principal vices crosses
my mind. More often than not, I think of superbia when I see a young
woman strutting about on high heels, gula when I see an obese person
eating with unabashed relish, and acedia when I see a bunch of
teenagers lolling about with boredom written all over their faces. The
seven virtues come to my mind much more rarely, but industria is
topmost among them. I spot someone or other working hard often
enough, and it is typically a man past his prime. But the mnemonic
itself is always a delight to remember: SALIGIA, SALIGIA, SALIGIA…
As is coming up with the vices behind each of the letters, and in Latin.
Oh, I love the language of my ancestors!
YET ANOTHER SMALL STEP (March 26, 2013)
As vices or sins have been occupying my mind the last couple of days,
what would be my own? In terms of the principal Christian vices, also
known as deadly sins, I am suffering from pride and wrath only. And
how. In terms of yogic vows and observances, nonviolence and
contentment are not yet within my reach. Far from it. Indeed, I am
intolerant of many things, and especially of ignorance and stupidity. I
thus appear to see myself as well above the rest of my pitiful species.
Rather than consumed by pity for my fellow humans, ignoble as they
invariably strike me, I am consumed by towering anger, which
overpowers me almost daily. I would go as far as smiting them all for
their perpetual bungling and their inability to mend their ways in spite
of all the evidence offered by pitiless history. In this respect, I am
rather like the almighty from the First Testament, though. I often feel
like one with him, too. Now, do Christian vices, as well as yogic vows
and observances, also apply to those on high, like me? I would rather
doubt it, at least for the purpose of illustrating my own deplorable
condition. For a mere human, and this is what I am indubitably
destined to remain till my last breath, I have a long way to go. And I
cannot but hope that this realization, tongue-in-cheek as it happens to
be, is yet another small step toward salvation.
Addendum (January 27, 2016)
Having come across this piece in one of my random searches through
my writings, I cannot but giggle as I read it with due care. Indeed,
pride and wrath have been with me ever since my youth. But no
longer, I am happy to report. Whence my giggles, of course. In a bit
less than three years, much has changed in my life. Since this piece
was written, pride has turned into something very like detachment
from worldly affairs. And wrath has turned into something not unlike
disenchantment, which sometimes borders on sorrow. I hope that
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these sentiments will peter out sooner or later, and that I will
eventually be free from all residues of my erstwhile vices, Christian or
otherwise. I also hope that I will only smile and nod to myself in
appreciation of what I read if and when I come across this piece and
the addendum extending it ever again. Yet another small step…
KARMA YOGA (April 2, 2013)
I have been so busy with the trivialities of life the last few days that my
writing has come to a lull. And so has my thought. Yet another boost
for karma yoga.
THE BEAUTY OF YOGA (April 6, 2013)
Yoga works here, there, anywhere. It has worked for millennia in the
past, and it will work for millennia in the future. Simply put, this is the
beauty of yoga.
FOOLISH QUESTIONS (April 6, 2013)
I am overwhelmed with clarities and certainties. But is this due to my
shrewdness and sagacity or to my simplicity and senility? Look out
for foolish questions!
A COVETED DESTINATION (April 24, 2013)
As many have argued over the ages, our minds are blank at origin.
This is dead wrong, it goes without saying. Tabula rasa remains a
coveted destination, though.
Addendum (November 8, 2016)
Literally, tabula rasa stands for “scraped writing tablet” in Latin.
Comparison of the mind of a newborn to such an extravagant object
comes from Aristotle’s De anima (On the Soul). But reading and
writing come forth quite late in the development of the human species.
Say, the last five or six millennia at most. And the writing tablet itself
goes back at most half of that time. It follows that scraping it clean
can hardly stand for the original state of the human mind. Plausible to
Aristotle’s contemporaries though it apparently was, the metaphor is
wrongheaded to say the least. But tabula rasa makes a lot of sense as
a metaphor for the mind’s ultimate destination, and especially if
scraping of the writing tablet is understood as a difficult and even
painful endeavor that takes considerable time and effort to complete.
For the destination is reached only when the last bit of writing is
scraped from the tablet. Actually, it is reached when the last trace of
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thought is also scraped from the mind. And this is the mother of all
destinations, to be sure.
ON WITHDRAWAL (April 29, 2013)
Many teachers of yoga nowadays insist that it has nothing to do with
dropping out. Far from it, they maintain, for it only prepares a dutiful
adept for an active part in life’s flow. I wonder, though. Why would
one wish to play any part in our failing civilization? Why would one
not turn to yoga for its survival potential, instead? For a historical
parallel, it is enough to remember the rôle of Christianity in Rome’s
demise. Back then, it was primarily a way of dropping out and
keeping out. The advantage of yoga is that it has nothing to do with
any sort of divinity, no matter how beguiling at first sight. It is
practical to boot, and it has a strong support in science of both body
and mind, which suits our era much better than any religion known to
man. Withdrawal from civilization is a practical task, after all. Step
by step, it can be mastered in due time, just like withdrawal from any
other pernicious opiate. And who can be better at it than a yogi worthy
of the name?
Addendum (May 25, 2016)
Yoga as I understand it is unimaginable without dropping out. And so
is enlightenment, yoga’s ultimate goal. Abandoning all thought at will
for as long as one wishes is unimaginable otherwise (“No-Bullshit
Enlightenment,” January 18, 2016).
In fact, enlightenment is
withdrawal incarnate. What is more, dropping out and subversion are
bound closely together (“A Recipe for Foolproof Subversion,” May 14,
2013). Yoga as I understand it is the very soul of subversion. And
withdrawal from civilization is a practical task, as the above recipe
points out with utmost precision. Enough, though. Yoga is not meant
for fools.
ALMOST THERE (May 3, 2013)
My old writings give me comfort. Which is why I dip into my Residua
often enough. But they also give me discomfort. For years upon
years, I remain almost there.
Addendum (October 29, 2016)
The discomfort is gone by now. Now I am almost there no longer.
And my Residua is my witness. My book about yoga charts my path
with great precision, which is possible only in hindsight. Each and
every piece of writing in this selection offers a milestone worth
pondering. Indeed, I was almost there for years upon years, but I was
hardly idle at any one time. My liberation earlier this year puts
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everything in sharp perspective at long last. And my magnum opus
gradually fades into the background. Alas, most of it is but almost
there, as this haiku aptly testifies.
THE IDEA OF SERVICE, AGAIN AND AGAIN (May 6, 2013)
The idea that I should dedicate myself to the service of others has been
with me since the beginning of the new millennium, if not much earlier
(“The Idea of Service,” August 17, 2001). Predictably, it keeps
coming back quite regularly (“The Idea of Service, Again,” September
7, 2012). Whose service, though? It has just crossed my mind that I
have neglected this important question so far. But this question has
surprisingly come to me together with the answer: the service of those
who are dedicated to the service of others, of course. My own journey
is not for the many. Rather, it is for but the few. And this is where
Yogani and I may be parting our ways (“Yogani’s Preface to My
Residua,” September 6, 2012). Even though we are all on a journey,
and even though we all learn from each other, some of us are too far
ahead to be of any palpable service to the crowd trailing behind. There
are yogis, and then there are yogis. Pace Yogani.
Addendum (November 24, 2016)
Yogani responded to my several pieces about service in our very first
exchange. On February 7, 2016, he thanked me for my book about
yoga, which is dedicated to him. And then he proceeded to say that we
were about the same age and similar education. “It is time of giving
something back,” he added. He continued that “service” is not defined
by anyone or anything but “your own abiding inner silence.” The
inner flow is unique for each of us, he argued, “the natural joining of
inner and outer aspects of life.” Although I have long decided that my
Residua amounts to my idea of service, for it is in the public realm
entire, it has taken me a while to digest Yogani’s words of wisdom.
When it comes to joining inner and outer aspects of life, my magnum
opus is definitely it. The joining. I am giving my all, albeit only to a
few. For there cannot be but a few who would give my voluminous
and convoluted writings more than a passing thought. Thank you,
Yogani.
THE PERILS OF ARROGANCE AND PRIDE (May 8, 2013)
My left elbow started hurting me a few months ago. The pain is
getting more annoying by the day. Nothing seems to be wrong with
the joint, though. It is the ligaments of the muscles in my lower arm
that actually hurt. At first I thought this had to do with the way I hold
my left arm while sleeping, but all my attempts to change my sleeping
habits have not helped so far. Only today I realized that the pain could
have something to do with my fall in the Alps twelve years ago. I
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slammed into the rock with the left side of my body and head. Indeed,
it is the ligaments in my elbow that came in contact with the rock that
hurt now, and there are many visible scars there still. It did not take
me long to realize that the pain I started feeling last year in my left hip
could also be related to the fall. Although I survived it miraculously
enough, the impact is haunting me to this day. A good way to remind
myself of the perils of arrogance and pride, no doubt. Even better, the
pain will most likely stay with me to the last day.
RHINO HORN (May 14, 2013)
This morning I gave in to my clogged up sinuses and went to see a
specialist in otorhinolaryngology. From all the symptoms, she thought
the inflammation was fungal. She prescribed a whole bunch of
medications. Including antibiotics, it goes without saying. Once the
inflammation becomes chronic, as in my case, she thought I had no
other options. At any rate, I was amazed at all the boxes I got when I
took the prescription to a pharmacy. The largest box was for
something known as a rhino horn or neti pot. Made of plastic and
looking like a blown up smoking pipe, it is used to rinse the nasal
sinuses with salt water. The liquid comes through one nostril and goes
out the other. On the box I read that Per Peo Olsen, a Norwegian
teacher of yoga, designed it in the Seventies. The one I got was
produced in Norway, too. As soon as I looked it up on the World
Wide Web, I came upon a website that promotes it for yoga practice.
In particular, it is ergonomically designed to make the ancient yogic
practice of nasal cleansing “easy, comfortable, and surprisingly
enjoyable.” Long live otorhinolaryngology!
Addendum (June 30, 2013)
The cure I got from the good doctor was pretty effective, indeed.
Antibiotics helped a great deal, and fast. My nose felt like new after
much suffering with my sinuses. My enthusiasm about modern
medicine was a bit premature, though. As soon as the cure ended, and
it ended a week ago, the problem returned with a vengeance. My
regular use of the rhino horn does not help, either. It is pleasurable
enough, but it does not seem to be doing much to alleviate my
suffering. Alas, I have tried everything on offer, including alternative
medicines galore, but without lasting relief. The best I can do at
present is to get used to my dripping nose.
A RECIPE FOR FOOLPROOF SUBVERSION (May 14, 2013)
For foolproof subversion, follow this simple recipe. Start with Les U.
Knight’s straightforward instructions for voluntary human extinction.
Add Keith Farnish’s instructions for step-by-step withdrawal from
civilization. Add Mahatma Gandhi’s instructions for non-cooperation,
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non-violence, and peaceful resistance. For good measure, add
Nicholas Georgescu-Roegen’s instructions for negative economic
growth, also known as degrowth. Finally, add Yogani’s instructions
for the eight limbs of yoga. For yoga stripped of all metaphysics,
follow my own instructions. All of the above are available on the
World Wide Web. This recipe for subversion is foolproof both in
terms of its eventual success and in terms of its followers’ protection
from persecution. It is applicable anywhere and anytime. Either
morally or legally, all the instructions in the recipe are beyond any
reproach whatsoever. The larger the number of followers, the faster
will the subversion meet with complete and total success.
FUCK DESCARTES (May 15, 2013)
I think for I have no choice. I am cursed with the tangle between my
ears, in short. Thinking against thought is my only if pathetic
recompense. Fuck Descartes.
Addendum I (May 16, 2013)
I wrote about thinking against thought thirty-three years ago in an
addendum to an aphorism written a couple of years earlier
(“Testamentum XII,” January 11, 1978). Then and there I quoted
Adorno, one of my favorite thinkers at the time, who wrote that this
would be a good definition of dialectics, if such a definition were
possible. I am not boasting about my precocious cleverness, though. I
am only wondering what I have been doing for so many years in the
intervening period. Wasting my fucking time, no doubt.
Addendum II (July 4, 2016)
As I have learned earlier this year, I do have a choice. And it is
abandoning thought at will and for as long as I wish (“No-Bullshit
Enlightenment,” January 18, 2016). In my understanding of yoga, that
is the only goal worth pursuing in life. Pace Adorno, but thinking
against thought is only a rickety crutch. And it smacks of Descartes all
the way through. Liberation from thought is not a pipedream, and my
book about yoga charts my path to liberation in no uncertain terms
(“Who is Yoga?” November 26, 2008). Welcome, welcome!
THE YOGA WAY (May 31, 2013)
The yoga of postures has its place in the daily round, and an important
place it surely is, but how about yoga all day long? You are tying your
shoelaces, but why not bend all the way, the yoga way? And with due
care. You are changing a lightbulb on the ceiling, but why not stretch
your arms and legs all the way? You are casting a glance behind your
back before crossing a street, but why not pull your neck muscles all
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the way? No matter what you are doing, including resting every now
and then, why not do it all the way? The yoga way. And all this
requires is a little care for a few days or maybe weeks before you start
using your whole body all the way. Day after day, and without fail.
The yoga of postures has its place, no doubt whatsoever, but how
about stretching it the yoga way?
BE THE CHANGE (June 4, 2013)
It is important to note that Patanjali is not a political philosopher. He
leaves issues of social organization untouched in so far as such
questions involve issues of social engineering. Patanjali’s perspective
is ethical, and thus centered around the responsibilities and actions of
the individual deliberator regardless of their contexts. The beauty of
Patanjali’s philosophy is that it provides a picture for social change
that is activistic and also non political. We do not require great social
coherence, in this view, to be a positive change in the world. Rather,
to quote a view attributed to Mahatma Gandhi, we merely must be the
change that we wish to see in the world, and in so transforming
ourselves, we transform those with whom we come into contact.
From Patanjali’s Yoga Sutra, translated and commented
by Shyam Ranganathan, London: Penguin, 2008, pp.
304-305.
PATANJALI AND I (June 10, 2013)
No translation of Patanjali’s masterpiece I have seen to date is to my
taste. Some suffer from layers upon layers of reinterpretation of yoga,
many of which are questionable at best. Others suffer from relentless
philosophizing along treacherous lines. But none are pithy like the
magnificent original.
And none would do without excessive
clarification of every single word, which accounts for their repulsive
bulk. Annoyed ever anew by what is currently on offer, I even started
thinking of attempting a succinct translation myself. Patanjali’s
Sanskrit is within reach, or so it appears to me. Although a new
translation would perhaps take a few years, at least it would be to my
taste. But I have just changed my mind on this endeavor, for there is
also much that is not to my taste in the original itself. Any mention of
the divine makes me bristle. Pure invention. And so does every
mention of reincarnation. Mere phantasy. Not to mention supernatural
powers that pop up left and right to entice the credulous. What
Patanjali’s masterpiece needs is not yet another translation, but a
thorough rewriting. Wait a minute, though. There is nothing wrong
with my own rendering of yoga (“Ten Principles of Bon Yoga,”
November 13, 2012). It beats Patanjali in pithiness with its fivehundred and fifty-five words, including the dedication to my great
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precursor, and it is also free from all metaphysical baggage. Alas, my
job is already done!
Addendum (June 12, 2013)
All told, there are one-hundred and ninety-six sutras in Patanjali’s
masterpiece. I just copied them all from Shyam Ranganathan’s
translation.[73] And by hand.
There are three-thousand eighthundred and sixty-eight words in this translation. In terms of the word
count, my rendering of yoga in English is only fourteen percent of
Patanjali’s. Even in the original Sanskrit transliterated into Latin
characters, the sutras count one-thousand and fifty-five words, many of
which are composite. A good proportion of them are composed of
three or even four words, but I did not bother to split them up. In other
words, my count is rather generous. Once again, my rendering of yoga
is fifty-two percent of Patanjali’s in terms of the word count. Quod
erat demonstrandum.
OLD HEAT YOGA (June 16, 2013)
Temperature has been rising at a clip. Now it reaches above thirty
degrees Celsius in the afternoon. It is high time to return to the
practice of old heat yoga.
MY WITHDRAWAL FROM CIVILIZATION (June 20, 2013)
For about a week, I have been spending most of my time dealing with
incredible temperatures in the Croatian capital. Wherever I go, I seek
shade. Once in shade, I make sure not to move much, if at all.
Whenever I return to my beloved’s apartment, I take a quick shower
and spend some time stretched on my back, like a cadaver. I eat
almost nothing at all, and I drink a great deal. When I am with my
beloved, I am on the quiet side. The best I can offer is an occasional
smile. Delighted, she says that I look no less than beatific. But my
mind is always focused on my next trick to make myself a trifle more
comfortable. And there is one trick that does not even cross my mind:
turning on the air-conditioning in my beloved’s apartment. That is out.
And for good. My hope is that my organism will adjust itself to record
temperatures in due time, and that I will never succumb to the
temptation of contemporary technology. One small step in my
withdrawal from civilization. And a simple proof that it is within
anyone’s reach.
THE JOY OF KILLING (June 24, 2013)
The ferocity that occasionally surges through my body and mind
surprises me ever anew. I am calm and composed most of the time. I
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observe the rambling show around me with utmost ease, or even
humor. But I sometimes get so furious so fast that I could kill without
any compunction. Wham! Slash! Bang! Mind you, I cannot imagine
killing an animal except if attacked. Humans are a different matter,
though. And it is almost always males in their prime. Say, from late
teens to mid-forties. Ah, the joy of killing one or more of them
positively overcomes me from time to time! And I am sixty-seven, for
crying out loud. As well as a yogi at heart. As I have written so many
times already, of Patanjali’s eight limbs of yoga, the first two,
restraints and observances, are real killers (“The First Two Limbs of
Yoga,” February 27, 2011). At least for the killer in me.
ON THE OUTSKIRTS OF CIVILIZATION (June 29, 2013)
The idea of yoga can be found as early as the later Vedic literature, but
in all likelihood it did not originate there. It arrives late in the history
of Vedic literature, and cannot be reduced to the early concerns of the
Vedas. It likely had a distinct, non-Vedic origin, known as the
Shramana tradition. The Shramana tradition of philosophy is
associated with a tireless search for freedom through personal effort
and means. The traditional Shramana is the ascetic who lives on the
outskirts of civilization. A speculative history suggests a very ancient
origin for this tradition.
From Patanjali’s Yoga Sutra, translated and commented
by Shyam Ranganathan, London: Penguin, 2008, pp.
36-37.
Addendum (June 30, 2013)
A quick check of the World Wide Web tells a lot about the Shramana
tradition. This is how it is rendered in Sanskrit, but it is known as the
Samana in Pali. It is an ancient tradition that is parallel to Vedic
Hinduism, but it is also entirely separate from it. The tradition gave
rise to Buddhism and Jainism, as well as many other traditions.
“Shramana” means “one who strives” or “laborer.” The term was
understood to be the opposite of “Brahmin,” a priest who focused on
Vedic texts and rituals, and the two were conceived as bitter
competitors.
The Shramana tradition was entirely individual,
experiential, and free-form in character, but it always strived after
enlightenment. Their practitioners stood outside of society. In short,
the Shramana tradition smacks of good old shamanism, but I am yet to
come across this obvious connection. The World Wide Web has a way
to go still.

173

TU SCIS (July 20, 2013)
Deus, tu scis stultitiam meam, et peccata mea a te non sunt abscondita.
From Psalmi iuxta Hebraeos, 68-6, Biblia Sacra
Vulgata, Stuttgart: Deutsche Bibelgesellschaft, 1969, p.
853.
Addendum I (July 21, 2013)
Much of the bible deserves a Buddhist translation, as it were. And
here is one of the line cited that strikes me as central to Bon Buddhism,
a nascent spiritual tradition bearing my humble name:
Homo, tu scis stultitiam tuam, et peccata tua a te non
sunt abscondita.
Just to be sure about the translation, I consulted Zvonimir Milanović,
as ever. According to him, it passes muster. In short, forget about the
one on high. If there is any divinity worth talking about, it is you.
Mind you, I am not talking only about myself.
Addendum II (August 10, 2015)
It is always a joy to come across the first addendum to this piece, for it
is indeed central to Bon Buddhism. In the fullness of time, every
single human being ought to become aware of all the horrors fomented
in his or her own mind. And horrors they indeed are. This is the first
but crucial step forward for the entire human species, for it itself is
actually to blame for all the horrors to which humans have been
subjected so far. The one on high is but a figment of human
imagination, which stands in the way of the human species. This
obstacle should be removed once and for all.
DRIVES OUT THOUGHTS (July 20, 2013)
The Jew’s harp has many different names in many languages, but its
Italian name, scaccia pensieri or scacciapensieri, is the very best
among them. That is, the most revealing. Scacciare means “to drive
out,” and pensieri means “thoughts.” In short, the instrument drives
out thoughts. Now, could there be any better name for it? Definitely
not, for it is about yoga and nothing but yoga. The stilling of the mind.
At long last, there is a yoga instrument par excellence. And the only
one at that.
Addendum I (December 20, 2015)
I have been playing a variety of Jew’s harps all day long. Every now
and then, I grab one of them from the dining table and start playing.
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They come in three sizes and pitches, and I enjoy playing them all. It
has taken me many a round to remember the instrument’s Italian name
and to figure out what is going on. Of course, I am doing my best to
drive out thoughts, and the yoga instrument of choice is always within
reach. The only surprise is that it has taken me the whole day to
figure out what has been behind my fervent playing.
Addendum II (February 19, 2019)
Enchanted by my favorite instrument’s Italian name, I just searched the
World Wide Web with it as the search expression. And I came to an
Italian Wikipedia page by that name in no time.[74] According to this
source, Jew’s harp is one of the oldest instruments in the world.
Recent archeological findings show that it was known by Romans, as
well. Also, it appears in a Chinese painting that goes back to the
Fourth Century before Christ. In short, our ancestors were quite clever
about driving out thoughts. The only disappointment with this
Wikipedia page is that there is not a word on it about the origin of the
instrument’s name in the Italian language. The name, for crying out
loud!
IMPLEMENTATION (August 2, 2013)
Here is a simple rule worth following till the last breath: minimize
contact with humans. Smart, no doubt. The only remaining problem is
that of implementation.
Addendum I (September 10, 2013)
As far as good counsel is concerned, this is the best one you will ever
get. Minimize contact with humans, and no kidding about it. The
question of implementation notwithstanding, it is always good to know
where the ultimate goal is. How to get there is a secondary concern,
albeit not a negligible one. So, here are a few simple pointers
regarding implementation. To begin with, there are many monasteries
and hermitages around. Next, there are lunatic asylums aplenty. Also,
there are jails around every corner. If none of these instructions appeal
to you, go it alone in the woods. Although the woods have been
shrinking with the population explosion, there is no lack of them
around the globe to this day. If you are still hesitant, there is no
remedy for you. Suffer humans till you perish!
Addendum II (August 30, 2015)
The first addendum notwithstanding, minimizing contact with humans
is simple enough to implement without any fuss. All I am doing as of
late in this connection is staying at home more and more. Both when I
am alone in Motovun and with my beloved either in Motovun or in
Zagreb, I stay at home much more than ever before. When I am alone,
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I read and write most of the time, but I also sit and stare in front of
myself without a single thought on my mind. The stilling of the mind
is my main goal, as ever. And when I am with my beloved, we talk a
good part of the time no matter where we are, but we also sit on the
terrace of my house and stare at the Mirna valley below whenever we
are in Motovun together. The stilling of the mind is our common goal.
In short, minimizing contact with humans is not exactly a cinch, but it
is far from difficult. It is the cutting it out altogether that is rather
difficult to implement. But it is hardly warranted for the time being at
least. Cutting all contact with humans is the ultimate reward of death.
I FIGURE (August 8, 2013)
No matter how long and rugged the road to salvation, it is the very last
step, brisk as it is bound to be, that is the most hazardous and
bewildering, I figure.
“A NEW WAY TO AVOID LATE-LIFE LONELINESS” (August
29, 2013)
Thus Der Spiegel today. “Getting old often means getting lonely,” the
newspaper explains. “Five pensioners from Hamburg tried to improve
their lives by moving into a shared apartment.” Apparently, they
found happiness together. But I was rather disappointed by the article,
for I was looking for a different answer. Yoga, of course. And
enlightenment as the ultimate objective. The so-called west is far from
such ideas, though. Shared apartments are the best this civilization has
to offer to the elderly. By comparison, India a couple of millennia ago
was light years away. Unfortunately, the west has managed to screw
up even this splendid subcontinent. Alas, the march nowhere
continues unchecked.
SLAUGHTER (September 3, 2013)
For the second day in a row, my morning yoga practice is marred by a
scene of slaughter from World War II. As I am sitting in meditation,
the scene shapes in front of my closed eyes. It gets ever sharper and it
lingers for a while. I see a man standing in a brook. His booted legs
wide apart, his chest is bare. There is a curved knife in his right hand.
There is a long line of people on the bank to his right. Poorly clad and
quite disheveled, they look like peasants. Their heads hanging on their
chests, they are moaning in unison. Soldiers are all around them. One
soldier grabs the first person in line and shoves his or her body to the
man in the brook, who grabs the body from the back. He makes a
quick cut through the throat and passes the shaking body to another
soldier who piles the bodies one on top of another along the left bank
of the brook. The water is red with blood. The slaughter proceeds
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quickly. Between twenty and thirty throats are cut every minute.
After a while, another booted soldier takes off his shirt and replaces the
man in the brook. As the men change places, they shake their hands
without a word. The scene slowly fades. My mind turns blank at long
last.
THE COUPLE (September 18, 2013)
A fowler hunting in a forest is caught in a storm. Frightened, he takes
shelter under a tree. A dove living in that tree begins to lament for his
wife, who has not returned. The wife hears him from the cage in
which she has been caught by the fowler. She asks her husband to
welcome the fowler as a guest. The dove welcomes the fowler and
asks what he can do for him. The fowler says that he is cold. So the
dove brings an ember from a forest fire and lights a fire. Finding
nothing to offer the guest, the dove throws himself into the fire for the
fowler to eat. The fowler is touched by this act of kindness and
resolves to give up his evil ways. When the female dove is released,
she finds her husband burning, and throws herself into the fire, as well.
The couple is united in heaven for their act of heroic generosity.
From The Pancatantra: The Book of India’s Folk
Wisdom, Translated by Patrick Olivelle, Oxford: Oxford
University Press, 1997, p. 176.
Addendum (September 19, 2013)
This story made me cry when I read it for the first time a few months
ago. When the greatest love of my life read it a week or so ago, it also
made her cry. And then it made me cry for the second time when I
reread it yesterday. Both of us cried quite uncontrollably, too. United
by tears, we made the first step, as it were. But the couple from the
story is worth following step by step all the way to the destination.
And the ancient story itself is the proof that heaven indeed exists. For
who could have thought of it otherwise?
WHEN IS YOGA? (September 19, 2013)
The title of the next and most likely the last selection from my Residua
comes to my mind every now and then (“Who is Yoga?” November 26,
2008). Started with much hoopla, it has been in the doldrums for quite
a while. Five years, in fact. I have written a good deal about the
subject in the meanwhile, but the path to the book’s completion is hazy
at best. Much more important, the same holds for the path to
enlightenment, yoga’s ultimate goal. Whenever I think of my sorry
progress, I cannot but think about the obstacles on my way. And the
main obstacle is Slobodan Vugrinec, the old mayor of Motovun, who
distracted me with a bundle of court cases lodged against me for my
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opposition to unsustainable golf and polo development to the west and
east of the hilltown. The quagmire I entered with all the politically
motivated court cases distracted me ever since. Sadly, the misery is
likely to take many more years, what with the corrupt practices and
debilitating slowness of Croatian courts at all levels. Alas! I keep
reminding myself that my nemesis is not worthy of serious concern,
for he is nothing but a petty bureaucrat in service of big capital, but to
no avail. The next and most likely the last selection from my magnum
opus remains but a pipedream. Perhaps I can come up with an
intermediate book’s title at this muddled stage: When is Yoga?
“YOGA RESIDUA” (October 2, 2013)
Thus my search words on Google only a short while ago. And I found
more than twenty-million results fetched in less than a second. But the
first one of all is my “Ten Principles of Bon Yoga” (November 13,
2012). Call me silly, but the foremost browser on the planet delights
me once again. Besides, my “No-Bullshit Yoga” (April 19, 2012)
comes up third. Indeed, this is like putting two and two together.
“Yoga” and “residua,” that is. The winning combination, as it were.
Everything else is for the birds, I dare say. The only thing that worries
me a bit about all this is the almost invisible smirk on my face. The
Buddha would call it a smile, I am ready to bet.
THE ENVY OF ANIMALS (October 9, 2013)
Marcello Casalli or Kazalac is one of my favorite inhabitants of
Motovun. On the quiet side, he is always courteous. He does not say
much, but it is a real pleasure to hear him whenever he says anything at
all. As he was walking past my table at Marko’s earlier today, he
stopped and waved. I waved back, and wished him a good day. He
congratulated me on my lounging ways, and I raised my shoulders half
in jest. “There’s nothing more wonderful than watching a cat,” he
said. “It enjoys the sun for a few minutes, and it sprawls itself in the
shade when it turns too hot.” I nodded enthusiastically. “I can’t but
envy animals,” he raised his shoulders in turn. “Maybe it’s only me…”
I shook my head at once as vigorously as I could. “No, no,” I almost
shouted, “I agree with you completely!” We exchanged friendly
greetings, and he went on his way. If Marcello only knew that the
envy of animals is one of my favorite subjects, if not the very favorite.
TO ANGER A SAINT (October 10, 2013)
Once a man wanted to anger a saint. He began insulting him: “You
dirty rogue. See how many people you have ruined with your
teachings?” The saint remained quiet, smiling at his tormentor.
“Don’t you understand my language?” the man asked. “Yes, sure.”
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The man was incredulous: “You mean, you’ve understood my
insults?” “I did.” “Then how can you keep quiet?” The saint
answered: “Son, suppose you brought me some fruit and I refused it.
What would you do?” “I would have to take it back,” the man
answered. “Yes,” continued the saint. “In the same way, I don’t enjoy
all those things you have brought me. So, you can just take them
back.”
From Sri Swami Satchidananda, The Yoga Sutras of
Patanjali, Commentary to Book II, Sutra 43,
Buckingham, Virginia: Integral Yoga Publications,
2007 (first published in 1978), p. 148.
HITLERS (October 15, 2013)
There is a new book about Hitler that purports to portray him as a
perfectly normal guy. Even more, it claims that he was charming and
even charismatic. He enchanted most people he met, and crowds
positively adored him. On my round of online newspapers, I bump
into articles about this new and apparently inviting portrait of the
German dictator. Most of them are all over the place, as the subject is
still ticklish so many years after the end of World War II. Now, two
straightforward interpretations come forth from the book in question.
Most important, humans responsible for most horrendous events in
history were not beasts. They were only human, after all. In addition,
leaders and the led are one and the same. Humans responsible for
most horrendous events in history cannot be separated from their
followers. In short, it is the human species that is horrendous rather
than any of its individual members. We are Hitlers one and all. But do
not look for such simple conclusions in online newspapers. Or
anywhere else, for that matter. Hitler and other dictators like him will
remain a puzzle to humans as long as humans remain a puzzle to
themselves.
NOTHING BUT YOGA (October 15, 2013)
Walking through the center of Zagreb, I just chanced past Predrag
Matvejević, one of the foremost Croatian writers still up and about.
We greet each other whenever we meet, and we occasionally exchange
a few words, but I made sure I went past him unnoticed. And what is
the reason for my reluctance to greet him or talk with him? I saw in
the pockets of his raincoat the two leading Croatian newspapers. Both
pockets bulged out conspicuously. In his early eighties, he is still
reading the abominable crap. Put differently, he is still after
recognition. Disappointed, I felt kind of sorry for him. “Yoga,
Matvejević,” I whispered to myself, “nothing but yoga!”
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Addendum (February 4, 2017)
Curious about Matvejević, who passed away a couple of days ago, I
browsed through a whole bunch of eulogies in Croatian and Bosnian
newspapers. This is how I learned that he actually used to be an ardent
practitioner of yoga. In an interview in celebration of his eightieth
birthday in 2012, he was asked about his longevity and youthful looks.
He replied that he had practiced yoga every morning for forty years
already. He added that he took a walk after dinner every single
evening. On top of that, he spent between seven and eight hours
working every single day. Surprise, surprise. To the best of my
recollection, though, his youthful looks were nothing but an
ingratiating invention by the interviewer. Judging by this fretful piece
of mine penned only a year later, Matvejević should have practiced
yoga day in and day out. And nothing else besides.
THE RECEDING NIRVANA (October 29, 2013)
In spite of my customarily good cheer, there is a vague feeling of
anxiety that comes over me every now and then. Perhaps the word is a
bit too strong, but the sentiment is still clear enough. It cannot be
anything else but anxiety of some kind. And it has to do with nirvana.
Although I do my best to keep it in mind at all times, it often gets
pushed to the side by silly thoughts on all and sundry. Distracting
thoughts, to be exact. Periods of spiritual oblivion sometimes last so
long that I am almost surprised when I return to nirvana out of the
blue. Is it receding from my mind, I wonder? Even worse, is this a
sign that it is receding as the most cherished prospect? The recurrent
experience of anxiety is the only thing that keeps nirvana in my focus,
I sometimes feel. Which is why I cherish it, the anxiety, as it were. If
anything else, it provides a welcome check on the receding nirvana.
But when will I start feeling that it is oncoming, instead?
Addendum (April 7, 2016)
I cringed when I came across this piece in one of my random searches
through my writings. And I kept cringing as I went through it. I was
overwhelmed by an urge to write an addendum to the effect that
everything was hunky-dory at last. In a way, I wanted to communicate
with myself in the past. As soon as possible, too. “Don’t worry,” I felt
like shouting across time. “Nirvana is here and now!” In the end, I
smiled from ear to ear. As far as I could tell, shouting across time
occasionally works wonders.
A FUCKING HUMAN (November 3, 2013)
We are siting in a café within sight of the upper town in Zagreb,
sipping our drinks, and watching the overcast sky. Heavy clouds are
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flying past at amazing speed. Blue patches of the sky occasionally
open wide, and the afternoon sun briefly lights up the whole city. “The
clouds are marvelous,” I mumble to my beloved. And then a couple of
crows alight on the roof of a distant building etched against the sky.
They are huge. Cawing loudly, they fly around each other every once
in a while. They are obviously a couple, and they seem to be in a
playful mood. Watching them from far below, I am overpowered by a
rash of resentment. “Of all the species,” I grumble to my beloved, “I
had to be born as a fucking human!” She is too wise to say a word
about my favorite complaint. As if to relieve me of my misery, the
crows fly away.
DEVOLUTION (November 20, 2013)
The human mind is crowded with ideas, symbols, or practices that
replicate themselves over time. Call them memes after Richard
Dawkins. As the civilization unfolds, their number is crowing. And it
is growing ever faster. Also, their evolution seems unstoppable. But
imagine the human mind early on, when there were few memes up and
about. Imagine the time when all of them were still stemming from
small human communities concerned with survival in a treacherous
world. The roar of lions. The taste of blood. The throb of drums. The
sight of hunters running after their prey. The laughter of shamans.
The smell of monkeys. The warmth of fire. Imagine the human mind
encumbered by little if anything else. And weep. Moan in despair.
For the road back will be hard. Devolution will be far from easy for
the human mind. But the ultimate reward is more than worth it. Ah,
the sight of crumbling ruins!
NOT EVEN ONCE (December 1, 2013)
It is worth reminding yoga practitioners that the notion of love has no
place in Patanjali’s masterpiece. Even more, the word ”love” occurs in
it not even once.
WRITING AS SUCH (December 10, 2013)
While I write, I become fully absorbed in writing. Having completed a
piece, I am often surprised when I check the time. I could not imagine
that so few words could take me so much time to nail down. Writing
is timeless, that is. Similarly, when I write in one of my favorite cafés,
the surrounding scene often surprises me upon completion of a piece of
writing. The place empties out or fills up in the meanwhile. I could
not imagine that I could be so oblivious to my surroundings while
engaged in writing. In other words, writing is also spaceless. In a
nutshell, writing is not unlike meditation in my experience, which is
perhaps why it means so much to me. Which is where the notion of
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writing yoga comes from, of course (“Writing Yoga,” August 22,
2007). Writing as such apparently matters so much more than what is
ultimately written. My sincere apologies, dear reader.
AFTER ENLIGHTENMENT (December 14, 2013)
As I am pattering around my beloved’s apartment, a question
unexpectedly crosses my mind: how will my life look like after
enlightenment? I am not startled by it. Rather, I make an attempt to
answer it to the best of my ability. After enlightenment, I will eat
when I feel hungry. I will go to sleep when I feel tired. I will read
when I feel like reading. I will go for a walk when I feel like going for
a walk. I will make love with my beloved when we both feel like
making love with each other. I will write whenever I feel like writing.
I will sit and stare in front of myself when I feel like sitting and staring
in front of myself. And the answer makes me happy.
This accomplished, another question crosses my mind: how does this
differ from the life I am living already? Again, I do my best to come
up with a worthwhile answer. As a matter of fact, my life already is
pretty much as I imagine it after enlightenment, but I am still obsessed
by so many things in the world around me. Day by day, I am
consumed by anger and abhorrence and anxiety. After enlightenment,
I will accept the world as it is. I will pay attention only to those things
that are within my power to influence and change for the better. The
answer makes me rather happy one more time.
But yet another question crosses my mind in the wake of the first two:
how can enlightenment make sense in a world that entices so much
anger and abhorrence and anxiety on my part? Would I not find
myself detestable if I suddenly turned my attention only to those few
things that are within my power to influence and change for the better?
Most important, would not my enlightenment be but a travesty in a
world so horrible that it seems to be beyond anyone’s power to
influence and change for the better any longer? This time around, I
cannot come up with a single answer, let alone with one that makes me
the least bit happy. As I am pattering around my beloved’s apartment,
I keep shaking my head in confusion. For better or worse, though,
there are no more questions that cross my mind.
Addendum (March 18, 2016)
Good questions, these. And good answers to the first two, as well. As
for the third and perhaps the most difficult question, the answer is
straightforward: the world is indeed horrible and beyond anyone’s
power to influence and change for the better, so that enlightenment
remains the only way out of it.
Whence my own path to
enlightenment, which entails abandoning thought at will and for as
long as I wish. In retrospect, I do not find myself detestable at all. Far
182

from it. In my own experience, abandoning thought is far superior to
anger, abhorrence, and anxiety. Luckily for me, my enlightenment
came well ahead of horrors yet to come. And no kidding. As years go
by, it will become ever more difficult to attain enlightenment by any
means whatsoever. The collapse of a civilization is far from a pretty
sight.
A YOGIC POSTSCRIPT TO MY RESIDUA (December 19, 2013)
Whatever you do, do it for others. The dedicated ever enjoy peace.
That’s the reason I really don’t speak about the scriptures very much.
My students wanted to make a book about the Yoga Sutras, so I have
said all this. But for myself, I feel we don’t really need scriptures.
The entire life is an open book, a scripture. Read it. Learn while
digging a pit or chopping some wood or cooking some food. If you
can’t learn from your daily activities, how are you going to understand
the scriptures?
From Sri Swami Satchidananda, The Yoga Sutras of
Patanjali, Commentary to Book IV, Sutra 34,
Buckingham, Virginia: Integral Yoga Publications,
2007 (first published in 1978), p. 233.
THE ART OF MAKING ONESELF (December 20, 2013)
I woke up in the middle of the night feeling elated with my Residua.
As I first went to pee and then to have a glass of water before returning
to bed, I nearly floated on air. The art of making oneself had already
taken an unmistakable form in my writings, I felt pretty confident.
Although I could not put my finger on what it was that had made me so
happy, I was sure that it would come to me soon enough. That was last
night. This morning I am none the wiser, though. Whence such joy?
More to the point, whence such overwhelming confidence? True, I
was between dreams, but I was not hallucinating at the time. I was
perfectly sober and self-composed, as well. But the art of making
oneself is yet to come to full fruition, I now realize. Chances are that
Sri Swami Satchidananda’s optimism got the better of me last night.
And I was reading his rendering of Patanjali’s sutras yesterday
evening.[75] The last three pages are brimming with most contagious
enthusiasm, indeed.[76] Whence my postscript plucked from the very
last page of the book, which was posted on the World Wide Web just
before I went to sleep (“A Yogic Postscript to My Residua,” December
19, 2013). In short, my elation last night can be squarely attributed to
the great yoga master. Or is it the two great yoga masters, in fact? As
for the art of making oneself, not to worry. It will take shape in due
time. It simply must.
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BE INFORMED (January 7, 2014)
Gosh, how I struggle not to be informed! Which only makes me
envious of pigeons and sparrows that fly all around me. Blessed
creatures, they cannot be informed.
THIS EARNEST WARNING (January 8, 2014)
Interestingly, I keep rereading The Book of the Thousand Nights and
One Night and À la recherche du temps perdu without any fear of
being contaminated by the world, which is otherwise uppermost in my
mind. It is as though the two books are already mine, already fully
digested. But I am wrong about this, I am perfectly aware. Although I
am rereading these books for who knows what time, they still harbor
much that I have not digested at all. Given their bulk, they are actually
impossible to digest in full no matter how many times I happen to
reread them. Thus they are still dangerous. Nay, deadly. Ever so
ready to contaminate every soul, the world is forever lying in wait in
these books just like in any others, including those I have never
touched, let alone read from cover to cover. But I know that this
earnest warning is entirely in vain. I will keep rereading these two
books no matter what. And the world will get me one way or another.
Over and over again. Contaminated ever anew, I will never heed my
own warning, either. For read I must.
Addendum (December 30, 2015)
I have already promised myself not to read anything else but The Book
of the Thousand Nights and One Night and À la recherche du temps
perdu next year, and this warning is good to keep in mind in
connection with my preparations for the upcoming winter months. No
matter how familiar, these classics are still perilous. The world entire
lurks behind them both. Nonetheless, I cannot imagine abandoning
reading at this stage of my life. Not yet, at least. Given my
treacherous proclivities, these two books are my safest bet, too. They
are outright benign by comparison with books unread, let alone online
newspapers of all descriptions. Whence my solemn promise. Yet
another one among so many…
WRITING YOGA FOR BEGINNERS (January 31, 2014)
I inadvertently left my mobile phone in my beloved’s apartment this
morning. I plugged it into the wall to replenish the battery during my
morning ablutions, but I forgot it afterwards. And I discovered that it
was missing more than an hour later, when I touched my pocket only
to discover that it was empty. Although I did not exactly panic, I
started thinking feverishly about returning to the apartment as soon as
possible. What if my beloved sends me a text-message? More
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important, what will she make of my unusual silence? She will start
worrying, of course. As thoughts like these piled up, I opened my
laptop and started writing about my discomfiture. Thus this piece, it
goes without saying. If anything else, it offers one more example of
how writing helps me along whenever I find myself adrift for whatever
reason. And it does help, to be sure. I can marshal my thoughts so
much better when I write than when I simply think. Which reminds
me of my ruminations about writing yoga so many years back
(“Writing Yoga,” August 22, 2007). Like all of yoga, it is a most
practical pursuit. Returning to my mobile phone, I will retrieve it soon
enough. What is half an hour in the fullness of time, anyhow?
ON MARTIAL ARTS (February 27, 2014)
Slowly but surely, I am becoming aware of yet another essential
ingredient of withdrawal from civilization: martial arts. Although I
have written a few words about it a couple of years ago, the subject has
remained rather vague in my mind (e.g., “On Zen and Martial Arts,”
February 26, 2012). The growing unrest in many parts of the world
makes this omission ever less palatable, though. My recipe for
subversion will need to be updated sooner or later (“A Recipe for
Foolproof Subversion,” May 14, 2013). Survival and self-defense are
inseparable, indeed. Martial arts go all the way back for this very
reason. And their roots cover the entire planet. Every continent has
had its own variety of martial arts appropriate to the time and place. In
part, the revival of self-defense will go hand-in-hand with the revival
of ancient hunting techniques. As civilization disintegrates, all this
will need to be relearned again. Enough said for the time being, but
the subject is vast. As well as fascinating in its own right.
PATANJALI AND I, AGAIN (March 28, 2014)
When I am lost, I remember Patanjali. I reach for any one of the three
renditions of his masterpiece I have on hand, open it at random, and
start reading in earnest. More often than not, relief comes quite
readily, and I put the book down with a smile on my face. In him, I
find myself again, as it were. To paraphrase Pascal about Montaigne,
it is not in Patanjali, but in myself, that I find all that I see in him
(“First Person,” November 22, 1988). Which is perhaps why I do not
remember him almost at all when I am not lost. At such times, it is not
in myself, but in Patanjali, that I find all that I see in myself.
Fortunately, Pascal’s enchanting riddle works both ways.
WANNABE SHAMANS AND THEIR TOTEMS (April 14, 2014)
As I am sitting in one of my favorite cafés in Zagreb, I find myself
thinking about the painting of a bug on my wall in Motovun (“The
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Motovun Bug,” June 24, 2011). I kind of miss it. Not for nothing
have I picked the cockroach as my totem a couple of years ago (“My
Totem,” November 15, 2012). Thus I pick up my laptop and start
searching for ways in which shamans choose their totems. But the
World Wide Web is hardly a place for such an exercise. Judging by
the number of websites dedicated to the subject, shamanism is very
much in vogue nowadays. And so are totems that go along with it.
In short, there is an amazing load of crap about the subject of choosing
one’s totem. The best I could do under the circumstances is to browse
through a number of lists of totems on offer together with their
supposed meanings. Not surprisingly, powerful animals, such as lions
and tigers, come on top. Powerful birds like eagles and owls come
next. Cute animals or birds, such as deer and robins, are not far
behind. Of course, scorpions, praying mantises, and spiders are there,
as well. And so are butterflies and ladybugs on the cute end of the
spectrum. But the closest to a cockroach I could find was a scarab.
Scarab?!
Wannabe shamans are at sea when it comes to powerful creatures of
this day and age, and especially those living in cities, where most of
humans live nowadays. Where are rats among the totems? Where are
seagulls? And where are mosquitoes, the most deadly killers of them
all? Thus I abandoned my search without much ado. Wannabe
shamans and their totems are of no interest at all. They are at sea.
Chances are that I am the only living shaman with the cockroach as my
totem. But I must add that I was not wise enough to select it myself.
In fact, it selected me, which makes it so much more powerful as a
totem, too.
GUIDO RAZIONALE (April 17, 2014)
Out of the blue, my beloved came up with a new nickname for me last
night: Guido Razionale. She used it again this morning. And I quite
like it. The mock family name has to do with my way of reasoning,
which is based on rigid logic. Unbeknownst to her, though, the mock
given name has a funny history in America. Guido is a slang term for
urban Italian Americans of working class origin. As a quick search on
the World Wide Web will show, it used to be a demeaning name for all
Italian Americans, but now it stands for thuggish, overtly macho types.
The mock name and the surname are thus paradoxical. Nay,
contradictory. Which suits me fine. Perfectly fine, as a matter of fact.
If and when in need of a nickname, Guido Razionale would be my
choice at this stage of my life. And it is my beloved’s birthday
present, no less.
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NEVER MIND (May 22, 2014)
Thus the sign on the chest of a T-shirt worn by a fat woman with huge
breasts I just spotted in the middle of the Croatian capital. The sign
was enormous, too. At first I thought I was looking at an American
tourist, but then I realized the woman was Croatian. Most likely, she
had no idea what the sign meant. “Forget about it,” that is. Or “don’t
bother.” Or “it ain’t important.” Or “don’t apologize.” Most often, it
indicates a withdrawal of a previous statement. But it did not take me
long to start thinking about the common expression as a motto of sorts.
My own motto, no less. Numquam mente, as it would appear in Latin
on my coat of arms. And it would suit me quite fine in the years to
come. Never mind about everything I have written to date. Forget it.
Going a bit deeper, the words “never” and “mind” go very well
together in the context of yoga. The stilling of the mind can be read
straight from the two joined words, as it were. Interpretations of the
word “never,” such as “not ever” or “not at all” or “to no extent or
degree,” go perfectly with the word “mind.” Alas, would that the path
to enlightenment were that straight. Never mind, though. The sign on
that T-shirt will stay with me for quite a while.
Addendum I (January 14, 2016)
I love this piece, as well as the next one on the same subject
(“Numquam mente,” May 24, 2014). But I almost laughed out loud
when I came close to its end a short while ago. “Would that the path to
enlightenment were that straight,” I sound almost crestfallen. But this
is exactly what I am betting on at present. In fact, I am practicing
abandoning my mind at will. Whatever I am doing, I just stop thinking
for as long as I can. I can even do it for a few seconds or even minutes
while writing: I just sit and stare at the last period I have come up with
before I return to writing. But I spend hours sitting and staring in front
of myself without a thought in my head. The bliss. Returning to the
sentence that made me laugh, I am now convinced that the path to
enlightenment is indeed as straight as that. Abandoning all thought at
will, that is. Enlightenment of any other kind now strikes me as a joke.
Nay, a hoax.
Addendum II (October 26, 2016)
The first addendum is a joy to read, for it is not beating around the
bush when it comes to enlightenment. Abandoning thought at will and
for as long as one wishes is what it ultimately amounts to (“NoBullshit Enlightenment,” January 18, 2016). Whence my fascination
with the Latin motto for my coat of arms ever since this piece was
written. To the best of my knowledge, I come from a noble Venetian
family, a branch of which ended up on the Adriatic island of Cres in
Croatian or Cherso in Italian early in the Sixteenth Century (“Family
Crest,” March 26, 1994). The coat of arms they left there is as simple
as they come: argent on right and gules on left. Argent is a heraldic
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tincture that stands for silver or argentum in Latin, which is frequently
depicted as white, and gules is red. By the way, a closely related coat
of arms is that of the Venetian family Dandolo: argent on top and gules
on bottom. Now, the coat of arms I choose for myself is of the
simplest possible variety: argent all over. In heraldic terms, it is the
pearl among jewels and the moon among heavenly bodies. Argent
signifies truth, sincerity, peace, innocence, and purity. Numquam
mente is the motto that goes under the coat of arms, as has been long
decided. It stands for my liberation early this year. There. This is my
new coat of arms, which I bestow upon myself with all the dignity I
can muster on this solemn occasion.
NUMQUAM MENTE (May 24, 2014)
I started kissing her from head to foot as soon as we woke up this
morning. A nice erection was already in the making when I began
talking about tomorrow’s elections. I told my beloved about a bunch
of articles I have read about the growing success of eurosceptic parties
across the subcontinent. It did not take her long to complain about my
banter: “We’re still in bed, for crying out loud!” My erection was long
gone by then. I apologized profusely and told her about my new motto
(“Never Mind,” May 22, 2014). “Numquam mente,” I repeated a few
times in a row with growing relish. “My goal!” “And an unreachable
one,” my beloved chuckled, “as is only appropriate for a motto!” She
was disappointed a bit, it goes without saying. We got out of bed
without any further ado. It will take the rest of the day to mend this
morning’s blunder. Who cares about tomorrow’s elections, anyhow?
Neither of us would vote ever again.
THE STILLING FOR TRUE (June 3, 2014)
The stilling of the mind is quite a chore. The trick of letting it roam
and grab briefly onto whatever it comes upon does work, but only just.
Even when aimless, the mind is insatiable. It would roam forever.
And the World Wide Web offers so much to grab onto no matter how
briefly. The stream of news is nothing if not endless, too. After a
while, the stilling becomes quite exhausting, for the silly mind is very
like an adolescent monkey. Curious and playful, it pokes its nose into
every distraction it strays upon. One keeps reining it in, pulling it
away from danger, and castigating it for its inexhaustible prying, but to
no avail. Every once in a while, the only remedy is sitting and staring
into the distance. Even better, sitting and staring into darkness. The
stilling for true. The trick of abandoning all thought offers a respite
from it all. After some rest, one can let one’s mind roam and grab
briefly onto whatever it comes upon once again. Having gotten used to
the repeating cycle, one can choose the most fitting of the two tricks at
will.
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Addendum (April 24, 2016)
Although I have hinted at abandoning all thought as the only way
forward in many of my pieces written over quite a few years, this piece
is rather direct on this topic. And so is its peppy title. Indeed,
abandoning all thought at will and for as long as one wishes is the only
way to liberation worth pursuing. It takes time and considerable skill
to rein in the monkey, but it can be mastered in the end. As far as
tricks go, thoughtlessness is the mother of them all. Most important, it
comes without a hint of metaphysics, let alone religious rigmarole of
any description. Liberation is an eminently practical task, after all.
FREEDOM FROM GOALS (June 5, 2014)
Marine Le Pen’s goal of destroying the European Union keeps
ricocheting through mind since yesterday. Its clarity is mesmerizing,
to say the least. Given her growing political success, many people in
France are surely with her. And so are quite a few others from the
neighboring countries of the Union. They share the same goal. If I
were asked to come up with a goal of my own, it would be
enlightenment. But I would quickly pull back even from such an
exalted goal. Goals are for the birds, to be sure. If I would have to
come up with a goal worthy of upholding, it would be the freedom
from goals of any sort. Which is why I feel thrice sorry for the
upcoming French politician. To begin with, she has come up with a
pitiful goal. Indeed, destruction of anything under the sun can hardly
be worthy of being a goal in life. Next, she is not yet free from goals
one and all, no matter how uplifting. This requires a touch of wisdom,
no less. Most important, she has infected so many people across the
subcontinent with a goal that cannot but hurt them sooner or later.
And I could not care less about the European Union. Goals as such
spell nothing but disaster for any human being.
ENLIGHTENMENT BY SEVENTY (July 9, 2014)
My life cycles cross my mind every once in a while, and I return to the
key piece I have written on the subject some six years ago (“The
Seven-Year Life Cycle,” October 23, 2008). Very much aware of the
fact that the end of the tenth life cycle is only a couple of years ahead
of me, I occasionally panic. Yoga is uppermost on my mind, as I
foresaw back then, but enlightenment is still a distant dream.
“Enlightenment by seventy,” flashes through my mind every now and
then. Although I keep scolding myself for such silly thoughts, they
persist. The last time I revisited the piece about life cycles was only a
few minutes ago, and the wish to reach enlightenment before my
seventieth birthday ricocheted through my mind once again. Silly, to
be sure. But persistent. What can I do about it, though? My old
remedy for silly thoughts came to me in a jiffy. Yes, I can write about
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it! This will expose my silliness for all time, but it will also help me
think through the whole thing as coherently as I possibly can.
Enlightenment by seventy, my ass. I would be lucky to reach it before
my death, and that is all there is to it. Enough said.
Addendum I (December 4, 2014)
“Enlightenment by seventy,” it just flashed through my mind. I
attempted a smile, no matter how awkward, but it failed to materialize.
Yes, I am annoyed with myself. And so I went for my laptop and
searched for this piece, which I remembered vaguely. It exposes my
silliness, all right, but it does not stop me from daydreaming of
enlightenment in terms of my seven-year life cycles. Besides, seventy
is a round number in the decimal system, which makes it even more
attractive. And that annoys me no end, for I have argued all my life
that setting any goals by a certain age is pernicious, and especially if
the age in question is in round numbers. Screw the decimal system,
which has nothing to do with life cycles however defined. To no avail,
though. When it comes to inane obsessions, such as reaching
enlightenment by the end of the tenth seven-year life cycle, no
argument can be of any lasting help, no matter how clever.
Apparently, exposing one’s silliness does not help, either. How about
letting the obsession rip, instead? “Enlightenment by seventy,” I
started singing to myself out of the blue, “enlightenment by seventy!”
At long last, I managed a smile.
Addendum II (December 4, 2015)
A year later, I am in the same boat still. Nonetheless, I am much
calmer whenever enlightenment by seventy flashes through my mind,
which it does often enough. To my relief, I do not get annoyed with
myself on account of my silliness any longer. And there are two
reasons for my calmness at this stage. To begin with, getting annoyed
with myself does not help a single bit. Neither does reporting my
silliness, as witnessed by this piece and the first addendum. More
important, I am increasingly confident that enlightenment by seventy is
actually within my reach. And no kidding. To wit, I am becoming so
proficient at stopping myself from thinking whenever I so desire that I
am ever more convinced that there is no better characterization of
enlightenment than freedom from thought. At will, time stops and the
world becomes one. There is no fanfare, but the bliss is real. It is
palpable. And all it entails is complete and total absence of thought.
Be that as it may, I will give myself a few more months to nail
enlightenment down. For the time being, enlightenment by seventy
strikes me as a perfectly reasonable project of mine. Fingers crossed.
Addendum III (March 19, 2017)
Only a month after the second addendum was penned, I nailed
enlightenment down at long last (“No-Bullshit Enlightenment,”
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January 18, 2016). Abandoning thought at will and remaining free
from it for as long as I wish is what it amounts to, indeed. To my joy, I
stumbled across the proverbial door out of this world a few months
before my seventieth birthday, too. In spite of the silliness of my goal,
which I duly ridiculed in the first addendum, I got there nonetheless.
Returning to the original piece, I cannot but feel fortunate for writing it
all down. My old remedy for silly thoughts is rather laborious, as
witnessed by millions of words in my wake, but it still provides a clear
trace of my meanderings. This piece and its addenda thus offer a
consolation at the end of the road, as it were. Having read the whole
lot several times over, I keep smiling and smiling. To this day, the
very notion of enlightenment by seventy strikes me as ridiculous at
best. Alas, in a bit less than a month I will be seventy-one! Luckily,
the seven-year life cycles will lose their meaning as years go by (“The
Seven-Year Life Cycle, Again,” March 13, 2016). Hooray!
THE MEHO YOGA (July 15, 2014)
Mehmedalija Šljivić, known to all as Meho, can be quite a nuisance.
Knowing everyone in Motovun by name, as well as knowing the whole
hilltown inside and out, he is hard to shake off. A bit of a village idiot,
he talks and laughs forever. Some people shoo him off in mock or real
anger, but most of them either run away from him or do their best not
to pay him any attention. It is hard, though. He goes on and on until
most people cannot stand it any longer. In the end, they give up and
shuffle away. But I have learned to blot him out by meditation of
sorts. Although I can hear him talk and laugh right next to me, I
become oblivious to the noise he makes after a rather short while. By
and by, I cannot even guess what it is that he is talking and laughing
about. Seeing that all his efforts to entertain me are to no avail, he
shuts up and walks away all by himself. The Meho yoga, as I call it,
works wonders with all sorts of nuisances we cannot shake off in our
daily lives, village idiots included. After all, yoga is an eminently
practical pursuit.
Addendum (May 29, 2022)
Several months ago, everyone in Motovun noticed that Meho was
nowhere to be seen. No matter how bothersome he could be at times,
people started worrying. As it turned out, he had a stroke. He ended
up in hospital, and it appeared that he would not be able to walk ever
again. Judging by the comments one could hear all over the hilltown,
everyone was concerned about Meho’s health. A few days ago,
though, he passed away. He was sixty-seven years old. One more
time, most people who knew him were far from happy about the loss.
A village idiot or not, he was one of us, as it were. And that is how I,
too, feel about Meho’s demise. One way or another, I will miss his
shenanigans. But the Meho yoga will stay with me till my last breath,
I am pretty sure. Three cheers for village idiots!
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THE SACRED WORD AND MY TOTEM (August 10, 2014)
When I sit in my livingroom and stare at my paintings on the wall
facing west, where twenty-five paintings are resting on five battens,
two of them attract most of my attention. The first shows the sacred
word, “Aum” (“The Sacred Word,” May 18, 2012). It was painted on
the other side of one of my jokes on abstraction (“The Last of My
Jokes on Abstraction,” May 23, 2011). The other is my rendering of
an insect that looks rather like a cockroach but sports a sting, as well
(“The Motovun Bug,” June 24, 2011). By and by, it has become my
totem (“My Totem,” November 15, 2012). The two paintings appear
on the same batten, the second from the ground, but they are three
paintings apart from each other after the last rearrangement of my
paintings. I just checked on my Residua when the two were painted,
and I discovered that they were both from 2011. In fact, they were
painted a month apart from each other. The sacred word and my totem
are very much a pair. The discovery gave me quite a jolt. A jolt of
joy, to be precise.
Addendum (August 11, 2014)
This story has a bit broader context, to be sure. The two paintings
came one after another while I was impatiently waiting to hear from
the regional court in Pula about my appeal to the ruling of the
municipal court in Pazin regarding the fabricated insult case against
me by the former mayor of Motovun. As I learned soon after the
second painting was completed, my appeal went down in flames
(“Crooked Golf,” June 29, 2011). This was to be expected, for courts
and politics are inseparable in Istria, but the disappointment was still
painful. Before I could appeal in Strasbourg, my last and only hope, I
had to appeal to the highest court in Zagreb (“Strasbourg, Here We
Come,” July 28, 2011). More than three years later, I am still waiting
to hear from the Croatian capital, which could well be why the two
paintings in question pop up in front of my eyes as often and as
tenaciously as they actually do. But it is anyone’s guess how much
longer I will be waiting for justice in this godforsaken country, where
quite a number of court cases stretch into decades. This is especially
true since the country’s independence a bit more than two decades ago.
Come to think of it, will I live long enough to shake the Motovun bug
out of my mind once and for all and dedicate myself to yoga without
any further thought? A good question, this.
AUTOBIOGRAPHY XVII (August 26, 2014)
I feel I have arrived at last. I am not sure where it is that I have
arrived, but that does not matter to me at this stage. Who cares? I am
somewhere, and that is perfectly fine with me. Anywhere would do, as
well. I am satisfied with my lot, that is. I am not looking forward to
anything else. And that is the gist of it, I guess. I am here, and I am
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happy. Well, content. I am not yearning for anything. There is
nothing I crave for. I have no wishes or hopes. No dreams, as it were.
Is this enlightenment? I have no idea, but it surely feels good. It is
only a question of words, anyway.
Enlightenment,
schmenlightenment.
Addendum (April 10, 2016)
Endearing, this. Nearly three weeks before this piece was penned, I
completed my book about climate change (“Postscriptum XV,” August
6, 2014). And I felt kind of finished. Unbeknownst to myself at the
time, there were two more books for me to put together, both of which
I completed a year and a half later. But the book about yoga makes me
feel really finished. Actually, fulfilled. Indeed, there is nothing I
crave for any longer. I have no dreams, either. And enlightenment is
in my wake at long last. Which is why I find this piece so endearing.
As far as premonitions go, this one is nigh perfect.
GOOD OLD MOANING (August 30, 2014)
Why do people moan? They moan both when they are suffering pain
and relishing pleasure. Moaning lessens pain and increases pleasure.
In other words, it always increases pleasure. Which goes a long way to
explain the sacred word, “Aum.” Its origin is physiological. Put
differently, there is nothing spiritual about it. All the long stories
about the origin of the sacred word and its spiritual meaning are pure
gibberish. Deep down, it is nothing but good old moaning. What goes
for the sacred word, goes for yoga in its entirety. And that is the
beauty of it. It is physiological to boot. There is no bullshit about it
whatsoever. Now, try telling this to the yoga aficionados east or west.
They would take you for a pathetic moron, no less.
THE LINGERING HOPE (September 6, 2014)
I am annoyed by nearly everything I find on the World Wide Web.
Why then am I looking for anything there? Am I trying to annoy
myself? Or do I still harbor some hope that I will eventually find
something to my liking? Good questions, these. It is the lingering
hope that is leading me astray time and time again. And hope is the
greatest whore of all. It is high time to forget about the world and turn
inward. All the company I need is myself. Add my beloved, and I am
all set. The World Wide Web is a waste of time, and no kidding about
it. All it offers is myriad traces of all those who still live in hope. The
victims of the old whore, that is. For my sins, I cannot but daydream
about the moment when we would all abandon hope and turn inward.
The World Wide Web would turn silent. Ah, the mother of all silences
would be louder than the trumpets of Jericho! The lingering hope…
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Addendum I (December 16, 2015)
Having spent much of my day checking the news on the World Wide
Web, I am annoyed with myself one more time. What in the world am
I doing? Am I checking to see whether the web has gone silent at last?
If there is any hope for such a miracle, I should be the first to abandon
it for good, and thus lead the way out of the web’s entanglement.
Tough luck, though. Even though I am commenting ever less often on
the news I come across, the ludicrous habit is still with me. Every now
and then, I find myself at it once again. Out of the blue, I am
commenting on something or other as though there is no tomorrow,
and with the same old relish. The lingering hope, my ass. Turning
inward is up to me and me alone. It must start here and now. As for
the World Wide Web, it is but another lame excuse for my failure to
take firm control of my own life. But enough. All by themselves,
words will get me nowhere. And fast.
Addendum II (December 2, 2016)
Whatever happens to the World Wide Web in the years to come, I am
quite sure that I will not be there to partake in the hubbub. Slowly but
surely, my habit of checking the news no matter how casually is
ebbing away. If I still succumb to it from time to time, it is only to
relish the boundless inanity of my fellow humans. Day by day, it
seems to be growing, too. Nay, exploding. Indeed, a veritable
explosion of inanity seems to power the web at this juncture. It is like
revisiting the fall of Rome for the very last time. At any rate, I have
had my fill of it already. Much more important, I now relish ever
longer periods of blissful oblivion. Complete and total oblivion, that
is. Thoughtlessness has become my favorite state of mind, and I have
gained full control of it. An intellectual suicide of sorts, it leads to
bliss without fail. As well as swiftly and smoothly. The World Wide
Web is for the birds, anyhow.
RESIDUALIZING (September 17, 2014)
The last year or so, I have been writing down everything that crosses
my mind. And everything goes for true. There are two reasons for this
curious tack. To begin with, every single word adds to the count.
Three-million words are within sight, and I cannot shake that number
out of my mind. The milestone is ridiculous at best, I freely admit, but
I cannot resist it nonetheless. More important, this way I am flushing
out everything that crosses my mind. I am expelling it from the
darkness and into the light, as it were. No matter how marginal a
thought may be at first sight, I cannot tell in advance what its fate may
be in the fullness of time. This is the very purpose of my Residua, at
any rate. It can be thought of as a mind dump of sorts. To coin a term,
I am residualizing every single thought that can be put into words.
Equipped with the search function that graces my website, I can study
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my own mind from every which angle. And across many a decade.
That is, I can study the human mind at will. As can anyone else who
has access to the World Wide Web, for that matter. But I hope to be
the first human to get a glimpse of it in all its splendor and horror. As
well as the hulking humdrum in between.
ON CHILDISH ARTS (October 14, 2014)
There is a section of Sayings of the Buddha that lists seven childish arts
that a monk should never pursue.[77] Each of the seven paragraphs in
this section begins and ends with the very same words, but all they say
is that a monk should refrain from the seven childish arts listed. Each
one represents an aspect of his moral behavior. Every list is on the
long side, but they are all well worth reproducing in full. In fact, they
are fabulous all by themselves. Here they are in the sequence in which
they appear in the original:
Palm reading, reading omens and signs, interpreting
celestial portents, interpreting dreams, fortune-telling
from marks on the body, reading omens from the marks
on cloth gnawed by mice, offering fire oblations,
offering oblations from a ladle, offering to the gods
husks, red rice-powder, ghee, and oil, making offerings
from the mouth into the fire, offering oblations of
blood, reading the knuckles, determining the site of a
house as lucky or not, making predictions for ministers
of state, laying demons in a cemetery, laying ghosts,
knowing the charms for living in an earthen house,
snake-charming, poison craft, scorpion craft, mouse
craft, bird craft, crow craft, telling the number of years a
man has to live, reciting charms to protect against
arrows, knowing the language of animals.[78]
Reading the good-luck signs in gems, staffs, garments,
swords, arrows, bows, weapons, women, men, boys,
girls, slaves, slave-girls, elephants, horses, buffaloes,
bulls, oxen, goats, sheep, chickens, quails, monitor
lizards, ear-rings, tortoises, and other animals.[79]
Making predictions: the princes will march out, they
will march back; our princes will attack, the enemy’s
will retreat; the enemy’s princes will attack, and ours
will retreat; our princes will gain the victory, and the
enemy’s suffer defeat; the enemy’s princes will gain the
victory, and ours suffer defeat; thus victory will be
theirs, and defeat theirs.[80]
Predicting there will be an eclipse of the moon, an
eclipse of the sun, an eclipse of a star; the sun or the
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moon will follow their normal course; the stars will
follow their normal course, the stars will depart from
their normal course; there will be a fall of meteors, a
glow in the skies, an earthquake, thundering of the
gods; there will be a rising or a setting, a darkening or
brightening of the sun, moon, stars; predicting such and
such a result from an eclipse of the moon or the sun,
their departure from their normal course, a fall of
meteors, or the brightening of the sun, moon, stars.[81]
Predicting abundant rainfall, a drought, a good harvest;
a famine, peace, danger, disease, health; making
calculations on the fingers, or in the head, estimating
amounts, composing verse, studying the nature of the
world.[82]
Fixing a lucky day for bringing home or sending out a
bride or groom to be married; fixing a lucky time for
making or breaking of contracts, for saving or spending
money, using charms to make people lucky or unlucky,
giving medicine to stop a woman from miscarrying,
making charms to paralyze the tongue or lock the jaw,
reciting spells to control a man’s hands or to cause
deafness; obtaining oracular answers from a mirror, a
girl, or a god; worshiping of the sun, the great one,
breathing fire, invoking Siri.[83]
Vowing gifts to a god in return for a favor, paying such
vows, repeating the charms for living in an earthen
house, causing virility, causing impotence, determining
lucky sites for building, consecrating such sites, ritually
rinsing the mouth, giving ritual baths, making offering
into the sacrificial fire; administering emetics and
purgatives, expectorants, ear-drops, eye-drops, nosedrops, collyrium and ointment for the eyes; practicing
as an eye-doctor, a surgeon, a children’s doctor,
administering medicines from roots, administering and
expelling herbal medicines.[84]
These seven lists are priceless. They contain everything we know
about sorcery, witchcraft, magic, enchantment, conjuring, divination,
spells, or wizardry some two millennia and a half ago. In sum, they
tell us a great deal about the last vestiges of shamanism at the time.
Amazingly, all the practices listed by the Buddha are still alive and
well. What is more, they are universal, just as shamanism was. All the
world religions have suppressed such practices for millennia, but to no
avail. Anyhow, this is the best list of lists of shamanistic practices I
have ever come across. It is precious. On top of that, it comes out of
the mouth of no-one else but the Blessed One. Alleluia!
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A FINGER-SNAP (October 15, 2014)
This is what I have heard. “Monks, I consider no other single quality
to be so much the cause of the arising of wholesome qualities that have
not arisen and the wasting away of unwholesome qualities that have
arisen as this: attentiveness. When a monk is attentive, wholesome
qualities that have not arisen arise and unwholesome qualities that
have arisen waste away.”
From Sayings of the Buddha: A Selection of Suttas from
the Pali Nikayas, translated by Rupert Gethin, Oxford:
Oxford University Press, 2008, p. 250.
THINKING ABOUT THE BUDDHA (October 16, 2014)
To the right of the kitchen sink, there is a drying rack in my beloved’s
kitchen. Right above the rack, there are cupboards where plates,
bowls, cups, and glasses are stored. While my beloved is taking her
morning shower, I empty the rack and put all the plates, bowls, cups,
and glasses into the cupboards. This is what I was doing this morning,
as well. I had already put two glasses into their cupboard. As I was
taking yet another glass up, and it was a large and delicate wineglass, I
cast a quick glance into the rack to see whether there were any other
glasses left there. And then I heard a loud crash. Glass was flying all
over the place. The tip of the wineglass I was holding by its stem had
hit the edge of the cupboard door that was wide open. I put the broken
glass into the garbage bin under the kitchen counter and started
collecting the shards. They were all around the counter, the rack, the
sink, and the floor. It took me quite a while to collect them all, but I
could not be sure that I had collected all of them. Again, they were
literally everywhere. As I was cleaning up the mess, I was thinking
about the Buddha. Only last evening I copied into my commonplace
book his wise words about attentiveness. Only last evening!
NOBODY’S CHILD (October 20, 2014)
My beloved and I were among some six-hundred invitees to the
opening of the Zagreb Film Festival yesterday evening. The film on
offer was a Serbian and Croatian coproduction by Vuk Ršumović, a
Serbian film director. “Nobody’s Child” (2014) was awarded as the
best film by the audience at this year’s Venice Film Festival. It is
about a boy of about eight discovered in the Bosnian woods in 1988.
Living with wolves, the child was completely wild. Nothing was
known of his origin. The boy was sent to an institution for abandoned
children in Belgrade, then the capital of Yugoslavia. There, he learns
to speak, as well as to read and write. At the breakup of Yugoslavia,
the Bosnian authorities want him back. He returns there just as the war
starts in earnest. It is winter. He is picked up by a group of Bosnian
197

fighters and taught to shoot, which he does on at least one occasion.
But he manages to escape the tumult and returns to the woods. Around
twelve now, he is happy for the first time since the beginning of the
film. One sees him rolling downhill in the snow. The film ends before
he reunites with the wolves. “I am surprised,” I told my beloved as we
were leaving the place last night after a brief introduction to the film
director and his crew, “but the film is just to my taste.” Coming from
Bosnia, she was a bit less enthusiastic. The film tells it all, though, and
from the wild boy’s perspective, which is refreshing. It is better
among the wolves than among the humans. And by a wide margin.
Period. By the way, the film director’s first name means “wolf” in
both Serbian and Croatian.
Addendum (November 13, 2016)
Whenever an opportunity arises, I mention Ršumović’s film with a big
grin on my face. I explain the circumstances under which I have seen
it together with my beloved. To the best of my ability, I tell what the
film is about. Time and again, I do not beat around the bush when it
comes to my enchantment with wolves. And I always end up by
pointing out that I would not change a single scene in the entire film.
That sums up my praise in no uncertain terms. The film is just
faultless, that is. To my surprise, few people have anything to say
about any of this. Most of them have never even heard of the film, let
alone seen it already. But they do not express any wish to see it when
they get a chance. At best, they are glad that I liked the film, and that
it that. By and by, I am getting a feeling that my praise is as good as
the worst possible criticism. Actually, condemnation. Dear director
Ršumović, my deepest apologies!
HOC MAXIME VERUM EST (November 1, 2014)
Homo homini lupus non est. Plautus stultus erat. Lupus est animal
insons. In veritate, homo homini homo est. Et nihil est peior quam
homo. Hoc maxime verum est.
Addendum (November 15, 2014)
The realization that there are no beasts worst than humans has been
with me for much of my life. If I remember correctly, it first dawned
on me in my late teens, when I was struggling to understand World
War II as it unfolded in Yugoslavia of old. The untold atrocities
committed during the war were difficult for me to fathom back then.
Still, the realization that humans are the worst beasts on earth has
resurfaced during the civil war in the Balkans (“In Praise of
Bestiality,” October 5, 1993). To my shame, I put it into no uncertain
words only some seven years ago (“Homo homini,” December 25,
2007). I only revisited my accusation in this haiku, but it has been
with me ever since. I cannot shake it out of my mind any longer.
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Wherever I look, I return to it over and over again. Indeed, there is
nothing worst than my own species. Of course, this also holds for
some humans I know very well (“Homo homini homo,” November 15,
2014). Having said all this once again, I cannot but wonder how can I
look into my own eyes in the mirror without screaming my head off
with fear.
ONLY IN OUR HEADS (November 12, 2014)
Ghosts are in the news. Apparently, Swiss scientists have shown that
they exist only in our heads. This applies to all paranormal activities
involving presences, phantoms, specters, spooks, apparitions, spirits,
and the like. So, all these are nothing but figments of human
imagination. Wow! Now I feel deeply thankful to the Swiss scientists.
I would hope that they would continue with their research of all things
that are only in our heads. By and by, they will show that gods are of
the same ilk. And so is the soul. Not to mention heaven and hell or
reincarnation. In the end, the Swiss scientists will show that humans
are too intelligent by half, whence all of these concoctions in our
heads. Would that we have stayed closer to our ancestors, the merry
primates. They are not as bright as we are, but they are free from all
the useless crap that ricochets through our heads.
Addendum (November 2, 2015)
I like the cheerfulness of this piece, but I wonder about its merry
conclusion. Are the primates truly free from all the useless crap that
ricochets through our heads? The chimpanzees, our closest relatives,
cannot possibly be that lucky. Too close for comfort, they. Going
down the evolutionary line, the incidence of presences, phantoms,
specters, spooks, apparitions, spirits, and the like is most likely
declining with less intelligent primates, but intelligence we are saddled
with could not have appeared out of nowhere. In other words, would
that primates, too, have stayed closer to their own ancestors. And so
on, all the way down the evolutionary tree to, say, merry plants. No
brains, no ghosts to worry about, either.
RHINO HORN, AGAIN (November 13, 2014)
My sinuses have been misbehaving for such a long time that I have
become used to the misery (“Keep Suffering,” May 3, 2013). It all
started about two years ago. Although my nose gets clogged up pretty
badly from time to time, I am managing to live with it the rest of the
time. But I have noticed lately that the rhino horn I have been using
regularly for more than a year and a half now has actually been quite
helpful with my sinuses (“Rhino Horn,” May 14, 2013). And ever
more so. I rinse my nose at least twice a day, but there are days when I
rinse it even five times. The sea salt in the rinse seems to be quite
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helpful. But it took me a while to realize that what really does the trick
is regular rinsing rather than anything else. And this is the gist of any
yoga practice. It must be regular and it must be performed for a long
period of time. Not surprisingly, it was a Norwegian teacher of yoga
who brought the rhino horn to the western world. And regular practice
is the key to enlightenment, not only stuffed sinuses.
To Per Peo Olsen
MY JOURNEY INWARD (November 24, 2014)
When will I stop checking the news? When will I abandon all hope for
the human species? When will I focus inward, as I have kept
promising myself for so many years? I wonder. Right now, focusing
inward is still a dream, and a very distant one at that. I can do it on
occasion, all right. And I can do it often enough to nourish the dream
all the time. But I succumb to the silly news much more often than I
would wish. I relish them, the fucking news. What is worse, I respond
to them, and in writing. Having read something or other, I sit down to
come up with the best response I am capable of at the time. The
commentator, as my beloved loves to put it. Commenting in vain for
ever and ever. For no better reason but to entertain the monkeys in my
brain, that is. The best I can come up with at present is that my
journey inward will be reflected in my writings. The news will
gradually vanish. Commenting upon them will mercifully come to a
stop. And my writings will reflect the shift in the simplest possible
way. Even I will notice it in the fullness of time. Alleluia!
Addendum (January 16, 2016)
When will I stop checking the news? Well, I managed to do it about a
month ago. This is when I stopped commenting on the news, as well.
And my writings indeed reflect the shift is the simplest possible way.
It has taken quite an effort on my part, and not for the first time, but
the addiction is behind me by now. And for good. As for the
addiction, it is worse than smoking or drinking. In my own
experience, it is the worst addiction of them all. Chances are that it is
also worse than drug addiction, but I have no personal experience in
this realm. One way or another, I am free of it at last. Step by tiny
step, I am ever closer to liberation from all thought.
ON WRITING ADDICTION (December 14, 2014)
Writing, writing, writing. I spend most of my time writing. And I am
getting tired of it. Ever more tired. “Most important, “ I wrote a few
days ago, “I want to write less” (“My Resolutions, Again,” December
12, 2014). My preoccupation with writing records has been driving me
crazy lately. What is worse, I have become fascinated with records,
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and especially the approaching three-million words to my Residua
(“My Fucking Records,” November 20, 2014). Tired of records, I now
live in hope that my writing will gradually dwindle to where it was at
the beginning of my project (“My New Theory,” October 19, 2014).
But my hope was shattered yesterday evening, when I came across a
piece of mine written a couple of years ago that expresses the same
threadbare hope (“Writing for the Sake of Writing,” October 1, 2012).
Horrified by my inability to control my writing drive, I wrote another
addendum to the piece I discovered. While writing, I came upon the
word that struck me as most appropriate for my writing obsession:
addiction. Whence this piece, of course. Addiction is defined as
compulsive pursuit of rewarding stimuli in spite of their adverse
consequences. All addictive behaviors are self-reinforcing but the
ultimate satisfaction of the pursuit is forever out of reach. My writing
addiction fits this description perfectly. And so do the inane records I
am striving after. In the addendum I wrote yesterday evening, I joked
about Writers Anonymous. This morning I searched for it on the
World Wide Web, and I found a whole bunch of websites dedicated to
writing addiction. Sadly, none of them struck me as particularly
helpful in my case. Thus I will have to address my writing addiction
all by myself. And in writing, of course.
Addendum (January 30, 2016)
Well, I am out of the woods already, and without anyone’s help. I am
happy to report that January 28, 2016, was the first fallow day in more
than a decade (“Just Another Tyranny,” January 29, 2016). Quite a
few such days will follow soon, I am happy to announce, as well
(“Fallow Days Galore,” January 30, 2016). Now that I spend ever
more of my time without a thought in my head, I am ever better at
spending my days without writing, either. Nothing to it, as it were. As
for Writers Anonymous, the joke strikes me as propitious enough at his
juncture. Such an organization would be a godsend to many a writing
addict. And my book about yoga, which will be finished in just a few
days, can serve as its unshakable platform. The book of books. All
those who suffer from writing addiction will appreciate it sooner or
later, I am quite sure. A bit more than a hundred-thousand words is all
it takes, after all.
REJOINING THE ANIMAL WORLD (December 26, 2014)
The stilling of the mind goes all the way back to shamanism at the
roots of yoga. And the mind is the leading obstacle on the way to
rejoining the animal world.
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AUTOBIOGRAPHY XVIII (December 29, 2014)
Having spent so many evenings by the fireplace, and expecting to
spend so many more while staring at the fire, I feel there is little else.
Nothing but fire. Fire and life go so well together, it strikes me after so
many years. All that remains is a pile of ash. An all-too-obvious
metaphor for my magnum opus, and yet an almost soothing one. Alas,
ash and death are not matched as well as fire and life. If only death
would be so kind to leave any old trace in its wake.
THE ANIMAL IN US, AGAIN (December 31, 2014)
There are moments when we surprise even ourselves. As I wrote more
than twenty years ago, the animal in us is beyond our ken (“The
Animal in Us,” November 4, 1993). At best, we can catch a glimpse
of the world as seen through its eyes. “It has been on this planet so
much longer than the human species,” I argued. Zillions of years, to
be exact. Way too much to understand, to be sure. “The task is to
access that knowledge directly, without understanding, which can be
accomplished only by embracing the animal in us,” I concluded. In
other words, enlightenment is the only way to grasp the world
accessible to the animal in us. Timeless and seamless, it opens up only
when we manage to still our minds. Forever welcoming, it is in our
flesh and bones. It is in our blood. But the obstacle is no less than
formidable, for the animal in us cannot make any sense of it
whatsoever. Mind, what mind?
THE FOUR QUARTERS (January 2, 2015)
AUM—this whole world is that syllable! Here is a further explanation
of it. The past, the present, and the future—all that is simply AUM,
and whatever else that is beyond the three times, that also is simply
AUM—for this brahman is the whole. Brahman is this self (atman);
that (brahman) is this self (atman) consisting of four quarters.
The first quarter is Vaisvanara—the Universal One—situated in the
waking state, perceiving what is outside, possessing seven limbs and
nineteen mouths, and enjoying gross things.
The second quarter is Taijasa—the Brilliant One—situated in the state
of dream, perceiving what is inside, possessing seven limbs and
nineteen mouths, and enjoying refined things.
The third quarter is Prajna—the Intelligent One—situated in the state
of deep sleep, which is when a sleeping man entertains no desires or
sees no dreams; become one, and thus being a single mass of
perception; consisting of bliss, and thus enjoying bliss; and having
thoughts as his mouth. He is the lord of all; he is the knower of all; he
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is the inner controller; he is the womb of all—for he is the origin and
the dissolution of beings.
They consider the fourth quarter as perceiving neither what is inside
nor what is outside, nor even both together; not as a mass of
perception, neither as perceiving nor as not perceiving; as unseen; as
beyond the reach of ordinary transaction; as ungraspable; as
indescribable; as one whose essence is the perception of itself alone; as
the cessation of the visible world; as tranquil; as auspicious; as without
a second. That is the self (atman), and it is that which should be
perceived.
With respect to syllables, AUM is this very self (atman), whereas with
respect to the constituent phonemes of a syllable, it is as follows. The
constituent syllables are the quarters, and the quarters are the
constituent phonemes, namely “a,” “u,” and “m.”
The first constituent phoneme—“a”—is Vaisvanara situated in the
waking state, so designated either because of obtaining (apti) or
because of being first (adimattva). Anyone who knows this is sure to
obtain all his desires and to become the first.
The second constituent phoneme—“u”—is Taijasa situated in the state
of dream, so designated either because of heightening (utkarsha) or
because of being intermediate (ubhayatva). Anyone who knows this is
sure to heighten the continuity of knowledge and to become common;
and a man without the knowledge of brahman will not be born in his
lineage.
The third constituent phoneme—“m”—is Prajna situated in the state of
deep sleep, so designated either because of construction (miti) or
because of destruction (apiti). Anyone who knows this is sure to
construct this whole world and to become also its destruction.
The fourth, on the other hand, is without constituent phonemes;
beyond the reach of ordinary transaction; the cessation of the visible
world; auspicious; and unique. Accordingly, the very self (atman) is
AUM. Anyone who knows this enters the self (atman) by himself
(atman).
From the Mandukya Upanishad, Upanishads, translated
by Patrick Olivelle, Oxford: Oxford University Press,
1996, pp. 289-290.
THE COVER IMAGE (January 3, 2015)
I decided on the title of my next and most likely my last book a long
time ago (”Who is Yoga?” November 26, 2008). I am far from
satisfied with its progress, which is almost painfully slow, but it is
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moving along nonetheless. Every once in a while, I add a few pieces
to it. Some of these pieces are new, but some are pretty old. Still, the
end is nowhere in sight. Not yet. Enlightenment is not for the
impatient, to be sure. But I just made an important step toward
shaping the book in my own mind: I decided on the image to grace its
cover. And it is my totem (“The Cockroach Totem,” September 13,
2014). I went to the World Wide Web, searched for images of the
intrepid insect, and selected a realistic rendering of it rather than a
photograph. Having copied it, I placed it on the cover page of my
book in the making. And I am happy to report that it feels just right.
So, who is yoga? It is the animal in us, of course. Our most gentle
teacher and guide. It may sound strange or perhaps even ridiculous
that the cover image makes me so happy, but it surely does. Every
single selection from my book of books sprang to life once the cover
image was decided upon. Bingo!
Addendum I (January 11, 2016)
It has been a bit more than a year, and these words now strike me as a
bit premature, but the book about yoga is uppermost in my mind at this
time. Now it has a subtitle that is very to my liking (“The Will to
Ignorance,” December 5, 2015). And it has a preliminary preface that
may well remain unchanged in the final version of the book (“The
Preliminary Preface,” December 20, 2015). All that is missing at this
stage is the proof, as it were. The proof I have in mind boils down to
abandoning all thought whenever I so please. Now I can master it
pretty well, but I am still not fully comfortable with my grip on
thought. I am closest to complete and total thoughtlessness when I am
walking far from the crowds, but I hope to be able to reach it under all
circumstances. And I believe I can master it within a few short
months. Enough, though. The book is always in my sight.
Addendum II (July 15, 2016)
My book about yoga has been on the World Wide Web for close to six
months already. Since early February, it has been available in Portable
Document Format on my Ca’ Bon Gallery website
(www.cabongallery.org). And for free. Interestingly, the cockroach on
the book’s cover does not appear in the images associated with my
name on Google. Not yet, at least. Apparently, it is too uncouth for
the highbrow browser. The very punch of my mighty totem is thereby
lost, I must complain. I cannot but hope that this omission will be
taken care of in the fullness of time, for the intrepid insect is very
much a part of me the last few years. Well, it is me myself. And the
cover image of my book about yoga says it all. In my mind, this is the
most important book I have ever put together, and I cannot imagine
this assessment of mine ever changing in the future. Books are history
for me by now, or so I sincerely hope.
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Addendum III (August 27, 2016)
At long last, the cockroach on the cover of my book about yoga has
started appearing among the images associated with my name on
Google. The last few days, it pops up ever more often. Phew! The
image is most dear to me, indeed. On top of everything I have already
written about it, it has a hidden purpose, as it were. I sincerely hope
that it will scare away the silly crowds in search of easy and enjoyable
yoga. “Yuck,” they will grimace at first sight of the cockroach, “this
ain’t for me!” My book is not meant for yoga aficionados of this ilk,
to be sure. Instead, it is meant for the few and far between.
Addendum IV (May 3, 2017)
Well, well. The totem from the front cover of my book about yoga
disappeared from the World Wide Web only a few months after it had
appeared. Having made quite a few attempts to find it the last few
months, I must report its mysterious disappearance by way of yet
another addendum. Obviously enough, someone or other must have
found the image offensive. One way or another, that someone has also
managed to make it inaccessible to searches on the web. My totem thus
remains hidden from view. Not to worry, though. My book about
yoga is as accessible as ever, and its cover image is still gracing it to
this day. Those who are offended by it are sure to find the rest of the
book equally as offensive, anyhow. Farewell, farewell!
DIRE ENGAGEMENT (January 7, 2015)
Seclusion, dispassion, cessation, and release are uppermost on my
mind as of late. And? I am entangled by publicity, passion,
commencement, and dire engagement.
Addendum I (December 19, 2015)
Nearly a year later, seclusion, dispassion, cessation, and release are
uppermost on my mind one more time. It appears that these longings
return with the holiday season. Every new year rekindles old hopes,
too. This time around, though, things are a bit better than ever before,
I dare say. That is, I am not entangled by publicity, passion,
commencement, and dire engagement any longer. I do have a few
projects nearing completion, but there is no pinch to any of them.
Even better, there is no hoopla surrounding these projects. Thus I feel
that I am entering a new and considerably calmer era in my life, which
fills me with quiet enthusiasm. At long last, I feel that I have left the
hubbub behind me. And for good.
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Addendum II (March 12, 2016)
Now that the rumpus is well behind me, Seneca’s words feel so very
soothing: Imperare sibi maximum imperium est (Epistles to Lucilius,
CXIII:30). How very true! And good old Latin cannot but add weight
to these solemn words.
BAD HABITS (January 12, 2015)
I have not commented on a single newspaper article this year. The
year is still young, but I feel like boasting nonetheless. Given my
habits, this is quite an achievement. Although I do check the news
every now and then, I am only browsing through titles and occasional
bylines. If I open an article, which I do pretty rarely at this stage, I
only skim through it in search of the key bits. And that is that. So far,
I have not even felt an itch to comment on anything I have come
across. Breaking habits is not an easy job, but I am familiar enough
with it. As I like to boast lately, tobacco is behind me already. By
now, my alcohol consumption is also close to a sustainable level. One
or two glasses of wine a day would be just fine, and I hope to get there
by this summer. Returning to newspapers, I want them to go the way
of tobacco. Both are bad habits pure and simple, whereas wine is even
salutary in moderation. I hope to be completely free from newspapers
by this summer, as well. As I write, I am drinking green tea. As soon
as I finish writing about my bad habits, I will return to my chi-gong
balls. As I twirl them, I will stare in front of myself without a thought.
But enough boasting.
REMEMBERING KAFKA (January 30, 2015)
As I am sitting alone in my beloved’s apartment and staring in front of
myself, I am overwhelmed by a sensation of bliss. The world freely
offers itself to me out of the blue. It yearns to be unmasked, I can tell.
The past, the present, and the future twirl into one in front of my eyes.
Facing my stillness, the world has no choice, I feel. As it starts rolling
in ecstasy at my feet, Kafka comes to my mind (“Bon Buddhism in a
Nutshell,” October 1, 1990). Feeling his warm presence, I close my
eyes and smile. Remembering Kafka is like remembering myself.
THE STILLING OF THOUGHTS (February 9, 2015)
This is what I have heard. Once the Blessed One was staying at
Savatthi, in Jeta’s grove, in Anathapindika’s park. There the Blessed
One addressed the monks: “Monks.” “Yes, sir,” the monks replied to
the Blessed One.
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“A monk who is intent on meditation must from time to time direct his
attention to five types of sign. Which five? In this case, monks, if,
when a monk is directing his attention to a particular sign, bad,
unwholesome thoughts associated with desire, hatred, and delusion
arise in connection with that sign, then he should direct his attention to
a different sign, one that is associated with what is wholesome. As he
directs his attention to this different sign associated with what is
wholesome, those bad, unwholesome thoughts associated with desire,
hatred, and delusion are abandoned, they go away. As a result of their
being abandoned, his mind becomes still within, settles down, and
becomes unified and concentrated. It is as if a skilled carpenter or his
apprentice were to knock out, take out, and replace a tough peg with a
fine one. In exactly the same way, when a monk directs his attention
to this different sign, his mind becomes still within, settles down, and
becomes unified and concentrated.
“But if, as he directs his attention to this different sign associated with
what is wholesome, those bad, unwholesome thoughts associated with
desire, hatred, and delusion continue to arise, then that monk should
consider the danger of those thoughts: how they are unwholesome,
how they are blameworthy, how their results are unpleasant. As he
considers the danger of those thoughts, those bad, unwholesome
thoughts associated with desire, hatred, and delusion are abandoned,
they go away. As a result of their being abandoned, his mind becomes
still within, settles down, and becomes unified and concentrated. It is
as if a young and youthful man or woman who was given to adornment
would be upset, shamed, and disgusted by the remains of a dead snake,
dog, or man being hung around his neck. In exactly the same way,
when a monk considers the danger of those thoughts, his mind
becomes still within, settles down, and becomes unified and
concentrated.
“But if, as he considers the danger of those thoughts, the bad,
unwholesome thoughts associated with desire, hatred, and delusion
continue to arise, then the monk should practice not being aware of
these thoughts, not directing his attention to them. As he practices not
being aware of those thoughts, not directing his attention to them,
those bad, unwholesome thoughts associated with desire, hatred, and
delusion are abandoned, they go away. As a result of their being
abandoned, his mind becomes still within, settles down, and becomes
unified and concentrated. It is as if a person with good eyes, not
wanting to look at the visible forms that had come into view, were to
close his eyes or look away. In exactly the same way, when a monk
practices not being aware of those thoughts, not directing his attention
to them, his mind becomes still within, settles down, and becomes
unified and concentrated.
“But if, as he practices not being aware of those thoughts, not directing
his attention to them, the bad, unwholesome thoughts associated with
desire, hatred, or delusion continue to arise, then the monk should
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direct his attention to stilling the process of thought creating those
thoughts. As he directs his attention to stilling the process of thought
creating those thoughts, those bad, unwholesome thoughts associated
with desire, hatred, or delusion are abandoned, they go away. As the
result of their being abandoned, his mind becomes still within, settles
down, and becomes unified and concentrated. It is as if a person who
was walking fast should ask himself, ‘Why am I walking fast?
Suppose I walk slowly,’ and when he was walking slowly should ask
himself, ‘Why am I walking slowly? Suppose I stand still,’ and when
he was standing still should ask himself, ‘Why am I standing?
Suppose I sit down,’ and when he was sitting down should ask himself,
‘Why am I sitting? Suppose I lie down.’ In this way that person
would gradually give up active postures for quieter and quieter ones.
In exactly the same way, when a monk directs his attention to stilling
the process of thought creating those thoughts, his mind becomes still
within, settles down, and becomes unified and concentrated.
“But if, as he directs his attention to stilling the process of thought
creating those thoughts, the bad, unwholesome thoughts associated
with desire, hatred, and delusion continue to arise, then gritting his
teeth and pressing his tongue against the roof of his mouth, the monk
should mentally hold down his mind, crush it, and overwhelm it. As
he mentally holds down his mind, crushes it, and overwhelms it,
gritting his teeth and pressing his tongue against the roof of his mouth,
those bad, unwholesome thoughts associated with desire, hatred, and
delusion are abandoned, they go away. As a result of their being
abandoned, his mind becomes still within, settles down, and becomes
unified and concentrated. It is as if a strong man, grabbing a weaker
man by the head or the shoulders, were to hold him down, crush him,
and overwhelm him. In exactly the same way, when a monk, gritting
his teeth and pressing his tongue against the roof of his mouth,
mentally holds down his mind, crushes it, and overwhelms it, his mind
becomes still within, settles down, and becomes unified and
concentrated.
“So when a monk is directing his attention to a particular sign, and
bad, unwholesome thoughts arise in connection with that sign, he
directs his attention to a different sign associated with what is
wholesome, and those bad, unwholesome thoughts associated with
desire, hatred, and delusion are abandoned, they go away; as a result of
their being abandoned, his mind becomes still within, settles down, and
becomes unified and concentrated. He also considers the danger of
those thoughts; he also practices not being aware of those thoughts, not
directing his attention to them; he also directs his attention to stilling
the process of thought creating those thoughts; he also mentally holds
down his mind, crushes it, and overwhelms it, gritting his teeth and
pressing his tongue against the roof of his mouth, and those bad,
unwholesome thoughts associated with desire, hatred, and delusion are
abandoned, they go away; as a result of their being abandoned, his
mind becomes still within, settles down, and becomes unified and
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concentrated. Because of this, such a monk is called a master of the
ways and courses of thought; the thoughts he wants to think, he thinks;
the thoughts he does not want to think, he does not think. He has cut
off craving, removed the fetter, and by rightly seeing through conceit,
he has made an end to suffering.”
This is what the Blessed One said. Gladdened, those monks felt joy at
the Blessed One’s words.
From Sayings of the Buddha: A Selection of Suttas from
the Pali Nikayas, translated by Rupert Gethin, Oxford:
Oxford University Press, 2008, pp. 152-155.
NONVIOLENCE, CONTENTMENT (February 12, 2015)
Feeling that I am losing my way, I open my laptop and go for the
desktop folder entitled “Ten Principles,” as I often do lately. There are
four files in it, and I open the one entitled “Bon Yoga” after a brief
period of hesitation (“Ten Principles of Bon Yoga,” November 13,
2012). I could have opened the one entitled “Bon Buddhism,” instead
(“Ten Principles of Bon Buddhism,” April 10, 1992). Having read the
first three principles, tears appear in my eyes, and I close the file. It is
the first two limbs of yoga, restraints and observances, which touch my
heart without fail. Nonviolence among the former and contentment
among the latter still seem to be beyond me after so many years.
Nonetheless, mine were the tears of joy. Sooner or later, I will master
all the restraints and observances, I am sure. It was my certainty that
got me choked up this time around.
ON RECIPROCAL ALTRUISM (February 12, 2015)
Altruism and cooperation have long puzzled biologists. Robert
Kurzban offers a fine overview of the subject, which also includes the
humans.[85] Altruism is defined as behavior that benefits another
organism, not closely related, while being apparently detrimental to the
organism performing the behavior. Both benefit and detriment are
defined in terms of their contribution to inclusive fitness. An organism
behaving altruistically thus necessarily endures a fitness cost.[86]
Broadly speaking, for reciprocal altruism to work, the following
minimum requirements must be met. First, the environment must be
one in which there are benefits to be conferred. Second, organisms
must have repeated interactions with one another. Third, organisms
must have sufficient information-processing abilities that they are able
to distinguish among individuals and remember which ones have and
have not delivered benefits in the past. And forth, organisms must
have sufficient information-processing sophistication and behavioral
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flexibility that they can interact with other organisms contingent on the
history of interaction.[87]
Two of these requirements for the evolution of cooperation through
reciprocal altruism refer to the structure of the environment. Is there
evidence that these requirements have been met during human
evolution? Although it is impossible to answer this question with
certainty, Kurzban argues that there is sufficient evidence that our
ancestral conditions did have these particular features. If lucky hunters
shared their food with their less fortunate band members, each would
have been able to buffer food variability that a hunting lifestyle
entails.[88]
In addition, humans have specialized cognitive
mechanisms for detecting cheaters.[89]
However, Kurzban points out that it is unreasonable to expect that the
specialized cognitive machinery designed to generate adaptive
behavior in ancestral environments will continue to do so in modern
ones. Systems designed to function well in tight-knit and stable
communities might be entirely inappropriate in the modern world, in
which encounters with others are frequently one-shot.[90]
Interestingly, Kurzban leaves it at this. By implication, the blissful
ancestral conditions engendering reciprocal altruism are unreachable
today.
One is left daydreaming about tight-knit and stable
communities of yesteryear.
OMNIUM MALORUM STULTITIA HUMANI GENERIS EST MATER
(February 19, 2015)
Cicero has been on my mind lately. His felicitous saying, omnium
malorum stultitia est mater, is ricocheting through my mind over and
over again. I love it, and yet there is something about it that bothers
me at the same time. In particular, the stupidity of fishes and insects is
hardly an evil. The same holds for birds and animals. In fact, their
stupidity is a godsend. The human species is implied in the saying, but
it needs to be spelled out loudly and clearly: omnium malorum stultitia
humani generis est mater. Phew! Now I feel better. Much better.
Pace Cicero, but vagueness will get us nowhere.
HEGEL AND I (February 25, 2015)
On my round of one of Zagreb’s bookstores with foreign books, I was
surprised today by David Gordon White’s The Yoga Sutra of
Patanjali: A Biography.[91] A biography? What could this possibly
mean? I took the book from its shelf and walked toward the cashiers
without looking. On my way home, I could not stop leafing through
the book, and so I bumped into many a passerby. It is a part of a long
series of such biographies by the same publisher, all of which go by
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the grand title of “Lives of Great Religious Books.” Eleven of them
are already in print while thirteen are forthcoming.
According to the dust jacket, Patanjali’s masterpiece is extoled
nowadays by the yoga establishment as a perennial classic and guide to
yoga practice, but White shows that it was virtually forgotten in India
for centuries, as well as maligned when it was first discovered in the
west. In fact, the sutras have been elevated to the present iconic status
only in the last forty years or so. The dust jacket also introduces the
author as a professor of comparative religion at the University of
California at Santa Barbara. Although I was hardly pleased by the
connection between yoga and religion, I was delighted to discover in
the book itself that Hegel had dealt with Patanjali’s masterpiece.
To my chagrin, I was not yet home when I read that Hegel actually
rejected the Indian worldview as superficial, derivative, and utterly
alien to the European mind.[92] Luckily, White argues on the very
next page that Hegel had changed his mind close to his death. At last
he recognized yoga as the “midpoint between Indian religion and
philosophy,” and he singled out the final chapter of Patanjali’s sutras,
which deals with samadhi or enlightenment, as “philosophy
proper.”[93] There was no end to my merriment at this point on
account of my new book. Hegel and I are on the same page, no doubt.
I could hardly wait to sit down and start reading the book in peace.
ON BON BUDDHISM AND BON YOGA (February 26, 2015)
It is a real joy reading David Gordon White’s The Yoga Sutra of
Patanjali: A Biography.[94] And I am learning at a clip. One of the
welcome surprises is that the language of the sutras is often closer to
what has been termed “Buddhist Hybrid Sanskrit” than to the classical
Sanskrit of nearly every other Hindu scripture and commentary.[95]
This is the language of the early Mahayana Buddhist scriptures of the
first centuries of our era. In connection with the language of the
sutras, White adds that Buddhist philosophy dominated the Indian
philosophical arena throughout the first five centuries of our era.[96]
According to him, many of the critical scholars of Hindu literature are
thus supporting the hypothesis that there was a close connection
between the two traditions.[97] Be that as it may, I found the
connection by stripping both Buddhism and yoga of all metaphysics
and religion. Thus my “Ten Principles of Bon Buddhism” (April 10,
1992) match perfectly my “Ten Principles of Bon Yoga” (November
13, 2012). In fact, the latter principles cite the former ones, which
precede them by two decades. As is clear from White’s historical
account, first metaphysics and then religion encumbered both
Buddhism and yoga in later centuries. The unwelcome accretions are
well worth stripping and casting away for good.
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A LIVING FOSSIL (March 1, 2015)
For Eliade, classical Yoga was a “living fossil, a modality of archaic
spirituality that has survived nowhere else.”[98] Integral to that
spirituality was an ancient form of psychoanalysis and a thoroughgoing
investigation into the rôle of the subconscious. This theme, which we
see in the title of Eliade’s dissertation, is one that he returned to
repeatedly in his writing on Yoga.[99] Yoga was a path of selfanalysis, but one whose goals transcended those of psychoanalysis
inasmuch as it led not only to an understanding of the contents of the
unconscious mind, but also to the mastery over them, and ultimately to
their destruction.
This was samadhi.
From David Gordon White’s The Yoga Sutra of
Patanjali: A Biography, Princeton and Oxford:
Princeton University Press, 2014, pp. 188-189.
IN PRAISE OF AMAZON (March 4, 2015)
Having finished reading David Gordon White’s The Yoga Sutra of
Patanjali: A Biography (2014), I am eager to find more books by
Mircea Eliade. His understanding of yoga’s roots in shamanism is
uppermost in my mind at present. Sadly, White misses the connection
entirely. As all my books are in Motovun, where I have several books
by Eliade, most of which are about shamanism, today I went to the
only remaining bookstore with foreign books in the center of Zagreb,
where I had found White’s book only a short while ago. In particular,
I searched for Eliade’s Yoga: Immortality and Freedom (1958). I was
told that they used to have it, but that it was sold. The way the person
behind the counter sounded, that was many years ago. And so I
ordered it from Amazon as soon as returned to my beloved’s
apartment. As it turns out, the introduction to the edition I ordered was
written by no-one else but White. At any rate, the book will be with
me by the end of this month. Phew! In praise of Amazon, I wonder
why bookstores still exist.
THE PHYSICAL WORLD (March 12, 2015)
I often complain about the physical world. Nothing works exactly as I
would wish. Some things get stuck together, while others would not
hold together for all my trying. Quite a number of them are hard to
reach. Many things are either too small or too large, but few of them
are just the right size. A surprising number of them shatter or tear or
crumble at the worst possible moment. Things get entangled one with
another all the time. They cannot be found precisely when I need
them. Many things are either too hot or too cold to handle. And so on,
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and so forth. “Fucking physical world,” I often grumble as I am
collecting the pieces from the floor or wiping my clothes after a spill.
And yet, there is no other world. Messy as it is, it is the one and only.
And it is as physical as physical can get. The only thing I can do when
handling things is to pay them all the attention they deserve. One at a
time, they will be so much easier to handle. I can do more, though.
Much more. I can relish the physical world. And I can handle all the
things not only with due care, but also with love. By and by, the
physical world will turn out not to be messy at all. And swearing at it
will become history.
Addendum (January 13, 2016)
Swearing at the physical world became history when this piece was
written. Ever since, I handle everything I touch with attention
bordering on devotion. And I focus on whatever I am doing without
fail. By and by, the physical world is turning my way. It is becoming
ever kinder to me, too. Things behave just as I would wish them to
behave because I handle them with due care. Nay, love. What amazes
me about all this is that it took a single piece of writing to change my
life with respect to the physical world. Again and again, my writing is
life-changing for me. And I am not exaggerating, either. The more I
am aware of the power of my writing, the more it helps me to put my
life in order. Alleluia!
THE CROOKED FACES (March 18, 2015)
Now that my last book about corruption and organized crime in
Croatia is in print, as it were, I have hard time looking at passers by in
the streets and squares of the Croatian capital. I see crooks and
robbers and murderers everywhere around me. Golf development
offered yet another opportunity for wrongdoing to them all. And they
would grab any such opportunity whenever it presented itself.
Corruption and organized crime is in their bones for more than a
millennium of servitude to many a master in the bloody Balkans.
Disgusted, I do my best not to look into the crooked faces. It will take
me a few days to shake off my last book. The best I can do under the
circumstances is to remind myself of yoga. And enlightenment, the
only goal worth pursuing on this godforsaken planet. If only I could
master the first two limbs of yoga any time soon…
MY MAN (March 27, 2015)
The Amazon package with Mircea Eliade’s Yoga: Immortality and
Freedom (Princeton and Oxford: Princeton University Press, 2009,
first published in French in 1954) waited for me in the post office in
Motovun (“In Praise of Amazon,” March 4, 2015). As soon as I
opened the package, I went for the book’s index in search of
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shamanism. I found it at once. Counting all the pages on which the
word “shamanism” appears, I came up with forty-nine of them. Also, I
discovered that an entire section of the book was dedicated to
shamanism and yoga. “Yes,” I almost shouted, “Eliade is my man!”
Counting five-hundred and thirty-five pages, the book will take quite a
while to digest. And our friendship will grow and grow. The bliss.
Addendum (June 10, 2016)
Early on in my exchange with David Gordon White, he added a few
words about Eliade that I will never forget. They make the title of this
piece, as it were, grating. I thought of changing it, but that would be
against my well-established rules. Whenever I come across this
particular piece, though, I remember White’s words from his
electronic-mail message of March 13, 2016. Here goes:
By the way, I was the research assistant of Mircea
Eliade when he was very old and I was very young, at
the University of Chicago in the early 1980s. I read all
of his books “religiously,” including his books on yoga
and shamanism.
He was a great scholar.
Unfortunately, he was a fascist and an anti-Semite in his
private life, something that came out after his death.
Although I was aware of Eliade’s fascist leanings, which were quite
widespread in his native Romania during World War II, I was still
shaken by these stark words. For some reason, I sort of forgot about
all this. Eliade’s writings became quite close to my heart, and I thus
pushed his political past out of my consciousness. At any rate, the title
of this piece will remain grating. Whence this somewhat lame
addendum.
ON DELUSION (March 31, 2015)
The Buddha offers plenty of advice about the stilling of unwholesome
thoughts associated with desire, hatred, and delusion (“The Stilling of
Thoughts,” February 9, 2015). Desire and hatred are easy to
understand in this context, but it is different with delusion. To begin
with, what is delusion? According to standard sources, it is a belief
held with strong conviction in spite of the superior evidence to the
contrary. It is distinct from belief based on false or incomplete
information, such as illusion or confabulation. Love and friendship
come to mind at once. Any form of communion between people is
nothing if not delusionary, for the superior evidence to the contrary is
plentiful not only from the experience of other people, but from one’s
own experience, as well. The Buddha be praised!
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Addendum I (April 1, 2015)
Freedom and equality come to mind a day later, thus completing the
French formula. Delusionary to boot, of course. Enough said, though.
Could there be any lofty notion of this ilk that would not be equally
delusionary?
Addendum II (September 6, 2015)
God is worth mentioning in this context, of course. And not only
mentioning, but also examining with due care. For there is no belief
held with strong conviction in spite of the superior evidence to the
contrary that can match this one in its strength and spread. God is the
very crown of all delusions, which is fundamental to every civilization
that has flourished across the globe the last five or six thousand years.
But why has it taken me so much time to come up with this notion
among notions? For my sins, I am not religious. Not in the least, as a
matter of fact. God thus comes to my mind way after friendship,
freedom, and equality, as witnessed by this piece and the first
addendum. Once again, and with feeling, the Buddha be praised!
MY MOST SINCERE THANKS (April 2, 2015)
Ever since I accidentally discovered on the World Wide Web the
decision of the Constitutional Court in Zagreb concerning my litigation
with the former mayor of Motovun, I have been trying to get in touch
with my lawyer (“The Decision,” March 8, 2015). I sent him a load of
electronic-mail messages, and I called him many times by phone. The
only response I got from someone in his office was that the notice
about the fee I must pay for the cockroach insult would come to me by
mail from the Municipal Court in Pazin. In the meanwhile, there was
nothing I ought to do. All my questions about the appeal to Strasbourg
have remained unanswered, though.
Thus I let my lawyer go and engaged another one, who has
considerable experience with Strasbourg. After much thought, the
decision was made yesterday evening. Amazingly, my former lawyer
responded at once to my electronic-mail message about his release.
The transfer of all the documents from the former to the new lawyer
will apparently take some time, but this morning I sent an advance
payment to the new lawyer. I also sent him a copy of my new book for
the judges of the European Court of Human Rights (“The Strasbourg
Book,” March 16, 2015). I hope he will have all the ammunition he
needs well ahead of the six-month deadline, which falls on June 11,
2015. The magical date.
Having done all this, there is nothing else for me to do. Now
everything rests with my new lawyer. I can prod him from time to
time, but that is about it. Once the appeal goes to Strasbourg, there
215

will be a long wait. Assuming that it is not rejected out of hand, the
appeal will take at least a year, if not longer. And the best I can do in
the meanwhile is to stay cool, as the expression goes. Yoga time, in
short. Regular yoga practice is my best bet, no doubt. With the help
of the former mayor of Motovun, I may well reach enlightenment by
the time I get the final verdict from Strasbourg. My most sincere
thanks thus go to him well ahead of time. One way or another, he will
end up being my greatest benefactor ever.
ONE OF INDIA’S GREATEST DISCOVERIES (April 6, 2015)
It is impossible to disregard one of India’s greatest discoveries: that of
consciousness as a witness, of consciousness freed from its
psychophysiological structures and their temporal conditioning, the
consciousness of the “liberated” man, of him, that is, who has
succeeded in emancipating himself from temporality and thereafter
knows the true, inexpressible freedom. The conquest of this absolute
freedom, of perfect spontaneity, is the goal of all Indian philosophies
and mystical techniques; but it is above all through Yoga, through one
of the many forms of Yoga, that India has held that it can be assured.
From Mircea Eliade’s Yoga: Immortality and Freedom,
Princeton and Oxford: Princeton University Press, 2009
(first published in 1954), p. xxxiv.
“IT’S HEALTHY TO PUT A GOOD SPIN ON YOUR LIFE” (April
7, 2015)
Thus The Wall Street Journal today. “How we construct personal
narratives has a major impact on our mental well-being,” elaborates the
newspaper. The title and byline immediately reminded me of my fall
in the Alps fifteen years ago. The way I tell the story, the calamity
ended up being a great boon because it gave me much time to think
about the rest of my life. And my retirement from teaching and
research is nothing if not a boon. The article was prompted by two
studies published together in the last issue of the Journal of
Personality and Social Psychology, which show that people who frame
events in their lives in positive ways have better mental health than
those who frame them in negative ways. The rest of the article is
neither here nor there, but the title and byline still stand. Indeed, a
good spin on your life is all you really need. It is funny how low
science has stooped if this is considered worthy of mention, let alone a
full-blown argument. Which only adds zest to my retirement from
academia. Phew!
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Addendum (November 27, 2015)
Having chanced upon this piece in one of my random searches through
my writings, I cannot suppress a smile at its boisterous tone. And
boisterous it surely is. Not because of my cheerful story about my fall
in the Alps, which is innocent enough, but because I often forget the
greatest lesson of that fall: the perils of arrogance and pride (“My
Greatest Sin,” July 27, 2001; and “The Perils of Arrogance and Pride,”
May 8, 2013). Indeed, the first piece I wrote about this subject was
only a few days after the fall, while I was still in hospital, and the
second piece was written after yet another fall a bit more than a couple
of years ago. There is nothing wrong with a good spin about my early
retirement, but there is a much better spin in the story about my
recognition of my greatest failings. And arrogance and pride are
nothing if not failings, to be sure.
THE RECIPE (April 8, 2015)
Lately, when I search the World Wide Web with the “Ranko Bon
Residua” phrase, the piece of writing that is my current favorite comes
topmost (“A Recipe for Foolproof Subversion,” May 14, 2013). And it
says it all in one-hundred and fifty-one word, including the date it was
written. Although I am aware that the same search phrase may yield a
somewhat different outcome on another computer, for Google results
depend on all previous searches from the same computer, I feel kind of
proud of my readers. They got the message. The most intrepid among
them will also read my book about climate change, which includes the
recipe, but that is hardly essential at this stage.[100] The most gifted
among my readers will figure out everything that needs to be figured
out all by themselves. No need to load them with words. Endless
reading is not a part of the recipe, anyhow.
ON HUMAN SUFFERING (April 9, 2015)
To us, Samkhya’s soteriological conception seems audacious. Starting
from the original datum of every Indian philosophy, suffering,
Samkhya and Yoga, though promising to deliver man from suffering,
are forced, at the end of their journey, to deny suffering as such,
human suffering. Considered from the point of view of salvation, this
road leads nowhere, since it starts from the axiom that Spirit is
absolutely free—that is, not sullied by suffering—and arrives at the
same axiom—that is, that the Self is only illusorily drawn into the
drama of existence. The only term that matters in this equation—
suffering—is left out of the account. Samkhya does not do away with
human suffering; it denies it as reality by denying that it can have any
real relationship with the Self. Suffering remains, because it is a
cosmic fact, but it loses significance. Suffering is done away with by
ignoring it as suffering. Certainly, this suppression of suffering is not
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empirical (narcotics, suicide), for, from the Indian point of view, every
empirical solution is illusory, since it is itself a karmic force. But
Samkhya’s solution drives man outside of humanity, for it can be
realized only through the destruction of the human personality. The
Yoga practices proposed by Patanjali have the same goal.
From Mircea Eliade’s Yoga: Immortality and Freedom,
Princeton and Oxford: Princeton University Press, 2009
(first published in 1954), pp. 34-35.
NOT TO BE THINKING (April 11, 2015)
Reflecting the mesmerizing richness of India’s religious lore, there are
many twists and turns in Mircea Eliade’s Yoga: Immortality and
Freedom.[101] For example, he goes through myriad forms of yogic
meditation. The same holds for the chapter dedicated to yoga
techniques in Buddhism. It is thus a joy to come across the following
quote concerning the highest achievement in meditation described in
an ancient Buddhist treatise. As an adept reaches the summit of
consciousness, the following thought comes to his mind: “To be
thinking at all is the inferior state. ’Twere better not to be
thinking.”[102] And so the adept abandons all thought. Enchanted by
the unexpected twist in the narrative, I almost shout with joy. As it
happens, this is the only form of meditation I regularly practice myself.
My eyes closed, my mind is completely blank. ’Tis better not to be
thinking, the Buddha be praised.
MAITHUNA (April 13, 2015)
More than one of the Buddhist or Vishnuist mystical schools continued
to employ the yogico-tantric maithuna (coitus) even when “devotional
love” evidently played the essential rôle. The profound mystical
movement known as Sahajiya, which continues tantrism, and which,
like tantrism, is as Buddhist as it is Hindu, still accords their old
priority to erotic techniques. But, as in tantrism and Hatha Yoga,
sexual union is understood as a means of obtaining “supreme bliss”
(mahasukha), and it must never end in seminal emission. Maithuna
makes its appearance as the consummation of a long and difficult
apprenticeship. The neophyte must acquire perfect control of his
senses, and, to this end, he must approach the “devout woman”
(nayika) by stages and transform her into a goddess through an
interiorized iconographic dramaturgy. Thus, for the first four months,
he should wait upon her like a servant, and sleep in the same room
with her, then at her feet. During the next four months, while
continuing to wait upon her as before, he sleeps in the same bed, on the
left side. During a third four months, he will sleep on the right side,
then they will sleep embracing, etc. The goal of all these preliminaries
is “autonomization” of sensual pleasure, which is regarded as the sole
218

human experience capable of bringing about the nirvanic bliss and
control of the senses—that is, arrest of semen.
From Mircea Eliade’s Yoga: Immortality and Freedom,
Princeton and Oxford: Princeton University Press, 2009
(first published in 1954), p. 266.
DARING NOT TO WRITE (April 14, 2015)
I look forward to the day when I will write nothing. Nothing at all.
Not even a single addendum, let alone a full-blown piece no matter
how short. And then another day just like it. And another. Like it was
many years ago, when I wrote a single piece a week or a fortnight. Or
even a month. But that propitious day keeps eluding me day after day.
It is thus turning into a challenge of sorts. Even more, it is turning into
a test of my acumen. As well as my valor. Daring not to write, to put
it in a nutshell. Which amounts to daring not to think, either. Ah, I am
already rushing ahead of myself!
Addendum (March 16, 2016)
Less than a year later, I can already boast of quite a few days when I
have written nothing. Nothing at all. As of late, I call them fallow
days. There were two such in January, seven in February, and five so
far in March of this year. This adds up to an entire fortnight already.
The way I am going, I will have at least a month and maybe even two
of fallow days by the end of the year. Daring not to write, indeed. As
well as not to think, which is the real prize of the entire endeavor. The
mother of all prizes, as a matter of fact. To my joy, I am not rushing
myself any longer. Less than a year after this piece was written, I am
daring not to write for true.
SHAKING MY HEAD (April 14, 2015)
The wisteria on the north wall of my terrace is starting to blossom. Its
purple flowers are amazing to behold. My eyes wide open in awe, I
keep shaking my head.
A LIVING FOSSIL, AGAIN (April 14, 2015)
In so far as Yoga represents a reaction against ritualism and scholastic
speculation, it adheres to the aboriginal tradition and stands against the
Indo-European religious heritage. We have, in fact, frequently had
occasion to stress the resistance to the various forms of Yoga on the
part of orthodox circles—that is, the tributaries of the Indo-European
tradition. As we have pointed out, the absence of the Yoga complex
from other Indo-European groups confirms the supposition that this
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technique is a creation of the Asian continent, of the Indian soil. If we
are right in connecting the origins of yogic asceticism with the
protohistorical religion of the Indus, we may justifiably conclude that
in it we have an archaic form of mystical experience that disappeared
from everywhere else. For Yoga cannot be classed among the
countless varieties of primitive mysticism to which the term
shamanism is commonly applied. Yoga is not a technique of ecstasy;
on the contrary, it attempts to realize absolute concentration in order to
attain enstasis. In the universal history of mysticism, classic Yoga
occupies a place of its own, and one that is difficult to define. It
represents a living fossil, a modality of archaic spirituality that has
survived nowhere else.
From Mircea Eliade’s Yoga: Immortality and Freedom,
Princeton and Oxford: Princeton University Press, 2009
(first published in 1954), p. 361.
THE COCKROACH YOGA (April 15, 2015)
My No. 1 son has turned forty today. Round decimal numbers have a
special weight in the so-called west, and so I did my best to argue in
my happy-birthday message that the seven-year life cycle makes much
more sense than the ten-year one. I even sent him a link to a piece of
mine on this topic (“The Seven-Year Life Cycle,” October 23, 2008).
To my chagrin, the piece only reminded me of the legal quagmire I got
into soon after I wrote it (“Welcome to Motovun!” November 13,
2008). The quagmire got going the following year, though (“Merrily
into 2009!” January 2, 2009; and “A Complete and Total Cockroach,”
October 27, 2009). All in all, it has been seven years already, but
Strasbourg is still ahead of me. Chances are that I will be well past
seventy by the time it is all over. In short, my tenth life cycle has
indeed been marked by yoga, as I prophesied seven years ago, but the
Croatian courts have also left an indelible mark on it. The cockroach
yoga, in short. Returning to my message to my No. 1 son, it is the
eleventh life cycle I am looking forward to at this stage. By then, all
my ties with the human race will be reduced to the absolute minimum.
Addendum (October 20, 2015)
As my seventieth birthday is approaching, my piece about life cycles
of seven years comes to my mind ever more often (“The Seven-Year
Life Cycle,” October 23, 2008). Written almost exactly seven years
ago, it was blissfully innocent of the legal quagmire right ahead of me
at the time. Thus I revisit it with mixed feelings, for the intervening
years have been rather hard on me. And I was saved only by the
cockroach yoga, as it were. But this particular piece attracts me
because of the explicit recognition of the eleventh life cycle in my life.
The decision of the European Court of Human Rights will mark its
beginning. Assuming that it is in my favor, I will do my best to
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publish my book about political repression in Croatia put together with
the great court’s judges in mind. Entitled Dying to Go to Strasbourg, it
needs only a few words by way of a happy end. As well as a willing
and able publisher. And my retirement will start in earnest. From then
on, I will do my best to become invisible, inaudible, and untouchable.
What amazes me about my solemn promise is the joy that fills my
heart whenever I remember it. So many months in advance, the joy is
nigh palpable.
ON SHAMANISM AND YOGA (April 15, 2015)
Having finished reading Mircea Eliade’s Yoga: Immortality and
Freedom, I cannot shake it out of my mind.[103] It will take me a
while to digest it, to be sure, but I am quite irked by his treatment of
shamanism and yoga. “Yoga cannot be classed among the countless
varieties of primitive mysticism to which the term shamanism is
commonly applied,” he claims.[104] According to him, the former is
about enstasy or enstasis, or the state of being absorbed into one’s own
self, whereas the latter is about ecstasy or ekstasis, the state of being
rapt out of one’s self.[105] Fair enough, but it is meaningless to
compare yoga and shamanism in this straightforward manner.
Originally, shamanism was part and parcel of tribal life. Its forms that
have survived the formation of large and complex societies, such as
those of India some four to five millennia ago, have little to do with its
original tribal functions. Similarly, yoga is part and parcel of a fully
developed social life, whence its strong asocial—and perhaps even
antisocial—orientation. As such, it can be understood as a vestige of
shamanism under conditions inimical to shamanism proper. It can thus
be understood as a ceaseless yearning for tribal life of yesteryear.
Unfortunately, Eliade missed entirely this vital connection between
shamanism and yoga. For better or worse, it is not subject to empirical
investigation, for the first appearance of large and complex societies
reaches into prehistory. Conjecture is our best bet at this juncture.
FOREVER FEW AND FAR BETWEEN (April 16, 2015)
Bon Buddhism and Bon Yoga are sublimations of the two intertwined
peaks in human consciousness over the last two or three millennia
(“Ten Principles of Bon Buddhism,” April 10, 1992; and “Ten
Principles of Bon Yoga,” November 13, 2012). Neither has anything
whatsoever to do with religion. Mircea Eliade’s Yoga: Immortality
and Freedom only shows what happens when the original ideas such as
these are corrupted in accordance with the tastes of the vulgar.[106]
Edward Gibbon’s The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire offers a
clear account of what happened to Christianity after its supposed
victory over paganism.[107] In the end, polytheism always triumphs
with the ignorant masses (“The Reign of Polytheism,” November 3,
2011). Nonetheless, the most sublime never err when it comes to
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religion. Over the millennia, they keep out of its corrupting reach.
Which is why they are forever few and far between.
DO NOT THINK (May 4, 2015)
Look, listen, smell, taste, or feel all you wish. Walk, stand, sit, crouch,
or lie down at your will. But whenever you get or make an
opportunity, do not think.
Addendum (January 12, 2016)
How right. As well as how straightforward. Behold the tersest and the
most pertinent instruction ever put forward: “Do not think.” And yet,
how very hard. As well as how remarkably tricky. As I am sitting
alone in my beloved’s apartment and doing my best not to think, all
sorts of thoughts keep popping up in my mind. Most of them are no
more than scraps, but they are surprisingly persistent. And annoying.
It takes an enormous effort to drive stray thoughts away for as few as
five minutes. Whenever I manage to remain truly thoughtless for
longer periods, I am overjoyed with my achievement, which brings
thoughts back in no time. But the struggle is well worth it
nevertheless. Each and every day I sit and stare in front of myself, I
get ever-so-slightly better at not thinking at all. And that is all that
counts. Wherever I find myself as of late, I keep reminding myself of
my one and only goal: “Do not think.” How right, indeed. As well as
how temptingly straightforward…
SCREW ENLIGHTENMENT (May 5, 2015)
Obsession with enlightenment is one of the greatest obstacles to
achieving it. The closer the goal, the greater the obstacle. Put
squarely, screw enlightenment.
ON THE STAGES OF THE PATH TO ENLIGHTENMENT (June 1,
2015)
On my walk this morning, I entered one of the few bookstores with
foreign books in central Zagreb. I was not looking for anything in
particular, but I still hoped to come across a book to my liking. The
title of the first book I took from the shelf was quite to my liking, and I
took it to the cashiers without any further thought. It was Volume
Three of The Great Treatise on the Stages of the Path to
Enlightenment or Byang chub lam rim che ba in Tibetan, which was
completed in 1402 by Tsong-kha-pa (1357-1419).[108] As it turned
out, Volumes One and Two were not available in the bookstore. When
I opened the book outside the bookshop, I learned that Tsong-kha-pa
was the founder of the Gelug school of Tibetan Buddhism, and one of
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Tibet’s greatest philosophers. The first sentence of the book struck me
as charming enough: “The most venerable teachers have great
compassion; I bow with respect at their feet.”[109] Flipping through
it, I saw that much of the argument went through oft-repeated stages:
proposition, question, reply, objection, reply, qualm, reply, and so
forth. At this point I stuffed the book into my knapsack and resumed
my walk. Unexpectedly, a wry smile appeared on my face. As far as
stages of the path to enlightenment go, reading books about them must
fall among the earliest ones.
THE OIL LAMP (June 1, 2015)
If you light an oil lamp for the purpose of viewing a picture in the
middle of the night, you will see the depictions very clearly if the lamp
is both very bright and undisturbed by wind. If the lamp is not bright,
or is bright but flickering in the wind, then you will not see the images
clearly. Likewise, when looking for the profound meaning, you will
clearly see reality if you have both the wisdom that unerringly discerns
the meaning of reality and an unmoving attention that stays as you
wish on the object of meditation. However, if you do not have wisdom
that knows how things are—even if you have a non-discursive
concentration in which your mind is stable and does not scatter to other
objects—then you lack the eyes that see reality. Hence, it will be
impossible to know how things are no matter how much you develop
your concentration. And even with a perspective that understands
reality—selflessness—if you lack a firm concentration that stays onepointedly on its object, then it will be impossible to clearly see the
meaning of the way things are because you will be disturbed by the
winds of the uncontrollably fluctuating discursive thought. This is
why you need both serenity and insight.
From Tsong-kha-pa’s The Great Treatise on the Stages
of the Path to Enlightenment, Vol. 3, Translated by
Lamrim Chenmo Translation Committee, Joshua W.C.
Cutler, Editor-in-Chief, Guy Newland, Editor, Boston
and London: Snow Lion, 2014, pp. 19-20.
ON BUDDHIST TERROR (June 5, 2015)
In Burma or Myanmar, the Rohingya Muslim minority is fleeing
persecution from Buddhists. Thousands of them have fled in boats
across the Gulf of Bengal. In the turmoil, they are being harassed by
smugglers. On top of that, they are being turned away by Malaysia,
Indonesia, and Thailand. Sorry as I am about the plight of the
Rohingya, I am focusing on Buddhist terror in the news. Indeed, even
this is possible. Just like Jesus Christ in the so-called west, Gautama
Siddhartha is only a name in the so-called east. Glorified though it is,
it is nothing but a name. And this is good to remember about each and
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every movement on this planet. Religious or otherwise, only humans
are behind them all! Thus I most sincerely hope that Bon Buddhism
and Bon Yoga, both of which bear my name, will never take off, let
alone spread across the planet. Perish the thought. Followers are a
treacherous and loathsome lot.
ON NONVIOLENCE (June 6, 2015)
In Sanskrit, ahimsa means nonviolence. Literally, it means “not to
injure.” Thus it is the first among the yamas or vows in yoga. This
fundamental precept of Buddhism and Jainism, as well as Hinduism,
includes one’s deeds, words, and thoughts. The other yamas are satya,
asteya, Brahmacharya, and aparigraha, or non-lying, non-stealing,
celibacy or fidelity, and non-avarice. No wonder these vows are there
from the very beginning of human spirituality. They all run dead
against human nature. In fact, the opposites of these vows describe the
human species pretty exactly, and in five words only. Only a few can
even aspire to the vows, let alone follow them to the letter.
FORGET, FORGET (June 15, 2015)
I start yet another day by chastising myself: “Forget about the news!”
And I do my best not to browse through online newspapers. “Forget
about the Greek bailout, the pope’s encyclical, and the financial
indices,” I continue. But I can hardly wait to get to my laptop and surf
the World Wide Web. “Forget about geopolitics, climate change, and
the fall of Rome,” I keep reminding myself of my many vows. And
this keeps going on morning after morning, year after year. “Forget
about this silly world and focus on your own path to enlightenment,” I
go for the jugular. Which makes me smile as I go about my morning
chores. “Forget, forget,” I chuckle to myself. “As if I haven’t been
born with this monkey brain between my ears…” It is only a matter of
time before I grab my laptop and let it rip. Penning my comments
about the news is so much fun, anyway.
Addendum (November 30, 2015)
The very day that Paris climate talks have kicked off, the European
Union and Turkey have announced a deal concerning refugees. I am
not sure what it involves, but it is surely good news, for the refugee
crisis is threatening the Union itself. By now, the Schengen agreement
is in shambles, and the freedom of travel cherished by nearly everyone
within the Union is on its hind legs. Back to climate talks, the opening
day has been a great success. All the world leaders have assembled
under one roof at long last and gave many a peppy talk. Chances are
that the eventual climate deal will be a good departure in the fight
against disastrous climate for many years to come. In short, the news
could not be better on this special day. But the main reason I feel like
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rejoicing today has little, if anything, to do with climate change or
geopolitics. Or anything else having to do with the world at large.
Actually, I am rejoicing because I feel that I can forget about the news
for a brief while and dedicate myself to my own self. To my inner
world, that is. The very thought of a few days of blissful
thoughtlessness makes me smile to myself. And the day when I will
finally manage to forget about all the news for ever and ever beckons
warmly. “Forget, forget,” I chuckle to myself over and over again.
“Forget, forget…”
MY MORNING ABLUTIONS (June 17, 2015)
I love my morning ablutions. They take about a quarter of an hour, but
they require not a single thought. And I am not exaggerating, for
thoughtlessness reigns all the way through the ablutions. I first take a
shower. I wash my hair with shampoo, and then my body with soap.
The towel takes no thought, either. One move follows another without
fail, and I dry myself from head to toe. Next, I brush my teeth.
Following that, I shave. The morning shave is a small marvel, too. I
start under my nose, then I go to the left cheek, the right cheek, the
chin, and the neck. It all goes automatically. Not a thought is
required. Zilch. After the shave, I rinse my nose with rhino horn, in
which I put some salt and baking soda. Finally, I apply some cream to
my penis and testes, and then I apply another cream to my face.
Having finished my ablutions, I leave the bathroom feeling
accomplished. And the reason for this is that I am not encumbered by
any thoughts whatsoever through all the steps, some of which require
quite a bit of care. As well as skill. Oh, the incomparable joy of
unadulterated thoughtlessness!
THE MONKEY (June 21, 2015)
This is what I have heard. “Monks, in the Himalaya, king of
mountains, there are inaccessible and rugged places where neither
monkeys nor human beings roam. In the Himalaya, king of mountains,
there is inaccessible and rugged country where monkeys roam, but not
human beings. In the Himalaya, king of mountains, there are level
parts which are delightful where both monkeys and human beings
roam. There hunters spread monkey lime along the trails of the
monkeys in order to trap them. Now those monkeys who are by nature
not so foolish, not so impulsive, see the lime and pass round it, keeping
their distance. But a monkey who is foolish and impulsive comes up
to the lime and grasps it with its paw; then he is trapped by his paw.
Thinking that he can free his paw, he grasps the lime with his second
paw. Then he is trapped by that. Thinking that he can free both his
paws, he grasps the lime with his foot. Then he is trapped by that.
Thinking that he can free both his paws and also his foot, he grasps the
lime with his second foot. Then he is trapped by that. Thinking that
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he can free both his paws and both his feet, he grasps the lime with his
muzzle. Then he is trapped by that. So, monks, caught at five points,
the monkey lies there screeching. He has met with ruin and disaster,
and the hunter will do whatever he wants with him. The hunter spears
him and, fastening him to that same piece of wood, goes to where he
wants. Monks, this is what happens when one strays beyond one’s
own range into the territory of others.
“Therefore, monks, do not stray beyond your own range into the
territory of others. Mara, the Bad One, will find a way of getting to
those who stray beyond their own range into the territory of others; he
will get a hold on them. So what, monks, is not the range of a monk,
but the territory of others? It is the five kinds of object of sense desire.
Which five? Visible forms experienced through the eye that are
desirable, attractive, agreeable, pleasing, seductive, appealing; sounds
experienced through the ear; smells experienced through the nose;
tastes experienced through the tongue; the objects of touch experienced
through the body that are desirable, attractive, agreeable, pleasing,
seductive, appealing. These are not the range of a monk, but the
territory of others.
“You should keep to your range, your own accepted territory, monks.
Mara will not find a way of getting to those who keep to their range,
their own accepted territory; he will not get a hold on them. So what is
your range, your own accepted range? The four ways of establishing
mindfulness. Which four? Here a monk lives watching the body as
body; he is determined, fully aware, mindful, overcoming his longing
for and discontent with the world. He lives watching feelings as
feelings; he is determined, fully aware, mindful, overcoming his
longing for and discontent with the world. He lives watching mind as
mind; he is determined, fully aware, mindful, overcoming his longing
for and discontent with the world. He lives watching qualities as
qualities; he is determined, fully aware, mindful, overcoming his
longing for and discontent with the world.”
From Sayings of the Buddha: A Selection of Suttas from
the Pali Nikayas, translated by Rupert Gethin, Oxford:
Oxford University Press, 2008, pp. 232-233.
THE U-SHAPED HAPPINESS CURVE (June 25, 2015)
The shape of happiness over the life cycle is in the news. Several
studies involving a large number of Americans and Europeans suggest
that happiness is U-shaped. Apparently, happiness declines from the
late teens through the fifties, and then it increases until the last few
years of life, when it declines once again. The studies also suggest that
this finding is not universal, but applies mostly to rich countries.
Interestingly, students of happiness curves include a large number of
economists. Starting with Franco Modigliani (1918-2003), the so226

called life-cycle hypothesis has been used to explain people’s
consumption and saving patterns over their lifetimes. According to
Modigliani, consumers would aim for a stable level of consumption
through their lifetimes, which could be achieved by saving during their
working years and spending during their retirement. He received a
Nobel prize in economics in 1985 for his work. Returning to the shape
of happiness, it stands to reason that it increases with retirement, and
especially if savings are adequate to maintain reasonably stable
consumption. The decline in happiness in the last few years also
stands to reason, for it has to do with illness and the approaching
demise. Why am I going on and on about the U-shaped happiness
curve, though? I am rejoicing at my early retirement, which was my
first step up the happiness curve. Besides, there is no sign of terminal
illness in my life yet! And the happiness curve is climbing ever more
precipitously as I get longer in the tooth!
ON ETHICS (June 28, 2015)
Humans are animals. Biologists have come up with a clear set of
requirements that ensure cooperative and altruistic behavior among all
animals, including humans (“On Reciprocal Altruism,” February 12,
2015).
Such behavior applies only in tight-knit and stable
communities of several hundred animals. All evidence suggests that
humans have evolved in communities of this character. The gradual
dissolution of tight-knit and stable communities has started with the
current interglacial period, which has ushered the agricultural
revolution about ten-thousand years ago. The onset of the industrial
revolution around two-hundred years ago has contributed to the further
growth of human communities. Cooperative and altruistic behavior is
incompatible with communities of several billion humans in existence
today. The only hope for its return is the return to tight-knit and stable
communities of yesteryear due to climate change followed by the onset
of the next glaciation. Over several interglacial periods, the human
species may evolve to the point where cooperative and altruistic
behavior is conceivable even in large communities of several million
animals, assuming that such behavioral patterns will ensure better
adaptation of the species to its natural environment. When it comes to
ethics, biologists are real pros. All the other scientists are only
dabbling in the subject, not to mention philosophers or theologians.
TOWARD A DEFINITION OF A HUMAN BEING (June 28, 2015)
Of all the things that various religions offer, and they offer everything
under the sun, I find only the list of vices of real interests. These lists
are really useful because they sum up the key characteristics of the
human species in just a few words. This came to my mind only
recently, when I was going for who knows what time through all the
vows associated with Patanjali’s yoga (“On Nonviolence,” June 6,
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2015). Take the opposites, and the list of vices is formidable to
behold: violence, lying, stealing, cheating, and avarice. There are
many such lists for any religion, but here is one for the Muslim faith:
ire, envy, slander, obscenity, intoxication, and pleasure-seeking. And
here are the standard Christian vices: wrath, greed, sloth, pride, lust,
envy, and gluttony.
A Buddhist list is interesting, as well:
shamelessness, jealousy, stinginess, remorse, drowsiness, distraction,
torpor, anger, and concealment of wrongdoing. For good measure,
here is a list that comes from Sikhism: lust, anger, greed, emotional
attachment, and egotism. I can imagine that many a pedant would
have much to say about all of these lists, but they strike me as perfectly
plausible descriptions of human beings across the planet just as they
are. As for virtues, they are mere opposites of the vices (“SALIGIA,”
March 26, 2013). And virtuous humans are few and far between, as
witnessed by the number of saints in any religion. At any rate, the
above lists show that religions collectively offer many a pointer toward
a definition of a human being, and in just a few words that every one
among them can understand without any difficulty. Bingo!
COGNOSCITIS VOS IPSOS (June 29, 2015)
In the long run, a precondition for a worthwhile evolution of the
human species is its knowledge of itself. No lies, no fantasies.
Homines, cognoscitis vos ipsos.
THE JOY OF MINDLESSNESS (July 2, 2015)
Both reading and writing keep the mind from wandering. They
constrain the mind to a reasoned path. But every pause in either
reading or writing lets the mind wander again and again. Keeping it on
its path requires both attention and effort, for reasoning is not among
the mind’s fortes. Left to its own devices, it dashes hither and thither.
Snippets of thought become intermingled with images and sounds,
tastes and smells, as well as a wide spectrum of emotions. Reading is
easier to sustain because it requires less attention and effort than
writing. The text is already there. It has a beginning and an end, as
well as a trodden path between the two. When writing is going well, it
constrains the mind more than reading, but writing sometimes goes
pretty poorly. If this is the case, there are many more pauses in writing
than in reading, and the mind goes berserk every once in a while. But
when neither reading nor writing is attempted, it is very hard to keep
the mind from wandering. Reasoning in silence is hard to maintain
without disruptive pauses. Speaking one’s thoughts aloud helps, but
only up to a point. Every pause lets the mind wander one more time.
Bringing the mind to a full stop is the hardest, though. Having not a
thought or sensation or emotion is very difficult to achieve, and
especially over a protracted period. Which is why the joy of
mindlessness is tremendous. The longer one manages to be rid of
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one’s mind, the greater the joy. One’s eyes half closed, one stares into
the distance. And the mind is as good as dead. Unadulterated bliss.
INTELLIGENCE, INTUITION (July 9, 2015)
What I do understand, and have tried to convey in this book, is that
rational thinking is not necessarily our greatest property, and although
we prize it, it may be a handicap. We have to recognize that in
addition to conscious rational thinking our minds are capable of other,
more powerful mental processes that lead us by intuition to grasp a
tiny sparkling fragment of reality.
Intuition must be taken into account when comparing the power of
artificial intelligence with animal intelligence. Does any current or
forthcoming computer have the capacity for intuition? Then there is
that awesome thought: what if our brains are quantum computers?
And if they are, does this have anything to do with our ability to think
using the hidden layer of the mind that operates unconsciously?
From James Lovelock’s A Rough Ride to the Future,
New York: The Overlook Press, 2015, pp. 165-166.
THE BLISS OF THOUGHTLESSNESS (July 15, 2015)
It is almost noon, but my house is dark. All windows and shutters are
closed. A standing fan goes back and forth in front of me. It is
twenty-seven degrees Celsius in the house, and it will reach twentyeight degrees by the time the sun goes down this evening. According
to the meteorologists, it will be even hotter the next couple of days,
and the temperature in the house will keep rising. One day soon, it
will reach thirty degrees. I am not complaining, though. Far from it.
One benefit of the rising heat is that it quenches all thoughts. By and
by, the brain goes numb. And dumb. Thus I am staring at the fan
without a single thought. Under the circumstances, its hum is quite
pleasing. Nay, comforting. Ah, the bliss of thoughtlessness. Three
cheers for global warming!
BY WAY OF A QUICK COMPROMISE (July 16, 2015)
Partly because of the benumbing heat, and partly because I am tired at
the end of the day, I am sitting at home and staring in front of myself
without a thought in my head. This is just as I like it, but I am also
aware of the fact that I have written only two pieces today, whereas I
have been writing three pieces on a “normal” day as of late. This has
become a norm of sorts the last few months. But what could I write
about when my mind is totally and completely blank? By way of a
quick compromise, I decided to write a few words about the mind229

boggling conundrum I got myself into. Although I have been seeking
thoughtlessness for such a long while, I find myself pushing it aside on
account of some inane norm I have foisted upon myself without any
rhyme or reason. Even more, I am very much against all norms
regarding my writing, and I want to get rid of them once and for all.
Be that as it may, does this qualify for yet another piece? If so, am I
off the hook for today? Feeling satisfied with yet another exercise of
telling on myself, I am ready to bring this piece to a close. Phew!
Now I can let my mind empty itself once again.
THE RECIPE, STUPID! (July 18, 2015)
Lately, I revisit my recipe for foolproof subversion almost every day
(“A Recipe for Foolproof Subversion,” May 14, 2013). And I go
through its one-hundred and fifty-odd words with relish each and every
time. On occasion, I even read it aloud to better appreciate every twist
and turn in the pithy text. Whence this fascination with my own
writing, though? For better or worse, it has nothing whatsoever to do
with narcissism, let alone hubris. All I am trying to accomplish is to
remind myself that the only way forward is to stop following the news.
The world affairs, that is. Who cares about Greece or Europe or the
world entire? The same applies to climate change and Pope Francis
and the upcoming climate talks in Paris. Who the hell cares about
anything except the instructions left by Knight, Farnish, Gandhi,
Georgescu-Roegen, and Yogani? For the subversion to be not only
foolproof, but to have any chance of success, I must start following the
recipe myself. Sentence by sentence. Word by word. Letter by letter.
Or so I keep reminding myself over and over again. The recipe,
stupid!
MY LOFTY PRINCIPLES (July 22, 2015)
“It feels like porridge in my head,” I grumble about the heat to my
beloved. “Great,” she smiles. “Free of thought at long last!” She
knows my lofty principles.
Addendum (March 20, 2016)
My lofty principles notwithstanding, there is a huge difference
between abandoning thought at will and wishing to think clearly but
being unable to do so. The difference is no less than fundamental.
Whence my grudging complaint. But the best course of action when
unable to think clearly is to abandon all thought at will. Whence my
beloved’s mocking praise. Indeed, turning things around is often the
best way forward. Besides, it is always good to remember that the
tyranny of thought is the greatest tyranny of all. Whatever the reason
for its fall, it is time to rejoice rather than grumble.
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DE TE… (July 24, 2015)
There once lived a man who unexpectedly stepped out of the world
and turned to himself. The world was just a show for him. It was
funny at times, sad at times, but it was just dull and dreary most of the
time. The same old… Thus he focused inward. Well acquainted with
the life of men like him in the past, he sought inner peace and wisdom.
He sought enlightenment. But then he realized that the world around
him was facing trouble. Real trouble. Actually, it was facing collapse
and devastation. The man thus tried to pass onto others what he saw
coming, but nobody paid him any attention. Although he did not crave
attention, he was perplexed by the world’s innocence of its future. He
did want to help others, and yet enlightenment remained his only true
goal. Trying to understand the conundrum facing him, he did his best
to come up with a simple story describing his condition, but the story
reminded him of so many men before him. It struck him as threadbare,
if not also dull and dreary. Surprised, he whispered to himself: “de te
fabula narratur.” Every once in a while, he would repeat to himself:
“de te, de te…” And he was overcome by sadness for so many men
like him who had lived in the past. But he was even sadder about the
men like him who would live in the future.
WITHIN REACH (August 1, 2015)
I am sitting on the hotel terrace and sipping my drink. The terrace is
half empty. People sitting at several neighboring tables are finishing
their lunch. The sky is largely overcast, and a strong breeze is ruffling
the leaves of the chestnut trees around me. There is a gentle hum in
the crowns above. The temperature is just right, though. An
occasional ray of sunlight reaches my table, and I close my eyes for a
moment. There is hardly a thought in my head for a long time. I am
looking around, but nothing occupies my attention.
Everything is the way it is, it crosses my mind out of the blue. And
there is nothing that can be done about it. The best one can do is to let
everything be just as it is. No matter what one does, everything will
remain as it has always been, anyhow. Even thinking about it is in
vain, let alone talking about it, reading about it, or doing anything
whatsoever about it. If there is any change, it will come all by itself,
without wishing or pushing. Even more, wishing and pushing can only
thwart change.
Unexpectedly, my lips shape into a barely visible smile.
Enlightenment is within reach, it crosses my mind. But there is
nothing that can be done about it, either. Once again, the best one can
do is to let everything be just as it is. Even thinking about it is in vain,
let alone talking about it, writing about it, or doing anything
whatsoever about it. Enlightenment is the same as everything else, and
it should not be tampered with. Still smiling, I am looking around, but
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nothing occupies my attention. People from the neighboring tables are
paying their bills and leaving. By and by, I am sitting alone on the
hotel terrace.
THE MONKEY THAT PICKED UP A KNIFE (August 7, 2015)
A wandering dervish ran to where a Sufi sat deep in contemplation,
and said: “Quick! We must do something—a monkey has just picked
up a knife.” “Don’t worry,” said the Sufi, “so long as it was not a
man.” When the dervish saw the monkey again, he found, sure
enough, that it had thrown the knife away.
From Idries Shah’s Wisdom of the Idiots, London: The
Octagon Press, 1970 (first published in 1969), p. 150.
THOSE BRAZEN BACKS (August 13, 2015)
Soon after I returned home this evening, I sent a mobile-phone textmessage to my beloved. “I am home early,” I started. “I had my fill of
everything and everyone.” I concluded by letting her know that I
would enjoy the peace of my terrace, where I would sit and stare at the
stars. “Enjoy the peace,” she responded in kind a few minutes later.
“Let the monkeys in your brain turn their backs to you, like they did in
the Zagreb zoo years ago.” That is a jolly memory, indeed. The
chimpanzees we visited paid us no attention. Their backs turned
toward us, they engaged in collective grooming (“Well Ahead of Us,”
March 31, 2011). Thank you, my beloved! What a wonderful memory
to contemplate as I sit and stare on the terrace! I can see those brazen
backs all across the night sky.
MASTERS OF ZEN (August 16, 2015)
According to an article on my Internet service provider’s website, cats
have much to teach us. And five lessons are on offer. First, take what
you want. Cats always get what they want. Second, aim high.
Nothing is too high for a cat. Third, kiss the hand that feeds you. This
is where cats never err. Fourth, keep your ears up at all times. Cats are
always attentive. Fifth, be nimble. And it is hard to beat cats in
nimbleness. For these five lessons, cats are dubbed masters of Zen.
What an honor! Judging by its American flavor, the article must have
been pilfered from the World Wide Web. Still, it delighted me no end
this morning. Cats are amazing animals, indeed, but all animals have
much to teach humans. Whence a dash of envy in all articles like this
one. Deservedly so, too. Animals are well ahead of us in everything
that truly matters in life. Our mastery of technology in all its guises is
for the birds, anyhow. Only consider where it has led us. So, follow
masters of Zen!
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YOUR OWN FUCKING SELF (August 19, 2015)
The greatest cheat, thief, and murderer you are likely to ever meet face
to face, as well as to get to know pretty well from up close, is your
own fucking self.
Addendum (April 11, 2016)
Of course, the only human you are ever likely to get to know pretty
well from up close is yourself. Human intelligence has evolved so as
to remain a mystery to all the others while attempting to unravel their
mysteries in turn. Even unraveling many a mystery of one’s own may
turn into a formidable feat for a human of exceptional intelligence.
Still, your best chances are squarely with yourself. And the entire
human species is in your body, and especially in your brain. Only
consider all the cheats, thieves, and murderers among your own
ancestors… Remember, humans have not changed very much over
hundreds and perhaps even thousands of generations. Good luck!
SILLY OLD MONKEYS (August 29, 2015)
Today? Nah, for the monkeys in my brain are far from idle. Anytime
soon? May well be, but still hard to imagine. Before I turn seventy?
Shoo, silly old monkeys!
Addendum (May 6, 2016)
I came across this haiku in one of my random journeys through my
writings, but I kept returning to it afterwards. I felt like commenting
on it each and every time, but I gave up in the end. I can only hope
that I will be more successful this time around. My liberation already
behind me, this poem strikes me like something written either long
time ago or by someone else. The only thing in the haiku that shows
that I am wrong on both counts is the reference to my seventieth
birthday, which took place less than a month ago. In a sense, the silly
old monkeys were right, and this is reflected in the haiku written as my
book about yoga was about to take its final shape (“Also
Mischievous,” February 6, 2016). As it happened, this took place on
the Chinese New Year’s Eve that ushered the Year of the Monkey.
Although I do not wish to make too much of this coincidence, if this is
what it is, the bridge between the two poems is pretty striking. No
matter how mischievous were the monkeys in my brain so many
months ago, they were still correct about my liberation. For they are
also bright, full of pep, bursting with ideas, and nimble.
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REMINDING MYSELF, AGAIN (August 29, 2015)
Things are as they are, I keep reminding myself. There is nothing left
for me to do. I have tried many different things, but to no avail.
Everything remains just as it has always been in spite of all my efforts.
Indeed, the world is the same as when I started. There are many
changes, and some of them are to my credit, as it were, but they are not
even worth mentioning at this stage. Deep down, the world has been
the same for untold centuries, and maybe even millennia. All the
while, the many efforts to change it have been utterly in vain. And this
is how things will remain no matter what happens next. Although I am
not content with this world, I am content with the realization that this
world is beyond my ability to change it for the better.
I am as I am, I keep reminding myself. There is little if anything I can
do to make myself better in any sense of that word. I have tried all
sorts of things, but without any palpable success. I have changed a lot
over the years, but the changes are best forgotten, for they do not
amount to anything of true and lasting worth. Untold humans are alive
in my mind and body, and I am hardly worth talking about in view of
their multitudes. For better or worse, thousands upon thousands of
generations are embedded in me. I cannot be content with myself, but
I am content with the realization that I am beyond the ability to change
myself for the better.
Enlightenment is my only goal, I keep reminding myself. I cannot do
anything about it, though. I cannot push it or force it. I cannot achieve
it by any sort of cunning, either. The best I can do is to keep it in my
mind at all times and let everything else take its course. In the
meanwhile, I can keep doing my best to still my mind. That is, to keep
the monkeys in my brain in line. I can let them play at their will every
now and then, but never for too long. Or too far from my watchful
eye. Even though I can go without a single thought for quite a while, I
eventually succumb to idle thoughts time after time. I am not yet
content with my prowess at stilling my mind, but I am surely content
with the realization that I am ever better at it, as well as ever closer to
my goal. Or so I keep reminding myself, again.
INWARD, INWARD! (September 3, 2015)
A quick look at my recent writings shows that I am ever more
successful in my struggle with online newspapers and suchlike
distractions. Although I check the news from time to time, I comment
on what I find rather rarely. I cannot but hope that this is not only a
respite from the annoying pastime, but new ground gained for good.
To be sure, my journey inward is not a passing fancy. The struggle is
much tougher than expected, but I am getting the better of online
newspapers lately. And that makes me exceedingly happy. Inward,
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inward! In a few months, I will be free at last. Or so I dare to hope at
this stage.
DEFINITION OF YOGA (September 5, 2015)
The second sutra of the first book of Patanjali’s Yoga sutras offers a
brief definition of yoga in Sanskrit: “Yogah citta vritti nirodhah.”
There are many translations of this sutra, and they differ considerably.
Here are but a handful of examples, with the essential bibliographic
references only:
The restraint of the modifications of the mind-stuff is
Yoga (Sri Swami Satchidananda, 2007, first published
in 1978)
Yoga is the suppression of states of consciousness
(Eliade, 2009, first published in 1958).
Yoga is the control of the (moral) character of thought
(Ranganathan, 2008)
Yoga is the stilling of the changing states of the mind
(Bryant, 2009)
The goal of yoga is the stilling of the mind (Bon, 2012).
No prize for guessing which translation is closest to my heart. Still, I
am most impressed with Patanjali’s own definition, which excels in
brevity. In Sanskrit, citta is “mind”; vritti is “whirlpool” or
“fluctuation”; and nirodhah is “restraint” or “control.” Perfect, just
perfect! What is more, who needs translation with such extraordinary
brevity?
INWARD HO! (September 10, 2015)
Right between my ears, the past and the future. The universe entire in
one primordial primate organ.
Right between my ears, the
interminable present. Inward ho!
INWARD, DEAR READER! (September 20, 2015)
According to Google Analytics, the number of visitors to my Residua
website has been dropping lately. Quite markedly, too. My journey
inward is not to their taste, it appears. As I am spending more and
more of my time reading my writings and writing addenda, the interest
of the proverbial general reader is waning. Besides, it is hard to find
my new addenda. Or is it? Be that as it may, the statistics make me
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happy. Who needs the superficial reader, anyhow? As for the reader
of choice, he or she will follow me without any difficulty on my
meanderings through my magnum opus. Inward, dear reader! Always
inward. And keep it our secret.
Addendum (July 6, 2016)
Google Analytics offers all sorts of information about visitors to a
website. This includes the number of individual visitors, the number
of their visits, the total number of pages viewed, the number of pages
viewed per visit, visit duration, and the like. It also offers information
about the share of new visitors, as well as the share of the returning
ones. All this is of some interest, no doubt, but their behavior is even
more interesting. For instance, Google Analytics offers information
about landing and exit pages, as well as the sequence of pages viewed
during a visit. Most important, it offers information about search
words used during a visit. And this is how I know that the bulk of
visitors to my Residua website is of the superficial variety. Very few
among them are using the search function with any prowess, let alone
ingenuity. Which is why the title of this piece cannot but make me
smile sheepishly. Alas, the so-called reader of choice is only a figment
of my imagination. Nay, delusion. Inward, dear reader, my ass!
THE GLOBAL AUM (September 26, 2015)
How to draw my rendering of the first and last word across the entire
globe? Here is another art project for all. To begin with, find a map
with the equidistant cylindrical projection of the globe, also called
plate carrée projection. It is a simple map projection attributed to
Marinus of Tyre. According to Ptolemy, he invented it around 100
AD. The projection maps meridians to vertical straight lines of equal
spacing, and latitudes to horizontal straight lines of equal spacing, as
well. The resulting grid is square. Now, a typical plate carrée
projection has twelve columns and six rows, where both meridians and
latitudes are at thirty degrees from each other. The map is divided in
two by the horizontal and vertical axes that start at point (0,0) in the
middle. Now, draw a horizontal line from point (-3,2) in the Hudson
Bay in Canada to point (-1,2) southeast of Greenland, where the first
number in parentheses refers to the horizontal axis and the second to
the vertical one. Then draw a vertical line from that point to point (-1,2) southeast of South America, and then a horizontal line from that
point to point (-3,-2) southwest of the continent. Next, draw a
horizontal line from point (-3,0) west of Ecuador to point (1,0) in the
center of Africa. From that point, draw a vertical line to point (1,2) in
Russia east of the Baltic Sea, a horizontal line from that point to point
(3,2) also in Russia, a vertical line from that point to point (3,-2)
southwest of Australia, and then from that point to point (1,-2) south of
South Africa. Finally, draw a point at point (0,1) in Algeria, and my
rendering of the magical word is complete. The global Aum entire. It
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stretches from ninety degrees east to ninety degrees west, and from
sixty degrees north to sixty degrees south. Executed with aplomb by
carefully selecting all the drawing utensils, it will be the pride of every
home. Enjoy!
THE SILLY GLITCH (October 4, 2015)
The last few years, I have grown ever closer to The Guardian. By and
by, it has become the main source of news for me. Its leftish bias was
easy to adjust to, just as was the case with the opposite bias of The
Economist, which I abandoned years ago. Annoyed by the newspapers
as I have been for years, I have still relied on the online edition of The
Guardian for the basic daily news. But something strange started
happening a fortnight ago or so. Soon after I would get to the
newspaper’s website, everything would freeze on the screen. The
screen pointer or cursor would start spinning and spinning. I could
read whatever was on the screen, but I could not scroll up or down any
longer. I could not open anything either. I have no idea what is behind
this glitch, but it could be the Adobe Flash Player, which I have
refused to update several years ago (“Screw Flash Player,” April 8,
2013). Which is why I have stopped trying the last few days. Screw
The Guardian, too. Whatever is behind the silly glitch, it is ultimately
on my side. For I have been doing my utmost the last few years to stop
reading the newspapers. All of them. Saved by the glitch, I can only
hope that my access to all the other newspapers will eventually be
thwarted. And for good. Alleluia!
BURNING (October 4, 2015)
This is what I have heard. Once the Blessed One was staying in Gaya
at Gaya Head with a thousand monks. There the Blessed One
addressed the monks:
“All is burning, monks. And what is the all that is burning, monks?
The eye is burning, visible forms are burning, eye consciousness is
burning, stimulation of the eye is burning, and also whatever happy,
unhappy, or neither happy nor unhappy feeling that comes about
conditioned by stimulation of the eye, that too is burning. Burning
with what? I say it is burning with the fire of greed, the fire of hatred,
the fire of delusion. It is burning with birth, with old age, with death,
with grief, with lamentation, with pain, with sorrow, with despair.
“The ear is burning, the nose is burning, the tongue is burning, the
body is burning. The mind is burning, ideas are burning, mind
consciousness is burning, stimulation of the mind is burning, and also
whatever happy, unhappy, or neither happy nor unhappy feeling that
comes about conditioned by stimulation of the mind, that too is
burning. Burning with what? I say it is burning with the fire of greed,
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the fire of hatred, the fire of delusion. It is burning with birth, with old
age, with death, with grief, with lamentation, with pain, with sorrow,
with despair.
“When the informed noble disciple sees this, he becomes disenchanted
with the eye, disenchanted with visible forms, disenchanted with eye
consciousness, disenchanted with stimulation of the eye, and also
whatever happy, unhappy, or neither happy nor unhappy feeling that
comes about conditioned by stimulation of the eye, with that too he
becomes disenchanted. When the informed noble disciple sees this, he
becomes disenchanted with the ear, he becomes disenchanted with the
nose, he becomes disenchanted with the tongue, he becomes
disenchanted with the body.
“When the informed noble disciple sees this, he becomes disenchanted
with the mind, disenchanted with ideas, disenchanted with mind
consciousness, disenchanted with stimulation of the mind, and also
whatever happy, unhappy, or neither happy nor unhappy feeling that
comes about conditioned by stimulation of the mind, with that too he
becomes disenchanted.
“Being disenchanted, he becomes dispassionate. Through dispassion,
he is freed. Of what is freed, there is knowledge that it is freed. He
knows directly: birth is destroyed, the spiritual life lived, done is what
was to be done—there is nothing further required to this end.”
This is what the Blessed One said. Gladdened, those monks felt joy at
the Blessed One’s words. And even while this explanation was being
spoken, the minds of those thousand monks were freed from the taints
as a result of not grasping.
From Sayings of the Buddha: A Selection of Suttas from
the Pali Nikayas, translated by Rupert Gethin, Oxford:
Oxford University Press, 2008, pp. 222-224.
MY GAME, MY RULES (October 5, 2015)
Thus the name of some silly eyeglasses for men that I have just spotted
in the window of a store with suchlike crap in the center of Zagreb.
The young man wearing them in a picture on display was ridiculous at
best with his defiant look and puckered lips. I could not believe my
eyes. I felt like laughing, but I just kept frowning as I stared at the
picture. “My game,” I sighed as I walked away from the window, “my
rules!” Contemporary capitalism running amok. Anything goes,
including complete and total fabrications. “All is burning,” I mumbled
after the Buddha as I gathered pace on my way through the city. “Silly
old man,” I sighed again, “don’t look, don’t listen, don’t smell, don’t
taste, don’t feel!” After a few more steps, I went for the clincher:
“don’t think!”
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EXIT VIII (October 5, 2015)
Retire to your home. Close all the windows and shutters. Turn off all
the lights. Sit crosslegged on a cushion on the floor. Straighten your
spine. Keep your head balanced. Close your eyes. Breathe regularly.
Stop all of your thoughts. If snippets of thought keep pestering you,
repeat your favorite mantra in your mind to dispel them. When
hungry, eat a little. When tired, sleep a little. When you need to pee
or shit, go to the toilet. Keep doing the same day after day.
Addendum I (November 1, 2015)
As I was looking for an old Venetian proverb on the World Wide Web,
I came across an entirely different one that seemed vaguely familiar:
“Se ti vol libertà, va a casa tua.” And I remembered this particular
piece shortly afterwards. As it happened, I had just retired to my home
in search of the proverbial peace and quiet. As well as liberty, it goes
without saying. The proverb I found without looking thus struck me as
no less than providential. The fact that it hailed from the city of my
progenitors only added to my contentment. Nay, serenity.
Addendum II (March 29, 2016)
All of my pieces with this kind of title, where a Roman numeral
follows the word “exit,” are about departure from this world. That is,
suicide. The first three were written in 2000, and the next four were
written one each in 2003, 2004, 2005, and 2006. Remarkably, not a
single piece with such a title appeared in the intervening eight years.
In retrospect, this piece is a joke of sorts, for it is about departure from
the social world only. That is, social suicide. And this is the exit that I
have actually taken earlier this year. Although I am entirely friendly
with everyone I meet, my liberation amounts to no less than social
suicide. Which is why I now spend most of my time perfectly alone,
as well as why I now eschew all projects aimed at this world.
Addendum III (May 27, 2018)
Well, well. My last piece with a title of this sort is plain enough:
abandon thought at will and remain free from it for as long as you wish
(“Exit IX,” March 11, 2017). Easy-peasy, to be sure. Retire to your
home and follow this simple advice that leads to liberation (“NoBullshit Enlightenment,” January 18, 2016). It takes years, though.
And it takes much more besides. In particular, it takes regular yoga
practice (“Ten Principles of Bon Yoga,” November 13, 2012). In my
own experience, the blessed exit is far from easy to reach. Most of the
people I happen to know are not even able to start the journey, let
alone bring it to a successful end. Still, this piece is not entirely in
vain. Retire to your home. Close all the windows and shutters…
How do I know? I have just followed my own advice, and I feel no
less than uplifted. The first step! The very first blessed step!
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DISCOURAGING (October 6, 2015)
Animals other than humans can be puzzling, distracting, annoying,
disquieting, frightening, and on occasion even disgusting, but they can
never be discouraging.
THE PRIMORDIAL BLISS (October 7, 2015)
Pray, who is yoga? It is the animal in us. Ageless, or as old as life on
earth. Nameless, and bereft of the ego. And forever in pursuit of the
primordial bliss.
THE PRESENT (October 7, 2015)
My book about yoga is very close to completion now (“Who is Yoga?”
November 26, 2008). At the moment, it is only a few words short of
sixty-thousand. All it needs is some final touches, as well as a valiant
preface and a merry postscript. Although these will take no more than
a thousand words or so, which could be written in a day or two, the
book’s completion will take me about six months to accomplish. In
fact, I think of the book as my own birthday present to myself. My
tenth, as a matter of fact (“Enlightenment by Seventy,” July 9, 2014).
And I look forward to it with unadulterated joy. The present to cherish
till my last breath.
Addendum (October 8, 2015)
Even now, so many months in advance of my tenth birthday, the first
draft of the book makes me cry. Over and over again, I am surprised
by the rush of tears as I go through my own writings about yoga. As
well as shamanism, Buddhism, Sufism, and so many other traditions of
mysticism that surround it. To my joy, and perhaps also to my relief, I
am not even trying to understand my tears. Far from it. As a matter of
fact, the connection between the everlasting truth and the deepest of
emotions is best appreciated without comprehension. In Nietzsche’s
words from the book’s motto, “a great, firm dome of ignorance must
encompass you.”[110] Alleluia!
IN PRAISE OF THOUGHTLESSNESS (October 13, 2015)
First I exercised thoughtlessness with my eyes closed. This was my
meditation. Then I did the same with my eyes wide open. And now I
exercise it under all sorts of circumstances—while sitting alone at
home, while staring through a café window, while on a leisurely
walk… And I am getting ever better at it. I can go thoughtless for
quite some time now. As of late, not even snippets of thought come
my way. And I do not name things I see. A passing taxi is just that.
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And so is a pigeon flying past me, or a bouncing bum of an obese
woman walking in front of me. Most important, I am not theorizing
any longer about everything in sight, which was my habit for many a
year. I let things be as they are. Taxis, pigeons, and bums are none of
my business, as it were. In short, thoughtlessness makes me happy.
Well, content. And contentment is the toughest of observances in
Patanjali’s eight limbs of yoga. Whence a touch of misplaced pride in
this piece in praise of thoughtlessness.
AN UNCANNY INFLUENCE OVER ANIMALS (October 14, 2015)
In the early part of the Thirteenth Century, Pope Innocent III,
convinced of the validity of St. Francis’ mission, granted permission
for the foundation of the Minor Brothers, or Franciscans. The “Lesser
Brothers,” considered to be a title assumed from pious humility, might
lead one to ask whether there was any order known as the “Greater
Brethren.” If so, what might the connection be?
The only people known in this way who were contemporary with St.
Francis were the Greater Brothers, an appellation of the Sufi order
founded by Najmuddin Kubra, “the Greater.” The connection is
interesting. One of the major characteristics about this great Sufi
teacher was that he had an uncanny influence over animals. Pictures of
him show him surrounded by birds. He tamed a fierce dog merely by
looking at it—just as St. Francis is said to have cowed the wolf in a
well-known tale. Najmuddin’s miracles were well known throughout
the East sixty years before St. Francis was born.
From Idries Shah’s The Sufis, London: Jonathan Cape,
1969 (first published in 1964), pp. 230-231.
ON THE FABLE AS A LITERARY GENRE (October 16, 2015)
Once upon a time, fables were popular both east and west, but now
they are reserved only for children, whose books are teeming with
them. As a literary genre, the fable features animals, plants, inanimate
objects, and forces of nature, as well mythical creatures and even gods,
all of whom are given human qualities in the narrative. In olden times,
fables were used to pass on moral lessons, which were sometimes
explicitly added at their end in the form of maxims summing up the
lessons learned. But human qualities were not given to animals and all
the other heroes of fables only to drive the moral point. Actually, they
were believed to have such or similar qualities to begin with. This is
what animism is all about, anyhow. Fables are thus witnesses of our
collective past, which was shamanistic to boot. And all of nature was
endowed with souls. As well as formidable intelligence. Looking
back, one cannot but feel that fables were onto something not entirely
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wrongheaded, let alone childish.
hypothesis is my witness.

And James Lovelock’s Gaia

DYING, BEING REBORN (October 17, 2015)
We must remember that the Buddha’s message was addressed to
suffering man, to man caught in the net of transmigration. For the
Buddha, as for all forms of Yoga, salvation could be gained only as the
result of a personal effort, of a concrete assimilation of truth. It was
neither a theory nor an escape into one or another kind of ascetic
effort. “Truth” must be understood and at the same time known
experimentally. Now, the two roads were attended by dangers;
“understanding” ran the risk of remaining mere speculation,
“experimental knowledge” might overwhelm ecstasy. But, for the
Buddha, one can be “saved” only by attaining nirvana—that is, by
going beyond the plane of the unconditional. In other words, one can
be saved only by dying to this profane world and being reborn into a
transhuman life impossible to define or describe.
From Mircea Eliade’s Yoga: Immortality and Freedom,
Princeton and Oxford: Princeton University Press, 2009
(first published in 1954), pp. 164-165.
STARTING A NEW LIFE (October 19, 2015)
As of late, I find myself eager to bring my projects to a close. As well
as to tidy them up. Deep in my gut, I have a premonition that I am
starting a new life.
Addendum (January 17, 2016)
The last few months, I have done a great deal to bring a few selections
from my Residua to a close, as well as to tidy up all the other ones.
The book about the city of my birth was completed earlier this month.
Right now, only two selections are still pending. The book about my
struggle with Croatian courts awaits the decision of the court in
Strasbourg. It will be brought to a close in six months at most, or so I
hope. And the book about yoga is nearing completion at a clip. At this
stage, I would give it no more than a couple of months. This
accomplished, my projects will be behind me. Although I would keep
adding sundry afterthoughts to all the selections from my magnum
opus, I will be starting a new life for true. At long last, I will retire
from this world. A firm dome of ignorance will encompass me for
good.
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WALKING ALONE (October 21, 2015)
Carefully watching my every step, I am walking alone. Step by steady
step, I am heading nowhere. To be alone is my only joy, and it is
crowned by walking alone.
FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE AND I (October 24, 2015)
A great man—a man whom nature has constructed and invented in the
grand style—who is he?
First: there is a long logic in all of his activity, hard to survey because
of its length, and consequently misleading; he has the ability to extend
his will across great stretches of his life and to despise and reject
everything petty about him, including even the fairest, “divinest”
things in the world.
Second: he is colder, harder, less hesitating, and without fear of
“opinion”; he lacks the virtues that accompany respect and
“respectability,” and altogether everything that is part of the “virtue of
the herd.” If he cannot lead, he goes alone; then it can happen that he
may snarl at some things he meets on his way.
Third: he wants no “sympathetic” heart, but servants, tools; in his
intercourse with men he is always intent on making something out of
them. He knows he is incommunicable: he finds it tasteless to be
familiar; and when one thinks he is, he usually is not. When not
speaking to himself, he wears a mask. He rather lies than tells the
truth: it requires more spirit and will. There is a solitude within him
that is inaccessible to praise or blame, his own justice that is beyond
appeal.
From Friedrich Nietzsche’s The Will to Power, New
York: Vintage Books, 1968, p. 505.
THE KEY TO HEAVEN (October 31, 2015)
Whenever I lift my eyes toward the crowns of chestnut trees on the
hotel terrace, I take a deep breath. Subconscious as it is, that breath is
the key to heaven.
WHILE IT BANGS ALONG (November 1, 2015)
Something or other in my washing machine has long been broken.
When it spins fast during the drying cycle, it makes a lot of noise. The
banging can be heard on the street. Aware of the difficulty of getting a
new machine in Istria, as well as having it delivered to the top of the
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Motovun hill, I prefer to stay with the faulty one while it lasts. But the
drying cycle is hilarious, to put it mildly. The ruckus is pretty
amazing. The best I can do under the circumstances is to dance in
front of the washing machine while it bangs along. African drumming
is with me as I twist and turn. My arms raised high, I let go of all
compunctions. By the time the cycle finishes, I am almost sorry the
fun is over.
FROM ABOVE TO BELOW (November 3, 2015)
It is a comfort for me to know that above the steam and filth of human
lowlands there is a higher, brighter humanity, very small in number
(for everything outstanding is by its nature rare): one belongs to it, not
because one is more talented or more virtuous or more heroic or more
loving than the men below, but because one is colder, brighter, more
far-seeing, more solitary; because one endures, prefers, demands
solitude as happiness, as privilege, indeed as a condition of existence;
because one lives among clouds and lightning as among one’s own
kind, but equally among rays of sunlight, drops of dew, flakes of snow,
and everything that necessarily comes from the heights and, when it
moves, moves eternally only in the direction from above to below.
Aspirations toward the heights are not ours. Heroes, martyrs, geniuses,
and enthusiasts are not still, patient, subtle, cold, slow enough for us.
From Friedrich Nietzsche’s The Will to Power, New
York: Vintage Books, 1968, p. 517.
A WAY OF LIFE (November 4, 2015)
Yoga is not only about practicing in the morning and evening. Neither
is it just about its eight limbs, magnificent as they happen to be. Yoga
is a way of life.
SCOLDING MYSELF (November 11, 2015)
Forget about economics and its relentless fumbling, I scold myself.
Forget about the ravages of climate change and environmental
degradation. Forget about the human species and its untold foibles, I
keep scolding myself. Forget about migrant hordes at the proverbial
gates. Forget about this tottering civilization, I scold myself over and
over again. But I still check the news from day to day, and without
fail. I still read books that make me angry with myself. I still do my
best to understand everything there is to understand around me. I am
not yet able to withdraw from this horrible world. I am not yet able to
laugh at it all with utter abandon. As well as cheer. I am not yet able
to plunge inward, inward. Forever inward. No matter how much I
scold myself, though, I keep glancing outward. Peeking outward like a
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fool. And so I scold myself ever more vociferously. Ever more
anxiously. I scold myself to high heaven. As though scolding myself
is the only way to reach liberation. Absorption. Oblivion. You name
it.
Addendum I (January 13, 2017)
In retrospect, scolding myself has helped a great deal on my way to
liberation early last year. Although it has taken me quite a few years to
forget about all the silly stuff I used to think and write about, I am a
pro at it by now. I still check the news every now and then, but I do
not pay it more than cursory attention. And I forget about it soon
afterwards. Economics and geopolitics are history by now. And so are
climate change and migrations. The news gives me a feeling of recent
developments, and that is that. I give it no further thought, let alone
write about it. And the less I think, the less I write, as well. Liberation
in a nutshell.
Addendum II (May 18, 2020)
This piece made me smile when I chanced upon it on one of my
uncharted journeys through my writings. And I immediately recalled
my piece summing up my experience with liberation (“On Liberation,”
October 4, 2017). First, abandon all fears and desires. Next, abandon
all hope for the human species. And last, abandon thought at will and
for as long as you wish. Although these pithy instructions now strike
me as both plausible and approachable, they have taken years upon
years of scolding myself. And in earnest. Looking back, liberation
took many a twist and turn. As well as much confusion along the way.
Whence that unexpected smile, it goes without saying. Compassion
incarnate, as it were.
UNLEARNING (November 12, 2015)
Wherever I look as I stroll through the Croatian capital, I see letters of
all sizes, shapes, and colors. More often than not, they come one after
another in files of different length. In Latin characters, they turn into
words at once. I cannot but understand what is written without even
trying.
The same holds for Greek and Cyrillic characters I
occasionally come across. They turn into words without fail. And I
cannot but be annoyed with this predilection of my mind. Indeed, I
would prefer to see just letters. Just characters. I would prefer them to
have no meaning for me. None whatsoever. Which is why I
appreciate Chinese, Arabic, or Hebrew characters ever more. They do
not turn into words no matter how long I stare at them. They remain
just characters. Come to think of it, I wonder whether I could ever
unlearn to read? Yes, unlearning is the word. If only I could unlearn
so many things that annoy me no end. So many things I cannot
imagine ever wishing to know. And the written word is the first thing
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that comes to my mind in this connection. If I could not read, I would
not be able to write, either. The bliss.
STRENGTHS AND WEAKNESSES, AGAIN (November 12, 2015)
My strengths and weaknesses come to my mind every now and then.
Thus I was not surprised when the twain popped up one more time a
moment ago. This time around, I went for the greatest strength and
weakness of mine only. Without much thought, intelligence struck me
as my greatest strength by far. In this case, I have in mind a delicate
blend of acumen, craftiness, astuteness, sharpness, resourcefulness,
keenness, inventiveness, promptness, discernment, shrewdness,
ingenuity,
acuteness,
perspicacity,
slyness,
insightfulness,
judiciousness, artfulness, sensitivity, imagination, perceptiveness,
cunning, farsightedness, and wisdom rather than anything that can be
measured and compared across the board, such as the intelligence
quotient. In short, I have a mind to be reckoned with. And what is my
greatest weakness? Without much thought, intelligence struck me as
my greatest weakness once again. And no kidding. The long list of
tangled adjectives I associate with my intelligence is the case in point.
Indeed, it is almost frightening. Would that my greatest strength was a
bit more modest, as well as a bit less discernible, in which case my
greatest weakness would be so much easier to grapple with. Idle
aspirations, as ever.
BEING HUMAN (November 13, 2015)
I am a human being, and I am ashamed of it. I just searched the World
Wide Web with this sentence, and found nothing. Now I am even
more ashamed of being human.
MY IMMINENT FEAT (November 16, 2015)
The last few months, I feel increasingly sure that I am on my way out
of this world. Another world is beckoning already. I feel that it is
within my reach, but I do not yet know how to get to it. Still, it is
tantalizingly near. As well as increasingly intimate and cozy. I can
almost see, smell, touch, hear, and taste it. All my senses have long
been on the ready. Whence the puzzle that pesters me even as I write:
how can I be so sure of my imminent feat? And where can my selfassurance be coming from? Of course, I have no idea. I cannot even
start answering these and similar questions. But sure of my feat I
definitely am. And I am getting ever surer of it as days go by. The
puzzle is beyond my acumen, no doubt, which is why I do my best to
pay it no attention. None whatsoever. The less I think, the better.
And I am getting pretty good at it. The world free of thought is
beckoning at last.
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Addendum (May 14, 2017)
It is wonderful to come across this piece entirely by chance. When it
was written, another world was right in front of me. And I felt it
coming. It was beyond my understanding, but I could still see, smell,
touch, hear, and taste it. The last few lines say it all, though, and in
just a few words. The world free of thought is the ultimate goal. The
less I think, the better. Bingo! In just a few months, I managed to
abandon thought at will and to remain free from it for as long as I
wished. It was a technical feat par excellence. Liberation in a
nutshell.
EACH AND EVERY BREACH (November 17, 2015)
As I am going through my morning ablutions, I take every step without
a single thought in my mind. I shower, I wash my hair, I brush my
teeth, I shave, and I dry myself with a towel by focusing on what I am
doing. And nothing else. Step by step, I pay full attention to whatever
I am doing at the time. But I make sure not to read the names of so
many products that press all around me in the bathroom: Elmex, Nivea,
Garnier, Braun, Elemis, Perio-Aid, Oral-B, Johnson & Johnson… As I
am going through my morning ablutions, I take every precaution not to
look at any of these names. Every time I happen to cast my eye on any
one of them, I pronounce it in my mind. But even pronouncing them
amounts to a breach in my freedom from thought. And each and every
breach of this ilk is nearly painful in the morning, before I manage to
steel myself for all the idiocies of the world around me.
WRITER’S BLOCK (November 19, 2015)
Not a thought in my mind, and yet the need to express it. The
thoughtlessness. The supreme bliss of human condition in the guise of
the childish writer’s block.
EUREKA! (November 22, 2015)
I dreamt that I was talking with a friend about the similarity, and
perhaps even identity, in great moments of revelation reached by both
reason and intuition. As I argued in my dream, I had experiences with
both. In my scientific work, which was based on mathematics, I
experienced sudden revelations that felt almost physical. The same
applied to my spiritual life. For example, all my brushes with
enlightenment felt rather similar. In both cases I felt like following
Archimedes: “Eureka!” “I have found it,” that is. I remember
hypothesizing that this had to do with how the human brain worked. A
sudden reconnection between different parts of the brain would feel
electrifying. It would be almost physical. When I woke up, I could
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not remember who it was that I was talking to. But the dream felt like
yet another revelation. When I checked the World Wide Web, I
discovered that Archimedes reportedly exclaimed it twice: “Eureka!
Eureka!” For some reason, that sounds right this morning. The
excitement of revelation is too great for a single exclamation.
Anyhow, the similarity, and perhaps even identity, between revelations
reached by reason and intuition needs further thought, but I am onto
something for true.
AUTOBIOGRAPHY XIX (November 24, 2015)
Many of my projects are behind me by now. My painting project was
completed a couple of years ago, but I still keep writing about it. The
few remaining selections from my Residua are close to completion, as
well. Although I will keep working on my magnum opus, its size and
shape are already clear. And so is its purpose, which is to provide me
with a coordinate system for my own navigation. Most important, my
projects have little if anything to do with my fellow humans. At best, I
hope that they will leave me in peace. If and when I come across a
kindred soul, so much the better, but miracles remain miracles. And
that is that. With some luck, this is my last autobiography, too.
Addendum I (October 20, 2016)
I am happy to report that my liberation earlier this year has indeed put
an end to this particular line of writing. Autobiography, what
autobiography? If yet another one ever appears in my magnum opus, it
will signal an unexpected and unavoidable crisis. I cannot even
imagine what could cause it, for crises of this sort are perforce beyond
our ken, but I cannot exclude such a possibility. At any rate, I am out
of this world. Out and away. For this reason, my writing is all over
the place as of late. Helter-skelter. Random to boot. Only the
addenda diligently follow my development all the way to liberation, as
well as beyond it. And this is all I can expect in the foreseeable future.
Till death do us part…
Addendum II (December 4, 2017)
Having come across this autobiography among autobiographies
entirely by chance, I feel my lips pucker and my chest swell. If I ever
come up with yet another autobiography, it will be only to poke fun at
myself. Reading this piece and the first addendum, I cannot but feel
the urge already. Self-defiance, or what? To wit, not even I am
entitled to boss myself around! At any rate, if another autobiography
pops up among my writings, it may well be nothing but a loud fart. A
thunderous fart, as a matter of fact.
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NOTHING IS SACRED (November 26, 2015)
“No,” I mutter to myself with conviction as I am browsing through my
book about yoga, most likely the very last selection from my Residua,
“nothing is sacred.”
Addendum (August 29, 2018)
Nothing is sacred? What is meant by “nothing” in this haiku, though?
How about a bit more precision here? How about the truth and nothing
but the truth? And here are the most popular synonyms of this vaunted
word: holy, blessed, consecrated, hallowed, revered, sanctified, and
sacrosanct. There are many more, it goes without saying, but this list
is sufficient for my present purposes. Now, the human species is not
sacred. Life itself is not sacred, no matter where its origin or
destination may be. Planet earth and the solar system are not sacred.
Not even the entire universe is sacred. This covers pretty much
everything, I reckon. As far as precision is concerned, I cannot
imagine getting ever more precise, either. Phew!
YET ANOTHER HAIKU (December 1, 2015)
If I can go thoughtless whenever it strikes my fancy, why in the world
would I go thoughtful ever again? For the hell of it? Or just to write
yet another haiku?
ON IDEALS TO ASPIRE TO (December 2, 2015)
As of late, I relish words like “thoughtless” and “thoughtlessness,” as
well as words like “mindless” and “mindlessness.” They appear ever
more often in my writings, and especially those about yoga. I just
decided to look them up in dictionaries available on the World Wide
Web so as to make sure that I use these words properly. First I looked
up the word “thoughtless,” as well as its meaning and synonyms. And
here is what I found:
Meaning: lacking in
inconsiderate, tactless.

consideration

for

others,

Synonyms: antisocial, boorish, impolite, indiscreet,
insensitive, reckless, rude.
Then I checked the word “mindless.” Here goes:
Meaning: having or showing no ability to think, feel, or
respond. Also, showing no use of intelligence or
thought, having no purpose.
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Synonyms: foolish,
thoughtless.

gratuitous,

senseless,

silly,

Having done that, I checked the word “thoughtlessness.” Here is what
I found on the web:
Meaning: marked by or showing lack of due
forethought or care, carelessness. Also, the trait of not
thinking carefully before acting.
Synonyms: carelessness, disregard, heedlessness,
inattention, inconsiderateness, neglect, negligence.
Finally, I checked the word “mindlessness.” Here goes:
Meaning: lacking intelligence or good sense, foolish.
Also, having no intelligent purpose, meaning, or
direction.
Synonyms: brainlessness, denseness,
simpleness, slow-wittedness, slowness.

foolishness,

All in all, I was quite pleased with the results of my search. When I
use the above words, I indeed have in mind what dictionaries say these
words mean in the English language. This holds for all the synonyms,
as well. However, I take their meanings and synonyms positively, as it
were. I take them to be ideals to aspire to rather than imperfections or
flaws to avoid. In other words, I am both thoughtful and mindful when
I raise these words to the pedestal of yoga as I understand it.
RESIDUALIZING, AGAIN (December 4, 2015)
Slowly but surely, the title of my magnum opus has insinuated itself
into everything I am writing. As such, every residuum and all the
residua I have ever written are becoming emblematic of my endeavor.
By and by, everything I touch is becoming residual and it asserts itself
residually. Abundantly clear by themselves, and yet difficult if not
impossible to fathom in combination, my pieces of writing are
becoming a symbol of endurance and survival. Ground into fine dust,
they are nigh impossible to brush off. In the end, I reminded myself
that a new verb was indeed needed to add both gist and punch to my
writings: residualizing (“Residualizing,” September 17, 2014). That is,
driving every thought, as well as every piece of writing that manages
to capture it, into an inevitably residual endeavor. Making everything
residual, in other words. For better or worse, titles do have a life of
their own! They assert themselves come what may. After four
decades of relentless striving, residualizing is my just reward. A new
verb to relish for as long as I live.
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THE WILL TO IGNORANCE (December 5, 2015)
My book about yoga, which is nearing completion at a clip, has long
acquired its title (“Who is Yoga?” November 26, 2008). It has recently
acquired its cover image, as well (“The Cover Image,” January 3,
2015). Even more recently, it has also acquired its motto from
Friedrich Nietzsche, which has long been a part of my Residua, a
commonplace book for true (“Beyond von Hayek,” June 22, 1986). As
of today, it has its subtitle, too, which comes straight from the motto:
“The Will to Ignorance.”[111] Having acquired all the trappings of a
book worthy of this name, all it now needs is the fulfillment of that
glorious will. Or its decisive attainment, as well as a few precious
words nailing it down for good. A piece of cake, dear reader. Nothing
but a piece of cake.
THE PREMONITION (December 7, 2015)
Morning after morning, I am waking up with the premonition that
something wonderful will happen soon. This very day. And the
feeling is with me through the evening. Whenever I finish any of my
chores, I remember my premonition with renewed joy. Something
wonderful will happen soon. Any moment now. And so I spend the
entire day overcome with quiet joy. It follows me from morning till
evening without fail. But my premonition never leaves me, not even
when I go to sleep. The quiet joy is with me come what may. Evening
after evening, I am going to sleep with the premonition that something
wonderful will happen soon. This very night. Or the next day. And
the feeling is with me through the morning. Whenever I wake up in
the middle of the night, I go back to sleep with renewed joy. My
premonition never leaves me. Something wonderful will happen soon.
Any moment now. And so I spend the entire night overcome with
quiet joy. Day after day, week after week, month after joyful month…
TO FIND A FEW (December 7, 2015)
If my book about yoga is for just a few followers, why a book at all?
Because thousands of books are needed to find but one of them. And
millions to find a few.
MIRACLES GALORE (December 8, 2015)
Humans love miracles. Wherever one looks, there is plenty of
evidence of this affliction. Now that images dominate the news on the
World Wide Web, there are miracles galore on offer. Strange lights in
the sky. Flying cars. Waterfalls moving upwards. In most cases, a
“scientific” explanation follows soon enough, by which time the
interest in the miracle quickly fades. Nobody could care less about
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such explanations, anyhow. No wonder miracles are staples of all
religions going all the way back to shamanism. And so is trickery of
all descriptions, for miracles can be easily manufactured. The hunger
for them is so huge that any sleight of hand would do. Too stupid to
understand much that surrounds them, humans are eager to come up
with so-called super-natural explanations. The more outrageous they
happen to be, the better. The proclivity welcomes all sorts of
magicians, sorcerers, conjurers, and outright cheats since time
immemorial. Stupidity comes at a cost, to be sure. And the cost is
often mesmerizing.
FOLLOWING RULES (December 9, 2015)
Everything I do, I do systematically and meticulously. Having set up
the rules, I stick to them doggedly. The same holds for all of my
activities. My last painting cycle took more than two decades. Every
single painting was of the same format. The colors were the same, and
so were the composition rules. More than three-hundred paintings thus
form a whole. My writing has taken four decades already, and it will
continue till my last breath. All the rules are the same throughout the
years, as witnessed by so many books with selections from my
writings. With close to seventeen-thousand pieces of writing, the very
maintenance of the whole requires a great deal of care. My research
was of the same kind. Many of my research projects stretched over a
decade at least. Keeping all the data in one place for comparative
analysis asked for careful oversight from year to year.
Not
surprisingly, this is how I take care of my health, as well.
Systematically and meticulously. Whatever I decide to do, I do
following rules. Interestingly, this is the only part of my life that my
beloved keeps noticing. “You’re amazingly systematic and meticulous
about your health,” she shakes her head in awe every once in a while.
“Yup,” I chuckle, “and this is how I am no matter what I do.” She is
not interested in everything else, though. She is fascinated only about
the way I take care of my health.
EYES OF LIFE (December 9, 2015)
I had a wonderful vision a moment ago. I was reclining in a large
lounge chair in my beloved’s apartment and going through the news on
the screen of my laptop when a cat showed up, walked toward my
chair, looked into my eyes, jumped eagerly into my lap, and curled up
ingratiatingly. It had huge eyes. All it wanted was to be close to me.
As close as possible. The vision was so vivid that I immediately
thought of getting a pet. And a cat would be wonderful to have close
by. It did not take me long to realize that my coming and going
between Zagreb and Motovun would not be right for a pet, and hauling
it between homes would be a real nuisance. But those eyes are still

252

with me. Deep, dark, and sparkling, they go back millions upon
millions of years. Eyes of life, no less.
Addendum (December 17, 2015)
Amazingly, those eyes are still with me more than a week later. They
are huge, considerably larger than those of an ordinary cat. And I am
still mesmerized by the way those eyes look straight into my own eyes.
The contact is deep, almost palpable, to this day. On top of this, those
eyes belong to an animal that is somewhat larger than an ordinary cat.
Indeed, it is more like a baby lion or perhaps puma. And so is its
color, which is close to that of gold. Anyhow, traces of the vision are
still with me, but it has lost all its sharpness. As well as its punch.
Trying to revive it, I now talk to all the street cats that roam around my
house. Seeing that I have no food in my hands, though, they pay me
little attention. But their eyes are a far cry from those I am eager to
look into once again.
ON THE TYRANNY OF THOUGHT (December 11, 2015)
We find that the strongest and most constantly employed faculty at all
stages of life is thought—even in every act of perceiving and apparent
passivity! Evidently, it thus becomes most powerful and demanding,
and in the long run it tyrannizes over all other forces. Finally it
becomes “passion-in-itself.”
From Friedrich Nietzsche’s The Will to Power, New
York: Vintage Books, 1968, p. 329.
CLIPPING (December 12, 2015)
The bignonia on the south wall of my terrace shed its leaves the last
few weeks. Its shriveled leaves are all over the terrace floor. I will
have to collect them any day now. I just clipped the bignonia’s barren
branches hanging over the stone table in the corner of the terrace. And
then I kept clipping them into kindling for the fireplace. My beloved
will be with me before Christmas, and we will spend most of the
coming holidays by the fire. The firewood is already waiting under the
kitchen terrace by the north wall. The kindling will come useful day
after day, and I already have a sizable stash of it. But I still relished
making some more of it and piling it up by the fireplace. The very act
of clipping was no less than soothing. Actually, liberating. A
welcome exercise in brainlessness, it made me outright happy. Clipclip, clip-clip-clip, clip… Wielding a pair of sharp clippers, I went on
and on until the last branch was cut into pieces of the right length. My
work done, I headed for my laptop. Clipping as such deserves a few
warm words. And as soon as possible.
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BELIEF IN THE BODY (December 16, 2015)
Essential: to start from the body and employ it as a guide. It is a much
richer phenomenon, which allows of clearer observation. Belief in the
body is better established than belief in the spirit.
From Friedrich Nietzsche’s The Will to Power, New
York: Vintage Books, 1968, p. 289.
LUCKY TERMITES (December 17, 2015)
James Lovelock comes to my mind surprisingly often, and so do many
of his books. But his last book and his unexpected praise of termites
comes to my mind almost every day (“On Humans and Termites,” July
8, 2015). Which is why I search for termites on the World Wide Web
quite often. Amazing creatures, these. Not surprisingly, I am
delighted by the fact that they are part of the cockroach family, which
has appeared on earth some three-hundred and twenty-million years
ago. Alas, humans cannot even dream of such stretches of time! The
termites have weathered all calamities that humans have foisted upon
them the last few centuries, and chances are that they will weather all
calamities that humans are yet to foist upon them the next few
centuries. As Lovelock argues, there is much to learn from them.
Would that humans could learn from termites and other cockroaches,
though. Looking ahead, I cannot but cheer the clever insects forward.
Soon enough, the earth will be theirs again, and they will cherish it in
their own way. Lucky termites, indeed.
THE PRELIMINARY PREFACE (December 20, 2015)
My book about yoga is taking its final shape in fits and starts. Every
once in a while, I remember a piece that could be added to the
selection. Or I write an addendum to a piece already in it. Each time
something like this happens, I am elated anew. The book is alive in
my hands. Among other steps toward completion, I have already
written a preface to the book. In about two-hundred words, I do my
best to introduce it to the reader. The preliminary preface appears to
me finished, but I am well aware that it may change in the next few
months, perhaps radically. Who knows, I may even replace it with an
entirely different one. Nonetheless, I cherish it as it stands at the
moment. At this stage at least, it says everything I want it to say.
Neither more nor less. Anyhow, here goes:
Yoga is everywhere nowadays. Lately, it has become a
staple. Who is yoga, though? It sounds like a silly
question, but this selection from my Residua shows that
it is no less than a crucial one, for it goes back to the
origins of the spiritual quest of the human species. In
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time, shamanism has spawned many a path through the
realm of the spirit, including yoga. As of late, these
paths are marked by myriad great gurus, but underneath
the august crowd is the nameless guru of us all—the
animal in us. It is as old as life on earth, and it has a lot
to teach us to this day. But the only way to become one
with the animal in us is to abandon all thought. This
accomplished, time stops and the world becomes one at
long last.
Arranged chronologically, the pieces
included in this selection, as well as the addenda
extending many among them, trace my own spiritual
quest over many a year. As the book shows, it takes an
enormous will to shed all the alluring but ultimately
debilitating trash that goes by the name of civilization.
The will to ignorance, indeed.
As is always the case with prefaces, they should say it all, and yet they
should entice the reader to go for the book itself. A tough task, to be
sure. But I am rushing things a bit, as I often do when I am close to
completion of a project that is close to my heart. The next few months
will not be about writing, but about abandoning all thought. That is,
abandoning it at will. For the book about yoga still requires the final
and crucial touches. The proof, as it were, is still missing at the
moment. Which is why the preliminary preface gives me a special joy,
and why I believe that it ought to be brought to light right now, months
ahead of its proper time. With some luck, it will provide a bit of
guidance on the path ahead. No matter how straight in my mind, and
how well lit, that path still remains a mystery to me.
Addendum I (February 8, 2016)
The preface concocted late last year is still to my liking. And how. In
fact, I will use it just as it is. Not a word will be added to it or
subtracted from it. And my book about yoga is finished at last. The
present decision about the preface is that magical touch. Ah, what a
joy it is after no less than eight years. Phew!
Addendum II (February 4, 2018)
More than two years later, I love this preface. And I read it over and
over again. Whenever I come across it, I relish it from start to finish.
On occasion, the mention of the nameless guru of us all brings tears to
my eyes. The blessed animal in us! Returning to the preface, what
amazes me to this day is its date. It was penned more than a month
before my book about yoga was finally finished. Even more
important, it precedes my, as it were, definition of enlightenment by an
entire month, as well (“No-Bullshit Enlightenment,” January 18,
2016). The mother of all prefaces, this one.
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ALL IT TAKES (December 22, 2015)
Light a candle, put it in front of you, and stare at its flame. If you are
in an enclosed space, it will move ever so slightly. Propelled by your
breath, it will gently sway left and right. The tip of the wick will be
bright red, and the flame will change in color from time to time.
Shades of blue will appear in it on occasion. Most of the time, the tip
of the flame will be almost white and its bottom will be closer to
yellow in color. Shades of orange may appear from time to time. The
flame will get taller at times, and at times it will shrink a bit. But all
the changes will be nearly imperceptible at first. The longer you are at
it, the more you will become aware of all the changes in front of you.
Stare at the flame as long as you can, and it will never be the same. No
matter how slightly, it will be continually changing in front of your
eyes. It will be alive. By and by, the show will delight you more than
anything you can find on the World Wide Web, including pictures and
movies galore. What is more, the flame will help you still your mind.
Without thinking, you will be just watching it in peace. By the time
you blow it out, you will feel thankful for the unexpected gift. All it
takes is a candle and a box of matches or a lighter. As well as the time
to dedicate to one of the best shows in the whole world.
THE ANIMAL FUNCTIONS (December 23, 2015)
In the tremendous multiplicity of events within an organism, the part
which becomes conscious to us is a mere means: and the little bit of
“virtue,” “selflessness,” and similar functions are refuted radically by
the total balance of events. We should study our organism in all its
immorality.
The animal functions are, as a matter of principle, a million times more
important than all our beautiful moods and heights of consciousness:
the latter are a surplus, except when they have to serve as tools of those
animal functions. The entire conscious life, the spirit along with the
soul, the heart, goodness, and virtue—in whose service do they labor?
In the service of the greatest possible perfection of the means (means
of nourishment, means of enhancement) of the basic animal functions:
above all the enhancement of life.
What one used to call “body” and “flesh” is of such unspeakably
greater importance: the remainder is a small accessory. The task of
spinning on the chain of life, and in such a way that the thread grows
ever more powerful—that is the task.
But consider how heart, soul, virtue, spirit practically conspire together
to subvert this systematic task—as if they were the end in view! The
degeneration of life is conditioned essentially by the extraordinary
proneness to error of consciousness: it is held in check by instinct the
least of all and therefore blunders the longest and the most thoroughly.
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From Friedrich Nietzsche’s The Will to Power, New
York: Vintage Books, 1968, pp. 355-356.
BURNING WORLD (December 28, 2015)
All is burning, I repeat after the Buddha (“Burning,” October 4, 2015).
Burning with what? It is burning with the fire of greed, the fire of
hatred, the fire of delusion. It is burning with birth, with old age, with
death, with grief, with lamentation, with pain, with sorrow, with
despair. When I see this, I become disenchanted with the mind,
disenchanted with ideas. Being disenchanted, I become dispassionate.
Through dispassion, I am freed. As I repeat after the Buddha, Robert
Collén’s Burning World comes to my mind (“Robert Collén,”
November 16, 1998). The world has been burning for thousands of
years, and now it is being consumed by the fire of greed, the fire of
hatred, the fire of delusion. And literally so. But there are always a
few who see it all, and who become disenchanted with the mind,
disenchanted with ideas. My only solace, as well as theirs.
FUCKING SEVENTY (January 1, 2016)
The first thing that crosses my mind on the first day of the year is my
age. It appears to be gathering speed. In a few short months, I will be
fucking seventy.
Addendum I (January 2, 2016)
There are at least two, as well as rather disparate, layers to this haiku.
To begin with, aging is a confounding endeavor. No matter how much
one strives, it seems that one can never master it. Thus, I am honestly
reporting my bewilderment at the approaching end of my tenth sevenyear life cycle (“The Seven-Year Life Cycle,” October 23, 2008).
More important, I am taunting myself in connection with my dreams of
reaching enlightenment by the end of my tenth life cycle
(“Enlightenment by Seventy,” July 9, 2014). Tongue in cheek, I am
expressing my amazement at the rapid approach of my liberation. The
swear word only accentuates it, the amazement, as well as brings the
two layers to this haiku into an ever-closer union. As for the
enlightenment, my book about yoga is still in the making (“The
Preliminary Preface,” December 20, 2015). According to my plans, it
will take its final shape by the onset of spring this year. The bliss.
Addendum II (February 8, 2016)
As luck would have it, my book about yoga was finished well before
my fateful birthday. As well as well before the onset of spring, at least
in terms of the well-known date. As far as the weather is concerned,
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the spring is actually here already. And in earnest. Which might
explain why my last book took its final shape surprisingly early in the
year. The changing climate is full of surprises, it goes without saying.
Some of its shenanigans are likely to elude us forever.
Addendum III (April 17, 2016)
My birthday is here at last. Either seventieth or tenth in inverted dog
years, it is as round as birthdays ever come. And I cannot but rejoice
in the present I have prepared for this very day (“The Present,”
October 7, 2015). My book about yoga is ever closer to my heart
(“Who is Yoga?” November 26, 2008). Whenever I remember it, my
lips shape into a smile. Completed more than a couple of months ago,
it is available in Portable Document Format on my Ca’ Bon Gallery
website (www.cabongallery.org). And I revisit it often enough. The
pages that give me the greatest joy are the very last, for they crown
both the lumbering book and my own life. The mother of all presents.
Addendum IV (October 23, 2016)
More than six months after my blessed birthday, I am gradually getting
used to my present age. And I use every opportunity to mention how
long in the tooth I actually am. To my delight, most people are quite
surprised when they hear that I am seventy. Sorry, fucking seventy.
When I occasionally challenge them to tell me how old I actually look,
they come up with guesses that range from sixty to sixty-five years of
age. In other words, I am five to ten years ahead of my looks.
Hooray! But I never even hint at the origin of my youthful looks, let
alone of my cheerful stance among fiends and acquaintances. Besides,
nobody I know would have a clue what I am talking about. Liberation,
what liberation?
Addendum V (December 19, 2016)
As the end of this year is just behind the corner, I feel like adding a
few words to this sprightly haiku and its many addenda. Much has
happened this singular year, and I will never be able to put it all in
words. Words are only words, after all. All I can say at this juncture is
that my life has changed for good. Although I am seventy already,
next year I will be no more than one year old. Or is it fucking one? A
mere infant, anyway. But I look forward to learning so much that has
escaped me in my previous life. And I look forward to passing
whatever I learn onto the few and far between who have followed me
on my path thus far. This is what my magnum opus is all about, at any
rate. In the meanwhile, my hugs and kisses go to all.
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NEEDS EXPLAINING (January 3, 2016)
Disdaining all news, I sit and stare in front of myself. The world can
go fuck itself, I keep repeating to myself. As if my excellent behavior
needs explaining.
ALL THE CRAP FOISTED UPON MY SHOULDERS (January 7,
2016)
As of late, my case in Strasbourg crosses my mind increasingly often.
My lawyer mailed it to the court at the end of May last year (“The
Solemn Date,” June 2, 2015). And I learned from my lawyer a month
later that the case was officially accepted by the Strasbourg court
(“Bon versus Croatia,” April 13, 2015). Given that it usually takes no
more than a year for the court to reach its decision, I am expecting it
within a few months, at which point I will complete my book about the
whole ordeal (“The Strasbourg Book,” March 16, 2015; “By Way of
Introduction: My Plea to the Court of Human Rights in Strasbourg,”
March 17, 2015).
My wish for the ordeal to finally end
notwithstanding, I now feel that the court’s decision is likely to cause a
major disruption in my life. Out of the blue, I will have to return to
this world, as it were. As well as to deal with all the crap foisted upon
my shoulders by the former mayor of Motovun, Slobodan Vugrinec.
Now that my liberation is my one and only concern, the Strasbourg
case is the only major disruption on my way. I shudder. Even death
strikes me as a minor jolt by comparison.
Addendum (March 19, 2021)
Well, I won the case against Croatia and its courts. The crap is off my
shoulders at last, but I am far from jubilant about it. Luckily, the
decision of the court in Strasbourg is hardly a disruption at this stage of
my life. I am glad that the ordeal is finally over, but that sums it up
rather well. After so many years, there are hardly any emotions
involved any longer. And my feelings would be exactly the same had I
lost the case. Over and done with. Period. But my expectation when
this piece was penned that everything would be over in about a year
was dead wrong. Actually, plain silly. Justice is slow in Croatia, but it
is hardly any faster anywhere else in Europe, Strasbourg included. All
things considered, justice is not worth the trouble, as Dario Dandolo
hinted years ago (“Nothing but Justice,” April 14, 2015). In the end,
my victory will have little if any effect on Croatia and its dodgy courts.
I will be paid the damages, as it were, and that will be that. Croatian
courts will remain unreachable for the foreseeable future, if not forever
(“Slinging Stones at Goliath,” May 25, 2014). With hindsight, the
court in Strasbourg provides nothing but entertainment for the
innocent.
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TOTAL AND COMPLETE YOGA (January 8, 2016)
When I get out of bed, I get out of bed. When I bathe, I bathe. When I
dress, I dress. When I walk, I walk. When I eat, I eat. When I shit, I
shit. When I take my clothes off, I take my clothes off. When I go to
bed, I go to bed. When I kiss my beloved’s toes, I kiss my beloved’s
toes. And I do all this without a thought in my head. Without a trace
of fear or desire. And when I do nothing, I do nothing. I just sit and
stare in front of myself. My mind empty, I am all eyes and ears.
Without a trace of dreading or longing, I sit and stare in front of myself
for hours at a time. Yoga and nothing but yoga. No postures, no
breathing, no concentration, no meditation. Just yoga. Total and
complete yoga.
A HERMIT IN A CROWD (January 12, 2016)
So, what am I? How can I be described? The best I can come up with
after brief rumination, albeit with a dollop of hesitation, is that I am a
hermit in a crowd.
A SAFE DISTANCE (January 12, 2016)
Of all the sounds of nature I hear repeatedly, the cawing of crows
makes me smile most often. Why? Living quite close to humans, they
have kept a safe distance.
CONTENT ANALYSIS: NIETZSCHE (January 13, 2016)
Nietzsche has been with me since the beginning of my writing project
in 1976. There are sixty-four references to his writings over the years,
the forty-first of which has started only a fortnight ago. Most years,
only one or two pieces refer to him, but some years are richer. For
instance, he appears in four pieces in 1980, three in 1981, six in 1998,
three in 2005, 2013, and 2014, and eight in 2015. By the way, all the
pieces in 2013 are actually the retrieved testamenta from 1978, of
which four refer to Nietzsche. Also, there are eight years when there
are no references to him: 1985, 1989, 1990, 1991, 1993, 1994, 1995,
and 1999. So far, 2016 has been among these years, but this particular
content analysis will break the spell. By and large, Nietzsche appears
to play the most important rôle in my life in periods of change.
Whence the explosion of pieces bearing his name last year, and
especially close to its end. Over the years, he has become like a
brother to me. When in doubt, I turn to Nietzsche. And it never ceases
to amaze me how helpful he turns out to be whenever I need his help.
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THE ANIMAL IN US, AGAIN AND AGAIN (January 15, 2016)
Without thinking, the animal in us knows how to use all the senses. It
knows how to see, hear, smell, taste, and touch. It knows how to lie
down, sit, stand up, walk, and run. It knows how to find food and how
to take a bite of it, chew, swallow, and digest it. It knows how to
urinate and defecate. It knows how to rest and sleep. Without a single
thought, the animal in us knows how to find shelter and hide from
inclement weather or predators. It knows how to find a mate, copulate,
and procreate. It knows how to tend its young and teach them about
the world. And all this without a single thought. Once we learn how
to rid ourselves of thought, we rely on the animal in us. It is in our
body, forever waiting for our return. We can trust it without fear, for it
has been around for untold millennia and much more. It knows
everything there is to know. And everything worth knowing about this
world. All it takes to become one with the animal in us is to stop
thinking at will. Thinking, what thinking?
HUMAN STUPIDITY (January 15, 2016)
Humans are slaves of mysteries, and especially “supernatural” ones.
That is the only mystery on offer, though. As well as the proof
positive of human stupidity.
THE FIGHT OF YOUR LIFE (January 16, 2016)
How to stop thinking? Try every trick in the book. Fight with all your
might. But do not falter for the briefest of moments. For this is the
fight of your life.
THE BOMBAST (January 17, 2016)
As my book about yoga is getting ever closer to completion, I am
browsing through it ever more often in search of boo-boos. Just to be
sure that everything is as it should be, I go from cover to cover each
and every time. This is how I have spotted a number of pieces early in
the selection where I laud myself a bit too loudly even for my own
taste. Although this happens only in the addenda, most of which
extend much earlier pieces of writing, my discomfort is still palpable
enough. In particular, I boast in 1995 that there is a “trace of genius”
in a piece from 1980; I smugly claim in 2005 that there is a “stroke of
genius” in a piece from 1982; I do essentially the same in 2015 with
respect to a piece from 1996; and I brag in 2015 that the title of a piece
from 1986 is “outright prophetic.” Wow! Taken aback by the
bombast, at first I thought of dropping some of these addenda from the
selection, but I changed my mind quickly enough. My book about
yoga is perforce about me, as well. And in my book the writer is king,
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as I boasted in my youth (“Readers Beware,” November 27, 1993). In
the end, I decided to put the old boast into the book. There! Readers
beware, indeed.
“THE GURU IS IN YOU” (January 17, 2016)
Thus Yogani at the close of his teachings, many of which can be found
on the World Wide Web. And it is always a joy to read this inspiring
line of his. It gives me wings, as it were. But I take it quite literally,
for the only guru I cherish without any trace of discomfort is the
animal in me. It is enough for me to stop thinking for a while, and it
comes forth as if by magic. “My guru,” I mumble to myself as I rub
my bony elbows and knees. A quick look at my fingers and toes
makes me smile. They go way, way back. The animal is in my very
body. Forever in my flesh, bones, nerves, hair, and lard.
Addendum I (January 29, 2016)
As soon as I wrote this piece, I decided to dedicate my book about
yoga to Yogani, the guru I acknowledged many years ago in no
uncertain terms (“An Experiment,” June 27, 2007). He or she deserves
it, no doubt. In a way, the dedication brought me a step closer to
completing the book itself. Ever since, I have been waiting for the day
when I will write the requisite postscript and call it quits at last. For
some reason, I am hesitating with that last move. Why? Not
surprisingly, I am waiting for the signal from the animal in me. And it
will come any day now, I am quite sure. As for its exact timing, it is
entirely irrelevant, anyway.
Addendum II (February 9, 2016)
Yogani’s response to my book was quick and warm. He started by
thanking me for sharing it and my websites. “Your extensive
background and work over the years are impressive and fascinating,”
he writes. “We are about the same age with similar education,” he
continues. And then he mentions that “service” is not defined by
anyone or anything but one’s own abiding inner silence. Whence my
own book, no doubt. He ends with his well-chosen words: “The guru
is in you.” I was surprised to hear from him only hours after my
missive, but the warmth of his response is still with me. My book has
been well worth the effort.
WRITE NOTHING (January 18, 2016)
It is a new day, and I feel the urge to write something. But nothing
comes to my mind. And so I strive to persuade myself that it is all
right to write nothing.
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NO-BULLSHIT ENLIGHTENMENT (January 18, 2016)
Much has been written about enlightenment or its many synonyms, but
there is little in the vast literature dedicated to yoga or its many
substitutes by way of precision. Once one feels that one has reached
the end of the path, one is left to one’s own devices. Which is my case
at this point in time. Having abandoned all other goals in life, and for
good, I am confronted with a simple question: how will I know that I
have reached enlightenment? Simple, indeed. And the simplest
answer I can come up with is that I will know that I have reached
enlightenment when I become capable of abandoning thought at will
and remaining free from it for as long as I wish, which means hours at
a time. Between such periods, I will be able to behave as I have
behaved hitherto, but I will spend most of my remaining years by
myself, with my beloved, and with a few people dear to us. For lack of
a better term, this I call no-bullshit enlightenment. Having reached it, I
will go about my life without any fuss. When needed, I will dedicate
myself to sundry duties and chores. Every now and then, I will add a
few words to my book of books. Day will follow day, year will follow
year, and then I will pass away. Hooray!
MY GREATEST ACHIEVEMENT (January 19, 2016)
As I was peeing a short while ago, I was stunned by a gurgling,
bubbling, and boisterous fart. I smiled with joy. So far today, this is
my greatest achievement.
THE CHESS APPLICATION (January 20, 2016)
Today is a special anniversary: I bought my Mac Book Air laptop
exactly five years ago. I have been rather happy with it, but it is
getting ever longer in the tooth. Soon enough, I will need either to
refurbish it with new software, or buy a new laptop of the same ilk.
Anyhow, I discovered only yesterday that there is a chess application
in the application folder on the bottom of the screen. I somehow
managed to miss it for all these years, but I started using it without
much ado. So far, I must have played chess with my laptop at least a
dozen of times. And it has defeated me every single time, on occasion
quite dreadfully. Now that I am spending much of my time by sitting
and staring in front of myself without a single thought on my mind, the
chess application will surely come handy. Now and then, I will play
chess so as not to lose my mind entirely. It will take same practice, no
doubt, but I hope to improve my game over the next few months. By
and by, I will get the hang of it. With some luck, I will even win on
occasion, or so I hope. Returning to my Mac Book Air laptop, it is
getting kind of dear to my out of the blue. The chess application is
right up my alley. Happy fifth anniversary, Mac Book Air!
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Addendum (October 28, 2016)
I do play chess on my Mac Book Air every now and then, but much
less often than I expected when this piece was written. One reason for
my neglect may be that the application beats me with surprising ease.
Often enough, I feel kind of embarrassed on account of my pitiful
blunders. For the time being, winning is out of the question, to be
sure. Given my prowess, a victory could come my way only by sheer
luck, or the application’s malfunction. Be that as it may, I do hope to
turn to chess sooner or later. Close to my heart since my youth, it is a
game worth every effort on my part. Keeping my mind in good shape
is a must in my dotage, and especially since my liberation earlier this
year. Enough said, though. My devotion to chess is hardly in
question, and it is only a matter of establishing a new and lasting habit.
WALK AND WALK (January 22, 2016)
Yet another bright but bitter day. Enchanted, I do my best to be as
close to nature as a reasonably large city will allow me. Blithely
dressed, I walk and walk.
FORGOTTEN DREAMS (January 24, 2016)
I dreamt that… Well, I am not sure what it was that I truly dreamt.
Ever more often, I am waking up dreadfully disappointed on account
of my forgotten dreams.
Addendum I (January 25, 2016)
This is yet another tongue-in-cheek haiku, it goes without saying. I am
poking fun at myself for my disappointment, which is purportedly no
less than dreadful. Dreadful?! That word was carefully chosen to
pointedly deride my heartfelt complaint. Dreams are about fears and
desires, and it is thus wonderful to be getting rid of them. In fact, most
of the dreams I do remember as of late are pretty boring. Nothing
much happens in them. They just go on and on. My habit of recording
them is still with me, for it is well entrenched after a few decades, but
there is ever less of interest to record. Which is just as it ought to be
given my progress toward liberation from all and sundry, including
silly dreams. If there were any dreams I would not mind having, as
well as recording, they would be about peacefully gazing into woods
or oceans. An occasional bird chirping or fish leaping would be all the
excitement I would wish for myself at this blissful stage of my life.
Addendum II (April 24, 2016)
The previous addendum says it all, or almost all, but I still feel the
need to round off my lament about forgotten dreams. Dreams are
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about fears and desires, to be sure. But both my fears and desires
gradually faded as I was approaching liberation. Having reached it, I
am dreaming hardly at all. Most of the dreams I remember by the
morning are very like replicas of my waking life. Nothing much
happens in them, that is. Which is why I rarely remember what I have
dreamt well enough to be able to record any of it. This is becoming
ever more obvious from my writings lately, and I am becoming used to
it as time goes by. As for dreams about peacefully gazing into woods
or oceans, they smack of a deep desire for liberation, as well.
Dreamlessness beats all dreams, no matter how blissful. And it
matches thoughtlessness in waking life quite perfectly. This is what
liberation is all about, anyhow. No matter how penetrating, thinking
amounts to slavery.
VUGI (January 25, 2016)
I dreamt that I was poking fun at Slobodan Vugrinec, the former mayor
of Motovun, at a large gathering of municipal politicians and
administrators from Istria, where he was also in attendance.
Everything I said was couched in terms of mock praise. I went on and
on about his alertness and shrewdness, his powerful connections and
knowledge of the law, and his spitefulness and pitilessness. To make
my argument as cogent as possible, I used my own experience with
him as a pertinent example. It was no hearsay I was talking about, that
is. As one of the former mayor’s many victims, I felt his many skills
on my own skin. As I went on, I started referring to him as Vugi, the
name I always use in mock endearment when I talk about him. I also
talked about his erstwhile girlfriend from his municipal office, whom I
lampooned as Vugina in my praise of his sexual appeal and
proficiency. There was much laughter as I proceeded, and so I invited
Vugi to the platform from which I was speaking. In small and unsure
steps, he joined me at some point, but he never looked up in a
combination of modesty and shame for everything I had said in his, as
it were, praise. He looked outright pitiful with his head bowed down.
In the end, I felt like hugging him in front of the merry audience, but I
never did. I woke up kind of elated by the funny dream. Feeling sorry
for my most bitter Motovun enemy is a wonderful way to start the day.
A SINGLE THOUGHT (January 26, 2016)
On your daily round, do everything without thinking. Pay full
attention to what you are doing. You will be stunned how much you
can do without a single thought.
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RETIREMENT (January 27, 2016)
If I were ever to come up with yet another piece in the old tenprinciples format, what could it be about? Hmm. Withdrawal?
Survival? Hey, how about retirement?
Addendum I (September 1, 2016)
Whenever I recall this cheerful haiku, I am surprised by principles
galore. Out of the blue, they crowd my mind with persistence
bordering on zeal. First, retire as early as possible. This is the only
regret I have to this day. I could have jumped out of the game at least
five years earlier. Second, retire as completely as possible. Again, I
stayed in my last job for more than a year after agreeing on my
retirement. For my sins, I wished to pass onto my younger colleagues
many of my ongoing projects and programs. Third, move as far away
as possible after retirement. Although I moved quite far from Britain,
Croatia is not far enough in retrospect. To this day, New Zealand
strikes me as the right place for retirement. Enough, though. The
point is that I have much to offer on the subject of retirement, and from
my own experience. Besides, I am already a pro in the ten-principles
format. With some luck, I may well give it a try one day soon.
Fingers crossed.
Addendum II (December 20, 2016)
Coming up with ten principles of retirement is an excellent idea, no
doubt. Nowadays, many retired people have no idea what to do with
themselves. Bereft of purpose, they are utterly lost. There are zillions
of them around the globe at the moment, but their numbers are
growing at a clip. Ten principles of retirement would serve many of
them well, I am quite sure. Still, I am rather dubious that I will ever
bring this idea of mine to fruition. Less than a year after this haiku
was penned, I came across Tilopa’s Six Words of Advice: do not
recall, do not imagine, do not think, do not examine, do not control,
rest (“In Praise of Tilopa’s Six Words of Advice,” November 2, 2016).
Splendid! Absolutely splendid! There is nothing I would either add to
or subtract from these wise words from an entire millennium ago. The
only possible reason for coming up with yet another piece in the old
ten-principles format is that Tilopa’s wisdom is a dash too terse for the
modern tenderfoot. To my shame, I understand this subspecies of
homo sapiens much better than the Bengalese master ever could. Boohoo!
Addendum III (January 12, 2018)
To my joy, ten more principles are in place already (“Ten Principles of
Retirement,” January 10, 2018). At about three-hundred words, they
are the tersest ever, as well. Most important, they bring together many
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of my writings on the subject of retirement. Not surprisingly, they are
dedicated to Tilopa, my hero. Enough, though. My job is done.
Addendum IV (October 6, 2019)
Sadly, my earnest attempt to put my thoughts about retirement into the
ten-principles format has attracted little attention on the World Wide
Web so far. And the recent haiku concerning this failure of mine
focuses on Tilopa one more time (“Poor Tilopa,” July 13, 2019).
Indeed, I now feel that I have invoked his name in vain. Even more, I
fear that my dedication has sullied it, too. The best I can do under the
circumstances is to apologize to him, and in writing. I can only hope
that things will change in the fullness of time. To this day, I am a
staunch believer in retirement, and there is hardly any chance that I
will ever change my mind on this subject. Three cheers for Tilopa!
FALLOW DAY (January 27, 2016)
It has been years, and maybe even decades, since I let a day pass
without a single piece of writing. I am looking forward to another
such. The happy fallow day.
Addendum I (January 29, 2016)
Having written this haiku, I realized that the next fallow day was in my
own hands. As well as that there was nothing wrong with the very
next day. I made up my mind without much ado. I knew it would be
hard, but I also knew that my victory was as good as assured. It was
hard for true, but I wavered not for a second. Before my beloved
returned from her office, I walked a lot. Luckily, the day was splendid,
too. When I was alone in her apartment, I just sat and stared in front of
myself. I did my best not to think about anything, let alone about
writing. Although the urge to come up with one more haiku pestered
me from time to time, I managed to fend it off each and every time.
By the end of the day, I felt no less than victorious. Nay, triumphant.
As it turns out, even writing is up to me alone!
Addendum II (April 3, 2016)
A bit more than two months after this haiku was written, there is many
a fallow day behind me. Each and every one of them made me feel
triumphant, too. And many more fallow days lie ahead. Thus I
remember this haiku with ever-greater joy. At long last, I have found
an effective way to curtail my writing urge. By now, I plan my fallow
days a few weeks ahead. Still, I do my best not to push myself too
much, for the urge in question is indeed formidable. At any rate, I will
have an entire fallow month behind me in a bit more than a month, and
thus I am pretty sure that there will be at least two such months by the
end of the year. The bliss. Three cheers for fallow days!
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Addendum III (December 19, 2016)
The end of the year is nigh, and I cannot but rejoice at the number of
fallow days on record. By the end of the year, there are three more to
go. Taken all together, there will be seventy-nine of them this year.
But this is just the first year of my five-year plan. And it is pretty
ambitious, I reckon. By the end of 2020, there will be more then fivehundred fallow days according to the plan. But I will do everything in
my power to jack up that number as years go by. Whenever an
opportunity arises, I will skip writing for an entire day. Slowly but
surely, my magnum opus will change. Year by year, it will look ever
more like it used to look at its outset—say, its first decade or maybe
even two. And all this will take place thanks to the introduction of
fallow days, which started with this felicitous haiku. My celebration of
it is getting ever more enthusiastic as the end of the year is
approaching. At long last, my writing addiction seems to be under
firm control. Alleluia!
JUST ANOTHER TYRANNY (January 29, 2016)
It was almost painful, but I made it through an entire day without a
line. Which makes January 28, 2016, a truly memorable day. Writing
is just another tyranny.
Addendum (February 5, 2016)
Tyranny of writing is but an aspect of the tyranny of thought. And a
sinister one at that. Compelled to write, one is also compelled to think.
Soon enough, one starts gauging one’s performance in terms of the
number of words and the like. Chained to the keyboard, one starts
competing with oneself. Performance skyrockets. And so on, and so
forth. The only way out of the horror is to stop thinking. Writing will
dwindle all by itself…
WHAT ADDICTION? (January 29, 2016)
I abandoned smoking in 2014. I cut my drinking to a minimum in
2015. I abandoned reading and started cutting down my writing in
2016. Addiction, what addiction?
NO OTHER THAN THAT, AGAIN (January 29, 2016)
Machig Labdrön’s words from “Mind, Empty Like Space” in Daniel
Odier’s Yoga Spandakarika come to me ever more often the last few
days (“No Other than That,” September 24, 2006).
“Once
conventional mind is totally abandoned,” she wrote, “Buddhahood is
no other than that.” These words electrify me nowadays, for I have
268

abandoned the conventional mind.
“Once samsara is totally
abandoned,” she continued, “nirvana is no other than that.” And I have
abandoned samsara or aimless wandering through life, as well. “No
other than that,” I keep repeating to myself as I go through my daily
chores. “No other than that.” Unable to shake these words out of my
mind, I go to the World Wide Web in search of their origin. And I
learn that Machig Labdrön (1055-1149) was a Tibetan tantric Buddhist
practitioner, teacher, and yogini of renown. She may have come from
a Bon family, I learn. It goes all the way to shamanism… Tears come
to my eyes and I abandon my search.
FALLOW DAYS GALORE (January 30, 2016)
Another fallow day? Wonderful as it would be, its time will come
soon. And soon is the word. The way my mind has been shaping,
there will be fallow days galore.
Addendum (February 4, 2016)
The first fallow day was on January 28. The next one was on January
31. And it was followed by yet another no sooner than February 3.
Behold, three fallow days in less than a week’s time! Gosh, I am
delighted by my new ways! And the future strikes me as very bright.
At long last, my writing addiction is a thing of the past (“On Writing
Addiction,” December 14, 2014). In a few short months, I will be
writing neither more nor less than my heart desires. And longforgotten fallow days will multiply as if by magic. Early on, whole
weeks separated most of my writings. Here and there, entire months
stretched fallow. The bliss.
WHO IS LOVE? (February 1, 2016)
When I look into my beloved’s eyes and tell her that I love her, tears
come to my eyes. Erection swiftly follows, as well as lots of laughter.
Hey, who is love?
Addendum I (October 17, 2016)
Indeed, who is love? It is the animal in us, of course. Not
surprisingly, it is at the bottom of the very best that the human species
has to offer. Forever in pursuit of the primordial bliss, it is our tireless
guide through life (“The Primordial Bliss,” October 7, 2015). And
love is its greatest surprise. Beyond words for true, love shows us the
way to so much more that escapes not only language, but all manner of
thought, as well. The animal in us spells bliss.
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Addendum II (December 4, 2016)
As we were making love last night, I grasped her head with both
hands. “I love you,” I whispered into her ear. “I love you, too,” she
whispered back. “Love and nothing but love,” I squeezed her head.
Her face was beatific in the candlelight. “The animals in us know
what they are doing,” I whispered, “and it is time to stop interfering
with them.” Her orgasms came one after another. “The animals in us
in tight embrace,” I squeezed her head again. “Nothing but love.”
And then we abandoned ourselves to lovemaking without a word,
without a thought. Which is the only credible answer to the question
in the title, it goes without saying.
ON IRRITATING SUBJECTS (February 1, 2016)
Most of my days, I am completely alone. Having abandoned thought
at will, I am fine when I am alone. Perfectly fine. If I come across
anyone I know, I exchange a few pleasant words with them, and that is
that. While I am in Zagreb, I spend evenings and weekends with my
beloved, and while I am in Motovun, I spend parts of each day with a
few friends. When I am with people I know well, I do my best to be at
my best behavior. On occasion, though, irritating subjects come up in
conversation. Although I strive to avoid them, as well as to avoid
being irritated by them, I do err on occasion.
What are these subjects? In Zagreb, Croatia is foremost among them,
and in Motovun it is Istria. They are irritating past compare. In
Zagreb and Motovun, closely associated subjects are, well, Zagreb and
Motovun. More often than not, they are very irritating. On top of
these subjects, there are those that are important to the people I am
close with, and they can easily turn irritating. Topmost among them is
the war that was ushered by the breakup of Yugoslavia. Yugoslavia
itself is an irritating subject, to be sure. And so are the general subjects
of nation, nationality, nationalism, and the like.
Indeed, these are the subjects to avoid like the plague in the two places
where I live nowadays. One way or another, they lead to sharp words,
as well as feelings. Such words and feelings ultimately hurt us all. In
my own case, they stain my liberation from this world. Whenever I am
talking to the people I am close to, and there are not too many of them,
I must do everything in my power to skirt all such subjects. If that
turns out to be difficult, I must say as little as possible and smile my
head off. Alas, even I am human! And there can be nothing worse
than being human.
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WHO IS MY BOOK ABOUT YOGA FOR? (February 2, 2016)
My book about yoga is quite peculiar, I gladly admit. Someone not
familiar with my writing, as it were, style will have hard time
ploughing through it, let alone savoring its fruits and eventually
gorging on them. Bluntly put, my book is for the precious few. I will
start with those whose books have meant a great deal for me over the
years and who are, to the best of my knowledge, still among the living:
James Austin, Susan Blackmore, Edwyn Bryant, James Hewitt, John
Horgan, Daniel Odier, Shyam Ranganathan, Sri Swami Satchidananda,
and Yogani. I hope they will oblige me in the fullness of time. And I
will end with a few dear friends: Giuseppe Mastruzzo, Giles Prince,
and Arnd Schneider. A dozen readers is my fair lot, I reckon. If a few
more ever join them, I will be enchanted. But a crowd, even a small
and well-behaved one, would make me quite cross, and maybe also
disappointed with myself. For I have done my best not to cater to
crowds. Perish the thought.
Addendum I (February 8, 2016)
To my chagrin, Sri Swami Satchidananda is no longer with us. Born in
1914, he passed away in 2002. Thus, my book could not reach him.
And I learned about this as I was looking for his electronic-mail
address on the World Wide Web today. Would that my book about
yoga was finished while he was still around. Out of the blue, I was
rewarded by a pang of unadulterated sorrow. And reward is the word.
Addendum II (February 9, 2016)
I sent my book in Portable Document Format to all the people listed in
this piece except Sri Swami Satchidananda, and I was delighted to
receive thanks from Edwyn Bryant, Giuseppe Mastruzzo, Shyam
Ranganathan, and Yogani within hours of my missive. I quickly
exchanged several electronic-mail messages with Yogani, who asked
about several things, including my rendering of Aum. Giles Prince
responded with thanks the next day, and John Horgan sent a few words
acknowledging receipt of my book. From Susan Blackmore I received
an out-of-office message, in which she explained that she gave up
electronic mail for the whole month of January and the beginning of
February, just as she did last year. I expect to hear from all the others
within a few days. In short, everything is going as well as I could have
hoped. I trust that my book is in good hands now. Whatever happens
to it from now on depends largely on what these good people decide to
do with it. Amen.
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THOUGHT IS IN VAIN (February 2, 2016)
A funny thought just crossed my mind: “What if I die before I finish
my book about yoga?” I chuckled, of course. A perfect illustration
that thought is in vain.
ON THE SAME PAGE (February 4, 2016)
My beloved was surprised to hear that I was finishing yet another
book. The last one, which was dedicated to her, was finished only last
month. When she learned that the new one was about yoga, she
laughed. Skirting heavy words, I explained that it was about not
thinking. Concerning the book’s title, which also surprised her, I tried
to explain why it took me some eight years to bring my original idea to
fruition (“Who is Yoga?” November 26, 2008). Although she never
mentioned it in connection with my plodding ways, her nickname for
me came to my mind several times during our conversation (“Guido
Razionale,” April 17, 2014). And then she added that she had long
reached a very similar conclusion, but by intuition alone, which
immediately reminded me of Patanjali’s most surprising sutra (“A
Flash of Intuitive Insight,” May 1, 2010). Indeed, my beloved often
talks about sitting and staring in front of herself for as long as she
wishes. Not thinking seems to come easily to her. She would never
write a book about it, but we still turned out to be on the same page.
Relieved, I promised her a copy in a few days. The rest of our
conversation was about printing it out for ease of reading. Printed on
both sides, it would take no more than a hundred and thirty pages.
THE DOOR (February 4, 2016)
Now that I have walked through that proverbial door, how will the rest
of my life look like? Very much the same, except that everything will
be entirely different. For I have left the world behind me. The door is
still wide open, as it has ever been, but there is no way back. Going
one way only, it belongs to the past. And the rest of my life is neither
about the past nor the future. It is about walking, eating, sleeping,
dreaming, shitting, making love, laughing… And dying.
DOTING (February 5, 2016)
My book about yoga is now finished. Minus a few touches, which are
perfunctory at best, everything is in its place already. Have I forgotten
anything, though? Is there a single thing missing in it still? Will I
regret any palpable omission once I am truly finished with it? To my
credit, these questions only make me smile. Enough doting! More
than a hundred-thousand words should be plenty on any subject,
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including yoga. And especially yoga, as a matter of fact. For crying
out loud, stop thinking!
ALSO MISCHIEVOUS (February 6, 2016)
I am excited about the Chinese New Year’s Eve tomorrow. The Year
of the Monkey, no less. Bright, full of pep, bursting with ideas,
nimble, but also mischievous.
Addendum (January 17, 2017)
The Chinese year that started on February 8, 2016, is about to end on
January 27, which is only ten days from today. And Donald Trump is
about to be inaugurated as president on January 20. Given all the
hoopla he has created during the presidential elections, the Year of the
Monkey was right on the money. Chances are that the Chinese
calendar will be observed much more assiduously in America in the
years to come. And the first to pay it more attention will be the
Donald himself. Bright, full of pep, bursting with ideas…
POSTSCRIPTUM XIX (February 7, 2016)
The last selection from my magnum opus has taken as many as eight
years to take its present shape. The main reason for this surprising
stretch of time is the tangle that is my own life. Shit happens, as the
common expression testifies. Alas, things rarely go as we wish them
to go, but that is how it is. At best, we learn a little bit from each
startling twist and turn in our path. And so I have learned, as
witnessed by the cover image of my last book. The mighty cockroach
leads the way by hundreds of millions of years, and has many a lesson
for the human species, which has been around for hundreds of
thousands of years only. Whence my totem and my guide. For I can
only hope that a trace of the insect’s wisdom is still cocooned in my
body.
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Sundry Afterthoughts
ADMIRAL ONISHI (February 7, 2016)
The moon is nowhere to be seen tonight, and the weather has been
splendid for quite a while, but my thoughts still drift toward the last
poem by admiral Onishi.
Addendum I (November 27, 2016)
I learned about admiral Onishi from Marguerite Yourcenar (“Ultima
poesia,” August 22, 1993). A few days after Hiroshima, he committed
a ritual suicide or seppuku in the old samurai tradition, but he left his
death poem by his side. It is about the moon shining bright after a
horrible storm. Whenever the going gets tough, I remember admiral
Onishi. He came to me when my second marriage started to fall apart
in earnest (“Homage to Admiral Onishi,” December 6, 1999). And he
came to me again when my love affair with Motovun started falling
apart, as well (“The Old Admiral Onishi,” February 6, 2009). Thanks
to Yourcenar, he may well come to me for the last time on the day of
my death. My death poem will be by my side, too.
Addendum II (January 11, 2017)
Having reached liberation early last year, and having thus completed
my book about yoga, I felt that the world as I knew it was behind me
for good. And so was life as I knew it. Death of a kind was staring
right into my eyes. I could feel its breath. Whence yet another
unexpected encounter with Admiral Onishi. If my liberation can be
dated with any precision, this haiku bears the funny date. But enough.
Belaboring such fine points cannot but spoil them in the end. And this
is hardly my intention at this stage of my life.
MY OWN PUBLISHER, AGAIN AND AGAIN (February 8, 2016)
Together with quite a few books of mine, my just-completed book
about yoga is already available on my Ca’ Bon Gallery website
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(www.cabongallery.org). A Portable Document Format file with the
new book can be copied from the site without much ado. And for free,
it goes without saying. I have been thinking about approaching a
publisher of note with this particular book, but in the end I decided for
the simplest distribution medium available at this day and age. To wit,
I am my own publisher once again (“My Own Publisher,” February 7,
2008). The World Wide Web is indeed a godsend. For a couple of
decades at most, publishing is open to all. And books are free to roam
the planet without any let or hindrance. I feel fortunate to be living at
this particular moment in time in spite of all my misgivings about this
civilization (“My Own Publisher, Again,” August 27, 2014). In the
end, my book about yoga may well reach a few readers ready for it
right now. If only I could give them a big and warm hug, as well!
MY BOOKS (February 8, 2016)
Much of my time the last few months was dedicated to all the
selections from my magnum opus, and especially to the last two of
them (“Ten Selections from My Residua,” December 18, 2015). The
book about Zagreb was completed last month, and the book about yoga
was completed earlier today. All the other books were updated, and
the whole lot is now available on my Ca’ Bon Gallery website
(www.cabongallery.org). Files with all the selections were taking a
good chunk of my laptop’s screen, and so I put them all in a folder
entitled “My Books,” which can now be found in the top left corner of
the screen. Chances are that I will not be opening it all too often in the
months to come. From now on, I will be spending ever more of my
time without a single thought on my mind. Zilch. My books behind
me, as it were, I will update them from year to year, but that will be
about all. Still, the title of the folder harboring all of them gives me
some comfort. Whenever I open my laptop, I cast a quick glance at the
top left corner of the screen and crack a smile. My books, my little
darlings.
MY BODY (February 9, 2016)
My body is my temple, as the common expression goes. And I do all I
can to pay it due attention. As well as to give it all the care it deserves.
A question concerning my digestion of millet eaten yesterday evening
is more important than why Angela Merkel is miffed with Vladimir
Putin’s military intervention in Syria. Where should I take a walk this
morning is more pertinent than when the next global recession can be
expected. How should I exercise my fingers comes way ahead of the
policies to reduce migrant pressures on the European Union. And so
on, and so forth. I can learn a great deal from my body, and there is
nothing it can teach me that is trivial or frivolous. Not a thing. Come
to think of it, what should I eat when I feel the next pangs of hunger?
Would oats with yogurt suit me this time around? Or should I go for
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roasted chestnuts, which I can buy after my walk? The most relevant
questions, these. And no kidding.
Addendum I (August 8, 2016)
Thoughts like these come to my mind every so often, but they are
coming in an avalanche ever since I woke up today. Yesterday’s trip
by bus made me very much aware of my body one more time, and I
relished it with gusto. My knees, my elbows, my fingers and toes, my
muscles. I exercised all the way from Zagreb to Motovun. And the
first thing that came to my mind this morning was that my body was
my temple, indeed. Amazingly, the animal in me is my very soul (“Our
Very Soul,” August 8, 2016). This morning’s haiku about the animal
in us reminded me of this piece, which marks my liberation most
pointedly. And no kidding, to be sure.
Addendum II (October 24, 2016)
It is high time to extend this piece and the first addendum with a few
words about my beloved’s body. Her body is my temple, as well. I
love her snout, her toes, her knees, her nipples, her hair, her teeth, her
ears… When we are in each other’s arms, I relish her body with love
that borders on adoration. Without a thought in my head, I touch and
smell and taste of it with devotion. United by love, animals in us
merge in no time (“If You Want Love…,” October 21, 2016). Which
is why I care about what she eats and drinks, how she feels in her
stomach, and what she defecates. Her body and my body are one and
the same, and so are our tangled souls. Talking of kidding, I now feel
rather like crying, for my beloved is far, far away.
THE NAIL OF NAILS (February 13, 2016)
Is there anything I would like to figure out? Anything I would like to
reach by way of thought? Or anything I would wish to write about
once I resolved it in my own mind? Well, I cannot think of any single
thing of this ilk. No matter how long and how hard I think, I can come
up with nothing worth mentioning. In my mind, I have figured out
everything I need to figure out, if not also everything there is to figure
out. I have thought about it, as well. And I have written about it at
least once, and maybe even too many times for comfort. Why this
piece, though? What could be its purpose? Just to nail it down for
sure. And for good. This is the last nail in the coffin, as it were. The
proverbial nail. The nail of nails, as a matter of fact.
Addendum (April 3, 2019)
Rereading this piece on one of my random walks through my writings,
I cannot but remember my piece on liberation written the following
year (“On Liberation,” October 4, 2017). To wit, there is nothing I
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would like to figure out any longer, but there remains a strong wish to
present my findings in clear terms for those on the path to liberation.
And this goes beyond my book about yoga, to be sure (“The Chicken,”
May 26, 2016). In spite of is formidable size, my book of books is the
ultimate challenge for those on the path. Luckily, my Residua website
can be searched with the greatest of ease. And the word “liberation” is
the key to my life following the completion of my book about yoga.
The keyword, as it were. Returning to the piece on liberation, it spells
everything out to my satisfaction in no more than a thousand words.
There is little, if anything, that can be either added to it or subtracted
from it. Alleluia!
AHEAD OF TIME (February 13, 2016)
Searching for Nietzsche’s quotes in my writings ever anew, and
reading them with relish ever again, I feel sad that he failed to come
across yoga ahead of time.
THE VOW OR RESIDENCE, AGAIN (February 19, 2016)
A bit tired of crowds and traffic jams punctuated by honking in the
center of Zagreb, I am thinking about Motovun ever more longingly.
Unseasonable as it is, though, the winter is still in the way. According
to my present plans, I will be returning to my, as it were, hometown in
a month at the earliest. Out of the blue, it crosses my mind that I could
spend the next winter in Motovun rather than Zagreb. Deserted as it is
out of the tourist season, it is quite inviting, and especially at this stage
of my life. I am finished with this world, after all. And then I
remember the vow of residence that I ruminated about years ago (“The
Vow of Residence,” August 10, 2007). Vows of silence, abstinence, or
adherence to a certain set of principles are rife with yogis, but I have
never come across a vow to remain in one place without ever leaving it
even for a walk. And the desolate medieval hilltown is more than
inviting when it comes to extravagances of this sort. One more time, I
pull away from the brink in the nick of time. Such a vow would be too
impractical by half, to be sure. But the next winter is as good as
decided upon. I would sit and stare in front of myself without any
interference whatsoever for months upon months. A most inviting
prospect, too.
THE UNWELCOME VISITORS (February 21, 2016)
Now that the number of days when I write not a word is growing at a
clip, the number of visitors to my Residua website is declining at about
the same rate. This is what I am learning from Google Analytics as of
late. And I cannot but rejoice at this new trend. For it must be the
unwelcome visitors who are annoyed the most not to find anything
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new among my writings. More then three-million words already at the
site appear to be of no interest to them, not to mention the growing
number of addenda extending pieces of writing going back forty years
and more. Good riddance, sweethearts! My fallow days have more
than one purpose, after all. They select, too.
WORDLESS FOR TRUE (February 26, 2016)
Hey, I went through two days in a row without jotting down a single
word! Goodness gracious! The way I am going as of late, I may well
end up wordless for true.
MY FAVORITE PASTIME (February 28, 2016)
When we are together for longer periods then usual, and especially on
weekends, my beloved often asks me the same question: “Are you
bored?” “No,” I always answer, “I am not.” From time to time, I try
to explain to her that I am never bored, but the question keeps coming
back over and over again. Why? My beloved feels that I would rather
read or write than waste my time gabbing with her, I guess. Also, she
believes that walking is my favorite pastime, but she is rarely eager to
join me on my walks. Anyhow, why cannot she accept my claim that I
am never bored? Sitting and staring without a thought in my head has
been with me for quite some time, but it has become my mainstay
lately, and she is still not fully aware of my, as it were, transformation.
Looking impassive, both emotionless and expressionless, I probably
strike her as bored. She would be amazed to see me sitting and staring
in front of myself much of the time we are not together. For this is my
favorite pastime, as a matter of fact. Without a thought in my head, I
cannot possibly be bored. Or anything else, for that matter.
THE MOANING (March 3, 2016)
One side of the cable that holds a street lamp is anchored in the wall of
my beloved’s apartment building. There are several such lamps along
the block where the building is located. As it happens, the anchor is
fixed on the wall of the room in which we sleep. The room in which
we spend most of our time is right next to it, and there is a large door
between the two rooms. When it is windy out there, the vibration of
the cable produces a moaning sound that reverberates through the
entire apartment. The stronger the wind, the higher its pitch. The
moaning surprised us at first, and it took us a few hours to figure out
its origin, but we have grown used to it over the years. By now, I
actually enjoy it. In my mind, the vibrations of the cable only add to
the apartment’s charm. It is quite windy today, and there has been
much moaning since the morning. Thus I am spending most of my
time in my beloved’s apartment while she is at work. When the
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moaning gets going in earnest, I occasionally join it with my own
rendering of Aum. Come to think of it, the apartment is perfect for an
observant yogi. From time to time, the mother of all words reaches all
the way to heaven.
NAMING (March 6, 2016)
When I am on my daily round without a single thought on my mind, I
am occasionally surprised by names of objects in my field of vision.
“Lamp,” I hear in my mind’s ear. Or “truck.” “Cloud” even.
Amazingly, these names come to me in many different languages.
Most often they are in English or Croatian, but sometimes they are in
Slovene, Serbian, Italian, German, French, and even Latin. Naming
continues unabated until I interrupt it with the mantra learned from
Yogani many years ago (“Ayam,” March 22, 2008). Whenever I feel
that a name of an object may pop up in my mind, I cut it short with the
mantra: “Ayam.” After a while, everything returns to normal, as it
were, and I am free to look around without hearing a single name of an
object in my field of vision. Naming stops. I can keep sitting and
staring in front of myself in one of my favorite watering holes in the
center of Zagreb, or walking through its crowded streets and squares.
Naming is the last remnant of thought I occasionally battle with, but
the mantra is always there as a potent shield. Farewell, thought!
A WORD IS WORTH A THOUSAND PICTURES (March 11, 2016)
Aum.
THE SEVEN-YEAR LIFE CYCLE, AGAIN (March 13, 2015)
As my seventieth birthday is approaching, the seven-year life cycle
pops up in my mind ever more often, and so I return to my writings on
the subject every now and then. There are quite a few of them, but one
of them is most specific about the ten life cycles I have gone through
so far (“The Seven-Year Life Cycle,” October 23, 2008). Written a
year before the beginning of my tenth life cycle, which is only a bit
more than a month away from its completion, it paints well my present
state. The entire cycle has been dedicated to yoga, and it has come to
fruition with my liberation from this world. How about the next few
cycles, though? “If everything goes well,” the last sentence of the
cited piece reads, “the cycles will gradually lose their meaning.” True,
but it is high time for a bit more detail.
I am not likely to move anywhere between the ages of seventy and
seventy-seven (2016-2023). I will stay in Motovun, and I am likely to
be spending a good portion of my time with my beloved in Zagreb, as
has been the case the last several years. Yoga will be my one and only
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pursuit, but I will practice it in ever-more idiosyncratic ways, just as I
have done the last few years. In particular, I will do a lot of walking,
which I find much closer to my heart than sitting. Taking care of my
body will be one of my main concerns. Thus I will pay ever more
attention to what I eat and drink. I will observe my body with evergreater care. Although I will keep writing till my last breath, my
writing project will occupy ever less of my time.
The period from the ages of seventy-seven and eighty-four (20232030) will not differ from the previous one in any major way. Except
that I will gradually become older and older. By the end of this cycle,
I will become old for true. My body will require ever more care.
Yoga will be of great help throughout this cycle, but not even yoga can
change the body’s gradual demise. And demise it surely is. An
occasional bout of illness can only speed up the inexorable decay,
which will compel me to pay ever-greater attention to every organ and
every limb.
From eighty-four to ninety-one (2030-2037) I will be in my thirteenth
and quite likely my last life cycle. My parents were in their nineties
when both of them passed away, and I would be surprised to outlive
them by too many years, if any. Chances are that I will be staying in
Motovun most of my time, but I may eventually move to a nursing
home someplace on the Istrian coast. If my health deteriorates fast,
this will be the best move available. I hope my beloved will still be
with me as my life ebbs away. She will be approaching my present
age by the end of this cycle, which means that she will be retired from
her work and thus free to spend her time as she wishes.
Assuming that I will be around still, which strikes me as rather
questionable, I will almost certainly be in a nursing home someplace in
Istria between the ages of ninety-one and ninety-eight (2037-2044).
The fourteenth cycle will very likely be my very last. In all likelihood,
World War III will be raging by then, and survival will be on
everyone’s mind. Death will become ever sweeter and ever more
inviting in my mind. As the end approaches, I will do my best to put
the finishing touches to my writing project, which will grow
humongous in the meanwhile. Like my body, it will require tenderloving care, and I can only hope that it will not turn out to be beyond
my ken.
As I surmised eight years ago, seven-year live cycles will lose their
meaning in my last years. Their beginnings and endings will turn
arbitrary at best. Perhaps the only exception is the thirteenth cycle,
when old age will probably arrive in earnest. In my mid-eighties, I am
likely to experience a definite turn for the worse in terms of my
wellbeing. My health will perforce become one of my main concerns.
And that is only two cycles from now. The end of the tenth seven-year
cycle is thus a good time to envisage and, as it were, plan the rest of
one’s life so as to prepare for what is to come with due care. Whence
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this piece. As far as the remaining life cycles are concerned, I cannot
imagine any great surprises. Most important, the liberation I have
already attained makes my ruminations about the rest of my life an
unprecedented joy. It is like watching a rain shower from a dry and
comfortable place.
ARRIVED ALREADY (March 14, 2016)
The day is superb. There is a hint in the air that something amazing is
about to happen. “Calm down, old chap,” I keep waving my hand.
“You’ve arrived already.”
AS THOUGH NOTHING HAS HAPPENED (March 19, 2016)
The word “enlightenment,” has a number of synonyms in the English
language, but the most prominent among them are “awakening,”
“salvation,“ and “liberation.” All these words hint at a radical break
with the world. Not only does the one who has attained enlightenment
change, but the world also changes in his or her perception. And the
change in either case is both fundamental and perpetual or eternal.
Simply put, there is no way back to how everything was before
enlightenment, and no effort in that direction will bear fruit.
Now, how does the one who has attained enlightenment keep behaving
in the world? To begin with, he or she will behave as though nothing
has happened. If anyone is to learn about the change, it will be the
chosen few. Next, he or she will have to pay due attention to all the
requirements for continued existence—such as provision of food,
clothing, shelter, and the like. Superficial as these requirements appear
to be, they are still essential. Finally, he or she will endeavor to find
ways of helping a few others on their path to enlightenment, as well.
Most of those who have attained enlightenment will do their best not to
attract any attention, though. Awakening, salvation, and liberation will
be kept close to their chest lest their lives become encumbered by all
and sundry in search of heavenly bliss, as well as many others bereft of
any purpose in life. With the exception of their unassuming kindness,
as well as occasional acts of inconspicuous generosity, they will
become nigh invisible to the world around them. Even for most of
those who know them well, enlightenment will remain their closely
guarded secret till their last day.
ROMULUS AND REMUS (March 20, 2016)
I dreamt of Romulus and Remus, the twin brothers from the Roman
foundation myth, who were suckled to life by a she-wolf. In my
dream, I actually saw the infants feeding from the she-wolf’s breasts.
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Having grown up, the twins turned into leaders of Roman people.
When I woke up, it was early in the morning. I immediately
remembered Vuk Ršumović’s film about an abandoned infant nursed
to life by wolves just before the breakup of Yugoslavia (“Nobody’s
Child,” October 20, 2014). I also remembered Plautus’ stupidity
concerning enmity between humans and wolves (“Hoc maxime verum
est,” November 1, 2014). Delighted by these animals, I wondered how
many women would suckle little wolves to save them from death. I
had hard time falling back to sleep. The dream struck me as prophetic.
We must nourish the animal in us. In dire times, it is our only guide to
survival. Myths like the one about Roman twins have the deepest of
roots. In the end, I had to get up and record my dream, for I was afraid
that I would forget it if I fell asleep again.
THIS SPRING’S LIBERATION (March 26, 2016)
There is only one reason why this winter in Zagreb felt longer than
usual, and why my return to Motovun felt more baffling than usual:
this spring’s liberation.
MY PRACTICE OF THOUGHTLESSNESS (March 28, 2016)
My beloved drove back to Zagreb early this afternoon. The weather
was lousy and the traffic heavy, but she made it home without any
trouble. Now that she is safe and sound, I can relax. After a bit more
than three months of daily communion, I find myself completely alone
in my Motovun home. Sitting and staring in front of myself, I am free
to return to my practice of thoughtlessness. Regular as it has become
while my beloved was at work the last few months, it comes easily to
me. And now I have all the time in the world to fully dedicate myself
to it. Without a thought in my head, I feel liberated from the world
that surrounds me. Except that the wriggle of my beloved’s toes
comes back to me from time to time. And so do the fragrance of her
hair, the warmth of the skin on her belly, the flavor of her crotch…
Although we will be apart for nearly a month this time around, she is
still in my arms. In tight embrace, we are inseparable. In short, my
practice will take a day or two to return to, as it were, normal. In the
meanwhile, I cannot be sure where I end and where my beloved
begins. All I know is that our continued communion suits me more
than fine.
ON SHAMANISM AND YOGA, AGAIN (April 2, 2016)
A few weeks ago, I sent a Portable Document Format file of my book
about yoga to David Gordon White from the University of California
in Santa Barbara. The electronic-mail message that went with it was
rather terse: “I very much enjoyed your biography of Patanjali’s yoga
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sutra.[112] You will find it cited in several places in the attached book
about yoga, which I completed a month ago.” I added only a few
words about my book: “It does not follow the beaten path, but it offers
an honest account of my quest for liberation. As such, it may be of
interest to scholars of mystical traditions.” A scholar of yoga of great
renown, White struck me as someone who could be interested in my
personal account. And it is unabashedly personal, to be sure.
To my joy, I got his reply the very next day. “You write very well,” he
noted after his cordial thanks. But then he turned to one of my pieces
concerning shamanism and yoga: “You seem to think that I ‘missed the
point’ because I didn’t bring shamanism into my discussion of the
origins of yoga. I can assure you that shamanism has no place in the
history of yoga in India.” Indeed, one of my conclusions upon
finishing his book was that he had unfortunately missed the connection
(“In Praise of Amazon,” March 4, 2015). And then he suggested that I
might look into an earlier book of his in which he traced the many
threads that led to yoga as it is known today.[113] I immediately
ordered the book from Amazon, and let him know about it in my
rejoinder. I also drew his attention to one of the pieces from my book
in which I cited the Buddha’s disparaging remarks of what I took to be
shamanistic practices of his day (“On Childish Arts,” October 14,
2014).
The Amazon package with White’s book about the origins of yoga
arrived in today’s mail. I pored through it in search of any mention of
shamanism. The only mention of it that I managed to find was in a
note that concerns Mircea Eliade’ seminal book about yoga.[114] By
the way, White was Eliade’s research assistant at the University of
Chicago in the early Eighties, which he mentioned in his reply to my
original missive. The note in question mentions shamanism only in
passing, though. At any rate, White’s treatment of the origins of yoga
does not go beyond the written sources available today, which reach
only a few thousand years into the past. And shamanism goes back to
the stone age more than ten-thousand years ago. It is squarely
prehistoric. Thus, there are no written sources about its origins,
development, and gradual adaptation to historic forms of religious
thought.
Happy as I am to read White’s book about the origins of yoga, which I
find quite exciting, I can see that we are not on the same page.
Apparently, we are talking about entirely different things. To the best
of my understanding, all forms of sorcery, witchcraft, magic,
enchantment, conjuring, divination, spells, or wizardry go back to the
stone age. They have survived to this day across the globe. And one
tradition in which they can be found is that of yoga. Even Patanjali
dedicates an entire book to so-called accomplishments and powers that
smack of shamanism (“Screw Accomplishments or Powers,” April 5,
2014). And they all amount to the Buddha’s childish arts of
yesteryear. Much of what can be found in White’s book about so283

called sinister yogis falls into this category, as well. Which is why I
am quite surprised that we are not on the same page about shamanism
and yoga. In fact, I have a feeling that we agree on almost everything
except the very notion of shamanism.
Addendum (April 10, 2016)
As soon as White’s book arrived, I started reading it. Given my strong
interest in the subject, I went through it at great speed. Once I wrote
this piece and posted it on my Residua website, I sent the link to
White. “I am still surprised by our differences regarding shamanism
and yoga,” I added in my electronic-mail message. “Of course, I might
understand our differences better by the time I finish your book, but I
must admit that I doubt such a lucky turn at present.” He responded a
couple of days later. Here is what he had to say about this piece:
My problem with “shamanism” is that it's an invented
category. As far as I know, outside of the TurkoMongol speakers of inner Asia, no one has ever referred
to themselves as shamans. What Eliade did, and
what you have done still further, has been to transform a
local term into a universal one such that everything that
predates the coming of the "great religions" becomes
shamanism.
As you will see as you read through Sinister Yogis, the
powers these yogis had/have are grounded in
specifically Indic categories, most especially esthetics
(how vision works) and epistemology (what constitutes
valid
cognition).
They never used
the
term shamanism—there is no cognate term in ancient or
medieval Indic languages—so it would have been
abusive on my part to impose it upon them. Historians
must respect the worldview of the people
whose histories they are writing.
I responded the next day, when I received White’s message. And here
is what I had to say about this particular issue:
I understand your position regarding shamanism. It can
easily be stretched to one’s own needs, whatever they
may be. Sticking to what one actually finds in a
particular environment makes sense, and especially for
a historian. But there is a tradition much closer to India
than that of the Turko-Mongol speakers that fits the bill:
the Bon or Bön tradition that underpins Tibetan
Buddhism. As far as I can gather from the literature, it
is shamanistic in origin.
To the best of my
understanding, historians do not dispute this point,
either.
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Of course, one can add here a vast array of
anthropological research into medicine men and the like
across much of the world. In some “primitive” peoples
that remain isolated to this day, shamanism in this sense
is still alive. And this includes parts of Africa, Asia,
Australia, South America, as well as what we know
about our ancestors in Europe and, well, North
America. As I already agreed, stretching the notion of
shamanism too much may lead to all sorts of abuse, but
we do need a name for prehistoric phenomena that are
out of reach of history proper. And this goes all the
way to stone age.
I expected to hear from White soon afterwards, but he remained silent.
As five days have passed since this exchange, I assume that it is
finished, as it were. In the meanwhile, I have finished reading his
book, and I am none the wiser about our differences concerning
shamanism and yoga. Although I do understand his position, it still
strikes me as rather narrow. In my mind, shamanism cannot possibly
be limited to the Turko-Mongol speakers even though they spread
across much of Asia and into Europe. We need a category for
traditions of this ilk in other environments, and I do not see why
“shamanism” is inappropriate in this context. Given all the necessary
precautions across cultural boundaries, it is actually quite useful.
Anyhow, I can only hope to hear from White sooner or later.
YOGIS, GYPSIES (April 3, 2016)
In the so-called west, yogis are perceived as gentle, retiring, and chaste
people. More, they are considered to be exemplars of benevolence.
Unusual and perhaps even weird, they are still beyond reproach. As
David Gordon White endeavors to show in his book about yogis, they
are perceived rather differently in India and South Asia, where they
originated a few millennia ago, and where they are still thriving.[115]
Striving to make his point clear, this is what he says in the Preface to
the book:
Even today, sinister yogis are stock villains in
Bollywood film plots, and as soon as one ventures out
from the subcontinent’s metropolitan areas, yogis are
such objects of dread and fear that parents threaten
disobedient children with them: “Be good or the yogi
will come and take you away.” Yogis are bogeymen,
control freaks, cannibals, and terror mongers.[116]
Indeed, the book is teeming with stories that support this surprising
claim. Interestingly, White returns to the words from the Preface in the
last pages of his book:
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Far more than a literary device or marginal religious
phenomenon, the person or persona of the sinister yogi
is a South Asian cultural episteme. Even today, naughty
South Asian children find themselves threatened by
their parents that if they won’t be quiet and go to sleep,
“the yogi will come and take them away.”[117]
This sort of threat has become rather rare in the west, but it still
thriving on its edges. In much of Southeastern Europe, and especially
in its rural areas, it is Gypsies that parents bring up with disobedient
children: “Be good or the Gypsy will come and take you away.” Once
again, this is a synonym for a wanderer or drifter of dubious intentions
to be avoided at all times. As luck would have it, Gypsies hail from
India, as well. Now that they are called Roma and protected by many
a law, such threats are ebbing away, but few would be surprised by
them to this day.
MY BOOK ABOUT YOGA AND GOOGLE (April 4, 2016)
It has been nearly two months since my book about yoga appeared on
the World Wide Web. February 8 is the date close to my heart.
Together with all my books, it has been available on my Ca’ Bon
Gallery website (www.cabongallery.org). And yet, it cannot be found
on Google to this day. All my other books, which are also available in
Portable Document Format, can be found by the best browser in the
world, but the book about yoga is apparently in a special category. It
has mysteriously gone astray.
I have written to Google several times already. Each and every time, I
pointed out all the facts and I asked pertinent questions. But I have
never received a word of reply. More important, searching for my
book is still in vain. Is Google management aware of the shenanigans?
Are they part of it? Chances are that I will never learn, but the fact
remains that I cannot find my book about yoga when I search for it by
its very title: Who is Yoga? The Will to Ignorance. I can add my name
or the name of my site, but to no avail. When I put the title in
quotation marks, indicating that I am searching for this precise
sequence of words, all I get from Google is a piece of mine in which
the book is listed together with all the other books of mine (“Ten
Selections from my Residua,” December 18, 2015). And that is all.
The book has been buried into some black hole of the vaunted
information age.
Yoga is a business nowadays, and especially in the so-called west. A
big business, as a matter of fact. Billions upon billions of dollars,
euros, or pounds sterling are involved. All of a sudden, my book about
yoga is coming out of nowhere to spoil the fun, for it offers no-bullshit
guidance on the path to liberation. And for free. Whence the troubles
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with Google, I am pretty sure by now. Someone in the thriving
business has found a way of blocking access to the book, as well as to
so much else that is conceived as a threat. As ever, the best I can do is
write about it and post it on my Residua website. Whether or not this
particular piece of writing will appear on Google searches remains to
be seen.
Addendum I (April 13, 2016)
My faith in Google gradually ebbing, I slowed down with searches for
my book about yoga on the World Wide Web. After a while, it got
kind of boring. But I just returned to the browser and tried one more
time. What the heck, I thought. And I got my last book in a jiffy.
Wow! To my surprise, it pops up with a wide variety of keywords,
too. After a bit more than two months, it is alive, as it were. And I am
over the moon. Whatever the reason for the long wait, I could not care
less at this stage. Alleluia!
Addendum II (April 14, 2016)
As it turned out, I was overenthusiastic about Google yesterday. My
book about yoga was available for a while, and both on my laptop and
desktop computers, but then it disappeared again. No matter what
keywords I used, it would not come up among search results. At this
very moment, the situation is rather perplexing, as I can get my book
without any problem on my desktop, but I cannot come even close to it
on my laptop. Earlier today, the situation was reversed, and I could get
it just on my laptop. These changes in search results only add
substance to my suspicion that the browser is being tampered with.
My book is not welcome by someone in the yoga establishment, and
that someone has a way of playing with the World Wide Web. The
only reason for all these troubles that comes to my mind is that the
book is too radical in its approach to many things, and especially in its
approach to enlightenment. Abandoning thought at will and for as
long as one wishes is too much for many a yogi. Even more, it is
playing with fire.
Addendum III (May 7, 2016)
I am happy to report that my book about yoga has been available on
Google for a couple of weeks now. Better late than never, as the old
adage goes. But my piece about enlightenment as I understand it now
is still beyond the mighty browser (“No-Bullshit Enlightenment,”
January 18, 2016). What is going on? How is it possible that
something posted on the World Wide Web nearly four months ago is
still unreachable by Google? And the piece in question is no less than
central to my understanding of enlightenment. Or liberation, as I like
to call it nowadays. At any rate, I am not interested in the answers to
these questions any longer. If anyone is fooling around with search
results, so be it. One way or another, though, my understanding of
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enlightenment will come forth sooner or later. And that is all that I
care about at this juncture. Rum-tum-tiddle-um-tum…
Addendum IV (July 29, 2016)
Lo and behold, my piece about no-bullshit enlightenment finally
comes up in Google searches. And on top of the search results, no
less. It took it half a year for the vaunted browser to nail it down, but
the agony is over at last. Liberation is here without remainder.
Alleluia!
A GREAT PITY (April 7, 2016)
Reading David Gordon White’s Sinister Yogis (Chicago and London:
The Chicago University Press, 2009) is great fun. Day by day, I am
learning a lot. White’s claim that yogis in the so-called east and west
are rather different creatures is well taken. As well as superbly argued
with all the historical evidence at his disposal. What does it mean for
me, though? In a word, nothing. Yoga as I know it has changed my
life. After years of striving, I have managed to liberate myself from
the world around me. To wit, I abandon all thought at will, and for as
long as I wish. And I have abandoned all fears and desires, as well.
The animal in me leads me through my daily routine without fail.
Luckily for me, it is still alive and well in my own body. One way or
another, yoga has helped me reach this singular state. In the end, all I
feel for the teeming sinister yogis in India and South Asia is pity.
Everything they have needed to reach liberation has been at their
disposal for millennia. And yet, they have pursued a wide variety of
childish arts instead. A great pity, indeed.
PSYCHOLOGY (April 7, 2016)
There are no souls, spirits, ghosts, gods, miracles, or afterlives. There
are only physics, chemistry, and biology. As well as the utter mess
dubbed psychology.
ON DELUSION, AGAIN (April 9, 2016)
I am ever more convinced that delusion is intrinsic to the human
psyche rather than a mere mental disorder. Not surprisingly, I return to
it every now and then (“On Delusion,” March 31, 2015). By
definition, delusion is a belief held with strong conviction in spite of
all the evidence to the contrary. As a pathological condition, it is
distinct from a belief based on false or incomplete information,
confabulation or memory disturbance, dogma laid down by an
authority, and illusion or distortion of the senses. According to the
widely accepted views, delusion typically occurs in the context of
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mental disorders, such as schizophrenia, paraphrenia, bipolar disorders,
and psychotic depression. By implication, only individual humans
suffer from delusion, whereas dogma pertains to entire communities.
Collective delusion induced by religion or ideology is held to be
something entirely different. God, justice, freedom, heaven, equality,
democracy, and much more nonsense besides are thus beyond reproach
by psychology, psychiatry, and other disciplines concerned with
mental disorders. But confabulation, dogma, and illusion would be
impossible without delusionary tendencies among all humans.
Interestingly, beliefs laid down by religious or secular authorities are
not considered to be delusionary. They are held to be, as it were,
cultural. All things considered, though, the delusionary tendencies are
at the bottom of human suffering ever since the emergence of the
species. Pathological or otherwise, they have to do with the human
brain. But can it ever evolve past delusion? That is the million years
question.
THE BLOCKAGE (April 9, 2016)
Not long ago, I wrote about my difficulties with Google (“My Book
about Yoga and Google,” April 4, 2016). In particular, the browser
would not give me any information about my book about yoga, which
has been available in Portable Document Format for more than two
months on my Ca’ Bon Gallery website (www.cabongallery.org). At
the end of the piece in question, I wondered whether or not it would
appear on Google searches. Well, I just searched the World Wide
Web, and I got the following reply: “No results found for ‘My Book
about Yoga and Google’.” No matter what keywords I use in my
searches, I cannot find my book, either. For instance, I put down my
name, the book’s title and subtitle, and the name of the website on
which it can be found, but I get the following reply: “Your search did
not match any documents.” Each and every time, this is followed by a
slew of suggestions: “make sure that all words are spelled correctly,”
“try different keywords,” “try more general keywords,” and so on. No
matter how I adjust my search, though, the browser always comes up
with the same suggestions. By the way, I get the same replies on my
laptop and desktop, which means I am not facing a technical glitch of
some kind on one of my computers. After all my experimentation, I
am ever more convinced that the access to my book about yoga is
blocked in some way. As well as that there is someone behind the
blockage. Which only tells me that my book about yoga is destined to
become a great hit. Peekaboo!
Addendum (February 23, 2018)
Well, my book about yoga can be found on Google without any
problem. Now it takes the browser around half a year to update
everything that can be found on the World Wide Web. It is pretty
slow, to be sure, but there is no blockage. As for the book becoming a
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hit, fat chance. Not yet, at least. The way things are going, it may
have to wait for quite a while to become noticed, let alone renowned. I
can only hope the web will still be around by that precious time.
A STRONG AND GENEROUS IGNORANCE (April 13, 2016)
The notion of a strong and generous ignorance has been with me since
my youth. It comes straight from Montaigne, and thus I always
remember it in French: une ignorance forte et généreuse. No less than
thirty-five years ago, I entitled a rebellious piece of mine thus.[118]
At the time, I was reading like crazy, and I was quite partial to
philosophy off the beaten track, where I stumbled upon
Montaigne.[119] In my dotage, I feel an urge to mention strong and
generous ignorance once again. And with gusto. It will fit well into
the coda of my book about yoga. Alas, the original piece is way too
wild to put it in the front. But here it is at last, with Nietzsche’s
gracious blessing, as it were. Let a great, firm dome of ignorance
encompass you forever![120]
WISER THAN WORDS (April 16, 2016)
A few wise words would be soothing on this day among days. In their
absence, the most soothing is silence. Chances are that silence is wiser
than words, anyhow.
POSTSCRIPTUM XX (April 17, 2016)
Perhaps my book about yoga demands yet another ending, yet another
finishing touch. Having completed it more than two months ago, I
kept adding sundry afterthoughts to it at a clip. By now, it seems that
it will never be brought to a proper close, for it has swiftly sprouted an
awesome tail. It is finished already, though, and for good. An
occasional addendum is all that it deserves from now on. Even though
yoga will surely pop up in my writings from time to time, as will
shamanism and its many formidable offshoots, I do not expect any new
revelations worthy of mention in the years to come. All revelations are
behind me already, or so I believe fervently enough. In other words,
my birthday present is in front of me entire. There! Happy birthday,
old man! And many happy returns!
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