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Before we start...

Since September 2019 I've written a cancer-and-life blog, sharing my
unfolding experiences as a cancer patient - and I'm a rather unusual,
one-off variant of a human, at that. In November 2019, after cracking my
back three months earlier, | was shocked to be diagnosed with Myeloma
or bone marrow cancer, a blood cancer - a bit like leukaemia. It
happened just before Covid hit us.

A blog is like an online diary, though my own blog, Notes from the Far
Beyond, is more like a series of essays, released roughly every two to
four weeks. It has covered all sorts of topics. Here | have weeded out
relevant excerpts that will be of interest to cancer patients and others
who are seriously unwell, to their friends, family and helpers, and to
anyone else who is interested.

It's for you who might seek a different, deeper, wider approach toward
cancer, not so much medically as attitudinally. Here | simply share my
own experiences, which have worked for me, and it might well give you
a few lightbulb moments - you never know.

Medically, | have done both chemotherapy and holistic remedies and
helpers, and my results are good thus far. | tell of this as the book
progresses. But the main focus of this account is psycho-spiritual.

It starts at the beginning in September 2019, before diagnosis, shortly
after my back cracked and my life changed in late August. This first
edition covers four years. | guess the story ends whenever | leave my
body and my life behind. If  am able, I'll keep blogging until I no longer
can, and a later edition might take the story to its end. We shall see.

Distilled from a blog, this book more or less retains its blog format, with
adaptations. Unlike with a normal book, in a blog of this kind you write

what comes up on the day, and it doesn’t have to follow from what you

wrote before or lead to what you write next. So that's how this book
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unfolds - a bit diary-like, with thoughts and observations that came up as
life went on.

As a lifelong communicator, | have always sought to stimulate people’s
thinking, not simply to persuade them to follow or adopt what | say or
write. Some readers might find some of the ideas expressed here
difficult to accept. That's fine - and if that is so, | hope these writings help
you clarify your own way of seeing things. These are my perceptions and
experiences, submitted to you for your consideration.

Alongside Notes from the Far Beyond I've also been making podcasts.
Pods from the Far Beyond, cover a range of topics.' Many aren't about
cancer, though they were stimulated by the grinding change that cancer
has pushed me through, and the insights that have arisen therefrom.

In a way | went down with cancer. In another way | went up with it. This is
rather a profound issue which affects our experience of being alive with
cancer or any other serious terminal iliness. Not only this, but it affects
the way we make use of our past and the way we create our future, even
if we're seriously ill. Yes, you and | might be dying, but there is still a
future, and not just in this body. At least, that's what I've found.

So this is the story of my cancer journey. Gratitude to all of you who have
been part of it and helped it along. That includes you, the reader who,
unwittingly, pulled this material out of me and gave the back end of my
life an extra layer of meaning that wasn't there in pre-cancer days.

Some names have been changed or omitted, for the usual reasons.

With love

Palden

Grumbla, Cornwall, Spring 2024

1 Pods from the Far Beyond: http://www.palden.co.uk/podcasts.html
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The Gateless Gate
A journey begins
30 Sept 2019

When writing this and the next blog entry, I did not at the time
know that I had cancer — it looked like a bad back injury. That
news emerged in the third entry in mid-November. This story
starts at the end of September 2019.

In August I had a serious lower-back injury... and I’m not as
‘better’ as many wished me to be — though thanks for all your good
wishes and healing. Yet, all things being well, I am on a path of
gradual improvement — / hope. We shall see.

Instead of excruciating pain I now have continual aching, and things
are slowly improving thanks to cranial osteopathy treatment from
Simon in Totnes and the amazing care and support of my partner
Grace, with whom I am staying in Devon (otherwise I live in
Cornwall). She is great at caring not too much and not too little,
with truly a heart of gold.

It has been a remarkable initiation, a time of enforced stillness and
immobilisation. Being alive has become much more difficult. This
has pushed me inside myself — there’s not a lot more I can do right
now, being pretty much incarcerated inside a pain-ridden,
dysfunctional body. However, interiority is not foreign to me. So
recently I’ve been in an enforced altered state, travelling the inner
worlds in ways that ordinary life, always squeezed for time, doesn’t
usually permit. Well, I now have a lot of time, whether I like it or
not, and there’s something bizarrely liberating about that.

So, in my pained reveries [’ve gone on a succession of inner
journeys. In these I’ve stood in solidarity with people around the
4
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world who experience similar kinds of suffering, inwardly
dialoguing with them, supporting them with those gifts of spirit I'm
blessed with, learning from them and appreciating their company.
This is a meditation practice I learned from the Tibetan Lamas, back
in the 1970s, as a way of working with pain and cultivating
kindness and understanding even amidst extreme adversity.

I’ve also been dwelling on my life and what there is left to do with
it. That’s a rather big question with no simple, immediate answers.

In body, at present I am 69 but recently I’ve felt like 97. On good
days I get down to about 85, though today I feel like 92! I’ve found
age-perception to be a useful way to assess and describe my state of
being on any day.

Pain has a way of squeezing me into spaces and perspectives I
wouldn’t usually see. One morning I was thinking about suffering.
One meaning of the word ‘suffer’ is fo allow, to permit — as in
‘suffer the little children to come unto me’. Allowance and
surrender are things that we moderns, with our money, pills,
provisions and privileges, fail too often to remember.

Yet being on Earth is, experientially, all about predicamentality —
feeling stuck between a rock and a hard place. It’s about undergoing
a fast-track soul-education through that rather grinding ongoing
experience we call /ife. We’re here to learn and to contribute, and
we Earthlings seriously need to get straight on this matter.

So, as you can see, this gets profound, if you’re willing to go there.

As for my back, there is further to go in this process, and I guess it
will take two to three months to get up’n’running fully. One of the
first tasks before me when I get vertical again will be some financial
correction — money stuff. Paralysing lower back issues are, in
symbolic terms, all about feelings of supportedness — or the lack of
it — since the lower back holds us up, doing a lot of the donkey-
work in keeping us upright. For someone like me, at this stage of
life, earning money is not an easy matter to resolve, and something
in me is deeply weary, after having had quite a rigorous life.
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[As it happened, later I was helped by Grace and the Citizens’
Advice Bureau to claim the benefits I’'m entitled to as a pensioner
and cancer patient — that was a relief, and I’'m grateful to them.]

In life I’ve been ‘carrying the world’ quite a lot, and now I get the
consequences in my back! I’'m not exactly complaining. I didn’t see
this coming, but now it’s happening I’m beginning to see why I've
been given this challenge. I have a capacity to bear it — well, I hope
— and that capacity is now being tested.

I’m being given a strange kind of gift and I need to suffer it, allow
it. It’s leading me somewhere. The finger of fate has changed the
roadmap. Life has its payoffs and compensations, and this pain-
initiation is showing me that. But it still hurts, and I’d love it to go
away.

It’s funny how the physicality of being in a body can lead to
experiences of extreme pain like this, and it’s funny how pain is
wringing out of me a new sense of spirit and life’s hidden meaning.

Cliffhanging
And painkillers
12 Nov 2019, five weeks later

I’'m getting less pain than before but I still cannot stand up, and
recently I’ve been completely bedridden and useless for five days.
I’ve been having cranial osteopathic treatment that’s working well
thus far. Visited by a really good doctor last week, he prescribed
emergency medication that worked — a painkiller and a muscle
relaxant (since the muscles around my hips were seizing up and in
spasm). I’ve been having flower remedies and homoeopathic
treatment too — thank you, Evie and Helen.

But there’s a problem: I cannot stand. This means either that the
healing process will be long and slow, or it might be miraculous, or
something else is wrong (such as a spondy-something that the
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doctor mentioned). This has led to a further issue: the current
dysfunctionality of ‘our NHS’ (National Health Service). I'm trying
to get a diagnostic X-ray or MRI scan so that my osteopath and GP
can diagnose the problem. The NHS system is not at this moment
geared to actually doing this easily.

We’re having multiple visits from physiotherapists, another GP and
a district nurse, and it’s all tests, bureaucracy, phone calls and
sidetracks and, after a week, little progress has been made. Now
they want me to see a back specialist (three week wait). A/l [ need is
a scan, thank you. Oh no, that’s not possible — you must go through
the procedure. No wonder NHS health costs are escalating — all
these visits, discussions and blind-alleys, proliferating endlessly,
must be costing far more than a simple scan.

So there we go. Integrated medicine (modern and complementary
working together) is my preference though it is entirely foreign to
the NHS system. The quantity of opiates I’ve been prescribed is
staggering (I wish I could send some to Gaza for their use). There’s
inconsistency and poor communication between branches of the
service, and it’s always different people that you meet for
appointments. Many are nice, though I’ve met only one thus far that
I’d truly call a healer (a young locum doctor last week).

[This said, as time went on I found I was very well dealt with by the
NHS and, as they got to know me, things started working better —
especially as the Covid period progressed and, in response, they
tightened up on efficiency.]

Inside myself I’'m in good enough spirits, and Grace is taking good
care of me. This back problem is a matter of patience. And rebirth,
and crossing a threshold, and manifesting concrete support, and
uncovering a new guiding vision for the next stage in life.

That’s where things stand.
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Palden, worn out and flagging. Photo by Grace.

Humdinger
Some heavyweight truth

23 Nov 2019, two weeks later

I have been in Torbay hospital and I’'m now back at Grace’s in
Devon, where I was when this health issue struck.

1 emerged from hospital with a diagnosis of bone marrow cancer,
otherwise known as Multiple Myeloma — a cancer of the blood.?

It was both a deep shock and a relief to know. There’s nothing like a
full-on dose of heavyweight truth. It has hit me hard, yet something
in me, already ground down by over two months of pain, accepted it
quickly — and that’s where the relief came in. It has thrust me into a
state that makes me acutely aware of what’s really important in life
and what is not. It has a way of realigning life’s priorities.

2 For more on Myeloma: https://themmrf.org/multiple-myeloma/
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So I have joined the Honourable Company of Cancer Patients. I’'m
in the hands of The Management, to some degree helpless, yet to
some extent I also feel deeply in my power. I mean this in the sense
of getting down to life’s root-questions and feeling okay about
facing them. Earlier in life | have had an NDE (near death
experience, at age 24) and various OOBs (out of body incidents), so
I’m not inexperienced. I have trodden The Edge quite a lot — and in
a way The Edge is familiar territory. Well, this becomes true when I
am forced to tread The Edge, though like most people I prefer
everything to be normal!

This crisis has taken me deep into my soul. I went down into the
Deep Dark while in hospital, and now I’'m back, slowly recharging
with light. The course is set. There’s now a mountain to climb. It
includes chemotherapy and a possible bone marrow transplant,
followed by a complementary healing period of reconstruction.

That is, if [ survive. If I die, I’ve realised that it will not be a failure,
as many people are wont to regard death — it is simply that, for me,
the story of life on Earth is over and I am going elsewhere. I wish to
live and I feel there is more to do here, more trouble to make, more
life to be lived. Yet this is in The Management’s hands.

Please don’t pray for me to get better. Pray for me to get through.
Please leave the course of my future open, without imposing hopes,
fears, judgements or other stuff. I don’t need your sorrow — it’s
okay, since I’ve been given something. It’s a gift nobody wants, but
it still has come as a strange kind of gift. Just back me up in finding
the best way forward, whatever that means. [ have my angels. Many
people love and support me, and I really appreciate that. I have good
doctors, amazing healers and advisers. I am much blessed. Thank
you. All will be well — in some manner or form.

Periodically I’ll update you with progress, but I won’t be at my
computer much, so please think twice before sending me lots to read
or watch, and forgive me if I do not reply quickly or even at all.

Some of you have well-meaning suggestions — I get a lot of them,
and I might or might not take heed of them. I must follow my path
through this maze and get the benefits and consequences of the
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choices I make. Bless you for your positive thoughts though. I love
and appreciate you all — close friends, distant friends, soul friends
and circles of acquaintances.

The next part of the journey will be hard. My chances of survival
seem to be around 70%, yet nothing is certain. Death is okay too, as
far as I can tell — I shall go back home Upstairs for a bit of R&R
before either coming back or moving on. I shall miss all those I love
and who love me but, when faced with a situation like this, a larger
story takes over.

Something in me would like to come back to a life on Earth,
perhaps just one more time, for the great global party — for the time
when we all come to know that we have rendered Earth safe, at
peace and transformed. I committed to this as a young man, and it
still holds. May this transformation take place in the 21st Century —
though one thing life teaches us is that it must happen when it will.
It involves changing the patterns of millennia of history. It’s on you
and me to do this.

Please give a hug to the people around you. Please bring peace in
everything you’re involved with. All is well. I love you all — even
those who have brought me hard lessons. All is forgiven,
alhamdulillah. (Arabic: ‘thanks God’.)

Myeloma
and Doctor Tomten
30th Nov 2019, one week later

I’m still alive. Things are progressing. In the last few days I’ve had
a meeting with the haematologist in Torbay hospital, planning out
my treatment. I’ve also had a session with a homoeopath who
himself has Myeloma, and with a cranial osteopath who has worked
on my spine and ribs. Myeloma eats away at my bones, making me
susceptible to skeletal issues, and this is critical.

10
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I’ve had a scoping talk with someone who does energy treatments
using an e-Lybra machine,? and the prospects arising from this bring
me hope, since it might bolster my underlying condition and work
on the deeper causes of the cancer. This will go alongside the chemo
treatment I start this coming week, which is much more like nuking
and bulldozing the cancer.

I like to use conventional and complementary therapies in parallel,
making use of the virtues of each — integrated medicine. Regrettably
there are big political and business issues around this, preventing
such an integration in public health policy. In my opinion the
suppression of traditional and complementary medicine in favour of
modern high-tech medicine is one of the big crimes against
humanity of our time. That might sound extreme, but it isn’t.
Integrated medicine is the way of the future, utilising the benefits
and economies of a vastly wider range of treatment possibilities.

I hope that, by taking the approach I’m taking, it might give doctors
something to think about. I’'m not an ideological health-freak with
rigidities around my treatment — I prefer to feel my way forward.
The specialist at Torbay is interested to see what happens. I like her,
and clearly she sees me as an interesting case where normal medical
rules and expectations might not fully apply.

I am still mostly confined to bed, owing to wedge fractures in the
base of my spine (very painful). This arose because, before my back
problems emerged in late August, my lower vertebrae were being
eroded by Myeloma. Bone regeneration stops, the bones become
hollowed out by little gaps and holes and they start disintegrating —
and that’s what happened with my lower vertebrae and also with the
orientation of my pelvis and coccyx (tail-bone). These fractures can
hopefully be corrected by getting the Myeloma under control and by
osteopathically rebuilding my lower spine. We shall see.

Here’s an interesting story. For a time, I experienced excruciating
10/10 pain — my bones were grating in their sockets and every

3 An e-Lybra machine is a bit like a radionics machine. You receive a pendant to wear, with
which an e-Lybra machine elsewhere communicates. It scans and detects frequency
imbalances in the body, and then formulates and sends back energy-frequency patterns,
creating a healing and rebalancing effect on the body-mind’s energy systems.
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single move I made was a major effort. One day I was ground down
and feeling helpless, overwhelmed and crying my eyes out. The
pain was so great that I started experiencing it while rising above it
and looking down. Suddenly I perceived the ridiculousness of the
situation, of being in such a pained body and hardly able to move. I
was both agonised and free of pain, looking at myself from outside.
Awash with tears I started chuckling — there was something really
funny about the situation.

Grace came in at that point, seeing me laughing and crying. While
my laughter made my body quake — cripplingly painful — actually
something was loosening and lifting and, though I was hurting, it
was more in the background. Gradually I subsided into peace and,
lo, the pain reduced quite a bit, to the extent that I could prop myself
up for a drink. In the following days the pain evaporated more and
more and, within about two weeks, it was manageable, tailing off
more and more until it was more like 2/10. Amazing. A miracle.

Thank you so much to all of you who have sent healing and also
financial support. I really appreciate that. My thanks also go to
Tomten, an ageing three-legged cat who lies beside me as I write
this, healing me in his own way.

Grace has done such a valiant job looking after me — she’s the
greatest healer of all. She has set aside her own priorities, acting
with astounding love and care. She has done this consciously and
willingly. I respect her greatly for this. From the bottom of my heart,
thank you and bless you, Grace.

Also to my son Tulki, who has given of his time, intelligence and
dedication — you’re an outstanding man, and I am proud of you.

Who are you, Palden, what are you doing here on Earth and what is
vet to come? These questions have percolated through my tears,
fears, pain and also through feelings of joy for being alive and
receiving so much help and support.

I’'m going through a tremendous insight and forgiveness process and
feel strangely grateful for the way life has gone. There’s a re-
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commitment to life going on, born out of a time of extreme
weakness and dependency. Answers are emerging slowly.

To give myself something to focus on, I’'m starting to write an
alternative archaeology book about my understanding of the
prehistoric sites of West Penwith in Cornwall, where I normally
live. I’ve been researching this for years.

But that’s just one thing: there’s more awaiting attention. I’ve
worked for world change since the near-revolution of the late 1960s,
in which I played a part, and the task we were addressing is not at
all complete. It will remain incomplete in my lifetime but I’m still
chipping away at it, and this life-and-death experience is sharpening
my focus. I need to find a way to progress this thread of my life. We
shall see how this pans out.

So what are emerging here are the first glimmers of a renewed sense
of purpose in being alive. Recently I’ve sincerely wondered whether
my days are nearly done, but now I have a germinating feeling there
is something to live for — something more than simply living day to
day and clinging to staying alive.

Meanwhile, the next few months are critical. I’'m only beginning the
healing process and the crunch is yet to come. I’'m as much at peace
with this as I can be. Now comes the spadework — chemo, healing
and repair.

But now it’s time for a cup of tea, a stroke of the cat and a rest. All
will be well. Thank you for being with me — it means more to me
than I can express.

Magnetic Resonance
and syncopated dissipation

1st Dec 2019, two days later

I’ve just had an MRI scan at Torbay hospital. The two guys doing it
were great. One of them knew of me, treating me as an honoured
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guest. That really helped — I had been having anticipations and
wobbles about having this scan. The procedure involved lying down
flat on a wheeled gurney that was moved to the scanner, and I was
mechanically drawn into a tube-like chamber.

The scan involved lying very still while the machine made all sorts
of loud noises like a pneumatic drill, vibrationally penetrating me. It
was like being pummelled. I could feel it slowly going up and down
my body. Heat built up underneath.

Inside the tube I felt entirely enclosed. I went inside myself and
stayed still while the process went on, for a rather long 20-30
minutes. When I was ejected I was cemented to my position and
feeling thoroughly spaced out, as if battered. The two men had to
pull me up to sitting position and I sat there blinking like an owl
before numbly swivelling into my wheelchair, giving them my
thanks, then to be propelled along the corridors by my son.

On the journey home I felt detached, once-removed, away, as if my
psyche had been beaten out of me. Tulki and Grace chatted with
each other and I felt far gone, in another world, not at all sure where
I was. At home I settled into an armchair for my weekly
meditation.* My aura was shattered and I felt deeply interiorised, in
a void space. It was good to relax into the meditation.

I could feel my ‘friends upstairs’ (‘inner guides’) looking intently at,
or inside, me, as if analysing my state and seeking to understand
what had happened. Not being of this Earth, they watch me intently,
when I am able to let them in. I felt I was protected, held and safe,
enclosed by them in a calming cocoon of energy and containment.

During the meditation I reflected on friends in East Africa, the Sahel
and Palestine, all fine people doing their best with what they have.
Yet they don’t have what we have, here in this country — stability
and (despite public complaints) a functioning economy and health
service. I had a strong feeling of empathy for people experiencing
illness, injury and incapacity in places like the Congo, Yemen,
Gaza, Afghanistan and Syria.

4 About the weekly meditation: www.palden.co.uk/meditations.html
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This is a valuable form of meditation if you’re working with
problems such as illness. Tibetans call it tong-len. It’s a matter of
meditatively finding people anywhere in the world who suffer
problems akin to you, inwardly dialoguing with them and feeling
how they are experiencing and dealing with it. This helps us stretch
out of ourselves empathically. We can learn and contribute too, and
both parties benefit from the shared solidarity and moral support.
When we’re up, it’s easy to feel connected with the world but, when
we’re down, we feel isolated, and even ‘God’ seems to ignore us.

I’'m so fortunate to have the medical facilities, knowledge and
technology of modern medicine available to me — invasive and
violent as it is — and also the complementary care and knowhow that
is available here in Britain. I also have a pension and other benefits.
No wonder people from benighted and crisis-ridden countries want
to live here. From their viewpoint there’s little sensible reason to
stay where they live when we have all this. And our health service
happens to depend on many of them as staff.

Cancer? People living in tough, insecure countries without money
for treatment just have to suffer the pain, feel the illness or injury
and slowly die. Just die. Unless you’re lucky. Medically I am so
privileged. I sobbed deeply over this. It’s not right.

I must pull back my aura and re-centre it after the MRI scan. It has
been exploded, dissipated, shattered. Yet it allows the doctors to see
inside me. This is amazing. And I am still here. This feels like the
beginning of the serious phase of my cancer treatment. Isn’t it
strange — the experiences we manifest in our lives on Earth?

More To Life
And perpetual pill-popping
6 Dec 2019, five days later

Pills. I’ve been taken over by an incessant stream of pills. Not just
cancer drugs but painkillers, steroids, vitamins and homoeopathics,
15
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with periodic squirts of CBD® and colloidal silver,® all meticulously
ticked off on the list by Grace. She makes sure I get what I’'m
supposed to have at different times through the day — this really
helps because I can’t handle organised thinking at present.

Today we’ve been to hospital for a bone survey, blood test and
chemo jab — and we managed to get a cuppa and some gluten-free
cake... and the hospital cafe was free of sickening Christmas music
too! In my current sensitised state, that makes a difference.

Sensitivity is an issue that has been coming up today. As a pedigree
aged hippy and autistic type (with Aspergers or ‘wrong planet
syndrome’), believe me, I’ve had sixty years of prejudice,
projection, actions taken and decisions made, big and small, all of
them adding up and doing me damage over the years. Sometimes
they’ve been outrightly discriminatory, breaching my rights and
often delivered through micro-aggressions that most people are
hardly aware of. Dealing with and forgiving the accumulated pain of
this is a theme in my inner reconciliation process.

I’'m glad to say it’s working through. It all about the past. The past
stays with us through memory and ingrained patterns. We’re faced
with a choice to let the past influence our actions and experiences in
the present, or we can do our best to drop it and move on. Cancer
puts us on the line, confronting us with the need to go through such
inner processes. Building a habit of moving on from our acquired
woes tends to determine the nature and extent of the burden that we
carry from the past into late life.

Here I have a message for readers younger than me. It’s this.
Whatever psycho-spiritual path you follow (this will change and
develop over time), do follow your path and keep on following it.
Why? I can report that I’'m greatly benefiting from having fiftyish

5 CBD oil has many benefits — it seems to oil up the internal workings of the body, helping
natural processes work better. It counteracts neurological damage from chemo, helping
chemotherapy drugs work better and reducing the side-effects of cancer treatment, including
fatigue, anxiety and the earth-shaking shock that arises from a cancer diagnosis.

& The medical profession doesn't like colloidal silver, recommending against its internal use,
but | have found it a good helper with its antibacterial, antifungal and antiviral properties and
as a cleanser, taken in small doses in drinking water. Instead of attacking viruses and
bacteria it bonds with them, rendering them impotent and allowing the body to release them.
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years of shifting my stuff and choosing change over resistance and
openness over hanging on. It works, and it’s worth it. Especially if
or when you get felled by something like cancer.

If, when you’re younger, you build a default pattern of inner growth,
it will serve you well when you come to the tests of late life, such as
cancer. | started on a path of inner change at age 16, started
meditating at 25, therapy at 30 and all sorts more after that, and
these act as the spiritual bedrock on which I now stand. I’'m glad
that this is so. I’'m struggling so much less with my situation than
otherwise would be the case.

Life is precarious. It is also a preparation for dying. Perhaps I ought
to say that again. Life is precarious and it is a preparation for dying.
Here’s another one: the experience of dying is as momentous as the
whole of your life put together. When your time comes, you need to
be reasonably at peace with yourself, with people and with life. This
makes dying a different thing from the experiences of death that
people with lots of unfinished business encounter.

I could die in a month or in ten years’ time, but as much as I can I'm
doing the preparation for it now, releasing, re-examining, forgiving,
asking forgiveness, and incrementally laying the past behind me.
This frees things up and opens doors. Amongst other things it makes
me a more interesting person for Grace to look after —if [ were a
boring old curmudgeon it would be a very different matter for her.

She seems to enjoy witnessing my process. I guess, and hope, it
helps in her own process. This cancer issue has been a massive side-
swipe for both of us. She is dedicatedly setting aside much of her
life for me. This is enormous and not easy. To add to it, the benefits
agencies in UK are mean toward what they call ‘family carers’,
offering them little support. They should quickly throw £600 per
month Grace’s way for three months, to help with real, immediate
financial needs, and then they could review the situation when she
has had time to get used to what has happened — this must be quite
common for many family carers.

But it’s not just this. It’s a big psycho-emotional challenge for her,
bringing up deep stuff. I admire her for that and am so blessed by
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being looked after by Grace. Tulki, my son, has also helped
enormously — not just in a ‘call of duty’ sense but in a heartfelt act
of solidarity with his Dad. Though he lives four hours away.

I’m not exactly getting better, but I am in process. In this three
month chemo period we’ll discover whether or not the bone marrow
cancer is going to subside and what my future life-chances are likely
to be. Myeloma cannot be got rid of but it can be managed. My
intention is to shift toward holistic treatments after this initial
pharmaceutical phase — to focus on immunity-building.

In the end it all hangs around matters of spirit. Happy spirits mean
happy cells and bones. Life is an act of will, and spirit drives our
will. It’s also blocked by our won ¥ — our refusal to budge and to
mobilise our spirits. This inner conflict between our will and our
won'’t leads to inevitable challenges from which no one is exempt.

However, relative inner peace has its challenges too: the soul has
ways of stretching us and moving us forward, precipitating learning
moments and initiations, and this doesn’t seem to stop in late life —
or not for me, at least. At times the stretching and kneading of inner
and emotional growth can seem too much, but it isn’t — we’re
simply being stretched further than before. It’s good to accustom
ourselves to getting out of our depth and learning to swim.

This is what we came into life for, to learn and to make a
contribution. Planet Earth and its people need a lot of contributing
right now. If [ am to stick around some years more, I seek still to be
a contributor, even as an older person. There is no such thing as
retirement: the work is not done — Earth is not a safe and secure
home for all of its beings. Too many people, animals and
environments are having a hard time, under threat. I don’t like the
idea of passing on from a world where this is so. It’s going to
happen anyway, but resting on my laurels is no solution.

Here comes one of life’s final secrets. We think we as individuals
are so significant, but we get munched up by the passage of history
and, in time, we are totally forgotten. It’s important to remember
this. Those who are remembered by history are not necessarily
remembered for reasons they’d prefer to be remembered by. We are
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important only in the small domain and timeframe we exist in, and
then we are gone. The journey continues and the past evaporates.

One day we all become a memory, and even this will disappear. So,
get a life while you 're here. Try not to hang on too much to things
and situations that are fleeting and transient: there’s something
more, something deep in the silence of the soul. Life is a kind of
multi-dimensional movie. And for me right now, the current episode
involves guzzling a load of pills!

Knowing
What do we do when we don't know?

10 Dec 2019, four days later

It’s funny how we know things. A few people have remarked how
Grace and I seem to have been comparatively unfazed by the
discovery, one month ago, that I have bone marrow cancer. Well,
both of us indeed were fazed and deeply shocked — this was not part
of our plan — but, in another way, neither was it a total surprise.

The first concrete symptoms came up in late August 2019 when I
cracked my back while gardening in Grace’s garden. I went to an
osteopath and this helped, but soon I deteriorated again. Then
Miriam, a friend and psychic surgeon, successfully sorted me out —
this lasted a few days and then I got even worse than before. Then
Simon, a cranial osteopath (that’s a different method), helped a lot,
but there came a point where, perceptively, he said that there was
something wrong that he couldn’t fix. Eventually I managed to get
to hospital for tests and that’s when the diagnosis eventually came.

But we knew. The first signs came on New Year’s Eve at the end of

2018 — though we saw this only in retrospect. I was labouring,

struggling, melancholic and lost. Nothing specific was wrong, but

my spirits and resilience were losing ground. With an ominous

feeling of dread, I felt unable to lift myself out of a feeling of

stuckness — sandbanked though not quite on the rocks. I felt I was
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going nowhere. Still, we both thought it must simply be one of life’s
difficult phases.

By May 2019 things got worse: I had a sinking feeling — one of
those where, the more you try to raise yourself up, the more you
seem to sink back down. I live on hope and have considerable
resilience, but this was getting at me in a deep place.

There’s more. With my prehistoric research, I had to assemble the
evidence so that I could progress to drawing conclusions. From May
to August I slogged away on mapping work on the ancient sites of
Cornwall, seeking to complete five years’ work. I did long hours,
eventually to get it finished. Now this is interesting... something in
me felt that if I didn’t get the work done, it wouldn’t get done. And I
had to do it. I didn’t know why — I just knew I had to do it. It was a
relief to complete it. In the end I got it done — as it happens, just one
week before I damaged my back and my life changed.

When the cancer diagnosis eventually came in November, [ was
deeply shocked. Yet in another way I was relieved. Relieved
because I knew at last what the problem was. The cancer had been
developing for some time, unbeknownst to me — and somehow, on
some level deep down, I had known this, and it had become visible
to Grace too.

Earlier in life, it took me a long time, until [ was 42, to give myself
permission to open up properly to the knowing, intuitive side of me.
Over-educated, it took twenty years of adult experience, personal
crises and inner work before I got there. I can’t call myself
proficient even now at following my instincts and intuitions, but
since that time I’ve followed a simple rule, and I commend it to you
for your consideration. It helps me clarify what my inner feelings
are actually saying. Here it comes. It’s dead simple.

If it lifts you up, do it. If it weighs you down, don t, or reconsider.

Reconsider seriously. This is no joke. This is a way of clarifying our
intuitive responses to life and its situations. It applies across the
board, in big and small situations. It’s a very functional operational
procedure. It has helped me a lot with medical decisions I’ve had to
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make, especially at times when reading the research is meaningless
or, on occasions, when I’ve sensed that it is not entirely true. It
concerns aligning to our life-purpose and getting a read-out from
that way of seeing things. It concerns everyone’s happiness and the
success of any venture we undertake. It’s a methodology.

Jean Piaget once said, ‘Intelligence is not about what we know, but
what we do when we don’t know’. We know things on a deeper,
more instinctual, intuitive or even more psychic level than thinking.
We often have a hunch of how things will work out before they
happen. So it’s helpful to pay attention to such feelings because they
help us get the message that life is telling us, in its hidden language.

1k 'lx*

Palden at Avebu rain

I knew I was going downhill nearly a year before diagnosis. It was
emergent and unclear, but [ knew something was going on, and
Grace could see it too. When I was given the diagnosis it was a
strange relief, because something in me had known, and that
knowing was thus confirmed and clarified.

For growing souls with a glimmer of awareness, the buildup to a
crisis can be worse, more troubling and threatening than the crisis
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itself. When it crests, we can pull out the stops and go for broke —
but up to then it can involve a lot of grating of gears.

This gives hope. When crisis really hits us and we commit to facing
it, miracles become possible. We can break the rules and change the
game. Live or die, this is what I am setting out to do. Somehow I
knew I was approaching a point like this, though I didn’t know what
shape it would take until it came. Now the chips are down.

Great Fart in the Void

The virtues of brokenness
14th Dec 2019, four days later

All my adult life I have been an astrologer. People mistakenly
believe that astrology is about predicting the future. Not really. It’s
about understanding the fullness and the hidden aspects of the
present time and the inner-outer situation we’re in right now.

Lo behold, my situation seems to be evolving in tune with new and
full moons. At these points, key decisions have been made (such as
to go to Devon for treatment on one fullmoon, and receiving the
diagnosis around the next fullmoon), and health developments have
tended to evolve in stages as well.

So it seems that, since the recent fullmoon on Thursday (12th
December 2019), I seem to have been getting stronger, a bit more
capable, a bit less spaced out with medications and the shock of it
all, and a bit clearer about the coming time. It’s a process.

Nothing miraculous is happening, and this isn’t recovery or getting
better (some people seem anxious about that!). But, provisionally, |
can report that something is moving forward. We shall see what
happens as time passes.

I’ve been on chemo and steroids.” The treatments for bone marrow
cancer are not as intensive and gut-ripping as for other cancers, and

" Velcade, Cyclophosphamide and Dexamethasone.
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no surgery or radiation are involved. It concerns blood and bones
though, and the cancer permanently changes the blood. Myeloma
can disable and kill, so it isn’t less serious.

The chemo is not affecting me badly — I’m not losing hair, getting
nausea or suffering over it. I think my use of diet, Vitamin C,
multivitamins and CBD oil help me avoid many complications that
others suffer. The steroids are weird: the Dex (Dexamethasone)
deals with aspects of the cancer, yet it also has a psychoactive effect
that is close to cocaine. It makes me mentally buzzy, heartless,
assertive and annoying, giving me shaky fingers and a busy head.

I have to be careful with my behaviour, avoiding saying things too
abruptly, bossily, directly or inconsiderately. One of the biggest
problems is that my self-awareness is diminished by Dex, meaning I
can’t monitor my behaviour well. I imagine that, for mainstream
people who encounter this drug, there can be big difficulties with
that. But, as you might guess, this aged hippy has much experience
with psychoactive substances, and these symptoms are not strange
to me. I find smoking some cannabis counterbalances the frenetic
and disagreeable effects of steroid. Hashish is better than weed
because, to me at least, it has a more stabilising effect. Am I allowed
to say that?

Yes, I’ve been a heinous lawbreaker for five decades. However, in
the days of Jean-Jacques Rousseau, George Washington, William
Blake, Lord Bryon, Humphrey Davy, Sigmund Freud and Carl Jung,
fellow partakers, they weren’t illegal — lucky sods.

Some people press me to go along a uniquely holistic healing route
because they believe that little good comes from modern medicine
and Big Pharma. I don’t subscribe to that. A solely holistic path
works for some people, if they have the money and determination,
but it didn’t feel right for me, in the circumstances I found myself in
at the time of diagnosis. I’'m following an integrated medical path,
making use of the best of both tracks. It makes sense to me.

Many holistic methods are under-researched and, when people
advocate them, I ask if they have actual experience with it — which
often is not the case (since often they read about it somewhere, and
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it sounded good, and the research was confirmation-biased). On the
other hand, conventional medicine assumes it is the only way, and it
is not. We have to form our own judgements on these things, since it
concerns our own life. We get the consequences of whatever
judgements we’ve made.

There’s another factor too. When you’re helpless, ill and in shock,
chasing around after specialist experts to treat you, who often live
far away, and mustering large amounts of money for it is usually not
possible. You need a ready and available all-round service,
including paramedics, doctors and carers with the right expertise
and experience. Over the decades the holistic sector has been
suppressed to the extent that such a full range of services are not
available — clinics have been shut down, researchers sidelined,
undermined and opposed, and even NHS homoeopathic hospitals
have been shut down. So this leaves the NHS as the only presented
option. This, for me, was a key factor in choosing this path.

I am on colloidal silver, vitamins, homoeopathics, CBD, Shitake
mushrooms, and I’'m being treated remotely by an intelligent,
biofield-balancing e-Lybra machine. It reads me off, sending me
corrective energy-frequencies in response. | feel that all of these are
having a strengthening and transforming effect. They might mean
that I can modify my copious consumption of medications as time
goes on. Because, frankly, I seem to be popping pills endlessly,
rendered into a peeing, farting, chemicalised wreck of a man.

Brokenness is a key question. I’'m a broken man and I know it. Life
has gone wrong. I’m incapable of standing and bearing a man’s
load. I’'m dependent on the love and care of Grace, the support of
the taxpayer and the help of nurses and doctors. But brokenness is
okay: this is the 21st Century, and we men do need to get broken.

There’s another side to this. As I write, at age 69, I’'m glad I’ve done
some stuff, seen some things, been places, and helped change and
save many people’s lives. I’ve written some fourteen books, given
countless talks, started and been in on the birth of many initiatives
and projects, done some discreet manoeuvring and string-pulling...
and, with some inevitable regrets, I am happy enough with what
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I’ve done. This means I can lay things to rest more easily than many
people might. If my life ends soon, then so be it.

The situation is different for people who have set aside their calling
and life-path for security, fear, guilt, status, circumstances, rewards
or social pressures — they are likely to have more regrets when the
chop comes down. It brings me sadness to think of this.

So, I feel sufficiently satisfied that I did what I could with my life —
at least, to the degree that I did. I could have done more but I did
what I did, becoming what I became. Now I must let go of hopes
and aspirations accumulated over the years — after all, at age twenty,
I wanted to change the world. That’s a big one to take on your
shoulders. Fifty years have passed and progress has been slow —
especially in my chosen areas of war, peace and the building of new
tribes, networks and communities.

But that’s life. We didn’t really come here to see our dreams
fulfilled, though it’s always worth trying. We came here to stand
willingly between a rock and a hard place and do our best with it —
learning from it and contributing toward making things better while
we have a chance. Because that chance dematerialises. We do not
live forever.

Being broken is not a killer crisis — it’s an opportunity and a healing,
if we choose to take it that way. Live or die, things will be alright.
Crises happen. The world doesn’t end. But, for me, having such an
attitude arises from having made choices earlier in life that have
been deep and big, at times costing highly — and now I’m ageing
and broke, with no medals or millions, a threat to some and a
bringer of blessings to others, and that’s okay. That’s the way it is.

There’s more to do. I feel this cancer crisis is bringing things into
focus. If I pass away, transitioning to another world, there will be
plenty to do there, probably. Even the best of astrologers cannot
foresee what happens next. This is the way of things. As my Tibetan
Lama teacher in the 1970s, the Karmapa, said at the time, The final
teaching is this — existence is but a fart in the void. Not long
afterwards, he passed away. Though in his case, he’ll be
remembered for some time.
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Forgiveness
The uplift of zimmer frames

21 Dec 2019, a week later

Staggering around with a zimmer frame at the age of 69 wasn’t on
my roadmap. But then, I’m being taught a new level of acceptance
of life as it presents itself. What is, is, and thats that. Simple and
stark. This brings up issues — longstanding issues.

I’ve been searching inside myself for the deeper causes of my bone
marrow cancer. There are the obvious causes such as radiation
exposure, environmental toxins, early-life vaccines, fillings...
though I’ve had a reasonably good diet and lifestyle for fifty years,
counterbalancing that. But there are deeper causes too — psycho-
spiritual propensities.

It goes back to birth. I’ve been going through a deep forgiveness
process with my late mother, bless her (she died in 2010). She did
her best, but she wasn’t really kitted out to be a mother — well, not
for someone like me. I don’t think she felt ready to have me when I
came along. It was in the postwar years and, while things were
beginning to progress for my parents, it was a long uphill grind.

They lived in the countryside in Sussex. My father worked with
rehabilitation of disabled soldiers at the Queen Victoria hospital in
East Grinstead, known for its pioneering work in plastic surgery. He
had himself lost a leg in WW2 in Egypt. During pregnancy my
father went away to start a new job in Cardiff, South Wales, and my
mother was, in effect, a single mother for the first few months of my
life until she, my elder brother and I moved to join my father in our
new home in Cardiff. Things had not been easy after WW2 in
Britain and my parents made sacrifices, worked hard and did their
best in a difficult situation, and bless them for that.

I was reluctant to be born — I realised this through doing rebirthing
in the 1980s. I knew I /ad to get born, but it was rather a teeth-
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gritting thing. I didn’t come here for the chocolate and roses: I came
because my soul knew there was a job to be done. So my mother
and I matched each other, and we did what we had to do... Don t
complain... Dont make a fuss... Think how lucky you are... So we
did (and I still do). We made do with what we had. Throughout life
I’ve had to accept many things that weren’t at all easy.

This background trained me up for working in challenging
situations and conflict zones, and without this gritty attitude a lot of
things wouldn’t have happened. A lot of people wouldn’t have
changed their lives, and quite a few people in war zones wouldn’t
have survived. So I’'m happy about that. I’'m grateful to have a heart
and a conscience that is relatively clean, as it goes, in comparison to
many men — [’ve quite often been the one deemed wrong, when in
the long run it has only sometimes proven to be true. This current
cancer experience allows me to drop stuff, forgive the past and draw
a line on it. It has been my story, and now things are different, and
there’s no going back to the way things were before.

So cancer, for me, is a bizarre gift in disguise. Right now I'm filled
up with chemicals, my hands shake, I’'m behaving weirdly on
steroids, and I’'m growing stronger. I can now get out of bed to fetch
something or go to the toilet! This is a big achievement. Sounds
funny, that. But it gives me more freedom and it relieves Grace of a
few of her carer’s duties. The chemicals are beginning to work, and
though my body is rather ravaged by them, I can feel the benefit.
They’re working partly because the holistic remedies I’'m taking do
indeed help the process. Also, I believe, because of attitude.

This is a core issue around self-healing: spirit, belief and will-to-
live. Without these, the healing juncture I’m in becomes more
empty. What am I doing this for? What is there to live for? What
will I do differently with life if I have five or ten further years?

If my spirits are infused with a feeling there’s a reason to keep
going, I shall stay alive as long as is needed — this I believe.

I’m getting on with writing a book, setting down all that I know
about the prehistory of West Penwith, Cornwall, where I live.
Penwith is dense with Neolithic, Bronze and Iron Age sites, even on
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our farm. To me, these sites represent an integrated prehistoric
geoengineering project working with the very issues of climate,
biodiversity and human society that we face today. It’s a radical idea
that archaeologists consider pure fantasy, but this is the Twenty-First
Century and necessity is the mother of invention.

For fifty years I’ve been confronting sceptics — archaeologists,
academics and assorted rationalists — who are attached to a
worldview that just doesn’t work when it comes to understanding
prehistoric megalithic culture. This issue came to a head in
September 2019 when I published some research in a Facebook
group, asking for people’s insights. I received a sceptical blast of
put-downs from two characters who couldn’t hack the idea that
anyone was even thinking like this.

These two shut down all debate in the group. It hurt me, bringing up
old pain from former years. So much for peer review. Then, weeks
later, came my cancer diagnosis. This sequence of experiences drew
a line for me. I made a deep-seated decision to speak my ideas more
clearly and unreservedly, if I could. I needed to clear the shadow of
a lifetime of dealing with sceptics, critics and cynics. I needed to
deliver a counterswipe, laying out a completely different picture.

Thus the book. It’s part of my revival process. Just making the
decision to do it was therapeutic. I realised that there’s more to do
before I pop my clogs, and this is one part of it. If, that is, life gives
me time and mercy.

The problem with mission-driven people is that we don’t let up until
the job is done. A kind of relentless determination drives us.
Meanwhile, the vision of love and peace with which I emerged into
adulthood in the 1960s hasn’t happened across society in real terms,
except for small tasters I’ve been privileged to be a part of in the
alternative society. That’s been hard to live with, but it is reality. In
our world, people are still getting bombed, violated and killed. This
presents a choice to shrug shoulders and give up, or to beaver away
endlessly toward a goal that is unlikely to be fulfilled quickly.

This issue stands at the core of our self-healing process, whether or
not it’s cancer that eggs us on. What are we here for and what are
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we doing? It involves confronting ruthlessly hard facts — not about
what we want, but what we actually get. What’s really true? How
hard are we willing to work for it? When will we lose our fear — of
falling into the abyss, or failing to cross the hump that needs
crossing? In my case, cancer has a way of sharpening my wits and
undermining my hypocrisies. Yet this honesty process brings a
feeling of relief, an unburdening of accumulated complicity.

I can now stand up, leaning precariously on my ‘walker’ (zimmer
frame), tottering to the kitchen to cheer up Grace, who is valiantly
working away to earn a living because our wondrous system of
social care in Britain doesn’t support family carers like her.

It’s nearly Christmas. Everything is a gift. Peace and goodwill.
Here’s what I’'m learning right now... Forgiving first involves
remembering, not forgetting. It’s worth remembering awkward
things, and things that need repeated forgiveness. Forgive the world.
Yes, it’s hard. But forgive the world for all that it does to you and for
all that it has done. Because the world around us is an uncanny kind
of mirror by which we find out who we actually are.

Mild Despond

and creaky bones
31st Dec 2019, ten days later

I’d love to be able to go to Pordenack Point, one of my favourite
places in the area of Cornwall where I live. I thrive on walking the
cliffs, feeling the wide-open oceanic sense of space that you get at
Land’s End, with Mexico just over the horizon. But I can’t. Most of
the time I’'m stuck in bed in Devon, though sometimes I clatter
around the house with my walking frame.

Myeloma has two elements. There’s the cancer of the blood and
bone marrow, with a weakening, ultimately death-dealing effect if
untreated, and there are skeletal issues typifying this kind of cancer,
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arising from weakening of the bones. In my case, two lower-back
vertebrae (L1 and L5) have fractured and partially collapsed, and L2
and L3 have compressed. This means I can’t stand without holding
myself up on sticks or leaning on something.

I get a lot of pain. It hurts, and hurting has become normal. I’ve got
used to assessing pain levels. As I write, ’'m on three-to-four (out of
ten) — manageable, but it’s wearing. It niggles, grates and aches.

Part of it is an issue of perception — how much attention do I give to
pain, and do I make a big deal of it inside myself? It’s in my pelvis
and lower back. When things are good, I’'m down to a score of one.
Nine is a killer — mercifully I have only moments of that, on
occasions when I’m heaving my creaky bones around.

At present my spirits are sagging. Usually they have a way of
holding me up. There’s a relationship between spirits and the law of
gravity: when your thoughts are light and rising, gravity morphs
toward levity, and when your mood is flagging and drooping, this
bodily contraption feels heavier. Well, I'm weighed down today. If
weren’t a compulsive optimist, I’d be depressed.

I’ve been reflecting on the notion of ‘normal’, the yardstick used in
conventional healthcare. Last week I got some good blood test
results. My paraprotein count is down from 40 to 13 in the first of
four cycles of medical treatment — the aim is zero. The registrar at
hospital thought that was better than normal. It was a nice surprise,
though in another way it made sense.

It made sense because I’'m not normal. So, for me, it isn’t difficult
being better than normal, because normal means unhealthy, stressed
and imbalanced — a normal state for many people. In the cancer
ward a few weeks ago, the guy in the bed opposite me had a cup of
coffee with three sugars before bed, and that was situation normal
for him. He didn’t seem to care, recounting tales of restaurants he’d
been to in his time.

For decades I’ve been a wholefood vegetarian and vegan, camping
out, walking the hills, working with spiritual uplift and holding
beliefs that, for many people, are way off their map. As part of my
treatment, [’'m imbibing oils, vitamins, nutrients, homoeopathics
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and other helpers that most ordinary people would never touch or
even know about. I’'m connected to an intelligent e-Lybra computer
that’s vibing me healing radiations from 25 miles away.

In my meditation yesterday I let my ‘friends upstairs’ look into me
and through me. I sense that they are gathered round above me,
looking down. Sometimes they levitate me up to their level. They
see me from the inside out — my energy-fields. They examined my
pelvis, ribs and blood, my energy-system and psyche, and I was
glad to let them in.

I open myself up for internal examination — they can read my mind
and feelings too. I let them see my guilt, shame and fears, for their
interest, and I offer up my life and efforts. To some readers this will
simply be a sign of eccentricity or madness but, to me, it’s part of
my spiritual toolkit and a great source of relief, insight and sanity.

So when the doctors at hospital look at my better-than-normal
results, their eyebrows slightly rise, though it goes no further.
Perhaps it's just good luck, they think. According to the official line,
there’s little evidence that a holistic approach to cancer works, and it
is asserted repeatedly that there are potential risks and dangers to it.
Well, there’s plenty of evidence, and the risks and dangers of
conventional medicine are just as large. This is an ideological and
business issue, not a matter of abiding truth.

Well, I'm doing it my way anyway, in the hope and belief that it will
help. And faith matters. As do the prayers, goodwill, healing and
Reiki that good friends out there have been sending me, for which I
am genuinely grateful. I do get good results, and this provides
tentative evidence that it works.

I don’t know what my life is going to be like in future. It’s grinding
at me. Will I be able to stand on my own two feet? Will I be able to
walk to Pordenack Point again? Will I be dependent and struggling
or revitalised and reborn? As yet unknown, these questions depend
greatly on how these pharmaceuticals, these holistics and my life-
force and spirits progress.
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It involves a deep-level decision. An act of will. A resolve that
infuses my bones. An irradiation of spirit. Today, it feels like a
possibility that seems rather remote. But on other days, especially
when ’m bubbling on steroids, it feels more doable.

Life gets like this. In 1974 my very first Tibetan teacher, Akong
Rinpoche, told me that when we’re lost, wading through treacle,
that’s when the real work happens, and when we’re inspired with
clarity and vision, that’s like a holiday — it’s good and nourishing,
but holidays are not reality. The truth he served me then is valuable
now, because I’'m wading through treacle.

Since it’s New Year, Happy New Decade, everyone. We deserve
some happiness. I conclude with a few observations.

e When you think you’ve had enough and can’t handle any more,
that’s when you’re being stretched to expand your capacity to
deal with possibilities that are evolving.

e Second: there’s more, and it’s coming.

e Third: it’s all going to be alright, even when it isn’t. This is a
tricky truth, and I learned this by sharing time with people in
conflict zones.

¢ Finally, to quote a sign at rural railway crossings in Britain:
STOP, LOOK AND LISTEN.

A new decade is a human calendrical construct but it prompts us
think longterm, and of this we need to do more. But remember:
listen more closely to things than to people. And I'll try too.

Nearly Went

But | came back
11th Jan 2020, 12 days later

In the 1990s I was editor for a publisher, Gateway Books, and we
did a book called Today is a Good Day to Die, by Stephen Levine.
In the middle of last night, struggling for breath, it felt a bit like
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that. If I had to go, this would be a good night for it. In the deep
dark of night, I wondered whether I would make it through to
morning. I had caught one of the strange breathing infections going
around at present. It was as if my lungs were clamped, unable to
take in air. With my immune system suppressed as part of my cancer
treatment, such an infection could kill me.

During the week I had been labouring. My spirits had been sagging.
Indistinct feelings, hovering between hope and despair, were
bugging me. I had been looking ahead to possible future times when
keeping up my spirits, no matter what, would be a key issue. If I felt
bad or faced with too much adversity, my health could deteriorate.

I was concerned about money, going back home to Cornwall, care
and support issues... and one big, inevitable question. What kind of
plans can [ make? ‘Take it one day at a time’. Well, yes, but people
and authorities want plans and timetables. When can they visit,
when can I do this or decide that, and can I make an arrangement for
next September? Um, the answer is, [ really do not know!

In the morning, when Grace saw me, she was really worried. I was
‘out of it’, wheezing for breath and a shadow of my former self.
Poor Grace — I’m putting her through such a lot. She called the
hospital. Anticipating possible sepsis, they called an ambulance.
Bring him in. Quick.

The ambulance guys were great. They exuded competence and
calm. One of the paramedics was in training, and [ was impressed
even with him. They listened to my lungs, took blood pressure,
asked questions, tapped on their mobile computer... Then the main
paramedic decided it would be safer, given the infections that are
rife right now, for me to stay at home rather than to go to hospital.
Perhaps he was getting intuitions that the Covid pandemic was
about to break out, and possibly it was already spreading.

There I was, ready to get whisked off to hospital with blue lights
flashing, dressed in my Arabic jalabiya and slippers, and suddenly I
was back in bed again!
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I was prescribed antibiotics, which Grace later kindly got from the
local pharmacy. I don’t like antibiotics but they are an integral part
of the cancer treatment, counteracting the immuno-suppressant
chemo and steroids. It’s a brutal system of medicine, but this is what
is available right now.

There is no holistic GP or hospital to turn to. This sad fact goes back
to the 1970s when wiser heads could have adopted an integrated
medicine approach to healthcare rather than suppressing
complementary medicine, denying it facilities and funding. Had
they been wiser then, we might not have the health and social care
crisis we have now.

A holistic approach to Myeloma interests me but, in my current
condition, I need proper supervision from someone who really
knows their stuff. I would need to pay lots for holistic treatment and
I’d need an emergency fallback system, such as paramedics, as |
needed yesterday.

Also, if it involves fasting, forget it, because I’'m already down to
60kg (9% stone) and there isn’t much of me left to detox! The only
person I’ve found thus far with specific complementary knowledge
of bone marrow cancer is a homoeopath living not far away who
also has Myeloma. But he’s going through the mill himself, poor
chap. Meanwhile, being treated online by a naturopath in Oregon or
Germany whom I’ve never met, for the princely sum of $3,700,
doesn’t quite give me confidence.

The paramedics left and there I was, back in bed, with the fullmoon
about to rise behind the hill outside the window.

I had a privileged glimpse into the dying process last night. When
you approach the moment of death, the world narrows as if like a
funnel to squeeze through, and all the ten thousand things we
normally concern ourselves with evaporate into irrelevance. The
issue simply becomes taking your next breath.

That is, until that ends too. Then you step over a threshold. A big,
wide space appears — light-filled if you see it that way. There can be
feelings of relief and release. You might be met by people you
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know. It’s easier than you think and it’s important not to struggle
against it.

I know this because, when I was twenty-four, [ had a near-death
experience. | went to the Pearly Gates and the Guardian told me, to
my surprise, “Sorry, it§ not your time yet”, but he took my friend
Mike. So I came back, minus most of my childhood memory. I was
unconscious for nine days. My friend Mike was dead. So I have a
little practice.® Life is precarious for the best of us, and cancer has
brought me close to the edge again.

I’m still here! I’'m more ‘with it’ today. Grace was able to leave me
on my own (with tea and flapjacks) in order to go out shopping —
and I hope she finds a friend to hang out with. She is good at caring
for me and tolerating me. Though it takes its toll on her.

A sign at the hospital says that unpaid carers like her save the
government £18,000 per year each. Well, that’s good. But she is
getting zero support for doing so. If she and people like her pulled
out of their caring duties to continue with their lives and careers, the
price-tag for professional carers would sky-rocket.

It’s time to end. More another time, inshallah. In Arabiyya, the land
of the Arabs, it means ‘if it is the will of God’. In English we would
say ‘with luck’. There are plans and there are evolving realities:
sometimes they meet and sometimes they don’t.

Rejoice
For we have no choice
21 Jan 2020, ten days later

I managed to walk about 500 metres on Sunday. We drove up on
Dartmoor on a bright, cold day. I staggered along over the close-
cropped grass with my walking frame. I didn’t expect to reach my

8 An account of this near-death experience is here: www.palden.co.uk/nde.html
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goal — a gateway over the other side of the field — but I did get there,
and back too. That was a major achievement!

It’s funny how a susceptible and weak state like this can produce a
sense of immense gratitude for small things. Afterwards, Grace and
I sat in the car with tea and blueberry biscuits and I felt happy to be
alive — though my back was aching and I was thoroughly shagged
out. This morning, sharp stomach pains had brought up tears of
vulnerability and, grasping Grace’s hand, I felt so grateful for her
presence at that moment. It must be worrying for her to see me in
this state — a wreck of a man. Her man.

At present, as far as getting better is concerned, it’s ‘mixed signals’.
I’m in a long tunnel, experiencing complications and side-effects.
Perseverance furthers. Only ten days ago I was struggling to stay
alive with an infection. As part of the cancer treatment my immunity
is reduced, and one kind of generosity I don’t want at present is
donations of infections! Especially from the rather lax teenagers
living in and visiting Grace’s house, who see the quarantine
restrictions placed on them as an infringement of their rights and
freedoms. Which they are.

On the other hand, my medical results are good. Paraprotein levels,
40 two months ago, are now down to 7, and light chain readings,
2,000 two months ago, sank first to 350 and now to 134. Don’t ask
me what those terms mean, but it’s encouraging. The aim is to
stabilise myself as close to zero as possible.

The cancer specialist at Torbay hospital said something interesting:
the average family doctor meets up with only two or three cases of
Myeloma in their whole career, so they often fail to diagnose it — not
least because its visible symptoms can vary a lot.

A week ago, when visiting hospital, in the corridor I saw the Indian
doctor who had diagnosed me correctly through what was probably
an act of inspired intuition. He had stood there looking at me
thoughtfully for what seemed a long time, then saying “7est his
blood for Myeloma”. And he walked out. This was brilliant,
considering that my main symptom was a lower back injury. When
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we met in the corridor last week I thanked him for that. Good man:
he had zeroed in on a rare condition that wasn’t easy to spot.

He lit up when I thanked him. I asked whether he met many of his
patients after they were fixed, and he said, No. So I said, please take
my thanks to represent the thanks of many more people. I took the
risk that he was Hindu, not Muslim, and said Namaste. It means ‘I
bow to you’ or ‘I see the soul in you’. Phew, I got it right. He
smiled, responded and went down another corridor.

After stabilisation, following initial treatment, there comes another
phase. I'm inclined not to have a stem cell transplant, the standard
procedure for most Myeloma patients at this point, though I’'m not
quite settled on that yet. It’s just that a transplant doesn’t feel right. 1
don’t get the feeling that the price — a few months of debilitation
and sickness — will yield the benefits that some get from a stem cell
transplant. It’s a form of remission that, for younger people at least,
can last a few years — though the cancer inevitably returns. One
successful transplant graduate on our Myeloma discussion group
said he enjoyed not having to take endless pills after his transplant.
This indeed is an incentive, but I still don’t feel quite right about it.

Bypassing the transplant means taking on a challenge to monitor
myself and maintain a good condition, with the chance that I might
have to return to bouts of chemo and steroids if things worsen. It’s
the low-points that are crucial. However, my advantage is that ’'m
starting from a different starting place from many cancer patients —
I’ve had a different life and I haven’t fought against myself as much
as many people do.

Sure, I’ve beaten myself up with fear, guilt and shame in my own
way, but generally I’ve learned and moved forward from there,
whatever my resistances. This does pay off. Yet I’ve still been hard
on myself too, workaholicky and living quite an intense life, and
now [ have bone marrow cancer.

Radiation exposure (nuclear and from wi-fi and mobile phones)
seems to be a key cause in my case, but there will surely be deeper
roots to it. It’s a matter of how we choose to see things: is this
cancer something wrong with me (arising from lifestyle or toxicity
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issues)? Or has my soul given me a late-life gift by dropping me
into a deep emotional-spiritual initiation? The best answer is
probably both, and it’s what you make of it that matters.

In my life I’ve been close to death a number of times, in illness or in
risky situations in conflict zones. Each time, coming to rapid
acceptance of the full situation has always turned something around
and released something deep inside. It has allowed my will-to-live
to take over if I am ill or, if in a tricky situation, it has helped me
stay calm and get out of danger. These past experiences have helped
me deal with my current tenuous situation. I’'m grateful for that.

It’s remarkable how life prepares us in advance for challenges it
brings us later on — as if it knows something. As if the past, present
and future are not as linear and sequential as we like to think.
“Spirit has a plan”’, my old humanitarian friend Pam Perry used to
say, “but the conundrum is seeing it” .

In choosing to have no transplant — in which they draw out stem
cells, clean them of cancer and pump them back in to stimulate a
revival of the blood and bone marrow — I’ll be taking on a challenge
to maintain health and spirits. I’'m not 100% there yet in terms of
commitment to this path, but that’s the way I’'m going unless
persuaded otherwise. I must get myself totally behind this strategy if
I want it to work.

I need to have good motivational reasons for staying alive. This
process has already started. I’m writing a book about the ancient
sites of West Cornwall, where I live. That’s stage one. The next
quandary concerns my humanitarian work and the extent to which it
can continue. Some can be done online but there can be intense
moments, worries, costs and issues nonetheless, and I do not know
whether I am capable of handling that any more. I miss friends in
Palestine and would love to visit the Tuareg village of Tinzibitane in
the Sahara desert in Mali that I’ve worked with for some years. But
long-distance travel is beyond me now — and riding 60km on the
back of a camel, with my back... well, I don’t see that happening. I
just have to come to terms with this.
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Big ideas, insights galore, loads of pills and a good dose of back
pain — a strange combination. Slowly getting stronger, I’'m shocked
at the extent to which my muscles have shrunk and my body is frail.
When I was young I was a mountaineer and cross-country runner.
Was that another life?

We think of our existence as a continuity, as one life stretching
between physical birth and death, but it is not. I could count at least
five lives since I was born, back in 1950. The life I have now is so
different from the life I had even just a year or two ago, when I
could still roam the cliffs of Cornwall — something that’s not on the
agenda right now. Though it might reappear, with walking sticks.

“Rejoice, rejoice, we have no choice but to carry on...” sang
Crosby, Stills, Nash and Young decades ago. Just gotta keep going.
That is the way of things. ‘Treat each day as if it’s the first and last
day of your life’ — I used to try so hard to observe this maxim. Now
it’s becoming easier and more for real.

Another Fullmoon
And not the same Palden

10 Feb 2020, nearly three weeks later

It was the cancer nurse Victoria who delivered a valuable truth.
When I asked the registrar about my prospects — and whether or
when I’ll get my brains back — he fudged. But Victoria, sitting
behind him, intervened to say I shall return to and stabilise on a new
level and it will be different from before, and I must accept this. It
will take a few months after completing chemotherapy for my
brains to return, and they won’t return to where they were before.
Thanks, Victoria. She knew.

I’ve been getting a secondary wave of realisation of the extent to

which my life has really, really changed. It has brought a sense of

loss, but something else has been coming up in its place. I’ve made

a decision. I’'m taking life in my hands and I’m going to take on a
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self-management strategy rather than have a stem cell transplant —
the default treatment that seems to work for many people, mainly
people younger than me.

In my own case, a strong intuition tells me a transplant will either
not work or it will bring no advantage. After such a transplant, it
involves three to six months of dependency and relatively intensive
care to get over it. In many cases it gives some years of remission.
In my case I don’t get the feeling I shall have that payoff. Some
people get years, some just get six months’ remission, and some
people die from the procedure. Besides, I can’t realistically manage
up to six months of dependency on care — I can’t stay with Grace for
that length of time, weighing her down, and I don’t have that level
of care available in Cornwall. Anyway, want to get on with life to
the extent that I can. Bed isn’t an exciting place to be.

So I'm choosing another route, an integrative medical route that is
partially medical and partially holistic. This has its risks, but so does
anything, and it seems to me I can do at least as well with it as with
a transplant. It will be a challenge to monitor and look after myself,
and to be willing to go back on chemo and steroids if necessary.
Few people in Britain seem to take this choice voluntarily, though in
other European countries it is more common. Most people take a
self-management route only if their medical condition prevents
them from having the transplant.

I have between one and seven years to live, at a guess. I want to die
well, whenever and however that happens. I hope to stay around
until my useful life is done — and then I shall go in peace, if life
permits. After all, shit happens, and the best way to make God laugh
is to tell him your plans. But I think my chances of succeeding are
greater if I take life in my hands, and if I make it my own choice
and responsibility. Then my heart will be fully behind it.

I shall not be returning to where I was before cancer. For Grace and
me, my contracting cancer was not part of our plan, but it has
happened anyway. Facts have overruled everything else. To some
extent this is harder on her than it is on me — it’s hard being a
voluntary carer. She also has to face the possibility of losing me.
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Even now I’m not the same Palden as [ was before. “You 've
changed so much”, she said. Yes, I’'m beginning to see that.

I have a new life. It brings with it new possibilities that lurk
amongst the constraints I’m served with. One constraint is the threat
of death, the prospect of accepting the Great Unknown like I've
never accepted it before. But that opens up possibilities. The
edginess of mortality sharpens our experience of life, making every
moment a bit more poignant.

Life is a preparation for the moment of our passing.

This said, I’'m becoming a bit more capable every few weeks. It’s a
long, slow process. My back still cannot support me for more than a
minute — enough time to get an item of clothing over my head
before needing to hold myself up again!

It’s amazing how an experience like this renders small issues such
as going to the toilet into a big event. It has made me feel grateful
for small things — a biscuit, a walk on the moors, a close time with
Grace, a phone chat with my son or hearing about what’s happening
with my faraway daughters and their families.

My readings are good. I’'m not sure what these mean, but my light-
chain readings have gone from 2,000 to 350 to 134 to 103, and my
paraproteins have gone from 13 to 7 to 4.9. So in haematological
terms, I’'m doing well.

But the hospital is tending to ignore another aspect of my condition
— physical disablement. This side-effect of Myeloma derives from
the collapse of my lower-back vertebrae. Unless stopped, Myeloma
eats up the bones, and this is what has happened. So the chemo is
stopping it, and I’m being given Zolodronic Acid too, by occasional
drip, to help rebuild and solidify my bones.

Luckily, I have a really good cranial osteopath, Simon, who is
helping with my back. Cranial osteopathy or chiropractic are best
for a Myeloma patient since, unlike normal osteopathy, they involve
no physical manipulation. They’re very subtle and not at all
forceful, and they work.
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I’ve been learning about fatigue, experientially. It is far more
profound than tiredness and it can come on suddenly, in minutes.
Sometimes I just can’t manage to follow through on a conversation
— suddenly fatigue takes me over and I droop quickly. I can shower
myself but drying and clothing myself is a step too far. I have new
limits. I get totally worn out. There comes a point where I just zone
out with exhaustion, having crossed that limit. There’s nothing
much I can do about it. It’s a big lesson in acceptance.

My goal, to be able to walk to my favourite place, Carn Lés Boel, a
big sacred headland not far from Pordenack Point, over two to three
miles of rough though inspiring Cornish clifftops, might never be
achieved. But at least I have a goal to aim for. It’s a place where, as
the Yaqui sorcerer Don Juan once said, I could dance my last dance
— with the ancient spirits and the Atlantic winds as my witness.
Somehow, I’'m determined to get there.

[Eventually I got there with Grace by the shortest route late in 2020
and then made a proper pilgrimage there by the rather special,
longer route from Land’s End, past Pordenack Point and Nanjizal
Bay in summer 2023.]

Looking back over my life, it’s funny how, in some respects, [
learned everything I need to know in my formative years as a hippy
student revolutionary, aged 16-23ish. I formed values and made life-
decisions that have enacted themselves ever since in the karmic
threads of my life. Everything that has happened since has simply
illustrated the point, testing my capacity to integrate the lessons I
learned, and to manifest those learnings in real, workable terms. So
do we really learn much as life goes on? Well, yes and no.

I’ve succeeded in some things and not in others — and this is what
earthly life is about. It’s a place to work at manifesting our dreams,
knowing that only some will become realised. We came here to
learn such lessons and to make a contribution on the basis of what
we become. I forget who it was who said, ‘It’s not what you get from
doing it, it’s what you become by doing it’.

It is an amazing planetary situation we find ourselves in. Life is a
predicament, yet a path of light leads through its intricate karmic
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minefield. We’re challenged to stay true to the indwelling spirit
within — tricky, since succumbing to the sleep of the soul is easy and
it’s the default pattern of our time. Most people do it. But in the end
such somnambulance becomes a path of self-destruction.

The 18th Century philosopher Edmund Burke once said, ‘For the
triumph of evil it is necessary only that good people do nothing’.
This sums up our global situation. The world sleepwalks into a
crunch of its own making. A great awakening is due. The
breakthrough has taken longer than my friends and I foresaw fifty-
odd years ago. The big question is: when does ‘too late’ arrive, and
what shape might it take?

I’m thankful for the gift that cancer has given. The looming
challenge of death sharpens life’s contrasts, offering an opportunity
to live more fully. My relative disability presents a challenge but it’s
doable, and I still hope I’ll be able to walk reasonably freely
sometime soon. This will enable me to go home to Cornwall, and
I’'m looking forward to that.

But then, who knows? Life is what happens when you 're busy
making other plans. To quote John Lennon.

It’s time to finish — my energy is flagging, even though I’'m writing
this in bed with my laptop on my knees. Bless you. Thanks for
reading and for being there to write to.

##

Coming Up For Air
Again, starting again

29 Feb 2020, 19 days later

I’'m beginning to see light at the end of the tunnel. My cousin Faith
visited recently, bless her. She pointed out how my life has become
one of super-concentrated uncertainty. Her husband had died of
cancer and she knows. It’s funny, when you’re caught up in the
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intricacies and subjectivities of your own life-bubble, how a simple
observation like that can really help with seeing things more clearly.

I’m on cycle five of a planned six cycles of chemo and steroids —
already reduced from eight cycles. I’'m expected to plateau at a
stable level when all the intense treatments I’ve been having come
to an end. My readings are still improving.

At the three-weekly meeting with the haematologist, I asked
whether there would be follow-up drugs and she said no, none at all.
That was a surprise, but it frees me up to design my own Myeloma
self-management regime, so it feels like a release. But a release into
what? Swimming in a sea of uncertainty, hazard and possibility.

There will be periodic blood checks to make sure my Myeloma
levels haven’t risen and, if they do, I’ll go back on chemo and
steroids if necessary and if it feels right at the time. I hope to delay
that through good self-management. We’ll see how that pans out in
real life. What we want and what we get can be two different things.

Bone marrow cancer doesn’t go away — it’s a matter of minimising
it within manageable levels. Either Myeloma or a related secondary
issue will eventually do me in. If I’'m one of those unfortunates to
catch Coronavirus and kick the bucket — which I don’t believe will
be the case, but you never know — then there will be work for me to
do Upstairs. Work with others who die, who perhaps are struggling,
unready for the death-transition — helping them get their relationship
with their soul sorted out.

So all is not lost. Every one of us gets done in somehow, sooner or
later. So, when life does you in, do it well! It’s one of the great
breakthrough opportunities that life gives us. Screw the courses,
workshops, trainings, videos and books — this is for real and it
comes for free.

I’ve treated this bone marrow cancer as a spiritual challenge, though
it’s very much a human one. I’ve been digging around in all the
fears I seem to have, and they’ve been digging me out too.
Mercifully, I don’t get depressed. When I was young I had a few
terrible dark depressions until I realised that there’s a lump of gold
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waiting in the dark depths. I met the dragon down there, guarding
the treasure, knowing it could annihilate me if I was afraid.

Suddenly I saw depression anew, as an asset, as a creative or
spiritual crisis rather than an ailment. Since then, things have been
different: depressions have transformed into times of interiority in
which I go quiet. It’s a time for meta-processing, preparing the
ground for breakthrough. To do this we have to give ourselves full
permission to step over a threshold. Eventually truths and
inspirations come up — jewel gifts lighting up the next stage.

The chemo-induced tunnel I’ve been drifting through has been
weird and difficult. I would have been depressed about it if I were
inclined that way. Fatigue, spaced-outness, a kind of dementia,
feelings of downfall, lack of progress and perspective... but the end
of the process is now coming into sight. When this intense phase of
chemo ends in April I shall move back home to Cornwall.

I’1l start again. Again. Much of my foregoing life has been
cancelled. Now I need to find a new level that works, for the
duration of whatever time I have left. I need a life-redesign.

My body has made a breakthrough. I can now stand unsupported for
a longer time and walk short distances. It’s like going back to
toddlerhood — to the time when I started standing up. It’s like an
overnight activation of the circuitry that suddenly puts all the
necessaries in place to allow standing and walking. Standing up and
walking is suddenly there, as if it had always been there. This
happened to me recently — almost as if a switch had been thrown.
I’m beginning to walk again.

Talking of uncertainty, I’ve been pitched into it and now I’'m
watching the world getting pushed that way too, through the agency
of Covid. Things are wobbling seriously across the world. We’re
helpless, whatever we throw at it, and we’re in the hands of fate.
Blessings to those individuals, particularly doctors, nurses and
helpers, who pass away — they make this sacrifice for us all.
However, their deaths are meaningful only if we change and learn
lessons as a result of all this.
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When I was young, I made a vow to help the world reach an
irreversible tipping-point of change in my lifetime — only then
would I feel ‘mission accomplished’. I was quite clear about it then,
around age 21-22. Well, that turned out to be a tall order. Since
around 2000, having passed the age of 50, I was growing older and
seeing how the world wasn’t really yet tipping. Reluctantly I let go
of this vision, or at least its projected timetable, transferring my
efforts to things that might bear fruit posthumously.

While facing cancer a glimmer of hope has revived in my heart. It
gives reason to stay alive: I still want to contribute to world
breakthrough. An ageing old crock of a dissident can do it just as
well as a youngster. I don’t make as much noise and drama but I've
learned a few tricks along the way. What’s important is making a
difference, not just making a noise.

An old friend and soul-sister, Sian, is taking me home to Cornwall
next weekend for nine days, on a reality-testing mission to see how
well I cope on the farm. Grace can have a break from looking after
me, bless her. Sian and I worked together for years in a meditation
group called the Flying Squad.® We’ve been through a lot together,
and her offer to take me home to Cornwall is rather a magic
initiative on her part. That’s what happens next. In gradual steps,
I’m coming back to life, returning from the otherworld and from a
chemotherapeutic fog.

Thank you all so much, you who have sent me healing and good
vibes to help me on my way. I really appreciate that. Thanks also to
Tomten the cat, who has slept dedicatedly on my bed, at times lying
seemingly deliberately on my most painful parts and acting as an
amazing pain reliever. Thanks to the amazing nurses and doctors in
Torbay hospital — remarkable people working within a very complex
and rather screwed up health system.

Above all, thanks to Grace, who has busted a gut, borne a heavy
load and worn herself out. She has been a star. Something like that
can never be repaid. There’s an enormous life-lesson in that.

® The Flying Squad: http://www.flyingsquad.org.uk
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Back Down On The Farm

Boscawen-(n blessings
16th March 2020, Cornwall, 16 days later

Recently my emotions have come really close to the surface. Quite
easily I burst into tears over the slightest thing — over a piece of
music or a feeling of simple gratitude for being alive. Meanwhile,
the world presents me with lists of things to do, while I’'m beset
with ‘chemo-brain’, feeling unready to face them. Sometimes I feel
overloaded and it brings up even more tears! My immune system,
low as part of my cancer treatment, seems to bring out an emotional
permeability.

I’'m fed up of being unwell, and tired of spilling things, missing the
toilet when peeing, early morning aches, and being so helpless and
dependent. Sometimes I can’t handle it and it’s more wet cheeks.

I’ve been feeling the grief of my parents’ and grandparents’
generations, from two world wars. Grief over the ‘wrong’ deaths I
have seen in the Middle East in my humanitarian work. Regret over
an avoidable incident I could have done something about in 2014,
killing 200-odd Syrian villagers — it hit my humanitarian instincts
deeply. Grief over two previous lives in which I have been a general
(past-life regression was part of my path for few decades).

Grief remembering my chronologically last life as an aristocratic
Austrian philanthropist involved in such a ridiculously big
humanitarian crisis, World War Two, where only small acts of
goodness could be done, only some people could be saved and only
a modicum of good sense could be inculcated into the madness.
Some of this is personal PTSD and some is collective. Somehow the
lid has come off and I’m very conscious of it.

I’m back home on the farm in Cornwall. It feels safe down here,
pandemic-wise. The farm is isolated and people here are dealing
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well with it. I was supposed to return to Devon next week for a
hospital consultation, blood tests and new medication but ’'m
staying here — we’ll have to fix things in other ways. The farm is the
best place to be: I’m fortunate to be here.

Grace is at her home in Devon, picking up the pieces after caring for
me for the last few months. She has saved my life and gone many
extra miles for me. I was so lucky that she held me in my time of
need. It’s good to give her space, and for me to learn how to live
more independently — we might not see each other for a while. She
has clients and students, and teenagers to look after at home.

I’'m used to a hermit’s life and can look after myself much of the
time. I need a helper for some things, and it will take time to build
up strength and establish a new normality. With the crowd-funded
money people have kindly donated I am kitting myself up with a
new fridge, work chair and a mattress.

The ‘care crisis’ in Britain and similar countries derives particularly
from the death of community and the extended family. A Palestinian
family of forty could take in a person like me with no great change
to its routines or feeling of burden. There, the old people sit at the
centre of the compound where a family of fiftyish people might live
— with the kids playing around and people coming and going, sitting
awhile to drink mint tea and chat. Old people are more highly
honoured than in Europe.

My old friend from Leeds, Sian, is with me. She’s heading home
soon. Having worked together before, it’s good to spend time
together. We and others in the Hundredth Monkey Project? and the
Flying Squad spent a lot of time ‘pressure-cooking’ world issues
with each other, working hard on things, and it bonded us as souls
even though it’s now in the past. That kind of bonding has a
through-thick-and-thin solidarity to it.

On Saturday we went to Boscawen-(in stone circle, not far from the
farm. It is 4,400ish years old. We did the usual things you do —

10 The Hundredth Monkey Project | ran in the mid-1990s, holding week-long meditation
retreats of around 100 people, working with world issues: www.palden.co.uk/m100.html
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circumambulating, visiting each of the stones, being quiet and
sitting by the big quartz stone drinking tea.

After a while a couple came along. We started talking. Before long I
was undergoing a profound healing offered by the woman, and it
felt good and right. She spoke in tongues, looked me straight in the
eyes, grasped and shook my hands. She was channelling a very
strong energy from beings that seemed to be definitely of the not-of-
this-Earth kind. I let them examine me from the inside.

They told me through her that shadows of grief were hovering
around me — yes, that’s true, though it’s fascinating when an
outsider comes out of the blue to say that. I felt healing energy
rippling through me. I was being subtly massaged and energy-
manipulated. Since that healing I’ve been leaking tears by the
gallon. Thank you Estelle, whoever you are, for bringing me a gift
of God in a stone circle. She and her mate disappeared and I've
never seen them again. Magic happens.

Cancer opens a doorway to karma-clearing, pattern-changing and
sharpening of life-purpose. Amongst cancer patients I have met, a
proportion of them seem to be taking on a deep challenge of the
soul by going through this kind of cancer initiation. In my case,
there are shadows of the past to clear, murky things I have touched,
errors | have made and things I could have done better. Yet this
soul-challenge seems to come more from the future than from the
past — as if the future is drawing me forward and I am less affected
by my past than I was before.

Being dealt a bucketload of uncertainty is one of the ways this inner
challenge reveals itself. I don’t know how long I'll live — it could be
months to years. This issue variously faces everyone, but cancer has
a way of putting it in our face, reminding us how vulnerable we are.
We need to talk about this more, to address a cultural taboo around
death. One of Coronavirus’ many gifts is that it is awakening us to
our mortality and insecurity. We need this.

I’m on this vulnerability trip at a time when the wider world is also
wobbling with uncertainty. Whenever and however the Covid
pandemic ends, things will not go back to normal. Something has
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been unbottled. Values are changing. Everything that was safe is
now questionable. The consequences of this shared mass experience
are greater and deeper than anyone can see. Society, community and
humanity are starting to mend. Here we go, into the unknown.

I feel in a precarious state. If you don’t hear from me again, I might
have kicked the bucket — you never know. In which case, stay tuned
and you might hear from me sometime, from Upstairs. You might
find me tapping on the top of your head. If I do go, all is not lost
since it releases me to help out on the other side — a humanitarian’s
work is never done! I’ll be where I’'m most useful. If I stay on Earth,
I’1l write again in due course and keep you posted. I have to say
this, in case it’s true. That’s uncertainty for you. Bless you for being
with me on this journey.

Palden at his desk (mission contrél). Photo by Penny Cornell

In these parlous times, I wish upon you something that the
Palestinians have made progress in mastering: the capacity to make
the best out of a bad situation and stay happy enough under duress.
When a Palestinian smiles, it shows how they have not lost the war,
for they retain their humanity and live to see another day. When
they don’t smile, it’s really for real, not just a bad mood.
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If misfortune strikes, ask yourself Where is the gift in this? — and
therein lie answers and avenues leading to progress. The world is
changing and, amidst the pain and tragedy, good things unfold —
humanity is starting to come back after decades of cruel, destructive
economism. But it will take time and many crunch-points.

Everything is okay in the end. If its not okay, it'’s not the end. We all
came here to bring light to a benighted world, and recently we’ve
been given an opportunity.

Hang On A Minute...

Is this the life we really want?
8 April 2020, three weeks later

The experience of being wiped out with cancer is strangely political.
Please let me explain.

You who are ‘healthy’ and ‘normal’ have a busy life rushing around
doing things you feel you ought to be doing to keep your lists and
timetables from overwhelming you. You’re time-poor, driven by a
creeping underlying guilt and fear about what might happen if you
don’t measure up to what’s required of you. You do things because
you feel you should, ought or have to do them, whatever is the
rationale. It’s sensible and responsible to do it. Go on, be honest,
that’s the agenda we’re confronted with.

Sorry to be blunt, but this is a political issue. If you’re busy rushing
around ticking off lists, you’re likely to be busy not doing what you
came here to do. Or you’re masking it, living distractedly, juggling
everything as best you can. You’re busy even doing things that even
go against your own core beliefs or preferences. That’s political and
counter-democratic — in the sense that life and society would be
very different if most or all of us did something else.

I’m not recommending that you get cancer in order to become like
me — relatively time-rich and wondering how to spend my time.
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This said, my current situation follows after a life in which I too was
time-poor and pushing the river. Cancer and partial disability have
forced the issue — suddenly I have a lot of time.

One lesson from cancer and from Covid is that we need to slow
down, whittling things down to essentials and to true need. We need
to be human and be here for each other. Restoring normality
(returning to racing rats) is not the solution.

So, please forgive me for pointing this out but, while I might be
unwell, there’s something happening for me that is very healthy.
I’ve come closer to my humanness, re-cleaving to my true path as a
result. If there is one single thing that will change the world, it is
this: everyone needs to start getting on with what we truly came
here to do, without hedging. Take risks. Follow your calling.

At present, in the news they are concerned about efficiency and
productivity in the economy. In terms of material output and
financial gain, this might be true. Yet from an enduring soul
viewpoint, the effectiveness we need to look at concerns the extent
to which we are pursuing our life purpose. Seen this way, while
life’s many distractions and pressures do remain relevant, they take
on a rather different complexion and priority.

Getting hit with cancer is a cards-on-the-table thing. It makes us
look at what’s most important (and not important) in life. In this
sense, cancer is helping me, from a soul viewpoint. A key reason
why I contracted cancer is this: I’ve rushed around for the whole of
my life, giving insufficient attention to certain core issues that form
the foundations of life. Yes, even me — and I’ve been pursuing my
life-purpose quite a lot. But now, all that has changed.

In life I’ve done some worthy things that at times have created
outcomes [’m happy about, but nevertheless I got cancer. Not
because I did them and got things wrong — there’s no point feeling
guilty, and this isn’t a punishment — but it is worth looking at the
causal connections that have led to this point.

I was given cancer in order to learn this fundamental life-lesson. In
the end there is no right path or wrong path through life, though
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there certainly are outcomes, and the choices we make through life
do matter. There’s an alternative that is available to us at any stage
of life, even toward its end: it is our option to learn our life-lessons
now, voluntarily, at the proper time, without setting aside that
learning for another day. But we humans, we do have busy lives.

“Dear God, please help me”. “Well”, says God, “What do you
really want? I mean, really?”.

Equanimity
Chopping wood and carrying water
24th April 2020, just over two weeks later

It’s all about the law of opposites. There is always balance.
Everything compensates out. We don’t usually see this, but we get
glimpses of it and it seems to come clear when we’re dying or
approaching death.

You might think that, lying propped up on pillows for much of the
day, I’'m doing nothing much. But I’ve been working hard. Believe
me, as a Grade A workaholic my settings are set high. Mercifully,
much of the work I’ve done has been meaningful stuff, feeding me
in more ways than a wage or salary does. Nevertheless, lounging in
bed has been fruitful as a way of sourcing insights, and I seem to
have gained quite a remarkable global outreach without really
trying, through my online postings and blogs. I’ve just been
creative, to stay happy, but my outpourings seem to have connected
with people worldwide in a way that hasn’t happened before.

Cancer has changed me more than I thought likely or possible. I'm
not sure who I am any more, or where I stand. I’'m stuck with the
same old me, yet I’'m in a new life in which the game-plan has
changed. I’'m perpetually in transition and surprisingly free of goals
to head for. Much of the day I'm in a strangely mindless state, an
under-motivated stupor, yet in the last five months I’ve done more
inner journeying than I’ve done in the last two decades, getting into
53



Blessings That Bones Bring | Palden Jenkins

all sorts of altered states. At times I’ve been seeing things from the
viewpoint of the universe experiencing itself, as if no longer
anchored in my body or my customary sense of selfhood. Right now
I can’t encapsulate it any better.

Life is really hard, for me and for so many people round the world.
Rising hardship levels have suddenly parachuted millions of people
into a newly squelchy reality-mire. All of a sudden, we cancer types
have the company of a wider spectrum of people staring at death
and fighting to stay alive. In another context it was like that for my
friends the Palestinians when the Arab revolutions broke out in 2010
and dictators fired into the crowds in Syria, Egypt, Yemen and
Bahrain — suddenly ‘the suffering Palestinians’ had company.

Yet hardship is partially a fact and partially a position, a judgement,
an experience that is adopted, assumed and felt. Truth is, everything
charges its price and yields benefits, so a certain equanimity is
called for since everything always compensates. It can stretch across
time but compensations are inbuilt into every situation. Everything
eventually turns to its opposite — whether that’s a feeling or a fact.
Affluence has its sufferings, and deprivation and underprivilege
have their joys. Revelation is the uncovering of truths that always
were there. It all depends how we see things. The curtains are
opened, yet the scene on the other side was always there.

Identifying these compensations has been a key part of my cancer
therapy. Exhausted with life and living in a severe cancer droop, [
feel uncannily inspired. In my vacuousness, in the inner planes, I’ve
become strangely capable and competent, like a seal underwater,
after it has lolloped laboriously over dry land. But I’m not very
competent in the outer or ‘real’ world — some days I can’t even cook
my dinner. That’s rather a button-presser because normally I am
pretty competent and capable.

Sometimes concerned friends ask me ‘How are you?’ It raises a
vexed Commander Data look from me. What to report? My life is
happy and productive, thank you, and I’m hardly lifting a finger. My
body aches like... well, the Swedes have a perfect description...
helvetes djdvlar skit, which translates as ‘hell’s devilish shit’.

54



Blessings That Bones Bring | Palden Jenkins

So I'm, er, kinda like this, really.

I think Grace used to wonder whether I’d lost my marbles when she
saw me chuckling at the ridiculousness of being creased up with
searing pain. However, pain varies in character and amount
according to the attention we give it. Everything compensates.
Reality is an agreement, a form of groupthink we endlessly repeat
and reaffirm to each other — some things are deemed good and
others are deemed bad, and that’s the way it is. No, it isn’t.

Covid lockdowns have imposed an enforced inactivity on society.
The engines stalled and we gained an opportunity to stop and look
at our lives. A sudden compensatory reality-subsidence crept up on
us as the lockdown started. Both Covid and cancer are gifts —
though it depends of course on how we see things.

My late aunt Hilary worked with Alan Turing at Bletchley Park in
1941-42. They thought they were cracking Hitler’s codes. Actually,
they were inventing computers and artificial intelligence, without
really knowing the full significance of what they were doing. Life is
what happens when you re busy making other plans. That’s another
John Lennon quote.

Today we have a pandemic but Coronavirus will eventually be
forgotten. The virus carries an information upgrade for humanity’s
collective psyche. In the fullness of time this is good, though for
now it is painful to many. Things are shifting from bottom up. Those
at the top of society are getting struck down too. We thought this
was a health crisis but actually it’s a global game-changer with new,
as yet unspoken rules. Coronavirus is the carrier of that change. In
the end, the change, not the carrier of it, will be remembered.

For me, the lockdown started in November 2019, while for most
people in UK it started in March 2020. My cancer journey has been
re-framed by Covid. Utter change has hit us, to each of us in our
own ways. As an author I’ve already done many self-imposed
lockdowns, so Covid hasn’t changed things greatly, yet it has too.

With a wryly matter-of-fact voice my son said, “Well Dad, you were
sitting at your desk before and you re sitting at your desk after”. Yet
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he knew everything had changed for me. ‘Before enlightenment,
chopping wood and carrying water; after enlightenment, chopping
wood and carrying water.” This is simply the law of paradox, the law
of opposites, at work.

I’ve been home on the farm in Cornwall for over a month. It has
done me a world of good. I'm glad to be out of busy England — even
though, while there, I was mostly in bed. I’'m more or less keeping it
together here. No more pills to take. But I’'m zonked out, wondering
why exactly I’'m here. Wondering even where ‘here’ is. Yet when I
think of all of you, you’re right here with me.

Coronavirus gives humanity a ripple of mercy. It’s an update
preparing us for an upgrade, and it had to subvert our well-armed
virus protection to do it. DNA is about informational algorithms,
and groupthink is being reprogrammed. There’s more to go with this
process. It could take thirty years.

The cancer specialist at the Royal Cornwall Hospital rang today
saying she was amazed at my test results. No surprise there, thought
I. Why? Well, one deep reason I’ve had cancer is that, as an Aspie,
I’ve never felt properly understood. People have adopted
antipathies, misunderstandings and decisions that have led to
painful consequences for me, and they’ve finally worn me out. Here
I am, and my cancer process has involved an enormous forgiving of
the past. Perhaps my test results are showing the doctor that airy-
fairy beliefs like mine are perhaps not so stupid after all — forgiving
and emotional healing are closely connected to medical healing.

My results are good, I think, because of the way I’ve looked after
myself, and the way I’m treating my circumstances now — neither
fighting nor giving in to it. Looking after myself has given me a
spirit-rooted robustness and a deep-level resilience that makes living
or dying more of a choice of the soul. If ’'m needed here on Earth
I’ll stay, and if I’'m needed Upstairs, that’s where I’ll go. It’s okay.

People that I’ve worked with in conflict zones taught me that the
world doesn’t end and the sky doesn’t fall in even when it feels like
that. We have a situation, that’s all. It’s hard, this stuff, but it’s here
and happening, and this is it. Such an approach has helped me face
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cancer. It’s not the end of the world: it’s the universe on a growth
path, exploring its possibilities through me and you.

Even so, I’'m reaching age 70 and at last my hair is beginning to turn
silver. I’'m still guzzling CBD, cider vinegar, beansprouts, selenium
and vitamins. But one of the greatest of medicines is the gift of
being able to help others. We become healed by healing others.

Pilgrimage
Glowing on Carn Lés Boel

13th July 2020, nearly three months later
(intervening blogs concerned other subjects)

Here I’ve been, locked down in the Far Beyond, watching. ‘Far
beyond’ is the meaning of the name ‘Penwith’ (or, in Cornish,
Pennwydh), where I live. I’'m watching the world from the far
beyond, listening more closely to things than to people. I watch and
listen for underlying threads, tides and motions. In my long hours
wooning in bed in a fatigued post-chemo stupor, these threads move
around in my psyche, turning over and over. Occasionally, out
comes a big ‘Aha’, a lightbulb glimmer.

I’m making use of the situation I’'m now in — amongst other things
writing down ideas while I’'m still here to write them, in notes, blogs
and books. Life has been hard over the last month: things have been
changing though I am not, overall, noticeably getting better. I seem
to have cracked the Myeloma itself, at least for now, but my back
and bones are not good and I have achey, naggy stiffness and body-
pain. I was told it was arthritis but I am not so sure, and no one
gives it attention.

What’s troubling is that I do not have overall guidance and
supervision from a doctor or practitioner knowledgeable in both
conventional and complementary medicine — someone to assess the
whole picture in a way that is useful to me. I have disparate
specialists, doctors and practitioners, bless them all, each saying
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their own bit and recommending their own strategies. Some of the
things they get excited about are not my most pressing concerns.

So I have to carefully think and feel my way through all this. I get a
conflict sometimes between what I am told and what intuitively I
feel. Hardly anyone actually touches me, looks in my eyes or listens
to my heart — it’s all remote. It’s MRIs, CTs, PETs, and I have a
radionics genius in Canada and another using an e-Lybra machine in
Devon. It’s Startrek medicine, with lots of bleepers and winking
lights. But I wish someone would touch and prod me.

The exception was a young registrar in Torbay hospital a while ago
who wanted to test me for prostate cancer. He said he could stick his
finger up my bum, taking seconds, or send me for tests, taking
hours. I told him to give me the finger. I didn’t have prostate cancer,
and we probably saved the NHS a three-figure sum in the process.

Throughout life I’ve had good health. Few doctors actually know
me and my medical records are scanty. This is tricky because, as a
one-off oddbod, I don’t seem to conform to the normal rules of
health and medicine, so doctors and healers take a while to figure
out how this guy works. I’'m the sort of person who can’t easily be
shoved through the system in the usual way.

I’ve had several instances where I have responded to treatment far
faster and easier than expected. I’ve also paid a high price in after-
effects from some of the drugs I’ve imbibed in the last six months.

Tomorrow I’m going to a chiropractor in Hayle, fifteen miles away.
John knows me from pre-cancer days, and that’s an advantage. He’s
also very experienced. I’m in such a state skeletally that I’'m not
sure how much he can help, but I need to ask him to try to give me a
new template for my twisted bodily frame to align to — in terms of
body-memory. I’'m working on posture and movement but I feel so
out of joint that I need re-setting, so that I have a template to work
to. My bones click on an hourly basis and, when I lie down on my
back at night (painful at first), I can click myself in four or five
places. It’s a relief to do so, but it’s troubling to be so frail.
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The doctors now think my biggest risk is lung cancer, while I think
that, if I’'m going to kick the bucket anytime soon, it will be from
complications arising from broken bones or something else, not
lung cancer. My bones have been eaten away by Myeloma, so I am
susceptible to impacts, and I am yet to find out how many such
instances I can take before it’s better to do some bucket-kicking.

So things are progressing and also they aren’t, and it’s a labyrinth to
stagger though — walking sticks flying as I totter my way through
life. Yesterday Grace and I made pilgrimage to my favourite place,
Carn Lés Boel. It was a mile each way (we took the short, least
inspiring cheat route) and we took it slowly. Pity the poor person
who walks with me, but Grace said that she’s observing small things
in nature that she didn’t give attention to before, now that we walk
slowly. It’s one of the gifts of doddery old age — you see and bear
witness to things that others don’t!

I’m not that old — hitting 70 in September — but my body feels like
it’s around 85 and my psyche has had to get used to that, becoming
more like the psyche of a distinctly old man. It’s easy to get
annoyed or upset over things I can no longer do, but what’s the
point? It just makes life more difficult. Being threatened with death
makes me grateful for each day, no matter how low things go. No
one is bombing my house and a tornado isn’t on its way: some
people have to face disastrous stuff like this even when they have
cancer, and in this I am lucky. People ask me how I am, and mostly
I say, and really mean, “I’m still alive”! Problem is, apart from this,
the answer can change hourly, depending on what’s happening.
Sometimes I'm glowing and sometimes I’m like a lead weight.

Yesterday, at Carn Lés Boel, I was glowing. I love peering out over
the ocean. The spirit-beings on the carn (headland) are ancient and
benign, like old friends, holding me in their upstretched hands and
giving a nod of recognition when I first arrive. My soul expands and
I grow stronger in spirit. [ asked for healing and offered up my life,
affirming that I’ll be where I’'m most needed and do the best I can
with it. I listened to the linguistics of the waves, visited infinity and
felt my way round the globe, blessing people I know and people I
don’t. It was a holy day and a good change from the rather quiet,
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shut-in life I’ve been living recently. God bless Grace for making
this pilgrimage with me — though it was her pilgrimage too, and I
think she had her own deep experiential equivalent.

Palden at Carn Lés Boel, happee as can bee. Photo by Grace.

Planet Earth is a strange yet beautiful place. Humanity is in such a
mess yet so full of promise. I feel so engaged in my heart with
people all over the world, yet I’'m geographically so distant from
people and places. I wish I could return to Palestine to be with old
friends there — they are really going through it, with Covid and
current politics, and their economy is stumbling more than usual,
and they really don’t deserve this.

I’d love to go to Mali to visit Tinzibitane, the Tuareg village I've
worked with since 2015. The villagers have been doing well but
Covid has drained their finances. They want to sell their crafts
abroad since tourism in Mali has collapsed. They’re 70% self-
sufficient but when they interact with the wider world they need
money. Thanks to Covid they no longer have capital to invest in
materials for their crafts. I’'m not sure whether I can help any more.
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Even here on the farm, far from the madding crowd, there’s a sense
of things hotting up around us. The lockdown has ended. The prop
planes for the Scilly Isles have started flying in and out of Land’s
End airfield, just over the hill, laden with visitors. Go out on the
roads and the big, flashy, black cars of the English are here. There’s
buzzing in the air. But it’s motors, not insects. Insects are few, and
one consequence of insect die-off will be fewer birds, like the
swallows and bats that swoop around outside my window, feeding
on flies. And feeding me with joy.

Bless you all. All will be well. Life is a problem and life is a gift,
and the choice we make about the way we see things is where our
free will truly lies, whatever our situation.

Plumbing the Void

and staying on the case
8th Oct 2020, four months later

At times I give out the wrong impression. When I write my blog or
talk to people I’m usually in an up state, so people get an up
impression. But I’'m up for only a few hours each day, and then I
start drooping. The rest of the time I’'m fatigued, flumped in bed,
watching the birds or floating in the ethers.

I didn’t know what fatigue was like until I got it. It’s not just serious
tiredness: it’s a helpless, leaden megaflop. Time slows down and
disappears. Brains clog up. Lifting an arm or keeping up with a
conversation becomes an act of will. But when I’m able to flop, it’s
bliss. I float into faraway realms that, forty years ago, I strove hard
to enter. People pay serious money to go on courses, holidays and
retreats to achieve such things, and I get it for free.

Cancer focuses you and rearranges all your priorities. You have to
work at being alive. You find out what’s truly important. Things that
used to worry you just evaporate. You have to focus on being with
the cancer and the side-effects of medication.
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You find out who your real friends are. Some people are not easy or
possible to deal with any more — like those whose opening gambit is
the inevitable ‘How are you?’ (for the umpteenth time today) or
who, rushing in and asking ‘Anything I can do to help?’, fail to
realise that, that way, I’ll remember what I needed just after they’ve
rushed away again! (Advisory: just observe me and take initiatives.)

Talking of side-effects, Dex (Dexamethasone) has its virtues — it has
reduced my cancer, helped my back and it is strengthening in effect.
But it charges its price. I become insensitive, detached, overly
mental, badly behaved, retaliatory and prone to misjudging
situations. This has been upsetting to Grace, who saw my glazed
eyes and was shocked at my evasive unreceptivity and snappiness.

I had a phone consultation with the haematologist. My results are
good, again better than expected — even though I’ve been drooping
and struggling. I won’t need to go back on chemo and steroids for a
while. I now have a break from ‘fighting cancer’. I'm helped by
positive attitude, inner openness, exercise, rest, the love and care of
Grace (who comes every other weekend), Tulki (my son), a clutch
of other goodly souls and the prayers of many people and beings
(bless you all).

I have twelve pill bottles next to my desk — antioxidants, vits, CBD
oil and allsorts. I’'m guzzling blueberry powder, ginseng, oils,
beansprouts, colloidal silver, cider vinegar... it goes on.

But I never thought I’d get bored. This is weird. Usually I'm
perpetually thinking, creating, churning out stuft. Writing a book
(about ancient sites) has helped immensely, except the first draft is
now finished. I’ve given more thought to this book than to any
previous book, not least because I’ve had time for it.

But it’s a question of what to do afterwards. My usual strategy of
going travelling or doing a lecture tour after finishing a book is a
thing of the past. I can’t sally forth into the world, to break out of
confinement to get some action and stimulus. I’ve been incarcerated
for a year and it feels as if ’'m beginning to dry up.
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Even so, it’s wonderful here on the farm and it nourishes me. I can
prop myself up in bed and watch the buzzards through the windows.
I live in a cabin called The Lookout, and that’s precisely what you
do here. Insights come up while doing so. Here’s one: lying in bed
one day, I was practising my usual pathology of looking for the gift
in my situation when suddenly I realised that I was not only
experiencing my own fatigue but also channelling collective fatigue,
helping the nation process it. People are worn out and fed up, deep
down. The Covid crisis has dug up deeper stuff than we’re aware of
even now. That insight lightened me up no end.

A spiritual (so-called ‘mental health’) crisis is going on across
society. What is my life for? What are we here for? What are, or
were, truth and reality? Such questions have been studiously
avoided for generations by a hyper-busy world. There’s a stored-up
reservoir of dread lurking underneath: perhaps everything has been
in vain, perhaps we got it all wrong, perhaps it’s all going wrong. To
avoid facing this, society deflects itself into blame, rebellion, over-
compliance, complaint, argument, depression and desperately
grasping for solutions that aren’t necessarily there. And binge-
watching movies.

Many people think we simply need to return to normal — a solution
in which we don’t have to really change. Others should change —
not me, not us. But reality itself has changed. In the Covid period
we’re faced with our fear of the Great Yawning Precipice. Our
situation is actually providing solutions that we need — a clearing of
the air, people walking out in nature, people taking more care of
each other — yet we see the overall situation to be a problem that we
wish would end. Time-poverty, rat-racing and treadmill-pedalling
provide a safe territory of distraction and avoidance.

Yet the future now seems to guide the present more than the past
does. That notion is worth thinking about. We’re being beckoned at
from the future.

Covid is the first of many pending crises and, secretly, we know it
and need to get used to it. Change is coming through an escalating
avalanche of events and conjunctures that no one thought possible,
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and against which we are undefended. Unexpected situations are the
mechanism by which radical change is likely to come about.

Not long ago there was a video on Facebook in which a bunch of
smiling Palestinians were saying ‘World, we know you re going
through a hard time — we understand you. And welcome to the
club!’. Palestinians, despite everything, are a strangely happy
people compared to us. They’re not at all happy with their
circumstances but, inside, they’ve accepted something about life
that we have not. [This was written before the events of 2023-24 in
Palestine.] Meanwhile, in comfortable countries like Britain we
stand on the edge of a precipice, complaining, scared shitless,
pretending to be alright when we aren’t at all alright.

The Palestinian secret is sumud — Arabic for staying on the case and
never giving up. That’s how they lose battles while preventing their
oppressors from winning. By degrees they have less fear, guilt and
shame than people in countries like Britain. Here, we get het up
over face-masks, lockdowns and our lost freedoms, but we ain’t
seen nothin’ yet. Covid forces us to face a problem that has been
creeping up on us for a long time — society was ignoring it and
hoping it would all go away. It concerns surveillance, regulation,
pressures to comply and conform, wage-slavery, fear of rocking the
boat or taking risks, or losing income or status. The problem
concerns social control, a key issue in coming decades.

Talking of control, I find my confinement manageable yet difficult,
though it’s also fruitful. Mostly alone in a wooden cabin in paradise,
watching and feeling the world, I’m grateful to be alive. In my
fatigued dream-states I tune into people who have it worse than me,
like a man I know in Gaza with cancer. He has no medication and
he’s getting bombed. I sit with people like him in the inner worlds.

Back in early August I woke up one day with a feeling that I’/
hadn 't had cancer treatment, I would have died today’. The baby
swallows from the barn, fluttering around outside, made me smile —
that day was, perhaps more than any, the beginning of the rest of my
life. It will be a life measured not so much in years as in experiential
quanta.
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If, like me, you’re not that far from passing away, you might be
facing a question that I’ve been mulling over recently. Do [ plan to
leave this world behind when I go, or shall I come back to see the
planetary change process through to its conclusion?

One day, when the world is rendered safe and sound, there’s going
to be a big, global party, a dawning of relief and joy. Having come
this far, I would like to be there, even if it involves reincarnating in
one or a few more lives. After that, I’ll be happy to leave the future
to others and go my way, relieved — job done. At this time of history,
I’m not sure about the virtues of walking away from a job three-
quarters done, even though walking away is perhaps easier than
staying with it. This question is not entirely up to me, and it depends
whether The Management have other ideas. But I feel it’s good to
get straight on this question within myself.

May spirit bless us and keep us, causing its light to shine in us and
guiding our way home.

SRS - _
Fatigued, astral travelling in bed. Photo by Grace.
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Aching Bones
The ends of tethers

29th October 2020, three weeks later

I woke up very early this morning with a tune in my head — Steve
Winwood’s ‘Somebody help me, yeah’. It must be fifty years old,
and I haven’t sung that song to myself for almost as long — it’s
funny where these earworms come from. It was dark. [ was wet with
sweat. In the last few days something new had been happening, with
a variety of new symptoms suddenly coming up. My hips were
aching deeply. It gnawed at me. It ached deep in my bones. I woke
up in the night, lying there, stewing in my sweat. [ needed a pee but
couldn’t move. The wind was rattling the barn doors outside.

With first light came the cawing of hundreds of crows and jackdaws
down in the woods below the farm. I love them — they assemble in
the woods each autumn, gathering from all over Penwith to stay
together through the winter. Samhain (Hallowe’en) is their time.
This morning their crowing was eerie, echoing around in my psyche
and reverberating against its walls.

The aching was invading me, spreading up my back, through my
pelvis and down my legs. I don’t often feel self-pity but this
morning I did. Somebody help me. I wanted to ring up a magic
doctor who would come and rescue me — but when I ring the
doctors, all they do is question me, rattling notes down on the
computer, and it seems to go no further. Or perhaps they prescribe
something I don’t really want, or they arrange a scan in two weeks’
time. I want to be examined, looked at and fouched. However
diagnostically wondrous scans might be, they are faceless.

I’ve got to get up. My bed is wet with sweat. I’ve got to loosen my
bones somehow but they won’t move. I'm stuck. Something inside
me disintegrates. I’'m desperate for a pee. I heave myself up and get
down off the bed. My shirt is wet and cold — I struggle it off and it
lies there, limp on the floor. I’m standing there naked, shivering.
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Groping around for a new shirt, I pull one out and, wobbling in my
heart, I struggle it on and stagger to the toilet. I can t do this any
more — that’s the feeling. Shooting pains go down my legs. I stand
there peeing and my heart collapses. Tears well up and there I am,
holding myself up, peeing and crying, feeling helpless like a little
boy who can’t find the way home. Tears roll down into my beard,
my stomach quivers, my legs are working hard to hold me up. I’ve
never experienced anything like this.

I finish and stand swaying there, holding myself up. My crying is
just crying, not about anything, just overflowing emotion, tears,
weakness, lostness. I stagger back to bed but it’s wet — I can’t get
back in. It’s just as well Penny my helper is coming later to clean
the house — she changes the sheets, makes my bed and takes the
dirties away to wash them, bless her.

I stand there looking at the bed, my brains slowly computing that
the relentless procedure of getting up is about to grind into action,
whether I like it or not — going back to bed is not a viable option.
Well, at least I’ll be able to move my bones around and loosen up
this aching stiffness. I stand wobbling, mindless, helpless, and the
sound of the crows echoes around my psyche. Somebody help me,
yveah. But I’'m an old warrior: when they’re firing at you, don’t just
stand there — do something, anything. Do something to pull yourself
out of this nightmare. Well, no one is actually shooting at me. I’'m
fixed to the spot, with feelings erupting and leaking everywhere.

Sophia, a good friend, had sent me a copy of The Afterlife of Billy
Fingers — 1 finished it last night.!! It’s the story of a man who died,
then to contact his sister to tell her what it was like on the other side.
There’s a kind of sweet relief to his release from life, following his
death. This morning, part of me is there in that realm, leaving my
pain behind, while another part stands here shivering, crying
uncontrollably as the pain eats at me, reminding me that I’'m still
very much here on Earth, witnessing the aching in the hollows of
my bones, watching, crying, wobbling, witnessing, experiencing.

11 Kagan, Annie, The Afterlife of Billy Fingers — how my bad-boy brother proved to me there’s
life after death, 2013.
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Palden, pull yourself together. Don t just stand there bloody
shivering! 1 get my jalabiya (Arabic robe) and put it on. Uh, it’s the
wrong way round. I struggle it round and eventually get my arms
through the right holes. Put the kettle on — yes, the universal
solution to everything. So very British. Put that kettle on, Palden.

My bones won’t move but I force myself. Fill that kettle, put it on.
What next? Light the fire. I light the kindling and pile on two logs
and there I am, on all fours, staring at the licking flames. It’s a good
position: my backbone clicks in four places — ah, relief. But the
relief unleashes another flood of helpless tears. Dripping tears,
licking flames, crarking crows, lashing rain, Atlantic gusts, rattling
doors, aching bones.

The kettle boils. Now for the next bit. Tip yesterday’s dregs out on
the garden outside the door. A clutch of China Keemun goes into the
pot. Water on top. Aah, I’ve achieved something! I’m crying less
now. The words of the I Ching ring out: perseverance furthers. 1
find myself staring at the tea cosy that is hugging the teapot and a
memory comes up, I think of a time when I was a child, ill, my
mother was out and I didn’t know what to do or where to turn... I’d
never remembered that memory before. Goes to show how, at
moments like this, the unconscious can serve up some valuable
keys, memories and clues.

Tea. It must be ready by now. Has much time passed? The stove is
warming up. My eyes have dried. I go to wash my hands and face,
pour the tea and then drop down exhausted in my seat. Somebody
help me, yeah. 1t’s getting light. A bevvy of crows is sitting, blown
in the wind, on top of the farmhouse roof. My back is aching.

So begins another day. A bad day. This is what you get sometimes,
with cancer — bad days. But Grace is coming tomorrow — this makes
me cry again. She’s so good to me. She’s coming back. The aching
is easing now.

Anyway, from an awareness viewpoint, I had a revelation today. |
found that, despite my deep emotion, I was able to feel those deep
feelings fully while, simultaneously, the Watcher Within was also
witnessing it, as if from outside. This experience was a great gift.
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It’s bizarre saying this, but cancer has indeed been a gift — though
obviously it’s difficult living with it. This is a lesson in turning
adversity into something good: cancer is a teacher you cannot run
from. Its beneficence lies in wringing us out, shoving us through the
mangle and breaking our bones, at least metaphorically, though
sometimes literally.

The sciatica or arthritis I seem to have comes from the collapse of
the bottom vertebrae of my back — and now the sciatic nerve is
getting squeezed. I’m going to visit John, the chiropractor, and I
shall discuss this with the haematologist at Treliske.

While writing these words, Grace arrived for our customary
fortnightly long weekend. It’s such a relief when she comes. We
hugged closely. While talking to her, I found myself saying that,
beyond all the treatments and therapies that can be done, the key
issue in healing is happiness. I’'m fundamentally happy, despite
everything, and despite what happened yesterday morning.

This includes and involves breaking down — and allowing it. This
uncovers a new strength and perspective. Robustness sometimes
means breaking down, tremorous wobbling, shaking knees, dripping
eyes, falling apart and feeling completely useless. Remember that.
It’s a strength.

Risen from the Half-Dead
Heal thyself, healer

2nd Dec 2020, two months later

In pre-cancer days I was the kind of person who gets ill only once
every twelve years or so. When other people had colds and flu, at
worst I’d have minor symptoms for a few hours and then it would
be gone. Though I’ve had other dangers instead: I’ve been in some
tight scrapes and, amazingly, I’'m still alive. Incurring Myeloma last
year thrust me into a new life. Grace is continually amazed at my
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calm in the face of adversity, but I reply, “No one is shooting at us
and the world isn 't ending, so all is well”.

This said, a year ago when I was diagnosed, I went through a week
of anger. | had been a meditating vegetarian since my twenties,
looking after myself pretty well, precisely to avoid issues like
cancer. So I felt frustrated, even let down by my very own beliefs.

But then I learned how Myeloma is at least in many cases caused by
toxicity — electromagnetic or chemical. For me, as an electro-
sensitive, it’s highly likely to be electromagnetic. I have been
electrosensitive for nearly all my adult life — it is a problem
recognised medically in many countries, but not in Britain. It
became a problem from 2000 onwards as mobile phones and wi-fi
came in, though I think I’ve had some nuclear exposure too. Finding
out from one of the specialists about the toxicity issue helped me get
over the anger and disillusionment, and from that moment on I
entered a self-healing process much more fully. I gave myself deep
permission to make the best out of a disaster.

Recently I’ve been wondering how much of a future I have. This is
much a result of fatigue, a very deadening thing to experience. I’ve
had a lot of fatigue this year — often it comes on in the afternoon,
sometimes quite suddenly. It hits the central controls of my body-
mind, halving the available power. Everything except the force of
gravity gets switched down — brain activity, physical strength — and
with it can come some pretty downward-facing, depressive thoughts
too. Such as ‘Is all this struggle worth it?” and ‘Will it ever end?’.
Rather addicted to being an asset to the world, I find myself
thinking, in down moments, how much of a liability I’ve become.

Earlier, I told the story of a crisis I had a few weeks ago, with a lot
of pain. It was sciatica, which triggered an outbreak of shingles. The
sciatica arises from Myeloma, which had eaten away at my bones
and changed their architecture of my hips. John the chiropractor,
who treated me recently, removed the sciatica. He said the gaps
between my back vertebrae are large. No wonder my back clicks so
much — it’s rather shocking to anyone who hears it!
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In October 2020 I had shingles too, as a side-effect of the chemo
drugs of last winter. It’s the chickenpox virus, hiding in a corner of
the nervous system and erupting in later life if prompted — the
sciatica and one of the medications I’ve been taking seemed to
prompt it. Something in my unconscious felt sabotaged — whether
this was self-sabotage or sabotage by others, or both, I cannot tell.

So I’ve been pretty wiped out by shingles and unwellness. My
active day lasts around six hours — including housekeeping or
indulging in small pleasures such as just sitting. Writing this blog
will finish me off for today.

So I was worried that I might be going downhill. I had a blood test
and, yes, my readings were slowly going up. The haematologist
started preparing me for the possibility of another round of
chemotherapy, booking me for a PET scan to check if any damage
was being done. Grace took me to Truro for the scan on Monday — a
fullmoon adventure in its own right! Her car broke down. But we’re
a good team, magic happened, we got home, and all was well. The
problem was fixed by Dave, an engineer on the farm.

The next day, the haematologist rang up sounding happy, saying that
my scan results were good and that the two things worrying her
were no cause for concern. That was heartening — I needed some
good news! But it had extra meaning. A year ago, when lying there
in hospital assimilating my situation, I realised, “Well, Palden,
you've been given a challenge, and that is, Healer, heal thyself! .

Throughout my life I haven’t been a healer in the normal sense but,
as an astrologer, I’ve seen myself as a perceptual healer — a healer
of viewpoints. Also, in my community and humanitarian work I’ve
seen myself as a social healer. At times, especially when working in
conflict zones, I’ve used laying-on-of-hands and psychic healing to
surprisingly amazing effect — but this hasn’t been my primary focus.
Now I am challenged to apply healing power to myself and to make
it work.

The primary issue has been meditative — opening up to the spiritual
and medical attention of what I now have come to call my ‘inner
doctors’, while also opening my cells to pharmaceutical medication
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and asking my body-mind intelligence to regulate the process to
best effect. I’ve allowed myself to be held in the upturned palms of
Divinity, showered with light. I’ve been included in the prayers and
meditations of all sorts of people in various countries, and helped by
people around me and by the wonderful landscape I live in. Thanks
and many blessings to all of you. It means so much.

My six-cycle chemo last winter was stopped at five. Although side-
effects have been an issue, they are not as much of an issue as they
are for many other people. Now there are the latest good results,
arousing more eyebrow-raising at the hospital. So, thus far I have
managed to demonstrate, at least to myself, that innerwork like this,
plus the beliefs, diet and lifestyle habits I’ve had for decades, seem
to have a discernible effect on medical outcomes. What disappoints
me is that the doctors are not interested in finding out why and how
this happens. To them, my results are ‘good luck’ — that’s a very
objective, scientific evaluation, if ever there was one.

When death taps you on the shoulder it makes you review your life,
looking hard at what you’re happy and unhappy with. Two big life
lessons for me have been ‘the pain of history” and ‘living-behind-
enemy-lines syndrome’.

Changing the patterns of history takes time, often longer than a
lifetime — especially when the world is in endemic denial over the
core issues before us, as it is today.

In the projects I’ve undertaken over the years there has been success
in some cases, but not as much as there could have been. Many
project failures have been the fault not of the project itself and its
viability but of the politics, economics, public opinion and, sad to
say, background manoeuvring on the part of the powers that be.

Despite peace activists’ exertions against war over the decades, war
has not ended and my own country is still a leading arms exporter
and driver of conflict. The situation in Palestine has not improved
since [ first got involved. The Tuareg village I work with in Mali
could still get wiped out in one afternoon by jihadi extremists or
government troops. Has there been progress?
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Not really — only glimmers of it. In the longterm progress indeed is
being made, though it’s painfully slow and it should be happening
quicker. This has been difficult to live with. In my later years I’'m
deeply tired of it — exhausted by things not changing as much or as
quickly as they could.

‘Living behind enemy lines syndrome’ is a tricky one. If you have
ways and values that are not in line with majority convention and
the dominant culture we live in, and if you don’t play along with the
rules, you can get picked out anytime, and sometimes for ridiculous,
trumped-up reasons. Earlier in life I was busted, criminalised,
exiled, scapegoated, disrespected and robbed of my rights — and I'm
not the only one. Positive things that should have happened were
obstructed for stupid and often destructive, shortsighted or
manipulative reasons.

I’m tired of having to persuade doctors to give me lower dosages,
since I don’t need hitting with a medical sledgehammer. I’m tired of
doctors’ and nurses’ doubts in my intuitions whereby, with some
drugs, I ask them to change it or reduce the dosage. When they ask
why, all I can say is “It doesn’t feel right”. Yet I pay the price of
medical sledgehammering and its side-effects, and I find I have
quite accurate, realistic feelings and intuitions. In many cases my
results have improved after such changes are made, and the
haematologist is beginning to see there might be a connection.

It’s time to climb back into bed and stare at the crows wheeling over
the fields outside the window. Thanks for lending me your eyeballs.
Bless you. All is well. Or it is as well as it can be.

Solitude

and loneliness

16th Dec 2020, two weeks later

This is for people who are alone — whether that’s a fact or a feeling.
Loneliness is frequently addressed from the perspective of those
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who are well peopled, who tend to make more noise in society than
lonesome people. The prevailing idea is that aloneness is something
to be rescued from. Though here’s the rub: being alone is not a bad
thing. Aloneness is a fact and loneliness is a feeling. Feeling lonely
can be difficult, yet it also has its gifts.

Solitude is something I’ve experienced quite a bit, sometimes
willingly, sometimes not. At present I am alone for much of the
time, living in an isolated place, relatively remote from the madding
crowd — a place of buzzards, jackdaws and gulls. Living on a farm, I
can reduce exposure to mobile phone and wi-fi radiation.
Electrosensitivity has a socially-isolating effect. Worse, society,
government and health professionals are in denial about it.

Loneliness has various components. One is the feeling of lack of
company and closeness — we miss people. It’s exacerbated when it’s
unwilling (as with refugees, people disconnected by fate, regrettable
circumstances or difficult choices, and the bereaved, abandoned,
separated or alienated). But it can be hard even when it’s chosen.
When I moved to the far end of Cornwall I knew that old friends
would be unlikely to visit me, and mostly they don’t, and I miss
them — but it was my choice.

It’s important not just to look at the hard side and judge aloneness in
terms of what is lost. Sometimes it’s difficult figuring out what we
gain from our adversities, but it’s important to look at it. A lot of our
hardships involve judgements we impose on ourselves, or other
people’s judgements, real, imagined or implied, that we take on our
shoulders. They are food for our guilt. This has been my own story.
One consequence is that, now, in late life, my backbone has literally
given way. Yet this experience has helped me shed a lot of that
psychological burden — those judgements. By choice.

I’ve long been an author, editor and online content-creator. To do
this, I’ve put myself under voluntary lockdown many times. When I
wrote The Only Planet of Choice in 1992 1 was out of sight for
twenty months — some people thought I’d moved away! My self-
imposed literary lockdowns have sometimes been regarded as anti-
social — as if [ don’t care about others. But if I don’t act anti-socially
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to write a book or do some research, the books, websites and
innovations I’ve created, that people love, would not exist.

There’s another aspect to aloneness. Lack of stimulus and contact
can lead to a slowing of the psyche. A friend pointed this out, saying
that he found people who live alone tend to ramble in their words —
he felt my blogs were too long. This slowing helps if one needs to
unwind from a busy life but, after a longer period, it can lead to a
crisis of energy and orientation. This happens for many loners, for
the old and disabled, for those with Longcovid or fatigue — and for
prisoners too. I’ve noticed it in myself. I’'m pretty creative, yet I've
been drying up recently.

I overcome this in three main ways: inner journeying, pursuing my
interests and going out in nature. Recently I’ve been wading
through history books about the Ottomans and the conflicts of the
Britons with the Saxons 1,500 years ago — that’s how I get through
long hours in bed, though only when I have the brains to do it.

I think inner journeying is important for people who are bedridden
or fatigued — and we do it anyway, in our woozy, hypnopompic
imaginal meanderings in bed or flopped on the sofa. It can be done
proactively: make it into a project. You’ve been given a gift of
aloneness that allows you space for this. For much of your life you
probably haven’t had such opportunities. Make a project out of your
inner musings and wanderings — put it to use.

When you’re alone, it’s also really good to get on with projects, not
only for stimulus but also for the results that come out of it. Usually
I have two kinds of project activity: things that demand thought,
creativity and focus, and things that are easier or more mindless —
and, depending on my state of energy, I’ll do one or the other. Such
projects are something you can do that is yours, irrespective of
others’ views or priorities. It has its worth, whether or not it makes
you money or gains you recognition.

Solitude can be a birthplace for something new. All of the projects
I’ve set in motion throughout my life have been conceived when
I’m alone. Isolation has given me vision-time, space for inspiration,
for resolution, exploration and enrichment of the human in me. This
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is a choice — a personal one. Sometimes I go on a long walk, using
the journey for processing and mulling, and for getting through to
whatever the core issue is that lies deeper down.

Over time | have led and been part of lots of group sharing circles,
and many of the most insightful contributions to these have come
from the quiet ones, who struggle to articulate themselves, who
thought they would be misjudged and criticised, or that they’d say it
wrong, or that no one would be interested. They can bring forth
gems they’ve mulled over long and carefully, and sometimes they
hold ace cards, only appreciating it when they come out with it.

Handling aloneness often involves coming to peace within ourselves
over life and its issues. We need to stop beating ourselves up,
running ourselves down, diverting ourselves with fear, guilt, shame
and self-doubt. These creativity-blockers cause us to withhold our
talents and gifts, preventing us from giving them to the world —
even if it’s a gift for washing dishes after everyone’s gone home.

Palden at his desk at home, floating off and day-dreaming. Photo by Penny Cornell.

If we care about this planet and humanity, activating our talents and
gifts is not a choice but a duty. It’s what we’re here for, to rise to the
best of our potential and to make a contribution, to do the best we
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can, creatively, in our own characteristic way. This can include
things that society or the people around us don’t deem productive,
allowable or advisable. Sometimes, to bring about something that is
good and right, we even need to break the law or risk our necks.

Even if accepting aloneness doesn’t lead to dramatic outcomes, or if
we’re slowly dying and heading for the buffers, there’s something
profound about coming to peace within ourselves. We all have
regrets, painful memories, shadows from the past. We need to
recognise and own them, even cherish them, and do what we can to
make them good. Sometimes they are good but everyone decided
they were bad. Sometimes we can redeem issues like these with the
people concerned and sometimes we cannot.

Even if we cannot redeem them, releasing them within ourselves
still has a way of relieving the situation with people we no longer
have contact with, or we cannot face, or they might be dead. It’s
rather magical, this. In all interactions and conflicts it always takes
two to tango, even if it’s an 80-20 imbalance, and we can do
something about our side of the tango — emotional tangles within
ourselves that complicate the issue and help turn things bad. It’s
remarkable how, often though not always, if we change our inner
position, the outer situation can change too. So forgive others and
allow yourself to feel forgiven, within yourself, even if you can’t do
it with them.

Then there’s the fear of madness. We sometimes fear that we might
be losing the plot, disengaging from the security-in-numbers of
groupthink and from that bundle of embedded, culturally-defined
judgements of right and wrong, hammered into us and reinforced as
we grow up. When we spend a lot of time alone, we can start
peeling away from herd mentality, from what’s defined as normality,
and we can either go down or up from there.

Quietness and disengagement are not madness. Just because society
and the media harp on about ‘mental health’, it doesn’t mean you
‘have a condition’ if you’re unhappy. Society is mad, absolutely
insane, and everything in our world is seriously upside-down.
Madness means simply that you differ from a mad consensus. You
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might be on your own with that, which can be difficult. But the
main issue is that our world today is populated by majorities of
people who are so busy and peopled-out that they don’t really know
themselves at all well. They don’t have time and space to look at
what’s really going on. There’s something in aloneness that allows
us to anchor to deeper verities. Majority consensus can be based
more in hearsay than reality. This is a global problem.

Twenty or more years ago I met some senior leaders of Hamas.
They were labelled terrorists. This is not my perception — unless we
wish to perceive Winston Churchill as a terrorist. I found most of
them to be politicians with a higher level of integrity and care than
many politicians I have met in the West. Nelson Mandela stood in a
similar position until everyone changed their minds — and he
remained consistent to his beliefs, though he had indeed been a
terrorist. I don’t agree with Hamas on many points but I can see
their viewpoint and position.

Meanwhile, I look with concern at the propaganda and hypocrisy
thrown at them by their adversaries and the Western media, who
think they are so right. So does this make me a person with sound
judgement or someone who has lost the plot? The answer lies in
fear. If I fear being judged, singled out and standing alone, I will
snap into conformity with hypocrisies that I don’t even agree with.

Here’s a message to friends and strangers out there who are on their
own: be alone well. Do your best with it. Exploit its possibilities.
This transforms loneliness into an aloneness that is more at peace
with itself. By all means, find new friends, loved ones or company,
but be okay about being alone too.

All this said, sometimes I feel lonely, and it’s an empty and loveless
feeling. When you’re on your own with no one to talk to or meld
with, you can get stuck in a loop that can sometimes be difficult to
rise out of. Endless recommendations and advice from other people
doesn’t necessarily help — it can sometimes feel like a substitute for
friendship, an appearance of caring while actual acts of friendship
are subtly avoided, putting the onus on the lonely person and thus
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reinforcing feelings of aloneness. Sometimes we humans need the
reaching out of a helping hand.

Nevertheless. absence also makes the heart grow fonder. Grace and
I are together for about one-third of the time (she lives two hours’
drive away). Sometimes we miss each other. We have our own lives
and we also have each other. For me, a degree of aloneness makes
relationships more meaningful. For her, it allows her to be herself.
You can be close to people even when you’re far apart, even when
you don’t know where they are and what they’re doing.

You can also be happily distant from people when you’re out in the
wilderness and you can be lonely in a crowd.

Sometimes I find myself thinking of a faraway or long-lost friend,
having inner discussions with them, and then they ring up or drop
me a message. So, with people you love, even if distant or gone,
listen and talk to them inside yourself, because when you connect
with them you are together at that time.

If anyone accuses you of being mad, just remember, they re afraid.
Afraid of their aloneness, afraid of getting caught out, exiled to the
far-off realms of ‘mental illness’ or even criminality.

Truth is, together or apart, there are light years between all of us.
Yet we’re all here on Earth together, and this is it. No one is here by
accident, and this is what we came for. So if you find yourself alone,
remember, do it well. There are probably a billion souls who feel
alone, stuffed away in high-rise apartments, hidden up mountains or
in left-behind villages, so you’re in good company.

In Praise of Goddesses
Also, arrivals in psychic inboxes

19th Jan 2024, just over a month later

I’m being kept alive by a group of amazing protector-goddesses.
Chief goddess Grace, who minds everything from my soul to my
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toes, has stretched my understanding of what grace and blessing
truly mean. Another goddess is Penny, my helper, a helper of the
highest order. The Great Shopping Goddess is Karen, an angel who
genuinely demonstrates the truth that ‘by their works shall you
know them’ — she does my supermarket shopping once a week.
Sheila, Miriam, Jennifer, Faith, two Helens and my three
remarkable daughters also play a part — a benign feminine
conspiracy if ever there was one.

Then comes a different goddess, the haematologist, with whom
Grace and I had a video call on Monday. She keeps my blood and
bones going. My readings are up: paraproteins were 3 in September,
9 in November and 13 now, and light chains have gone from 368 to
785 to 1,000. So, to intercept the Myeloma before it starts eating my
bones again, Liz decided I should go back on chemo. So I can’t
have contact with anyone, even if they’ve had one of the much-
vaunted Covid jabs, because any infection could knock me for six.
So I am told.

A year ago I decided not to have a stem cell transplant, opting for a
maintenance strategy. Chemo was part of the deal. Time’s up now,
and I need a boost. The timing is right: I’'1l go through the chemo
during the back end of winter and, with luck, I shall start improving
as spring and summer come. It will take five months, plus a few
months’ fatigue and brain-fog, so it’s rather a long haul. I’m starting
in a few weeks from now.

I’m so fortunate. I live in a lovely place and this feeds my spirits.
I’'m well looked after, and that’s a privilege. My work keeps me
alight when no one is here, and innerwork gives me a focus during
long hours stuck in bed. So I have reasons to stick around.

It’s up to the Management. There’s a greater medicine than anything
the medical profession can provide — it’s the power of spirit and the
enduring resilience of the soul. In the end, soul makes the decisions.
Earlier in life I’d have said this because I preferred to believe it,
though experiencing cancer has confirmed it in real-life experience,
and I wasn’t quite expecting that to happen.
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My tutor and companion is Grace. While no stranger to slicing
vegetables and servicing old crocks like me, and one of the most
loving, caring women you could meet, she’s really interesting in her
thoughts, knowledge and observations, and she holds hands with my
soul. I mean, think about it: her partner is on a death sentence and,
in anything from six months to seven years, he could be gone. And
then what? It takes a heroine to stick around for that.

Living with an Aspie (with high-function autism or Asperger’s
Syndrome) also has its challenges. When confronted with personal,
emotional situations I tend to look blank and befuddled, and human
guile passes me by like water on fish scales. Grace seems to be able
to handle this, but the next bit is more trying for her...

Many people might have an image of me as a thoughtful, well-
behaved, decent kind of guy, but when I’m on the steroid
Dexamethasone — part of the chemo treatment — my character
changes. I become argumentative, defensive, impersonal and
confrontative, and apparently my eyes take on a fierce, empty,
heartless look. Would you like to see your old man turn on you like
that? Last winter, Grace was shocked by it — and I wasn’t aware |
was doing it. Mercifully, since I’'m not a bitter old man with an axe
to grind, I didn’t go as far with this as I might otherwise have done.
When the treatment ended, gradually I came back to balance, but
our relationship could have cracked there and then.

There’s another thing. Cancer has prematurely aged me. Falling into
the cancer abyss in autumn 2019, I was zooted forward to the age of
about ninety-five. Since then I’ve come back to my eighties but in
the next few months while doing chemo I’ll probably go into my
nineties again. This affects my movements and strength, and my
frontal-lobe capacity to make decisions, find words and handle life’s
details, and it has enormously changed my perspective. This is
difficult for Grace — I was already ten years older, and now it’s as if
there’s twenty or more years’ of difference between us.

I’ve discovered more about what it feels like to be an elder.
Previously I’ve seen myself as a veteran, having been on this crazy
path for fifty years. The difference between a veteran and an elder
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came clear only after cancer changed everything. A veteran is still
engaged in life’s busy struggles, while an elder is not just mature or
retired but half-dead and pretty incapable. An elder has lost their
powers and abilities to a degree that they can no longer participate
in life’s busy activities as they once did. To be a true elder, they
have to become vulnerable, dependent on others and on
circumstances, losing their strength and competence.

This makes them see beyond the normal rush of events and the daily
round — they can no longer participate, and this gives a certain
perspective. Insights that weren’t available before become available,
yet this seems to be the case only when they can no longer act on
life in the way they used to. Having Death staring at them does
change their perspective — life and the world take on a different
shape, texture and hue. They’re no longer in control, or able to
delude themselves over the control they believe themselves to have.
This brings forward a relative wisdom, an elderhood — if they’re
willing to assume it, and if people around them want and need it.

Elderhood is not a status issue. It’s a quality arising from the
burnishing of the soul. It involves sitting with death close by and no
longer being active or capable in a normal worldly sense. Just
peeing or getting dressed becomes a big task. The duty of an elder is
to sit, watch and see, occasionally speaking truths that can lift
people out of the drudge of life and the madness of crowds. They
have to step beyond the conservatism of old age. If they are neither
heard nor believed, they must watch quietly, without judgement, as
the consequences of younger people’s actions unfold. All they can
offer is an optic, helping people see more clearly. Others now carry
the power of decision and the burdens of the world.

Grace has her wisdom and is unassuming with it, but she’s more
involved in life’s fray than me, bravely juggling balls in the air as |
once did. Being ten years younger, if I survive a further ten years
she’ll be seventy when I perform my pilgrimage to thet enormous
refugee camp in the sky. What then, for her? In her love and
commitment, when I die she faces an inevitable yawning gap, an
emptiness where I stood. Starting a new life will not be easy at that
age — it’s easier around age sixty. She could have taken an easier
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path through life by being with someone of a similar age to herself.
I’m so grateful for that. I’'m in good hands.

There’s something important about dying that we all must get to
grips with: our body stops operating and we don t. So, whenever I
pop my clogs, keep your antennae up because I might be dropping
messages into your psychic inbox. But only if you keep your
connection open and white-list me on your internal spam filters.

Tears
and Fears

24th Jan 2021, five days later

Sometimes, early at dawn when it’s too dark to photograph it, a little
wren flits through my window. It surveys the scene, sees crumbs on
the breadboard, flutters down, feeds, looks around, then flutters
back up and out, disappearing into the brambles below the barn. The
wren doesn’t know it has become a healer — to me — or that news of
this would stretch across the world on my blog. Wren and I are
doing a good business in crumbs — and this morning it had crumbs
from Grace’s leftover Christmas cake. That was a bonus!

I’ve been leaking tears recently over the slightest of prompts. It’s
fascinating to discover what it’s all about. Several things seem to
connect up to get it going — some are positive, such as the little
wren. One is about me, one is about people I have a connection
with, and one is about the wider world.

I’m starting chemo on Monday, just over a week from now, and this
process will last up to six months, probably followed by a few
months of fatigue and side-effects. If I don’t do chemo, then the
cancer will gradually hollow out my bones, I will get more
collapsed vertebrae and bones going brittle, I’ll become seriously
disabled and eventually I'll die. I don’t have great expectations, but
the chemo might perhaps give me a few more years.

83



Blessings That Bones Bring | Palden Jenkins

To holistic crusaders who think there’s a better path to follow than
chemo (I get quite a few tips, some quite insistent): I’'m on the same
side as you. If you give advice that is sufficiently convincing, based
on real experience with the particular cancer I have, and if it fits
with who I am and where I am geographically, and if there were a
sufficient support system that I could afford, I would give it full
consideration. So thanks, and I know you mean well when
encouraging me to stop doing chemo, to follow what you
recommend. But [ have chosen this path with feet in both camps.

Even so, going back on chemo scares the hell out of me. I’'m not
unused to this kind of anticipatory fear: before going to conflict
zones or entering risky situations I’d often grind through my stuff in
the days and weeks preceding it, though on the day I’d be fine,
balanced and fully present. It’s a variant of stage-fright.

So recently I’ve been feeling vulnerable and shaky, digging around
in my fears. One issue has been this: as a longterm vegetarian,
meditator and consciousness-explorer, also lean in build and
currently underweight, I’'m more sensitive than most to medication.
I should be dosed with medications at least 30% below the norm. In
recent days I’ve had a reminder of this: without taking a single pill
or shot of chemo, my body and psyche are already going there and
feeling chemo effects, as if autonomically inducing it — perhaps a
kind of psychic placebo effect.

Back to the matter of fear. Emotional pain from the past has been
coming up, about feeling misunderstood and mistreated, misjudged
and penalised for being who I have been — I’ve had a good load of
that throughout life! Partly it’s an Aspie issue and partly to do with
being a dissident and ‘alternative type’. It still goes on now to an
extent with my medical treatment and I’m unhappy about it.

I trust the doctors and, while they do want the best for me, they also
make my life more difficult than it needs to be. Owing to
institutional taboos against alternative medicine, and due to doctors’
inexperience with holistic solutions and oddbods like me, they don’t
take seriously those issues that are serious for me — particularly
concerning drug side-effects. Or they shove drugs my way with
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little regard for the way they mix and react. Or they pile me up with
precautionary drugs I don’t really need because holistic solutions
often cover such needs.

There’s a similar but different issue with some holistic practitioners.
They might be qualified and think they know, and they also mean
well, but some err on the side of ideology, or they lack specific
experience of my particular condition, sometimes incorrectly
applying knowledge about tumorous cancers to my leukaemia-like
blood cancer. I don’t want to seem critical, since both doctors and
healers genuinely seek to help. However I am yet to find someone
who is experienced, unbiased and competent in integrated medicine
— complementary and conventional medical fields spliced together.
That’s what I need.

Then there’s is the task of training people how to behave with a
cancer patient such as me. Many don’t know how, or they don’t
have time to feel their way forward, so they leave me alone and
don’t visit. This isn’t a solution. Problem is, I’m time-rich while
they are often time-poor. So perhaps they drop in for an hour, and
it’s all a bit fast and intense for me. Or, when they visit, some try too
hard to help, but no, I’d just like them to be with me and to hang
out. Or they express sorrow or anxiety for me. I just need people to
slow down, make a cup of tea, be a friend, bring their knitting and
act naturally! But I must confess, I too was like that earlier in life.

Here’s a tip for dealing with someone with brain-fog: if you ask me
‘What do you want?’, it means I have to think my way through that
question in a way that’s ponderous and difficult when fatigued. It’s
best to tell me what you’re proposing and let me say Yes or No. The
reason for this is that I’1l get a feeling in response to a presented
option, and it’1l be easier formulating a response.

Another option is just to do it anyway, and you might get it right,
and if you don’t, it’ll be okay, or I shall tell you, and that’ll be okay
too. This gets around chemo-brain and the frontal-lobe issues it
brings — making decisions, finding words, remembering details and
following long explanations. To a fatigued person, the questions you
might routinely ask can be difficult. So take initiatives.
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Then there’s this: please don’t ask ‘How are you?’! I am asked this
multiple times per day and it requires me to do a systems check,
summon the necessary thoughts to report my current condition to
you and then deal with your responses and concerns — and, believe
me, it’s tiring and repetitive. Just commune with me and you’ll find
out how I am, simply by watching. My state can change on an
hourly basis anyway.

So my default answer is this: “I’m still alive”. I have a dry sense of
humour, and there’s a subtle double-entendre to it. I’'m alive in the
sense of ‘not dead’ and also alive in a liveliness sense.

This morning I felt vulnerable over all sorts of things. It’s good to
bring them up and stir them round, since this helps me get at least
some of them out of the way. Many of the experiences we have in
life are here to teach us. If we learn willingly, we unmanifest certain
kinds of difficult circumstances that come along to teach us or twist
our arms, because we render them unnecessary. Or they come in a
different form, as testing experiences in which The Management
checks whether we really mean it, emotionally and in our cells and
bones. Progress in such tests depends on our capacity and
willingness to make something good out of a tricky situation.

Working through our fear, guilt and shame really helps us deal with
such situations when we’re stuck in them. What we fear and what
actually happens are two very different things.

So I am working on welcoming and befriending the new chemo
process I’m about to go through, doing the best I can with it on all
levels of my being. Really, it’s the only option.

I get emotional about other people. There’s a woman I know in
Africa whose child died on Friday night — Kwame was four years
old and he died of pneumonia. I paid for some medicine but it was
too little, too late. God bless Kwame, little soul — he had only a
short life. His mum didn’t have enough money to bury him — she
was rather overwrought but some locals helped out. This is the case
for many people in countries where health and social support
systems are weak, or where the need to pay for healthcare makes the
difference between life and death. I cried not so much for Kwame,
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who returns to his Maker, but for his mother and for people like her
who are left with a gap and a shadow of loss and regret.

Then I get emotional about the overall world situation. Problem is,
I’ve been dedicated to world change for decades and I cannot say
that a New Age has started, as I hoped it might. I now feel deeply
sad for the world. The price it pays for not getting the message fifty
years ago is enormous. If change leading toward ecological
rebalancing, social justice, economic fairness, peace and appropriate
development had started back then, the situation we face today
would be very different.

I’'m a philosophical guy with a sense of history, and I believe things
will work out better in future than many people fear — eventually.
But I feel such grief over the way things have gone, and the pain
and damage that is involved and yet to come. Yes, there have been
advances, but the fundamentals have not been addressed. This grief
is what Germans call Weltschmerz — the pain of the world. In my
meditations I work to reduce the heat and increase the light in world
situations and I’'m very much a believer in the maxim ‘Don ?
complain about the darkness — light a candle’.

Sometimes tears come up from nowhere. I think of someone or hear
something on the radio and, whatever I’'m doing, I start wobbling. I
try to give space to the precious and revelatory emotion that’s
surfacing. For me, this is important: I learned to cry only when I
was about thirty — an enormous loss catalysed it (I lost two
daughters in a separation and divorce, and neither I nor they have
really got over it). Learning to cry was important for me as an
Aspie: it taught me to give more attention to my feelings, to look
people straight in the eyes and square with them emotionally.

Aspies are often regarded as feelingless and emotionally hyper-
neutral, but actually we’re flooded with complex feelings, confused
about where to put them and how to deal with them — so we short-
circuit, looking blank and neutral. We’re often flummoxed over how
to react because so many reactions come up at once. A clearer
delayed-action response comes up sooner or later, but that’s often
too late for other people — they’ve either moved on or made their
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judgements or decisions. Yet they might not in the end be right to do
so, and an Aspie’s ruminations might actually be worth noting.

Cancer seems to strip away our normal behavioural defences. Or at
least, that’s what it has done to me. I’'m more emotionally naked and
undefended, easily affected by small things. We can treat this either
as a gift or as a threat. I’'m getting a lot of fear and vulnerability
coming up, and a new level of openness that I haven’t experienced
before. This feels like a good preparation for dying because, to pass
over, I need to yield, give up, hand in my notice and set sail.

So I start chemo treatment on Monday, getting shot up with Dara,
Velcade and Dex, and a load of other stuff. It involves three visits to
the Royal Cornwall Hospital at Treliske, Truro, followed by
multiple home visits from a nurse. I shall reduce holistic treatments
during this period, to minimise complication and avoid conflicts
between holistics and pharma. CBD oil, Vit C, colloidal silver, basic
nutrients and certain other things I shall continue because they help
the process (Grace’s flapjacks too).

There are other helpers, including homoeopathy and an e-Lybra
machine. There’s a mighty inner influence from Upstairs, as well as
from healers, meditators and well-wishers, from Grace and close-by
supporters, and from Penwith and the landscape of the farm. My
tears are part of a warrior-soul’s arsenal. And the past is past, this is
today, and it’s the next stage on life’s path. Now for the next bit.

Out of Place

In another world
2nd Feb 2021, a week later

I knew everything was going to be okay when I reached Reception
at the haematology department at the Royal Cornwall at Treliske,
giving my details and receiving a ticket. On it was the number nine.
Those of you who know me well will guess what this signals.
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Have you ever observed day signs? Traditionally they’re called
omens. Over the years, on and off, I’ve done freelance intelligence
work for good causes (such as the Hope Flowers School), and some
people have asked me where I get my information. Apart from a
nose for geopolitics and history and an Aspie’s feel for underlying
trends and agendas, one answer is the observation of day-signs.
These are events, however small, that indicate how things are going
or what we need to pay attention to.

Other techniques I use are intuition and instinct, pendulum dowsing
and astrology (doing a chart for the moment when a matter arises or
a question is asked). Of course, if I told this to many people I’d lose
credibility or get accused of unprofessionalism, superstition,
blasphemy, charlatanry or any other handily available accusation.
But attentiveness to day-signs answers many otherwise
unanswerable questions, widening the spectrum of listening and
observation. I was given a sign on my ticket and it said “Nine’.
From this I knew that all would be well.

So there was I, sitting in the Cancer Unit. I’d had blood samples
taken twice, I’d been ECG’d, weighed, measured, interviewed and
briefed, I had signed an assent form, taken four different pills plus
ten of Dex, and then I had to wait an hour before they were to shoot
me up with Dara (Daratumamab) and Velcade (Bortezomib).

The journey had begun. Some people think I’'m brave, facing cancer
treatment in the way I do but, as mentioned earlier, I’'m not getting
bombed or shot at, and cancer treatment is easier than that. Yes, |
was being assaulted with EM radiation at Treliske and bombarded
with pharmaceuticals, but I just have to take it. Amazingly, they had
no gluten-free biscuits or oatmilk for tea at the cancer unit. Excuse
me? But this is peanuts. Get upset with things like that and you’ll be
useless if you ever get shot at.

A shoot-out is not happening here. My life is being saved and for
this [ am grateful — and without chemo treatment last year [ would
already be dead. Here was I, installed in an armchair, well out of it
on drugs, and it felt okay. The main problem was not the chemo, it
was my neurological system and brains squealing with electro-
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magnetic radiation. This is what happens when I hobnob with wider
society — I get irradiated. Few people realise how discriminatory,
insensitive and oppressive it can be when they spray mobile phone
radiation over an electrosensitive. Yet radiation exposure is
seemingly a cause of the particular cancer I have, Myeloma.

Later, the nurses kept me in to observe how I reacted to the drugs.
Fair enough, theoretically. Except there was no problem and I knew
it. The main issue here was that doctors and nurses insist on catering
for ‘just in case’ complications, with little experience of people like
me and using ‘normal’ as their standard for judging everyone. While
I’'m not normal, I’m still obliged to obey rules and norms set for
normal people. That’s often unnecessary and it gets tedious.
Besides, I had done a lot of inner preparation in the preceding days
— most people don’t do this. Grace was waiting outside in a car park,
biding time, and here was I inside, biding time.

The Chinese-Filipino nurse, a nice chap, shot me up with chemo
and I went into meditation, cross-legged in my chair, breathing
myself down, modulating my energy-field to accommodate to the
drugs and calm my heart. In response to the Dex, a steroid, and the
phone radiation, my heart was pumping rather hard.

I went really deep and was totally ‘gone’ for perhaps twenty
minutes. I consciously yielded to the drugs and my healing angels,
who presumably needed me to hand over control so that they could
manage the process. It was one of the deepest inner journeys [’ve
had for a while. When eventually I came to, I gazed at the other
patients sat in their armchairs, hooked up to their drips, and the
nurses going around doing their duties... experiencing all this as if
looking through my eyes from far, far away, as if [ were a wide-
eyed stranger from Planet Zonk.

God bless these cancer patients, busy ingesting chemicals, most of
them sitting fiddling with phones, communicating with anxious
daughters and neighbours to fix pickups. They all look like nice
people, each facing cancer and reduced life-chances. They must
wonder who this guy dressed in his copper-coloured Arabic jalabiya
is — a foreigner, a priest, a weirdo, or perhaps Gandalf?
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God bless the Filipino nurse, who had been worried about hurting
me because I had so little subcutaneous fat on my stomach to shove
his needles into. No fat? — that’s not normal. He was being a bit
over-conscientious. Later he came by and said, “Have you met the
Dalai Lama?”. Yes, | had, as it happened, a long time ago, though
I’d mainly been involved with the Sixteenth Karmapa and his own
squad of lamas. The nurse wanted to talk about the Tibetans,
Uighurs, Hong Kong and Taiwan — figuring out that I understood.
He was deeply concerned about China and its future. Like so many
emigrant Chinese he cared deeply about his country and his people.

He said that, when I’d gone into meditation, the whole room had
changed. Although most of the people present will have read or
heard about meditation, few will actually have felt the darshan, the
vibrational radiation or blessing that can arise. There they were,
stuck in their armchairs with nothing to do, while this guy across the
room was going somewhere far, far away. And perhaps, in truth,
many of them would have done well to come with me.

The nurses were being overcautious. I was supposed to leave by
4pm but someone insisted that I should be kept in till 6.30 for
observation, just in case. I told them this would not be necessary.
But they could not gainsay authority. I showed them the places
where I had been injected, which weren’t bruised or swelling,
reminding them that I had just hobbled all the way to and from the
well-stocked hospital shop at the main entrance, to get some gluten-
free snacks (which, astoundingly, were not available even in a
cancer ward). Eventually they ran out of excuses and I left at 6pm.

When I got to the main corridor, the guard, who had seen me go past
on the way to the shop, now decided I couldn’t go that way to get to
the main entrance that lay just beyond it. “But I've just walked 90%
of the way there and you allowed me to do that”. “Its the Covid
regs, sir —sorry, I know it’s a pain in the ass”. He was a nice chap.
“l understand, but it’s a wet bum, not a pain in the ass, that I’ll get,
because I’ll need to sit down on the way and, as you can see, it's
raining...”. Even so, I had to walk the long way round to reach the
car park to find Grace, who was waiting to take me home.

91



Blessings That Bones Bring | Palden Jenkins

We got home, lit the woodstove, had a cuppa and relaxed after the
day’s encounter with civilisation and its rules, timetables, regs and
electro-smog. I was buzzing on Dex and Grace had to tolerate my
rattling away for hours with my mind on overdrive, until eventually
we went to bed. She said she could smell the chemicals in my body.
I lay there churning until I drifted off.

But it was alright. I seem to be tolerating the Dara, the new drug.
My body recognises the Velcade and it seems okay with that. The
Dex, meanwhile, though it charges its price in side-effects, does
work well. But it’s a bit like a cross between speed and cocaine, and
it noticeably heightens my Asperger’s symptoms.

I’m on two other drugs too — an antiviral called Aciclovir and a
kidney protector called Allopurinol — but I’'m on fewer drugs than
last year, and that’s a relief. A few months later, on an intuition I
stopped taking these two without telling the doctors and felt better
without them. I told the haematologist later and she hardly batted an
eyelid. Or perhaps she was getting used to me by now.

So the anticipations I had about the hospital visit were just that:
anticipations. It’s difficult being on chemo, and writing this blog
has been hard work, but it’s not as difficult as I thought it might be,
and the Dara is easier on me than the Cyclophosphamide I took last
year, which felt like being hit by an armoured bulldozer.

For the first time I’ve actually met the doctor and cancer nurses in
person. Last year [ was treated at Torbay hospital in Devon, so the
people at Treliske didn’t know me because Covid lockdowns started
before we could meet. During lockdown I had only phone and video
consultations with the specialist and one of the cancer nurses. So |
felt rather on my own through much of 2020, held at arm’s length
during the Covid crisis. But now we were up close and personal.

I liked John, a fortysomething CNS (clinical nurse specialist). |
think he figured me out quite well and had met people like me
before. I get the feeling he’d done his fair share of raves and
festivals in his time, so I was within his range of experience. This
was true also for another nurse who, at a slack moment, came to say
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that she was vegetarian — but I could tell she kept it quiet with her
colleagues. She asked a few questions about meditation.

If you’re wondering why the number nine was significant to me as a
day-sign, it’s this. The Council of Nine'? are some rather advanced
cosmic beings of a non-earthly kind, for whom I wrote a book in the
early 1990s called The Only Planet of Choice. My connection with
them means a lot to me — they form the root of my spiritual
genetics, like metaphysical grandparents who placed the order for
the weaving and construction of my soul. So they were signalling
that they were with me and it would be alright. And they were, and
it was. And so it goes. That’s what day-signs are all about. They
give valuable clues.

Eclipse of the Soul
Churning in bed

8th Feb 20241, six days later

It’s strange. Everyone is busy worrying about Covid and here am 1,
as usual focused on something different — this time, cancer. Or,
more precisely, chemotherapy.

I feel like I’ve aged ten years in the last week. I’ve been dragging
myself around, feeling the gravitational weight of being alive,
holding up my weak back and gasping at shooting pains in my
bones, feeling a deep tiredness with life and its daily routines.

But moments of pay-off come too. Recently I had an extended
moment of revelation — one of those moments when you see
something you’ve long been half-aware of but hadn’t really
twigged. I saw how lonely I’d been throughout my life. Born in
1950 in a maternity home that was about to close, I was the last
baby born there. All the staff were there, watching — so I had rather

12 For an introduction, see: http://www.palden.co.uk/nine.html
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a public birth. I wasn’t too sure I wanted to be born but, here I was,
doing it anyway.

Here were all these people witnessing my birth, not because it was
me but because I was the last baby to arrive before they all were
transferred elsewhere or had to find new jobs. It was at the back end
of a baby boom, in a time when our parents were trying hard to
replace the devastation of war with new hope and a constant stream
of dirty nappies. Someone on the staff probably had some ration-
busting plonk and biscuits and they celebrated this final baby while
I lay there on my own, swaddled, sorted and rather ignored,
wondering what was to happen next.

I grew into a teenager who criticised my dad. I didn’t argue, but at
times I let him know what I thought. He had fought for our freedom
in Egypt in WW2 and lost a leg in the process. I was telling him that
we weren’t actually free. We were living in a totalitarian society
where our chains were coated with carrots and cream. My parents
thought something was wrong with me — after all, if I listened to
that raucous, long-haired, noisy 1960s pop music there must be
something wrong with me. Was I turning into a Communist?

Actually, I was struggling for truth, as teenagers do. Half a century
later, here am I, struggling to plumb the depths of truth yet again,
though from a rather different position. I’'m wrestling with ageing
and cancer in the muddy battlefield of my being, amidst that soup of
fears, doubts and shadows that make me human. In that moment of
revelation it became clear how I had created my aloneness pattern.
It was my pattern, my repeated choice. In the pursuit of my calling,
seeking to shift society’s tiller in a new direction, I walked away
from and also I was left by many friends and loved ones, and I
tended to shrug shoulders, letting go and moving on. They paid their
price and I paid mine. I’d shared love, care and awakening with so
many people yet I’d engaged in a lonely life of struggle, trying to
reach across the light-years of social distance, to commune with
other human star-souls amidst the vastness of infinity.

Here I was, now an ageing man churning in bed, wading through his
demons, missing loved ones near and far, yet blessed with a seeing,
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a revelation of fact-sodden truth, a statement of futility. I was going
through an audit of the enormity of the task — that of generating
light amidst the morass of earthly life. A light that struggles even
now to illuminate the stone walls of the prison that is me.

We all variously get this. Take a look at the phantasmagorical
disaster-zone that is your heart. The deep darkness of The Pit is
there and it’s uncomfortable. Yet here in the dark lies a key, a lump
of gold, sitting between the paws of a guardian dragon. The dragon
invites us take a deep breath, let go of fear and take up our
birthright. It’s lonely and dark there, yet light is found amidst the
dank, cold dark of the depths.

Today I go to Treliske for more pumping with drugs. The Dara is
giving me the shits and the Dex is dragging me into a psychically-
overactive place where nightmares transmogrify into explosions of
light and back again with bewildering rapidity. This treatment feels
alien, but we live in strange times. What’s important to me is not
what’s important to the medical system, which constrains cancer to
a medical condition only. This is the dilemma of living at this time
on Earth. We all share it, serving time, doing our best yet struggling,
drowning in the disappointing pointlessness of deluded beliefs.

Yet this grinding action, this grating and milling, it generates light.
Waking before dawn, before the crows’ morning-time display of
swoopy crowing in the cloudy gloaming, my demons were irking
me. But now the dawn has come and the sun is rising, shining
through the windows of The Lookout, and the demons are
scarpering in the dawning light. Perhaps it all was a nightmare. Or
perhaps it’s the truth of my being. At this moment I cannot judge.

But when I was sitting there shivering, having lit the woodstove,
listening to a robin tweeting hello on the dog-rose outside, I
realised, well, better to grind this stuff now than leave it until the
moment of my death. Better to grow in spirit while I can, to see
clearly without the grey-tinted glasses of daily routine. Then the
clock told me to get ready to be picked up for the journey to
Treliske. Yes, it’s time to get normalised, keep to the timetable. Get
plugged into the matrix. Get ready. Take your pills. Do the business.
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Time to put the kettle on, shower my creaky body and dress up in
my togs, for another round of the never-ending movie that is life.

Cancer Medicines
and true friends and helpers

17th Feb 2021, nine days later

I was sitting once again in the cancer unit at the Royal Cornwall,
high on Dex. The tea lady came round. The guy sitting next to me,
with his arm hooked up to a chemo drip, requested strong coffee
with sugar in. It’s amazing that this is permitted in a cancer unit. |
was sitting there surrounded by patients getting pumped up with
drugs, some costing £1,000-2,000 per shot, and most of the patients
sat with their mobile phone radiation-generators just one foot from
their prostate, stomach or breast, busily irradiating themselves.

Somehow, they don’t feel it. Somehow the medical profession
studiously ignores it. This, despite the recent figures for epilepsy,
headaches, anxiety, depression, alcoholism and domestic violence,
which have all risen sharply in the last year, thanks partially to wi-fi
radiation generated by hours on end of video-streaming during
Covid lockdowns.

A nurse came round who had been here last time. We’d had a
conversation about humanitarian work — she had a wish to do it
herself. Good on her. Many believe the only option is to go as a
qualified professional under the auspices of a big NGO. That
approach has its virtues and its difficulties, though I encouraged her
to consider the option of acting independently, going freelance to a
country of her choice where she felt drawn to in her heart. It gives
more freedom of action, to go where you’re most needed and to do
what you’re good at doing. With nursing skills, she will easily be
taken up. I think she was rather stirred by that conversation.

I mentioned that you don’t have to completely change your life: do
three months every year or two and you will do well as a
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humanitarian. Keep part of your life anchored back home so that
you can handle the stirring, chaotic and emotionally challenging
experiences you’ll have, and also bring a certain calm and openness
to the people you’re serving. Above all, follow your heart: you will
fall in love with these people and they with you.

This week I brought her a copy of Pictures of Palestine,*® a book I
wrote ten years ago. It tells of ordinary life in Palestine’s West Bank
and of the daily life of an activist humanitarian, during one of my
stays there in 2009. I had to give it to her secretly, because giving
gifts to hospital staff can be construed as a corrupt practice.

One gift cancer gives is that you start evaluating life in a new way,
and a lot changes in your relationships with the people around you.
In my case, it’s amazing how many people think they know what’s
right for me, wanting to heal me, fix me and make it all alright. Hm,
that doesn’t work well. People who avoid doing that become true
friends and helpers.

My partner Grace is one. She sobbed deep tears last weekend,
arising from a realisation that, if I die, she’ll have a yawning gap in
her life. She was feeling it in her heart. It has something to do with
that special quality of love we humans can generate, here in this
benighted, challenging world — a kind of love distilled in the
crucible of pain and pleasure. We have a tremendous power to love
despite everything. Love is the greatest of cancer medicines.

Chemo-daze days
Dropped in by mistake

2nd March 2021, two weeks later

A lot has changed in the last week or two. The new round of chemo
treatment started last week, and a rather nice, diligent South African

13 Pictures of Palestine - a humanitarian blogging from Bethlehem, Palden Jenkins, Coherent
Visions, 2012. http://www.palden.co.uk/pop/
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nurse with a Scots accent (I forget the explanation), has visited me
twice now to administer it. After treatment my perceived age started
rising, and at times it was difficult. However, after last year’s chemo
experiences I’m better prepared and adjusted than I was then. Much
of the secret lies in adapting my life’s habits and patterns, reducing
my goals, simplifying things, disengaging from many former
concerns and keeping everything doable and within reach. Falling
back on my methodical Virgo side, I get through my daily routines,
albeit slowly and with rests in between.

I’ve stopped my creative writing, except this blog, because it draws
on my brains in a way I can’t continue with. Stamina, handling
complexity and big thinking aren’t available. Anyone who brings
complications, makes requests or presents hurdles to jump over can
wait, or sort themselves out by other means — sorry. When my
energy is up I can manage some tasks — though I have to wait for
that energy to come and it doesn’t go according to a timetable. I can
write this blog today because I’'m powered up on Dex.

To keep myself focused and kid myself I’'m doing something useful,
I’ve been working on the Meyn Mamvro online archive.** It’s a job I
undertook before cancer came along, and it’s suitably drudgerous
and methodical to be manageable in my current state. In fact, if [
were ‘normal’ and healthy, it would be boring to do.

I’m building an online archive for our local prehistory magazine,
making a hundred past copies available as a web-resource. When
complete it will be an enormous website, gigabytes in size. Thus far
I’ve reached issue 35 out of 100. It’s quite repetitive work, but that
suits me and the current state of my brains. When you’re a natural
archivist and editor with decades of drudge behind you, and a Virgo
like me, this kind of thing is doable — when I’'m in the right state.

I’ve also been working on the online maps of ancient Cornwall that
I’ve been developing since 2014.%° So I keep myself occupied when
I’m able to do it — currently around two hours per day. Throughout
life I’ve always been one for projects like this — I’ve made ecliptic-

14 Meyn Mamvro Archive: http://www.meynmamvro.co.uk/archive/
15 Online maps of Cornwall: http://www.ancientpenwith.org/maps.html
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based star maps, leyline maps, lots of resource websites,'® and when
I was twelve I even invented and mapped a country.

But now I’m doddery, and eventually I have to yield to fatigue. I
have to start fatigue preparations before it’s too late — tea, munchies,
music, a hot water bottle and, if my brains are intact, something to
read. Then I head for bed, flagged out even just by the preparation
and ready to flop. When I go into these chemo-induced, fatigued,
dulled-out reveries, in recent times I’ve been going a long way
away, in dreamtime.

When Grace is here, I'm grateful that she has what it takes to
witness me floating off and for that to be alright. It gives her space
to get through a compelling four-volume novel she’s reading about
the ancient British queen Boudicca! When I come to, I sometimes
have an innocent, wide-eyed, childlike look, a bit like an ET who
dropped in by mistake. It’s not the Palden she knows, though she
sees it only for a briefly infinite moment of timeless seeing. Then I
return gradually, blinkingly, to a more recognisable me.

I’m losing energy and must end here. Thank you for letting me
share a few tasters of the strange life I am living, here on an isolated
farm at the far end of Cornwall. I must get a drink, take my pills,
have a pee, sort out a few things... and head for bed. That’s what
life is like right now.

Drug and therapy list, for your interest:

Pharma: DVD (Daratumamab, Velcade, Dexamethasone), Aciclovir, Co-
trimoxazole, Zolodronic Acid.

Holistic: Quality natural-source multivitamins, 1-2g Vit C per day,
Magnesium (cell repair), Astaxanthin (antioxidant), blueberry powder
(antioxidant), probiotics (to help digestion after antibiotics), cold-milled oils
(mixed into breakfast). CBD oil (a general system helper), colloidal silver
(anti-viral), shilajit (mineral boost and cleanser), maca (an adaptogenic
tonic), kombucha (a tonic drink and general system helper), Vit D3+K2,
lysine (against chickenpox and shingles). A wholesome diet, homegrown
beansprouts, unchlorinated springwater from up the hill, remote treatment

16 See www.isleofavalon.co.uk or my own website www.palden.co.uk
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from an E-Lybra machine in Devon, periodic homoeopathics and
radionics, and a Personal Harmoniser pendant hanging round my neck.”

| keep a time-gap between taking holistic remedies or supplements and
pharmaceutical medications to avoid conflicts.

Spiritual: Grace’s presence and dedication; prayers, support and healing
from family, soul-family and people close and distant; adventures on the
clifftops and at the ancient sites of West Penwith; life-lessons learned;
positive thinking; and my inner doctors (I open myself to their inspection
and consciously let them in).

Soul Honing
Without Trimoxazole

7th March 2021, five days later

Hours after writing the previous blog I found myself heading
downhill. Then I went through a nightmare, really unwell, spaced
out and going through it. | was probably reacting to the chemo. It
exacerbated a stomach complication arising from the squeezing of
my stomach, after my lower-back collapse in August 2019, which
sank my lower back by over an inch (4cm). The squeezing makes
me constipated and over-full after my cancer treatments, which
seem to paralyse bowel movement for a week or so. By Friday I felt
beat up and half-dead. During the weekend I reconstituted myself
and came back to balance — with a little help from some early-spring
sunshine (and the dedicated services of the toilet).

It makes me wary of the next step — I have another dose of chemo
tomorrow. I talked to the haematologist and one item of medication
(Co-trimoxazole) was removed and my Dex dose was halved. She is
realising that I do need somewhat different treatment.

All this grinding action by chemo has rather undermined my
confidence. However, it has been restored by two visiting nurses
and a local GP who have been really good — mainly by being human

17 www.implosionresearch.com/product/phi-personal-harmoniser/
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and tuned into my needs. I’'m going to take a calculated risk with the
next stage and see how well I tough it out during the coming week.
Whether or not this is battlefield bravado I do not know, but I do
want to get this chemo process over with. I'm likely to have quite a
lot of fatigue but, alive or dead, I'll be back.

Thanks and blessings to all of you who have sent prayers and
healing. I really appreciate that. Please keep it to general support
without specific intervention since my inner doctors are best for
guiding the process. They might even be whispering into the heads
of the NHS doctors too — you never know.

I get the feeling a much deeper process kicked in last week — it went
down, or up, a level. The great blessing is that, amidst all this, it is
clearer to me than ever that we come into this life to hone our souls.
That’s the number one takeaway we get from a life on Earth.
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Still Here, Amazingly

Despite mountain streams and heavy metal
17th March 2021, ten days later

Still alive. Crisis over. I spent last week coming back, working with
the after-effects of the chemo treatment. I seem to be taking it quite
well, though it affects my brains and energy levels. My perceived
age is now that of a perky ninety year old and I have to simplify my
life and activities to match.

Since starting chemo I’ve gone into a pharma-induced weekly cycle
where I’m up on Dex on Mondays and Tuesdays and then I subside
into what could be a down time by Friday — except I relax into it and
let it be, and I don’t get depressed as some people seem to do. The
challenge is to hang in there and keep on going through the tunnel.

The signs are good. The haematologist reported last week that my
results were ‘surprisingly good’. She forgets that I had said this was
likely, but now at least she has evidence.

My treatment in the last month has worked well, despite the crisis I
had. I had encouraged them to set a student onto me to observe and
monitor me for research purposes. But no, such knowledge wasn’t
deemed necessary.

When another nurse, Nicola, came on Monday this week to
administer my drugs, she was fascinated with my life story. She’s
clearly quite interested in alternative pathways. She nodded,
agreeing, when I said that five decades of a good diet and lifestyle
and forty-five years of meditation must have a significant effect,
especially since I started this while young. I, and people like me,
have evolved rather differently from many people, psycho-
spiritually and physically, and decades of it do make a difference.

Nowadays I’'m rather frail, yet there’s a deep resilience there too, as
a result of this. I’'m not unused to crises and tend to hang in there
and rebirth myself through it, letting myself go down into the depths
to get to the bottom, then to bounce back, sometimes quite quickly,
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even surprising myself. The more we allow crisis, the more we can
use it as a launchpad for revival. Part of my pathology seems
actually to need crisis since it activates my systems, and that’s one
reason why I’ve tended to live quite an edgy life, doing limit-
pushing, risky activities. Perhaps I even needed cancer to enter my
life too, to raise the stakes — now that’s an interesting thought.

Though I’ve contracted a blood cancer, it seems to arise from
specific toxicities — EM and nuclear radiation — rather than from the
patterns of my lifestyle. I’ve had to face facts: in the past I
deliberately opened myself up to energy and energy-fields, which
have been a thirty-year focus in my research, talks and writings.
Inwardly focused, I would enter ancient sites or crop formations,
opening myself up and seeking to discern vibrational or atmospheric
distinctions between them, seeking to understand the purposes and
intentions behind them.

Perhaps I opened myself to these energy-fields overenthusiastically
and unwisely, or perhaps this openness made for a problem with
mobile phones and wi-fi, the radiation from which I’d walk into
shortly after my visits. So I was perhaps undefended and thus
susceptible to the damaging effects of man-made radio-frequency
radiation exposure. The difference between ‘supernatural” and man-
made radiation is like the difference between a mountain stream and
heavy metal rock music played loud. Even so, though I have cancer,
my body-mind system seems to produce good medical results — and
this must partially be because of opening up to energy-fields.

There’s a deep truth here: everything in life is a gift. Also it charges
its price. Everything.

Here we come to crises. Since diagnosis I’ve had three major crises
and it seems that, when these happen, more gets resolved than was
apparent at the time. Last October I contracted shingles. As a result
of that crisis my arthritis reduced, my fatigue disappeared and
afterwards I went through a short-term lift and breakthrough. The
crisis mobilised a greater healing process than just dealing with the
shingles. But shingles is not a malady I’d recommend.
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In my case it led to a new problem, emerging later, set off by the
shingles — osteonecrosis of the jaw (ONJ). An infection started up
under my chin. It was found, after having x-rays, that a small piece
of bone had broken off my chinbone and my body was trying to get
rid of it by exuding a kind of pus from my chin, through a fistula, an
oozing patch. At first, this was dripping quite continually. It made
me feel like a leper, and it smelt and was distinctly unattractive.
Later I was given antibiotics to reduce it. They couldn’t operate on
me to get the bone piece out. This hit my self-esteem. I felt isolated
and self-disgusted. Osteonecrosis is, apparently, a very painful and
ugly way to go — it’s the death of the jawbone, followed by its
inevitable shattering. This brought up quite a bit of fear and dread.

Nevertheless, in crises you can resolve lots of issues at once, rather
than dragging them out over time and wading through extended
complexity. It accelerates change. Last week I had another crisis — a
stomach problem lasting five days. It rendered me helpless and
weak. I did the necessaries and got through it. In a crisis I tend to be
calm and collected — well, at least, in the heat of the moment. But
this and the osteonecrosis dug away at me inside.

In my meditation I opened myself up to the inner doctors more than
at most times, going a level deeper than I knew I could. Most of
them seem not to have had earthly lives, so I think they’ve taken on
a couple of former humans with anatomical knowledge to help them
— otherwise they work with my energy-fields without actually
knowing how my anatomy works. They don’t see my stomach or
hips or knees — they see the energy-fields around and within them.

Being closely examined by them was profound because, for the
healing to really work, I had to let these beings into my darker
corners — the bits of my life [ don’t want others, or even me, to see,
and the stuff I feel guilty and ashamed about. For this is where the
causes of illness lie — this hidden, suppressed stuff.

Over the next day or two I felt the inner doctors sorting me out from
top down, starting at the highest frequencies and working down
through my energy-bodies to the physical issues. It’s difficult to
convey how this felt. I felt myself being pulled up and flooded with
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light from the centre working outwards, while also being pulled
down and re-grounded, from outwards in. The stomach crisis
resolved itself as the week progressed and I feel I’ve been realigned,
rewired and recharged, and my soul is now more in the driving seat.

There’s a lesson here in letting go. Before we ‘let go and let God’,
it’s difficult knowing what that newly-opened space will be like and
how the game-plan rules will change when we step into it. We also
have a cringing habit of entering the future facing backwards,
looking at what we’re losing more than what we’re gaining. Letting
go is about adopting the future. It can be hard work sometimes,
especially when we’re digging into deep patterns. But we can also
make it harder than it needs to be. ‘Leave it alone. Stop picking at it
or it will never heal’ — a friend wrote that on Facebook, and it’s true.

One day at a time. With chemo-brain this day-at-a-time approach is
necessary. While my capacity to handle complexity is reduced, it
has its virtues. It simplifies and loosens things. One thing we cannot
control is the timing and manner of our passing, so we need to
loosen up about it. Paradoxically, the more we accept a lack of
control, the more control we gain. It’s like learning to ski or ride a
bike — to keep your balance you need to let go of control and, once
you’ve done it, it’s easy.

Thanks and blessings to all guardian angels, including you. Thank
you for letting me share these thoughts. Ma 'assalam: peace go with
you. And what next? I don’t know. After all, time is what stops
everything happening all at once.

Dunnets and Dex
Welcome to the Machine

3rd April 2021, two weeks later

I wasn’t aware until a few days ago that Easter was coming. There I

was, sailing along through a chemotherapy tunnel, carrying on

through thick and thin and getting on with each day, and suddenly I
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was reminded of the relentlessly-rolling machinery of society (and
chocolate), happening beyond the bounds of this farm.

Down’ere in furthest Cornwall all the madness happens in one
direction, eastwards. We call it ‘Upcountry’ or, with a sarky twist of
intonation and a roll of the eyes, referring to England. Which means
different things down here than it means to Englanders. In Cornish,
England is Pow Sows, the land (Pow) of the Saxons (Saws).

But then, England has just arrived here for its Easter holidays.
They’re all down in Sainsbury’s in Penzance, shopping after a
frantic journey down the A30, getting ready to stow away in
cottages and splatter themselves in plastic tents all over the ancient
pastures of Penwith. Fresh-painted ‘campsite’ signs are sitting at
roadside field gates, attempting to capture business. The machinery
of the Cornish tourist industry grinds into action after the Covid
lockdowns, and the scenic single-track north coast Zennor road will
get suitably blocked with queues of SUVs, campervans and sleek
German tour buses. The Cornish have mixed feelings about it all,
and those feelings are growing. Tourist income is valued but the
effects of tourism are not. Times are changing.

When I was diagnosed with cancer in late 2019, staring at death, I
became acutely aware of things in my life that were unfinished but
still doable. What emerged were possibilities I hadn’t previously
thought likely. One was to write a book about my understanding of
ancient civilisation. So, when my brains functioned sufficiently, I
wrote Shining Land — the ancient sites of West Penwith and what
they say about megalithic civilisation.*®

It’s finished and seeking a publisher, but this is tricky because many
publishers are cash-strapped and not in a risk-taking mood. As usual
for me, the book doesn’t sit neatly in a convenient marketing niche,
so they’re not confident it will sell. Having worked for two decades
as an editor in book-publishing, and having myself rejected good
books for market-based reasons (we couldn’t publish anything and
everything), this is ironic. What goes around comes around. The
book will come out somehow: it awaits a magic solution. I won’t

18 Shining Land website: www.palden.co.uk/shiningland/
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self-publish because I can’t handle the detailed business issues
involved, and who would keep it on the market when I pass away?

While on chemotherapy, my brain capacity doesn’t manage certain
stretches of creative thinking. So I’ve also been getting on with
mind-numbing drudge — completing a detailed series of maps of the
ancient sites of Cornwall.!® Starting in 2015, I’ve nearly finished
them. Then I can put them to bed and have done with it.

It sounds like I’m ready to return to work, to re-join the rat-race.

I’m not ready for that — I’d make a mess of it. I might sound clear
and resolute but actually I’'m slow at making decisions, figuring
things out and sorting through daily details. It’ll take me a day to get
over the effort of writing this blog!

But ’'m making progress, as long as I work when my energy and
brains are up, avoiding pushing myself when they’re down. That’s
difficult to predict, so the arrangements, appointments and deadlines
involved in employment are not doable. Fitting into the coffee-
driven swirl of complexities, demands and timetables of the
working world doesn’t work for me now.

Or perhaps I'm spending too much time talking to myself. It’s very
quiet around here. People don’t visit because they don’t want to
disturb me, or to kill me with a swarm of life-threatening viruses
that is allegedly swirling around them. Even so, I’'m on Dex and
might be better protected from Covid symptoms than most people,
since Dex is used in the treatment of Covid.

Grace’s fortnightly visits are very welcome — and I’m sure that if
she chronicled the many things we talk about, it would land up quite
encyclopaedic. Both of us are astrologers, speaking a multi-
dimensional language that’s incomprehensible to most people. It
ought to be taught to teenagers at school.

When Penny comes along on Wednesdays to clean up, she comes
with issues and questions and leaves with a stack of lightbulb

moments, sufficient to last until next week. But she doesn’t speak
astrologese, so we’re limited to English. Karen, who comes along

1% The maps are here: www.ancientpenwith.org/maps.html
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with my shopping on Thursdays, tells me tales of events down in
Penzance or at Treliske (she’s a cancer patient too). That’s my main
human contact with the outside world. Otherwise, my main
company is the birds — there are a few dunnets (dunnocks) that I
really like. The swallows haven’t arrived yet.

I’ve stabilised after the crisis of... was it just a few weeks ago? |
have to keep up with the cancer medication until I reach a safe level
that will last me for another period of time.

The medical profession has a strange profiling system that assumes
that, if you’re white and speak English, you should be measured
against a yardstick of ‘normal’, based on the way the ‘normal’ white
British population operates. But then, a doctor once said that while
in Britain I’'m deemed underweight, in India I’d be normal. In
medicine, folks like me should be treated more like an ethnic
minority because our psyche, metabolism and anatomy have
changed quite radically as a result of the life-choices we’ve made.

But there we go — this is a strange world to live in, though none of
us is here by accident. All will come well in the end. The sun keeps
rising every day and the Atlantic rollers keep ripping at the cliffs,
while time wanders unceasingly through the labyrinths of the
evolving present. And it’s time to put the kettle on.

Helping
Professionals built the Titanic
18th April 2021, two weeks later

Grace and I went adventuring, visiting a 2,000 year old Iron Age
settlement here in Penwith. At these settlements is it’s possible to
get a feeling of the lives of people who once lived there, long ago —
of grandparents sitting by the fire, children playing, grown-ups
coming and going, busying themselves with tasks and chores, and
relatives visiting from other villages.
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This settlement, Goldherring, has a workplace feeling: it looks as if
some of the buildings were workshops and stores while some seem
to be residential. There was a chill, rather cutting springtime wind,
even in the milky sunshine, so we squatted down in the sheltered
remains of a roofless Iron Age building, erected about a hundred
generations past. Out came the tea flask and biscuits — necessary
items in any antiquarian’s toolbox — and we sat there chatting about
life two millennia ago and life as it is now.

I’ve been shut away and mostly alone for what seems like a long
time, so when Grace comes to stay it’s a big event, and when she
leaves there’s a large gap. Over the last five years we’ve had well
over a hundred weekends together, getting used to meeting and
separating, but there’s still an emptiness when we part. As she
rounds the corner on the road leading from the farm to the main
road, going home, I stand there not quite knowing what to do next,
and suddenly feeling in a void. She probably feels similar as she
drives away upcountry, heading toward England.

Sometimes love gets tested. During the first lockdown in 2020
Grace couldn’t visit for quite a while. It activated that ‘distance
makes the heart grow fonder’ feeling, and we missed each other.
This might happen again, now. Covid has hit Grace’s income and
business, she’s been bumping along fending oft the wolves from the
door, and now her car has suddenly failed its MOT test, needing
repairs or replacement. Looks like we might miss a few weekends.

I personally am chugging along. Since I was diagnosed I’ve had
three crunchy crises and others will follow, and one will cut me
down one day. It’s easy to fall into a trap of believing that my
problems are bigger than other people’s, yet looking at Grace and
the bill-paying and daily-life concerns she labours through, I find
myself wondering which is harder — a long, hard grind like hers or a
flashing-lights crisis like I sometimes get?

The pennyworts were poking up into the sun and a buzzard wheeled
overhead as we sat there, huddling in the Iron Age with our tea and
biscuits, reflecting on life. Grace makes such a difference in my life.
She’s willing to prioritise things that aren’t in her own self-interest,
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doing so with a lot of love and care — not only for me but for lots of
people. And for the plants and microbes in her garden.

It rests on this kind of person to save the world: this became clear
during the Covid crisis. It has revealed itself as a case of Amateurs
built the Ark and professionals built the Titanic. In the rich world
social care and healthcare have been professionalised while family
and community support systems have been asphyxiated by
‘progress’ and the time-poor demands of modern life. Society has
leaned heavily on dedicated people with an altruistic bent, the skills
of service, low pay and meagre job-recognition. It has also leaned
on non-professionals to take the weight, driven by goodwill and
personal allegiance. Grace is one of those, a quiet super-trooper.

Some professionals have done a heroic job too: I’ve seen this with
the doctors and nurses and through the eyes of my son, who is in the
air ambulance business — he tells me some interesting tales.

When Grace is visiting, it’s a joy, as a disabled cancer patient, to get
up in the morning, light the stove and bring her tea in bed. For in
truth helping is best as an energy-exchange. Grace brings so much
goodness to my life and I hope she feels that it’s reciprocated. I like
looking after her — I do so on Saturdays, the day after her arrival,
and she looks after me on Sundays, once she’s had a rest.

Whether we’re a net helper or a net recipient, male or female, black
or white, progressive or conservative, we mustn’t get attached to
fixed positions in the social spectrum. It’s energy-inefficient for
society to render some people into professional carers while
marginalising others as passive recipients of care.

Help and support flow around a society in the most miraculous and
amazing of ways, if we permit it. Everyone, no matter how helpless
or useless, has something to give, and we need to be able to give it.
Withholding our humanity and creativity holds the world back.
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Joe Biden Syndrome
What am | leaving behind?

8th June 2021, eight weeks later

I haven’t written a blog for nearly two months. Some of you might
be wondering what’s happening. Well, it’s classic for a cancer
patient, and it’s also a current issue as the Covid pandemic subsides
and the lockdowns are ending. It’s all about the ins and outs of
coming out into the world again.

I’ve been getting busy. Sometimes too busy. Then I collapse. My
brains are less befogged and I’'m less fatigued than before, and also
a point came where I got fed up with resting and intense self-care.
Some people start thinking I’'m ‘better’ — no, I’'m a bit more good
and a bit less bad.

Nevertheless, I have lifelong workaholic patterns and a dose of Joe
Biden Syndrome — a sense that this is my last chance and I need to
dance my last dance before I go. That’s quite a motivator. I can
understand the struggles that teenagers and young adults go through
when they look at the world and think, OMG, what kind of a mess is
this that I'm walking into? Well, at the other end it goes, OMG,
what kind of a mess am I leaving behind?

On the plus side, the effect of a death sentence, chemo treatment
and longterm isolation have given certain advantages. I’m seeing
things differently, a level deeper. Some of my occasionally rather
sharp insights can be uncomfortable for some and I’m getting
criticism for it — I’m too forthright, seemingly. That’s a bit oft-
putting but it’s part of the game. It sounds terrible to say this but, in
a way, [ don’t care.

This too is a part of Joe Biden Syndrome. I don’t care too much
about what people think, and this frees up loads of things. This said,
I’m more sensitive and permeable than ever before, and part of me
really does care. Cancer seems to strip away defences and
insensitivities — or at least, that’s what’s happened for me.
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I’ve been facing some stuff. I found out that my back problem is
likely to increase as a slow physical degeneration — an increasingly
bent back and a growing incapacity to hold myself up. Myeloma
eats my bones and they’re already rather thinned out. I click my
spine back into place once every few hours, and if a stranger hears it
they find the clicking and cracking either frightening or funny! This
degeneration issue has been a thing to confront and accept.

It’s a test of a key philosophy of mine, to look for the gift in all
things. That’s what cancer and similar ailments are: a soul-driven
test of our psycho-spiritual resilience and openness, a trial of our
capacity to actually do it, and not just to cleave to hope or beliefs.

I’m still on chemo but it’s getting milder. The nurse came yesterday
to take my bloods and to shoot me up with Velcade and Dara, and I
took Dex and two other medications too, as pills. It’s weird, and
Dex gives me stomach issues and a difficult steroid-driven feeling
for two days, but the Myeloma itself is in retreat and I’m coming
back. My killer will probably be bone degeneration or toxicity from
stomach problems, or osteonecrosis — all side-effects of Myeloma.
Different people with Myeloma get quite different side-problems.

This brings up a further issue and challenge. I have decided to die
by decision and when the time is right — perhaps when my angels
choose to take me out. They have helped me through the cancer
process and, in a way, I’'m dependent on them and subject to their
preferences. But it really hangs around willpower: I shall stay alive
for as long as I have the spark and spirit to keep going. But I don’t
think I’ll hang around once I’ve reached that point, if I can help it.
It’s my call and also it isn’t, but taking charge of my side of the
equation puts me more in charge in general. It’s like sailing: you
can’t control the wind but you can capture it to power your journey
if you wait for the right wind and catch it well.

People sometimes ask me whether I believe in God. I say, “No”.
Then I say, “In another way, Yes”. Muslims give Allah ninety-nine
names and they leave the last one open — that’s a good idea. Belief
is a guideline, a way to construct reality, a direction to head in. For
me, it’s more a matter of knowing rather than believing in ‘God’.
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What people call ‘God’ is the everythingness and nothingness of the
whole universe. We’re challenged to really know this, deep down,
not just to believe it. This brings a turning in the deepest seat of
consciousness. Believing takes us only a certain distance.

I got up early with a sudden urge to write a blog, and now it’s time
for breakfast and to take my second dose of Dex. Was I hearing
someone out there, wondering what was happening with old
Paldywan? I'm still here. And there you are. Thank you for that.

Giving up
and checking out
2nd July 2021, three weeks later

So what about dying, then?

Sometimes a comment [ write spontaneously online can say it well,
and this morning I did one of those. I was replying to a Facebook
post by a Myeloma patient who had just had shocking diagnostic
news, and she was reeling — fears of death were overwhelming her.
So I wrote this to her, and it sums up a lot for me...

You will pass away when your heart and soul feel the need to give
up, or when your angels decide to take you out, or when it's time
and it is good and okay. You'll have your own way of seeing and
defining this.

But this kind of idea brings more control back to you, and it places
an emphasis on keeping your heart and spirits up during the rest of
your life, as a primary focus. In this sense there is a perverse gift in
cancer: it prompts us to monitor, be aware and look after ourselves
like never before, and to look at some of the more fundamental life
questions that previously we avoided. It'’s arguable that some of
those avoidances acted as some of the psycho-spiritual causes of
our cancers, on a deep level.
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Without cancer we are nevertheless prompted by life to learn and to
grow, but with it the stakes are raised and the issues amplified. A big
lesson that has come to me since diagnosis has been this: if it lifts
me up, I need to do it, and if it weighs me down, I need either not to
do it or to reassess. Psychological de-burdening.

Amongst other things cancer brings an opportunity to redesign our
lives to make them work better, for us and those around us,
prompted by the tightened parameters, disabilities, fears and
challenges that Myeloma brings.

1t 5 still not easy though.

Seniority
and expendability

18th August 2021, six weeks later

It is almost two years since the first sign of cancer revealed itself.
For over two months after that it seemed I had a bad back issue, but
then by mid-November I was diagnosed with Myeloma. My life
changed. Given a new, unforeseen chapter of life, after two years
I’m still here, still alive. Amazingly.

Myeloma is a blood cancer and, unlike tumorous cancers, it cannot
be cut out or got rid of. My blood is permanently changed. I’ve been
on a second round of chemo since February, now cut down to one
treatment per month of Dara (a subcutaneous injection in my
stomach) and Dex (pills). A nurse comes to do blood tests,
administer the drugs and occasionally pump me up with Zolodronic
acid, to help reconstruct my hollowing bones.

It seems my cancer arises from a lifelong susceptibility to electro-
magnetic and nuclear radiation. But there are deeper reasons behind
cancer, and psychiatrist Gabor Maté has something interesting to
say about this: people who get cancer tend to be tuned to or affected
by others’ feelings, needs and thoughts more than to their own. It’s
particularly about the ‘don’t be selfish’ or ‘you don’t deserve’
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admonitions many of us take on as we grow up — it’s not just a sense
of service, but also a guilt complex, and guilt shuts down life-
energy, and cancer can be a result.

So cancer forces us to pull our attention back to ourselves. Staying
attuned to our energy-state becomes very important. We have to
learn to be more ‘selfish’ and attend to our boundaries — the
threshold where Yes turns into No. This gets troublesome when you
need lots of help and support from others.

Palden at Boscawen-(n stone circle, enwith, Cornwall. Photo by Grace.

Myeloma concerns blood, the life-blood that keeps me alive. It also
concerns bones, the frame that holds me up, allowing me to live in a
body that can stand up. It’s core stuff, blood and bones: it concerns
will to live and the will to stand up to life and to carry that load. As
someone who has helped many people stay alive and change their
lives, this is significant to me.

We teach best what we ourselves are learning. I’'m one of those who
has felt quietly reluctant to be alive, though this feeling has also
been a motivator, urging me to give meaning to my life, as if to
justify being here. This feeling has gone through a resurgence since
contracting cancer: I’m not happy being passive, sitting around

115



Blessings That Bones Bring | Palden Jenkins

doing nothing for the rest of my days. I’m alive, with a pathological
need to feel alive.

There’s more. I’ve discovered that there are two levels of immunity.
One is what people standardly regard as immunity, for which
immunity boosters such as Vitamin C, zinc, selenium and a
wholesome diet with fresh foods and exercise help a lot. The other
kind of immunity is an underlying resilience arising from a deep
attitude and longterm self-care, in terms of diet, lifestyle, basic
happiness and psycho-spiritual condition.

I’m not perfect in either but, compared with many people, I’ve done
much better than many, since general standards are low. This

resilience has shone through during my cancer journey, showing up
in the medical results. I didn’t expect that to happen, two years ago.

There’s even more. In theory I knew this beforehand, but my cells
and bones have got it now. My survival depends not solely on
medication — which indeed saved me in late 2019 when I was in dire
straits — but on the state of my spirits at any moment.

Earlier this year I took life in my hands. I realised that the time for
me to die will come when I run out of energy and the will to keep
holding myself up. That’s a matter for the soul. Medical conditions
might challenge me, but in the end it comes down to will-to-live and
enspiritedness. 1 get deeply tired and, on some days, I drag myself
around like a lead weight, as if gravitation is switched up and Sir
Isaac Newton has been working overtime. My batteries run down
and my life-signs become measurable in mega-flops.

But the key thing is this. Every week, inwardly I open myself up
and yield to the inner doctors, letting them inspect me and do some
fixing. And they do. And it works. It requires surrender, trust and
handing myself over, but it really seems to work. Were it not for
this, I’'m not sure I’d be alive now.

A while ago I asked myself what life would be like if I didn’t have
cancer. This revealed that I had run out of road in the few years
before cancer came, without being aware of it. I had run out of
purpose, carrying on with my customary life while not feeling fired
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up by it. [ was just carrying on. In a funny way, cancer gave me a
new life, putting new challenges, new parameters and new blessings
before me. I’m tasked with completing my life as well as I can.
Cancer wasn’t what I thought the plan was, but indeed it is a gift.

Rob Hand, a well-known astrologer in Cape Cod, USA, once told
me, when I was forty, that I would reach my peak in late life. Well,
Rob, it looks like you were right. Saturn is prominent in my birth
chart, and Saturn is all about old age, the last stage of life, and the
end result of that life. But at that time, late life seemed a long way
away, so I didn’t think much about it. I certainly didn’t anticipate
cancer being part of the plan. Cancer has prematurely aged me,
bringing on a ‘late life’ stage earlier than otherwise would be the
case. Physically nearly seventy-one, I’ve been catapulted into my
eighties and, on a bad day, into my nineties. So this ‘late life’ phase
has been brought forward.

On Monday, Grace left to go home after one of our weekends. She’s
my chief watcher, supporting me in heart and soul in thoroughly
irreplaceable ways. She helps me stay human. She loves me in ways
I never thought anyone could. Lockdowns and other things have
meant that we hadn’t seen each other for two months. As soon as
she walked in through the door, everything was alright again — we
both lit up. As she said last weekend, there’s something deeply
magic between us — almost as if we’d been fixed for each other.

I also support her in heart and soul, since she has a busy, engaged
life of the kind I have now mostly withdrawn from — and life hasn’t
been easy for her recently. Her visits here bring her relief and a
break from the intensity of life.

I depend also on my truly dedicated shopper, Karen, who keeps me
stocked with food each week. And on Penny my helper, who
handles many practicalities. I depend on my landlords for their
hospitality, protection and goodwill. I rely on the wildlife outside
the window — the swallows, tits, robins, buzzards, gulls and crows —
who feed my spirits. And on you lot, who read my stuff and hear my
podcasts, giving me a feeling there’s reason to stick around. And my
and Grace’s families too.
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And on creativity: limited to about 3-5 hours per day in my working
capacities, I’ve been creative with it. It feeds me, and hopefully
others too. A crucial ingredient in this mix is my inner doctors. In
the end, I feel they’re keeping me alive, and presumably they
perceive a reason to do so.

Royal Cornwalll
The grinder and the gnashers

12th Oct 2021, nearly two months later

I was in hospital yesterday, Monday. Having been ill for two weeks,
four days ago it got a lot worse. I was exhausted, in pain, fatigued
and raked out. My stalwart helper Penny took me down to Penzance
hospital on Sunday evening where, after the customary waiting
room endurance test, a rather brilliant young doctor prescribed me
antibiotics. I dislike antibiotics, but I knew I was in jeopardy and it
was necessary to nuke it. Modern medicine is good in dire crises.

For me, it’s a matter of strength of spirit. Recently I’ve been worn
out, my survival capacity has been flagging and I’ve been struggling
with circumstances around me. When the illness started [ was
already weak. As the two weeks of illness progressed, I was more
and more exhausted. Grace was ill at her home too — much from
overwork and worry, not least from looking after me.

In post-lockdown Britain we’ve gone back to ‘not enough time
syndrome’ — the basic psycho-social cause of our current national
care crisis. People just don’t have time to care for each other as
much as is needed to hold up a society. For many people needing
care and support, it means we have to sort ourselves out, whether or
not we can or should.

I’m still shielding — being on immunosuppressants and needing to

avoid infection. Some people don’t respect this, and one such

person is likely to have given me this infection, since I had not met

anyone for some days before or after his visit. On the other hand,
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people who are mindful of infection tend not to visit at all, in many
cases over-protecting me. Some over-care and want to help too
much, reducing everything to lists of tasks I should set them when
all I need is friendship and company. Some people chatter too much,
wear me out and, when they see me getting tired, they suddenly
leave — when I just need them to slow down, bring their knitting and
be here with me. Much of the time I don’t need fixing, healing or
helping — I’d just like some company, which is healing in itself.

As an astrologer I can see this is part of a deeper process. ’'m on a
Neptune opposition Saturn during this year. It’s a test of spirit, of
facing adversity, a loss of control, an uphill grind, and you’re on
your own with it whether or not others are present in your life. At a
time when I need help, circumstances have it that [ have to go
through it alone, much of the time. At this point in time I did not
know how far this was yet to go. And here’s the rub: on a deep
level, unconsciously I manifested this. It’s me, my pattern. Realising
this instead of complaining, I began to make a turn-around.

Within a day I was in the hands of the young Pakistani doctor in
Penzance, who referred me to the Royal Cornwall at Treliske. When
I told the doctors at Treliske (one Irish and one Belarusian) what he
had prescribed, their eyebrows rose. They said he’d done exactly the
right thing and they didn’t need to do anything more. This is the
other side of a Neptune transit: my guardian angels were with me.

It was hard at Treliske (mostly involving waiting), yet some quite
remarkable conversations happened. I was able to bring a few
people something to think about, or a smile, or a mood shift — and
my mood shifted as a result. The nurses and doctors were amazing
too. A Nigerian x-ray technician was surprised when I asked where
in Nigeria he came from. “No one ever asks me that”, he said,
pensively, “They just think, Ah, he comes from Africa’. He came
from Kano in the north, probably a Hausa, so I greeted him in the
Islamic manner. Here’s this lovely black guy in Cornwall, in an
overwhelmingly white region, and his face lit up.

There was a chap in the A&E waiting room who was under the
guard of two police. They’d brought him in for a post-arrest injury
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check. The guy couldn’t handle it — a laddish, blokey bloke,
physically quite powerful. He was the kind who would solve every
issue with a fag, a can of beer and a flailing fist. He was in
difficulty, unable to face himself and his situation. Others moved
away but I didn’t. Eventually, after an eruptive outburst from him, I
eyeballed him with penetrating eyes and said, “I’'m a smoker too”.
He was surprised: I had him nailed. “And I'd like a smoke right
now. But its not going to happen.” He went quiet. Silence.

Then I said: “I sat in jail once and it was a real shock. But, d’you
know what? It was a turning point for me. It made me promise
myself that my future was going to be different.” Pause. “And good
luck, matey, and I really hope this is a turning point for you.” At
that very moment, rather magically, a nurse called my name and I
hobbled off after her for a long walk down a few endless corridors.

Later, one of the police asked me, “So what have you been doing in
life to be able to do that?”. What? “Quieten him down.” 1 told him
this guy was easy compared to some people I’ve encountered. I said
that meditators like me would say this guy had a restless monkey-
mind — he couldn’t face himself, couldn’t just sit.

So I had addressed his monkey-mind and he was stunned that a
stranger gave him attention and spoke to him with empathy. It
changed the agenda and shifted his monkey-mind. “My wife says
things like that — she does yoga”, said the policeman.

So I’ve been going through another chapter of soul-education. On
one side, life has been hard, my batteries have been depleting and
I’ve been in danger. On the other, I was given some meaningful
interactions that lit me up. They highlighted one thing: as a social
activist and humanitarian, I’ve been missing such engagement as
this. I miss the interaction, the risks, the challenges.

But now I cannot mix easily with people and cannot travel. I’ve
been crying tears over this recently. Yet here I was, being reminded
by life that humanity is everywhere in need. Hospitals, police and
first-responders stand on the frontline. From a soul-educational
viewpoint, the people involved in crisis situations are at the deep
end of human experience, whether as victims or as rescuers.
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We all have our stories, and every one of us will visit this frontline
personally, sooner or later — a place of emergency, vulnerability,
dependency and serendipity. How we deal with it affects our
experience and what we make of it. It concerns being willing to face
our stuff.- When faced with life-threatening illness, it’s best to get
used to facing our stuff ahead of need. When we’re faced with it, it’s
good to roll with it, using the experience to clarify deeper and
profounder issues — life-secrets that often we don’t grasp unless
we’re flat on our backs, rendered helpless.

So today I'm back home, fatigued, still unwell, though something is
turning round. I must return to Treliske next Monday for an
assessment. The last two weeks have been tough. You’ll get a sense
of this in my latest podcast Treading the Edge, recorded from bed in
the depths of this crisis a few days ago.?°

There’s more life to be lived, I hope. Being in the lap of the gods, all
plans and statements about the future are provisional. Grace and |
have both been floored and bedded by illness, a hundred miles apart
— with a strangely separated solidarity, as kindred souls. Penny has
been a star: driving to Truro twice in one day to transport me to
hospital and then, later in the day, back, is not the greatest of
pleasures. As for me, I have got through another crunch — though
there were times when I began to wonder whether I would.

God bless the doctors and nurses: they’re overstretched but, once
they get onto your case, they’re brilliant. I liked the Irish doctor.
Once he’d done his doctoring he voiced concerns over Brexit. I told
him that, on behalf of my fellow countrypeople, I wished to
apologise to him and his fellow Irishfolk for the way we have
seriously let them down. He took it with a smile.

Though they all practiced due diligence, the doctors and nurses did
not seem too anxious about Covid. As I was leaving, | was asked,
almost in passing, whether or not I’d had the jab, and the nurse who
asked seemed quite unworried when I said I hadn’t.

20 Treading the Edge: www.palden.co.uk/podcasts/PFB12-211010-TreadingTheEdge.mp3
and here’s my podcast page: www.palden.co.uk/podcasts.html
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Being in the World

and megaflumped out of it
28th October 2021, two weeks later

I’m lucky to be a writer — I can still carry on with it, and actually
my writing has improved. If I were a farmer or engineer, work
would be difficult or impossible and my life would fall apart.

There’s another side to this though: I get fed up with sitting at the
computer. Being nerdy and scholastic, I’ve done a lot of that over
the last fifty years! But the biggest obstacle is fatigue, though even
that has its compensations, since the imposed rest and floating-off
that fatigue induces gives me space to cogitate things more than I’ve
ever done before. Rumination and cogitation are key elements in my
work nowadays, since I’ve been given a gift of time.

There’s another thing. Since cancer gave me an indefinite death
sentence, it brought forward the question of the contribution I have
made and still can make. My life might or might not be long. I do
not know what will happen, especially since, just two weeks ago,
again [ felt not far from death’s door.

This leads to a new question. I need to face the world and
supplement my income, since my pension and allowances don’t
cover all my needs and I have nothing to fall back on. But I am not
in a fit state to make arrangements, keep timetables, remember
details and deal with the intricacies and obligations of conducting
business — I don’t even know what state I’ll be in next Thursday or
next month, so making promises and agreements for work is just not
realistic and I would not measure up to an employer’s requirements.

If I fall ill, I cannot sit at the computer or on the phone renegotiating
arrangements to clear space for that illness, and I would not be able
to give a reliable answer when asked when I’1l be back to normal.
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My recent illness took three weeks and I’'m worn out after it. ’'m
destined to fail in dealing with the details of working for a living,
and I know it. I’ve already let people down, forgetting
arrangements, double-booking and losing track of things because of
chemo-brain and fatigue. Or people are in more of a hurry than I can
keep up with. If I died suddenly, there would be a lot of unfinished
business for someone to sort out.

I’m not ‘up to speed’ and ‘in the loop’, yet I’'m a Virgo with an
inbuilt need to do my bit. I need to focus on what I can do, such as
writings and podcasts, doing psychic work and playing a part in the
lives of others. This might not be deemed officially or economically
valuable, but this has been the story of my life — doing things that,
whether or not society deems them valuable, are important anyway.

Another issue affects this question: electrosensitivity. I can’t work in
situations with radiation exposure. Most people don’t understand
radiation, and many unfortunately believe they are exempt from its
effects — no they aren’t, though it can take 25ish years before
symptoms turn acute and irreversible.

Cancer patients, even if they feel they are not electrosensitive,
would do well to pay attention to radiation because it affects our
life-energy, suppressing natural self-healing or homoeostatic
mechanisms. So electrosensitivity is actually a good thing, a sign of
health and the ability to detect EM pollution: it is electro-
insensitivity that is far more worrying because it is non-conscious,
stacking up health and psycho-spiritual problems for later on.

My own symptoms are already acute: it takes just three seconds of
exposure to set me off with symptoms lasting around two days. The
indicator is a high-pitched electronic sound in my head. People
don’t intend to harm, but they do. If they give me a hug with a
phone in their pocket, they can quickly change my energy-levels
and mental clarity, or even give me heart palpitations — an
imposition I prefer not to receive. That’s bizarre: the more fond and
close we are, the more they can harm me.

I go through a sequence of cumulative symptoms, depending on the
amount of exposure, my energy-state and capacity for endurance at
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the time. It starts with an amygdala-agitated, embattled, locked-in
kind of feeling, with a high-pitched whine in the centre of my skull,
followed some sharp, pulsing, show-stopping headaches, then a
thumping, irregular heartbeat, then a flu-like illness lasting about a
day — depending on length and intensity of exposure. The locked-in
feeling leads to an incapacity to explain to people about what’s
happening and to deal with their variegated reactions.

I’ve not taken it further than that since, if I can, I get out of an
irradiated situation as quickly as possible — and several times I’ve
sat out in the cold while everyone’s happily chattering inside. This
can be upsetting, especially when it’s friends or loved ones killing
you. No one notices or understands what they’re doing since
electrosensitivity is not recognised as a problem (in UK, at least).

EM radiation is nicely invisible and deniable, and mobiles and wi-fi
are so useful, and constant bombardment desensitises people, so
they can be hardened or blind to its effects. Similarly, cars are both
very useful and death-dealing weapons, harming both us and our
world. Personally, I think EM and nuclear radiation probably
account for around 20% of the environmental damage, climate
change, social stresses and health problems that are happening right
now, and the problem is increasing as radiation increases and time
goes on. People might think I’'m excessive in saying this, but in ten
years it’ll be in the headlines. For now, no one wants to know.

It’s past lunchtime and time to go to bed. Fatigue is funny: when it
comes, it’s like pushing through treacle. The law of gravity gets
switched up, my mind dulls out and it’s like being muffled in wool.
It can arrive quite suddenly, often in the afternoon or after activity.
The secret is to accept it and to avoid grinding myself up feeling
guilty or inadequate over my incapability.

I’ve been pushing energy to write this blog and now I need to put
my body-mind into freewheel for a recharge. Besides, it’s a grotty,
rainy, grey, blustery day, and bed is the best place. With a cuppa, a
few munchies, music by Brian Eno, and a good case of megaflump.
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Heaven Forfend
Stumbling on the Path

19th December 2021, seven weeks later

I wasn’t ready for it. The crows in the woods below the farm were
on form. Each morning they wake up just before dawn, chattering in
hundreds, working themselves up and suddenly taking to the air
together, swooping around over the fields, doing crazy tribal
manoeuvres, crarking and crawing. They settle down and then
swoop around again as a mass before landing on the rooftops and
trees of the farm and the big house next door, to sit there awhile.

It shows the power of synergy, an interlocking of minds enabling
them to fly as one being with no visible leadership, making a deep
rumbling as hundreds of wings thrash the air together. Then they
become individual crows, each with their own life to live.

Waking up that morning in pain, feeling unwell, I had missed an
opportunity to sound-record one of the best dawn crow displays of
late, for my next podcast. Oh well. That’s what happens when your
life is humiliatingly falling apart and many of your well-learned
human capabilities are failing you.

Plus some dilemmas. On Thursday afternoon I landed up sitting
there crying my eyes out, unable to get help after four days of
trying, following a stream of unreturned calls, answering machines,
referrals to other numbers and promises unkept. I landed up at the
end of the day having got nowhere, in pain and going downbhill.
When I did get someone at the other end, they treated me well but it
still got nowhere — somehow, the NHS system just wasn’t working.
A clock was ticking on me.

Come Saturday morning, I got through to an emergency number and
the nurse was helpful and attentive, assuring me she would ring
back within an hour — and she actually did! “I hate to do this to you,
Palden, but I must refer you to yet another service.” OMG.
Eventually, by afternoon I was down in the Urgent Care Unit at
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West Cornwall Hospital in Penzance. By evening I was at last fixed
with the much-needed medication promised five days before.

After this, Penny, busy helping another of her care clients move
house, came to pick me up in an enormous van and dropped me
home. Staggering around, running on autodrive, I lit the woodstove,
made tea and then had what my mother in her later years used to
call ‘a good sit down’. Thus ended a nightmare week.

Medically, my prospects are rather sobering — I’'m doing alright with
the cancer but not with its side-effects, and the prospects are
deemed ‘risky’. This concerns osteonecrosis of the jaw, which
apparently was precipitated by the shingles I had earlier. The doctor
I met deemed it risky to operate and risky not to, preferring not to
operate. It could finish me off. I’'m at a choice-point. It all boils
down to will-to-live and making a decision of the soul, in my bones.

Will this crisis be followed by an upswing or a downbhill slide? This
concerns both health and spirits. Getting through each day has
become difficult and I’ve started getting tired of life, wondering
how much it’s worth struggling on.

It’s a bit like climate change: a question of mitigation (trying to
solve the problem) or adaptation (getting used to the idea it won’t
work). Do I have what it takes to regenerate myself and thus avoid
‘risky’ medical prognoses such as these? How many more issues
will come up? Or shall I let myself decline in peace? Or if I revive,
for what? I am on my own much of the time and, recently with
diminished creative inspiration, there isn’t a lot to do except talk to
myself and deal with a succession of daily challenges in a muddle-
through kind of way.

Yes, there’s always something to learn from life. But fighting to stay
alive is not all there is to life, unless we have a deep need to prove
we can do it — which I don’t. There comes a point where it gets
stupid trying to resist a tide that seems to be carrying me away. I’'m
leaving this question open, but it’s sitting with me.

I’'m missing Grace. She’s had a debilitating case of Covid and a lot
of concerns to face, and we haven’t seen each other much. It’s
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making me feel lonely and insecure, but I’'m persevering. Being in
the depths of a heavyweight astrological Saturn transit (Neptune
opposition Saturn), it’s to be expected that life feels weightier than
normal, and I must face it alone if necessary.

‘Heaven...’, sang Talking Heads a few decades ago, ‘Heaven is a
place, where nothing, nothing ever happens...’. 1 don’t agree —
plenty happens. That’s an earthbound perspective arising from the
forgetting process we go through in early life — forgetting who we
are and what we came here for. So going back to where we come
from can be a scary issue to some, because it involves remembering
who we are, or were, or could be, and why we came.

But the rub is, everyone will face it. No one gets out of this world
alive, in a bodily sense. But we remain ourselves even after death,
after shedding our bodies. Things happen and the story continues.
There’s far more to life than what happens during our waking hours.

I’ve been given cancer to give my life a new focus. The last two
years have been like ten. Struggles have changed me a lot. A point
has come where a new challenge appears: letting be, letting go and
‘letting God’. Really seriously so. Handing ourselves over. We do
get these letting-go junctures throughout life, and they’re important.
The more we do them well, the more we position ourselves for the
final one.

But there are some key issues to get to grips with — particularly
regrets. Things we did, or things we didn’t do, that we could have
done differently.

If indeed we’ve done things that we can, on balance, be happy with,
or if we at least tried our best, in the late-life phase it can be
remarkable how we become more aware that we might have done
better than we realised. Society, or our guilt complexes, have a way
of negatively judging, undervaluing or underrating us when actually
we got things more or less right, or we weren’t as bad or wrong or
ineffective as we thought or we seemingly were judged.

With Covid affecting us at this time, we have discovered that carers,
nurses, shop assistants, cleaners and other similarly undervalued
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people actually hold the world up, and we rely on them during times
of need. Social judgements can change too: in the 1970s |
experienced discrimination from people such as employers or even
my mother-in-law for staying home to look after my kids, while in
the 2020s I’d be deemed a good man for doing so.

We’re in a painful period now, at the end of 2021, but things are
starting to loosen up. It started with Covid and its cascading
consequences, and more big waves will come. Events and
developments will happen that few visualised or expected, though
wiser heads knew they were possible, even inevitable.

We’re beginning to go through a thorough raking-out of all and
everything. We are building up toward an enormous, more drawn-
out quake, an avalanche of issues that could overload world systems
and take us to a crunch-point, or to a series of them — and then
something else will start happening. What happens will depend on
choices the world makes.

In the rich world we’re unused to insecurity and uncertainty though
we’re being forced to get used to it. Covid was just the start. My
25ish futile telephone calls last week were a minuscule example of
the cumulative systems-clogging that is happening.

Whenever I die, I'll be leaving a world where perhaps the logjams
will begin to free up in the coming years and decades.?! Humanity is
trying to figure out why we are here, and what for. It’s the universe
trying to find out who it is, by scraping the experience of billions of
struggling humans into an enormous holographic databank of
collective experience, seeking to find out what it itself is here for,
and whether the telling of the story was worth it. Or whether, as my
Tibetan teacher Gyalwa Karmapa XVI once put it, it really was all
simply a fart in the void.

Meanwhile, now that I’'m on medication I’'m out of danger and
beginning to feel better, though I’ve been knocked down a rung and
I’'m in a different place. Another fullmoon has passed. Here’s

21 For an astrological overview of the next fifty years written by me, go here:
https://penwithbeyond.blog/2020s/

128


https://penwithbeyond.blog/2020s/

Blessings That Bones Bring | Palden Jenkins

sending a hug to any of you who will be alone at Christmas, and
best wishes to all of you, with a smile and a reminder: its all okay
in the end, and if it s not okay, it's not the end.

Ancestral Passages
Age gives no exemption from learning

17th January 2022, one month later

So what happens next? In the last few months I’ve been wondering
whether I’ll get to the end of this year. It was prompted by the
growing health crisis that started in late October. In November and
December I lost strength and spirit, deeply worn out. It became a
question of whether to fight for life or to draft a resignation letter
and hand myself over.

Well, the time and manner of our passing is not in our gift to
control. Even so, many of the more awakened souls I know who are
currently dying seem to avoid a long illness and slow decline — their
angels pull them out with a quick heart attack or an accident, or they
pop off in their armchair and, whoosh, they’re gone. My friend
Terry went into hospital for a routine hernia operation and came out
dead — a surprise to everyone, yet somehow it fitted. Without
consciously knowing it, he had reached the end. As a server-soul,
he’ll have no shortage of future missions.

Having had a number of near-misses I’ve found that, when I have
reached a stage of ‘letting go and letting God’, I have quite quickly
bounced back afterwards — often to my surprise. However, [ don’t
try to make this so — there needs to be a genuine openness to the
winds of fate. It’s not a genuine let-go if we try to ‘let go and let
God’ in order to bounce back, because that involves setting
conditions, and you can’t usually make deals with death like that.
Deep healing involves releasing, and releasing needs to be
wholehearted and unreserved.
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Such a releasing permits something else to take over. It shifts things
to a soul or ‘causal’ level where the ground rules of normality can
be overridden. Decisions can be made in the soul that lie far beyond
what we humans are aware of, confounding all other expectations
and prognoses. But many of us struggle against letting be, afraid of
losing control. We’re addicted to staying alive, holding on tight to
the life we have, even if we’re unhappy with it. In the West we’ve
even persuaded ourselves that life in a body is the on/y reality there
i1s — so we have an inbuilt taboo against dying. Death is regarded as
a failure, something going wrong, something to be prevented.

It’s not like that. There’s much more to life than this. It’s arguable
that deaths overshadowed by misfortune, cruelty, tragedy or bad
luck are wrong or undesirable, at least from our human viewpoint,
but deeper down there’s usually a different story going on. And,
frankly, for many of us, there comes a point where we’ve simply
reached the end and we do need to accept it when it comes,
whatever our foregoing hopes or expectations might have been. And
sometimes we come close to dying but it’s not actually the end —
we’re being given a soul-prompt or a jolt from spirit.

The releasing I went through in late December was not dramatic or
quick. I just got fed up with holding myself up and keeping going.
Hope tends to keep me going, and my hope was fading. I decided to
stop worrying about it and get on with life — feeling like a 95-year
old crock on his last legs. Gradually things picked up and, in early
January, glimmers of hope started emerging. Here, amongst the
ashes and rubble, something was germinating. Not a roadmap or a
sense of rebirth, but a simple sense that there’s more life to live
before I go. There is reason to carry on. As far as I can tell.

It’s funny how the world magically responds to an inner change. In
the preceding months, Grace and I had not been able to see each
other much. She really went through it with Covid. In November,
both of us had been flat out, ill in bed and needing looking after, a
hundred miles apart. Messaging and phone contact were difficult
and neither of us was in a good mood. Eventually she started
reviving and her reappearance was like the dawn after a long night.
Suddenly life lit up, starting to look different.

130



Blessings That Bones Bring | Palden Jenkins

That wasn’t all. My eldest daughter Maya contacted me to say she
was coming over from Sweden to visit — we hadn’t seen each other
for six years. Wading through Covid restrictions and plane
cancellations, Tulki, her brother, ferreted out solutions, meeting her
at London Heathrow and bringing her to Cornwall.

Here in chilly, midwinter Britain, the temperature was still 20-30
degrees warmer than in Lappland, where she lives, north of the
polar circle. We did a clifftop walk from Porthgwarra to Carn Lés
Boel. I felt fine about getting there though I had anticipations about
getting back, nearly two miles on rough terrain, but my spirits were
up, my anti-gravity drives were humming and my legs and sticks
teleported me back. Plus the mountaineer’s old trick of avoiding
thinking about how far there is yet to go. And the company.

Maya, Tulki and I had close and meaningful sharings over a few

days, huddled around the stove while it rained and blew outside.

Their company lifted up my heart, and I hope it was the same for
them too. Grace joined us later on.

Though I have brought together hundreds of people into groups,
communities and tribes, I’ve never done well with family, often
being judged as the one at fault if the relationship breaks down.
Sometimes that’s true and sometimes not, but we Aspies are easy to
blame for things, labelled as irresponsible, insensitive or extreme.
So this visit was a deep healing — or the beginning of one.

Growing up in a dysfunctional 1950s-60s family, a product of a
generation that itself had become mutually alienated and atomised
in earlier times, it felt to me like this was a cross-generational
turning of a tide, a healing of ancestral hurts. Maya’s and Tulki’s
generation are bringing families back together in a new way.

Late in 2021 I had felt there was little to look forward to, feeling
leaden, redundant and uncreative. Surreptitiously, things started
changing in January. I realised that there’s more writing to do.
Partially I dread this, having sat at typewriters and computers for so
long that it’s little thrill. Partially it gives me a feeling of relief, to
think of finally getting down some ideas I haven’t penned yet. At
the end of life, book sales and attracting eyeballs matter little, since
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I seek solely to make ideas available before they die with me. That’s
quite liberating for a long-distance author — simply writing things
because they need putting on record.

My life, one of public service, has benefited swathes of people but
not my close family. My mother was rather like this: her funeral was
packed since she was much loved and honoured for all she had done
in the community. But while she did her best with us, she wasn’t a
very good mother — though she wasn’t bad either. If [ was hungry
she would tell me to go away and play because it wasn’t teatime yet.
She didn’t think twice about this, but to me it was deprivation and
denial of a kind I just had to get used to. She channelled her feelings
into public service — and so do I. To the cost of some and to the
benefit of others.

Grace is admirable in this regard. I'm a loving man and I do try, but
in relationship I don’t do many of the things that most ‘neurotypical’
people do (or are supposed to). I’'m programmed differently and,
nowadays, with cancer and still ‘shielding’ (from Covid), I’'m very
much in my own isolated bubble-world. Throughout life, the
standard response from many people has been that I ought to learn
to do things the way most people do — in effect that I should not be
myself. Since conformity tends not to work for an Aspie, it made me
a ‘difficult’ person, a misfit, someone who is lacking something,
who needs treatment or correction.

It is also difficult for someone like Grace, who has to live with this,
though it also has its payoffs — after all, I’'m not a boringly
conventional man and some of my Aspie quirks are sweet, original,
creative and genuine. Behind the incomprehensibility there’s a rare
quality of innocent open-heartedness.

While I'm locked away on a remote farm having cancer treatment,
she’s out there in the world, doing battle with its challenges —
though also she has more company from other people than I. As a
counsellor and teacher she needs to maintain inner clarity, and
mortgage-paying and modernity’s pressures pull the other way. This
struggle is hard to handle even for the best of souls.
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That’s where I was a decade or two ago and, now a pensioner and
cancer patient, for the first time I have a consistent, modest income
and I’'m more or less released from all that grind. I’'m doing a cancer
grind instead. So Grace and I have to bridge a gap between us, and
she also has to deal with the weird Aspie in me, and the possibility
that I might pop my clogs one day. She deserves a medal for all that.
All I can give her is chocolate-and-rose flavoured tea, lovingly
brewed in springwater from up the hill.

Every estimate of how long I shall live is provisional guesswork.
This has practical implications: should I buy a new warm winter
coat or put the money toward financing my funeral? Well, there’s
only one answer: live day to day, do my best and find out — reality
will reveal itself in due course. And meanwhile, be grateful for
small things. I bought the coat and was glad for it.

The big event yesterday was to hobble down the old trackway into
the valley in the low afternoon sun, turning right into the field,
balancing my way through a muddy gateway and staggering down
to where Paget and Andrew, our neighbours, and Jon the farmer
were digging out an old pool by the woods. This will create a
revived habitat for pond and stream plants, geese and waders,
dragonflies and allsorts. It was great to see, even though at present
it’s mainly mud and unfinished fencing. But then, it’s January and
the right time for making a mess. It’1l be different in springtime.

The crows and jackdaws are massing and krarking in the clear, cold
sky above the farm, getting ready to bed down in the trees down
below. They’ve been out and about around Penwith and they gather
to sleep together in the woods. The geese will come soon, honking
eerily in their flight, to settle for the night on the lake shores down
the valley. I think it’s time to finish this blog. Time to light the stove
and get some dinner on.
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Letting it Be

Decline and deconstruction
4th April 2022, eleven weeks later

Life never stops throwing stuff at us. Well, until life itself stops and
we go clog-popping. But then something else happens. I feel like a
man who is 60-70% dead. Though in another way I’'m very much
alive. Let me explain.

In our materialistic society with its scientistic priesthood we define
death as clinical death — the time when the heart stops and physical
life-signs shut down. But dying is a more gradual, transitional
process than this. Unless we encounter a sudden death, the psyche
slowly detaches from the body both before and after clinical death,
as we move incrementally into another existence, another world
where physical bodies aren’t needed. If death is sudden, the
experience of time stretches and expands to accommodate the
necessary transitional processes involved in dying.

Most people are only 10-20% dead — on an unconscious level only a
small part of them is in touch with the otherworld, and it’s largely
unconscious, often suppressed, and encountered only in dreams or
in odd metaphysical moments. This sense of connection with the
otherworld increases at moments such as the birth of a child or the
death of a loved one — part of our psyche can go over to the other
side with them. Especially if we let it — this is a key point.

But when we’re nearing the end of life we edge closer into dying,
often in stages and steps — down-steps from the viewpoint of
incarnate life, and up-steps from the viewpoint of the after-death
state. Social attitudes tend to make dying a secret, private, hushed,
regretted process in which things are regarded as going wrong. So
many people’s dying process can be interfered with by worried
people, medical intervention or even by others’ wishes and prayers.

You can see this gradual process in my eyes — they have more of a

once-removed look to them than before. Part of me has already gone

over. This might be because I’ve been close to dying a few times in
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recent years, and it might also be because I’'m more or less okay
about dying, so I’m not averse to slipping by osmosis into that kind
of space and awareness. Earlier near-death experiences made me
relatively easygoing about dying since I know from experience that
there really is anotherworld. Having a Buddhist background helps.

Since contracting cancer in late 2019, life has been an uphill grind.
I’ve had to apply myself more decidedly to the art of living and to
being more focused and mindful than before, in the way I go about
daily life. It can be wearing. In that context, when you’re growing
tired of life and fading away, death can be a relief. For me, I shall be
going home, where there will be no more gravitation and bodily
constraint to deal with. Part of me is already there, but the process
seems to be on hold for now. For now I’'m okay about staying alive.

Even so, I’'ll miss friends and family and I’ll regret having given
them insufficient time, closeness and attention. Yet it has been as it
has been, and the way things have been have also brought benefits.
Sadly it’s not possible to do everything and to be everything that is
needed of us. Everyone is flawed in some way or another.

There is something quite remarkable about this end-of-life phase.
There’s a certain clarity to it that comes from an underlying
simplification process that takes place in the psyche — growing
down. It’s a deconstruction of things we learned as we grew up,
except we have become something else in the process, as a result of
the life we’ve lived. My capacity to handle complexity and my
interest in doing so is shrinking, and this simplifies things.
Complexity, guile, head-trips, hidden agendas and circuitous
evasions become irrelevant and incomprehensible. There’s a drop-
the-crap kind of realism to it.

It’s a time of honesty with myself. If I don’t process truths now, I’ll
have to process them at death. Having had quite a life, starting in
1950 in a completely different and rather distant time of history,
there’s plenty to reflect on — a lot of past and not much future. Even
now [’'m getting pretty deep earth-shaking experiences, and in the
next blog I’ll tell you more. Growth never ends.
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I’ve been screwing up, forgetting things, saying Yes when I meant
No, spilling or dropping things and getting confused when too much
is happening. I get out of my depth and everything gets to be too
much. So I mess up. This complicates things and I find them
difficult to deal with and process through.

I don’t have enough life left to get tangled up with things I used to,
and complications boggle me. I’m surviving, just about, though
unable to handle all that life throws my way, needing to focus on
what’s most important and to forget the rest. However, this leads to
a pile of things accumulating faster than I can sort them out.

Devastation
Bombsites of the heart

6th April 2022, two days later

I’ve thought about long and hard about how to present the next bit.
In this cancer blog I undertook to tell my story with as much
authenticity as possible, and I cannot genuinely omit this
development.

It was a terrible shock when it came: the sudden, unexpected end of
Grace s and my loving relationship.

She had good reasons — it had become difficult for her when I tipped
into cancer and went through big changes, including personality
changes that she had commented on several times. Then I screwed
up in January, self-sabotaging, doing something that upset her and
was a complete error on my part, a momentary lapse of reason.

Suddenly it was all over. For me it was like falling off a cliff into a
dark pit. Looking back, I saw hints of this over the preceding six
months but hadn’t entertained separation as a possibility. I had
assumed, as I think we both did, that we would be together until the
end — as it turned out, wrongly. Now, I both empathise with her
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situation and her pain and also feel immense loss and bleakness in
myself, at the same time. It was a disaster.

It was my fault. It was a classic unconscious, self-undermining thing
to do. What I did triggered a strong response in her. It happened like
this. One weekend, she didn’t come to visit as planned. It left me
drifting, lonely, spare, not knowing what to do. Suddenly, someone
appeared on Facebook wanting to chat. I had nothing to do, stuck at
home, so we chatted. It was interesting though uneventful, chirping
me up a bit. Two days passed and she cropped up again, and again
the same thing.

Meanwhile, it wasn’t clear whether Grace would visit on the coming
weekend — I got a feeling she had other priorities. At times in the
preceding months she had seemed to be losing faith in me, which
was troubling. I wasn’t sure where things were heading, feeling
unusually lost and rudderless.

Two more days passed and suddenly the woman online was getting
amorous. This is where | made my mistake. I responded and we got
sexy with each other.

Looking back, I’ve wondered why I did that. Apart from a creeping
feeling of insecurity, one thing bothering me was the loss of much
of my manhood when I contracted cancer. It felt permanent and
final. Deep down I was mourning this without fully recognising the
issue and being honest with myself, and with no one to talk to about
it. Partially disabled, especially in the pelvic region, I couldn’t get it
up in the same way as before. I was feeling unbeautiful, decrepit,
lacking libido, and keeping it to myself. My confidence had waned
and Grace was showing small signs of dissatisfaction, which
niggled at me — I didn’t want her to feel like that, but I could see
why she might. I had begun feeling that I was becoming an
increasing burden and giving her fewer of the rewards that loving
relationship usually brings.

I knew she was missing me emotionally, thinking I was losing my
love for her. It was my lovingness and feelings of lovability that
were in trouble, not my love for her. Cancer had changed
everything and, underneath, to myself, I was floundering, not sure
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what might come next. Our respective illnesses in the preceding
months had made life rather dark and difficult for each of us.

Shortly after the third online chat with the young woman I realised I
had crossed a line, but now I was in an awkward situation, feeling
unclear what to do. There was no way I wanted to leave Grace, or
hurt or undermine her, but I was also indecisive and flummoxed.
What had I blundered into? Then Grace suddenly announced that
she would come on the next day for the weekend — I had got used to
the idea that she was unlikely to.

On the fourth chat I tried to explain to the young woman that [
wanted to pull back but my thoughts were unclear and she was
pressuring me. Fatally, I decided to send her a sexy story I had
written ten years earlier when I was doing online dating, to pacify
her and give myself time to sort out my confusion. That was stupid,
but that’s what I thought at the time.

Here came the critical error that exposed me. Perhaps I deserved
this. Somehow, accidentally, I pasted the sexy story into Grace’s
messages. Without knowing I’d done this, I resolved to sort out the
mess with the young woman during the next week. Grace, to her
horror, discovered what I had done when she arrived home after our
weekend together. Poor Grace, it must have been devastating.

Disaster struck. Both of us were now in a disturbed state, each for
our own reasons. I quickly owned up and told Grace everything
over the phone, but she felt betrayed, soiled, not believing me,
seeming to think I was spinning stories. I should have owned up
earlier during our weekend together, but that would have led to a
difficult face-to-face situation I wasn’t ready to deal with. Since
getting cancer my capacity to think quickly and process things has
slowed and diminished, and my psyche was scrambled at this point.
Also, in all honesty, I did not know why I had done what I had done
— it was a lapse that brought me shame, an unbelievable derailment.

Not long after, over the phone and in messages, Grace told me she
never wanted to see me again and I was no longer anything to her.
Suddenly it was over. A portcullis came down, the door was
slammed and that was that. She unfriended me, no longer
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responding to e-mails or accepting calls. All that we had shared over
the previous six years was being annulled and deleted, and it was
made clear to me it was all my fault. I had to accept that.

I felt unhinged, adrift, clouded by feelings of guilt. Grace must also
have been going through turmoil, but there was a communications
blackout, including from friends and family, so there was never a
chance to talk things through or share afterthoughts. This left me
with questions which still remain unresolved.

I miss her family and particularly my adopted grandson, with whom
I felt a special soul-connection. I get a feeling his and my separation
will one day be regretted but, for now, it’s for me and probably for
him, young though he is, to feel that regret.

The following month or so involved a deep, dark struggle, most of it
spent in bed, with emotional issues and illness merging into a
churning internal journey that seemed to last a thousand years. I was
alone and feeling it, as if part of me had been amputated. It took me
close to death, yet again — my hope and my metabolism were both
heading downhill. I was slipping and sliding, unable to find
glimmers of light. Later blood tests revealed that a key cancer
indicator (paraproteins) had risen — not a good sign. Mentioning my
emotional storm to the haematologist she said, “Oh, that won't
affect anything”. Hmm, I’m not so sure.

Leaving a cancer patient is difficult. It can lead to critical public
judgement and that’s not fair. So I honour Grace for being brave,
though I wish our separation had been more gradual and that
dialogue had been kept up. We lost a possibility of finding healing,
making peace and being companions in the longterm. Grace was
irreplaceable to me and this is probably the last close relationship of
my life. I knew that, whatever my faults, in at least some aspects of
life I would also be irreplaceable to her. Every night before bed I lit
incense and made a prayer for her in her new life.

She had been so good to me, and me to her, and we had had such a
wonderful time together. Upset, my tear ducts worked overtime. I’'m
sure she would have been deeply upset too. There’s a cruelly tragic
element to this saga. Though each of us had plenty of friends able to
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do so, no one attempted any backchannel contact or reconciliation.
I’m surprised Grace’s counsellor did nothing. Everyone went silent,
no one even checking whether I was alright. Penny, my helper, was
really worried for me. It was a dark time. Not quite the end of the
world, but still, it felt like it for a couple of months.

If any readers have experienced a separation like this, you have my
solidarity and sympathy. Trouble is, it can impact hard on a cancer
patient because our sensitivities can be acute and the real-life
practical implications can be large. If we’re disabled, we might not
have available ways of adapting to ‘freedom’ as healthy people
might have, or of avoiding such turmoil through distracting
ourselves with social hobnobbing, work, travel or taking a break.

Cancer patients need positive discrimination, yet in another way this
isn’t fair on helpers and people around us. It can weigh heavily on
them. What’s needed is an objective outside intervention that makes
it easier to undergo a transitional separation, so that everyone gets
what they need while causing as little damage as possible. This is a
dilemma that is best resolved in a large-family or a community
context, where the spectrum of relationships is wider and the
emotional and practical impacts of separation can be catered for and
absorbed more easily. Well, theoretically.

There was a further tragic twist to this story. Two months after our
separation, one of the friends of the young woman contacted me
asking for a financial contribution to her funeral. She had died of an
illness. But there was more. Her mother had died suddenly in an
explosion a few weeks earlier (apparently a petrol tanker crashed
and exploded in a busy street). Also, her father had died of cancer a
few months before she had contacted me. Perhaps she sought a
father-substitute and rescuer in me. That’s a role I easily slip into,
both for better and for worse. And perhaps that’s why she had
pushed so hard.

To this day, I do not fully understand the meaning of all this. But I
did what I did, and there’s no avoiding that. And an enormous gap
has appeared in my life where Grace once stood.
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Surfacing
Doing phoenix emulations

18th April 2022, twelve days later

One steadfast friend has been Lizzy. She lives in a neighbouring
village with her partner, and she drops round now and then for tea
and a chat. We have a really good ongoing discussion about life, the
universe and everything, though the crucial thing for her is that,
being Jewish, she appreciates talking openly with someone who
understands the inside story of people like her.

I understand the history of the Jewish people and the situation
they’re in now. She’s a non-Zionist (or ‘self-hating’) Sephardic Jew,
and thoroughly British, with a double dilemma of being in a latently
discriminatory Gentile society and also in a minority of Israel-
questioning Jews. She in turn understands much of what I’ve been
going through with my illness and loss, letting me talk it out and
thereby clarify my thoughts. We have not known each other long,
though we have similar back-stories. So we have a good dialogue —
two people with a Gemini Moon, giving each other perspective.

Around spring equinox I started rallying and reviving. The warrior
in me kicked in. Whenever I fall helplessly into the Great Cosmic
Plughole, it’s very intense but I don’t loiter there very long. I tend to
go down into the depths and then bounce back. That’s what seems to
be happening again — much to my surprise. I’'m going to work on
recombobulating myself and getting my life-energies pulsing better,
to see if [ can improve my cancer readings, raise my mood, tackle
new challenges and move forward.

This might or might not work. If it doesn’t work and lead to positive
medical results, the haematologist wants to change my cancer
treatment to Lenalidomide (a form of Thalidomide). I’'m nervous
about taking this drug. My mother took Thalidomide for morning
sickness in 1950 when I was in gestation. I’ve often wondered
whether this is connected with my Aspergers Syndrome. I was lucky
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not to be born severely disabled. I fear that this cancer drug could
worsen my Aspergers symptoms at a time when I no longer have
anyone to stand up for me at critical moments. Or it could affect my
energy and spirits. I’'m tiring of being unwell, so my will and
capacity to withstand it is ropey.

I go up and down on different days, getting to grips with a strangely
new chapter of life and letting myself feel and fully experience
everything that comes up, with the possibility that it might
evaporate into the vastness of things that never were and things that
are best forgotten. But it’s hard work. As always, I look for the gift
in things and, undoubtedly, through Grace’s absence, I’'m being
given a gift of raw truth and reality, even though it’s difficult to
take. My homoeopath Helen prescribed Pearl 1M — pearls are
created as a result of irritation and ‘things going wrong’.

I wish to thank Grace from the bottom of my heart for all she has
been and done. She saved my life two years ago and her kindness
and love were exceptional, a life-changer. Not many people would
be able to do that. We’ve been such good companions, lovers and
soulmates. My going down with cancer wasn’t in our plan. We had
been together only four years before cancer came — she didn’t get
enough of the pre-cancer me.

I wish her well, bless her. She’s been a shining soul in my life. I
miss our insightful discussions — we both understood each other
well, and both spoke astrologese. Our preferences, values and
compatibilities were unusually congruent. She has been so good to
me and I seem to have become difficult for her. It’s funny how life
goes, and what we humans do to each other, even when we don’t
really mean to. So now we are both ‘free’, for what it’s worth.

Personally I feel unfinished — I felt that Grace and I had a mission
together. My love, dedication and sense of karmic connection with
her remains deep — it’s not just attachment. Meanwhile, I hope life
works well for her. I miss her, yet I’'m also trying to set her free,
since this is what she has chosen. My heart is broken, and probably
hers too, yet such traumas are grist for the mill, the stuft of human
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life. In the end, it’s necessary to look at things that way if there’s
nothing we can do to change them.

It’s remarkable how people we love and get close to land up being
those who also encounter and have to deal with our most shadowy
parts. And we with theirs.

For both of us it will take time to repair, yet we each need to keep
moving forward. It’s time to move on and make good use of the
lives we have, to do our best with them, to recover the TLC within
our hearts and to receive whatever support life will provide.

After all, earthly existence is all about two things that aren’t entirely
connected: /ife as it presents itself and life as we choose to see and
respond to it — and in the latter lies much of our agency.

It’s strange dealing with the effects of separation at my age and
stage of life. I wasn’t expecting this and I’m unready for it — cancer
has narrowed my parameters of possibility, diminished my freedom
of action and also I find a distinct preference now for stability, with
people around me who have known me for some time. I’ve become
an old man. But all the same I have manifested this separation, in a
fit of self-delusion that I could be a young man again.

I must work at adjusting to change and doing the best I can. As a
peacemaker by inclination I believe that total separation was not the
only option for Grace and me, but it’s happening anyway.

Separation and aloneness do not mean closing my heart and
blocking off, just because I’'m feeling emotionally barren. Love
generates its own warmth and inclusivity whether or not we have
the closeness of another soul. This said, I must admit that I still
really have to work at this issue. Talking to and caring for myself
isn’t the same as sharing a life with another. And even as a crippled
cancer patient I still love looking after others to the extent that I can.

The future just won’t be the same as the past. This is one of the
Earth school’s biggest lessons.
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Emergence
Life’s floor-scrapings
27 May 2022, seven weeks later

During the intervening seven weeks I produced blogs and podcasts
about other matters. After three months I was slowly stabilising,
becoming more interested in life’s wider issues. Or perhaps I was
finding ways to distract myself and channel my emotions into
other pursuits. This is the next cancer-related blog entry.

I awoke at six this morning with a cacophony of thoughts, managing
to make a round of tea before getting on with writing them down.
That’s what I’'m like — gotta get it down before I lose it. I’ve been on
the steroid Dex for the last two days, part of my four-weekly cycle
of cancer treatment, and it gets my mind buzzing. This is the result.

Last week I felt like a nine-year old boy, swallowing hard as he
looks up at the big, daunting world of adults. I was facing the
prospect of sallying forth into the Great Wide and Wonderful,
wondering whether I’d make it. I gave it a try. The main challenge
was travelling by train — involving getting it all organised, carrying
a bag and dealing with EM radiation.

This was my first unaccompanied trip away from home for a long
time, travelling to East Cornwall to stay with an old friend — we’ve
known each other for four decades. The advantage of an old friend
is that you’ve seen each other through many chapters of life and
understand and accept each other. The trip went well. We had good
times together, I loved visiting Bodmin Moor, and it was great to be
in another place, outside my customary reality-bubble.

I caught the train back. The last two miles, as the train approaches
Penzance, must be one of the better stretches of train journey in this
country. The sea suddenly appears, with the mythic St Michael’s
Mount hovering over it, while the train cruises along the shoreline
of Mount’s Bay. A fresh air and seagull welcome greets you when
you open the door at Penzance, the last station in Britain.
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Penny, my trusty helper, picked me up, taking me home to the farm.
She had spring-cleaned my home while I was away, bless her. I
spent the evening detoxing from the mobile-phone radiation picked
up in transit, letting the brain-screeching agitation and sharp
headaches die down slowly. Still alive, still here.

Going away changed my perspective. I had a lot to mull over while
there and after returning. In a way I’m starting again. The traveller
in me, locked down with cancer for far too long, managed to get an
airing — and in making the trip I also tested my capacity to handle it.

I’ve been re-learning a big lesson for a man: the taproot of our
strength as men lies in our weakness, vulnerability and lack of
agency. I’ve learned that one before, but it’s going a step further
now. We can be a victim of weakness or we can use vulnerability to
raise our level, drawing on another kind of bottom-line, cards-on-
the-table, last-ditch kind of strength that can break expectations and
probabilities. It’s a matter of intelligence, skill and application as
much as it is of strength. Getting used to weakness uncovers
survivor’s strength, an alert and sensitised vulnerability that can
keep us alive.

Where there's a will, there'’s a way. During this winter I’ve been
alone, going into deep, desolate places and realising that, though
immuno-compromised on cancer drugs and unable to hobnob freely
with others, I don’t want to sit around at home just feeding and
entertaining myself and waiting for the chop to come down. I’'m the
sort of guy who bops till he drops.

This said, thus far I’ve had a few chances to die and I find I’'m still
here. God only knows how this saga will conclude. I guess that The
Management will keep me here until they choose to transfer me to
another department. These are the facts of life for a pathological
rainbow warrior, leaning heavily on his sticks, trying to pull off a
few earthly stunts before he deposits his clogs into the recycling bin
of forgotten time.

There’s a question worth addressing, regarding death and what
happens afterwards. It has been coming up for me recently and, if
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you yourself are approaching the end of your life, or even if you
aren’t, it’s worth mulling this one over.

Do you choose to return to Earth to live out one or more further
lives, to grow yourself further in the Earth school, to contribute
toward planetary resolution and perhaps to be present at the time
when the breakthrough happens? 1t’s hard, thankless and risky
work, being on Earth, though it has its rewards, especially in terms
of what you become while doing it. Since thus far you have already
invested a lot in this incarnation, do you feel complete and at peace
with it yet? Or are there more incarnations to go?

Or would you opt to head off to other realms, leaving the Big Earth
Question to those of us who remain? This path has its validity too.
After all, the life you’re living now might indeed be your last, or
perhaps you’re ready to move on, or you might also be needed in
another department.

Consider this carefully because you will face it sometime. Decisions
aren’t needed right now, but it’s good to get clearer about it. Sorting
it out can help you re-focus your current life so that, whichever way
you do actually go, the process has already started while you’re
alive. It’s all about how you align yourself. In the past this was a big
question for Buddhists: do we seek enlightenment for personal
salvation (the Path of the Arhant), or are we here to help all beings
find salvation together (the Path of the Boddhisattva)?

Once death comes, there’s no going back. There’s no Delete or
Undo button for the life you’ve had. That’s when you set sail for
other horizons and, whether you are to come back or to move on,
the matter will be finalised later, once you’ve gone through the post-
death process. You’ll have a conference with your angels and
members of your soul tribe — the people from whom you came.

On another matter, and returning to the land of the living...

This week [ was visited by the Green Sheikh of Jerusalem, Saad
Iddeen Al Maghrebi Al Qudsi. He came with a dear soul-sister, Julia
Aisha, with whom I worked in Bethlehem around 2010, and with
the sheikh’s minder Said Julia Adams. Both Julias are English yet
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Muslim, Arabic-speakers and well versed in Middle Eastern ways.
The Green Sheikh lives in London, a refugee from former troubles
in Palestine, and he returns regularly to Jerusalem, where he comes
from. (Bizarrely, a Palestinian with a foreign passport has more
freedom of movement there than a resident Palestinian.) He’s
involved with a gaggle of multifaith spiritual peacemakers in Israel-
Palestine that I worked with twenty years ago, the Abrahamic
Reunion. Formerly they were called Jerusalem Peacemakers — I was
part of its founding in Glastonbury in 2002.??

Julia Aisha played the oudh (Arabic lute), singing some Palestinian
songs. We formed a little bubble of Palestine under the cloudy skies
of Cornwall. Transfixed, we all were. Then I took them to Carn
Gloose, a high clifftop near St Just, where they made their prayers,
facing Mecca. Cornwall weaved its oceanic magic on them and they
landed up shining. We came back and the sheikh said prayers for
me. He lit up as he was chanting. [ was being blessed and really felt
it. Allah was giving me permission to move forward. Alhamdulillah
— thanks, God. Thanks for giving a ray of light, out of the blue.

Meanwhile, on a more prosaic level, ’'m on antibiotics for the
osteonecrosis infection, which I’m not happy about — my jawbone is
at risk of dying and crumbling. This started last autumn, following
the shingles, and it’s not going to get any better, [ am told. I don’t
see any alternative to antibiotics at present, so I’ll continue till I find
anything better — the osteonecrosis is potentially a killer and I can’t
mess around with it. My back is getting weaker too, and exercise
doesn’t necessarily help it. I’'m not happy about either.

My functionality is reduced but I manage, with a little help from my
friends. Sometimes, by late afternoon, I can’t hold myself up any
more, it hits my life-force and my brains conk out. I have to get
horizontal, relax and float off for a regeneration session. That’s
when visitors need to get out their knitting or read a book.

I might sound lucid in a blog or a video interview, but I’'m pretty
useless at many functional things. I pump myself up for blogging
and interviews. Chemo-brain: I don’t have brain-fog, I have brain-

22 The Abrahamic Reunion: https://www.abrahamicreunion.org
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lag. Nowadays I must studiously avoid getting sucked into
complexity because I get lost and screw up.

The sun is shining and I’'m going to potter in the garden. I’ll be
alone yet again this weekend — I still miss Grace’s visits. One
strange gift of cancer is loss of agency — loss of control over my
circumstances. This brings another lesson in acceptance — there’s
not much I can do about things. In life, we get what we get, and
that’s the way it is, and we’re here to do the best we can with what
we get. Other things happen instead and, even if we don’t get what
we want, we do get what we need. The universe does look after us.
In its own way, without worrying about the specifications we make.

Stones of our Motherland
Another ending

21st June 2022, three weeks later

Happy Solstice, everyone. This is something of a turning point for
me. After a disastrous winter I feel I’'m now moving on, step by
step. One small symptom is this: I’ve just completed building the
online Meyn Mamvro Archive.?® After two years’ work, I'm relieved
to complete it. Thousands of mouse-clicks were involved.

It’s the last such large web-project I shall do — and that’s partially
why I did it, to celebrate and complete that thread in my life.
Having built some pretty big resource websites since the mid-1990s
— portals, archives and public interest sites — I’m happy to have
done it and happy it’s now ending. Big web-projects are long and
arduous, requiring endless hours of focus and discipline. It has been
one of those activities in life that are both a joy and hard labour. But
I’ve been good at it, and I like supporting and working with the
editor of the magazine, Cheryl, in honour of the arduous work she’s
done with Meyn Mamvro for over thirty years. A little older than me,

2 Meyn Mamvro Archive : www.meynmamvro.co.uk/archive/
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she’s edging toward the Final Approach, and it’s good to help her
archive her work, for posterity.

A number of last-times have come along since getting cancer, and a
few more are undoubtedly to come. I have a distinct feeling my lost
relationship with Grace might be my last. I’'ve been overwhelmed
with things to do and internal issues to sort out since she departed in
February. And what will be my last book?

As a cancer patient I can’t push myself, multitask, or remember all
the details I need to remember for living a modern life. I go at half
the rate of most people. My support system isn’t working well — if
had my way and the necessary expense account, I’d like a PA, two
minders for adventures and a close companion. Or perhaps a family.
That’s life — you get what you get. Penny, who visits once a week
and is on call when there’s a need, is a godsend.

The last six months have taught me a lot, squeezed and raked me
out, pushing me through an accelerated change-process and moving
me a long way. I can feel movement without yet knowing where it is
going. It’s incomplete, though things are brightening up.

The good news is that my cancer is not deteriorating, according to
the latest tests. In February the indicators started rising — I was ill
and in a dark tunnel — but as [ improved they have pegged at a new
level. It means I don’t have to change cancer drugs. That’s a relief.

The nurses who visit me monthly are really nice. As nurses for a
private company, they answer questions and take on issues that NHS
nurses and doctors don’t or can’t. If my cancer drugs are changed I
shall lose the nurses, because I’ll be taking pills, not injections.
They have been important to me, since I feel rather neglected by the
NHS and I’ve lost my medical confidante and adviser (Grace), so
their advice and support have been valuable.

I’ve been invited to the annual Oak Dragon camp this summer.?* I

was its founder, back in 1986-7. Penny has offered to come too (I
think she’ll like it). It’s a big step to go camping while in the state
I’m in, though it’s one activity I’'m unwilling to let go of quite yet.

2 Oak Dragon Camps: http://www.oakdragon.org
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Also it’s an honour, a blessing and a homecoming to go to the camp.
Something bright is appearing in the future!

ET, go home

Getting real about switching realities
29th June 2022, a week later

The amazing thing with dying is that it really is about setting sail
into the Great Unknown. In aviation terms, it feels more like a
landing procedure than a take-off procedure. Over the last twentyish
years I’ve psychically tracked and handheld perhaps forty souls
through the life-death transition — very interesting, rewarding and
also wearing — and what has been striking has been the sheer variety
of experiences people seem to have had while transitioning through
death. For myself, the closer I come to dying, the more I find I'm
needing to loosen up my preconceptions.

And my preconditions. Ultimately futile, they’re all about clinging
on to the known. But it’s /oss of control that is the key issue here,
and it has already started. Dying is a challenge to go with the flow,
to let be, to have done with it, to trust in the process and feel a way
forward. Suddenly perspectives I harboured about life are changing
and revealing themselves very differently. I have to ‘make a deal
with God’ (as Kate Bush once sang).

It’s not binary. We aren’t either alive or dead. We’re all a mixture of
both in varying proportions, all through life, and it changes slowly,
sometimes in phases and sometimes suddenly. Medical thinking has
it that death means clinical death, when your life-signs hit zero, but
no, that’s a stage of dying. You still exist afterwards and you exist
before, though you might be half-dead. When you’re on the other
side, for a while you’ll see and hear people back in the land of the
living whom you knew in life, though unless they are receptive to
listening, they won’t see or hear you — and that can be tricky.
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We’re all part-dead. I’'m more dead than many of my readers,
though there might be one or two who are more dead than me —
hello! In February I think I went up to 95% dead — close — but by
spring equinox I was down to 80%, and now I’d put myself at 70%.
But only last week I had a lurch and drooped, getting older again for
two days. This happens with cancer — you go up and down. Small
things can have big effects.

In the near-death experience I had at age 24 — I was unconscious for
nine days — it permanently changed me.?® I was very different
afterwards, having gone through substantial memory-loss and brain-
changes. Some would call it a ‘walk-in’. When I first came to, I
didn’t even recognise my parents, with no sense of where I was or
the time we were in. As I revived, the experience made me mission-
driven, pushing me to do whatever it was that I had come here to do.
It took about seven years after the NDE to ‘come back’ sufficiently,
to be fully functional. After three more years, by 1983, my mission
presented itself — I started the camps movement. Or it started
through me. More about this later.

The near brush I had with dying in February this year shook,
squeezed and wrung me out. By April, to my surprise [ was served
new instructions. An astoundingly clear voice in my head said, “A#,
there s something more we’d like you to do...” — and I both perked
up and groaned at the same time. I crawled from the slough of
despond in February to the beginnings of a new vision by May.

I have been presented with serving an emergent grandfather-type
role in the lives of many people. Additionally, there’s something
incomplete about the ‘world work’ — world healing-oriented group
consciousness-work — I’ve been involved with since the 1980s. And
my writing and podcasting are appreciated. So there are things to
do. A few years ago [ wouldn’t have anticipated this.

There’s something here about sinking into the deep dark and then
reviving with an armful of light. Shaky as I am, I’m being given
something new to do, even though time is not really on my side. Yet

% For a transcript of a regression | did twenty years later to reclaim the memory of it:
www.palden.co.uk/nde.html
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this fact is a motivator: it is urging me to do what I can do while I
still can and to enjoy doing it.

It might be a swansong or the beginning of something — I cannot
tell. I have osteonecrosis (a dying jawbone), peripheral neuropathy
(feelingless feet), a deteriorating back, a troubled stomach, a low-
level permanent ache, I’'m sensitive to radiation and, even with my
thin body, gravity weighs heavily. Oh, and I have a cancer of the
blood and bones. Life is hard in a way I’ve never encountered
before, and sometimes it gets me down — this last six months I’ve
had a bit too much of it. I nearly buckled. So, if this gets much
worse, it could be a relief for me to go. Can you see how this might
be a positive thing? Though it does look as if there are positive
reasons to stay alive too.

If you want to meet me before I go, then I am still alive in a body
and here I am — alone much of the time. I serve good tea. Leaving it
to another time, another year, might not be the best thing. Yes, when
I go a gap will be created by my absence, but another kind of
presence is possible which, in the end, might be valuable too. After
all, here on Earth time and geography keep us separate anyway.
There comes a point where a soul has done enough for this lifetime.
We need to be released. But we haven’t gone away.

I had a good friend, Mike Blackwood, who died a seemingly sad
death on booze, drugs and despair. Uncomfortable in this world, he
was a spirited man, a solid part of our team in the camps of the
1980s — the site manager for many of them. When I heard of his
death, I tracked him over to the other side and he was in the
‘holding bay’ — a buffer zone you go to initially, to process the life
you’ve just left and make yourself ready to go further. In terms of
Earth time, this often takes weeks, though it varies greatly. The
funeral can be a key moment. But not always.

Well, in the holding bay, Mike was tripped out of his skull on acid
and having a great time — he had loved happenings, festivals and

raves during his life. He was blissfully happy, flowering, glowing,
almost Buddha-like. This was a surprise, but that’s what you get in
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this game. I returned a day or two later and, unusually, he had
completely gone beyond. He didn’t wait around for his funeral.

I guess he was relieved to end his life. I felt happy for him. It just
goes to show how the judgements made of our behaviours and our
lives on Earth don’t necessarily match who and how we actually,
truly are, deep down. Sometimes, in the education of our souls, we
need to plumb the depths and go where others fear to tread. Our
judgements about the rightness or wrongness of others’ lives can
clatter badly on the cobblestones of reality. Mike’s death was
characteristic of him, and probably a relief for him. The manner of
people’s deaths always seems to be true to character.

Ruth, my mother, couldn’t really handle death, even at age 92. Born
during WW1, her generation trained themselves to survive, but it
could not go on forever. Around death, she had that confusion many
people have — an ill-considered mixture of Christian heaven-and-
hell stuff and secular it-all-goes-blank stuff. Neither is very useful.
She died and, not knowing how to handle it, went straight to sleep,
curled up and unresponsive. This felt okay at first because of what
she’d been through, though after a while I got a feeling she wasn’t
facing the fact of being dead. Her funeral was approaching and,
since she was a popular figure, I wondered what to do. I wanted her
to witness people’s love and regard for her. On the day of the
funeral I tried waking her up but she wouldn’t surface. I made a
prayer, feeling a bit clueless.

Then came a solution. Her little terrier Pepper, who had died some
years earlier, came along, yapping at her. She woke up and my
mother was able to witness her funeral, with Pepper on her lap. I
think she was surprised at the gratitude and recognition that came
her way from the crowd. Bless her, she hadn’t appreciated the value
of the contribution she had made during life. “I¢t’s only me”, she
would say when she rang up or came through the door. Only you?

She and I had some leftover issues at the time she died, but the
changes she went through after death allowed her to encompass her
strange son and the person he was. All was forgiven between us. It
happened one day when I was in Palestine. I experienced her
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strongly while at an ancient church at Burqin, near Jenin in the West
Bank — the place where Jesus healed the lepers — and found myself
deeply wishing I could have brought her there. In her life she would
never have entertained the idea of coming to Palestine, but she
loved old churches. She came in spirit and I felt her there with me. I
shed tears of release, and I think she did too. All that lay between us
was made good and each of us came to fully understand why we
had entered each other’s lives. Thank you, Jesus, for that. Ironically,
it was a Muslim friend, Wael, who had brought me there to meet the
Prophet Jesus — and my Mum.

What’s interesting here is that, today, I’'m going through a lot of
early-life patterns of vulnerability, unsupportedness and loss, and
feeling like a five year old — mother stuff — while being completely
at peace with my Mum. We smile to each other occasionally.

When my old philosopher friend Stanley Messenger died, he wasn’t
interested in witnessing his funeral — as a mystic Christian, psychic
and Anthroposophist, he didn’t like the conventional church funeral
his family organised. I sat there in a pew with Stanley gruffly urging
me to take over the service, while the vicar was up there trotting out
the usual stuff. I told Stanley to stay and watch, because the people
present did care about him. Actually, when we were all sitting in the
pub afterwards, he was happier because it was informal, and |
sensed him around, communing with us.

In the weeks that followed he loitered in the ‘holding bay’, sitting
enjoying a pleasant landscape and a blissful absence of worldly
hassles, still looking frail. In the last few years of life he had
dementia, which can dissipate a person’s selfhood, so I guess he
lacked momentum to go further in the dying process. After a while I
came along, took his hand and pulled him up what seemed like a lot
of steps until we reached the ‘pearly gates’ — the full transition point
into the after-death state. He was met by people who welcomed him
and took him in — I think one was Rudolf Steiner himself, whom
Stanley had known when he was a young man. Goodbye, Stanley,
and thanks for being you — see you again.
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My cousin Faith’s husband Albert was a good-hearted man, rather
secular and empirical in viewpoint though gentlemanly and worldly-
wise with it, and I think at first he thought me weird and extreme.
Then he got prostate cancer and started changing, slowly becoming
more open, doing fai chi and becoming more attuned to matters of
spirit. Just before he died, he was clearly edging into the otherworld,
far away and in a state of grace. I had been working with him
remotely but came to visit in his last days. At one point his eyes
opened slightly, he saw me, and he gave me the thought, “You 're
here?!” Then after a pause he thought, “But you were there”. 1
could sense him computing that. “Yes”, I thought back, “I went
there to pull you over”.

He had seen me on the other side, and here was I on this side, with
him at the hospice. That’s not supposed to happen, or is it? He had a
peaceful death. My cousin Faith really did well with him — he
expired with her hugging him. She felt his last breath. After a while
she got up, went out into the hospice garden, and a heron flew in,
did two loops round the garden and sailed off past the trees — heaven
was signalling.

I had helped sort out his connection with the otherworld, making
sure there was someone to meet him, and myself going over to give
him a hand. Since his death we have nodded and smiled whenever
he has popped up — he’s even done me a few favours that only
someone on his side of reality can do.

Often I’ve been able to say who will be there waiting. It melts the
last doubts and resistances people might have. When I told my Dad
that his brother Laurie, who died in WW2, would be there, he went
quiet and a tear came to his eye. Something in him knew this was
true. From that moment I sensed that he felt alright about going —
his long lost brother would be there.

On the day before he died he was unconscious. I held his hand,
telling him all I knew about what would next happen to him, and
what to do. I knew he could hear me and took it in. A while after his
death he and I had a psychic chat and he thought to me, “You ve
done your duty to your father by becoming my father”.
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In my twenties he had felt I had let him down by making the
dissident life-choices I made at the time. My parents had done their
level best but they could never quite encompass me — their strange
boy who became a hippy revolutionary, a disappointment and
embarrassment. In my mother’s eyes the only sins I had failed to
commit were running off with a black woman and being gay — such
was the moral atmosphere of the late 1960s. Poor them, they must
look down on me now and think, “OMG, is he still at it, getting
himself into trouble, even at his age?”. But I think they now
understand why I’'m like that and why I had been their son.

What happens in death has a lot to do with how we deal with life. If
during life we are willing to own up when necessary, then owning
up in death gets a lot easier. Life on Earth is such a screwed-up and
tacky thing that we’re all damaged, up to our eyeballs in karmic
cobwebs. Living in a body on Earth isn’t and cannot be about being
perfect — it’s about getting through. It’s about leaving the world a
slightly better place than when we started — not only because it’s
good and right to do so but also in case we need to come back. Or in
case other members of our soul-tribe need to come here. Or for the
sake of our grandchildren and everyone else who shares our world.

At death you can 't do anything more about anything. Life was as it
was, and that’s that. The task is to come to peace, to hand in your
resignation without reservation — well, as much as possible. There’s
a good chance an emergent feeling of relief will help with this. It
involves releasing and forgiving, letting be. It’s too late to do
anything. So working on at least some of the issues we’re likely to
meet at death is well worth doing before we get there.

There’s more. The better we’re able to get through our life-crises
and make them good during life, the more we establish a pattern of
dealing well with crisis. When death comes, it makes dying easier
because the ‘growth choice’ has become a habit we can latch onto at
the moment of death — instead of the ‘fear choice’. The more we are
centred, flexible and okay about handling life, the more we will
handle death and ride the wave.

156



Blessings That Bones Bring | Palden Jenkins

At death it matters who we truly are and what we have become — no
glosses or pretences are available any more. It’s an honesty process,
yet also a relieving and healing process in which a weight is lifted
off us — the weight of being who we were, with our character traits,
habits, stuck bits and karmic patterns. A lot of forgiveness and
understanding comes. But look at this another way...

When we die we’re entering a new world. As with this world, the
way we are born into that world greatly affects what happens
afterwards. When we sally forth to the other world, if we die well
and do our best with it, we’ll start well on the next bit. By ‘dying
well’ I don’t mean the right circumstances — it could even be a car
crash — but the right approach when we encounter it. Even if it is a
car-crash, or you get shot, time stretches immensely in that moment,
and there can even be a surprising calmness about it. In such a
circumstance, your soul pops out of your body before the impact
hits you and you will feel no pain. People who die in wars, shocks
or tragedies get scooped up by soul-paramedics and helped quickly.

Dying is like an examination to test what we’ve truly learned and
worked out in life. It affects subsequent decisions about what we’ll
take on next — our next incarnate life on Earth, if that is our path, or
whatever happens instead, if that is our path.

Our soul-family, soul-tribe and angels help us get things sorted out.
It’s a process, and it involves referencing all of our existences and
their overall storyline and purpose. It concerns the role we play in
our soul-tribe and the agenda, priorities and evolution of our tribe.
We aren’t solely individuals but part of something much larger.
There’s bliss, relief, healing, love, rest, fellowship, education and
soul-melding to be had too, in the after-death state.

A deep choice is presented. The choice lies between opening up to
such a path or walling ourselves into an imaginal reality that carries
us off somewhere else — if perhaps we believe that we don’t deserve
better, or if we can’t let go of the identity, feelings and attachments
we had in life. Then we might well get another round of life, with a
bleed-through of elements from the past that can be both helpful and
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difficult, until a turning in the deepest seat of consciousness
redirects us to our true, core path.

Part of our reason for being here on Earth is to evolve and train
ourselves as super-trooper souls — souls who’ve been through the
mill, shed blood, sweat and tears and learned lessons from it —
experiences that aren’t available elsewhere. It’s one helluva training
— a ton of both difficult and joyous stuff is to be found here on
Earth, and we have a profound option to become greater souls
through wrestling with it.

There’s something many ancient peoples instinctively knew: the
souls of the living and the souls of the dead walk alongside each
other in parallel worlds, helping each other out. We’re in the same
tribes and networks, all still Zere. You can talk to your Mum (not
anytime, but sometimes). They knock on our heads every now and
then. It’s important to take note, to listen within and to answer when
the souls of the dead call.

After I’ve gone, if any of you feel me twiggling the top of your
head, please acknowledge it and signal back. It depends on whether
you pick me up sufficiently, giving it full credence, and whether it is
in your scope and growth to respond.

It’s not uncommon for anyone with a dash of intuition and
receptivity to pick up on the dead — go on, own up, you’ve
experienced this yourself, actually. Search back in your memory and
you’ll find it. So if you get a buzz from me after I’ve gone, please
work on the basis that / am actually there.

In life, it’s not primarily what we do that matters — it’s how we do it,
and how much we make it good in the end. As an astrologer, there’s
one prediction I can safely make, for no charge: you are all going to
die. The choice lies in how we do it. That involves the full and
proper exercising of free will. Whatever your faults, you’re a fine
person. Don’t you forget it. I’ll try not to either. As a Virgo, I’'m so
bloody self-critical that I have to remind myself.
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Home From Home
Safari in Somerset

8 August 2022

Oak Dragon called me. I returned. Something came full circle. It all
goes back to 1986-87 when I brought together a group of people to
start the Oak Dragon Camps. For three years, getting by with a lot
of help from my friends, I had run the prototype Glastonbury Camps
on a spontaneous, improvised basis, and they were remarkable but
unsustainable as they were. Oak Dragon was the next step, a second
generation of camps. Out of this sprang other camps organisations,
reaching out to thousands of people, and in several countries.?®

Thirty-five years later, Oak Dragon still runs camps, and this rolling
soul-family meets up to camp together once a year.

Apart from a solar eclipse camp in 1999 in Cornwall, I hadn’t been
back since 1993. I had been ousted by ‘we, the people’ (well, some
of them) in 1988 and went my way, becoming a book editor for a
small publisher, Gateway Books. By 1992 I was working for the
Council of Nine (more about them later). Then in the mid-1990s I
started a third generation of camps, M100, the Hundredth Monkey
Project, inspired by the Nine and drawing on experiences gained in
the 1980s camps.

Penny and her daughter Ruby took me to the camp and, in the
process, they found a new family. Ruby, 12, grew a year in one
week. Penny, one of those server-souls who hold the world up,
found new context for it in a big-family setting. Everyone loved
them. As for me, staggering around on sticks, periodically drifting
off into dozy reveries while flopped in my seat, I was so welcomed
and cared for that I was moved to tears by the poignancy of it all
and the love of a tribe I had set in motion — a tribe lost back then
and now regained. “If you hadn t started this, all of us wouldn t

% The story of the 1980s camps movement: www.palden.co.uk/camps.html
Oak Dragon Camps website: www.oakdragon.org
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have met, and some of us wouldnt even have been born”, said one
person. Believe me, it was really moving to hear that.

Sixtyish of us camped in a big circle, divided into four smaller
circles. Some were regulars who had met up often over the years,
some hadn’t been for years and some were new, finding themselves
melding into a new family they hadn’t anticipated joining.

Each day started with an optional meditation and a Dance of Life (a
native American day-greeting dance). Then came a daily camp
meeting for half an hour in a big, circular marquee, then either
group activities or ‘council’, a talking-stick sharing session. In the
afternoon and evening, group activities ranged from talks, artwork,
making things and Breton dancing to visits to a nearby ancient hill
camp, Dundon Beacon, or to an ancient yew tree at Dundon church.

One day we had a sweat lodge, a day-long process that I joined. I
was shagged out at the end of it, but the sweating and the spirit of it
was cleansing and deeply renewing. Some days we cooked our
evening meal over campfires in our tent circles and sometimes we
did it communally as a whole camp.

Nowadays, Oak Dragon has all its developed ways and its custom
kit — marquee, domes, wood-fired showers, tools and bits — but in
the early days it was a matter of makeshift improvisation and doing
our level best with whatever we could cobble together.

In originating the camps I sought to create a space in which people
could experience living in a community, in an accelerated-growth
zone, a world without walls and very different from the normal
world. It’s a bit like a taste of a future world where everyone gets
on, cooperates and treats each other well — which, for some people,
is a big heart-opener and turning-point.

Crucial here is life-education and community living, but the core of
the matter lies in the way that an enspirited circle like this helps
people go through breakthroughs, revelations, resolutions and great
leaps forward. In an intensified growth-field a rising tide of human
spirit lifts everyone up with it. Then people spend the rest of the
year integrating it, and they return for more whenever it’s right.
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Palden at the Oak Dragon, with a mug o tea and a friend - up before most people!

Over time one of the most rewarding things at camps has been
watching young people grow in leaps and bounds, and seeing whole
families become healed, releasing their conflicts and tensions.
Everyone comes out glowing. There is pain, dilemma, choice and
wobbliness too, yet when a camp is well set up and run, a
supportive and safe atmosphere, a ‘containing field’, makes it all
very different from the world out there that we normally live in.

I myself was a case in point. Back home, I rely on a helper who
comes once a week, plus a number of people who assist in disparate
and occasional ways, and it can be something of a burden on them.
Sometimes I get tired of needing help and asking favours. With my
partner Grace, our relationship had gone from one of equals before I
had cancer to one of dependency afterwards, and this weighed
heavily on her. At the camp, anyone would roll up with offers of tea,
food, chat, carrying my seat or helping me along. I had lots of
company and was well cared for — hugged, heard, supplied and
assisted — and much appreciated for what I could contribute.

When Rebecca, the camp focaliser that year, invited me to come, |
wondered how long I would last, physically. At the camp my body
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ached, camping was an effort and my psyche was overstimulated
after 2-3 years of relative isolation. But my spirits were uplifted,
keeping me going. On balance, the benefits far outweighed the
problems, and I had a great time. It’s all a matter of attitude.

And... what goes around comes around. Once an organiser carrying
the responsibility, I was now on the receiving end. I was relieved of
a pattern of mine: I couldn’t work my ass off. I used to be one who
felt unconsciously as if I had to pay off a mountain of karmic debts
to family, people, society and ‘God’ by contributing more than was
due. I tried too hard. This is a common ‘server soul’ syndrome,
though it does cause amazing things to come about.

In a week from now I’1l be back in Cornwall doing blood tests and
scans. When I was tunnelling around in Hades in February-March,
my readings got worse. In spring I stabilised. I suspect that the
readings might now improve.

At the camp I found I could keep going longer than at home. When I
arrived on camp I could stand unsupported for two minutes, and
when I left I could stand for ten. My posture and digestion improved
and my spirits shot up. I even started forgetting my sticks — I would
walk for ten to twenty paces before rather painfully remembering I
couldn’t hold myself up any longer. But my forgetting was a good
sign that something was improving.

I stand at a new beginning, perhaps with a new mission. As a rather
driven person, this is my path, even in this last chapter of life. I feel
that, if I make steps to fulfil whatever is needed of me, I’ll be kept
alive to do it. If not, something else will happen.

At present I reckon I have between one and seven years to live —
longer than I reckoned last winter. But this brings up questions. Re-
engaging with the wider world makes life more complex, since I'm
surrounded with people living normal busy lives, going at a pace |
cannot keep up with.

Then there’s the matter of making plans and how I shall live during
the time I have left. I’ve been lonely and under-supported and I need
that to change. Losing Grace six months ago impacted all areas of
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my life and I still find myself wishing she were here. I also have a
wish to share special experiences with her and give her what I can —
gifts of a special kind that not many people can give. We had grown
into each other so much.

Coming close to death made me acutely aware of what I haven’t
done — this will happen to you when death approaches you. This
cancer blog, my podcasts and speaking events that I plan to do are
all a fruit of squaring with cancer, as is my book about ancient
civilisation in Cornwall, now finished.

I’m unfinished on a few other fronts: family (I miss them), love (not
sure what to do about that), world-work projects (while the world
has problems, this never ends), and finding someone to take over
my work with the Tuareg and the Palestinians (difficult). I’d like to
close these circles, if life permits. In the last chapter of life, some
things we must accept as final and some can still be progressed.

Soon I turn seventy-two but cancer has thrust me into my eighties,
with what seems like 120 years of experience trailing behind. This
happens when you live rather intensely, wading around in a variety
of high-risk zones and deep altered states where time shifts into
another dimension.

Cancer has pushed me into a new phase: I’ve stepped into a new
inner archetype and my soul is presenting itself differently — now as
an endearing old crock with a few droplets of light to share. Even
so, one thing I do need to learn is how to write shorter blogs, and I
never seem to manage.

Gravitation
Blood and bones

17th October 2022, 15 weeks later

Recently I’ve been working on straightening my back. When bone
marrow cancer did a sledgehammer job on me in 2019, four of the
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lowest vertebrae of my back collapsed and compressed, altering the
architecture of my pelvis, legs and back. I lost bone mass and my
back grew weak to the extent that I’ve had to use sticks since then to
hold myself up. Recently I’ve had an unconscious tendency to
stoop, later in the day or when I’m tired or my energy is down.

This gets interesting though — there’s more to this.

For me, taking on cancer involved taking on a new burden and
making it mine. Dragging myself around is an effort. I feel heavy
even though I’'m bony and frail. I compensate for that fragility with
willpower, drawing on second strength — the overdrive strength that,
as a runner or mountaineer, you develop over time. It powers you up
once you’ve broken through your initial tiredness.

Burden-bearing has been a longtime life-issue for me. As is the case
for donkeys, it lies somewhere between karma-yoga and self-
punishment, though most donkeys are much better at braying about
it than I am. Us Virgos, we have to master the distinction between
service and slavery. Lo behold, I now have back problems, arising
from carrying more than my share of the world’s weight. When my
spirits flag and I’m tired or feeling burdened, I droop. So I'm
training myself to stand straighter. I’'m being helped by Alan, a nice
man in St Just, our nearest village, who does a variant of Alexander
Technique, with firm hands and a way of manipulating me to give a
satisfying feeling of being opened up, stretched and balanced.

My posture at any moment relates to my state of mind and spirits.
When I’'m up, I’'m reasonably straight, and when I’'m down I go
down in posture. So I’'m working on the centre of willpower in my
solar plexus and on the character of my thoughts. As a mountaineer,
I learned to cultivate the levitational effect of uplifting thoughts,
which would get me up that mountain more easily and happily. But
if I was grinding my stuff, indulging in tiredness and worrying
about how far I yet had to go, climbing became difficult and painful
and my rucksack got heavier.

The same applies with cancer. It’s a mountain to climb with only a
few let-ups — a mountain with no summit. Well, death is the summit,
though you happen upon panoramas and special places along the
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way. It’s all about cultivating the will to carry on, despite weighty
challenges. Yet facing this stuff has sorted me out quite a lot, inside.

As a mountaineer and cross-country runner I trained my will to stay
focused, to hang in there by working with my mind and breathing.
Getting involved with extraterrestrial issues in my forties (they
don’t have the same gravitational issues as we do), I started
imbibing ideas that ETs and multidimensional intelligences put
forward, connecting up new verities I hadn’t realised were there.

The Council of Nine, some non-earthly beings for whom I wrote a
book in the 1990s, The Only Planet of Choice,?" talked about a
difficulty we humans have with the downward-pulling effect of
gravity and dense physicality on consciousness. This operates in
two ways: the weighty drag-effect of gravitation itself, affecting our
senses and brains, and the burden of embedded human habits,
beliefs and institutions, which exercise a fear-ridden, downward-
pulling, restraining effect on our society, culture and happiness.

Our conditioned beliefs, fears, guilt and shame are the means by
which we permit ourselves to be controlled, giving power to those
who would control us. We constrain the scope and depth of our
awareness, fitting ourselves inside boxes, folding our wings,
subscribing to unwholesome beliefs and dogmas, conforming to
perceived social expectations, setting aside our deeper side,
generally losing the plot and losing ourselves. If everyone does it
together, it makes everyone feel safe. Except we aren’t safe since
the basic premises of such a life are unsustainable and hollow. We
know this, though we don’t act on it.

I learned about this key gravitational issue from two sources: the
Nine, who mentioned it as a contributory factor in bringing us to our
current rather imperilled condition on Earth, and the mid-20th
century Austrian scientist Viktor Schauberger, who proposed that
the law of gravity and the law of levity are equal and opposite. Their
balancing and utilisation are a matter, in the end, of consciousness.

27 Schlemmer, Phyllis, and Jenkins, Palden, The Only Planet of Choice, Gateway Books,
1993, and subsequent editions. www.palden.co.uk/nine.html
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In other words, uplifting thoughts are levitational, and depressive
thoughts are gravitational.

It’s all to do with vibrational frequencies. Dense physical matter
vibrates at wavelengths that make it appear physical. Gravity and
levity occupy a different range of frequencies, as do light, thought,
emotion, subtle energy, different forms of consciousness and our
moods and states. These variously interact with each other. When
I’'m walking on the cliffs feeling inspired, my power increases and
walking gets easier — as a cancer patient I really notice this now.

I can stand upright without sticks for longer than a year ago — so the
levitational force is increasing even though my bones are slowly
weakening. It depends on my energy-state. If I’'m on a long hike or
it has been a long day, I can overcome tiredness by working on my
mood and thoughts. Often I pay a price later in megaflop inactivity,
but it does get me home. It’s about pacing, energy-management,
resting the mind and rising to my full stature.

When I had fatigue in 2020-21, by late afternoon I would lose
energy and droop. My mind would slow and switch off, I’d lose
thoughts and words and my life-energy would dwindle. Sometimes
this would happen in minutes, as if [ was being taken over. Those
were moments when I really valued having someone around for
support and TLC — I don’t get that nowadays. It’s okay if I can
retreat to bed, take the weight off my back and drift off into a
fatigued kind of trance. If I can’t, I’'m in trouble, unable to marshal
myself and do what’s necessary. At times like that I use up a lot of
energy to stay upright, needing to take one step at a time.

I feel more in sync now, in October 2022, and my energy has
improved since spring. One year ago | was going down, struggling
and sinking, eventually to lose my partner — a disaster for both of
us. I lost my way, coming close to losing my life. But as a survivor,
when lost in the dark my starting thought is to ask where the gift
lies. Head for that glimmer of light.

That period was hard. It put me through the grinder, though I
emerged in spring and summer, blinking, surprised, surfacing with
the beginnings of a new sense of direction.
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Regarding grinders and rebirth, it’s often necessary to make a down-
payment first. The universe tests us to find out whether we’re 100%
behind whatever we want, because wholeheartedness enables us to
override the normal default rules of life and nature, bringing a
higher level of magic into operation. Then we can be gifted with a
miracle solution.

When I was ill, wondering whether I was to pass away, the
remaining incomplete threads in my life came into sharpened focus.
Certain things I could not lay to rest — I felt I had to resolve them
somehow. Paradoxically, the most immediately painful issue, the
loss of my ladylove, had a strange way of keeping me alive. It was
so bad that it activated the fightback in me. But the realisation that
there was more to do with life before I go — that was the clincher.

Working on posture has a direct relationship with happiness. Not
just because structural, bony corrections raise my life-energy, but
also because it develops the levitational power within — rise up
energy. Medical treatment saved me, keeping me alive (and I
wouldn’t have survived had it not worked), while the healing I’'ve
received from well-wishers, healers and inner processing has
created a miracle. I’'m more alive than otherwise I would be.

Sadly, Penny my helper and I have parted company. I fell into
money difficulties and couldn’t pay her, and she fell into a multi-
pronged crisis of her own with her car, house, children and other
things. She needed to reduce the burdens she was carrying. It was
difficult for both of us. However, the gift in this, and in other things
happening, was that it dropped me into a situation where I had to
fight my own battles. I got through it. I managed to survive. The
same happened with Karen, my shopper — the same combination of
my lack of money and the difficulties of her own life. From now on
I was on my own. It was a battle to keep going, but it mobilised me
and it worked out alright. I’'m so grateful to them both for all they
did with and for me.

Our capacity to deal with time is a key issue. Time spreads events
along a perceptual, developmental thread. On our densely physical,
time-bound, spinning planet, life is a process of working with
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change, physicality and experience in an incremental and drawn-out
way. At times it’s frustrating and complex. My Tibetan teacher, the
Gyalwa Karmapa X VI, once taught that patience is applied
timelessness. All of our wishes indeed will be fulfilled in the
fullness of time, and we really need to worry less about how and
when this will happen and how to steer and control events. They all
come in their own time, when we are truly ready to receive them
and according to genuine need. Including those things we
unconsciously wanted without really realising it.

Getting old and partially disabled, I’'m losing my powers, and
there’s a sense of loss to that. But from a larger perspective, [ had
my powers earlier in life, and that was good, and now life is about
something else. Powers of a different kind are available. I’'m doing
better on the acceptance, insight, inner journeying and gratefulness-
for-being-alive fronts, and I’'m happy with the creative material I’'m
churning out. The indwelling archetype within me has changed.

Nowadays I must do one thing at a time, slowly. But something on
the imaginal, intuitive, creative side has improved. Here lies choice:
I can focus on what I’ve lost and lack, or I can pay attention to what
I’ve gained, what’s available and what’s doable.

When we come close to the end, we’ve had our time. It was given,
we had it and we did it. What we did and didn’t do were, in the end,
largely our choice. Our life-span goes through stages and eventually
it comes to an end. Hopefully, we are able to go through most or all
of those stages of life — and pity those who get cut short, culled
before their time, mown down by waves and fates larger than them.
Life on Earth is dangerous and it always lands up killing us.

But physicality means that we engage in close relationship with
things and circumstances that have a beginning, go through their
stages and then die off. It happens to us too. Buddhists call it
impermanence. The big mistake is to believe that this kind of
physical existence is the only real one. That’s a strange hypocrisy
because, in our sleep and altered states, we go into completely
different worlds and existences on a regular basis. From personal
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experience we know that the reality of waking life is not the only
reality, yet we tend to behave as if it is.

The constraints of our awareness bind us to ticktock time and wing-
clipped lives. There’s another kind of time too — evolutionary time —
which has little relation to ticktock time. In evolutionary time you
can make ten years’ progress in twenty minutes. If you block your
growth in fear, then you lock yourself into ticktock time and serve
time — some people do it for the whole of their lives.

As we work on ourselves, our relationship with time changes. We’re
capable of feeling old when young and young when old, and time
compresses and stretches. The laws of life change and things start
happening that were improbable or impossible in the time-bound
world and amidst the groupthink that holds it together.

Light, energy, thought, gravity, consciousness — they are connected,
all of them operating across a range of frequencies. As my body and
life become more limited, I’'m learning more about their intimate
relationships. It’s connected with backache, mood, happiness and
choices made. Giving them attention helps the healing process.

This, for me, doesn’t mean ‘getting better’ since that’s unlikely, but
it does mean being in a better state than otherwise. Being happier
about the life I have. That’s a miracle in itself. The funny thing is
that, with this kind of acceptance, I’ve been getting marginally
better! Life, after all, overflows with paradox.
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Palden at Cape Kenidjack, West Penwith. Photo by Gaelle Hammon

Carcinogenicles
and that Hidden Factor X

1st Dec 2022, 2% months later

I had my three-monthly phone chat with the haematologist today. I
seem to be doing well. The critical Myeloma measure, paraproteins,
have been steady on five since March, and the haematologist is
happy with that. In early 2021 I got down to two but my illness of
winter 2021-22 took it up to five and it has stayed there. I can’t
remember what it was when [ was diagnosed three years ago, but it
was disastrously high. I wasn’t far from popping my clogs.

You never get rid of Myeloma — you just keep it within safe bounds.
But the chemo has worked, and better than expected. As a blood
cancer with the effect of hollowing your bones, there are no tumours
to be removed — though I have had Zolodronic Acid to strengthen
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my bones and stop their deterioration (it’s often given to people
with osteoporosis t00).

The haematologist asked about my Covid and flu jabs. I told her I’d
had none and wasn’t interested — I hadn’t had Covid and tend not to
get flu, and I have ways of keeping my immunity high. “/ won t ask
you about those, Mr Jenkins. I'm sure you know what you re doing,
and you seem to get good results...” She has got to know and accept
me by now.

I’m not ideological about medicine and healing. When I started on
this journey three years ago I plumped for following my intuitions,
seeking to find some sort of balance between allopathic and holistic
methods and trusting in my capacity to modulate things so that side-
effects and harms are minimised.

So I haven’t had Covid jabs because intuitively I feel that, in my
case, they aren’t a net gain and might even be damaging. That is my
choice. It’s the Novak Djokovic option, in distinction to a more
ideological anti-vax option. Being pretty isolated, I have little scope
for infecting others or being infected. I follow my feelings, looking
after myself: if I die of Covid, so be it, but I don’t get the feeling
that’s how I’m going to die.

There’s a hidden Factor X too: inner doctors. | mention this
because, if you have a serious illness, you might try this. Go into
yourself and ask for the attention of a set of inner doctors — or
healers, or angels, or however you wish to see it. Your soul and your
inner teacher will help with this. Train yourself to let them in — open
yourself up, give them permission examine you, follow the process,
point out areas and issues that concern you and allow them to do
things. Let them look inside you, including at your psychology, your
fears, concerns and hidden repositories of guilt. It’s okay.

You might experience nothing much except for a feeling of
relaxation and alrightness, perhaps with some health or mood
improvements afterwards. You might be showered with light,
infused with laser-like rays or operated on with iridescent
instruments, or etheric wires and rods might be inserted into you. Or
you might simply feel warmth or colour in parts of you. Be open to
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whatever actually happens. Drop expectations and don’t try to steer
it — just let it unfold and trust that they can see things that you, the
doctors and the PET scanners cannot.

There was a time when I had a worrying hospital appointment the
next day, concerning my osteonecrosis. I was anxious about what
would happen. I asked the inner doctors for attention. They seemed
to umm and aaah, but I didn’t get the feeling they were doing
anything. Oh well, perhaps there was something I didn’t understand
about all that. Next day I went to hospital and the staff were
fantastic, the doctor found an unexpected solution, the treatment
was simple and the prognosis was a relief. Ding. My inner doctors
presumably delegated the matter to the hospital doctors, nudging
their thoughts. I believe that this combination of metaphysical and
physical medicine helps the staying-alive process work best.

I have a technique with doctors, nurses and officials. Be interesting
and nice. Brighten up their day. I deliberately make myself a
pleasant patient, lucid and descriptive with symptoms, and often
they find the exchange interesting, a refreshing change, improving
their day. It gets good results, and if my inner doctors need to do
any nudging at the time, the good-naturedness of the interaction
opens up the channels. It works.

A funny thing happened. Early on in the process, someone appeared
online insisting I ought to drop chemotherapy and take large doses
of Boron instead. Hm, well, perhaps. I asked the person whether
they had experience of this — no, they had heard of someone for
whom it worked. So I took the matter no further. Later I was reading
some medical literature, only to find out that the chemo I had been
given, Velcade (Bortezomib), is made from Boron.

I take well-chosen supplements and helpers. Forget cure-all wonder
drugs and regimes — with exceptions, that’s a false hope. But a
selection of helpers, each making a 5% difference, can add up to
40% and make a critical difference. Number one for me is vitamin C
(1.5g per day) — though while on chemo I reduced this to 0.5g per
day mixed into food, to avoid conflicts. I take selenium, zinc and a
good food-grade multivitamin, colloidal silver in my water, Turkey
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Tail tincture, blueberry powder, a green algae mix, homegrown
beansprouts, tahini and ground up nuts (for oils), probiotics, flower
remedies... things like that. I’m not fanatical about it. But it does
make a positive difference to my underlying condition and my
cancer. As do the various treatments I’ve had over time.

It’s important to do just one or two treatments at a time (depending
on what they are) and leave them space to sink in — don’t get
neurotic about it. This allows you to monitor progress with them.

Over time I’ve had homoeopathy, radionics by a friend in Canada,
chiropractic, naturopathy, e-Lybra frequencies, herbs, CBD oil, a
variant of Alexander Technique, an energy treatment from Czechia
that I can’t remember the name of, and crystal healings, laying-on of
hands, remote healing, prayers — the only thing missing has been
physical massages. I’ve been fortunate to have good friends and
contacts, and I’m grateful for all the healing and support I’ve been
given. These things do help.

There’s one cancer treatment from which I’ve found very good
results, and it comes at no cost, and no pills are involved. Sunshine.

I wouldn’t rate cannabis specifically as a cancer drug, yet for me it’s
a definite helper with background medical benefits. It also helps
deal with a surfeit of time, a degree of pain, and it encourages a
creativity, self-enquiry and understanding that itself can be healing.
It helps me change my attitude. Perhaps I shouldn’t say this though
— I might get into trouble. For some reason this mind-medicine is
illegal. I do meditation and other things too.

I don’t do all of these therapies and supplements all of the time. It
has rolled and changed over time. I do what feels right. When I was
on initial chemo treatment in the four months after diagnosis in late
2019, I had to take between 12 and 35 pharma-pills each day. It
drove me off taking large numbers of pills, supplements and
treatments. And there is one medicine that tops all others.

Happiness. I have found this to be true. Stay happy and, whatever
happens, you’ll be alright, even when life isn’t alright. Go downhill
and you descend into a loop that’s hard to rise out of. So, stay happy
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and do whatever you can to raise happiness levels. Make that a top-
priority rule, not just an aspiration.

Happiness is about attitude. Happiness doesn’t just happen when
the circumstances are right — it is a decision of the heart. You can
either give yourself a hard time, or you can make it easier by paying
attention to whatever is good and right in your life and in what’s
being given to you. It’s about being happy with whatever life throws
at you. Stop moaning — or at least, let yourself be grouchy for an
hour and then let it go. A walk in nature works wonders. Yes, go on,
hug a tree for real. Feed it your tears.

This approach is not easy, but the price of not doing so is higher, so
it’s worth considering. Thank your adversaries, enjoy your illness,
appreciate the virtues of adversity, and enjoy the wind and rain.
There’s goodness to be had from such an approach. When you’re
facing the uphill grind of a longterm illness it becomes a key issue.

If it lifts you up, do it, and if it weighs you down, don t. This
statement is more of a practical proposition than you would think.

I’m certainly not happy all the time, as you may have noticed. At
times I’ve suffered over things and fallen into states I’d prefer not to
be in. This isn’t about pretending to be happy, or taking a hyper-
positive attitude that overrides the feeling-tones of real life.

It’s about returning. Returning to centre. Returning to a place inside
where things are alright. Remembering to pull ourselves out of our
morasses and scrapes to see things from a wider perspective, and re-
anchoring ourselves there. The world isn’t ending.

Change happens. There’s joy and relief in truth. Pain and joy are
contrasting poles of the same spectrum: if we want joy, we get pain,
and if we’re in pain, there is joy there to be had too.

It’s a matter of coming back to base and habituating ourselves to
doing so. Coming back to something bigger, wider, deeper and more
enduring than our passing moods and concerns. The more we make
a habit of it, the more it works, and after a time we start doing it
semi-automatically.
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In the last year I’ve gone through pain over the loss of my partner.
In the end this is good for me, as a way of grinding through my
feelings in order to come out the other side. Though my heart is
sore, sprouts of light are coming through. I started realising what a
gift she had given me — a gift of love followed by pain that opened
me up and kept me (metaphorically) bleeding. This in itself has
been a strange gift.

I cried and wobbled for months. It helped me dig out deep truths
about my mother and my experiences as a young, estranged Aspie,
in the early 1950s when I was three to ten years old, wondering why
I was here, what this place was and who these people were. That
estranged feeling gave me a deep wish for someone to hold my
hand. But that’s something that’s available only sometimes.

So, bizarrely, a gift of pain was a gift of love. Grace reached parts
that others haven’t reached. I’'m not finished with this yet but I’ve
come some way. Rare is the woman who would take on an awkward
and partially-disabled cancer patient like me, whose best-before date
is already past.

People tell me there are ‘plenty more fish’, and while many people
love me from a distance, no one has appeared and I don’t feel right
for it, and Grace is not one who is easily replaced. The very idea of
replacing her doesn’t taste right — and perhaps it’s an escape from
facing my stuff. So I must spread the burden of my needs amongst a
wider circle of friends, so that, for the individuals involved, it’s little
burden for each of them. I’m not talking about sex but about other
virtues of relationship that, in my current state, I need and miss.

Such as someone to talk to on a daily, real-life basis — not just
chatting online. Someone who knows me well, accepting me as |
am, who can be a ‘second brain’ and companion. I need a minder-
driver for adventures and trips.

Yet I need to be ready and willing to be happily on my own too.
Spirit has a plan, and it’s necessary to trust in that.

With probably only a few years to play with, I can’t wait around or
let things drift as I once did, when death seemed far away. But now,
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there might not be a ‘later’ or ‘next year’. This is last-chance saloon,
and if [ don’t resolve an issue, I’'m unlikely to do it in this life.

Quite a few things have to be accepted as non-doable or non-
repairable. Some are a relief, some are fascinating and some are
regrettable. But it’s better to process things through while I'm alive,
because at death there are other things to attend to, and a load of
encumbrances from the past is unhelpful.

In the last six months my health has been stable and I feel better
than I have felt since contracting cancer. My primary focus on
health has therefore reduced, and now I have other things to deal
with — social and human issues. My brains and psyche have changed
as a result of cancer, chemo and ageing, and as a result, social and
relationship issues are coming up and life is different.

Many physical capabilities, including car driving and mobility, are
gone. I get through life at half the speed, and I have to ask lots of
favours. Since my friends are busy people, they can be pretty fluid
and unreliable too, which adds unknowns to the equation. Though
life is more difficult than it was before cancer, I’'m now quite
adapted to getting through each day and accepting things as they
are. I’ve simplified things to a degree where I can function.

It’s as if this particular kind of cancer was tailor-made for me. The
specific trials and tribulations it has brought have offered a focus
and challenge that seems karmically right for me. However, I’'m
glad I contracted cancer in my seventies and not earlier — it must be
much more difficult if it hits you in your thirties or forties.

I’ve done enough in life to be sufficiently satisfied with the way it
has gone — though of course I have reservations and regrets. Cancer
has opened up a new phase of life. It has pruned my possibilities,
yet other possibilities have emerged in their place. Such as a gift of
time and space — time to ruminate. Time to pay attention to things I
didn’t have time for earlier in life.

If someone says they’re sorry I have cancer (it’s quite common), |
can’t quite agree. I don’t advocate getting cancer or other serious
ailments but, if they come your way, do your best with them. The
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main thing is to ‘get good’ — whatever that means — and don’t feel
pressured to ‘get better’ unless you have a genuine prospect of
doing so. Happiness is a key ingredient.

It’s about optimising soul-opportunities. It’s a chance to get to grips
with things we have long feared. I had to get over an aversion to x-
rays or having needles stuck in me — that’s one of many hurdles I’ve
had to surmount. I’ve had a longstanding fear of disability — and,
bingo, I’ve been given half-disability, specially customised. The
will-to-live aspect of blood cancer is a symptom of a lifelong issue
for me, and here I am, tested daily with precisely that.

It’s also about will to die. I’ve decided to take charge of my death —
whatever that actually means. I shall carry on until I no longer feel
right continuing. There comes a point where it’s no more use
pushing and ‘fighting cancer’. Up to that point my spirits will keep
me alive, and if | keep my spirits up, I’ll be in the right state to
handle whatever comes.

The main point here isn’t about staying alive as long as possible. It’s
about optimising the experience, doing whatever is best for the
soul’s progression and the all-round benefit of everything and
everyone. I’ll be where I’'m most useful: sometimes it’s best on this
side and sometimes on the other side.

My friend Mike Marable in California,?® who works with out-of-
body experiences, wrote a quote from the Eleusians of ancient
Greece: If you die before you die, when you die you won t die.

I’ll go when it’s time to go. Until then there are a few things to do.
Earth is a funny old place, and one thing is true. You don’t get these
kinds of experiences anywhere else, so savour them while you can.
The toast on Arcturus is not as good as here, and on Alpha Centauri
they’ve never even heard of ice cream or baked beans, let alone
maxed-out credit cards or flat tyres. On some worlds you don’t even
get the experience of being born — you just create yourself.

28 Check out Mike Marable’s book How to have a Good Life after you’re Dead:
https://www.mikemarable.com
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Pearls and Gold

Weak, strong, wobbly and firm
3rd Feb 2023, two months later

In the last year my cancer process has changed. Medically I’'m more
or less stable, and the focus has turned to relationships and the
psycho-emotional side of living with cancer. Cancer strips a layer
off you and the shields come down. Issues get amplified. You find
friends and loved ones committing micro-aggressions they didn’t
know they were committing. Life becomes more raw and
unprotected. You get hurt.

Cancer has changed my capacity to relate to people, slowing my
capacity to process things emotionally. I’'m managing, though being
on my own means that, if [ deteriorate, no one is covering my back.
Sometimes I need someone to watch me and hold me. Sometimes |
just want someone around. Someone to make life a bit easier.
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One or two friends have suggested I move upcountry to England to
live closer to people. But I'm electrosensitive and can’t hobnob in
parties and groups or even walk down the street without getting
zapped and eventually needing to retreat back home. To be with
friends and loved ones I have to permit them to harm me with
radiation. So I could be just as isolated there as [ am here.

Folks in England are rather wired-up, busy keeping to timetables
and treading mills, and that perpetual busyness is a key cause of the
care crisis we have today — we don’t have time and space to be
human, and people in situations like mine demand too much time
and attention for most people to handle. So I’m not sure that moving
to England would help greatly.

I’'m happy doing forays upcountry, but I’d need a lot of persuading
to move because I’d lose my taproot here in Cornwall. I would
consider moving if someone reliable, or a family, were willing to
take me on and take me through to the end. That’s a big ask. I can
manage one big change, but not more, so I need to rely on them.

Meanwhile, Cornwall feeds my soul. The movements of my soul
and the way [ articulate them, ‘from the far beyond’, seem to be
valued. So Cornwall is the right place for me unless I get strong
indications otherwise.

I haven’t been doing well on the family front. What with my
disability and immobility and their busy lives, it’s difficult for my
family to meet up. Mercifully, all of my offspring get on well with
each other, even though they live in two Brexit-sundered countries
(Sweden and UK). They’re a lovely bunch, and my three daughters’
husbands and children are lovely too.

In some people’s judgement I’ve been a useless father, and I guess
I’'m supposed to feel bad about it to the very end. But it was as it
was. Now in late life, as an Aspie and lifelong eccentric I’ve
become weary of apologising for being who I have been, and for
whom I have been seen to be. I’'m not as wrong as I’ve often been
judged to be. I'd love a change in some of these past judgements,
but it seems unlikely.
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My health is okay, though my back is slowly deteriorating, as if
gravitation were increasing. The haematologist is surprised I’ve
lasted so long on my current cancer drug, Dara. But, to me, it makes
sense that [ would do well with it. Dara isn’t designed to kill cancer
cells. It works by flagging them up as they emerge so that my
immune system can deal with them itself — that’s a brilliant
approach, and it’s just right for me. So I’'m doing well with Dara.
My immune system is at present in pretty good nick.

There’s a deeper immunity 1’d call resilience. If you’ve done
immunity-boosting things for a decade or more — good vits, good
oils, good everything, though not too fanatical about it — then you’re
in a different league. If you’re relatively new to health-awareness,
take note: it truly works if you stay with it for a long time, allowing
your body-psyche to go through deeper structural changes. Combine
this with inner growth and your cells and genes are transformed in a
decade or two. I can verify this from experience.

Longterm resilience has been a life-saver, now that [ have cancer. At
root, resilience lies in attitude. When I’'m having a hard time, I look
for the gift that’s available. Sometimes I'm forced to lie in bed,
watching the buzzards wheeling around over the fields. Sometimes
I’m given a gift of pain to teach me how to move through it and out
the other side. Recently I’ve had a bleak loneliness that has all the
same allowed me to spend a lot of time reflecting on life, writing
and recording things from my eyrie out here in the far beyond.

Immunity is connected with psychic protection. Whenever we feel
down and got at by life or by other people, we have a protection and
an immunity issue, together. To work positively with cancer or a
similar adversity, we need to work with our inner protection. This
isn’t about throwing up barriers and shields around us — it’s about
working on the fears, shame and guilt that grind away underneath,
undermining the integrity of our being.

These create an opening, a hole in the aura that outside interference
can hook into, draining our power. Sometimes it’s like having fleas,
getting nibbled at by lots of small things, and sometimes it’s like a
thump in the stomach. Protection is about light and inner strength,
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our substance as a character, and the degree to which we are open
about our shame, guilt, fears and sense of inadequacy.

When I first went into cancer treatment, I hadn’t had pharmaceutical
drugs for decades. Suddenly I was being pumped with chemicals. I
called on my inner doctors. “Let it be. We'll fix it, and follow your
instincts too”. 1 don’t get it in words like that, but that’s what the
message was. | decided to trust on a deep level. I started on things
like CBD, supplements, receiving healing from many wonderful
people, and I worked on generating an attitude of yielding and
acceptance. On the whole it worked.

I’ve balked at a few of the drugs given me, but not many, and in
some cases I’ve dosed myself more sensitively to match my own
actual needs. But I’ve had fewer side-effects than many other people
seem to get. That’s resilience: it’s about strengthening our capacity
to handle whatever life throws at us.

The Wisdom of Insecurity
Concluding an unfinished story

29th Sept 2023, nearly seven months later

Fortuitously, four years ago I started a blog a few weeks before
going down with cancer, with no idea that it would turn into a
cancer blog. I just had a feeling to start blogging. That says
something about intuition: it has ways of knowing things in advance
that our conscious minds don’t.

Intuition knows or understands things in the back brain without
needing to think about them in the front brain. But it’s a matter of
giving it attention and credence, and learning to avoid overriding
our feelings with obstructive and over-thought rationales,
conditioned responses, fears or doubts — or science.

Cancer was a great surprise when diagnosed in November 2019.
Signs were appearing nearly a year beforehand in January 2019, but
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they weren’t recognisable. Something wasn’t right. It was as if [ was
in a downward spiral, getting tired of life and losing my spark.
Neither my partner nor I could figure out what it was.

In August 2019, while working in her garden, my back cracked —
two of the lowest vertebrae in my back fractured and two collapsed.
At the time it seemed I had an excruciating, immobilising back
problem. As the days went on, the extreme pain induced a kind of
enforced spirituality as a way of dealing with it — starting a process
that was to continue developing from this point.

A cranial osteopath, Simon Perks, recommended I get scanned in
hospital — perceptively, he felt something more was going on than
he could deal with. Thanks for that, Simon. Getting to hospital was
a long process. Eventually, in A&E, the junior doctor, in a quandary,
called in a specialist, who entered, looked intently at me, then said,
“Test him for Myeloma”, and walked out. Brilliant. This man nailed
it at first try. Before long I was having treatment. I had Multiple
Myeloma or bone marrow cancer.

When the news of cancer hits you it’s like a thunderbolt and
soulquake. Yet it also brought me a strange element of relief, at last
knowing what was actually happening after three months of spirit-
wringing pain. For decades I had looked after my health quite well,
with a view to avoiding such things as cancer. Had I got things
wrong? Seriously ill, if I had arrived in hospital a month later I was
unlikely to have survived. When cancer comes it can come fast and
strong, even if its buildup is long and slow.

After a few days I asked one of the cancer specialists whether he
had any clues about the causes of Myeloma. He looked at me
straight, saying quite simply, “Radiation exposure”. The next day
he brought a map in 7he Lancet, a medical journal, showing the
clustering of Myeloma cases in UK around nuke stations. For 28
years I had lived 15 miles downwind of Hinckley Point nuke
station, and I’d had two instances of nuclear radiation exposure in
other contexts. His opinion just went ‘ping’. I had known since
1975 that I was electrosensitive. This was not a great problem until
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around year 2000 when mobile phones and wi-fi became
commonplace. That’s what finished me off.

Certain chemical neurotoxins may also be a cause of Myeloma for
some. Once, when in hospital, I met a man with Myeloma, asking
him what his work had been. “A merchant seaman”, he said. “We
have all sorts of strange chemicals on the ships”. | asked what his
specific job had been. “Radar”. There you go: radiation exposure.

Another chap said he had been a freight train driver. “What kind of
freight?”. “Oh, nuclear waste from Sellafield. It was good pay.”

Many doctors say the causes of Myeloma are unknown. This
perhaps deliberate unclarity probably arises because of the court
cases and compensation claims that would erupt if such electronic
or chemical toxicity became public knowledge. There’s a lot of
money in it, and everyone loves their mobile phone.

Back in 2000 I had a ‘dark night of the soul’ crisis and a long
illness, going down into the deep dark, questioning all I had done
over the previous three decades and wondering what value it had
really brought. It was a profound honesty session, a struggle with
Weltschmerz — the pain of the world. Then aged fifty, I think my
susceptibility to cancer started brewing around that time.

As time went on the electrosensitivity got worse, especially after 4G
smartphones emerged around 2008. By 2014 periodic overdoses of
radiation (in a restaurant, meeting, supermarket or train) were giving
me rapid-onset flu symptoms, and by 2017 I was getting heart
palpitations. It took until 2019 for cancer to show itself.

That year [ was working on my prehistory research and mapmaking
in a rather urgent, driven way. I completed it in early August, just
two weeks before my back suddenly went crack and my life
changed. Well, the research was at least done — perhaps a hidden
hand of fate had known what was going to happen next.

When diagnosed in November I was now very much in the hands of
the doctors, my partner Grace, my son Tulki and a few others — and
way out of my depth, flat on my back. It was an exercise in
surrender and acceptance — there was no alternative.
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Having been a health-conscious, vegetarian meditator for decades
and rarely getting ill, I had always assumed I would be exempt from
cancer. Well, life has a way of teaching us other things! In our
culture, cancer is regarded as something going wrong, as if a failure,
but it didn’t quite feel like that to me, once I accepted it was
happening. There was something strangely fitting about it, even
though life was being hard on me. I decided to suspend all my
foregoing beliefs and to do my best to trust that, whatever was to
happen, everything would be alright in the end. I held on to one
belief though, and I have a suspicion you know what it is: whatever
life presents, there is a gift in it.

Earlier in life, rigorous experiences as a mountaineer, camper and
humanitarian taught me energy-management, attitude-maintenance
and steadfastness. Having got through plenty of crises and survived,
I felt it was possible to do so now, whether that meant living or
dying. At one point I said to the haematologist that I felt I had gone
past the allotted nine lives (of a cat) and was on my tenth. She
laughed but, dealing every day with people with terminal aliments,
she probably knew what I meant.

Trusting the doctors was my only option. Nearly all of them were
really good people. My experience of NHS treatment has largely
been positive, once I gained the right attention. As the Covid period
went on, by 2022 Treliske hospital became much more efficient and
better organised. That helped a lot.

I had done alternative medicine for decades, yet I did not have the
knowhow, energy, facility, support, time or money to opt for a
holistic approach while in the depths of cancer, and already it was
too late, too urgent. Chemotherapy was the only doable alternative.
Accepting it contravened beliefs I’d held until that moment, yet it
felt right to do my best with it. If the angels wanted me alive, they’d
keep me alive, and if they didn’t, they’d take me out.

I’m pretty good at handling crises and, here was I, going through a
full-on crisis, a test of spirit. I had to grasp life’s reins. Healing
means fully allowing healing to take place, handing ourselves over.
This goes as far as dropping any expectation of what healing means
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— it doesn’t only mean ‘getting better’. Whether I am to live or die,
may it be for the best, all round — this was my prayer.

Pharmaceuticals shocked my system, though clearly they could also
save my life. I asked for inner help in handling whatever was to
come. One profound message came through: use your feelings and
intuitions. My brains were not working well — I couldn’t get my
head around all the medical research and terminology — though my
intuitive senses were easier to read off. Intuitions just say Yes or No
— and then it’s up to us to figure out why, or to bear witness to the
way it becomes true.

I went inside myself, connecting with the angels like never before.
This might sound spurious to some readers but, believe me, when
you’re in a situation like this, that’s what you tend to do, whatever
your foregoing beliefs. I asked them to help me adapt to a changed
life. But when you ask for help, you need also to offer something: I
offered my life, however it was to be. May it happen well and may 1
make it easy — that was another key prayer. I think this approach
really helped, not just psycho-spiritually but medically too.

I used holistic supplements, helpers and good nutrition judiciously,
careful not to mix them or create conflicts with the pharmaceuticals.
Over time, various healers and healing circles weighed in — thank
you everyone. Some of these interventions made a big difference.
And old Tomten, Grace’s cat, would lie on my pelvis, the most
painful place, giving genuine pain-relief.

So, doctors saved my life and healers gave me a new life.

I feel immense gratitude to Grace, who gave balm to my heart and
helped me through the process — she was a true healer and a great
soul. Her love, care and protection made a critical difference in a
bleak time. I was a heavy weight for her to carry. There was no
financial help for a ‘family carer’ like her, she had a business to
keep going and a life already filled with issues and concerns. And
I’'m a tricky and complex character at the best of times. My son
Tulki was a constant companion and support, though he could be
present only sometimes. These two good souls made a big
difference in that dark time.
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So I followed an intuitive route through the cancer tunnel. I worked
at getting the doctors on my side, showing them that I was not a
member of the awkward squad — ideologically rigid, argumentative
health-freaks with antipathies to match — though I did have my own
ways and preferences. Two things helped: the doctors and nurses
found me interesting and, lo behold, as the months went by, my
medical results were surprisingly good. This gave me leverage.

Still, T had to badger them about drug dosages. I didn’t need blasting
with explosives. Eventually the doctors got the message. One or two
drugs were withdrawn and one was reduced — Dex, which had had
positive effects on my cancer and distressing behavioural side-
effects. My dose was reduced and, lo behold, it worked better.

Initially I was supposed to have eight cycles of chemotherapy but
they stopped treatment after five, saying I could go. Later on, one
specialist said, “Mr Jenkins, I don't know what you're doing and 1
don t want to know, but whatever you 're doing, keep doing it”.

Myeloma is a blood cancer that causes the bones to hollow out and
weaken. It’s not as complex to treat as other cancers — there’s just
chemo, with no radiation or surgery since no tumours are involved. I
responded well and quickly. I think my use of holistic practices,
supplements and remedies helped, together with, to me, an almost
palpable influence from my inner doctors. They scanned and treated
me on an energy-level, and it worked. I think they worked through
the hospital doctors in mysterious ways too.

I’ll add a few more things: walks on the hills and clifftops; a lovely
place to live on a wildlife-rich farm with low EM radiation;
unchlorinated springwater from just up the hill; a positive attitude;
and coming to peace with as many life-issues as possible.

And sunshine. And love. These aren’t available all the time, and
they don’t just come when requested, but they work.

There’s another thing. At the end of 2019, shortly after I wrote on
Facebook that I had cancer, a man from India contacted me to greet
me. Just that. Without fail, he’s been greeting me each day ever
since — and occasionally we chat about what each of us is doing that
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day. He lives in Nainital, Uttarakhand, UP, in the foothills of the
Himalaya, though he travels elsewhere for work. He’s a printer by
trade, and he’s dead chuffed with his new granddaughter. He has
been the most consistent friend I’ve had through the whole cancer
saga — and we have never met. Small acts of friendship like this can
make such a difference. Thank you, Navin.

At present ’'m on an immunotherapy maintenance treatment, Dara. |
have a subcutaneous Dara injection every four weeks — a nurse
comes round, inserting a short needle into the flesh of my stomach.
This makes the Dara disperse slowly (in contrast to an injection in a
vein or artery). She takes my temperature, oxygen count and blood
pressure. Every twelve weeks she takes a blood sample and sends it
off, and it’s from this that my condition is judged. With Myeloma,
most people don’t get ‘remission’, just a delay in dying — some get a
year of life and some get ten, even fifteen. In my fourth year, I’'m
still alive. Yes, just checked, I’'m still here.

After decades of living a holistic life, your system evolves
differently to that of ‘normal’ people. When you’re doing spiritual
work and you have some pretty amazing healers as friends, normal
medical rules get bent and broken. But still, there’s a deeper karmic
story that goes on underneath cancer, with a trajectory of its own. |
did well at first but after two years I was ailing, hit a crisis and got
ready for the possibility of dying within the year.

Yet by summer 2022 I was reborn, even attending a week-long Oak
Dragon camp. This itself was a healing boost, as much from the
people and the ambience as from the campfires and outdoor life. As
Oak Dragon’s founder I felt so welcomed, and this in itself was
medicinal. By now I was in a state of positive shock, realising I was
still alive and that there was indeed a future. Perhaps I needed to get
a new coat for winter.

I’m doing well with the cancer but the side-effects are problematic
and these might fell me in the end. It’s all about bones. Four of the
lowest vertebrae in my back subsided. Reducing my height by over
an inch (4cm), this squeezed my stomach, leading to digestive and
eliminative difficulties. It caused the outer gluteus muscles in my
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backside, which do the major pulling when walking, to lose their
tension, making long walks strenuous and painful. Added to this I
have osteonecrosis of the jaw — a dying jawbone — stopped by
medication but still an area of susceptibility. If [ break any bones,
repair and revival could be difficult. These side-issues affect my life
more than cancer does.

Then there is chemo-brain. Chemotherapy chemicals destroy brain-
cells and nerve-endings. Chemo-brain has had mixed effects,
reducing my left-brained ‘executive’ thinking and my memory for
details, yet improving the right-brained intuitive-imaginative side. It
has pushed me into the present moment. My sense of time, sequence
and duration have dwindled. I’ll remember something that was said
by someone, but not who it was or when. I screw up when things get
complex. Yet my creativity — through writing, podcasting and
websites — has never been better. This can deceive other people
because, if they read my writings or see a photo, they get the
impression I’m in better shape than [ am. “You re looking well,
Palden!” Gosh, do 1? It doesn’t quite feel like that.

At one stage | asked myself what I would be doing if I didn’t have
cancer. Just carrying on, was the answer. Instead I have been given
a new relationship with life, an experience-rich chapter, however
long or short it is to be — miraculously paid for by the government
and the noble taxpayers of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and
Northern Ireland. Life is twice as difficult but, in compensation, it
has changed in shape and content.

I’ve had some pretty amazing spiritual initiations in my life, and this
has been one in a sequence, as if it was meant to be that way all
along. Twice coming close to dying in the last four years, I’ve had
some training for the inevitable journey that is yet to come.

So, did I go down with cancer, or did I go up?

In our time, we’re all faced with many unknowns. Most people can
however safely assume they will be alive later in life. The removal
of that assumption has a strangely spiritualising effect — and that’s
another bizarre gift that cancer has given. It’s what the psychedelic
guru Alan Watts used to call the wisdom of insecurity. Earlier in life
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I knew it was good to appreciate life and all that it gives us, but
cancer has taught me what that means in far more real-life terms.

It’s funny how things go.

The story ends for now in autumn 2023. It continues on Notes from the Far
Beyond, a cancer-and-life blog covering Palden’s wide-ranging interests and
his cancer story.
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Afterword

This story is unfinished, going up to autumn 2023. I’m still alive. I
decided nevertheless to extract this material from my blog and re-
edit it into a book, while I can. It was good to do it, to review the
last four years. When faced with uncertainty and the possibility of
dying, it’s best not to leave things till later. It’s best to keep things
reasonably up to date, just in case the chop comes down.

There’s a chance this book will be added to at a later time, by me or
someone else. I’d like to keep blogging as long as I can, continuing
until I no longer can. We shall see.

I hope the book has brought glimmers of light and useful nuggets to
chew on. Thank you for coming on this prolonged peregrination
through the echoing halls of an unusual cancer patient’s life.

Mercifully, when you go to heaven there is neither passport control
nor a security check — they already know everything they need to
know about you and what you’ve been up to, and you’ll be carrying
no baggage, money, phones or anything. Sometimes, when there’s a
disaster or a war, they scoop up souls in vast numbers, yet everyone
is treated individually. Amazing.

I’d quite recommend the trip — it’s okay. Oh, and it’s unavoidable.
Sometime, somehow, with or without cancer, you re going to do
this. You never know, we might even meet on the other side. I might
rustle together some old friends who helped the camps happen forty
years ago, and we could have a great café in the sky. With no charge
for admission, the weather will be benign, you can bring friends and
family, and the café will provide anything you wish for in the blink
of an eye. For free. But you may leave your mobile phone on Earth
—you won’t be needing it.

With love, Palden.

190



Blessings That Bones Bring | Palden Jenkins

About the Author

Website: palden.co.uk
Podcasts: palden.co.uk/podcasts.html
Blog: penwithbeyond.blog

I was raised in 1950s Cardiff,
Wales and 1960s Liverpool.
Involved in flower power and
student activism (LSE) in the
1960s, this was a life-changer.
Since then, I’ve been interested
in history, prehistory, social-
cultural change and geopolitics.

I have worked in counselling,
education, community activism,
event organisation, Middle East
humanitarian peacemaking, mind-body-spirit book editing and
internet.

Author of fourteen books, I have built several big online resource
websites including [sle of Avalon, Ancient Penwith and the Meyn
Mamyvro online archive. I started organisations such as Glastonbury
Camps, Oak Dragon Camps, the Hundredth Monkey Project and
Jerusalem Peacemakers. An archive of my written and photographic
work is on my website.

I contracted cancer (Myeloma) in 2019 and am surprised to be alive
today. Part of the reason seems to have been good medical treatment
and part has been my psycho-spiritual approach and use of holistic
remedies, meditation and innerwork. Being an avid communicator,
blogging and podcasting about my journey has helped too.
Officially retired though still active, I live on an organic farm in
West Penwith, Cornwall, a small Celtic country in the southwest of
Britain.
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About the Book

Extracted and adapted from my cancer-and-life blog, Notes from the Far
Beyond, this is the story of how in 2019 I found myself suddenly beset
with Myeloma (bone marrow cancer), coming close to death.

Initially shocked by it all, as chemotherapy treatment progressed my rapid
response to treatment raised eyebrows amongst the doctors. I wasn’t
expecting such good medical results, yet it made sense to me once it
started happening — and I tell the full story in the book.

Partially disabled as a result of cancer, and once a fit mountaineer, camper
and humanitarian worker, my life has changed completely. Cancer has
affected my ability to move around, given me ‘chemo-brain’ and a variety
of side-issues, one of which is likely eventually to fell me one day.

My secret seems to lie in acceptance and looking for the gift in all that
comes. While feeling great loss of my former energy and abilities, |
believe in making the best out of a bad situation, utilising its virtues.
Another secret is the combined use of modern pharmaceutical medicine
and holistic remedies, helpers and supplements - integrated medicine.

This is a candid story of the ups and downs, vulnerabilities, issues and
hurdles of being a cancer patient. Unlike many cancer books, it delves into
the deep search for meaning and for healing that one can go through while
grinding through pain, fatigue, loneliness, fear and hope. You really do
have to take each day as it comes. And make friends with death. I talk a lot
about that.

The four-year story is unfinished, since I'm still alive, but it tracks the
stages of a transition from crisis to relative stability. At age 40 I was told I
would reach my peak in late life and never really understood why, until
cancer came and everything changed.

It’s as if in age — I'm in my early seventies — I've been fast-forwarded into
my eighties or nineties, much of the time shuffling around like an old
crock. I have transitioned from a veteran with an interesting life to a beat-
up yet lively old elder wrinkled by history. It has given me a new role that
I hadn’t anticipated. Yet somehow it fits.

192



