Everything Undifferentiated
by Shawn Nevins

I will attempt a description of the realization that occurred five days ago [on December 28,
1999]. Bearing in mind that more important than an accurate description, is the significance of
the event.
I was reading a paper by Merrell-Wolff entitled The Induction. Unlike most of his work, it was
plainspoken. Somewhere in the ninth or tenth page, tears started to pour down my face. A pain
gripped my head, like an intense headache. It felt like someone was trying to ram something into
my head that wouldn't fit. I felt on the verge of something, on the verge of Truth and it was
agonizing. The pain was so intense that I fell to the floor. I felt I was dying.
Two or three times the pain lessened and I climbed back to my chair, but it came again, and
again I fell to the floor. I remember thinking of Rose's lines, "O eternal spaces, art thou black or
white.... Is thy form clothed in light or darkness?" and saying over and over, "No, No, It IS." I
think my mind was wrestling, struggling to contain the end of polarity. Suddenly, the agony
culminated. I was no more and It was All.
I cannot convey the overwhelmingness of this. It was not an experience. It was what is Real and
what is Real is not anything of this world or anything of the mind. Reality IS. There was
Nothing, but yet Everything. Perhaps to describe it as Everything undifferentiated is closer to
the Truth. There was no vision, no Light, no Love, no expansion of the consciousness, no me, no
bliss, no joy. Nothing. Which may sound horrible, but it was what was Real. And nothing else
can compare. It is the final Answer. The Answer to all of our longing.
I remember thinking just before the culmination that I didn't want to die because I had to tell
others about this. I remember my mind saying "no, no, no" over and over as it reeled from the
pain. I don't remember any fear. I don't think I was even able to think why I was in agony. The
agony was all consuming. I remember a voice; I have no idea if it was I, or a thought, or
something else, saying "Not this way." Shortly after that, I came out of the experience.
I think I went to the edge of death. I don't think I died because I never totally lost my sense of
being in the room. It was far away, but I still had a sense of a body lying in a floor, at least until
the culmination, then there was Nothing. Yet some part of me remembers, so my mind must
have been present in some sense. The memory is not the experience, though. I don't want to go
through this again. It was agony. I have glimpsed Reality and that is enough.
I didn't have a vision of the universal plan, no cosmic consciousness. I don't even know if it
matters that one seeks and Finds. This experience doesn't seem to have any purpose for life on
this planet. You cannot have one foot in non-duality and one foot in this world. I could not live
in that experience and live here. It is death, but death is All.
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Apparently, I have not been instantly transformed into a saint. I even think I could walk out of
here today, get hit on the head, and have no memory of what happened. I am much less
concerned with the world. Except for the desire to communicate this to people. To
communicate that there is an End. There is Certainty. You can know something for sure. There
is a place, which is no-place, where there is no flip side to the coin.
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