MEDITATION AND INSANITY
(The following is most pertinent to the fact that I've averaged 3hrs of Raja Yoga practice per day, 7 days a week, for the last 8 years - and lived alone for most of this period. Meditation has become a permanent state).
Lately I've been walking along the fence-line of insanity. It's safe on this side, and I can go right up and grab it, stick my nose through, and easily see what's on the other side. The walk is slow, casual, and comfortable. Now I've actually set up camp here, and have days and nights to wait and watch.

On the other side there are beasts pacing. They may seem threatening but they're trapped on that side. After a while one can see that it all looks the same from here, no matter how much it changes day to day. It's simply an enclosure where different things happen.
When I'm walking the line I have time to breathe and pick my moments. The trick is to get a feel for the place, without being lost within it. On this side is freedom and choice (though I can choose to cross back over). I'm getting used to the scenery, the hidden secrets, the monsters…they've all shown me their faces and I remember all their names.
Some of the beasts try communicating with me. Yelling, crying, coaxing…slowly it becomes apparent that they'll do anything to manipulate me and it's always the same thing really. One day they're blue, the next day small, the next day angry, the next day childish. I don't fall for the game anymore.

I used to take little trips in there, to make sure. (Denial doesn't work and in fact removes the fence). Sometimes I'd go in and crack my whip, being loud and wilful. Other times I'd go back and wait for them to creep up on me, and give them the chance. I'd rather know what it's like, and exactly how it looks.

Some days I'd wake up and find myself trapped again but these are mostly memories now. I've been doing this for a while. At times one of the animals will throw something over to me, like a banana or some theme from my past…and I nearly fall for it - but my skills are developed now, experience has provided nouse.

On this side every emotion is still available to me - depression, fear, anxiety…the difference is that here things settle again afterwards. I get so confident now that I dare them to take me on. I'll take all my clothes off and roll in the mud and make crazy faces, but I'm becoming untouchable.
One day I found a place where the fence had a hole in it. The beasts must have sneaked through, and I should have noticed anyway…it's not as though this side of the fence is impervious to drama, change, or pain. Sanity, after all, is just a more settled place. I packed them all off home again.
I don't have much yearning for the other side, but I know some people do. It actually bores me - I'd rather have fun, without the struggles of my fears. The beasts don't come up with anything innovative; it's the same old drone in the end. Freedom, meanwhile, is full of colours.
I imagine eventually the fence will dissolve and all the beasts will sit around the camp-fire with me, and we'll laugh about the old times, and toast marshmallows! Life can be so much fun when insecurity is gone. There's more time for looking up at the stars…
* Note: This is an article about Meditation. Without meditation, one cannot know if there is a fence-line at all.
