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This book is about the mind and the soul, and the conflict
between them. It is a play of words and paintings to tease
the mind into showing its own infallibility, its faults, its
domination of life and the cause of our problems. Far
from the fail safe friend we think we have, reliable, honest
and dependable, the mind is destructive. It  hides its gaffs
from you with endless tricks and games. On top of the ice-
burg, the mind appears to be a logical and helpful
companion but underneath is where its real mass lies. It
can be your worst enemy, unreliable, dishonest, and
deceitful,  the cause of many of your problems. Its task, to
keep you away from the happiness you seek in life. As the
mind sinks into disrepute so the heart, soul, intuition or
inner knowing gains a new reputation, raised to become a
reliable tool for life. It is allowed to come to the fore and
function as it should 

The poems are about the
life of the spirit and the
path to living with the one
and only, God. They are
about the point where the
mind and heart are at a
point of conflict or
confusion, to show the
mind’s dominance over
intuition, the soul or God.
They start to show that the
life of the spirit is not in
terms of the mind, it can
only be understood
through a feeling of
connection and knowing.
These feelings where you
just know when it’s right.
You don’t have to think it,
you know. It’s about
crossing from the world of
rights and wrongs of
duality, the life of the mind
into the realms of the
knowing, intuition the
heart and soul of life. Try
to relax your mind when
you read the poems let
them wash over you and
see if you can picture the
life of each poem. Try to
absorb and not analyse
them. This is how they
work best.
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The Paintings in
the book from the
author's collection
can help you tame

your mind. Just view
them in a relaxed

manner, try to not let
the mind grab the
painting.  Let your
eyes drift over the

wonderful bold  and
bright colours. Some

are complete
paintings some are

sections of paintings
just see what you feel
when you view them.

You may see
something slightly
different each time

you look.

These impressionist
paintings by Pete
Caswell  work by
allowing your eye
and brain to piece
the image together
by combining the

colours and lines to
form the image to
make it more alive.
This process works
best if you can relax
and let go of your

analytical mind and
let your eyes absorb
the painting rather
than trying to focus

and analyse it.
Absorb yourself into
the atmosphere of
these impressionist

paintings in a similar
way to the poems
and feel all those

wonderful colours.
Chill out, let go,

don’t think but be
happy. Just like the
poems the depth of
the paintings grow

over time. 
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A simple analogy came into my mind to show me the difference between the mind and intuition. Take a horse race
and pit my potentially perfect mind against the perfect intuition of God and lets see who would earn the most
money from a day at the races. After a lifetime of studying the theory of gambling horses and horse racing, I

THOUGHT I was in a pretty good position. I had learnt all there was to know about the races and had calculated
the most likely outcome. I asked God to see what his opinion was before the race, and this was when I realised

what I had done wrong for so long. 

“My dear boy you think you are pretty sure who is going to win the race and with all that knowledge you must be
pretty confident. You know everything you can about horse racing, the weather, the ground, the horses, the odds
and you have even attempted to fix the race with collusion and bribes. You are very close to knowing the winner

but you still can only think you can know who will win. Your horse could fall or be disqualified, someone else
could try to fix the race. Think about this,  you think you are perfect intellect. I am God. I have no need to think

any more, I know. I am everything at the same time as being the nothing you think is everything and I am the one
and only. I see all of time in one place. For me the race has already ended which never began. I don’t think I know

who will win. I know who will win the race. I do not have to enter into any thought process. I know
instantaneously. Further more, I know that knowing who will win the race is of so little consequence that it is not

worth knowing at all. Know me and you will not need to know the winner, it will be 100% irrelevant.”
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It was this analogy which
drifted into my mind time and

time again that tipped the
balance. I could only think I

was certain I knew something.
Even what had already

happened I could not be 100%
certain of because of the

warping effect of our individual
minds. It is our mind which
creates our reality. However,

perfect intuition if I could
obtain it would actually know.

It did not need to think.
Reassuring myself, I thought
about the mind. It does make
wars and arguments, creating

two sides with totally opposing
views, different things to gain
or lose. This was the problem,

the mind made a world of
opposites in order to function,

by warping the facts. If two
things which are the same are
opposite then surely they are

not the same. Intuition on the
other hand takes the middle

road and is not burdened by the
comparisons of opposites. It
just knows. There is only one

fact to know, I just have to find
what it is! Simple
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Oscillation of opposites God is all encompassing., He is the everything and the
nothing. To be all encompassing must include everything, and all which is not
everything, nothing is ever left out. If man thinks he has everything, to gain nothing he
must lose it all to gain the nothing to reach God, but then he does not have
everything. The achievement for the mind to encompass having everything and
nothing, both at the same time is to attain the path of the spirit, or enlightenment.
Both opposites must be held by the mind at the same time, infinitely, which then
denies it its own existence, as this is what the mind thrives on, holding one opposite
then the other. To hold both at the same time is not what the mind likes, it works by
making comparisons in the life of opposites. From this play of opposites or duality,
we form our illusion of living life of near and far, hot and cold, up and down. To form
an impression of hot we must first have cold to compare it with. If you only had hot
and not cold how would you know it was hot with nothing to compare it with. Hot
only exists as a function of cold just. A hot day in England is a cold day in Africa as
they are judged by their relative opposite in each country.

 If there was no oscillation in life there could be no comparison, no life as we know it.
Without this oscillation of opposites the mind cannot function, it is the basis of
thought. If this is removed then the world for the mind is gradually destroyed and the
soul, God or inner life begins to appear. As mind releases duality, loses its grip, the
basis of suffering, rich poor, hungry full, happy and sad, recedes leaving one thought at
the end, “I know I am”. It is when this thought is permanent and alone that you merge
to become I am God, the end point of life, the final death, the merging into the
infinite being of space and becoming one with God to find bliss, true happiness. 
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The mind and Infinity, the concept so often associated with God and to a lesser extent the universe. For mind to
grasp infinity it first has to give it a name, infinity, in order to identify it, then it must visualise the phenomenon. Both
these give infinity an identity and act as containment for this concept. This contradicts the concept because by its very
purpose, infinity is not contained and is boundlessness and would contain all including its own name. No name could be
outside of it as infinite is beyond this. It stretches past boundaries and past the walls of our imagination. 
Try imagining infinity first without giving it a name, and then without visualising it. How do you perceive something
which is truly infinite? It has no boundaries, it includes everything, including its own description which is infinite, as it
includes all, including all names. It is more than nameless which it holds in a vessel, so large that it contains itself as it
has no sides. It is beyond all, and is everything and also nothing at the same time, as it contains both everything and
nothing at the same time if it is truly infinite. It contains all of time, all the time from the past present and future. This
means it would be without time as if all of time was in one vessel then time would no longer govern life. All time would
be in one place. Like the universe it would hold all sound and light and energy ever emitted anywhere throughout all of
time, before and unlike the universe, after time existed as well, future time. 
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Everything & Nothing. Everything and Nothing are concepts we are all
familiar with but we do not give them much thought. These are great

terms along with infinity for contrasting the workings of the soul against
the mind. They help to show the unfathomableness of the life of the spirit

or God. Everything in its true and full form must hold everything. To
hold everything means it must also hold nothing as this exists as well. This
nothing we perceive you would assume really is nothing but really it is not
that either but it must include the nothing, which really is nothing also, as
everything encompasses everything that is and isn't in all it's forms. The

real and full nothing is in fact bigger than all that we perceive.

Look at the universe where did it appear from. Did it appear out of
nothing. Then this nothing must have been pretty big to create the

everything we now perceive. There must have been a point in time when
there was nothing at all from which everything was created? Or has
everything always existed and everything we see been created from

everything? 
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Poems



I Am

I thought 

I knew 

everything

I know

I am

Everything

 
Everything I am

Nothing I know

All knowledge I have

Empty I am.



Infinite ocean

Ocean waves 

Strikes the dyke

Keeps intellect dry

Mind builds ever higher

Robbing Peter to pay Paul

Tide returns

Tests the dyke

First this then that

Trauma and worry

Love and hate

Strives to

Reclaim the spirit

Dampen the dry intellect

With the spray and swell

Of infinite ocean

As man builds ever higher

The storms grow ever wilder

Wreaking havoc

On the coast

The surge ever higher

At first a crack then a chink

Of minute proportions

Only a drop passes through

The dampened ground can never dry

At the height of the storm

A trickle of sweet nectar begins

As the taste of salt recedes

So sweet I forgot that there was an ocean

A dyke ever built

The land was already wet

Under the ocean already

How did I miss what was so obvious

All the wasted time

Pointless machines and actions

What a pity, a waste of time

But it all only took no time at all

So why worry

Leave it to me 



Bliss

One day

I was at last a happy person

I thought just for a little more

To really be

To get there

Happy and joyful

Just a little more

I did not know 

I would never arrive

In this world

Happiness the carrot

On a stick

Attached to my mind

Ever distant destination

When I was

Happy and sad

At the same time

I had it all

And blissful

Contentment descended

So where was I

Happy and sad

A mythical destination

A fabled city

Of tales long ago

The long trail

Where the destination 

Of happy or sad

Never arrives

To a point in between

Bliss to find it.



Being 

The intellect trips

The imagination stutters

The Thinking struggles

To assail a sheerness

Cliff infinitely towering

The top beyond intellect

Whilst collapsing within

In hopeless desperation

Deflating like a balloon

As the mind crumbles

Within is smaller than a speck

Of latent dust

Stretching as high

As the ocean

As far as a mountain

To realise the unassailable

Never had to be

Just only 

Not to try And think

Be



I thought I knew

If only I knew 

What I thought I new

I really would know it all

Which he says to me

Is really nothing

At all

To know all of it

So forget it all 

To know it all

I don’t think that’s right

But you don’t know it all

So you will never think it all

As you cannot know it all

A fragment is all you have

Which unfortunately

Has never been made

Because I thought it would be better

If it never existed

To make it easy

As you really from the start of it

Only really needed to know 

Everything about nothing

And there it is for a fool

Knowledge of all 

Is nothing but a fool. 



Dying to die

Let a smile of joy

Come across your face

Let go of all both

Hallelujah at last

You’ve let me come

To visit my oldest friend

On a holiday

So happy you have

Sent the invitation at last

No time to loose.

Must go now

Quick as I can

Get going at last

Pack up this body

Catch the flight

No more of this

Can let it go

Not sure visiting 

Or staying

But the invitation is here

In black and white

Hope to stay

Let life go

That release we all know

Will come for sure

The joys of sorrow

Welcome in

I am here at last

I know it’s on loan

So here have it all back

Sorry its so worn

Give me another  

All nice and clean

But before you do

Take out of my pockets

All this litter and junk

All my Ioy’s, problems and promises

I’ll hear nothing more of it

And keep the change

Oh it makes me smile to feel it all go

Aches and pains in the bin

Ah the joy of it

Sad to hear her go

Oh no

I knew from the start

I only wished it had come sooner

To let it go

Oh my God

I’m so glad

To see you

It seemed like

No time at all 



Path of life

I thought I was free

I thought I was strong

I thought I was independent

I thought I had choices

And options in life

Which as it ebbed away

It showed me what I never had

Truth, 

I only had a fool

To myself of helpless

Delusion

My only reality is death

Surely this is guaranteed

But what a long trek

Stumbling blind

Through a never ending forest

As the wood parts from the trees

And the trees from the forest

I sense the freedom

Infinitely far

Truth meanders along

A never ending path

Hand outstretched

Out of reach

I thought

Knowing I’m helpless

Hand in hand we walk

Through the invisible forest

Seeing no trees

Only the way through

The denseness

To the lightness 

Of the path beyond 



True freedom

Came a day

Freedom I realised

I never had

Caged by mind

Directed by karma

Fooled by opposites

Weighed by possessions

Fed by desire

Ruled by judgment

Held in conflict

Love only passion

Faded left me

Imprisoned all more

Behind every joy

By an ever greater weight

When I gained my wants

I only gained another want

Did I take a wrong turn

To the joy I thought

All this would find

A void is all

This money bought

Cannot reconcile

Come here

Oh God

I am truly lost

It’s all a trick

Knowing nothing

To see you

Let it go

And hold me

Comfort I am

Love you

Truth is 
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