It Began With The Earth …
It is impossible to predict the journey one’s life will take – here, in this place, inhabiting this lifetime’s
skin. Nevertheless, despite such a caveat, surprises never fail to surprise. For example, it took a
singular event in July 2000 to catalyse my desire to understand more about the Otherworld. Yet
paradoxically, my willingness to learn about the profoundly unknown and, by extension, principally
unknowable could not be tackled by directly attempting to apprehend the reality of their aetheric
territory. It needed to begin with the earth, the soil in which my material existence was rooted.
Two (quite disparate) sets of thinkers supported my understanding in this regard, grafted (quite
literally) onto a task I set myself one summer’s day – to clear a three square metre patch of terraced
garden of a particularly vigorous species of daylily. As I weeded, yanked and cursed (a supremely
meditative activity as it turns out), there
was plenty of time to reflect. The
multiplicity of these storage tubers, off
which myriad feeder roots twirled and
extended, was seemingly infinite, neverending, their density multi-dimensional.
Observing their state of constant
becoming – ever-emergent, unpredictable,
unabated, leading me on, around and
about without ever seeming to reach a
point of culmination – resonated in a way
I could not have imagined when I began
weeding. The Otherworld is organised like
a rhizomatic root system.
I could not have conceived of this knowing in the abstract. For my mode of being, it was necessary to
grasp the material thickness of a rambunctious daylily rhizome between scratched and grubby fingers
for the ether and intangibility of experiential Otherworld encounters to take on understandable form
and texture. I had been invested with embodied knowing – a “way of knowing that is grounded in
active, intimate, hands-on participation and personal connection” (Conquergood 2002, p.146).
Now to introduce the two sets of thinkers who supported this (embodied) understanding with
intellectual rigour. The first, of course, is Carl Jung and the school of psychology he founded. Indeed
he would have identified what I experienced while weeding as synchronicity. Nevertheless, his
position is as follows: ‘Life has always seemed to me like a plant that lives on its rhizome. Its true life
is invisible, hidden in the rhizome. The part that appears above ground lasts only a single summer. …
Yet I have never lost a sense of something that lives and endures beneath the eternal flux. What we see
is blossom, which passes. The rhizome remains’ (Jung 1995, p.18). With this analogy, Jung expressed
his understanding that conscious life is the tiny ephemeral plant on the rhizome of the collective
unconscious (Peck 1978, p.270).
The collective unconscious, an expression he coined which is now in the common lexicon, is what I
call the Otherworld and other writers have variously named the inner or subtle worlds (Spangler
2010), the super-sensible (non-physical) realities (Steiner 2011) or the Malakut (Corbin 1998b). The
fact is that we all inhabit one ‘space’ no matter how we seek to describe or differentiate between its
various dimensions. The Otherworld is simply the invisible side (to our sensory selves) of a single
world, of an infinitely manifestable one life.
The other set of thinkers were French philosophers – Gilles Deleuze and Felix Guattari (for whom the
shorthand D&G shall be used from now on) – who turned my latent understanding of the rhizomatic
landscape of the Otherworld into a methodology with which to approach my journeying of its
territories. I’m sure they never expected their work to be harnessed in this way – theirs was a theory of
knowledge production using the rhizome as metaphor – but in considering how and where knowledge
is produced, their analyses have proved invaluable to my map-making of constantly shifting inner
Text & Images Copyright Anne Gambling, PhD © 2012; accessed from www.nestedfishes.org
NB: An underlined word refers the reader to another nestedfishes text, glossary definition or bibliographic reference

Page 1 of 5

landscapes of knowledge. A useful by-product of discovering D&G’s work has also been their
contribution to my visualisation of the Otherworld’s bewildering but still navigable territories:
‘… unlike trees or their roots, the rhizome connects any point to any other point, and its traits are not
necessarily linked to traits of the same nature … It is composed not of units but of dimensions, or
rather directions in motion. It has neither beginning nor end, but always a middle (milieu) from which
it grows and which it overspills. … the rhizome pertains to a map that must be produced, constructed,
a map that is always detachable, connectable, reversible, modifiable, and has multiple entry ways and
exits and its own lines of flight’ (D&G 2004, p.24). And again: ‘A rhizome may be broken, shattered
at a given spot, but it will start up again on one of its old lines, or on new lines (…) There is a rupture
in the rhizome whenever segmentary lines explode into a line of flight, but the line of flight is part of
the rhizome. These lines always tie back to one another’ (ibid.).
What this creates is a perpetually expanding fabric of interconnections resulting in ‘all manner of
becomings’ (ibid.), dimensions which can shape-shift in the twinkling of an eye. So, like the ongoing
dynamic D&G describe in their own work, mine is an intermezzo performance, a multitude of middles
where thought flies down disparate lines before hooking up and over into other lines of flight as I try
to make sense of my experiences. The fact that such ‘outer’ work actually mirrors the way the ‘inner’
worlds function should come as no surprise, nor the fact that the cyberspacious Internet is a rhizome
par excellence, just ripe for sharing discoveries made during rhizomatic explorations.
The event
I will now turn to the specific encounter with the Otherworld which precipitated my desire toward
understanding and commitment to task. The place is the Alhambra in Spain, the Moorish palace of
Granada, seat of the Nasrid dynasty until the close of the 15th century. It is July 2000, late afternoon,
and I am just another tourist in the crowd. Until I bear witness to a scene that elicits no response from
those around me. A girl, perhaps in her early twenties, crosses my line of vision from left to right. She
has long black hair, is wearing a plain linen shift, and is walking, crying, blood staining her hands, her
dress, all. It is a moment I capture in haiku:
I see a girl torn
Bright blood courses shameful thighs
Pain cannot be hid
The moment was preceded thus. While
walking alone, admiring the architecture,
mosaics, my work colleagues having
moved ahead to other rooms, I was caught
short by the sight of vents set into the
stone floor. A memory was retrieved in an
instant – I had seen these vents before in a
dream (some six months prior, in fact,
according to old journals). I grew excited
by seeming them in actuality in the palace
and recalled that, in the dream, I had looked down onto a subterranean level, fascinated by the steam
which coursed through the vents. As everything looked the same as in the dream, it seemed natural to
repeat the same sequence in reality. I looked down through stone archways and a girl crossed my line
of vision – a girl who had not been part of the dream, but was here, now, oblivious to my witness. The
image lasted no more than a second or two and a message accompanied it, arriving separately from
this Otherworld reservoir as words which did not interpret the image but seemed to form their own
statement of fact simultaneous with the image – a phenomenon that has been described as ‘words
formed in my understanding’ (Watson & Jenkins 2006, p.78). The message was: Muslim princess,
Christian servant, miscarriage or abortion gone wrong.
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I became nauseous, my stomach cramped with pain, and semi-collapsed where I was, unheeded by the
crowd. My work colleagues returned. It was towards closing time. We climbed a high tower to take
photos of each other as a record of brief respite between professional commitments, a record I look
back on for other reasons. If I was to understand more than what I had seen, it would take research.
Temporally a brief half-millennium at least lay between us, while an entire culture and religious
heritage separated us spatially. There was a narrative to be discovered, a life and all its contents. But
why had the mists of time parted, there, then, for me to bear witness to her suffering, indeed to feel her
suffering within my own body? Based on previous experiences of the Otherworld, I knew there must
be a reason. Yet it remained obscured.
More than a year would pass until the horror of 9/11. I was ten weeks pregnant with my third child at
the time, restricted to a Kuala Lumpur hotel room instead of engaged in a roundtable on behalf of my
employer. Local extremists had threatened to fell the Petronas Twin Towers several city blocks away.
Shock had muted us all. Again I saw the girl and her blood, but on this occasion she spoke to me
directly. There is not enough love in the world, she said. As we all know, in the months and years
which followed, skittles toppled across the globe as terrorist attacks, declarations of war, hatred and
paranoia were expressed in a new-found Crusader zeal, both sides seemingly intent on co-opting faith
to achieve geo-political ends.
Throughout, the image of the girl and her words grew stronger, more insistent. I felt propelled to enter
a contract with the souls of the dead, in my own meagre way echoing Virgil’s plea in the Aeneid: You
gods who rule the kingdom of souls! You soundless shades! … Grant me to tell what I have heard!
With your assent may I reveal! Novelist Margaret Atwood knows what it is to negotiate with the dead
if we want to bring their wisdoms back into the here-and-now: ‘The dead may guard the treasure, but
it is useless treasure unless it can be brought back into the land of the living and allowed to enter time
once more (Atwood 2002, p.178). The treasure in this case? To translate a brief moment of witness
into something with the potential to resonate in a world of not enough love.
Working with the event
To work with the image of the girl I had been granted from the Otherworld, as well as the message
which accompanied it, I needed a process to access the inner landscape where her treasure lay and a
means by which to navigate its territories. Simply put, the story behind the vision did not emerge on
its own. I needed to go in to where it waited for me. ‘The story is in the dark’ (Atwood 2002, p.176), a
rhizome where disparate elements are illuminated in random flashes of insight, and where my task was
to make connections between such lines of flight to reveal the story. Firstly, though, I needed to be
able to access the place where the story waited without becoming lost in the rhizome, submerged in its
fecund swamp. Deleuze holds that ‘to the extent that events are actualised in us, they wait for us and
invite us in’ (Deleuze & Boundas 1993, p.78). He quotes the French poet Bousquet’s First World War
experience: ‘My wound existed before me, I was born to embody it’ (ibid.). This mirrors Ralph Waldo
Emerson’s perspective that the soul already contains in itself the event that befalls it, ‘for the event is
only the actualising of its thoughts’ (Emerson 2003, p.21).
It was as if all my random encounters with the Otherworld over time had been preparatory to a
moment when a vision of a girl in pain would orient me to my soul’s task. Of course, it can take the
conscious mind quite a while to catch up with what the soul intuitively knows and (perhaps) has
always known, but that is where synchronicity comes into its own. It offers a space of opportunity
where all disparate forms of knowing, regardless of their source, may coalesce into holistic fusion.
The event thus becomes an opportunity for transformation from the moment of its embodiment. ‘The
event is not what occurs … it is rather inside what occurs … (that) must be understood, willed and
represented … to become worthy of what happens to us, and thus to will and release the event, to
become the offspring of one’s own events, and thereby to be reborn’ (Deleuze & Boundas 1993, p.79).
In the Alhambra I had borne witness to real suffering and in my body’s reactions, the girl’s experience
had become instantly housed within me. In Deleuze’s reckoning, this meant I was being invited in to
my own body knowing to will and release the event, but like all transformative work, it was not as
easy as his glib call to action would have it.
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It took years of circling her message in countless manoeuvres before the productive energy to gift her
an afterlife – in textual form – was actively present and I was able to inhabit worlds that were not my
own, spaces of universal dimensions where socio-cultural background melts away if we remain open
to ‘the sympathy of all things’ (Jung 1995, p.160). Suffice it to say that to enter the inner landscape
where the story waited, a spirit of sympathetic engagement guided me. With ego-conditioning shed,
my humility before a plethora of beings with infinitely more knowledge than my very limited
understanding of life was a given.
Navigating the fecund swamp
Encounters with the Otherworld and its myriad landscapes can be overwhelming. Accessed via dream,
meditation or spontaneous waking visions, its array of images complemented by other sensory triggers
or inner voices with a message to impart, can easily submerge us in the swamp or mire our traverse of
its richly composted territories. In another essay, I share some reflections on my own practice which
was informed as much by Jung’s understanding of how the collective unconscious works as the
functional insights offered by other conversation partners.
While intuition may support early forays into uncharted territory, returning to surface consciousness to
document and reflect on these encounters enables further journeys to be made with clearer signposts in
place. A detailed journal is a worthy companion for such a process – to house data-gathering to the nth
degree, as well as provide a reflective and contemplative space, a plane of ‘intimate exteriority’, for
continued engagement with the raw material surfacing from the swamp: ‘The (inner) landscape does
not return me to myself: it involves me in a becoming where the subject is no longer coextensive with
itself, where the subjective form is inadequate when faced with the unformedness of becoming’
(Zourabichvili 1996, p.196). Several planes or stages of exteriority are thus implicated to bring the
inner out, to shape ‘what is inchoate into a communicable form’ (Heron & Reason 2008, p.370). Only
after several cycles of reflection and contemplation from a first intimate ‘outing’ can certain insights
be shared in textual form on the most exterior plane – aka this website – the main criteria of which is
their potential to be understood by or resonate with a third party who has not had the same specific
Otherworld experience.
While certainly not putting myself in the same league as the great man (far from it!), Jung was also
confronted by the dilemma of what to share and what not to share. The Red Book (Liber Novus),
published finally in 2009 after decades in a Swiss bank vault, represented his plane of intimate
exteriority for the ‘confrontation with the unconscious’ (Hoerni 2009, p.viii). Yet despite offering
clear evidence of what it was like to engage with the Otherworld, his concern that the scientific
community would not understand the prima materia on which his research formulations were based
led to a clear separation of esoteric and exoteric writings during his lifetime, with only a small portion
of the former self-published, sometimes anonymously, for distribution amongst a close circle of
contemporaries (Jung 1995, p.225).
Why me? Why not any of us?
During conversations with inner guides, constantly in awe of the landscapes which have been opened
to me as well as their willingness to share insights – about love, about peace, about how humanity
need not engage in the tragic perpetuation of conflict and harm against themselves, against each other,
against the natural world – I know that I am nothing special. I am very, very, very, very (to an
exponentially infinite degree) ordinary. No special ‘gift’ has been given to me in order to ‘see’. We
each have this capacity – it is the spark of love at the core of our being by which we are connected to
the One, by which we interconnect with all other beings, physical and non-physical. It is this spark
which provides us with the key to the door of the Otherworld – to learn from, to commune with, and to
be blessed by the knowledge and presence of its treasures. Why then can’t we all see, why then can’t
we all hear their voices? Perhaps some of us do but we do not recognise that we do – indeed,
recognition is the first step toward conscious awareness, understanding and active engagement. I was
personally very fortunate that my opening to the Otherworld was so clear, that there could be no doubt
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as to its existence and function. My father came to say goodbye when I was 18 and more than 100kms
away from his deathbed; there was nothing ambiguous about his purpose or message. He appeared to
me, spoke to me and I wailed for my loss in the space of our meeting, a meeting only confirmed eight
hours later by my brother arriving on the doorstep with the ‘news’.
Nevertheless, it is more likely that many of us can’t see, can’t hear, because we do not believe there is
anything more than what our outer eye can see, what our outer ear can hear. We can’t, because we do
not want to – perhaps it is because we are afraid of the unknown, or contemptuous or cynical of
anything beyond what we personally ‘know’. Many of us have closed the door to our inner eye, our
inner ear, covering the primal spark of connectivity in our souls with layer upon layer of conditioning.
Like hardening concrete we become more and more impervious to what is different, to what is ‘not
us’. The result is that we rely on our ego, or cultural background, or social standing, or material
wealth, or intellectual knowledge, or any one of a myriad other outer cues, or combinations thereof, to
dictate our engagement with the world and with each other. A rational mind-set has spent centuries
teaching that we should not trust the wisdom of our soul whose knowing rests in the heart where the
spark of love lies. The longer this rational mind-set has held sway – with head-knowing outweighing
heart-knowing at every turn – the more we have forgotten our connection to the One, the more many
of us believe that only the material world of sensual pleasure and suffering exists. Our consumerist
gluttony is indeed a deadly sin – for which the whole planet pays.
According to Taoists, it is possible that we bury the spark (of yang, as they call our connection to
spirit) so deeply in yin (material) conditioning, that we suffocate the spark and there is no way back.
When our forgetfulness of what it means to be spiritual beings living a human experience is so
complete, our fate is sealed, according to Tibetan Buddhists, to exist as nought more than hungry
ghosts, never sated, never content. Yet other wisdom traditions have more hope, hope which I share.
We are each a candle with the potential to be lit and once lit, the spark is no longer cold, buried
beneath layers of conditioning, but a flame capable of burning away the veils of ignorance and
forgetfulness which separate us from the One, from each other, from ourselves. The Zen master Dogen
explained it this way: ‘When the candle is lit there is a flame. As the candle burns there is still the
same flame. So there’s no difference between the beginning time and the later time of the candle
burning. The candle burns straight down and it never burns backwards. The flame is neither new nor
old. It is neither the possession of the candle nor does it exist apart from the candle’ (Tanahashi 1999,
p.27).
We are each born with a spark which is neither our possession, nor can exist apart from us. We are
each given opportunities to recognise this spark and light its flame. Nevertheless, it doesn’t hurt to
have conversation partners on the journey, those willing to share their experiences in the hope that it
can help our own. The contents of this website are offered in just such a spirit, the same spirit with
which inner guides have shared so freely with me. To help us lead more loving and peaceful lives, as
well as contribute to helping others do the same, there are many treasures waiting in the Otherworld
‘for the pearl diver who one day will come down to them and bring them up into the world of the
living – as “thought fragments”, as “something rich and strange”, and perhaps even as everlasting
Urphänomene’ (Arendt 2007, p.51). Which sets me to wonder, that if all pearl divers were to share
their rich and strange fragments, what a world it could be. Perhaps a world where the many truly see
they are part of the One. Perhaps a world where, finally, there is enough love.
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