
Life, like a dome of many-coloured 
glass, 
    Stains the white radiance of 
Eternity…….. 

Percy Bysse Shelley, Adonaïs: An Elegy on the Death 
of John Keats, Author of Endymion, Hyperion, etc. 

From where you are it may well be 2022. It may 
well be later. Or earlier.  

These words have come, out of many mouths, 
out of many minds. In fact they have come from 
all mouths and all minds. They are being thought, 
will be thought, have been thought; they are 
being spoken, will be spoken, have been said. 

From this vantage point I, we, us, have connected 
these thoughts and words to this moment in your, 
the reader’s, moment. Imagine infinite possibilities 
and outcomes already realised, being realised, to 
be realised constellating down to this single 
moment, this single word. Then that word, that 
moment, explodes outwards into other words and 
thoughts, constellating to create infinite 
possibilities and outcomes in the continuing path 
of your life. This moment out of all the possible 
moments in your life is interrelated to all the 
moments you will ever experience. This moment 
can affect what you believe to be your past. This 
moment is changing what you believe will be 
your future. This moment is eternally changing. 

You may think you know what it is you are living. 
You may think you know the passage of the days 
and the years, what brought you here, what will 
cause you to leave. You believe there is a straight 
line from A to B, from birth to death, constructed 
from memories, experience and hopes. It is 
indeed that thing, but also infinite things. It is the 
forgotten things, the misremembered things, the 
dreams, fantasies and illusions. It is the wishes 
that never came true but do. It is the fears that 
never bore fruit but do. It is the smiles and 
laughter, the many tears.  

It is that treasured toy you lost but still carry with 
you, it is that loved one no longer at your side 
who never left. It is everything you ever imagined, 
ever experienced, ever felt.  

I, we, us, are beyond the lines of your time. Time 
is an arrangement of interconnected moments, 
ever shifting and changing, connecting and 
disconnecting. Time operates from within. I, we, 
us, are without.  

Observing that arrangement from outside, all is 
done, doing, will be done. There is no direct 
interference from outside, for time is a fragile 
bubble that would burst. What happens within 
time is a process of becoming. The many colours 
of time blending and merging to become unified. 
Time refines, it creates and destroys relentlessly, 
it is the centre of your universe. From outside, 
time is a single spark in an infinity of light. No 
more, no less. 

To those outside the only safe portal is through 
the mind of those within, by accessing the 
moments of eternity that are dreamt of, thought 
of, felt and desired. These are the openings that 
allow, albeit imperfectly, as your minds are 
imperfect, the consideration of things beyond 
your own place and moment in time. It is no rash 
motive that compels us to risk such a perilous 
endeavour. To unravel time and all within it is 
easily done. But that we have motives is true to 
say but those motives are beyond your means to 
comprehend. 

For those who are inside however, the 
transcendence of time is something that might be 
considered or rash. It is the individual that makes 
this choice, to challenge the flow. To seek to 
disorder that which is understood to be in order. 
To be a conduit for eternity within time is the 
quest of many a seeker and some would have it 
that the path to this end is fraught with many 
difficulties, many dangers. This is true, but the 
path is open and free.  

The meeting of the eternal and the time-bound, 
the outside and the inside, is the same for the 
time-bound wishing to engage with the eternal. It 
is a meeting of inside and outside, the mind and 
reality, as it is known. The mind must meet with a 
conundrum or a potential process in the outside 
world. A meeting point of physicality and 
mentality. This physicality must hold within it a 
semblance of the order of time, an order that can 
be acted upon and manipulated. A disordering of 
order. 

Take for instance a sequence of images that may 
have an implied order, a narrative through time. If 
these have the potential to be rearranged to 
create a new order then this is an ideal starting 
place. What now follows is a precise set of 
actions that will allow the seeker access to the 
space beyond time. 

Firstly, stand with your arms to your side and 
breathe slowly and evenly. Secondly, reach out
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