
Floored by Truth 

Have you ever wondered what would happen if your mind stopped? For me, that 

experience arose spontaneously when a mental stance of absolute certainty was 

shattered in an instant, opening a floodgate of freedom . . . 

     

It was 1975, and I was 25 years old.  In all of my reading, I still had not found 

anything or anyone to confirm what I had been experiencing in my awareness, nor 

whom I felt safe enough with to share what was pouring forth from the depths of 

inner silence . . . except Willis. 

Willis was a friend of my younger brother, Kelly, and he lived two fields over from 

the apple orchards where I grew up in Virginia.  Our families were friends.  Some 

how we stumbled onto each other as young adults and realized we were both 

having a similar experience of stepping out of the social norm and exploring what 

seemed like wild and amazing new ideas.  We became fast spiritual friends . . . 

We would take long walks in the orchards and wonder about the universes inside 

us.  One day, Willis mentioned how necessary it was that we not speak to anyone 

of our inner explorations, saying, “Surely, they’d think we are crazy."  From what I 

had observed, I agreed.  It was, after all, 1975 in conservative Virginia.  So we 

would sit and talk for hours in a caboose that sat just beyond my family house and 

yard.  The caboose had been a gift to my father from one of his many political 

admirers.  It sat on its own tracks and was our special place to talk and adventure 

into truth. 

On one particular day in the caboose, Willis and I began a long and arduous 

discussion about drugs.  At this time I was completely against any form of serious 

drug experimentation, especially acid.  I had no experience for this of course, but 

felt decisive and unwavering.  I had seen and read enough to know what I was 

talking about. Marijuana was okay, but LSD was a whole different ball game.  We 

talked a full 45 minutes while Willis tried to help me understand that my 

conclusions regarding acid were not correct.  "Acid can be beneficial in some ways," 

he said.  "It opens the mind."  That might be so, I thought, but I was certain it was 



impossible to function on acid, and that it was dangerous in every way.  I was 

convinced that anyone on acid would surely act odd or abnormal and would be 

unable to participate in society while taking it. 

Patiently, Willis continued to try and explain that acid was not like that.  I was 

adamant.  I had heard all the "bad trip" stories.  Finally, after trying every single 

angle to intervene on my judgments, he reluctantly said to me in a very calm voice, 

"Ray, I'm on acid right now."  (Silence) I was dumbfounded, truly, and then started 

laughing.  In an instant, my mind as I knew it collapsed in being absolutely dead 

wrong.  Here, in front of me, was the exact opposite of my judgments and 

conclusions that I had collected as true and right.  Willis was testimony that I had 

no idea what I was talking about. 

In that instant of not knowing, everything shifted.  My mind stopped.  I was aware 

of a huge, flat slate board, filled with every conceivable thought, conclusion, 

judgment, attitude, conditioning, concept, formula, strategy, and idea that I had 

ever collected through reading, observing others, or from teachers, parents, or 

friends.  Nothing was left out.  Everything from birth until this exact moment was 

crammed onto this slate.  Then, in an instant, the slate had been immaculately 

wiped clean.  Not a trace of the past remained.  It was absolutely 

blank.  Gone.  And so it was in myself. Gone! 

In that moment of being absolutely dead wrong, I was floored by what is 

discovered when mind stops.  All my conditioning had failed the test of what was 

actually true.  It was as though the preconditioned mental circuitry had blown. The 

mind was not reliable as a source of absolute Truth.  It had been exposed for its 

ignorance and limitations. When mind stops, what remains is a freshness that lies 

before thinking and knowing. 

In that moment, life was free to be Itself—free from any past conditioning that 

usually preempts the present moment with ideas of past knowing.  Absolutely, 

completely free!  Whether seeing, touching, speaking, listening, singing, laughing, 

eating, walking, teaching, smelling, or moving, the pristine freshness of the 

moment was all that existed.  All opinionated, defensive, protective filters of the 

mind, dropped away.  Like a newly sprouted glacier lily in the high rocky mountain 



meadows that breaks through the sunlit snow on a spring day, I was hushed and 

floored by the exquisiteness of the present moment when nothing is attached.  It 

was total!  It was a glacier lily of the heart.  The rug of knowing anything had been 

completely pulled out from under who I thought I was.  Nothing remained. 

Without any conscious effort or decision-making, a clean break had occurred from 

everything I had imagined to be real. Ordinary conditioned memory dropped.  I saw 

that "Me” is what mental thinking collects and molds as identity and 

personality.  When the mind stopped so did this supposed "me."  Although mental 

thinking and personality continued to function, they were no longer confused with 

who I really am.  I am that which is revealed when mind stops! 

I experienced a huge, extended moment of not knowing anything.  Everything I 

knew had been dashed in this one instant with Willis.  I realized, "not knowing" was 

and is freedom itself!  For some time to come, every blade of grass, trace of wind, 

sound of civilization, was filled with the core of Life—free of the collection and 

overlay of interpretation, judgment, opinion, denial, fear, grasping, doubt, or 

blame. 

The predominant experience was one of amazement.  I felt amazed, honored, and 

grateful with every single breath, step, and glance.  All senses of seeing, hearing, 

smelling, tasting, and touching, were an extension of this core of freedom.  There 

was not the least amount of identification linked to these experiences.  They all 

pointed to the original awareness of God, or Goodness. 

At the time, I wasn't quite sure what was happening, but I knew without a shadow 

of a doubt that this was Goodness beyond anything I had ever studied, seen, or 

been told.  Its presence and simplicity completely filled my being.  Goodness 

recognized itself everywhere.  Every moment seemed to be a deeper recognition of 

Goodness flowing forth without any effort from this so called "me."  At times it 

seemed as though I could not keep up with the realizations pouring through. 

I was overcome with gratitude.  The simplicity was silent and constant.  I was 

humbled to the core.  In that moment I realized I knew nothing, and this 

nothingness was joy itself . . . 

 



Thoughts rebound into print, 

words are stripped 

to precision 

and their contents penetrated. 

No longer restricted, 

the subtle concedes 

and the source is made conscious. 

  


