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			YOU ARE THE HERO

			Voices, Divinities, legends of the Damanhurian mythology

			INTRODUCTION

			A book on myths like You are the Hero, author Stambecco Pesco, is narration, enchantment, encounter with oneself, philosophy. In dealing with the universal language par excellence—myth—this book touches on very different themes, ranging from the cultural and spiritual traditions of the peoples of the past, to what every reader lives and thinks today, at this very moment, from the far off to the nearby, from the macrocosm to the microcosm, from science to poetry, as is typical of the Damanhur experience and of the Falco Tarassaco school. 

			The mother of all myths is the story of Genesis, the creation of the world, of which there are hundreds of versions scattered throughout the cultures and peoples of our planet. We find the oldest Genesis story in the Vedanta, which was given to us by the Hindu civilization. In that version the universe is born from the primordial atom paramanu, an atom that breathes and becomes as large as the entire Creation and small as a Planck space, a minimum unit of measurement according to the scale of the physicist Max Planck; (I hope I may be forgiven the digressions into physics, my field of research, author´s note). This is apaurusheya, wisdom not thought by the human mind but drawn from the Absolute. 

			What better myth than one not even written by human beings? 

			Universal language also means that there are many myths, too many to give an exhaustive picture. After all, since in many respects they chase one another (just as in nature where every form has spillover effects into the existence of the others) the important thing is to connect with any of the links in order to be connected to the whole chain. 

			The epic writings of Hinduism, which I referred to as the Vedanta, are formed by itihasa. The two main itihasa are the Ramayana and the Mahabharata, two sets of myths so profoundly part of the Hindu tradition that they have guided the whole story for millennia. The power and depth of these myths represent the inner voice of an entire people, inspiring it now as it has done so for at least the past 5,000 years. 

			The foundations of Hindu culture, arts, sciences and spirituality were all born by listening to that inner voice. The Sanskrit word itihasa means „what really happened“, a statement that myth is simply an effective way of telling a true story. 

			In Egyptian mythology Seth kills his brother Osiris, the future father of Horus, dividing his body into fourteen parts that are dispersed throughout Egypt. Isis, sister of Osiris and Seth, finds thirteen of the fourteen pieces and puts them together, but the phallus, the creative power of Osiris, is lost in the Nile, making its waters fertile. Made whole again, Osiris will be reborn as the god who finds his way back to life from the kingdom of the dead and therefore with power over the Underworld. 

			He will be able to recover his virility and with his sister Isis conceive a son, Horus, who can avenge him. 

			Horus will fight with Uncle Seth, but will lose an eye in combat, which Seth pokes out of him to divide it into six parts.

			Horus reassembles all the pieces of his eye, but those pieces, separate fragments, are no longer enough to have the initial unity, and so Toth, with the power of numbers, must intervene to return the sixty-fourth of the eye that Horus was missing. Father and son thus experience the separation of death and defeat from which we can be reborn, if we have the strength and courage to go beyond. So it was that the Egyptians gave the world the magical power of fractions and converging series. 

			Let‘s stop here. 

			The inner voice that we humans need is the one capable of going beyond, powerful enough to overcome human vicissitudes and constant enough to overcome eras: the voice of myth. You cannot kill the inner voice, because with symbols and numbers it can pass from mouth to mouth, escape the transience of bodies and become immortal. It must not be translated, because it comes before words and therefore speaks all languages. The doubt arises that it is not human, that it is truly apaurusheya, therefore itihasa! But today we keep our feet on the ground, having lost the habit to observe the sky from which our ancestors and our myths arrived, so we should welcome new stories that help us to raise our eyes and imagine again. Descartes succeeded where Seth had failed: he observed the separation in the world by marking an abscissas (horizontal axis) and an ordinate (vertical axis) on a plane using thick lines, thus writing for us the width of the world, the height of the sky and the myth of reason. In doing so he created order, but he forced us all to always see one thing or another, never both together. 

			The impending danger, then, is separation, that which haunted Horus and Osiris, that of Lower and Upper Egypt, that of Good opposed to Evil, that of rationality as the alternative to emotion. The danger today is our ostentatious rationality, the rational analysis of myths that makes them crumble to dust and escape through our fingers like sand, so we believe that the beach does not exist. We chose to observe every single grain instead of looking at the sands, thus losing the ability to admire miles and miles of beach. 

			The need to count all the grains of sand is likely to prevent us from collecting the most precious gems of those ancient tales. Fortunately, we are still all attracted, fascinated, as if we were perceiving something that our mouth cannot articulate, while our heart grasps its meaning without any effort. After all, what is reality without myth?

			That´s why Damanhur came into being: because someone was still able to hear that inner voice and looked for others who could hear it and find out if the story it tells is itihasa.

			Falco Tarassaco gathered these people together with a strong wish that Damanhur should be in this world and not on its fringe, and thus also capable of counting grains of sand. Not all of them fortunately, but enough to have that measure of rationality to help them feel part of that vast creature called humanity. Thus Damanhur‘s project was born as three distinct grains: Spiritual Physics, which counts the grains; the School of Initiates, which distinguishes grains and knows how to choose the best among them; the social experiment, where grains mingle with each other. 

			But Falco, who never lost sight of the beach and the sand, in the first place expressed the one really important thing: the importance of listening to the inner voices, those that suggest observing the beach first and the grai ns of sand later, the complexity before the division.

			Thus, many Damanhurian myths were born, often around a fire, observing the stars and hearing the sound of the waves. Even when geographically there were none there- so are we or are we not immersed in myth? Osiris came together once again and the waves were fertile once more. 

			In Damanhurian mythology, of which this book speaks, we happen to find, next to the ad hoc mythological figures such as the Primeval Divinities, Vadusfadamo, Aria, Psor and Anansal, others well known in many myths of the world: the Demiurge, the Grail, Lucifer, to cite just some. 

			There is also the Prime Mover, which in this vision is a close relative of the Immobile Engine of Aristotle, an assumption rather than a myth, the undisputed protagonist of the status quo but that leaves us with the question: what was there before the beginning?

			As Stambecco rightly points out, often the myth answers the questions by posing other questions, which move everything a little further and produce the only alternative to truth, the motion of the search for truth. The emotion of rrneymyth transforms weapons into wheels, the mysteries into fuel, words into compasses, and spurs us on to face the journey// our journey. It warns us against simply enjoying the reality of the world to come to a full stop here, like shipwrecked people on a beautiful sunny atoll in a remote ocean. Myth tells us that there is much more and better elsewhere and drives us to do something: to build a boat and get back on the road. He tells us that we are part of a Primeval Divinity, which once broken up, cut into pieces as Osiris was, has lost the integrity and the memory that would allow us to build not only sunny atolls, but entire planets only by imagining them. It reveals to us that the Primeval Deity never lost its nature, it was only buried within each of us, becoming a small spark of light that continues to shine like the stars in the sky, patiently waiting to win the game of divinization of the whole universe. “Light, we need light!“ writes Falco in his Dying to Learn(1): that light that surpasses any divided one, because it is the simulacrum of both the magician god and the speed of the clock. 

			That cosmic clock that Falco, with his spiritual Physics, described by linking together relativity and the Absolute. A myth not yet written perhaps will tell, a thousand years hence, how an untiring love of light drove an unknown employee of the patent office in Berne, a certain Albert Einstein, to bend the plane drawn by Descartes until it became a ball, so that magically the two lines that apparently divided the world found themselves in the same place. The myth is that extra dimension, that heat capable of bending and molding reason enough to make it curve. Seamless, part of a single coherent tissue of light, myth obviates the need for good and evil because it gives us something more: the meaning of the whole story, which the writer will be careful not to define, analyze or subdivide. Myth is. Full stop.

			
Gnomo Orzo(2)

			


PART ONE  -  

THE ‘WHY’ BEHIND MYTH

			WHAT WE WANT TO BE

			A myth is a fictional image which describes something real in order to make it more understandable. It is the most spoken language in the history of humanity: classical culture was developed on myths and since current cultures have developed from classical culture—and not just in the Western world: every hemisphere has its own classical age—our current way of thinking and of feeling emotions springs from ancient myths. In different ways and depending on the latitude in which we were born and raised, we are all descendants of Arjuna, Quetzalcoatl or Achilles, son of Peleus, and we all carry within us the experience of a flood, a journey through a thousand difficulties and a meeting—or clash —with the gods. Whether our lives are adventurous or sedentary, whether or not we believe in a superhuman dimension, whether or not we are versed in the ancient stories from which our civilization developed, or ignore them, does not actually matter: we all descend, in some part of us, from ancient myths.

			Every myth already existed before it was written down and thus fixed in time: it could be found in the stories of the peoples, in their legends, in the beliefs spread by the priesthood, until little by little this created a kind of cultural and spiritual DNA in every ethnic group, until we reach our times. Even if we have never read, for example, Pisander’s Heraclea (and we will not have read this text, of course, since it was lost!) Hercules completes his twelve labors also within us, and his sweat and strength are present in our soul as an archetypal legacy. Knowing how to draw on this is another matter.

			People could say that in the past, when there was no television, no cinema, and no internet, the creation of heroes, adventures and incredible worlds had its relevance, as it helped to comfort, explain, entertain. But these days? What sense does it make to talk of myths?

			It makes a lot of sense. First of all, as mentioned, myths represent the base upon which our culture formed. When we talk about culture, we are not only referring to upbringing and education but also and above all to our ways of thinking, being thrilled, giving value to things. And this holds for both those who have studied the subject and those who know nothing about it.

			Then, there is at least one other good reason: “myth” often implies “hero”. Hero means positive example, a character we would like to be and one we could be like, an inspiration for our actions. Today we live in an era in which, precisely because of the major presence of communication, we are bombarded by suggestions, voices, images. And navigating our way among them is problematic. Yet human beings are born to live with others, to exchange, share and precisely find stimuli and example in others. In this confusion—which is neither positive nor negative, but is simply a characteristic of our age—it is difficult to do so. The myth and its heroes may be just that source of inspiration we are looking for: they belong to another historical reality, to a context that at times may seem a little naive to the men and women of the Third Millennium, but they are recognizable in their strengths and in their flaws, and can help us choose how we really want to be.

			A CONTEMPORARY MYTH

			The myth is, normally, a tale handed down from generation to generation, often with different nuances, until collected and recorded in writing. The figure of the Cyclops Polyphemus, for example, existed even before Homer fixed it in the verses of the Odyssey, as Ulysses’ adversary. 

			The telling and writing of myths belong equally to the modern era and to current cultures. In this book, we will be talking about myths relating to the experience of the Damanhur Federation of Communities which was founded on a spiritual philosophy where many values are expressed precisely through mythical images. Damanhur itself could be considered a modern-day myth: a real place but full of elements that seem taken from a higher dimension.

			Its story begins in the mid-seventies of the last century. The United States was still licking its wounds inflicted by the Watergate scandal. Pope Paul VI was in the last years of his pontificate, and an increasingly dour Brezhnev, Secretary General of the Soviet Communist Party, was beginning to notice the first cracks in the Warsaw Pact, which were to lead to the collapse of the USSR within fifteen years. 

			In Italy, in a place near Turin—the host city for the 2006 Winter Olympics, boasting the most prestigious Egyptian museum in Europe—saw the birth and growth of a unique spiritual and social reality. This was Damanhur, at the time a small spiritual community, founded on the rediscovery of the sacred, on a profound feeling for nature and reconsideration of the spiritual traditions of the peoples of the past. Oberto Airaudi, a young psychic, philosopher and pranotherapist (among many other things) founded this community in 1975 along with his first enthusiastic companions, who recognized him as their spiritual guide.

			I came to know Damanhur a few years after it was founded, when the first communal settlement was being established. I was immediately struck by the proposed overturning of certain cultural and spiritual values. I had learned from my school days that the colorful and turbulent pantheon of classical civilizations and of the peoples that “we Christians” had subsequently colonized and converted, were a clear example of the backwardness of the ages that had fostered them—a backwardness only redeemed by the victory of the monotheism that historical, cultural and scientific progress had given to humanity. 

			In Damanhur, however, taking into consideration major and minor Divinities to conceive and develop one’s own spiritual path was seen as a sign of the sensitivity and refinement of peoples that were free and keen to know the secrets of the Universe.

			I found that this way of thinking was a balm for the soul, a strong stimulus to ask myself questions and to search for truth. Damanhur’s proposal did not provide definitive answers but rather thoughts to ponder on, and I decided to make it my way of believing in the world: I was not interested in a religion or a doctrine as a means to fill a void within me, since inside me there was no void, but rather in a research discipline that would help me reach the center of my soul and, through it, the world.

			In Damanhur I met Oberto. In the years that followed, in accordance with the Damanhurian tradition of taking animal and plant names, Oberto was to choose the name of Falco Tarassaco (Hawk Dandelion) by which he is best known to the world.

			Falco was a great creator of myths. He taught that myth means the symbolic, the emblematic but in no way does it mean something false; what the myth tells may be or may not be truth, we can believe it or not, but it must surely make us reflect on the images it evokes. They in fact lead us straight to values and considerations that can support and improve our life and our mission.

			The experience of the spiritual journey through Damanhur leads us constantly to reflect and to measure ourselves with the concept of myth and mythology. It is a journey a journey of self discovery. The goal is to know who we are, to be able to reach the deepest part of us, a divine part, connected to the pure and coherent energy of the universe. We are, everyone of us, divinities who do not remember what they are (who have forgotten their true nature). 

			We need to recover our memory and perceive the divine spark that dwells within us. To facilitate this, in his teaching Falco touches on many areas having to do with both spirituality and daily practice which he sees as not at all separate. He tells us the history of the universe and the nature of the beings that inhabit it, using myths: neither true nor false, rather alluding to what exists.

			Damanhur is itself a modern-day myth because, and this is a curious paradox, its achievements—looked at in more detail in one of the appendices below—are more credible as the telling of an extraordinary human adventure than as a chronicle of the realization of a specific spiritual, social and cultural project that is slowly but surely developing as a movement with international outreach.

			Damanhur, however, actually exists and proves—if proof were needed—that the distinction between myth, culture and reality is a fine one: each one permeates the others and all are mutually valued.

			Damanhur is a difficult creature to explain, a blend of so many and varied spiritual, political, economic and anthropological elements, something difficult to find elsewhere fitting peacefully together. This is not to say that Damanhur is a perfect place, but it is certainly a very original humanistic provocation. 

			And, as in a myth, in a game of mirrors, Chinese boxes, or intertwined colored threads, it reveals its secrets to those who are willing to investigate them maintaining their sense of enchantment, of wonder, their own humor, alongside their own rationality.

			THE SEARCH FOR TRUTH

			Why tell things through myth, as men have always done? Because it is exciting, because it satisfies our aspiration to combine dream and reality, knowledge and imagination, certainty and hypothesis.

			According to the historians, the narrative of our common history begins with the deeds of the superhuman heroes of the Gilgamesh Epic, twenty-five centuries before Christ, in Mesopotamia. It has come down to Western culture through the poems of Homer and classical mythology, is renewed in the subsequent cycles of the sagas of the Grail and perhaps one day we will say that it draws new life from the fantasy tales of today.

			Myth is the oldest form and, therefore, the primordial, archetypal form, used to provide a definition of important concepts, of things we do not know. It represents the search for truth, rather than its conquest.

			“Myth” means answering a question with another ques­tion, something that, when we were children, we were taught that it is impolite to do but yet is the foundation of so much of our culture. Each myth provides an explanation which is in turn a question. 

			Faced with the question “Does God exist?”, the Sumerians responded with the cycle that begins with An, Enlil, Ki, Enki; the Greeks with that of Chronus and Rhea; the Egyptians with Aton and Ptah; the Maya with Itzamna, and all other peoples with their own Gods or creators, which in the development of the various religions have not always been the most powerful or venerated Gods but were in any case their foundation.

			The myth is the explanation that in ancient times was given to the big questions, but by its very nature is not a definitive answer, but rather a shifting of the answer to a later time.

			It is a deferring of the full understanding of the content. It is a space created between us, our questions and their explanations.
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