No One in i Land
A Parable of Awakening

Patricia A. Pearce

Copyright © 2015 by Patricia Pearce
All Rights Reserved
First edition, 2011
Edited by Becca Wilson

Cover painting Dreamland © 1998 by Bo Bartlett
Used by permission of the artist.
All Rights Reserved.
www.bobartlett.com

ISBN: 978-0-9861996-1-5

i

Land

nce upon a No Time, People dwelled in The
Realm where they all knew that even though
they looked different from each other, they were

O

actually all The Life that sometimes looked like
Tree and sometimes like Water and sometimes like
Raven and sometimes like Caterpillar and
sometimes like Rock and some-times like Bear
and sometimes like Human.
In The Realm, People felt The Life breathing, laughing, playing, singing and dancing in
them, and they delighted in how things were
always coming into being and then disappearing
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again, like a magical kaleidoscope. The Realm
contained all moments and all beings that ever
happened or ever could happen, so nothing was
ever lost, and everything vibrated with beauty, joy
and gratitude, inside a boundless, laughing Love.
Now People didn’t call The Realm “The
Realm,” because it was everything anyone had
ever known and there wasn’t anything that wasn’t
The Realm, so you can see how it never occurred
to them to give it a name.
But one day, many, many Realm dwellers
somehow fell into a strange sleep that transported
them into a strange, seemingly endless dream.
It wasn’t the sort of nighttime dream you
have when you’re tucked in your bed all cozy and
warm and visit all manner of magical places and
meet all sorts of interesting people without your
head ever leaving your pillow. In the strange
sleep the people didn’t need to be in bed at all to
dream their dream. They dreamed their dream
while they were doing all sorts of things, like
walking the dog, or sorting the mail, or shoveling
the snow, or brushing their teeth, or buying the
groceries. That’s why it was such a strange sleep,
because although the people looked for all the
world like they were awake, in fact they weren’t.
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In their dream, the people saw themselves
in a strange way: each person was an I—separate
and all alone—made by an I-in-the-Sky who was
separate and far, far away. This made the people
feel terribly lonely.
The place they dreamed was called I Land,
and, having forgotten The Realm where nothing is
ever lost, the people now thought that when they
died they would disappear into a deep dark
nothingness. This terrified them completely.
Now because they felt so afraid and alone,
all the dreamers of I Land spent their days trying
to convince themselves that they were more
special than all the other I's in I Land. But no
matter what they tried, on most days they could not
shake the conviction that all the other I's in I Land
were much, much better than they were. This left
them feeling littler than little.
All this made I Land a very lonely and
fearful place, though nobody ever really talked
much about feeling lonesome or scared, because
everyone could see that all of I Land’s really
special, important I’s never felt that way.
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The Emperor

T

hen one day a Particular I, as he was fixing

his evening cup of tea, noticed an unpleasant gnawing inside—like the dull stomachache he always got when he ate too much gingerbread. This vague ache told him he wasn’t
important enough and he simply must do something about it. Now this feeling wasn’t new; in fact
it visited him just about every day. But it always
greatly troubled him since, with so many other I's
all vying to be more important than the next, he
didn’t see how he could ever manage to distinguish
himself.
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This night, though, his discomfort was
much worse than usual, so he sat down with his
cup of tea and took some time to dwell on what a
sorry person he was and indulge in a few miserly
thoughts about other I’s.
As he watched the steam rising from his
cup, suddenly an idea came to him, and as he
entertained it his stomachache began to fade and
he smiled the biggest smile that I Land had ever
seen.
The next morning, he called all the I
Landers together so he could make a dramatic
announcement. I-in-the-Sky had given him an
astonishing revelation: he was destined to be the
Emperor of I Land.
The people looked puzzled, so he tried to
explain. As Emperor, he would be I Land’s most
important I of all, with the solemn responsibility to
make all the important decisions. This weighty
burden meant that he alone would need to have
dominion over everything in I Land—the forests,
the rivers, the animals, the land, the air, the
oceans—even the people.
However, he assured the assembled I's, if
they followed his wisdom and did as he said, they
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stood a good chance of becoming special too,
though never quite as special as he.
When asked what made him so special,
he gave a response he knew nobody could argue
with: It’s just the way I-in-the-Sky meant for things
to be.
It stood to reason that I Land must have an
I who was the most important I of all. And so,
when he asked who was in favor of I-in-the-Sky's
plan to proclaim him Emperor, the people looked
at each other, shrugged their shoulders, and in a
loud chorus all shouted, "I!"
That settled, the Emperor told them that
from now on they could call him Your Royal
I-ness.
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