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To my Family, since my financial state is bleak the universe is Forcing me to
givcgou a different kind of Prcsenf this year. | can’t afford any material
Aobjccts for 3ou,}so the onlg ’ching ] have to give is my words. [Jere thcg
are, some of my words. Aftera long year of l’rigl’w l')ighs and low lows, and

| the two years before that and the twenty before tl'xat, well after 22 years

this is what |'ve come up with. Maybe ]’m crazy, but Hove 3du and | wanted

to give you 5omcthing this Christmas. T here’s a reason | didn’t have
cnbugh money For.Prcsents this [ December and the reason is that | was
meant to share something more sPccia] with you this year. Fvenifwhatpm
saying doesn’t make sense to you, it’s oic, it doesn’t alwags make sense to
me cithcrﬂvbut it means the world to me to be able to share it with you.

' Thank you all for your love and suPPort. Thank you for being you, thank

you for being in my life. T his Christmas | get to share my heart with you
and in the end | think magbé that's the best gi{:t | can give you anyway. ]

IOVC 90U a”

Forfreedom...




Here | am

Here|am

Anotlﬂcr c]ag

_Anothcr life

thrc this Pa’ch goes

l do not knqw

| know it goes ’chough

]t goes somewhere

| etit goto Pcrsona] power
[ etit go to peace
Tolove

| etit goto the heart cave
The green river flows
Flows on and on '
Thatis ]ifc

Thatis love »

il continue to watch
(ontinue to ride

With restlessness

- With Paticncc

- Andone cla3 it will end
And when it ends it will all make sense

]t will all come togcvthcr
We will all know

We will all fove

Then we will be free

FFCC once ancl ‘FOF a”

Fornow tlﬂough l’]Cl"C | am
Anot]'lcr clay

Anotherlife

Onandon it goes

ln bcautg

In peace

l'wi” acccPt

] will let the circle sPira] out
With seamless flow

| utter Pchcction
Comp[etc balance

Such sgnchronicitg
This life we live

1 love.




Ti-|¢ Bcginning

Jn the bcginning,.. Start at the
bcginning. T hat's what tiﬂcg say. To
tell a story, start at the i)cginning. but
when was the bcginning? And who
remembers the beginning? The
bcginning is unclear.

Ti‘ICI‘C was the ciag you were
born anci entered the world in tears.
Crging and crying forthe very fact oic
entering this Piacc called | arth 3ét
again. You entered the world in gricmc,
cold, naked and Frigiwtencci. Rippcd
from 1_:i16 warmth of the womia, your
source and security.

PBut that wasn’t the beginning.
Before the first breath of airand
‘human consciousness there was the
womb. T he sounds, vibrations,
intuitions and Pcrccp’cions Oicgour
mother Puisateci ti’]FOUgi') your
vulnerable fetus, moiciing your being.

But that wasn’t the i)cginning
either. chcorc the womb there was
another Piacc, a memory in i:cciing buta
memory not accessible ti'irougi'i the
 mind. T hat Piaéc was so iigi'it and
brcczg, a realm where eternity is
understood in all its sirrit:;iici’cy and
compicxitg. Ti‘iat Piacc above the
body, above the Eartii.iTi-xc other
side. But in truth neither was that
Piacc the bcginning. Nor was the

beginning the life before this one or the
life before that one.

The bcginning is bcgona
imagination, bcyonci the grasp of the
human intellect. And so the bcginning

is not o_iC Primc imPor‘tancc. Noris it the

Piace to start when tciling a Storg. Now

is the Piacc to start and the iacginning
is now too. Whatever was in the
bcgirming also exists in the now.

We'll getto the bcgirming soon
cnougi'\. Well remember the bcginning
when we getto the end. The endis the
bcginning. | feisacirce. T he
bcgirming is i'iom¢, that’s where we
came from and that's where we'll goin
the end. But we will only get there
when we finish here once énci for all.

Stanciing in the truth of
eternity there is no bcginning orend at
all, such tiiings do not exist.
Beginnings and cnciihgs are a
manifestation of the Piﬂgsicai, the
m'a’ceriai, the ’iwman, the E_artiiiy. Thcg
onig exist here. ]n the universe these
conccpts are rare. ]n the e’ccrnitg of the
universe it is understood that all ti'iings
move in a continuous, ncvcr—cnciing
circle.

But here we are and i'ium_an we
are, so for those of us in skin, there was
a bcginning and there most certainig
will be an end. SPirit is eternal, material

is not. [ Jumans and their egos will die.




Here on [ arth we have a deadline and
so we live bg a timeline.

But do not be Foolccl, you as a
time ridden human and ego are still |
]iving on the continuum of eternity and
thatis because you are not Onlg
material but Spiri’c as wc”.‘ You are half
etérnal and half hortal. Halmc Hcavcn,
half E arth.

And whatis the goa] of life, but

to .blcncl these two Paradoxicavl forces.

Bg the end you will have blended. But
you dor’t have to wait until the end to
blend. You can blend now. You’rc
alrcadg blcncling, the mere fact of your
human existence is evidence that your
blcnding process is in motion. Put for
’CFL'IC cxPansion you must blend
consciously as well as unconsciouslg.
And that is what the middle is for,
attcmPting to bring your b]cncling

PI‘OCCSS into consciousness.

Oh the middle, that's where the

heartache is. Often the times in the
middle are so rough that we yearn for
an end. And yetwe fear this end like -
nothing else. Theendis notlﬁing to
fear, Deathiis onlg transformation.
Our P’ain is not our death; our Pain is
our birth, our Pithcul Plight as human
béings and our entry into this torrential

WO!"IC[. .

Deathis bliss. At birth we're
lookfng down the road ’clﬁinking ‘geez I
have Potcntiaug 90 years of this, 90
years stuck to the ground’. T‘wét’s why
we cry, that’s whg we suffer. We suffer
because we're stuck in this world living’
out karmic lessons, mcnding and
rco?cning emotional wounds day inand
clay ogt, death is not what Plagucs us,
life is what Plagucs us.

We sufferin the middle, we
sufferin the middle because we are
mourning the bcginning and Fca'ring the
end. Tl‘)c middle too can be bliss, but
onlg if we can blend, accept the
bcginning and live in the present so as
not to be consumed ]33 the future.
There is no need to worry abquf the
future because the future a]rcaclg is.
Wcjust haven’t lived it yet. But the
future is in motion, waiting up ahead.

Rca"y the onlyjob in the middle
is to crjog the ride. Put of course we
complicatc that, we mourn and worry
and we miss the beautiful sc;,cncrg of
our lives. We miss the lovely, fluid
Iandscapc surroundiﬁg us, we miss the
5igns, we miss the sunsets and the
trees. A” those tl-n'ngs are a]wags
there. Dut we dort take them in
because we are rcﬂccting onthe
landscapc oFgcstcrclag and imagining

thc landscapc 01C tomorrow.




Y

We miss so much of ourlives
because we womt let oursc]vcsj ust
cnjogthc ride. And so if life is so ‘
difficult whg do we come at all? Whg do
we put ourselves througlﬁ't_lnis boot
camP for 90 3cars’? Two reasons
Pcrhaps, one, 90 years is nothing, a
droP of water in the ocean of eternity.
T wo we come to Fina”y once and for all
crjoy the ride, to aPPEcciatc our lives,
our egos, our Plans, this beautiful
Planct, and to aPPrcciatc the absolute
magjc of the convergence of sPirit and
matter. Wc getto this P]acc when we
blend at the heart.

Thatis whg we come. | hatis
wlﬂg we celebrate birtlﬂdags; ultimatelg
we know the bcginning is worth
cclcbrating. The bcginning is the start
of a mgsticaljourncg that will imPrint
the essence of our sPirits. But the

joumeg is not alwags what your ego
may consider “goocl”.

Théjoumeg has many bright
]igl-nts, but those lights castjus’c as 'mang
dark shadows. T he bcau’cg t‘nough 15 in
this sacred dance of light and dark,

. masculine and feminine, heaven and

carth. | ifeis both; there wouldr’t be
Phgsical life if it wasmt both. Jf only we
knew this in the bcginni_ng,.but usd‘a”g
we don’t realize it until the end. So we
wor't start at the bcginning,-wc’" start

now and now is the middle.

Hcrc on Earl:h

In peace, m love, | will walk

Down the sPlcnclic! E_artl'lly Pat‘n Pve
created

| long to hug the Passing trees

T heir branches rcacl'!ing to imcinity
Their roots extcnding down below
Suchis my Path, l'xigl'l aims and clccP
roots alike

Mg head in the clouds, my heartin the
ocean

Kecnly aware of all of cvcrgthing t_f’:at
is |

Yet stuck in this finite time and space
But there is much to dohere on [ arth
Entértainmcnt to cr_xjog and roles to
play

The Possibilitics are endless, our
senses guiclc'thc way

Qur minds behind our eyes to create
Qur hearts in our center to feel

T o feel the boundless waves of human
emotion

Evcrg tool man could imagine is at is
disposa] |

This ]ovclg P]anct his sanctuary and
classroom

5ucl1 wonders to bCl’lOlCl, nature the
most artistic mastchigce of all ‘.

A three-dimensional cver~changing

Pictu re




F ach set of eyes as beautiful as each
sunset ‘

Mg ﬂowing hair as free as the branches
ofa l‘langing willow

The mystery of the niglﬂt skg ma’ccl'wing
the mystery of our souls

T[’IC seasons cl'langc, tl'xe cyclcs'omc life
seen outside and in

And we wonder whg we're here, it is s0
easy to Forgct

We Fbrgc’c that who we are here is a
mere extension of who we are in
eternity _ :
That as.bcaﬁthcu] as [~ arthis it’s
mcrelg a brief vacation -

A temporary l'iomc, aﬁothcr [ifetime
And when it's over, when my E_arthlg
Pat]" ends - .

Il return to the bliss and knowing | so

lbng for.

Tl-ne Middle

- ch middle is life. Fcrhaps the
middle is five years old to near death.

T he first five years are an extension of
the bcginnihg. The bcginning sets the
energy in.Placc that will be necessary
for the tasks and goa]s of the middle.

T he middle, my gosl'l the middle,
the allure of this tcrrﬁcging drama that is
my life. Yoursis the same, both blissful
and Pi’cﬂ:ul. A” ourjourncgs are
u]timatclg the same but distinctlg
different in detail. l only know my own
drama in detail. ] have the clearest view
of my ownjourncg, and you oggours.

} ive in two P]accs at the same
time. ”ivc atop a mountain and | live in
the ch’cl—)s of the ocean. | have a bird’s
eye view but] get lost in the bottomless
Pit of my emotions. Jve cried oh have |
cried. Put it doesn’t make me sad. Jve
wailed in the dark morning hours,
wancing the streets of wonderland. ln
the strangest way it was good,
Powchul, tragic and magical all at the
same time.

| have desire, lingcring

attachments, shame, insecurities; Jm

vain, Paranoid, and comPc’citivc. J’m an
American after all. | have ego control
Problans and unidentified Prcjc;tion

issues. |'m overwhelmed bg the intcnsi’cg‘




o{:.my scxua]ity but unable to bear tljc
rcsponsibi]itg of emotional intimacy.

] thinL too muc}'l, ] feel too rnucl'w,
but | have to for my role is to '
understand. Uhderstand mgsehc,
understand those around me, to
understand the meaning of it all. And|
know | never will understand it all so
]ong as 'm fixed in this boc]y. Butitis
my rcsPonsibility to try because the
answers to life’s mysteries are not
secrets.

] came here to bc true and l
have to be true. I]C ]’m true to mgscllc, ]’”
be true to you too. You see me as you
choose to see me. But what 3du see is
not a” of me. Nor can l see all omcgou.
And yet we are surPriscd when we
misunderstand each other. thn we
know that un-dcrstancling is not tbat
casilg acc]uircd, we still walk around like
we understand and we don't. And we
don’t try to understand either. We

Prcmccr our clouclg bubble of narcissism

and ignorance.

So quick to Pitg-ancl victimize
ourselves and so hesitant to admit to
our immense power and strcng’ch. So
hesitant to be true, lies, too many lies
lace our emotional landscapc. ]Fgou’rc
lging onthe outside, gou’rc'lying on the
inside. De true, that's the onlg PatH

with a Pcaceful destination.

T his is the keg to easing the
Pain in the middle. Truth must be your
greatest intcntvion.bl too like my clouded
bubble of ignorance. I too turn the
other cheek in the face of the truth. Pm
naive and ] pursue in the face of
warnings. And 'mafool. 've been a
fool too many times for resisting the
’cru’clj.

The middle is not casy but the
middle is what#t’s all about. T he middle
is where the real work is. The clags
cgcle in and out, the seasons -
constant]y lqowing into another, the
Plancts circle above while inside our
Pcrsonal cgc]cs and seasons and
circles are in constant motion; the
vastness o1C our natura] worlcl a.
reflection of the cht}'xs of our Psgcl’xic
world.

T he modern human Psgcl'xc isa
massive web of confusion, Iagcr after
lagcr, year after year, rcPrcssion axctcr
reprcssion. And conditioning, there is
so much conditioning, such con{:ormitg.
Most of us are so unindividuated that
ourwhole character and Pcrsona]itg
are dcpcndcnt on the collective
masses. And w]jét if the collective
masses were to disaPPcar? How _mucl'r
omcgou would be stanc{ing hcgou were
striPPcd naked of all the material
objccts and institutions that 3ouA

idcntﬂ:g with?




That’s what counts. ]n the end
what counts is what is left when
cvcrgthing is gone. Who lives behind
the mask? Hopcmcuny there is something
behind the mz_ask, because one c[ag the

“mask will be gone. ]1C all you are is mask

then you better start opcning.thc
doors of 3oui” Psgche and free 3ours¢hc
from that tiny room you live in all the
time. | here are many rooms, many
floors and s’c,airwags in the house of
your mind and yet you continue to stay
in that one little room.

Thc room of the égo, of the
mask, of the persona, of desire, of on]g
what you see. | sPcnc{ much time in that
room mysc]{:. But if | didn't walk around
the house everyone once in a whi]c,
clean out some c]oscts, check on the
bascmcnt, look out on the backgard,
well | dor’t think 'd be able to survive in

this world anymore.

50 yes ]’ve opcnccl some cloors» .

in the house of my mind. | can move in
and out of rooms;lbu’c like é magnet ]
can’t stay out of my ego room cither.
[ts” sex, sex, sex, money, money, money,
clothes, vanity, bogs, men, wanting
more, more, more all the time. Never
éa’cis{ging my craving ’chough and 'm
restless and anxious in there. | he onlg
way l can feel betteris 1{:1 escape that

room for a while.

E_vcntua"y though l know l will
a]wags return. ] can’t stag awag from
bcing consumed by Chanel. | like to
dress her up in colors and flowers and
Polka dots, in Pinl( and black and white,
| like to do her hair and her makcup. |
glam mgschc tuus’c like my Barbie dolls.
And my ego, my Pufclg Chanel
persona without my inner world isjus’c
that: a doll. Here inlags the Prob]cm,

W}‘lCﬂ HOU clress HOUI"SCH: UP as a dO”, .

- that's what Pcoplc take you 1Cor, all thcg

see is persona and thcg are blind to
cvcrg’ching else. .

But that’s what | wanted to be
right? When | was young and clnubby,
quic’c, introverted and insecure, when

no bogs réa"y liked me, when | felt

" undesired, unwanted. | wanted to be a

doll then. ] would have givcn angt%ing
to be a sexual objccf who sets herself
up for massive anima Projcctions from
the men around.

Tobe beautiful and
aPPrcciated and desired, this is what |
tlﬂouglwt would bring mcjog. Women
are ’caug['xt to base their self-worth and
value on bcau’cg and on bcing desirable
to men. \We define ourselves in the
name of men, and this is tragic. |

A]Cl:er years of Fc'c]ing
unwanted, | found my Placc on a little

stagc‘. | felt my chininitg, bcauty, and




scxualitg and was ﬁna”g gran’ccd
va]idatfon forit. [ versince, ve been
stuck in that room, consumed bg it all,
bogs, bogs, bogs, bcautg, bcauty, sEX,
sex. l’vc; sckua”g objecthcic& mgselxc; l
dress mgsclmc up and Paraclc mgschc
around campus. Parade myschc around
[ife in such vanity.

Jn such a ”FOO“S["I attempt to
maintain the illusion of my persona, oh
how | love my mask. Thcy flike my mask
too. Mang have looked at me the way ]
alwags dreamed of b‘c'ingk looked at.
but do tl’teg rea”y see me”? Tl’le}j secea
part of me, what thcg’rc able to see,
theg Projc_ct their rcPrcsscd feminine
side on me, but tlﬂcy dor’t see all of me.

Tl—lcg see through the window

of my persona, but only one ortwo will

- ever survey the rest of the house. Surc

it’s nice; we like to make sure Pcoplc

fike our persona clisPlég window. |t

makes us FCCI worthgas-l’luman bcings' ‘

to have a “Prctty” ego.
But how hurtful it is to have a

. crowd around your clisplag window with

no one wi“ing to come inside and tour
the whole house. O’r worse you
dressed up your displag window so
much that you attracted all kinds of

) Pcoplc, negative and Posi’civc, and an

- uninvited guest comes in your house

and thcg never go away.

Persona and ego .can be
trouble. Thcy do not alwags reflect
truth. T he soul, the spiri’c is truth, the
persona is a fraction of the truth, our
egois onlg a front man. What lies
bcncath is cleePer, darker, and more
intense than angthing in the displag
window.

The truth, there is so much to
the truth. 50 much that you dor’t see
in my Pcrsona-.:ﬂ'lcrc is the man within
that | hic_;e, but there are slﬁadowy
secrets as well. My scars and soft’
spots, the other things | hide in order
to maintain my ego’s chininitg.

Thc;sc are the other rooms in
the house of my mind and since even |
_I—)avc trouble oc¢upying ’cl*:osc rooms,
it’s un]ikely anyone else will understand
thqsc parts Qf: my bcing. Thcg won’t
understand them until ] do. How can

you cxpcct anothcr to see you clcarlg

‘wl'len you don’t see yourscH: clcarly?

Il tell you about mine because |
know you have scars and soft spots
too that your ego doesnt want Pcoplc
to know about. Both Physical and
emotional and it’s as if the Pl’lysical
scars and soft spots are a result and
reflection of the emotional scérs and
soft sPots. | |

] have secars; scars that l rarélg
rcvcal, I’m éwarc of them and | hide

them. And what are tl'lcg but the scars




from wounds of stress, lack of s]ccp,
clrinking, self-destruction, emotional
self destruction rcsu]ting in Physica]
self-destruction. And | have soft spots
onmy boclg and what are theg but
reflections of my inner softness,
sensitive Fcclings, emotional rcccptivitg
and Qulnerability.

5.cars and sb1ct spots breed
such shame. | walk around and no one
knows about those t!'lings. And the
bogs dor’t see those things. Thosc
tl’)ings dort fitin the image of bcautg
or sexual clcsirabilitg. A persona of
Pchection that hides so many
impcnccctions is not honest.

| ]t works for the most Part; you
can go a']oﬁg time without anyone ever
s€eing your scars or soft spots. Butin
the end it doesn’t work at all, bg hicling
my shadows, all 'm doing is kccping
mgsel{: locked in the persona room,
traPPccl in my ego.

We live life that way. You may:
get validation for somcthing but fivs
not the truth, it doesn’t rca“g matter
-anyway. And the truth is that what we
see on the ou’csic[cjust isn’t the whole
Picturc. APPrcciation for ego and
persona is nice but in the end it will be
rendered mcaningless.

- Qutward validation of rﬁg
bcautg and scxualitg once seemed like

the world, but it’s not, it’sjust not

cnouglm The hardened persona will
never be FuH:i”ing on its own. We all
need to resist denging our soft side. [t
feels good to go sitin the basement of
darkness, shame, and emotional
shadow; it feels better than Prcténcling
there is no.basement at all.

We also need to not resist the
man within, or the woman within as men.
As a woman | need to Ec aPPreciatcd
not onlg for myriccmininitg butfor my
mind. | need to be aPPreciated as a
woman, but the man in me must also be
a'PPreciatccl. Ancl men too> must be
aPPrcciatccl‘For thcirfcmininc
rcccPtivc side.

Bu{ we don’t accePt these’
things in each other because we do not
accept them in ourselves. Poth sexes
suffer; we suffer because we feel so
scparate, and not so much is it about
the external battle of the sexes as it is
about the internal one. Wc are
unbalanced because we ovcr—iclcnti{(j
with the Po]ar energy of ourgcndcr.
We are incomplete because men
repress their feminine and women
repress their masculine.

Gcnder ca’ccgbrics are
mislcading because we are not so
different; we are all, both masculine and
feminine, ligl'it and dark, ul’cimatclg we
are all the same. T hat is the truth that

is wai’cing,to be revealed. |nstead of




acknowlcdging the man or woman
within, we _c‘ons’can’cl\tj seek it outwarc”y.'
AchicVing wholeness can only trulg
oceur on the inside.

| Prcjcct my masculinit3
outward | rcPIacc the man inside me
with the ones outside me and that is a
mistake. Onlg my own masculinitg will
bring me the security and strcng’ch |
need. Same for men, you seek security
and nurturance in women, when rca”g
you too have a woman within waiting.
Wc dor’t need each othes;{:or
wholencss, love yes, but we do not
need another to complctc us. Wc are
comP]ctc as one. _

| ove yes, of course there is so
much love in the middle. What' is love
buta strange longing to connect with
another. A Ionging derived from a.
sadness of scparateness. We think
love, we think romance and attraction.
But this demeans the absolute notion
of love and the infinite forms it takes.
One word is not cnoughﬁ No word is
cnough, no label or agreement; nothing
can ever define the immense power of
love.

But we try, we try and try to
categorize and-labellove. Fusband,
wife, boyFricnc], ginlfricnd, brother
sister, oh how we love ourlabels, thcg
bring us such comfort and secuﬁtg.

Umcortuna’cclg these labels handicap

our abi]itg to Pcrccivc and grow with
the ot‘ﬂcr'PcoPlc in our lives.

T he truth is that we were all
married before we were born. \We made
agreements with other souls and we
have been married to ten or fifteen
Pcoplc ourwhole lives. T he first bcing
ourfamilies, we are married to our
families, our parents. You will forever
be connected to these souls whcthc;_r
you ever sce them or not. Y ou will
always share energy and dccplg
unconscious agreements with these
Pco.Ple.

Thatis marriage, that is love,
and after tljat you will find so many
other marriagcs that had been Plannccl
]on_g ago, your friends and your lovers.
Do these memories ever rca”y go
away? Yourlife was built with a mgriad
of rclationships and love is scattered
cvcrgw]ﬁerc and has been since the
moment you took 3ourﬁrst breath.

But since we are sociaug
fixated on certain kinds of rclations"liPs
we tend to overlook and L_mclcrminc the
subtle and uncxpcctccl ways love and
re]ationship fill our lives. Mcrclg bcing
alive is a rc]a’cionship, and isn’t that the
most imPortant rclationship of an?
Your rclationship with gourscH: is what
matters most and often thisisa

rc]ationship that is never considered.




Sex and Prcjcction are what
rca”g preoccupy us, and ccrtainlg
those too are a manifestation of ]ovc,
but in the end tl'xcg are no more
imPortant than your love with anything
else in your life. And so Qﬁ:cn sex and
Projcction blind us to love rather than
open our eyes to it. Hex and
P’rcjcction kccp us locked in our ego
room, you have to move around the
house more to find more love.

Feelit, it's cvcrywhcrc and
there are times when absomtcig no
material label can caPturc the essence
of it. T hese are often the most magicai
loves of all. And the most magicél kinds
of love aren’t onlg markétccl on
Valentine’s Dag. What is love? Jt's all
love, different shades of lbve
cvcrgwhcrc on this kalcidoscope
energy grid of life. »

Love, what do l know about
love? ] felt love for the stranger across
the room that l gazc& at but never
spokc to aljd l feltlove for the saclJ si”g
boy that could never understand me. ]
felt love for them because l saw that
theg were reflections of me. I oPcned
my heart to them because ] was one
with them, tl‘ICH reflections of the man
within me and | a reflection of their

chininity. |n loving them | love mgsclf.

|_et us not confuse “heart” with
Feclings or the feminine sides of life.
The I'vcart; orheart charka, is the green
energy center which is actua”g at the
center ofgour bcing. Anditis hear
that you blend all the masculine and
feminine, light and dark within. You
blend at the hcart, 301:1 balance and
then you let love flow without any
expectation that it will be returned,
luckilg though"fhc universe works in
such a way that it most certain]g will be
returned at some Poinfc.

A sunsct, a Pechc’c blend Qxc
nigl'xt and day; that is love, that is
balance. Lo_vcjust flows from balance,

it lows from you and back to you. You

, bring your blcnding process into

consciousness at the heart, this is
wholcncss, this is the essence of life.
One who operates from the heart
ccrtainlg gloWs like a sunset. _

Wc cant get close to the heart
without cxploring our Psychic house.
Wc have to acccpt and cultivate the
various asPcc’cs of our bcing. Wc have
to kcep our personas in Place, we have
to acknow]cc]gc our shadows and bring
the oPPosi’cc sex alive within. T his is
how we begin to balance; this is thc way
to the heart. ‘thn we get to the hcart,
love has a whole new way of s‘-howing its

face.




As we get close to the end now
let us bring into focus a kcg :
manifestation of love which is a very

imPortant part of the middle: the clrug.

Jis kcg too when consiclcrihg the

bcgirming and the end. Thc clrug in the
bcginning is life, life itself is a drug and
its onl3 natural we should écc this
theme continued ’chrougl’lou’c. Fl’xysica]
lifeisa drug that alters your eternal
consciousness to the here and now.

Flag with your consciousness, '

thatis your right. Put know that some

clrugs have the cnliglﬂtcning power to
cxPancl, while others have the Iimiting
power to darken and contract. Drug

biased | may be, bu’c]_ know what | see.

Certain clrugs shed light onthe
manifest worlcl, while others bring
clouds and storms with them.

The clrugs are here fora
reason and it is not a test of our
resistance. Tl’leg are to aid in our
unclcrs’canding that our consciousness
is malleable and fluid, with many
different levels. But choose wiscly,
some clrugs will cmplﬂasizc lower levels
of Functioning while other clrugs will
bring energy to l‘iighcr levels of
Functiohing. Drugs helP us éxplorc our
Psychic household, but onlg certain
drugs have the power to open the rig‘w’c

doors.

Fsgéhcclclics are health food
for the sPiri’c. Tl’]cg cxPand time and

}:)ring into focus the most subtle
stirrings of life and human emotion.
Thcg strip you omcgour ego, of your
defense mechanisms and masks. | ike
Putting your fife undera microscoPc, a
Psgcheclelic will force you to see,

oPcning your eyes will no longcr be a

* choice, your eyes will be open to this

grancl illusion that is life.

Yes, it's true; life is an iflusion, a

'waking dream. Fsychcdc]ics may hclP in

your realization of this, so will blcnding
and oPcning the heart. Fsgcheclclics
hclp youget to the heart too, thcygct
you to see asPec’cs oFyour bcing that
you had been ignoring but that must _Bc
in’cegratccl. Tl’lCSC drugs may l’!ClP you
balance, but obviously you can balance
without a drug at all.

We though liveina drug culture,
drugs are cvcrgwhcre, whetherfood or
Pl‘larmaccuticais, most Americans
consume at least one ’chc of drug, and
many of us grav_ftatc toward all kinds
andsoitis important to be disccrning
and if we accept that we are in some
ways destined to drugs and
consumption then we should cho_osc
clrugs that better our being rather than

imPair,it.




Wl'xcre would | be without my’
favorite P]ant’? Would | have learned
any _cnC this at all? | do not know. Put |
do know that those ﬂumcmcy green buds
are food for my soul, {:oc_)cl for my green
heart center. Marﬁuana is not solcly
rcsPonsiblc for my intuitions or mind
cx}oansion butithas been a necessary
Piece to the Puzz]c, an imPortant tool.
Drugs are tools, instruments to come
to know your own consciousness.
Fsgchcdclics are my instruments.

_ When | Plag with them |
remember SPirit. | feel intcnsclg
Posi_tivc and at home with my
connection to the world, from the trees
to inanimate objcc’cs, to étrangcrs. | see
sgnchronicitics s0 clcarlg a sPirit guicle
from the other side may as well be
standing beside me Pointing it out and
cxPIaining its signhcicancc. ] see that

there is nothing to do, nothing to say,

_ nothing to force there is onlg to be. .
And | remember that cvcry’ching

is ok, it’s a”_just as it should bc,just as
it’s suPPoscd to be. Evcrything isjus’c
as we intended it to be. Everg moment,
every glancc, every emotion, it’s all
necessary and in absolute égnchrong
with the world. | remember there is
nothing to worry about, nothing to fear,
not even death. Fsgc’l'ledclics hclp us
see in the middle what most PcoPlc

dont see until the end.

Wlﬂen you reach the end you
will have blended. f onlg for a moment,
you will know love, you will open the
heart, you will feel utter peace and
tranc]uilitg and then you will die. Please
dor’t wait until then to know your
heart, to know that what you see in
front of you is onlg half the story, dort
wait until the end to find peace and
tranquilitg. Find it now, feel it now.
Feel it in the middle, feel it while you
still have so much life to live.

Death is no end at all. |n Fcaring
it we waste ourlives. |_ife is nota game
of survival; it's a game o1cgro_wt|'1 and
balance. Erjog 3our]hcc; youare nota
Prisoncr in this world but an active
Participan’c, a person, a Spirit who
chose to be here in this time and Plavce.
Yourlife is magica]; it is beautiful and
s\zjncl'lron)istic, try your best to cnjog
the ride. 53 the time we reach the end,

we'll all be wishing we would havcjust

crjogcd this crazy ride on [~ arth.




T hird Eﬂc

T here you are
| see youinmy mind’s eye
Mg friend who will be with me in the end

Your{:acc foreverin my heart

| ook up there too, in the 5‘(5
Tl‘lcrc are faces in the clouds
Oceans of faces on my skir)

Oh but ’clﬂat’sjust the grid

The energy grid of life that is ibvc
Maybc itwas a drug, maybc a 1709
Ccrtain]y it was both

But ] found my way

And now | see the energy of love
The energy that isyou

T hatis me, thatis us

The energy in the space between

AT

| see it, | see you

We are one

Wc are the.same

Forever connected bg this

indestructible force of Ich

Be my mirror and | will be yours
Mag we standmonlg in truth
5tand ’cogct}'lcr inlove

50 close to freedom

Jn thc spirit of Sagijttarius

] sPcak my truth

Hoping you will hear my words
Forinthe end my truth is your truth

]n the end see me as ] see you
As a reflection oFyourschC
See my truth for | Promise

] will never stop seeing yours.

S




The Fnd

Tick, t_ock, tick, tock , the clock
goes on and on, back and forth. Wc
carry the clock like the frantic white
rabbit, a]wags going somewhere, always
with the time in mind, rusl'uing and
strcssfng. Oh wait ’chough there is life
going on while that clock ticks and ticks

' away singing the song of the i”usion of

time. | ick, tock, tick, tock.

| ifeis singing a song too and if
we listened, we’d much Prcmcer it to tl—!é
drone of the dock. Tl’le chime of the
clockisless nerve facking when we
dance around the circle of time. T!‘IC
dock itselfis a circle and yet we treat
time as a linear line. T he motion of life
is an infinite circle that will never end.

Jt seems foolish to finish with
the end since itis én]y an illusion of
time that angtning should end. Put
tri,Ps end and love affairs end and
human bcings end, but our sPirits do
not. So there is an end forus, an end
for Chanel. Time will stop nnc clag,
but the essence of life never will. Your
sPiri’c and consciousness are eternal
and exist outside of time.

Hcrc though, cndings are not
casy and thcg never have been.
Fcrhaps itis because \I;IC are cternal
beings; cndings are new for us and not

easy to accept. Orne clag this movie of

fife will end. |n the end we will come to
know what we knew in the bcginning.
Wnat we knew before we tumbled
down this rabbit hole into material life.
Wnat we knew before we got here and

.what we'll know when we leave is that

life is eternal, time is an illusion, death is

only transFormation.

Die we will, transform we will,
our skin will fall away and we will be
eternal, e’cl-xereal_ sPirit again. Then we
will remember. Wc will know the truth as
it stands in the totalitg of the universe.
This knowlcclge is not gainccl at death;
itis rcmcmEcred at death which means
the knowlcdgc was there all along, ]t’s
here right NOW. ‘

The know]cdge sits in the
invisible landsca pe waiting to be felt
with the heart and seen with the third
cye. The secretis waiting to reveal
itself. |t waits in the nigl—lt skg, looking
down onus. | he mystery shows itself
to you cvcrgdag and you overlook it.
You overlook it in the face of the clock,
in the face o{:your own ego. One clag
you will have no cnoicc but to pay
attention.

The sun will set, as it goes
down the color will be bcauti{:ul. P_ink,
blue, and orange, then we will be back
in the nigl'xt sl(g, back in the abgss of
the universe forever back home. That

is where we were in the beginning.




Thc bcginning seems 50 ]ong
ago now, whenever it was. So much has
haPPcnccl since then. We changc 50
much ’chrodgl-l cach season, each stage,
and gct we are somehow the same. l
have l¢amccl, ] have mutatcd, seen
many faces and at the end of the dag
it's still mc,just as a]wags. |

]t is my eternal essence that
Pcrvaclcs ,mg bcing and every moment
of my fife. |t is an essence of pure spirit,
pure fove. And it exists within each of
Qs, i's untouched bg darkness or
storms of this world we find ourselves
in. | hat part of ug seems so far away
sometimes, most of the time.

Mos’c of us leave that Part of
ourselves ¢omplc’cc]3 unconscious.'Bu.t

you will find that part of 3oursclmc i)cgou'

‘walk around your Psgchic l—wousc. ]’c’s up

in the attic, it’s quict and wise and it
oversees cvcrytlﬁing in the house and

the surrounding areas. \We don’t walk

around t_l‘lC house much because we are

scared of what we'll find, too many
ghosts to face.

|'s easier to stay in the ego
disp]ag room. Put if we exP],o'rc the
house, we cxpand our mind and we find
our only salvation. Thc salvation is the
truth and itis here and now bu;cyou
must walk the stairs to that part of your
mind. You can’t get the view from the
attic window without making the triP l;P

there. No walk througl‘; the house is
without cFFort, no doors_ open withéut a
bit of a forceful Push. You have to try,
well rca”g 3ouju5t have to believe, you
have to try to believe. Pelieve in magic,
hcgou bclicye in magijc, you will see
rnagic andif yousee it then Fincling the
motivatioﬁ to walk around your mental
house will be no Problc;,m.

Magbc time here on E_arth
rca”g is running out, your time is, my
time is. |~ ach clag is one clag closerto
ourlast dag. And as hard as life can be
sometimes, when we lc_avc here, a part
of us will alwags want to come bac‘(, a
Part of us will alw’ays remember the
beautiful vibration of the sPirit of
[ arth. Our egos may die, Eartlw asa
Phgsical. world may die, but the sPirit
within each of us will survive and see it
all. We’ﬂ rcmcmbcr, remember the
endless moments we spentin this
material wonderland. Remember with
love, with respect, withpc_acc, in truth.

*Look for 4's, 4 4's and 44 4's,
on clocks, license Platcs, signs, bills,
checks, Phonc numbers, any Placc :
numbers may appear and whenever you
see any fours rcmcmbcryour heart
center, remember the green, and

f'CITlClleCI" l’IOW much l IOVC HOU.

“Thisis tl':é end, my onlg friend, the
end,” my friend Jim Morrison.




