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   Chapter One  Tree Frog Fingers
 
   I used to think when my jaw was feeling discomfort releasing emotions I had stored there that it was anger, now I wonder whether it is frustration as well?  A lot of the pent up feeling is from attempting to do things I ‘think’ are right.  I am believing all the data collected from years about the Art World and the Art Market.  I realize I have held a position that appears like a balloon person on the edge of a cliff, balloon because of holding an in breath for so long it has become a perpetual state of being.  Poised at all times to sell a painting alert and awake to the possibilities, Ho now, ma lady, this is not success.
 
   So, rather than judge myself unmercilessly, I regroup and plan my persistence in an accommodating way that suits my style, my resonation, my very own accreditation. Accolades to a change of mind, and state of affairs:   
 
    
 
   Always, there is that point at any point where it is alright to change my mind, about anything, what so ever.
 
   January 20th
 
   Art is not about selling.  It is about the making and being in the openness which opens me to life and to living.
 
   Magical appearance:  A large puffy white hawk sunning itself in a tree by the barn.
 
   I went out in the morning light with my little pugton and called out a bunch of “Ka, Ka, Ka” to scare the hawk away so he wasn’t tempted to eat my little fat dog.
 
   Writing, music and art is my morning.
 
   Yesterday:
 
   So I'm sitting here and is getting dark and there is anger releasing from my jaw, held when I don't know how to process it and it's about the ongoing mess of having to make art and be open to selling it all these years and thinking that was success. Or define success? now I'm sitting with it all thinking about Lisa Sonora Beam and how she makes and shows art and mostly it's about teaching people about being in a process of magic with their sketching and I'm all for that. So I'm sitting in council with myself and my spirit in the future self to empower about how to shift and also how to process this anger and frustration which is like a witch with a bad B virus that I put on myself and allow society to be part of my idea, my idea data, my data that I am leaving to visit whatever it is that is the biggest service and gentlest way to go about my creative business;  And the shift to letting go of any idea that I have to be something or sell something. Live mixed media it has become; writing, creating music and video so now instead of just creating a painting I am creating a story and a video and music to go with it as well as the painting and it is more intimate I think because of the writing. It is almost completely dark now the dogs are with me. I'm wondering; I feel I will put on four shows per year for two days each out of my Art Museum on Liberty Street in Newburyport with prints, collage and painted panels and some works on paper. 
 
   A Wednesday
 
   There was depression into sadness yesterday.  When sadness comes it means a letting go or an ending.  My feelings tell me the truth and the truth is that I no longer wished to be part of a particular art group that has met every other week since last fall.  So instead I watched ‘my left foot’ and ‘melancholia’ movies on Amazon prime.  Happily I might add.  Then I had some wild dreams.
 
   I was up painting a ceiling of some unknown empty place, first a lumpy white, shuck that, then a strong pink that dried much lighter.  The place was in Newburyport somewhere on Merrimac st/water st.  
 
   Then later near the end it was all about music and music making.  My friend Jen was leading an orchestra of people all standing inside of a giant shield with designs and codes on them.  I was tapping on my section of a code and making tones and people were tapping different sounds on their part of the codes and different vowels choral sounds would chime in.  It was quite lovely and alive.
 
   I am no longer writing “journal of an artist” the series has ended at Five.  Now, I am into something else called ‘the freedom journals” this is book one.  They will have titles.  I wonder what they will be about?  I am certain there will still be sounds, video, art except the focus has somewhat.  There is the same narrative main character voice, me.  There is the same artist, yet now I have moved away from the focus of selling any of my artwork.  It’s ok to still be bought and I will sell out of my art museum four times per year.  And I will continue to make art. 
 
   I go to visit a place called ‘a restorative center.’  It is in the future by about two-hundred years.  There is a long table where the entities in the room place finger tips into a plasma like gel akin to tree frog fingertips and all communication is done internally, silently.  I go here to talk about what is happening on our planet and how I can best serve through my many and diverse talents.  
 
   For this particular idea, my book writing and art making, a smaller group is made off of the larger one.  We move off to the north east in a sunny corridor into a creamy, airy, whitish, crystalline area enough for I think it appears six to eight of us seated on a pillowy surface, or slightly elevated so our lumbar is cushioned.  Actually I am here in a different kind of body without my bones, so…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two     Art and Mission
 
   They are looking with attention towards me.  I bring up the idea I had while visiting yesterday for the first time about the hallway and the pictures which were alive and I had the idea one could project through them.  I say, I woke up again believing I was something like a Mary Poppins with the sidewalk art she jumped through feet first into another scene.  They nod their heads in understanding.  I think there are six of us myself included.  There is an aqua bluishness wafting about inside our domelike meeting place.  I continue to speak internally, not opening my mouth.  
 
   “Yesterday, while here, I receiving the idea that my paintings might become more like holograms, or rather things that one could place their selves through?  In order to enter a different kind of energy field.  This is what I am currently working on.  And it was based on some healing images for my friend Marci.  I did these watercolors of the polar bear and the flower fairy a couple years ago.”
 
   I stop talking to take some breaths and think about the painting to show them what I am talking about.
 
   There are no finger tips in plasma and table here.  It seems we project all of our thoughts to the aqua like cloud in the center of our space, similar to a cloud I made out of ceramics while working with Kathy Koop at Westminster College, my father’s alma mater and where I went for a year in 1979.
 
    
 
    [image: deerpaintingfirstonetorestorativecenter.jpg] 
 
   So, while looking at the image I wait to sense, feel, intuit anything that is coming my way from the group.
 
   Thought Cloud:
 
   The white llama on upper left that was done flipped horizontally the other way now has turned and is facing in.  The inner domain.  The paintings are about inner journeys and immaculate clearing in order to do the journey consciously.  The paintings are helpers to be awake to the journey.  It is not really a going through the paintings as in Mary Poppins sidewalk art pieces. It is about entering the surface of the painting and spreading awareness out over and through it to perceive the little energy bits, energy frequency grids that help to awaken one’s own energy bits in the body and through resonation and a type of sound rumble gently begin to organize for self healing.
 
    
 
   I nod and then ask “Does it matter that the story and characters in the painting are explained?  Does it help to mentally, intellectually understand?”
 
   I seem to get a mixed response to:  it doesn’t matter, to how can I when I do not even know what the story is as I am painting it?  To any information may help.
 
   So I decide to go to the yoga mat and continue listening.
 
   Thought Cloud:
 
   The frequency is there is the surface of the painting.  Whatever associations’ one may make to the story of it is personal to the person viewing it and it will shift and change to accommodate the individual.  
 
   I am beginning to see why I had to withdraw from the bimonthly art group I had been sitting in on, this kind of stuff, about how I do, perceive and talk about my art is not that kind of feather, as in ‘birds of a feather stick together.’  It is good I am regrouping with a small coaching group to do a weekly Ulab out of MIT free online class with some women I have mutual experience and study with in the field of physics, science, art and spirituality.  
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   I had to excuse myself from out cloud group and go out the side door over to the healing caves with pools of water that alleviate symptoms of having been here on earth in a healing capacity.  Immersing into a pool I let go of the anger of being misunderstood, and the anger of placing myself in positions as if…to be understood.  There are mixed feelings coming up about writing now of the experience from this future time line.  I am sensing I will not publish these for a couple years, nor attempt to sell any paintings for that long, however I will display them at the four times of year I open my studio/museum in Newburyport.  And this sense of not exposing myself so quickly in my writings and art seems to alleviate the suffering in my jaw area.
 
   I return to the cloud room. And continue to listen in on what is happening with this current painting and how to proceed.  I have embarked in working with my own new council of beings yet to really know, or maybe remember knowing.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 3  Everything is Connected
 
   I did not go to Chameleon Gallery last week to pick up my last painting before it closed.  I did not even ask Dan per usual to go for me to fetch or deliver a painting.  It is one block to the North of us towards Towns Square.  Somewhere inside of me my Spirit spoke and said ‘wait.’  
 
   One week later, last night we had a date night at the Screening Room for a movie and Lucinda was there collecting tickets like she does every Thursday and she will tell you she has been doing it for way over ten years.  I think I remember her saying it is her way of being part of the community.  She ran a gallery on Liberty Street for twelve years?  I went in today, she told me last night to come, they would be open 10-2 for three days as a yard sale.  I rode my bike and bought four boxes of special Band-Aids each for a dollar, for stockings next Christmas for Codi, Clay, Marianne and Daniel.  One has a Victorian woman on them, one magic monkeys, one has Bigfoot – for Codi, and an assemblage of Jesuses for Daniel.  I thought he would appreciate them somehow.
 
   Before I left my studio museum on my bike something caught my eye as passed.  My Self said “go back and look.”  Which I did and it was to linger on my card I made and the rack, set up especially for last season’s Art walk.  While looking about in Chameleon minutes later my eye fell on two Lucite card holders, one for 3 dollars and one for 5.  At first I took up the 3 dollar one, later to take the 5 dollar one also.  I was committing to running a good Art Walk Season this year and having cards up on a table in these holders was the right thing to do.
 
   I also picked up a collaged metal bucket for one dollar and was given a free large wooden bowl that has a crack in the bottom very slight; Lucinda and Christapha said I might collage it with my images like I do my paintings.  I well know that the same effort gone into a bowl with my images will bring me $650 in a 2 x 2 ft painting, whereas for a bowl how much could I ask?  You can see I have been down this road more than once.  We talked about the big pop up three day show for next December and maybe in the Wenham Art Museum.  I am up for that.  So add one more show to my four art walk shows for 2015.  My porcupine whiskers are no longer interested in galleries in Florida, nor portlandia, North Andover or Amesbury.  Maybe Amesbury if the Blue Wave Gallery is going strong in the Summer.  I will visit there hopefully.  
 
    
 
   The plasma fingers of the tree frog were there for a dollar as a nightlight.  It is already plugged in behind the Keurig coffee maker. That was my magic symbol for the day to tell me I am on the right track writing this book telling about the table in the future where I put my hands and the fingertips become like a tree frog’s suction cups and that is how we communicate.  Tomorrow I am meeting with some other beloved journeyer’s and I will bring up my idea of how I am going to this place and using it as a restorative experience while also writing about it.  It can be viewed simply as my experience and my imagination and my truth and we all know everyone is gifted individually with all of this.  
 
   I brought the painting I did two winters ago in my Newburyport Studio when I still thought as though I may move there.  I was working in acrylics.  I had stretched the canvas flat and stapled it to the large blue wall we had taken out of the front room.  It spoke to me of the past and the future.  It came as a large fairy looking at a landscape she was either leaving or entering, I could not decipher which.  
 
   It looks very familiar to this new landscape I have been going to only since this past December of 2013.  Could it be that my Spirit and authentic Self that I contact through making art told me about this place two years ahead of time?  It would not be the first time.
 
    [image: futurelandscape.jpg] 
 
    
 
     I am back sitting in the bubble on the ground with the invisible identities around.  We still have a thought cloud above us suspended inside the dome bubble.  There are little whitish squiggle lines like soft lightning escaping from pink puffs of potential waiting on the right timing of things.  
 
   I saw the movie “the Theory of everything’ two nights ago with Dan.  We talked the next morning about what made the main character such a famous man.  Yes he formulated ideas and supported them with equations yet at first he summoned that we were born from a black and hole and then he turned around and said no that wasn’t it!  Which is fine and great and all, we can change our mind in an instant and owe no one an explanation, yet what made this made in a wheel chair great?  We are all great.  We are all one of a kind.  
 
   I have my own theories about what a black hole is from a lot of study.  I am not going to postulate here and now about it.  I would rather not give one iota of quantum to the idea of it anyway; they are devised to suck energy into dying systems.  There I said it.  This book is about what I think and feel and imagine and experience.  I no longer call my series “journal of an artist” instead I am giving the books titles with actual chapters.  
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 4  Connecting
 
   I was busy already taking some photographs with my phone even before coffee.  I sent a picture of the stuffed painted rabbit back from Chameleon Gallery still in the wooden bowl set on a chair by the door.  Off the photo went to my Instagram.  Then a sudden pang in my right jaw, “What is that all about I wonder?”  It is what I call the pang of loneliness, caused by over sharing without real human contact back and a sense of isolation.  One of the drawbacks of Social Media, when something is sent out into the ethers, over time there must be a return.  When this is out of balance, there is a pain mixed full of anger of over sharing, frustration in working too hard at it, and sadness of no real relationship occurring.    Plus I am busy releasing old anger and frustration from my past; all the times of having to go to church and the uncleared stuff left over from the dissolvement of my marriage.  I had dreams of these, one was in a frozen atmosphere driving a van to the church and giving away everything inside the van including a large stuffed Mickey Mouse.
 
    
 
   A minute later there was a note on my instagram photo from my dear Marianne.  There, that is what was called for, someone somewhere dear out there responding.  There is still a residual pain in the jaw so I am going back to the yoga mat to explore some more.  
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   Things are not done with the intention of getting a response of any kind.  They get done as a hope of connecting somehow.  That in the period from start to finish to sharing of something be it a picture, a photo, a story, a one liner in a tweet, the wish is that this energy does not go into an abyss falling over the cliff not to be seen or heard from ever again.   So who or what catches it as in a dream catcher and throws back an acknowledgement?  It may be the invisible yet tangible sense I sometimes call Nature.  As in the Sacred Hoop that I have now made into a full out sphere rather than a circle, and when I allow my thought energy, feeling energy to move out and away from me, this connection to the All that is, the Spirit of all things which is conscious and responds sends back a call, a sense, another tangible ‘hello there.’  
 
   The saying “you get back what you put out’ is a prime example of this.  Literally when I send out love into the Sacred Hoop Sphere, guess what comes back when I sit quietly enough and receptive?    
 
    
 
   http://instagram.com/etobineckian/
 
    
 
   Chapter 5   Is there music in here?
 
    
 
   There is something called the love octave that I invented yesterday.  It’s when two people come together and they are like the same note only one octave apart and all the notes in between get triggered in a good way when they hug and the sound goes out in a blessing way.
 
    
 
   Here is a song I am working on for one of my looper pieces for video:  Mostly the vowel A sound with some description of a landscape. Like a painting:
 
   Put on your pretty coat flower fairy
 
   May you wash away your cares
 
   And your scares of cancer ruining your day
 
   There’s a knight in the air who wishes to clear it all away
 
   There are jewels for you to be
 
   And immaculate robes and feathers
 
   And then you are free
 
   My fairy brethren.  
 
   My fairy brethren My fairy brethren My fairy brethren be
 
   My fairy brethren My fairy brethren My fairy brethren be
 
   My fairy brethren My fairy brethren My fairy brethren be
 
   (for Marci b. )
 
   Making the new songs is like sewing a dress together: the yolk is the fiddle tune that I'm going to be borrowing parts of the Moon Queen chick and the guitar is the breast area with buttons a classical old tune, the Claves are the strength and the string that go down to make the long part of the skirt, the sound of my voice is what puts it all together and colors it and makes it ready.
 
   Frida, my friend the Icelandic Sheep dog is turning five this week.  Her new occupation is that of a fortune teller. 
 
    Went to the outdoor shower in the land of the future where the water sprayed like refreshing dots of aqua blue powdery flower fragrances and washing away the residue from my previous 89 lifetimes.
 
    
     I found out this morning that when I cook eggs at a higher heat they do not stick to the pan. As much.
 
     
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six  
 
   I woke up feeling so embarrassed about not being perfect
 
    
 
   There seems to be much shifter forwards and backwards, images pop out of the landscape as if to hang in front of it from the ceiling.  The initial landscapes painting themselves over and over again; three timelines all layered over another, a lifetime from Greece, one blended from a couple years ago in a different domain to be placed into my future three hundred years and then the current landscape of the pine trees across from the river I drive by when the roads are not snow covered.  How I love that drive and scenery.  My eye catches some blocks of color from the five foot wall mural of the map of New Korindor, a place I made up yet did not at the same time, with the island of the winged Lions, Vision Island within sight of that.  Vision Island because it is here when I project myself and sit my mission sphere opens up and my wings touch tips over head and then down below, moving through the surface of the land as if it is mist, and when they touch I know in my heart I am here to love as much as possible.  
 
   I dream of Swan Pond again, that first house of mine when I was in my twenties into my thirties, where I home birthed both of my sons.  This time, finally again there is no Len.  There are women in my bedroom.  An older woman and her daughter instructing me on how to become pregnant again are in the room and I am preparing for a new kind of birth.  I move into my first upstairs studio to look for my younger son.  There is a beautiful lamp left on, not mine, my cousin who lives in New York City.  At the end of the room are some carved into thick pieces of paper, leaving a grey-brown incised mark of a town.  Jonathon did them.  He had taken over my old studio with precise marks, diligent. He had the marks of a gay man, everything in its place, not dirt.  I feel envy.  The room had upgraded itself to a New York City standard.  I feel less than.  The next room, another studio where I made my bed when I left the family bed seven years after.  The room had gotten extravagant, large and professional.  A tall man spinning cds and with a professional recording studio was set up in the corner.  There was a huge twenty four or thirty six pane window facing the lake with black dividers.  When I glanced up we were in a silo.  There was a grain silo unending upward for the roof.  I did not feel ready for any of this.
 
   I am sitting by my window looking out at the pristine snow.  I am feeling stringent solitary winter blue and white in the woods.  Yesterday I made the prototype for working on canvas in a new way.  One in which I have been playing at the edges of since living on Swan Pond over thirty years ago.  A type of quilt, then hand painted only this time I actually glued some prints onto it and am preparing to make a rather large one at least two by four feet.  I will clear the thousand piece puzzle in process to Dan and my bed, he will not be here for four more days, after the blizzard has come and gone.  Two feet or more are forecast for tonight beginning as I am ending my last piano student for the evening in Newburyport and then must drive back to the farm and be alone with the storm.  
 
   This way of working puts me in the class of sculptor and out of painter.  I will still work on my panels and boards as collage painter to be certain as long as I am alive.  It is canvas with fluff inside.  Like quilting batting it allows for me to create some kind of landscape and ridges with the sewing machine akin to creating texture with gesso and pastes.  
 
   I hesitated for a long while getting out of bed this morning.  I forgot I was a writer since I did not write Sunday, yesterday morning.  Also it was only 7 degrees Fahrenheit and my bed was very warm with built in heater of ZurE my pug boston terrier, my pugton.  Crink came once and kissed my nose and brought me out of the fall back to sleep again after first light.  Then Frida took a couple turns at nosing me.  I laid there for quite some time re visiting the dream and having feelings of remorse come up.  The feelings of failure to be better, to make more disciplined art, the horror of not being perfect and of having to make mistakes so often in order to learn, to become better is such a humbling affair this humanness.  Maybe it is the oncoming storm that is shaking things up inside of me, or the continuing HLC studies working now with Self-parenting and looking at how my parents and now myself have not always provided a safe, sane and secure living environment.  Yet I know that feelings are to be felt and that is where the freedom occurs, so even though it felt indulging, I remained horizontal and felt my anger, sadness, fear, sorrow, frustration, disappointment, worry, embarrassment, envy, hurt, scared ness and shame.  Mostly around making art.    
 
   I had the urge inside that made me go bump into things because I was changing course and trying out the thing I have been circling round for thirty years; the self contained canvas with fluff inside that can be tacked to any wall that contains measurements of all my different ethnicities especially the one that likes to work with fabric and colored things.  Where I can stitch, embroider, scrunch, color, glue, print, paint and whatever else is called for.  I am living the mixed media dream here.   
 
    
 
   **********Photo of prototype here. The one hanging on bathroom door.
 
    
 
   Also on Sunday.  Yesterday, I had the distinct revelation of animations being made from my paintings.  The image of the cat moves forward or is taken out entirely from a landscape while I work digitally in CorelPainter12.  These are types of still shots that I will use in WMM, windows movie maker with a soundtrack I can compose, and I can feel the stories emerging.  The main characters were coming out, being stuffed and glued onto canvas and hung in front of their original paintings from the ceiling in my mind.  Everything was going animation in me yesterday, which is one of the reasons I feel so shook up inside still.  The cat on the ‘clearing the matrix’ painting, the large fairy on the “Median earth 2317 ad”  was “leaving Aquaferion” and the pine trees on the hill from the other side of Merrimac river, all were hanging about in my studio living room on a Sunday.
 
   I have been writing now for over an hour.  It seems I am still a writer and I am relieved.  I may not do it perfectly, nor correctly, nor deeply enough, yet I am doing it.  I allow myself to feel my embarrassment about not doing this perfectly, and you know what?  That is awesome.  I feel freer and better not having to be perfect, feeling embarrassed and then moving on to the sculpture part of my morning, after maybe some yoga.  
 
   The word ‘if’ and ‘can not’ are no longer in my vocabulary.  Also ‘what if’ is not.  So, I wonder whether in my dream last night, the big, big, awesome window in my new front, new light and view and vision, and the barn silo, open head, top of head going up high for clarity and inspiration?!
 
   Can I call the new canvas sculpture “pillow art?”   
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   Chapter Seven                  
 
     InHer hair were snow  Crystals
 
    
 
   She leaned down to take the granular snow in her left hand, sensing, smelling and tracking where they had been.  The wildness of the ocean still in the spaces between the spaces of the molecules, then atoms it spoke of long distances.  The snow feel steadily in a constant veil and silenced the land, although the white noise she hears in her head at night could be heard also in this vast field of soft blanche.  “is there really a difference in every single snow flake?” She found this not possible.  There are so many right here now and they seem fairly simple and small.  Frida turned five yesterday.  She heard him say ‘I wonder what the roads are like?’ He had come inland from the coast to escape the high winds and wait out the storm on the farm.  And to finish the thousand piece Egon Scheile’s “The Artist’s Wife’ puzzle.   They would glue it on both sides and hang it in the barn after writing three names and the date on it.
 
   She is off the yoga mat, having gone into being the polar bear with the panels, the magic balancing act hanging down through the floor, adjusting her life to colorful weights of gels and peace.  The new small collage paintings would get on nine by nine inch canvas pillows with landscape small and beings and other glued paper prints for a hundred dollars.  And she would approach the ‘Tiny Art’ show again in Portsmouth at Nahcotta this summer to see whether they could come. Though on second thought, that might be too small.  I think I have to work bigger?  Sorry.  I am not certain I know what I am doing right now.
 
    [image: polarbear.jpg] 
 
   It seems better to be doing at least twelve by twenty four inches, maybe even larger.  I dreamt about my three printers last night.  The thrill of using them!  
 
   I cancelled the bonfire.  There is no flow to it.  And then there is the snow of 20 inches and more on Friday.  I am relieved.
 
   I woke up staring at an ice monster with teeth.  It was in the painting called the ‘Integral Bridge’ all along.  It was the one that had been hanging at the end of my studio during Christmas unbeknownst to me it had some very unhealed places showing up for me there.  
 
    [image: teeth.jpg] 
 
   Teethy bitie monster
 
    [image: integralbridgeprint.jpg] 
 
   Original as a print
 
   So, basically anything my inner demons could do to keep my energy frozen and locked down occurring right before my eyes yet still a blind spot for that is what blind spots are was still occurring in my journey to be free and healed.  Dan said as he was leaving this morning ‘and you are cleared.’
 
   I always felt there was something unhealed within this painting and had yet to put my finger on it.  Only after the last couple of weeks of doing self-parenting work of standing up for my younger self to being safe, secure and sane was I able to see where I still bite myself out of the frozen up ego stances from childhood when I had no tools to stand up for myself, instead, closed down around the feelings and thus left a part of me unmoving and energy stilled.  This was a plea for safety that became invisibility even to myself.  The bonfire, the twenty people invited, the wishing it was over already, the intrusion, the numbing, the blinding, the unfeeling.  This is why it is now my motto to feel.  I have to feel to release, to know what I am doing, to know how to live.  
 
   While doing a special dog posture in yoga a crack occurred in my chest, an adjustment that has not ever occurred to my knowledge before.  I feel changed forever.  And I now release myself from composing and making movies.  I am focusing on my new soft sculpture collage paintings today.
 
    
 
   I will myself to have a good day.
 
    
 
   And I will myself to pour my energies into my two new pieces, Effi type of frequency from inner domains.  
 
   (E’asha documented this form of manifest creation in her last year’s work).
 
    
 
    
 
    [image: iwill.jpg]The picture is sideways, I am making them bigger to take up a whole screen.
 
   More reporting from my life:  when something is not seeming to work out with a painting, ie. Nothing NOTHING would copy and paste into large doc getting ready to print.  SO TO THE YOGA MAT>


 
   
  
 




 
   Inner voice imagery:  ‘take a piece of the painting already on top and copy and paste it to the bottom to go into the new painting from yesterday even more, to delve and delicately relinquish the energy of the imagery.’
 
   Thank you.
 
   Then also to report after yesterday finally letting go of fiddling:  I mean, I stopped imagining my composing for movies using fiddle and other instruments, so I wake up and my elbow is really noticeably hurting and I accept it, and then ‘ting’ a tendon moves in there and the pain GONE.
 
   And I had just said maybe yesterday to someone that I wonder when I stop trying to make myself keep playing fiddle even after painting the bowless fiddler a year and half ago would my elbow be alright?
 
   So, now, I have had much challenge walking, being told and can see a new ankle would be good.  And I wonder, even though some anger and frustration is beginning to creep into my jawline and chin, when I embody all that I can in terms of peace, frequency, immaculateness and so forth, will my ankle stop hurting?  Healed I mean, really completely healed.  When I stop creating messes to be involved with that take away my quantum or just wrong choices in general for who I need to be hanging out with and doing whatever I am doing…when I can fully sense these things, maybe then?  Or amI being completely ridiculous right now? Don’t answer that.  
 
   I know we create situations in order to do more deeply healing within our core self.  Yes.  You would not be reading this so far into my writing unless you too had an inkling about this.  Fess up.  You are here to help also. By transforming yourself and being a beacon of energy here on the planet.
 
   Put new phone photo.
 
    
 
   By giving up making movies, composing, even video making of art process I am freeing up time to yoga out and create paintings to embody frequencies for use here, planet earth, median earth, aurora earth….
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   Chapter 7  call and response -the sacred hoop sphere movement with the paintings and feeling the butt on the floor rather than watching the breath.
 
    
 
   Watching the breath go in and out as in Vapassana type meditation actually seems to not relax my breathing.  IT makes it very self conscious and it is painful to watch.  I did this for two days once in my Twenties and I slipped a note to Ram Dass who was also the retreat in Western Mass and he wrote me back.  Basically it was a plea for help and he wrote back:  Just be yourself.
 
   This morning, I realized for the very first time that watching my tail bone, rather sensing where the bones of my bottom met the floor was much more relaxing and a way to focus in my body while the chatter of the ego/goat brain mind talking about the corn chips I stepped on after ZurE spit them out last night sitting 4 feet behind must be picked up in order for the world to be alright again.  This obsessive compulsive mind chatter is the seed of a truly OCD  state of mind.  Let the monkey goat brain run with a thought, give it enough power and it begins to have something to say about everything “Are you certain you washed your hands?  DID you do it correctly?  Or enough?”  
 
   The true Self/Spirit connection is more like an ether that moves with the breath and always present.  It does not have an ego so it does not attempt to overrule the egobraingoat thing that is talking over it a lot of the time.
 
   What I am doing here is very similar to what bloggers are doing, only I am making e books instead.  Putting everything in order from start to finish rather than finish to start as in blogging.  I like creating a package or pretty box to contain my thought s and pictures and then say “here, it is ready to read. “  I may have gotten resparked  about this idea a year ago from a book I read about gardening in my old part of Pennsylvania.  IT was an eBook for one dollar one day and it was taken directly from their blog.  Yes, I know that key words will direct people to a blog thoughsearch engines.  However, now that people have so many e readers available to read ebooks rather than only a computer to read blogs there is a big market now. 
 
    
 
   So, at the end of my yoga sitting and meditating on where my bones met the floor and watching the snow fall I remembered to do the sacred hoop breathing out spherically in all directions again.  Between thinking about how to cook the fish chowder and whether or not to buy fennel again the next time I went shopping.  When I noticed the painting I did last week of the deer.  I happened to move some energy through it while going out in a sphere because it is standing against the micro green growing light table and in view.  I waited.  IT seemed to send back information in the form of energy.  Then I did it with all the paintings within breathing out view.  They gave me sense information in packets when I allowed receiving.  Then I wondered whether this is one of the ways to actually view paintings that no one I have noticed is talking about.
 
   I am going to continue this experiment and report back here about it.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    [image: deerpanel2.jpg] 
 
    
 
    
 
   And for now I am making more art on the canvas quilty thing:
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   When I bought the overpriced dried out because no on buys them from Dick Blick French pencils Trojiten, I found out why this morning using the Lightning yellow which is like lemon curd in pencil neon form.  To now one of my favorite pencils along with the Derwint  pink madder lake #17.  And now just looking at the French pencil it says on the sticker, made in Vietnam.  
 
    
 
   I painted all day and with all of myself onto the watercolor paper and also on the new puffy quilty canvas.  And like times I remember from before after doing hours marathon on large paper on the wall, just paint paint paint – it triggers something in my brain.  My dreams become more vivid and more detailed.  The whole canvas of the dream becomes different.  Almost psychedelic.
 
   So, a lot.  Has happened.  Starting with over a week of working with different materials, I dreamt last night of a piece of wood I use under paintings on the easel.  I went upstairs to keep working on my quilt with the woman, a redo from the past. And there it was; the cat painting I started over four years ago staring at me.  The message I received yesterday was – do not mourn the amazing pastel woman holding her own light that a certain person who I am no longer connected with bought for $350.00 fifteen years ago, rather do more of them.  What a novel idea!!!   And this cat on the board was a center piece for the idea.  While in Yoga, and in yoga now, the state of being, that of almost death, letting go of the world, in the world but not IN the world…or OF the world – connected to Spirit/Original Source.  The woman who is holding her light, the cats I have done sitting holding their space will now take center stage to the new series of paintings:  I am eternal and have experienced lots (collage of images around the center portrait).  I am back to 3 quarter inch Baltic birch, with a coat of Kilz so I can watercolor onto it, size 24 by 30 inches.  Quarter inch will warp over time, I just pulled a 12 year old painting out of my old shower and it did warp a little. 
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   the being coming in for a landing to be center stage. Almost
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER Eight   The Bonfire that Never Happened
 
   Or did it?  Did the bonfire that I planned a month ago happen in a split off parallel?  Maybe.  What matters though is that planning it set up and off a series of actions that needed to occur.  One:  the pillows in the way down got washed and had been sitting there for a year.  They were washed in case someone stayed overnight on the air mattress.  Except firstly, I thought they would stay in my upstairs studio bed, so I organized and sewed my polar fleece blanket with a tiger on it from 1976 which yesterday folded up made my shoulder stand pose in yoga go so well I felt better than I have in my entire life coming out of it and sitting like a yogi in the eternal stillness of this winter.
 
   Other things also occurred, various cleaning and organizing and feeling into situations that I didn’t realize I felt, like who I really feel comfortable with right now and who I wish to hang out with or not.  And I then was sewing for a week to get through the transition into my new series of material, and it was crucial to be comfortable in my newly organized upstairs studio, moving about, sewing, sorting through things, getting rid of few things and cleaning under my bed, the basement of my life, dreaming about basements of my childhood, of dancing in a magical way in a circle with dan.  Clearing making new at the foundations level. 
 
   MY point now is plans are made to be broken sometimes.  I think that may be a saying?  Except I remember also sayings that go like:  finish what you start, honor your commitments…I think there are some other ones too.  My life has seemed to be an unending of startings that lead somewhere and do not have to be followed through to the tortuous ends.  
 
   I am finding in life...often times we start in one direction only to then use that as a jumping off place to an entirely different thing.  So we have to begin somewhere, and that is the point.  It helps us to re organize yet not tie us to 'boring' tedious, though mostly UNnecessary follow through because the point was, to get us to a new way of seeing or doing.
 
   So now, I will begin my series of portraits portraying Spirit, ether, quiet connection, wisdom, wisdom speaking, wisdom communicating through the quiet, when the mind chatter does not engage, or if it does, feel your bones on your seat on the chair or the floor, or your feet on the ground, and know you have all the answers to all of  your questions when it is appropriate to know, or the order in which you have to hear it in order for it to work out the best way possible.  And to add to this you or me can lean into or feel into or go and come back from the Future or send a life line forward to the future to keep one, you, or me connected in the best way possible to the best outcome of our living our lives.
 
   And around the portrait I will pick what may seem random to me at the time to surround the being with things like landscapes, food, other beings, water…water towers or lakes to keep one company through the journey of sitting so still in portraiture.  
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   Woman sketch for next portrait:
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   Deer head I may use in a new portrait.
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   This is a woman’s robe, there is a small woman at the top center of it.
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   Like the black German Sheppard puppy I thought I was going to keep that ran away during an ice storm on the route 60 connector to Mercer, when the door opened she ran and ran.  And ran to a good home I imagine where she could be a farm dog and not a city dog in Jamaica Plains, Boston which was exactly where I was heading, only there was a three month detour back to my family’s house while I shifted myself from a runner to a walker.  
 
   So a couple days ago when I was directly sacred hoop spherical energy towards a painting, it was the ones where there was a portrait.  And it was the serene energy of the painted portrait that was reflecting back to me that experience.
 
   Now there is a robin with a puffed out red breast sitting in the yellow maple tree and we did a few back and forth hello energies; A short, small yet real and powerful experience in this Sunday morning, of Superbowl Sunday.
 
    
 
   The bird I painted last week on watercolor paper called ‘Birds of a feather’ is now also called ‘Coming out of the Woods.’
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   And looking through some of the last six panels it seems there was a central figure coming forward from the distance:  deer in robes, boston terrier/cat, boston terrier cat again smaller, ….that’s 3, Oh, Deer,  so two more – another robed deer, different and the white cat.
 
   While cleaning in the upstairs studio I found five old violin bows, some un useable. 
 
   I gathered them up and put them behind the door because before I knew of a fixer man in Georgetown who did trade ins in exchange for new bows.  I know Dan has a couple more bows lying around also.
 
   It is groundhog day and it has snowed at least another seven inches.  We had a great super bowl last night and ate shrimp and spanakopita that Len made from scratch.  Codi made chicken wings; I made blue cheese dressing from scratch:
 
   Blue cheese
 
   Mayo
 
   Sour cream
 
   My dogs like sour cream, so when I am out of wet food I mix a little sour cream in and they eat it.  Something about the white purity and consistency of sour cream always reminds me of purity and winter and snow.
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   Chapter Nine   I am a Vehicle of Love
 
    
 
   The flow and constancy of love is a real thing possible to embody and embrace.
 
   I am a vehicle for love.  I travel to a new place, an area of tall white mountains, northwest of the restorative center.  The inside of the valley is lit from what looks like salt lamps.  I had just left a new restorative plasma device that I sit on at ground level and it fills my spine like going to a filling station for my car.  It strengthens and helps me remember the love I have for my sons and Dan and how to be a vehicle for love today, teaching love through piano lessons and on how to make an olive oil and butter sauce with pasta with Dan who has yet to learn how to do this.
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   As I continue to heal and adopt my inner child, I am more capable of forgiveness in order to move on.  I have more compassion for mine and other’s mistakes, because I am owning my imperfection and allow the feelings of embarrassment to heal when this occurs.
 
   I hold those accountable however that harmed me through verbal abuse.  I can love and be love and yet there is an arm strength going out into my three foot boundary that says, No.  
 
   I am my own self.  I am strong.  I feel.  I hear. I sense.  I know.
 
   Lorde’s song for the Hunger Games:
 
   https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RuY4MSh1V-I
 
    
 
   As I listened to the show on TV on cable with the man,    and he said for me what I was thinking while watching the super bowl – maybe this is not a good thing I am contributing to by watching, because there are so many head injuries that come about later in life, the players kill themselves or stay in bed, have memory loss.  It is a dangerous game.  And we, like the Hunger Games watch, like the Roman’s in the Coliseum, watch.  We are entertained by violence.  Is it because we have been conditioned to hiding our own inner violence to ourselves?  Is it the norm to project that which we cannot deal with within ourselves?  
 
   Today I have been studying about herbs, nettle seeds!  I will save some this season.  I am ordering a seaweed and salt with nettle seeds from Jean’s Greens as a winter treat along withAdapt Chocolate Herbal Elixir . . . Adapt has been formulated to induce harmony and balance admidst life's everyday stress. Features Reishi mushrool which is an adaptogenic botanical that strengthens and supports the body's immune system. Contains Unfiltered Pacific northwest honey, Fair trade Cacao powder*, Reishi mushroom*, Chaga mushroom, Eleuthero root*, Schisandra berry*, Organic Grain alcohol* and Water. *Certified Organic.
 
   http://www.jeansgreens.com/shopping/elixirs_tonics.htm
 
    
 
   Nettle seeds:
 
    
 
   http://whisperingearth.co.uk/2010/08/23/harvesting-nettle-seeds/
 
    
 
    [image: portrait.jpg] 
 
    
 
   Adding to the chicken stock I made yesterday from the Saturday Chickens I baked for Dan and Dan.  Working on my new painting and getting ready to drive to Newburyport to teach, snow has kept me away for two weeks.
 
   I was making bright colored garlands for a house I did not know.  Earlier was looking at myself in a mirror and saw a reptile in my solar plexus area looking back.  Dan told me to deal with it immediately,(only he wouldn’t say it like that)  so I woke myself up enough to start doing clearing processes, the first being to say “get out!” I began bringing in the pole sun* I know into me, and gathering all the dark edges, friendly looking lizard included, it was a he and looked like a monitor lizard.  I called on the undiluted, undistorted, immaculate purple to dissolve and encase, and then brought down a huge white lotus* from in front of my third eye to encase it all and took all of us up up up up up up up to the  land of effi* entering the inner domain* to dispose of and let go free to be something else entirely (E’asha transcriptions of starred words).
 
   I feel much better, Lighter, I didn’t realize I was harboring an attachment.  It comes as no surprise; there have been many, countless even.  I know that when I practice a level of clearing in a displined way, such as not criticizing myself or others in a deeper practice that things come loose.  I have finally been able to locate the action and response in the tightening of my right side, inside where my liver, gall bladder, kidney and bladder all keep.  It is about ‘enough is enough.’  It is about the timing and the way things come out of my mouth in speaking and expressing.  There is meant to be a gentle ease about it.  When I get panicked in the slightest way a wash of stuff likes to come out all at once and fall over like toy blocks being poured onto the floor.  Even now, with the out flow of words onto page I am backing off so slightly to rest internally.
 
   In yoga, since yesterday I only sat because my sciatica was stirred up by two days of shoveling, and not the super careful kind.  The one where I am on the top step bending down, shovelful and push out forward.  I knew it when I did it.  This is not yoga in action.  IT is watching and not adjusting to best position.
 
   This morning I deeply allowed my belly to relax, as if I were pregnant and Foxfire was giving me a massage remembering a fond memory of pregnancy and the allowance and care of relaxed belly, love belly, wonderful belly.  I am adopting this posture again for myself.  I massaged, breathed and let gravity gently pull me down.
 
   Were I dead and above my body looking down I think one of the things I would tell myself is “we could have enjoyed the force of gravity more and let everything kind of drop.”  
 
   Baltic birch smells so good. I am glad to be painting portraits on three quarter inch Baltic birch plywood.
 
   
  
 

Yesterday I studied Herbology and today I study classical piano. I had my three way radio on this morning and Beethoven was playing a concerto.  So, I went and listened to one through five:  Cmajor, Bflat minor, Cminor, GFlat minor and Eflatminor.  Then I came across a video of a woman,Mitsuko Uchida describing Beethoven as someone who had come into his spirituality at twenty and said his work is like someone in Hell reaching toward’s Heaven.
 
    
 
    
 
   https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9a7XiHRjTGI&index=2&list=FLq8yHJAPOVKMatyThFWlkHQ
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten    Flourless Chocolate Cake
 
    
 
   Ingredients:
 
   FLOURLESS CHOCOLATE CAKE
 
    
    	                               1/2 cup water
 
    	                               1/2 teaspoon salt
 
    	                               3/4 cup sugar
 
    	                               1 pound bittersweet chocolate (roughly chopped)
 
    	                               1 cup butter (cut into small cubes)
 
    	                               6 large eggs
 
    	                               whipped cream to serve
 
   
 
   FOR THE BOURBON CHERRIES
 
    
    	                               2 ounces bourbon  ( I am getting grand marnier or triple sec for this)
 
    	                               2 ounces water
 
    	                               1 cinnamon stick
 
    	                               2 tablespoons sugar
 
    	                               2 pieces of orange peel (about 3", peeled with a vegetable peeler)
 
    	                               2 cups fresh or frozen cherries (pitted)
 
   
 
    
 
   Details on:
 
   http://abc.go.com/shows/the-chew/recipes/flourless-chocolate-cake-michael-symon
 
    
 
    
 
   Also with this I am making fish stew with fennel and having French bread –gluten free in the freezer section with some kind of nice cheese.  Its Valentine’s Day next weekend.
 
   I am working on portraits now, to develop the Spirit connection portrayal, hands open to fill the vessel of light and also in prayer position building the light in the water of the body.  At some point in the future there will be a new kind of substrate to paint on that is easier to travel through.  At some point I will separate my TrhU-‘ah* body and slide into the future through my paintings.  For now, I am working on building the plasma layers and effects on the boards that are painted through glues and varnishes I have used and developed over the last twenty years.  
 
   I usually like to jump to the future in my time lines and disregard what I am doing in the now for some unknown reason.  Maybe because I sense things are going to feel better in that future; less stress on the body, more connection to my original divine blueprint*.  
 
   I do feel how important it is to connect with my larger Self and my Spirit voice which is more ethereal although not to be disregarded at all.  IT is the voice of my sanity, my truth, my day, my self -parenting, my magic, my grace.  And this is what my focus is in painting for now-  Portraits depicting this.  
 
   *************************Photo of finished woman portrait
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 11   The Sacred Spherical Hoop
 
    
 
   I sit in front of the pellet stove breathing.  I am on a old wooden chest with wheels on the bottom.  We bought it at the now almost famous Vintage Fair on Ring’s Island.  Dan’s son had refinished it.  It was the first piece we bought together specifically for the farm.  We also have carted over the flowered chair, the vintage blue faux leather foot stool, the chaise lounge once a Valentine’s day present now covered in plastic in the barn, the black faux leather armchair, it’s twin relegated to the side of the street as ‘free,’ also covered in plastic in the barn, the night table, the two couch end tables, my second sewing machine found along the river and repaired for $126 dollars at the man on route 1 between Newburyport and Salisbury, two lamps, both my congas, and the big cast iron cooking pot.  
 
   Now again remembering what happened as I was sitting there a few minutes ago:  as I breathed out into the sphere, it carried with it love and acknowledgement to all things in passing, in the outward flow. And then wait.  And feel the back flow of love from nature, from the virtues* that make up the elements.  And then I have a new idea, to send peace out and see whether it comes back.  You get what you give, it is instant karma, in play, here comes the peace back.
 
   There is peace in finishing things.  What about this day said ‘things will be finished, y our back will go into adjustment, the painting done, the book done, the week done, it is still outside.  It is still inside.’
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