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Here's what peaple are saying about
An Awakening From The Trances of Everyday Life:
A Journey to Empowerment

Anyone who reads the first chapter of An Awakening From The Trances of
Everyday Life, will be compelled to read the rest.
C. Norman Shealy, M.D., Ph.D.

Founding President,
American Holistic Medical Association

An Awakening From The Trances of Everyday Life is a well-written, easy-to-
read, fascinating story full of peatls of pute truth that can set you free to
have a most happy and successful life. Highly recommended!

Vernon Sylvest M.D., author
The Formula

An Awakening is full of sparkling insights and enlightening glimpses into
our deep potential. It is overflowing with life truths..a manual of
wisdom from nature's book of life.

Emory John Michael, author
Osieen of the Sun and The Adchemy of Sacred Living

What a heartfelt empoweting modetn day parable for adults young and
old. It is packed with invaluable teachings for finding balance and
harmony in your life. It touched my spirit beyond words,

Marilou V. Tnocalla, M.D.
Child and Adolescent Psychiatrist

This book is a delight for all ages. The style is casy to follow, the story
enjoyable, and the wisdom priceless. I wish I had read it when I was
younget.

David Felder, Ph.DD., author
How #o Work for World Peace

A delightful book of practical spiritual wisdom for young and old alike.

Allan Combs, Ph.D., author
Synchronicty and The Radiance of Being




Delightfull New analogies with insightful presentation of ancient and
basic spiritual knowledge in an amusing, realistic story. The five
principles presented and demonstrated through events at Stillpoint one
summer will be noted just as the nine insights from The Celestine Prophegy
gained a mass following. This book is not above anyone's head that can
read and it can re-open the window into many soulss

Robert C. H. Parker
New Awareness™ Bogknas

This story reaches out to touch our hearts, while stimulating our minds
to do the wotk that allows us to "become conscions of the connection
between our individual existence and the sacred fabric” of life. Within
the context of a young man's coming to spidtual consciousness readers
are gently presented with an understanding of how to connect with our
true self, maintain flexible boundaries, choose o0 create without
attachment, and awaken iato the awareness of the present moment. In
An Awakening, Ed Rubenstein has given us a gently enlightening and
reassuring tale of recovery and the discovery of one's true self.

Heidi Rain, writer/book reviewer
Spirit of Change Magazine

An Awakening From The Trances of Everyday Life is timely, reflecting the
tumultuous and rapid changes we are experiencing today,  Dr.
Rubenstein does a superb job penning a rich fabric of wisdom and
clarity for all ages to follow. The story is a wonderfully written
guidepost for plotting our own inner strength, balance and connection
to Spirit.

Mikzela Rierson, editor

The Awareness Jonrnal

Throughout Ax Awakening From The Trances of Everyday Life, Bd
Rubenstein has woven together the most essential and basic elements of
the process and journey of self-awareness. The basic tenets explored
are well-grounded in the universal principles of life itself: honoring the
carth, respecting divessity, faith in a Higher Power, and a reverence for
all life. The message is that, indeed, life is a sacred journey.

Kendall Klug, editor/associate publisher
Viston Magazzne

An Awakening From The Trances of Everyday Life 15 a pn_)wt.:rﬁﬂ and
inspiring book. Fd Rubenstein has made some gnive:sa.l pfmclplt:s very
easy to accommodate, assimilate and integrate into your life by spoon
feeding them in a loving way.

Dr. D. Richard Bellamy, author

12 Secrets for Manifesting Y our Iision,
Inspiration, and Purpose

It is filled with depth, intensity and power. Every page 1s permcgted
with energy, style, and insight.  This visionary novel definitely
contributes to society's awakening.

Patricia Rose Upczak, author
Recki: A Way of Life

In the vein of Dan Millman's Way of The Peaceful Warrior, Ed Rubenstein
reveals a journey of a soul that resonates \\dt}@ all uf. us! _It aptly
introduces metaphysical concepts including collective consaogsness,
healing and the self-empowering lesson that we are CD-_crc.:atnrs with the
universe! An Awakening From The Trances of Everyday Life 1s a novel any
level student of spirit will enjoyl

Pathfinder News
St. Louis, MI

Ed Rubenstein sounds a loud and clear wake-up call from the trances c?-f
everyday life....You are sure to gain clarity and insight through this
remarkable tale of self-realization.

Paul Fulcher, editor

Insght Magazine, Canada

Ed Rubenstein opens the doors to deep philosophical qucst%o-ns m_'ld
answers, with an easy-to-read story about a young man receiving hi:e
lessons from an elder. Using powerful self-help solutions from today's
counseling, spirituality and self-empowerment ﬁel(_is, these %tssons mz
an easy-to-follow route to fulfillment and ha?pmess. ngs book 1s
written in over 50 bite-sized chapters. Read it all in one evening, or raaﬁ.
one chapter a week for a year. Don't let its simplicity fool you. This
tmay be the only self-help book you need this year.

Nancy Thompson, editor
] I ]
Comman Boundary Magazine, Vancouver
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CONFUSION

"Oh 1 L] 1

, my God, he's dead!" 1 wasn't sure whether
T wanted to cty, or if I felt relieved. I had to go into the
house to tell my mother, "Dad's dead."

My name is Dillon and this is a story of how I woke
from the dream of the wotld — a trance that controlled my
thinking, my behavior, my relationships, and my future — a
trance that influenced every aspect of my life, and a trance
of which I was completely unaware.

A shocking sequence of events took place in my life
when I was seventeen. One day, during an argument with
my father, I lost my cool. I shouted at him, "Why don't you
just drop dead!" T turned and walked away with him stll
yelling at me. My father had always seemed angry and
somehow disappointed with me. He put me down con-
stantly and never had anything encouraging to say.

Two days later my father had a heart attack in our
driveway. I ran to him and began doing CPR to the best of
my ability. I was giving him mouth-to-mouth resuscitation
when I thought I felt him take his last breath. His body
went limp as that last breath was released into my own
mouth. He was gone. [ knelt there, holding his lifeless
shoulders, his gray face with blank eyes staring back at me.

A short time after, I began having the same dream
over and over again. It seemed so real. 1 dreamed I was
standing at the entrance to our living room. My dad sat on
the couch. He was dead, but no one would tell him. He
didn't even know it himself. It was my responsibility to tell
him he was dead. I was too scared. Every time, just as [
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was about to tell him, I'd wake up in a cold sweat.

My father was still alive inside of me, it seemed. 1
could hear his voice in my head telling me I was not good
enough, and I believed it. It was as if his voice had become
a part of my own voice.

I tried to not think about it and spent my time
hanging out with my friends. We were caught up in our
own world of partying and never talked about dreams or
teelings, or the past. I dared not tell anyone what I was
going through. The whole awful scene, and my role in the
drama, left me in an internal state of shock.

The few tears I shed were tears of confusion. A
part of me felt sad he was dead. Another part of me was
glad. What a relief it was that this man 1 had so greatly
feared was out of my life forever. Ot so I thought.

I didn't like myself. T didn't like how I felt, or what
I saw when I looked in the mirtor. I worried about what
others thought of me. No one was aware of it because I
played a great game and knew how to act cool. Inside,
though, I was hurting, and confused. 1 didn't know who I
really was, or what life was about. I just wanted to be liked.

One night 1 was out with some ftiends and we were
drinking liquor Fred had taken from his father's liquor
cabinet. His father was always drunk when I saw him and
he never figured out that his son was stealing his booze.
We went out for a ride in Fred's Volkswagen Bug. Fred
couldn't have walked a straight line, let alone drive a car.

Usually I would sit up front with Fred, and another
friend, Bill, would take the back seat. But this time I
decided to be a nice guy and give up my front seat to Bill.

There was a green light, but no green arrow. Fred
was 5o drunk he couldn't tell the difference. He made a left
turn across the highway without yielding to oncoming
traffic. Ilooked over my right shoulder and saw headlights
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in my face. The impact of the collision completely crushed
the passenger-side door. Time came to a standstill. In an
instant [ saw everything that had ever happened in my life
flash before my eyes. My injuries put me in the hospital for
ten days. Bill didn't make it.

By this time, my mother and I were not getting
along very well at all. School was out for the summer and
she did not approve of the crazy guys I was hanging around
with. I ttied to explain to her, with them was where I best
fit in. I knew she was in pain over the death of my father,
and was struggling to wotk a full-time job to make ends
meet. Still, we argued over even the smallest of things.

Late one night it hit me all at once. It was my fault
Bill was dead. I had given him my seat. I was tormented by
the thought that somehow I was also responsible for my
own father dying. The pain was unbearable. I was
completely in despair. From somewhere deep in my gut a
voice was screaming for help. I cred, "God — who, what
and wherever you are, help me! Help me to make sense of
all this pain I'm feeling!"

Liverything suddenly became very still. It reminded
me of the quiet on a snowy day when everything is covered
in white. A wave of peace like I had never felt before came
over me. A face came into my mind, as crisp and clear as
any image could be. It was the face of a white-haired,
beatded old man. Thete were dark streaks in his hair and
beard. His eyes were clear and glimmering, His presence
was comforting. He smiled and said, "T am Grandfather."

I couldn't believe the games my imagination was
playing with me. I wanted to believe this was some kind of
sign that maybe something good was going to happen. {’Ls
the days passed, though, I doubted it more and mote. Life
went on as usual and I was more confused than ever.



THE WAY IS PREPARED

M}r mothet's growing concern finally prompted
her to confide in her friend, Prema, an old woman she'd
met at the grocery store. She told Prema about the friction
between us, and about my refusal to see a counselor. She
explained her fears about the dead-end track T was on, and
of the hurt and anger I was trying to hide. The constant
wotry and physical stress brought about by our arguments
was keeping her up nights.

Prema suggested that maybe what I really needed
was afl opportunity to get away from the city for awhile,
and that perhaps spending some time with nature would
allow me to get to know myself in a deeper way. She told
my mother about a remote cabin in the mountains that she
- and her husband, Sage, had built for themselves for that
very reasof.

Sage was getting old, she said, and had been looking
for someone to help out with repairs on the cabin. He had
postponed his plans to put in some new fences and build a
shed because he had not been able to find anyone who was
available to work. She suggested to my mother the
possibility of my spending the rest of the summer with
Sage at the cabin. It would cost me nothing to stay there,
she said, and I could even make a little money.

My mother told her I would never agree to such a
plan, and that prying me away from my frends would be
impossible.

This was on a Friday evening and I was downtown
with a group of guys hanging out across from an all-gitls'
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private school. I didn't realize one of the crazy guys in the
group was picking a lock and trying to break into a store
that was closed for the day. An alarm tripped and
everybody ran. Stupid me — when I heatd the alarm, I
walked over to see what it was.

At that moment, a police car pulled up and a police
officer looked me straight in the cye. I knew they would
think T had broken into the store. I thought I had better
run. Fortunately I can run fast when I'm scared. With
every step, though, I had the sickening feeling I was going
to be busted for something I hadn't done.

I made it all the way home, but the police were
patrolling the neighbothood and I knew they were looking
for me. My mother was, of course, surprised to see me
home so eatly and wanted to know what was up. I couldn't
bring myself to tell her what had happened, and tried
desperately to change the subject. T mumbled something
about getting out of town for awhile. What a stupid thing
to say! I thought. It was impossible. We couldn't afford
any trips, and besides, where else was there to go?

T looked up and saw that my mother had a big smile
on her face. It was the first time I had seen her smile in
months. Then she told me about Prema and their
conversation carlier that evening, It sounded like a crazy
idea — hanging out with some old geezer out in the middle
of nowhere. But I knew I had no choice. Getting out of
town sounded like a good idea, so [ agreed to give it a try.



ARRIVAL

The next morning Prema stopped by with a map
and directions of how to find the cabin, which they had
named Stillpoint. I was feeling uneasy after a restless night
filled with dreams of cops chasing me. I kept telling them 1
hadn't done anything, but they chased me anyway.

I threw some clothes in a backpack. I slipped into
my mother's car with a hat pulled down over my eyes.
When at last we passed through the city limits, T felt a
tremendous weight lift from my shoulders. 1 breathed a
huge sigh of relief.

After a few hours of driving, my mother dropped
me off at the end of a dirt road. There wasn't a house, or
even another person, anywhere in sight. T had to walk up a
winding trail to get to Sage's cabin. It was a great feeling
walking through the forest. 1 was alone, and free. No cops
would ever find me out here.

It was late afternoon when I approached the cabin.
I saw an old man on the front porch sitting in a rocking
chair. As our eyes met, I stopped, dead in my tracks. I
shook my head in disbelief. There was no denying that
Sage was the white-haited old man whose face I had seen
when I had cried out to God for help. He even had the
black streaks in his gray hair and beard. I began to shake.
This can't be, I thought. My mind must be playing tricks on
me again.

"Welcome, Dillon," he said. "Grandmother Prema
told me you might be coming."

"You'te Grandfather Sage," I said.
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"Yes, Dillon. Some people call me 'Grandfather.' "

"I had a dream and I thought I saw a face that
looked just like you."

"Well, isn't that a coincidence," he said. "I saw you
in a dteam, and now here you are, tight before my eyes."

I wondeted if he was making fun of me.

"What should I call you?" I asked.

"You can call me whatever you like."

"How 'bout if T just call you 'Gramps?' "

"T'hat will be fine, Dillon. If I am your grandfather,
then that would make you my grandson." He walked over
and put his hand on my shoulder. "You know, Dillon," he
said, "you are a student of life, just like I am. Welcome to
the Stillpoint schoolhouse. Welcome to the classroom of
life."



THE CLASSROOM OF LIFE

Aftet a good night's sleep 1 was awakened by the
old man singing a song about how nature is part of his
family. I felt at ease listening to him sing, even though it
scemed like a scene out of some kind of fairy tale movie. |
locked around, but couldn't find a clock.

The cabin was quite primitive. T had been told that
Prema and Sage had built it with logs from trees on the
land. I went outside to look around. Grandfather Sage had
disappeated. There was a large herb and vegetable garden
on the south side of the cabin, and beyond that a small
orchard. A beautiful river and watetfall flowed neatby.

I'd been used to sleeping in late at home, and
realized this would not be part of my routine here with ol’
Gramps. He liked to rise with the sun. I sat down on the
front porch steps. [ wondered if my coming here had been
a mistake. There wasn't really much to do. Grandfather
came walking up the hill from the river.

"Ready for breakfast, Dillon?" he asked.

He sat in silence for a few minutes before he started
eating. I asked him what he was doing and he replied that
he was honoring the food, honoring where it came from,
and honoring what it was going to do for him. I noticed he
did not like to talk while eating. He chewed each bite slowly
and embraced each mouthful as if he had never tasted food
before.

My habit was to gulp my food down as quickly as
possible. I was getting impatient just watching him. He
must have known what I was thinking because he smiled
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and said, "You will get over it."

I grabbed a bunch of grapes and was about to pop
a few in my mouth when he stopped me. He suggested
that I consider giving thanks to God, and to Mother Earth
who nourishes me and provides the food I eat.

I thought things were starting to get a little weird,
but decided 1 would do my best to have an open mind. I
decided, too, that I was not going to play games with the
old man. I would be honest and tell him how I see things.

"So, Gramps," I asked, when we had finished eating,
"what exactly did you mean last night when you said I'm a
'student?’ I'm out of school for the summer and I don't
intend to do any studying."

"What if I told you we ate always in school,
wherever we are, and whatever we are doing?" he asked.

"Hey, man, what are you trying to tell me? The
whole world is a classroom, or what?" I asked, laughing.

"Exactly, Dillon! Life becomes much mote
interesting and exciting when you understand that your life
itself is your teacher and your classroom.”

11



FALLING IN THE HOLE

It was time to go to work. Grandfather wanted to
replace some old fence posts. When we had finished the
job a few hours latet, he asked me, "Dillon, how would you
like me to show you the autobiography of many people's
lives?"

"I'm not sure what you mean," I replied.

He asked me to grab a shovel and I followed him
down a path about a hundred yards from the cabin. He
instructed me to dig a hole about two feet wide and one
foot deep. I started digging, wondering what he was up to.
He leaned against a tree and closed his eyes while he waited,
looking as peaceful as a baby in the arms of its mother. He
seemed to be from another planet. i

When I had finished digging the hole, he asked me
to have a seat whete he had been standing.

"You are the audience," he said, " and you ate going
to see the role that many people play in the theater of life.
Ate you teady for the first scene?”

"Go fot it, Gramps."

He walked down the path and stepped into the hole.

"How did that hole get there?" he asked. Then he
stepped out of the hole and walked back to the beginning
of the path.

"Now, Dillon. Let me show you the next scene."
He walked down the path and stepped into the hole again.

"Why doesn't someone fix that hole?" he asked
irritably. In the next scene he walked down the path and
fell in the hole again.

12
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"That stupid hole!" he exclaimed loudly. "It should
not be there. Who is tesponsible fot this hole in the path?"

He walked over to me then, and said, "This is the
condition of many people’s lives. They repeat mistakes
over and over again. ‘They find fault with others or blame
someone else so they do not have to take personal
responsibility for their mistakes. They keep falling in the
same old hole."

"We all have lessons to learn,” he went on, "and we
continue to fall nto the hole untl we have learned the
lesson. When we come to realize that falling in these holes
is creating pain and misery in our lives, we learn to change."

"I know what you mean, but that doesn't apply to
me," I said.

"Let me show you the next scene," he said, walking
back to the beginning of the path. This time, he saw the
hole, but still fell in.

"Tt 1s not always casy to avoid the hole, even when
we know it is there. The next scene goes like this." He
walked down the path, saw the hole and almost fell in, but
then stepped to the side and missed it.

To demonstrate the next scene, he walked down the
path and saw the hole way in advance. He walked around it
and didn't even come close to falling in.

"Dillon, what do you think the last scene is?" he
asked.

I didn't know. .

He turned around and took off on a different path.
I grabbed the shovel and ran to catch up with him.

"Go back and fill up the hole so we don't fall in
again." He placed a hand on my shoulder and stared into
my eyes. With lots of paths, and so many holes, it is
important to be able to see where you are walking.  Dillon,
you ate going to learn how to light your path.”

13



WE ARE NOT SO FAR APART

Latcr that day we hiked up a nearby mountamn to
reach a feeding station Grandfather maintained for the deer
in the area.

"Now, Dillon," he said, as we walked, "I would like
to share with you a little of my own story. We have more in
common than you think."

I could not imagine how I could have anything in
common with this old man. After all, he was over seventy
years old.

"Dillon, when I was seventeen I was very confused.
My father was not a good teacher or role model because he
was unsure of the putpose of his own life. He did not
know how to give me guidance about how to live a
peaceful, balanced life. Like you, I grew up living with fear
and intimidation rather than love and support.”

"And, like you, I was affected by peer pressure. I
comptromised my own values, and that got me into trouble.
[ was told repeatedly that I would never amount to
anything. Ovet time I began to believe it myself and, as a
result, I got into even mote trouble.”

"Many of my friends ended up in jail. They, too,
felt that they were not worthy of good things and
happiness. They had come to believe the negative messages
they were given about themselves. Words like 'you are
not good enough' eventually turn into I am not good
enough.! " He paused, and his normally spatkling eyes
became dark and sad. I felt kind of sorry for him.

"I hear you, Gramps," I said. "Those kinds of

14
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messages can be like a tape playing over and ovet in your
head."

"T was fortunate," he continued, "because someone
came along who helped me to see those past negative
expetiences as a gift —a gift that has allowed me to learn,
grow and teach others. It was my own pain that helped me
to understand the pain that lives in the heatts of so many
people.”

I didn't know what to say. I thought he was trying
to tell me he could fecl my pain, yet we hardly knew each
other. How could he know anything about my feelings?
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BUILDING THE FOUNDATION

I was very curious about all the handmade crafts in
the cabin. I wondered what was in the antique cabinet next
to the woodstove. I opened the cabinet door a couple of
inches and peeked inside. Grandfather walked in and
caught me.

"Snooping around, ch? Anything T can help you
with?"

"Well, I was. . . I mean, I was. . ."

"Cat got your tongue, Dillon? [ have a sense you
wete feeling sneaky and you got caught. Boy, I used to hate
it when that happened to me."

I was embarrassed and at a loss for words.

"L .. I'm sorry," I mumbled.

"I have nothing to hide, Dillon. You ate welcome
to look around all you like. It feels kind of fun, though, to
think you are getting away with something jyou're not
supposed to do, doesn't it? I know what that sneaky feeling
feels like. It sute plays with your head."

That evening we builc a campfire and sat, staring
into the flames for what seemed to be hours. The silence
was beginning to get to me and finally I asked Grandfather
if he would tell me more about the classtoom of life.

"Let's begin with you," he said. "Look at youtself
honestly. That means stepping back and observing things
like a good sports referee. When you learn to obsetve your
own behavior and witness the results of your actions, you
begin to see patterns repeating themselves. Once you learn
to recognize these patterns, you can begin developing the
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necessary skills to create positive changes in your life."

"Hey, wait 2 minute," I said. "How is it possible for
a person to observe his own behavior?"

"Have you ever relived a conversation in your mind
and wished you had said something completely different?"
he asked. "Do you ever think about past situations and
wish you had acted differently?"

"Of course. Ido it all the time. I usually wind up
kicking myself for saying ot doing the wrong thing at the
wrong time," I replied.

"Well, then you are already doing it, only you ate
doing it after the fact,” he said. "Now, when you have
learned to step back and observe your thinking patterns and
behavior as they are taking place,” he continued, "you are
watching yourself in action. You have an opportunity to
create a positive outcome right then and there."

"This takes practice, Dillon. Fortunately, life sees to
it that we never run out of material to work with," he
chuckled, and got up to put more wood on the fire.

[ thought about the events that had led to my
coming to Stillpoint, and how things might have been
different if T had known how to obsetve myself in action.
If T changed now, how would it affect my life? What would
my friends think? I asked Grandfather why it is so difficult
for people to change, even though they think the change
might be good for them. He asked me what I thought.

"Well, I guess they ate afraid of change," I said.

"Yes, fear is part of it. People oftentimes feel safe
and familiar with their old ways, even though those old
ways cteate mental discomfort or emotional pain. We may
have a fear of letting go because we don't know what will
happen when we do. Does a tree fear letting go of its
leaves when winter comes? Then, Dillon, why do we fear
letting go of old patterns that we have outgrown? Trust
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that life is on your side and working in yout best intetest."

That's heavy, I thought. It sounded weird, but I
think I knew what he meant because something deep inside
me said, "Yes!"

Grandfather stared into the fire for several minutes
before he spoke again. "I will share with you, Dillon, five
principles which I would like you to consider as the
foundation of learning in the classroom of life."

"Number One: Within you there is an inner center
whete you are at peace and in perfect balance. This inner
self is your soul and the essence of who you are."

"Numbet Two: You have the potential to be in
harmony with your inner self. Or, you can block its flow.
This will become more clear to you as you learn to study
and obsetve yourself."

"Number Three: You are an active patticipant in
the process of life. You are not a bystander. You are an
important part of life, and your life matters just as
everyone's life matters."

"Numbet Four: Your actions and your choices
determine the course of your life. The choices you make
ate directly linked to the life you create for yourself. You
are not a victim,"

"Number Five: When you cooperate with life, life
coopetates with you. In order to flow with the thythm of
life, you must first learn to be in harmony with yourself.”

"As you open up to deepet levels of wisdom, you learn
to remain in balance and harmony. This means, Dillon, that
even if the world around you becomes chaotic, your innet
being remains calm. You are not shaken by life's troubles
because you are anchored in the truth and essence of your
innet center, your soul.”

When we returned to the cabin that night, I decided
to write down the five principles just in case I ever needed
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them. They seemed to make sense, but I have to admit I
kept asking myself if these principles would actually work
in the real wotld, where I have to focus on defending
myself and getting what I want out of life.
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THE VOICE OF LIFE

After breakfast the next morning we went down
to the river with wheelbartows to collect some stones for
landscaping around the cabin.

When we had filled our wheelbarrows, Grandfather
sat down and said, "Take a break. Close your eyes."

Over the low roar of the rushing river, I became
aware of the more subtle sounds of trickling and bubbling
where the water passed between the rocks, which I hadn't
heard befote. We sat quictly for several minutes. Then
Grandfather spoke.

"Life has a voice, Dillon, and it is always speaking to
us. When we do not know how to listen, we do not hear."

"What does this voice of life sound like?" 1 asked,
half joking.

"First you must be open, and willing to look, listen
and feel. The voice of life manifests as our teachet in many
forms. It may speak to you through a particular
circumstance or experience. It may speak to you in the
form of a person you meet who helps to open your mind
ot touch your heart."

"Do you mean like you, Gramps?"

"I am honored, Dillon. But I'm not so sure you ate
even taking my words serously at this point. I will continue
anyway."

"Another example of the way life may speak to us is
through things like songs, films or books. Many times in
my life books have found me. In other words, I was not
consciously looking for the book, but it showed up at the
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right time, for an impottant reason. 1 would read
something that would provide an answer to a question I had
or a problem 1 was dealing with at the time. It had
something meaningful to say, and that became a gift that life
offered me."

"Life also speaks to us and teaches us through our
dreams," he continued. "My dreams often speak to me of
my unfinished lessons."

"Life may speak to us through other people's pain.
We can learn what not to do by studying the painful lessons
that others have learned. We can also learn by observing
the ignorance others may display. If we do not learn from
their ignorance, Dillon, then it may also become our
ignotance. When we see others suffer, but we do not learn
the lesson, we end up suffering as well. We fall into the
same hole that they did."

"I can sce that," I said. "I've fallen into the same
holes as my friends have."

"The voice of life that often becomes our greatest
teacher is our own pain. 1 am talking about mental and
emotional pain. Your pain, Dillon, acts as a signal to
inform you that you ate not in harmony. It is telling you
that you are out of balance. It is important to learn to
listen to these messages so you can return to balance and
harmony."

"I don't think I have what it takes to listen to those
messages," 1 said.

"Dillon! Wake up! You are in an old hole."
Grandfather got my attention and I snapped out of my
daze. "What is life telling you now, Dillon?"

"I can't hear anything, Gramps."

"Do you tealize your thoughts can create mental
discomfort?" he asked. "Listen to the voice of your pain.
It is telling you that you ate out of balance."
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"T guess when I put myself down like that, I'm not in
harmony with myself," I said.

"Dillon, if you ate not in hatrmony with yourself,
how can you be in harmony with others, or with life?
These mental and emotional patterns within you ate
keeping you out of balance. One of your lessons in life, I
feel, is learning to accept and appreciate yourself."

"What's so fascinating to me, Dillon, is the universe
has a way of arranging things so that lessons keep
reappearing in different forms until we have learned them.
We cannot get away from them. Wherever we go, life will
be there waiting for us with similar problems and the same
lessons to learn."

"Developing insight will help you tecognize the gifts
of wisdom life is offering you. The fitst step, Dillon, is
learning to recognize when an insight is taking place."

"How do you know when you're having an insight?"
I asked.

Grandfather explained that we are to listen for the
"ah-ha's" that resonate from our inner center because they
are the signals to inform us that an insight is present.

"The next step," he said, "is to understand what the
insight means to you personally, and how you can apply it
to your life."

I remembered the strong "yes" feeling I'd had the
previous night at the campfire. Maybe T had hecard the
sound of insight. We had been talking about why people
tear change, but what doecs that have to do with me,
petsonally? T wondeted.
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THE SUN AND THE CLOUDS

We wete telaxing in the cabin later that day when
Grandfather asked me to step outside in order to give him a
weather report.

"Dillon, can you tell me if the sun is out?"

"It's cloudy," I replied. "The sun's not out."

He raised his voice and exclaimed, "Look outside
again and tell me if the sun is out!"

I went outside. Nothing had changed. What's he
petting at now, I wondered. Can't he see the sun isn't out?

"Hey, man, I'm sorty to disappoint you, but not
only ate there white clouds, there are dark gray clouds,” I
said. "You can look up at the sky all you want, but you
won't get any sun on your face.”

He smiled with a childish grin.

"] know that smile,” I mumbled to myself. "He's up
to something, but what can it be? What is the message
here?" 1 was puzzled.

"Lots of clouds, sunshine not felt,”" he said.

"That's what T said, Gramps."

"No, it's not Dillon."

"Yes, it is."

"No, it's not."

I started getting angry.

"No, it's not," he said again, laughing.

"Yes, it is!" I insisted.

"Go outside, Dillon, and look again."

I walked out and came back in, "Okay, you win," T
said. "Lots of clouds, sunshine not felt."
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He jumped up and shouted, "You got it, my boy!"
"C'mon, Gramps," [ said, still frustrated. "What's
going on here?"

"What is the difference between your first report

and what you said just now?" he asked. "Go outside,
Dillon, and sit quietly. Reflect over what happened and you
will realize one of the most important lessons life is
offering you."

I went outside and sat on the ground and leaned
against a tree. I didn't get it. Grandfathetr came out and sat
down next to me. He closed his eyes. I could see a shining
radiance in his face. Wow, I thought. There's a lot of
sunshine in him,

Then it dawned on me. The reason he feels so full
of light is because he doesn't have clouds blocking his sun.
I remembered my first comment — "the sun's not out."
Wait a minute. The sun's always out, or we'd be in a lot of
trouble on this planet. The sun's always shining, but we
don't feel the sunshine when it's blocked by clouds. With
light clouds we feel some warmth, but with heavy, dark
clouds we feel no sunshine at all.

"I've got it, Gramps," I said. "I understand now."

"You've got it partly," he said, "but not fully. The
clouds in your mind did not just blow in from the north or
south. If they did, we would all be at the mercy of the
wind. This means we would be helpless victims without the
power to choose and create. You create the clouds, and you
have the power to dissolve them. Do not forget that you
create the weather that determines your state of mind. The
biggest trap there is, is to think that the clouds just roll in
without your being capable of doing anything about it."

"Dillon," he asked, "do you understand how these
messages from narure apply to our lives?"

"Well, I think so," I said. "The sun represents my
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inner center, where I'm in peace and harmony. The clouds
are like the holes 1 keep falling into, and the negative
thoughts in my head. These clouds don't just blow in. The
clouds are the patterns of mental discomfort that I create
and that I have the powet to change. Right, Gramps?"

He looked at me with surprise. "You mean you
have actually been listening with an open mind, Dillon?"

"I hear it and I understand it," I replied. "It's a
great way to live, out here in the woods, but I'm not so sute
it would work in my world."
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THE GARDEN

Thc next morning we spent a few hours working
in the vegetable garden, which supplied us with much of
out food.

"Dillon, as we stand in this garden now, the voice of
life is speaking to you," said Grandfather.

My first thought was that the spinach and lettuce
didn't have much for brains. Grandfather winked at me.
He knew just how to read me, it seemed.

"To be honest, I'm not sure what the connection is
between me and your garden except that it gives us food to
eat," I said.

"Dillon, the voice of life is providing us a crucial
piece of the puzzle regarding the relationship of this
garden and the workings of our minds. If we look, feel and
listen, we can grasp the wisdom the garden offers us."

He asked me to sit with him in the center of the
garden, to be silent and observe what was going on there.
The garden was filled with a variety of vegetables. Some
vegetables had ripened. In other parts of the garden seeds
had recently been planted and the soil was still bare of
vegetation.

"What do you obscrve, Dillon?"

"I see vegetables and I see bare land," I replied.

"Those bare patches in the gatden have been
planted with seeds and will soon bear fruit. What does the
voice of life show us here?"

"Well, seeds are planted. They eventually sprout
and grow into the vegetables we eat. Tomato seeds give
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you tomatoes and broccoli seeds give you broccoli.”

"What else, Dillon? Explain to me the connection
between this garden and your mind."

I stared out across the garden. "I don't see any
connection." I said.

"Dillon, let's say your mind is the garden. In the
garden of your mind, what ate the seeds?" he asked.

"T'm not sure," 1 said.

"Thoughts are the seeds. What is the fruit in the
garden of your mind?" he asked.

Now I was totally confused. "I don't know,
Gramps."

"Feelings, Dillon, are the sprouts that come forth
from the seeds of your thoughts. As you sow in the garden
of your mind, that shall you reap in the fruits of your
feelings."

"I never thought about my mind being a garden,” I
said.

"Different seeds bear different fruit," said
Grandfather. "Broccoli seeds will give you broccoli, and
poison ivy seeds will give you poison ivy. Dillon, what does
this have to do with the garden of your mind?"

"I guess it means the type of thoughts I think, or
plant in my head, ate directly connected to the type of
feelings I have."

"Another way to put it, Dillon, is crappy thoughts
produce crappy feelings. Positive thoughts bear positive
fruue."”

When we had finished weeding and watering the
garden we picked some lettuce and other greens to make a
salad for lunch.

"Dillon, what happens if you, the gardener, fail to
weed yout garden?" Grandfather asked.

" guess the weeds would take over, Gramps."
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"I have had a lot of weeds that took me quite a
while to get under control,” he said. "Sometimes you think
you've gotten rid of a certain type of weed and the next
thing you know, it creeps back into your garden. The idea,
Dillon, is to recognize those weeds and deal with them
when they are young sprouts, or before you know it they are
developing a root system and it takes a lot of energy and
wotk to clear them out of your garden."

I thought I felt an "ah-ha." I knew he was talking
about the garden of the mind.

"Before I met you, Gramps," T said, "the weeds in
my mind wete six feet high and I couldn't find any good
vegetables to eat.”

He laughed.

It was encouraging to hear even Grandfather had
weeds that occasionally cropped up in his garden.
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THE BIRD'S NEST

Aftcr lunch we walked a short distance through
the woods to a beautiful, still pond situated near an open
meadow. The surtounding area was a bird sanctuary, he
told me. He shook one of the trees and a number of birds
began flying overhead.

"What is the voice of life communicating to us now,
Dillon?" he asked.

I didn't have the foggiest idea. "Birds fly, and 1
can't fly," I said.

Grandfather laughed. "What are the bitds showing
your" he asked.

"T'hey are showing me they can fly," [ replied.

"Yes, Dillon. They can fly And whete are they
ﬂ.}ring?“

"The birds ate flying over our heads."

"That is correct, Dillon, and what conclusion can
you come to from this obsetvation?"

"I'm stuck on this one, Gramps."

He got a very serious expression on his face and
looked straight into my eyes. "You may not be able to keep
a bird from flying over your head,” he said, "but you can
sure prevent it from building a nest in your hair."

We both burst out 1n laughter.

"How did you expect me to figute that one ou?" I
asked.

"I didn't, Dillon. But maybe we can translate this
experience into a useful insight." -

My mind began to mce:‘fook:ing for an answer.
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"You will not get the answer from your intellect.
We will sit in silence until you get it. Allow your innet voice
to tell you," he said.

We sat down and after a while T began to worry
because nothing was coming to me. I knew he would be
willing to sit there until midnight, if necessary. He loved his
silence. T became increasingly impatient.

"I don't think you are going to get it by sitting there
squirming,” said Grandfather. "I suggest you be still and
look inside, and the insight will be revealed to you."

Thoughts of diffetent sorts poured into my mind. I
let them go and continued to sit quietly. ‘Then some
thoughts about the guy who had wrecked my bike came
into my mind. I felt anger brewing inside of me. I became
awarc of the negative thoughts and the feelings of anger I
was creating. I realized there was no changing what had
happened, and I let it go. All of a sudden, it seemed a light
bulb flashed on. Ah-hal The voice of life spoke to me.

"I got it The bitds represent your thoughts. You
may not be able to keep negative thoughts from passing
through your mind, but you can sure prevent them from
building a nest in your head."

"Yes!" Grandfather said, with a tadiant smile. "You
got itl" He explained that self-defeating thoughts that nest
in your head are like the weeds that can get out of control
in the garden of your mind.

"Dillon, we are humaun. Self-defeatng thoughts will
come and go. The question is whether or not you invite
them in, give them a bed to sleep in and food to eat."

"I guess we don't want them to get so comfortable
they don't want to leave."

"Exactly, Dillon."

We laughed again.
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CONTENTMENT

It rained that night and most of the next day
Grandfather kept busy in the cabin — first, chopping
vegetables to make a pot of soup, then wiping down all the
shelves in the kitchen, then tepaiting the handle on an old
garden rake.

He brought out a collection of arrowheads he had
found in the area to let me look at them. One arrowhead in
particular caught my cye. I could make a necklace out of it
when I got back home, T thought. T slipped it into my
pocket. I was sure he would never miss it, considering how
many he had.

Grandfather finally settled in his tocking chair in
front of the woodstove with a book. I had put the
arrowhead collection away and had looked through all the
magazines in the cabin by then. I sat staring out the
window at the rain.

The forest looked beautiful, with a foggy mist
moving gracefully through the treetops. Sill, I couldn't
help wondering when the rain might stop. Grandfather
looked up and set his book aside.

"You know, Dillon, life will never be perfect if you
judge it in terms of how things are looking on the outside.
Contentment is a state of mind and it is your responsibility
to discover how to expetience it."

"The wotld, in many ways, is a mess," he continued,
"and probably always will be. People do stupid things.
New things get old and they break. Even in nature things
are not perfect. ‘Too much sun, you burn. Bee stings hurt,
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thorns prick. The wotld cannot give you contentment. If
you do not find the sweetness of contentment on the
inside, then the outside wotld looks sour. But when you
learn to experience contentment within, you can enjoy the
world because you do not expect your happiness to come
from the world."

"Dillon, do you realize you have been brainwashed
by society?"

"What do mean by 'brainwashed?' " I asked.

"You can think of it as a conditioning process. And
some of this conditioning has been good. That means it
supports and noutishes the development of the positive
YOU.."

"l know what you're getting at now, Gramps.
You'te saying I've also been negatively conditioned, and it's
interfering with my ability to be content within."

"That's right, Dillon. And it is often convenient to
blame someone ot something else in your life for your not
being happy ot content. These excuses are a cop-out.
When we use excuses, Dillon, we arc forgetting that we,
ourselves, are responsible for being content within."

"T think I know what you mean. I used to blame
my father for just about everything, After he died I started
blaming my mother, ot the school, if things didn't turn out
right."

"I'he mistake people often make," said Grandfather,
"is they look to achieve happiness from external things.
That's a trap."

I looked out the window again and thought about
the values of my peer group. 1 asked myself, "Where do my
friends think happiness comes from?" Tt was very clear that
sex and money ate the things they feel they must have in
order to be happy. I explained this to Grandfather.

"Do you believe that, Dillon?" he asked.
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"Well, yes, I guess I've thought the same thing, but it
does sound kind of funny."

"Yes, Dillon. Sex and money are the cosmic joke.
Depending on them for contentment will send you on 2
wild goose chase. Thete is no saying where that ride could
lead you, but one thing is sure — it is a dead end road.
People have been falling in that hole and getting themselves
in trouble throughout the history of humankind."

"Do not buy into the negative conditioning that
tries to tell you success is what you have or possess. True
success is based upon what you are inside. Your quality of
life, Dillon, depends upon the quality of your mind."

He picked up his book again. I continued to sit
quietly, watching the trees through the window. 1 felt guilty
as I fingered the arrowhead in my pocket.
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BEING FLEXIBLE

Thc rain stopped late in the afternoon. We went
for a hike and stopped to rest in an area that had been hit
quite hard by a storm the previous winter. Grandfather
asked me to look around and tell him what I saw. 1
observed many trees broken off or lying uprooted on the
ground.

"There is a lesson here to learn,” he said, and asked
me if T could discover the insight. "Your hint, Dillon, is to
closely study the fallen trees, and then study the trees still
standing. Why is it that certain trees survived the storm
while others did not? [Is that just a coincidence?"

I wandered through the forest comparing the trees,
I noticed the trees that had toppled over had shallow root
systems. Those trecs that were rigid, and not able to bend
and flow with the storm, were snapped in half. The trees
which were well-rooted and flexible were able to bend and
adjust to the weather conditions.

"I guess we'te supposed to live our lives like the
trees that are still standing — being strong, flexible and well-
rooted,” I said.

"This is true, Dillon, and it is good to be rooted as
long as you are rooted in goodness and good will Be
comnitted to yout foundation which you come to know as
your truth. But be flexible as well, because change may call
you to a better way, and if you are rigid, you miss out.
When you are flexible, you bounce back when the storms
of life hit you. When you are rigid, you break easily."

I thought about what Grandfather said regarding
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the impottance of being well-rooted. I remembered how,
so many times, I had casually gone along with whatever my
friends wanted to do. If I don't learn to be anchored, I
thought, I will be influenced again and again, and the
storms of life will blow me over. I felt unsute about my
ability to change.

Grandfather sensed my concern. "Lighten up and
enjoy the ride," he said. "Storms will come and go. It is an
inevitable part of the nature of life. People will disappoint
you at times. You will see the acts of other people's
ignorance, and their ignorance may affect you or your loved
ones. Not only that, your ignorance may affect others at
times."

"Give the wotld permission to be imperfect," he
continued. "Expect goodness, but undetstand that difficult
things can happen. Guess what, Dillon? There will be
many times when you get knocked down, ot thrown from
the horse, so to speak."

"What do you do then?"

"Do you want to lose your hotse, Dillon?"

"No."

"Then what might you choose to do?"

"I better brush myself off and get back on the
horse," I said.

"Exactly, and that is just what you do in life. A
spifitual warrior is not afraid to be knocked down because
he knows he will brush himself off and rise again. Dillon, I
have another secret for you. When you fall off the hotse,
or you get knocked down, there is always a gift waiting for
you."

"You are given the opportunity to strengthen your
character," he continued, "and to learn something about
yourself, or about life, that you may not have known. That
1s the gift. Could it be that you allowed youtself to be
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thrown from the horse? It is important to examine this new
information you have rcccived, and learn from it, so it does
not happen again."

"Are you saying, Gramps, that obstacles can be our
friends? 1 have a problem with that. I sec them as a pain in
the ass."

"If we treat obstacles as our enemics, life will be an
uphill battle. If you greet obstacles as challenges, you can
have fun even when the going gets rough."

"That's easier said than done, Gramps."

"Dillon, you are absolutely correct. I choose to
keep reminding myself, though, that obstacles are my
challenges and my frends. I have had a tendency to
sometimes forget this, especially when I am in the middle of
them," he said, laughing at himself. "I make it sound easy,
perhaps, but believe me, Dillon, my life has been a
challenge and it has taken perseverance to reach my present
level of understanding. Be patient and do your best to
enjoy the ride."

"I hear what you'te saying, and it makes some
sense," I said, "but I siill think you're out to lunch about
how problems can be your friends."

"Maybe so, maybe not, Dillon. But since they are
inevitable, why not adopt a positive way of looking at
them?"
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THE COCOON

On our way back to the cabin, we stopped at a
raspbetry patch and ate berties as we plucked them from
the bushes.

"These betties are great."

"I appreciate them, too, Dillon. Sometimes, to get
to the sweetest berty, you have to get around the thorns.
Watch where you are going,"

"I know, Gramps. Some of the thorns of life have
caught me in the butt because I wasn't watching where I
was going."

Grandfather pointed out a cocoon. "What would
happen if you opened up that cocoon?"

"I guess we'd see a caterpillar.”

"Would it serve that caterpillar if we opened up its
cocoon?"

"No. It wouldn't have a chance to become a
buttetfly."

"T'hat's tight, Dillon. Did you know if you do not
let a baby fall when it is learning to walk, it does not learn
to walk as well?"

"I think T understand what you're saying. The
energy the caterpillar exerts to break open the cocoon gives
it the sttength to metamorphose and fly away as a
butterfly."

"Likewise, Dillon, our lives are a metamorphosis.”

"So, you think you can fly, Gramps?" I laughed.

"Yes. And you ate already learning to fly. You just
don't know it yet. Let your challenges give you greater
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strength and stamina. You will know you have earned your
wings when you learn to live in the world, without being
caught up in the soap opera.”

We headed back to the cabin as the sun was starting
to set. On our way we passed by a muddy pond.

"Do you see that lily in the pond?" asked
Grandfather. "It's in the mud, but its blossom 1s well above
the mud, basking in the sun."

"I see it," I said. "Sometimes getting muddy is fun
though, ya know."

"It's your life, Dillon. Play it as you choose.”

We walked on, but I couldn't get his last statement
out of my head. I get to play life as 1 choose. The
artowhead in my pocket began to feel very heavy. 1
couldn't believe how guilty I felt. Is this really the way I'd
like to play this scene? My guilt feelings seemed to
overpower the pleasure I'd felt in possessing the arrowhead.
I decided it wasn't worth it.

Latet, back at the cabin, when Grandfather stepped
outside to get some firewood, I cautiously slipped the
arrowhead back in with the rest of the collection.
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| NEED WHAT?

The next day we went down to the river to cool
off after a few hours of working in the hot sun.

"Dillon, is there anything you need?" Grandfather
asked.

"Sure. T need a new bike and some new sneakers,
and I need..."

"That's enough, Dillon."

He asked me to bend down and put my head under
the water. I thought he was challenging me to see how long
I could hold my breath and stay under. I took several deep
breaths to build up my lung capacity, then went under.

After about fifty seconds I was running out of air
and started to raise my head to the surface. I felt a hand
behind my head, holding me down. I started to freak out.
Is he trying to kill me? I wondered. "I need air!" T cried out
in my mind. He released his hand from my head and I
busst up, gasping for ait.

"What are your? Nuts?" I yelled. "You could have
killed me!"

"Do you need ait?" he asked calmly.

"What's yout point?" I asked.

"You cannot live without that which you need,
Dillon."

Hete we go again, T thought. What is this guy
geting at now? He sure has a strange way of making a
point.

"So we agtee that you need air," he continued. "Do
you need a bike? And sneakers?"
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"Well, not exactly, I guess."

"If you do not need them, then what is your
relationship to that bike?"

"1'd like to have a new bike," I said.

"Exactlyl Do not confuse needs with luxuries. A
bike and sneakers are luxuries, not needs. What you would
like and what you need are very different. You need air,
watet, food, and shelter, or you cannot survive. When you
do not have your needs met, you feel threatened, just like
you did when you ran out of air under the water."

We climbed up the bank from the tiver and headed
back to the cabin for lunch. |

"Dillon, how would a meal taste if we used weeds
instead of fresh garden vegetables?"

"I know where you're going with this story,
Gramps," T replied. "You're saying in the garden of the
mind there are weeds, and the term 'I need' is one of
t}lem."

"Dillon, you're no fun,” he laughed. "I thought I
was going to get to play a while longer, but you cut straight
to the point. Yes, you ate cotrect. When you think you
need something, you create a fecling that something is
wrong if you do not have it. Have you ever experienced
that?"

"Well, it reminds me of a gitl I met last winter. 1
felt like 1 really needed her to go out with me. 1 asked her
to go out on a date, but she turned me down. When she
said 'no,' T thought I would die. It felt devastating, like my
wotld had fallen apart.”

"Your world did fall apart. You created a drama
that said, 'l need her to like me and go out with me." Your
'need' created a sense of disaster when it did not happen.
Yout wotld also started falling apart when your head was
under the water, didn't it?" he asked.
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"Yes, it did. Real quick!"

"The difference is you really did need ait, and in a
few more seconds, if you did not get any, we would have
had a setious crisis on our hands," he laughed.

"I didn't think it was very funny at the time."

"Your need for air was teal. Your need for that girl
was your self-created illusion. You needed her like you
needed a hole in the head."

"It took me a while to get over it. I finally told
myself I didn't need her. Everything seemed to get better
after that."

"Exactly, my boy. You cancelled the need. You
filled in the hole you had dug"

"What else could I have said, instead of 'l need her
to go out with me?" "

"How about 'it would be nice if she goes out with
me, but if she chooses not to, so be it.! How does that
sound?"

"It's sure better than thinking 'T need her.' "

"You can hope she goes with you, and that's okay.
Just do not get needy, or you set yourself up, That poor g1rl
missed out on the opportunity to get to know you. Boy, did
she blow it."

"I like that better," T said. "So instead of saying 'l
neced,’ I can substitute it with 'T would like." "

"Exactly, Dillon. Ot you can say 'l prefer.’ If what
you are hoping for does not happen, your world is still
intact. You maintain your balance."
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LIGHTNING

Aftcr an eatly supper that evening I felt restless
and told Grandfather I was going to hike out into the
woods and do a little exploring. He warned me that if I
ventured into the forest beyond the feeding station there
would not be any more trails. He suggested I take his
compass, or I might have trouble finding my way back. I
laughed.

Who does he think he is, to think I don't have
enough common sense to find my way back? I thought. 1
took off, and when T reached the end of the trail I thought
if T hiked for just a few more minutes I could easily find my
way back.

It was inctredibly refreshing to be out on my own
for a change. I walked into a grove of ancient-looking trees
and sat down to test. My mind wandered back to the city,
and my friends. I smiled, wondering what they'd say if they
could see me now. A rolling of thunder in the distance
brought me back to the present. T decided to head back.

I stood up and saw dark clouds moving in. I heard
thunder again and saw a flash of lightning. It started to
rain. [ started running back toward the cabin. The thunder
sounded like a bowling alley. I could feel it shaking the
ground as I ran.

It began raining hardet. I ran until T was out of
breath, then ducked under a tree to rest for a moment. 1
looked around and suddenly realized [ should have been
back to the feeding station by this time. I bad been running the
wrong way!!
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I started to get scared. Lightning was flashing all
atound me. T curled up in a fetal position undet the tree
and put my arms over my head. I had never been more
frightened in my life.

The rain and lightning storm lasted for what must
have been hours. It eventually settled down to a hard
steady drizzle, but by then it was pitch black. 1 was cold,
wearing only a t-shirt and shorts, which wete soaking wet.

I could hear coyotes howling from somewhere in
the distance. I thought I heard wild animals nearby, but I
couldn't see a thing in the datkness. I was petrified with
fear. I thought I would either be eaten, ot shiver to death
from the cold. It was the longest night of my life.

I was so relieved when the sun began to rise [
actually thanked God for letting me live. I got up and
started running. Even though I didn't know where I was
going, it made me feel less like I was lost. T began to warm
up as I ran. Ewventually I came to a dirt road. I followed it,
and within a short distance, recognized it as the main road
that lead to Grandfather's trailhead.

When I got back I found Grandfather sitting on the
porch in the morning sun, peeling an apple.

"I guess you forgot to take the compass," he said,
smiling,

"Very funny, Gramps. You've got a weird sense of
humor."

"I am glad you were not eaten, Dillon. The
mountain lions are hungry this time of year. If you had not
shown up by eight this morning, 1 was going to have a
search and rescue squad go looking for you. I'll bet you
were scared up there in thar lightning storm, having to
spend the night in the wilderness and all."

"It wasn't too bad," I said. "I actually had a pretty
good time."
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"I'm glad to hear that, Dillon. I was concerned you
may have been frightened." '

"I'm tougher than you think, Gramps."

"I guess I didn't realize how tough you are, Dillon."
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FIGHT OR FLIGHT?

Latc.t that morning Grandfather suggested we go
into the woods to track some animals. "Not to hurt them,
Dillon, but to study them," he said. "Your task is to
observe how an animal reacts when you do your very best
to catch it."

Going back out into the woods was the last thing 1
wanted to do, and I had a hunch he was well aware of it. 1
didn't have the netve to say anything though, and got ready
to go.

After an hour or so of hiking, we came to a small
clearing. On a nearby hill we could see a couple of deer
prazing. As we approached, they sensed our presence. One
of the deer looked over her shoulder at us, and they both
took off as if they were running for their lives.

We resumed our hike, and several minutes later
Grandfather asked me, "What do you think those deer arc
doing now?"

"They are most likely grazing on the other side of
the hill," T said.

"Exactly, Dillon."

Next we saw some wild turkeys. When we tried to
o near them, they took off like they thought they were
poing to end up on somebody's Thanksgiving table.

"I never knew a groundhog could move so fast until
| tried to catch one," said Grandfather. "What is going on
with these animals, Dillon?"

"They feel the need to escape.”

"What would happen if we cornered them, and they
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could not get away?" he asked.

"I guess they would put up a pretty good fight, even
to their death."

"Yes, they would. Do you know what this response
is called, Dillon?"

"Tt's the survival mechanism."

"Right. Another name for it is the fight/flight
response. When animals are faced with danger, they either
fight ot take flight. One of two things happens: they either
lose the fight and die, or they get away. If they get away,
what do you think they do next?"

"Well, Gtamps, I don't think they're getting an ulcer

wondeting if we're on their trail "

"That's right. Dillon, is this survival mechanism
bad ot good?"

"It's good."

"Actually it can be both," he said. _

"I remembet my own survival mechanism kicking in
one time," I said. "Last year a group of older guys gave me
2 hard time and embarrassed me in front of my friends.
Some months later, it snowed. I was sort of showing off,
and threw a snowball across the street with all my might.
Unfortunately, one of those guys got his head in the way
and the snowball cteamed him. He fell to his knees for a
moment, and I knew his brain must have been in shock.
Boy, was he pissed. He came running over with a group of
five big guys, more angry than a bat out of hell. T froze.
One of my friends yelled, 'Run!" I took off. They chased
me, but they couldn't catch me. I ran faster than [ evet
have in my life. I jumped over a fence I never believed 1
could have cleared. If it wasn't for that fight/flight
response, 1 would have been hurting pretty badly. That's
why T think the survival mechanism is good. It saved my
life."
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"Dillon, my survival mechanism has also saved me
several times in my life. It also gave me the strength to help
save others when the need arose. This is the good part of
the survival mechanism. It is surely there for an important
reason."

"I know you told me," he went on, "that spending
the night out in that lightning storm was no problem, but
ate you sure your fight/flight response wasn't activated even
just a little bitr"

"Well, maybe a little," I replied.
"T'hat's funny, because when I tuned in to you last
night, I could have sworn your heart and mind were racing,”

I wondered if he was playing games. Or could he
really "tune in" to me?
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AM | REALLY BEING THREATENED?

thn we returned to the cabin we saw two
rabbits munching on lettuce in the garden. [ started toward
them to chase them away, but Grandfather stopped me.

"There is enough to feed the four of us" he
chuckled. We sat down on the front porch steps to watch
them while we rested from our hike.

"Dillon, why do you think God installed all those
animals, and you and me, with a sutvival mechanism?"

"So we could survive."

"When does our survival mechanism become
activated?" he asked.

"When we feel threatened," I replied.

"Lixactly, Dillon, but there are different degrees of
activation of this mechanism."

"You mean at times we mmay feel only a little
threatened, and other times we may fecl extremely
threatened?" I asked.

"That's right. This is a biological mechanism
involving an alteration of your brain chemistry and
endocrine glands. Thete are multiple changes your body
goes through when your survival mechanism begins to
activate, such as constriction of your arteties and changes in
yout brainwaves."

"Why would your arteties constrict duting the
fight/flight responser"” I asked.

"That is a good question. When our distant
ancestors were in danget, it may have been because their
tribe was under attack, or they wete battling the elements.
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If they were badly cur, 1t was important for the smooth
muscles that surround the arteries to tighten so that the
arteries could constrict. This way, they did not bleed to
death."

"That makes sense,” T said. "When you're relaxed,
the arteries are mote open, ot dilated."

"Yes, that is how it wotks. In fact, it is quite easy to
learn the art of dilating your arteries.”

"How can you tell when they're dilated?"

"When they are dilating, there is increased blood
flow, allowing more volume of blood to pass through the
nrteries. When your external temperature is rising, it means
the arteries are dilating. When you get uptight, the arteties
begin to constrict and your tempetatute drops."

"Did you know," Grandfather continued, "you can
control this dilating process simply by using your own
intenton? You can raise the temperature of your hands, for
instance, by ten degrees or more."

He got up to get a thermometer and some tape
from the cabin. He taped the thermometer to the tip of my
index finger. He told me to remain relaxed, but with the
intention of allowing my hand to get warmer. That means,
he said, to simply state your intention and then step aside
and allow it to happen.

It took me a while, at first, to undetstand what
'allowing' meant. I really wanted to see how this worked,
but the temperature would not change. Grandfather said [
was trying too hard. He reminded me of the conversation
we'd had the previous day about the problems that arise
when you create a need in your mind.

I looked up at the rabbits for a moment, and let my
mind go blank. Finally I was able to let go of the need to
make it happen. I looked down at my hand. It began to
tingle and feel warmer. I observed those feelings, and
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before 1 knew it, my hand tempetature went up eleven
degrees. It had started out at 84, and was now at 95
degrees.

"Now, Dillon, can you step into the shoes of that
scared young man who just realized he hit a bully in the
head with a snowball?"

Within seconds, I began to feel the fear I had felt on
that day. My heart started to speed up and I got a knot in
my stomach.

"What happened after the snowball hit him,
Dillon?"

"I ran fast."

"What was that like?"

"Like running for your life," I said.

He asked me to look at the thermometer. To my
surptise, the temperature had dropped back down.

"T'hat's amazing! I ran from those guys ovet a yeat
ago, but my biology still responds to that memory."

"Good insight, Dillon!"

"What's also amazing is inside I felt threatened
again, even though I'm sitting here with you in complete
safety.”

"The main point," said Grandfather, "is that just
because you feel defensive, or threatened, or unsafe, does
not necessatily mean you ate actually in danger. Now, those
feelings may be there for a good reason. You or someone
else may really be in danger. Your house could be on fire,
there could have been a car wreck, a tornado is nearby,
you're being attacked, or you have to run fast to help
someone. These are good teasons for your survival
mechanism to be activated, and that is what it is designed
for. The fight/flight response helps us to help outselves, ot
others, during very difficult or threatening circumstances.”

"Well, Gramps, the deer also ran for a good reason.
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They have probably seen many of theit buddies get
bumped off by hunters."

"That's right, Dillon. But when the danger is
¢liminated, they go back to grazing,"

"I think many humans have forgotten how to
praze," I said.

"Absolutely. Many people go about with their
survival mechanism activated at all times, as if they are
being hunted. Low self-esteem, wortying or feeling unsafe
in  relationships can keep this fight/flight tesponse
activated."

"Is it because so many people have been
conditioned that way?"

"Yes, that is part of it."

"I think I've spent most of my life with my
light/flight response pattially activated because I haven't
[elt safe and secure in my surroundings," I said.

"You are probably right, Dillon. It is not a full-
blown activation of the fight/flight response, but a
constant simmering, ‘That is the sad story of so many
people's lives. Why do they not even know they feel
unsafe?"

"Maybe they've never known what it feels like to be
ufe," I replied.

"Yes. And the quality of their lives suffers as a
fesult.  You cannot be content when you are walking
around with an activated fight/flight tesponse. You miss
out on the joy of life."

I thought about how 1 could have used the hand-
warming exercise to telax and warm my body the previous
night out in the storm.

"That hand-warming exercise can surc come in
handy if you are ever lost in the woods," said Grandfather.
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| CHOOSE

"I have some more thoughts I would like to share
with you regarding the way you speak to yourself
Grandfather said, as we were doing the dishes that night.

"We all talk to ourselves, don't we?" T asked.

"Of course we do. This is called self-talk. As we
discussed eatlier, thinking or saying T need' creates
desperation when you do not get that which you th{'nk you
need. The stronger your attachment to that which you
think you need, the stronger the emotional reaction when
you do not get it or have it."

"Saying 'T need' can create an arousal of your
fight/ flight response. Right, Gramps?"

"That is correct, Dillon. Can you figure out some
other self-talk that can be weeds in the garden of yout
mind?"

"You mean like clouds that block the tadiance of
the sun?" I asked, laughing; ‘

He grinned back at me. "Yes, I'm ta‘ll-ﬂng abm'.zt
those word phrases that interfere with your al?ﬂlry to be in
harmony with yourself. Let's sce if we can discover some
seed patterns from your past that have caused you
agitation.” .

I thought back to a time last spring when I was
feeling overwhelmed with homewotk and chores around
the house.

"What did you say to yourself, Dillon?"

"] said, 'T have to get this done. I've got to do it and
I should do it now." "
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"Those words create agitation, Dillon, because it
makes you feel you are facing a desperate situation. You
end up motivating yourself into action through guilt, as if
you are whipping yourself into gear. Is it a nice way to live
when you are motivating yourself into action because
you've 'got to, 'have to,' 'must' or 'should?' "

"No. But if you have to do something, ot it must
be done, then you've 'got to' do it, don't you?"

"Dillon, you are free to think however you like,
though T will point out to you there are consequences to the
wotds and thoughts you use in communicating with

yourself. There is no need to beat yourself up unneces-
sarily."

"How clse can you talk to youtself about things like
that?" I asked.

"Dillon, I will shate with you one of the most
‘empowering words in our language. You can add it to your
everyday method of talking to yourself."

"Don't keep me in suspense,” T joked. "What is this
empoweting word?"

"Dillon, repeat after me: I choose to do it now:"

"I choose to do it now;" I said.

"How does that feel compared to 'T've got to do it
now' or 'T should and must do it now?' I know it sounds
simplistic, Dillon, but if you work with this word, you will
find it to be quite profound and life changing "

"I can see how 'I choose' feels empowering," I said. "It
feels as if it comes from a solid and deep place inside of
ml"‘

"It does, Dillon. Now repeat, 'I choose not to do it
now,' or 'T choose to address that later.” How does that
feel?"

"When I use the wotds 'I choose' or 'I choose not to,' T
don't feel the agitation T felt with the other words," 1 said.
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"Dillon, when you choose to choose, you are 1 the
driver's seat. When you 'should' do it, it is as if someone 1s
making you do it. That ruins the fun. '\X’.hethe:: 1'cl bﬁ;
cleaning the toilet, doing dishes or homework, if you've go
to, 'have to, 'must' or 'should,’ a part of you resents 1it.
When you 'choose' to do it, you can enjoy .domg what yo:;
have chosen. Dillon, washing dishes ot Flomg la*lundxy, an
even doing your homework can be enjoyable if you ?re
doing it through a sense of choice tather than fecling you
are being forced to do it." : ey v

" can choose not to do something, to0, 1 sta‘ld.

"That is cortect. You accept responsibility that
choosing not to do something can have consequences and

r d them."

you eafirlii guess we can choose not to do 1'The dis}li'f:b‘, bu(; tl}:[
consequences may be we get rats in the kitchen,” I said. :
remember times when I hated doing my1 chorcslbecausc
thought, I 'have' to do them. Maybe 'l 'choose’ to do my

chores." |
"Dillon, I guarantee yout chores will be more fun

now that you do them by choice."
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A DONE DEAL IS A DONE DEAL

One morning as we wete just about to begin
some tepair work on the roof of the cabin, Grandfather
suddenly changed his mind.

"What a beautiful morning!" he exclaimed. "Life is
speaking to us from every ditection! I believe I hear the
birds calling us down to the river. Let's go, Dillon!"

We put our tools away and walked downstream until
we came to a shady spot where a beautiful gteen moss
covered the rocks like a plush carpeting. We sat on the
ground where we could feel rays of sunshine through the
branches of the trees, warming our skin.

Grandfather got up and walked away. He returned
a few minutes later with a dead butterfly and a dead ladybug
he had found.

"Open your hand, Dillon. I would like you to hold
these." He placed the buttetfly and the ladybug in my palm.

"What would you like me to do? Bury them?" I
asked.

"I would like you to bring them back to life."

"How can | do that? They'te dead."

"Go ahead. Try, and see what happens."

"I can try from now until doomsday, Gramps, but
this butterfly is not going to fly out of my hands.”

"Why is that?" he asked.

"Because it's a done deal. They'te dead.”

"I agree, Dillon. A done dealis a done deal. Would

It make sense to argue with a done deal and expect the
elrcumstances to change?"
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"Well, you could, Gramps, but you'd be wasting
your time. Why argue or try to change a done deal? Why
try to bting something back to life that's already dead?"

"Exactly. I have a question for you, Dillon. Have
you ever said to yourself, "That shouldn't have happened,’ or
"They shouldn't have done that to me?" "

"Well, sute. I have said that a number of times
when things happen that I don't like."

"Guess what you are doing."

"I'm not sure." I teflected on the time someone
had put nails in my tires. I felt he shouldn't have done it. 1
was angty and itritable for days. Why did I respond that
way? What was I doing? Ah-hal I was arguing with a done
deal.

"Hey, Gtamps," I said, "it doesn't make sensc to
argue with a done deal. What's done is done."

"Right, Dillon!"

"What else can you do in a situation like that?" I
asked.

"How about telling yourself, 'It would be nice if he
had not put nails in my tites, but he did. So beit.'"

"That makes sense, I guess. You'd feel less stressed.
Otherwise it's like trying to swim upstream, against the
natutal flow of the water."

"Yes, Dillon. This is how people tire so quickly in
life. When you argue with a done deal, you are swimming
against the current.”

We sat in silence for a few moments watching the
tiver flow by. I decided to confide in Grandfather my guilt
feelings over my father's death. That was onc done deal I
couldn't so easily let go.

"He died in my arms, after I had told him to drop
dead," I explained. "I didn't mean it. He shouldn't have
done that."
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"Dillon, you ate cartying around the painful guilt
that his death was yout fault. Soon [ plan to share with you
gome techniques which will help you release your anxiety
over the drama you had with your father. For now, though,
1 would like you to trust me and understand that your father
truly regrets the abuse you suffered, and you will both
benefit when you are able to forgive him. It is a done deal,
and it may be time to let go, Dillon."

His words were comforting to me at first. Then I
got spooked.

"What??" T gasped. "Hey, Gramps! Are you saying
you talk to the dead?"

"No, Dillon, I do not speak with the dead. I call it
being sensitive to vibration."
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SHOTGUN

Grandfather sat down to rest in his rocking chair
on the front potch after we had finished our repaits on the
roof, T was sitting inside the cabin thinking about my father
and feeling deptessed again. There was no i::hanging what
had happened. 1 had to put it out of my mind, or I knew
I'd go crazy.

I got up and wandered around looking at all the old
pictures hanging on the walls. Therc were a couple of
antique shotguns hanging in one cotner. I took one down
and examined the intricate woodworking someone had
done on the stock. All of a sudden the gun blasted and
flew out of my hands, knocking me backwatd, into the wall.

I heard Grandfather yell. The window was blown
to bits and the wall around it was completely torn up.
Grandfather burst through the cabin door, his eyes bulging
and blood gushing from one side of his face. He left a trail
of blood on the floor as he crossed the room and grabbed
a towel, applying pressure with both hands to the sid_c of
his face. His shirt was already stained ted. I felt a chill go
up my spine and I started to shake. 1 could have kj?lled him!

"You have crossed the line, Dillon," he said calmly,
but I could hear the anget in his voice. "Pack your bags and
leave now."

"t was an accident! I was just looking at it!" 1
velled. "You're bleeding badly! We need to get you to the
hospitall"

"'l take care of myself. Pack your bags and get out
of here, Dillon."
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"T won't leave you like this! Let me dtive you to the
hospital, and I'll leave as soon as we get back," I pleaded.

He finally agreed and we left immediately —We
rushed down the trail to whete his truck was parked on the
dirt road. Not a word was spoken during the drive. T
wotried he may have been weakening from the loss of
blood. What if he dies, what if he dies? The words went
around and around in my head.

When we atrived at the hospital the doctors took
him in right away. I stayed in the emergency room waiting
area. Iwas in a daze. 1 sat and stared at the wall. T couldn't
believe what was happening,

An hout later a doctor came out and told me Sage
was lucky he hadn't lost the vision in his right eye. They
had done minor sutgety to temove the shotgun pellets, and
he had requited numerous stitches. The doctor said Sage
would not tell him how it had happened. I told him it was
my fault, but didn't explain anything further. Grandfather
did not tell him more, I suspect, because it would mean
petting the sheriff involved.

On the way back, Grandfather said he did not think
I was mature cnough to learn anything more from him, and
he questioned whether or not I had learned anything up to
this point. He said he was choosing to not invest any more
energy in his relationship with me. When we arrived, he
wished me well and said good-bye, then went down to the
waterfall to meditate.

I grabbed my backpack and left. I wandered into
the forest on the connecting national land. I sat down on a
totted-out log and began to weep.

This guy had acted like he really cared, but he didn't
jive a crap about me. Nobody understands me ot what ['ve
been through, I thought. I felt like the biggest loser on
garth — a royal jerk and screw-up. Maybe he's nght, 1

59



An Awakening from the Trances of Everyday Life

thought. Maybe I'm not capable of learning what he's been
trying to teach me.

"Is this going to be my whole life?" I ctied out. 1
didn't want to live.

I heard a strong, stern voice then, from deep inside
me say, "It is what you choose it to be." Those were
Grandfather's words. My inner voice had responded to my
question! I had to go back. 1 could not give up this
opportunity. I could learn things from this old man that 1
knew I couldn't find anywhere else.

I made my way back to Stllpoint. I repeated the
words to myself along the way: Life is what you choose it
to be. Grandfather was stll at the waterfall when T
returned.

"I'd like to speak to you, Grandfather. I'm sorry for
what I did. I'm asking for your forgiveness and one more
chance."

Grandfather opened his eyes and said, "Look,
Dillon. You are a guest in my house, and it is your
responsibility to honor and respect my space. 1 feel you
have violated my space and that is something I do not
tolerate.”

"I don't know why I fell into the same hole of
stupidiry,” T said.

"You will continue to step into that hole, Dillon,
unless you are able to defuse the pattern behind it."

"What pattern is that?" I asked.

"Your pattern of thinking that says you ate a failure
and a loser. You attract and create circumstances to

support this subconscious pattern.”

"Do you mean this shooting incident is a result of
my feeling that I'm a screw-up?"

"Of course. You believe it, and you continue to
seek confirmation for that which you believe. This allows
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you to 'E:Lt‘thﬁl‘ validate your belief that you are a failuge."
T"l‘@']]:l.t do I do about it?" I asked.
'First, figure out how you are poj
. 10w 3 gomng to fix m
Mndowla:;fo the w:aﬂ We will deal with your hole later." ’
. Tove 1to town to get a replacement window,
Zr}uch I paid fctr with my earnings. Grandfather showed m;
10w to mstall it. He also taught me about gun safety. He
explained that he kept the gun loaded in case of an

emergency. He had recently had to Kill :
had come into the yard. Y a rabid raccoon that
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EQUALITY

The following morning I was still very upset about
the accident with the shotgun. Grandfather sat at the
kitchen table repairing the soles on his work boots, as calm
as if nothing had ever happened. He sensed my shame and
reassured me he would be okay. 1 couldn't believe he found
it so casy to forgive me. In all my life I had never known
anyone like him. . -

I was practicing the hand-warming exercise in af
attempt to relax myself when we heard a commotion out 11
the goat shed. Tjumped up and ran to the door to see what
was going omn. ‘ N

"Ah," said Grandfathet, without even looking up, "1t
sounds like they are re-establishing their pecking order
again.” _

"You mean they're fighting for dominance over each
other?" I asked. : .

"Right. And the ones who obtain a higher rank in
the pecking order feel superior to the ones below. In many
species of animals we can sce the- power struggle of
jockeying for position in the herd. Tt is another part of the
sutvival mechanism we talked about."

"Does this have something to do with why peclplle

have such a hard time getting along?" I asked. "Does it
ing to do with me?"

P 3‘15':;25:3 Dillon. It has to do with all of us. In its

meanest and crudest form, this takes the shape of deep,

ugly prejudice and justification fot. people treating other

people as less than human. In its more subtle form,
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Jjockeying for position in life can be seen in the arrogance of
a person who puts others down or finds fault in othets.
Control and power games are the means people attempt to
use to establish their positions."

"People who assume self-righteous positions are
quite casy to identify," Grandfather continved. "It is
wtitten all over them when they speak. When one assumes
a lower position, that is also easy to read because it shows
itself in their insecure body posture.”

"Now that I think about it, I guess there have been
power struggles going on even among my friends. Like,
who gets to be the leader and who ends up following."
"That's right. If you study your life, you will see
you have played both roles. By finding fault in others it
allows you to feel more secute in your own position. When
you are feeling more-than you feel superior, or better, than
another person. When you feel less-than you are feeling
insecure or inadequate."

"My friends and 1 sometimes criticize other groups.
I guess it makes us feel like we'te better than they are.”
"That is a delusional way of obtaining security, or

~ sense of position.”

"[ also temembet being in the less-than position," I
waid. "It seems like some people would like to keep you in
that positdon. They act like they're smarter, or better than
you are."

"You will find yourself in a less-than position only
if you accept it and allow yourself to feel that way, Dillon.
Assuming a less-than position is unnecessary."

"But putting yourself in a more-than position is not
good either, right?"

"Right."
"Now I'm confused, Gramps. If you can't put
yourself in a more-than position, and it's also wrong to let
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yourself be in a less-than position, then what position does
that leave you?" =g 0f ‘

"ItY Jeaves you," he said, "in a position in which you
do not feel the need to judge others. You do not attempt to
seek your position in life by comparing yourself to otht?:rs.
And you do not feel you must look up to others as being
better than you ate. This leaves us all in the position of
being equal." . gl

: L}'I'Equal? I never really thought of it that way," I said.
"It sure takes the pressure off."

"I'm not saying we are not to be respectful of
others, Dillon. Thete ate people who will serve as YOII.;I
teachers and friends, and they may have mote life
experience and insight than you do. '.I'he}' may have
valuable lessons to share with you. But this does not make
them better." . L '

"T'here are others," he continued, who may insult
you, ot violate your space, but still, this dc{es 1510t cbange the
fact that on a deeper level their human life is a gift f:md is
every bit as precious as yours. If we are all created in ic
image of God, what right do we have to assume anyThl{:lg

other than the wisdom to respect and honor the equality
and gift of all human life?"

. It suddenly became very clear to me how
Grandfather was so quickly and easily able to for:gwe me .for
all my mistakes; even for the previous day's shooting
incident.

«<»

HEALTHY COMPETITION

Grandfather said he felt like it was a good day to
build some new birdhouses, and asked me to go out to the
shed and gather together some appropriate pieces of scrap
wood while he finished repairing his boots.

He came out a few minutes later and, beforc I knew
it, had constructed two new birdhouses. I was still trying to
figure out which pieces of wood I was going to use.

"Slow down, Gramps," I said. "You're way ahead of

me

"This is not a competition, Dillon."

"Hey, I understand about the importance of
equality and all that, but what's wrong with a little
competition?"

"There is a place for healthy competition, Dillon.
But, too often competition becomes another trap."

~ "Like a weed in the gatden of the mind, eh?" I

asked, grinning,

' "Yes, a weed with deep roots. So, Dillon, you tell
gie. What do you think healthy competition is?"
' "When you play for fun, I guess, and you'te not
aught up in whether you win or lose."
1 "Yes, but focus for a minute on what it means if
ou think you have won or lost."
"People will consider themselves either winnets ot
sers. It's a less-than or more-than situation, right?"
_ "Yes, if you allow it to be. The key is to understand
at losing a game does not make you a loser. There will
vays be others who petform a particular task above, ot
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below, your performance level on that particular task."

"Like spotts, music, mechanical ability, [.Q. tests, . ."

"Yes, all of those things."

"My 1.Q. isn't all that high."

"Oh, yeah? Who said so, Dillon?"

"Well, I took the test at school, and. . ."

"Stop right there, Dillon. Who made up the testr
God?"

"I guess it was some guy. I don't know who he is."

"Some guy made up a test and someone decided to
call it an 1.Q. test. Does a high score on that test mean you
are intelligent?"

"I think that's what it's supposed to mean,
Gramps."

"What it means is, on that particular performance
task, you scored a certain way. Who says this guy has a
monopoly on the truth regarding what intelligence is?
What if we gave him a test based on your life experience?
Who would score higher? Dillon, I have known men and
women who could not tead or write, yet they were great
teachers. I know people who would not rank on that L.Q.
test, yet they could fix just about anything that was broken,
or create magic in their lives. Just because someone scores
high on an intelligence test does not mean they ate
intelligent when it comes to common sense living and
getting along with others. It simply means they scored high
on that particular performance task."

"I probably would not score very high on that test if
I took it right now, Dillon. Would that make me stupid?"

"No, you seem like you've got your act together,
Gramps."

"Why, thank you, Dillon," he laughed. "The idea is
to have fun in the process of whatever task you are
performing. You can feel good if you are pleased by your
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petformance, or disappointed if your performance is not
Up to par. But this is a passing feeling that does not
b_ecomc' a judgement of how you rate yourself in
comparison to othets. If you are using your performance

i;asks to judge yourself as to what kind of person you are,
then you are caught in the trap."
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RESPECTING DIFFERENCES

I realized even though I wasn't getting paid muc‘h
money, Grandfather wasn't working me as hard la;s Ii
expected. We worked only a couple of days a week, an
actually spent most of out time outdoors enjoyng natu.t:l
and tal'king about a lot of things I'd never really given muc

thought. ‘
y Aftet we had hung the new birdhouses we lay on

our backs on the hillside above the tiver, watching huge
cirrus clouds pass Over. Grandfather pointed out one he
thought looked like 2 Chinese dragon. T thought it looked

re like a mermaid.
) He asked me if, in the past, [ had ever found myself

caught up in arguments that left me feeling angry O
frustrated. _

"Oh, sute. That happens,” replied.

WThere is a difference between arguments and

i u know."

dlsagfcef:;:—ﬁf,;‘; disagreements often lead to argumcrxts.
I've gotten really pissed off at my mother wl‘w:en we try to
discuss things. We've had some real blowoutsl.'

"Do you temember those arguments? ;

" remembet them like they happened yesterday. 1
get angry because [ knew 1 was right and oy mother

: x
wouldn't admit she was WIong iy
"So, you mean, Dillon, that she was not Secily
]

things the way you think is right, ot the way you think she
‘should' see things. '[Chis is the most common reason for

conflict in relationships.”
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"When you experence friction during a
conversation," Grandfather continued, "it is probably
because you believe that it is not okay for the other person
to disagtee with you. You think they are supposed to see
the world the way you do."

"So you'te saying when I feel an argument brewing,
it's because I'm trying to get the othet person to see it my
way and I'm not willing to let their views be different from
mine?"

"That's right, Dillon. And those are the ingredients
for a power struggle. You're seeking an 'l am right and you
ate wrong' solution. People feel justified in their positions,
and the truth is things do look different, depending on what
petspective you are seeing them from.  Accepting
differences can lead to greater understanding, By accepting
that there ate differing views, you become more open to
understanding the big picture. It is okay to disagree. How
boting the wotld would be if we wete all alike!"

"That makes sense, Gramps. I know a lot of the
frustration I've had with people is because they didn't agree
with me."

"Acceptance of differences leads to harmony. You
can be respectful in your disagteements. It gives people
space to be who they ate, just as you would like to be given
the space to be who you are. How do you feel when
someone attempts to take that space away from your"

"Rebellious."

"And others feel rebellious if you take away their
gpace. So, what will you do, Dillon, if someone becomes
irritated with you because they want you to agree with
them?"

"] will allow them to be entitled to their viewpoint.
| can choose to disagree without arguing.”

"Some people will attempt to get you to fight back
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by pushing your buttons, Dillon. They can tell when they
push a button in you."

"How?"

"It shows on your face and it is easy to read. Once
they see you react, they will go after the buttons even
stronget in an attempt to get you off base. People do not
like a one-way argument because it makes t.hem feel foolish,
so they will work hard at drawing you into it."

"] have to focus on not getting pulled in."

"Yes, and you can also suggest discussing the matter
at another time, when emotions are not so flared. The key,
Dillon, is to stay firm in your conviction that it is okay for
people to be different and they do not have to corffotm.to
how you think they should think and act. P_EOQIE will notice
this and appreciate your acceptance of their differences. It
is a sign of maturity and shows others you are aware of
your boundaries.”

"I'm not sute
boundaries." .

"There is a dance of energy that takes place in
relationships, Dillon. Boundaries ate the 'quality of
interpersonal space we create with a petson ot circumstance

I know what you mean by

at any given moment.” .

"They are not fixed boundaties then," I said.

"No, they change from moment to mogleﬂt based
on the type and quality of interaction we are having. There
arc two extremes of unhealthy boundaties: enmeshed
boundaries and disengaged boundaries. In the middle of
the two extremes is where one establishes healthy
boundaties. You will find yourself being pulled towar.d
enmeshment or disengagement in relationships. The key 1s
to monitor your own energy.” ;

"How can you be sure which way you ate being
pulled?”

70

An Awakening from the Trances of Everyday Life

"Dillon, have you ever had a phone call, and as soon
as you heatd the person's voice you felt a knot forming in
yout gutr"

"Sure. Thete ate a few people who make me feel
that way."

"What?! Make you fecl that way? Are you telling
me you are a victim and people toss your feelings around
like a hotseshoer"

"Okay. I guess I should say I allow my buttons to
get pushed.”

"Yes, this is one type of enmeshment. Your field
becomes entangled with another's and you lose your sense
of personal identity. But no one has the right to violate
yout space. Lven if people attempt to trespass in your
~ §pace, you do not have to let them in. FEvery person is
responsible for living their own life and bearing the
consequences of their behavior. Have compassion and care
for others, but do not lose your space in theit space.”

"Then disengaged boundaries must be the opposite.
You disconnect from the situation."

"Yes. While enmeshment is like a hot type of
tesponse, disengagement is a cold response.”

: "I think I've done that. It's like I shut myself off
from the wotld or another person. One day my boundaries
‘with my mother were enmeshed. Every little thing she did
o said pissed me off. The next day I disengaged, and when
‘she spoke to me, I nodded and said 'uh huh,' but I didn't
hear a2 word she said."

"Why do you think people develop disengaged
boundaries, Dillon?"

"Probably because they feel overloaded or hurt, and
disconnecting is their defense.”

' "Right. And people who adopt this as a relationship
jtyle can feel isolated and lonely. When our boundaries are
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healthy, we are neither disconnected not overwhelmed. If
you find yourself moving toward the disengaged pole, you
can re-engage a little so that yout coldet energy warms up
some. Compassion is neither hot not cold. It is a balanced
warm energy."

"When our boundaries are healthy," Grandfather
continued, "we ate respectful of other people's space. We
do not view them as less-than or more-than we are,
regardless of their behavior. We do not get overdrawn into
their drama, but we do not disconnect either."

"I know now how I've been creating friction in my
relationships,”" I said. "I'll have to work at recognizing

boundaties, though."
"You have come a long way alteady, just by being

aware of this, Dillon."

"Accepting differences would help maintain
equality," I said. "No one is better-than or less-than."

"I could not have said it better myself, Dillon."
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THE MAGIC WITHIN

Wﬁ Went for a long walk early one morning and
. field full of colorful wildflowers and
B o m;ey ‘;ﬂse forest. Ig the center of the field was a
i ﬁel;;i_ e leaned against the trunk and looked out
E. ﬂQ“{E;:“tL: humn:iing‘bir:d- da:_:tix.;g about among the
. : “N stopping in mid-ait, its wings Just a blur. 1
Y spider spimning a web and was amazed at the complex
“ *:]Uic Pﬁﬁﬂrfn. A squirrel balanced on a small limb, A
ey gracefully landed on a wildflower.
E .. I:Ll;liﬁn, ‘can you feel that the trees reach to the sun
. , l‘ffiaches to the trees? The clouds have a
5 zonsll;{p With the wind, just as the birds have a
patonsip with the sky. Do you see a common
lenominator?"
]
'en::ﬁ Common denominator I see is a natural
::Whﬂt do> you mean by intelligence, Dillon?"
 "Well, how could a little bird fly south across oceans
._,f-i ,ou.u_t.am fanges and back again to the same nest
less tfl:“iure Wass intelligent?"
k. enIC:E Wll‘l:ldcred the same thing. Instinct is God's
T Wofkung_ through all forms of nature. The earth
et planetts in our solar system know their paths
'1"' : :hﬂ sun. ¢Can you feel the magic of it all?"
_ "I can seee it, but I'm not sure how much I feel jt."
A Guess wohat, Dillon? You are part of that magic,
Mt magic movees in you. It moves in your blood and it
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dances in your soul. You are not separate or isolated from
God's intelligence. You are connected to it. How is it your
hair knows to grow back the same color? How is it your
fingernails grow back when you cut them? The intelligence
you see in the beauty of nature expresses itself through you
as well. But, do you know what it is that makes you unique
in comparison to nature?"

"No, I don't."

"What will that sparrow be tomotrow, Dillon?"

"A spartow.”

"And what will that spartow be next year?"

"A spatrow."

"How about ten yeats from now?"

"It'll probably be dead, Gramps."

"That's tight, Dillon. Could it have changed its
mind and been something other than a sparrow?"

"No. Once it's born a spartow, it lives and dies a
sparrow."

"Dillon, how ate you different from that spatrow?"

"I have more choices?" I guessed.

"Yes, you have choices. You can learn and grow,
and become more than you have been. You can develop
yout insight in ways you have yet to imagine. You can
choose to embrace your life as an exciting journey, ot you
can take it for granted and sleep through the ride. Your
ability to choose is what cteates yout uniqueness and guides
yout expetience. Value the gift of choice, for it is the
treasure that leads to your destiny."

We picked some wildflowers to take back to the
cabin. I put them in a vase on the kitchen table. After
Junch Grandfather handed me a small box with a ribbon on
it. He said it was to exptess his appreciation for the work |
had done. I opened the box and stared, in shock, at what |
saw inside. It was the arrowhead from his collection that [
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had taken and then returned,

"I thought it would make a ni i

: ougl nice necklace, Dillon,"

he said, looking intently into my eyes, i

I was speechless. He fixed a bl

tless. ack cord to th

atrowhead and I put it around my neck. Tears beaded up 1'4:13
My eyes. How do these coincidences keep happening? T
Jmndcred: I thought about what he had told me under the
q?ak tree in T.he field of wildflowers: Value the gift of
choice, for it is the treasure that leads to your destiny.

I always have choices, The holes I keep falling in

ire a result of my faulty choices. I was plad Ih
t the arrowhead back. gla ad chosen to
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KNOWING WHEN YOU ARE OUT OF TUNE

Ixatcr that afternoon Grandfather said he w;.s
i d of bamboo he

oine actoss the riveg to check on a stand ot
iad %ﬂantcd last year. 1 asked if I could join him. We l-fad
to cross the tiver by walking across 2 fal]eq trec resting
several feet above the water. Grandfathet s].uPped ACross,

i 1 i f step at a time.
hile 1 cautiously inched along a hal
" Grandfather was pleased to find the bamboo had
nearly doubled in size. He offered to show me how to
make a bamboo flute. He looked over each stalk before
choosing one, and then gave thanks to the bamboo before
t it.

R ch sat down while he carved and filed the bamboo
to create a flute. When he had finished -hc Rlaycd a few
scales, and then surprised me by bursting into a very
thythmic and high-spirited melody. 1 applauded hufl
afterward. Then he played another song that was obviously

t of tune. . -
Fee "What did you think of that song, Dillon?" he

k d. a "

Eew "o be honest with you, T didn't like it as well as the
first one because it sounded out of tune.

"How did you know?" :

"Well, I just knew, 1 guess.' E

"What do you mean, you just knew?

"I don't know: I just knew."

"Dillon, I think you wete able to observe that my
second song was out of tune and out of rthythm because

o L1
you have a reference point.
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"What do you mean?"

"You compared it in your mind to what you think
an 'in tune' song sounds like. The 'in tune' song is your
teference point." Grandfather handed the flute to me. I
tried playing a few notes.

"I guess people can be in tune or out of tune, too,
eh?" I said.

"That's true, Dillon. What do you think it means to
be in tune?" .
I immediately thought back to our conversations
~about being centered in balance and harmony, and how, if
“we have clouds in our mind, they block our inner sunlight.
"Being out of tune means you are off center, right?
Like getting caught up in your own drama or someone else's
“80ap opera. You feel agitated or frustrated."
"Yes. It is like being in the soup and not even
knowing you are being cooked! FEach of us has the
potential to get out of the soup, Dillon, but unfortunately
~many people do not even know when they are in it."
"Are you talking about me?" I asked.
b "It is your personal responsibility to figure that out,
Dillon. If a person has not developed a strong reference
point of being calm, centered and harmonious, they may
not tecognize when they are out of tune."
"It seems like sometimes I have no control over
myself. I've probably been a real jerk and didn't even know

"I have had my share of putting my foot in my
too, Dillon. The point is, it is ctucial that we
develop an internal reference point."

"How do you do that?"

"You practice being in tune. You form a memory
0f what it feels like to be balanced and, in all your activities,
you opetate from that space."
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few days."
"You are not the same young man who came here.

Your model of reality is in the process of change. I wonder
if letting go of your old self is a challenge for you."

"I'm getting tired of all this philosophical stuff,
Gramps. Living with you is intense. [ just need a break.

Will you let me go?"
"Of course, Dillon. This is not a prison. And if

you decide you would rather not come back, that's your
choice."

"T'l be back," 1 smiled, feeling telieved. "I want to
come back. I kind of like it out here."

I took my backpack and walked down the trail and
followed the dirt road out to the main highway to hitch a
ride. Within just a few minutes a car stopped. As I
approached the car I saw three guys about my age inside, all
drinking beer. The voice of life flashed a big red flag
before my eyes: "Do not get in the car." 1 thought maybe I
was just being paranoid. They seemed friendly, just out
having fun and getting a little rowdy. I really didn't feel like
waiting for another tide. One of them swung open the
back door and I climbed in.

I noticed a number of empty beer cans on the floor.
One of the guys offered me a beer. [ started to refuse it,
but changed my mind. I was actually quite thitsty from the
walk, It tasted great. We were cruising down the road with
the stereo turned up and everyone singing along. I started
feeling like my old self again.

We hadn't gone very far when we passed by a
highway patrol car parked by the side of the road, partially
concealed by shrubs. I glanced at the speedometer. We
were speeding. The guy who was driving saw the wotried

look on my face. He laughed and sped up even more,
Evidently no one else had seen the patrol car.
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L]
Hey, man, there's 4 cop!"
over the blating music, Tt was too

already coming up behind us,

Aw, shit! Not agaij:l,” the drivet moaned and shut
I was just goofing around with you,"

ther two guys were tryj '
shove all the empty beer cans under the se::si]g el o

pulled 0{'12; iitt:}lmﬁfiirﬂsfs hlt;;g ﬁgl;fs ke
. : ¢ road and sto

iﬂuh}; “\::jt:g cussing about their bad luck. ] feh}J rlzs:ib. T;il]j
! Whenwfi to gft:f)i home for a few days.

. ¢ otlicers began to agk questions, the
X » yIng to be funny, responded with some sarcasti
""." arks, and that was the end of my trip home e

I shouted to be heard
late. The police were

We were
en to the local jail. T cxplained my

brought to our cell and when he was asked if he
i us, ile looked at me and said, "Never
before." He turned and walked out,

I was furious. The rest :

: : of th %

ssed out, but I didn' sleep a wink al] s alf'i‘-ad}’

: night.
In the morning Grandfather returned. He told the

I:::: he .thought he had made a mistake and pethaps he

ognize one of the young men. He spoke witl | th.

ilice cf.;uef 10 private. I was released, e

”nde’fhzld:d you make me spend the night in jail?" |

A 5 an't l?eheve you would do that to me! Did

i get ;.I kick out of it? I'm pissed at you!" i

) ¢ made no apologies. idn"

accusations. He l::ams g:w chf:r?:ldr:.; T;’:r;;;?:"i tg
sened. .He stopped the truck at a small magket ang s il

will be right back." He returned a few minutes later W?Ilﬂ;

scen any of them
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large bag of popcorn. b .
e "lgor tlze theater of life, Dillon," he grinned. We ate

the popcorn on the way back to the cabin.
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THE TRANCES OF EVERYDAY LIFE

That afternoon back at the cabin Grandfather was
shucking corn he'd had left over from the previous yeat's
harvest that he intended to cut from the cobs and feed to
he squirrels. 1 sat at the kitchen table watching him, too
:..:;4- to do anything. I was depressed. I felt foolish
for having gotten myself into another jam. T hadn't even
made it to the next county without getting into trouble.

- "Do not wallow in your guilt, Dillon. Just figure out
vhat really happened and move on."

4 "Before I got in the car with those guys a big red
lag went up, but I ignored it."

3 "Sounds to me like you sabotaged yourself again.
Those messages you picked up from your environment and
your father have become your core beliefs."

"But my father is dead. He can't put me down

"Your father treated you like you were not good
"-:‘ gh."

 "Yeah. Whatever I did, it wasn't good enough."
"Those messages still exist in your subconscious
| affect your present experience. Dillon, he was just
rroting to you his own inadequacy. Your father is no
iger physically present, but his messages live on in the
pm of your underlying belief that you will never amount
myﬂung" Grandfather set aside the corn he was
licking and sat down actoss from me at the kitchen table.
"Isn't it interesting that you keep finding yourself in
uations which confirm this?" he asked.
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"It does seem to keep happening, I just wind up in
the wrong place at the wrong time."

"Don't you get it, Dillon? You do not just end up
there by accident. Youtr undetlying beliefs generate an
actual vibration that is constantly emanating from you. A
part of you attracts these circumstances and allows you to
engage in the drama."

"Some people cannot handle it when things are
going smoothly," he continued. "They look for atguments,
ot create a crisis. Then a part of them can say, 'Yeah, this is
mote like it. Now it feels normal." They may not be aware
they ate being governed this way, but they are. They grew
up in crisis, and as an adult they seek out crisis because that
is what feels normal to them."

I suddenly realized what he had been trying to tell
me all along, I shook my head and let out a sigh. It made
sense.

"Life is a process, Dillon, in which we learn to wake
up from the trances of everyday life. Emotional trances
interfere with our ability to live in harmony."

"You've said harmony is our true nature."

"Yes, Dillon. And emotional patterns that take us
out of balance are reflections of these trances."

"Are you saying it's not good to feel?" I asked.

"] am saying there is a difference between emotions
and feelings. Many emotions are patterns recreating
themselves without your permission. They are stuck, or
unfinished, parts of yourself which resutface as they are

triggered. They exaggerate and color your responses.”

"Feelings, on the othet hand, are spontaneous and
apptopriate reactions to the moment. Your dog dies and
you feel sad. Your sadness was not a recreation of an
untesolved patt of yourself. But if you overreact to spilled
milk, then your anger is an emotional trance. Many people
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a].r;.:zﬂ-lthtmCl}ives. moving from one emotional trance into
g er. One moment they might feel insecure. The next

oment they may be judgmental. Another moment they
- may be s;[lbelhshmg their sense of supetiority."

OWw can you wake up from the tra
don't even know you're in it?" Ip asked =P
i H :

b That is a process which develops over time, First
Wwe learn to recognize the trances of our everyday ]jfe,
- gt play detective and get to obsetve ourselves
involved in these trances. Then we learn to wake up. Have

§ another type of trance."
"I know that one," I said.

L
ﬁmH;ve the‘cou:agc to examine yourself. You can
scovering who you are nof, and then you can

cover who
= you are. These trances are not who you really

"Then who am I?"
"
Remove your programming and you will find out."
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SNAKES AND COLORED LENSES

Aftf:r spliting and stacking some firewood after
dinner that night I collapsed under a tree to relax for a
while before going to bed. Grandfather came out of the
cabin and lay down on the grass.

"By the way, Dillon, I forgot to tell you there At
rattlesnakes and copperheads in these woods. Be carefl._ﬂ.

"I don't like snakes. Have you ever been bitten,
Gramps?" ‘

"Only a few times. I almost died once, but Il guess
it was not my time to go." He smiled and 1 wasn't sure
whether he was telling the truth or not. .

He got up and went back into the cabin and
returned a few minutes later with a basket of fruit. I was
about to bite into an apple when suddenly Grandfathet's
eyes opened wide and he shouted, "Look out!" He reached
to my side and picked up a two-foot long snake and began
wrestling with it. .

I sprang to my feet and ran thitty feet actoss the
yard before I looked back. I saw Grandfather rolling on the
ground, laughing. Then I realized what I had thought was a
snake was a piece of rubber hose he'd brought from the

in concealed among the fruit.
s cc"'That was meﬁn, Gramps," 1 said. "Why did you
yell 'look out for that snake?' " . _ :

"I didn't, Dillon. 1 simply said 'look out! Your
mind created the rest of the story. You saw what you
feared. Your feat was projected into the world and that
piece of garden hose became your fear."

86

An Awakening from the Trances of Everyday Life

"But it looked real.
“was a snake."

"Dillon, when I was a youth I was very self-
conscious. One day a group of people were staring at me.
I was convinced they were talking about me until I realized
they were actually looking at someone standing behind me."

"You know, Gramps, the same thing happened to
‘me once. I was in a large stadium watching a football game.
When one of the teams went into a huddle, I just knew
they were talking about me."

"Ate you serious, Dillon?"

"I got you, Gramps."

_ He smiled. "Well, I am glad to hear you are
ﬁddiﬂg.“
; "I know what you're talking about, though," I said.
"What you believe inside affects what you perceive on the
‘outside. If you're gloomy inside, life can look gloomy on a
sunny day."

"Yes, and if you ate bright on the inside, life will
feel and look bright even on a gloomy day."

1 "I once had a pair of glasses that had a blue tint to
them. I wote them all day. After a while 1 forgot I was
aring them and wondered why everything looked so
Dbluish. Later, when I took the lenses off everything looked
very different."

"So what's the moral of your story, Dillon?"

"We don't always see as clearly as we think we're
seeing. We think we're sceing and expetiencing the world as
it 1s, but in reality we're only seeing the world as it's
teflected through our colored lenses.”

"Yes, Dillon. These lenses can be made up of many
different colors, thicknesses and textures, which are the
inresolved wounds we carry around with us — hurts,
tejections, fears and resentments that have not healed.

1 could have sworn that hose
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Limiting beliefs and conditioning color out perccptions.
Many people go through an entire lifetime mtl?out
questioning, and with little change in how they view reality.

"My expetience with that hose was one of those
colored lenses," I said.

"t sure was, Dillon," Grandfathet chuckled.

" went into a full-blown survival mechanism
fight/flight response.”

"Isn't it wonderful that you got to confront your
fear face to face, Dillon?"

"Very funny, Gramps."
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BREATHING AND THE MIND

G‘randfathc: loved to study animals. He would
get as close as he could without being noticed, and obsetve
them as they lived their lives. I was unaware of it, but one
“morning he was tracking me.

E I was sitting on the river bank basking in the sun
‘and feeling vety relaxed. He managed to creep up to within
4 foot behind me without my knowing.  He let out a
vicious growl that sounded just like a bear. T nearly jumped
- out of my skin.

"Gramps," 1 said, when I had regained my
‘composute, "you seem to find great enjoyment in doing
I'-'ﬂ'lese kinds of things to me."

"I do, Dillon."
"How come I'm not able to sneak up on you like
that?"

He laughed. "That is for you to figure out. Did you
happen to notice how your breathing pattern changed when
you were startled?"

' "I gasped. 1 breathed in with my upper chest."
"Right. When you feel threatened or startled you

diaphragmatic, breathing is the way nature intended us to
breathe."
"How do you know that, Gramps?"

"Did you ever watch a baby's breathing?"

, "Oh, yeah. I remember watching his belly go up
and down as he breathed."

"Tust as a baby naturally knows how to suck on the
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breast, she also knows how to breathe. Babies have just
come from the heavenly realms and have not lost their
thythm."

"Why don't we continue to breathe like that as we
grow up?"

"We do until we learn otherwise. Many people
adopt middle and upper chest breathing patterns because
they do not feel safe and secure. Your breathing pattern is
like a mitror of your mind. If you are not feeling safe, it
will be reflected in your breathing and you will breathe in
yout middle and upper chest.”

"Like I did when you sneaked up on me, 2nd like 1
did when I thought I saw that snake."

"Yes, Dillon. When a baby feels his needs are not
being met, he breathes hysterically. If you watch someone
who is in a panic, you see them gasping with a total
restriction on their exhalation.”

"] remember getting that way as a kid, when I was
really upset. I btreathed in and in, but had trouble breathing
out. It seems if we ate breathing in our middle ot upper
chest, it means we are out of tune."

"Exactly, Dillon. And since breathing mitrots your
feelings, changing your breathing pattern will change how
you feel. If you are fecling stressed and uptight and you
begin to breathe the way a relaxed petson breataes, your
state of mind will change. The uptight feclings will
dissolve."

"So all I have to do to overcome feelings of stress is
to breathe in my belly?" I asked.

"Yes, and allow your belly to go soft when you
breathe out. When your belly goes soft it means thete is
minimal restriction duting your exhalation."

"That's like breathing a sigh of relief, isn't it?
You're feeling safe and secure and like everything is okay.
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You breathe out with no restrictions."

"Right, Dillon, and that is because your breathing
pattetn is mirroring your mind at that time. What would
happen if, in the next moment, you were not aware and
began  thinking about your problems or worties?"

"My breathing pattern would shift to middle and
upper chest breathing because I would no longer feel safe."

"Your task, Dillon, is to learn to apply this to your
everyday life. You will see your breathing pattern as a

friend that reveals to you your state of mind. It will assist
you with understanding yourself."
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BEING VS. THINKING

That evening we took sleeping bags and hiked to
the top of the highest ridge in the atea. It was the day of
summer solstice and Grandfather wanted to celebrate by
spending the night under the stars.  There was a
magnificent view of the foothills all around us. The sun
was setting. We sat on a rock outcropping facing west and
watched the changing colots in the sky and the colorful
cloud formations passing ovet.

"Did you ever sit on a bench and watch people go
by?" Grandfather asked.

"Yes, I have," I replied. "It seemed like everyone
was in a wotld of their own, as if they were living theit own
petsonal soap operas. I could sce it on theit faces as they
walked by."

"] have some interesting news for you, Dillon. You
are living your own soap opera, too. If we took a video of
your mind from the time you woke up until the time you
went to sleep, what would we find?"

"We'd probably find that I waste a lot of time."

"Waste time on what?"

"Trivial things, I guess, that really don't matter. I'm
always doing, ot going, or thinking."

"Where do those mental activities take you, Dillon?"

"Into either the past or the future, I guess."

"Yes. The mind gets caught up in lots of thoughts,
and there is a lack of awareness where much petsonal
drama gets created. The mind often runs on.m{ltomatic
pilot. Thoughts come and go without your permission.”
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"That happens to me all the time. T'll tell myself I
don't want to think about something anymore, but it keeps
coming back to me."

"Do you give it permission to come back?"

“ND."

"Then those thought patterns are on automatic
pilot. Those thoughts are thinking you. Awareness is when
you choose to think your thoughts. You ate aware that you
are thinking, It's like driving a stick shift. You can choose
to shift into past thought, or you can shift into future
thought in order to plan your schedule. But you also have
the freedom to choose to shift out of thinking."

"How can you shift out of thinking? If you're not
thinking, what are you doing?" 1 asked.

"I know you understand, Dillon, because you have
been there before. Where have you been when you have
not been thinking?"

"I don't know, Gramps."

"Quiet your mind and you will remember."

My mind became restless as I tried to force it to be
still.

"Dillon, you are swimming upstream. Go with the
flow. You cannot force your mind to be still. You allow
yout mind to entet into stillness.”

I stopped trying to force my thoughts to leave and
allowed them to be like the clouds floating across the sky.
After a while the clouds thinned out and the thoughts
diminished. T felt a stillness and deep sense of peace.

"Now you are learning to connect with your true
nature, Dillon. The nature of pute being."

I wasn't thinking, I wasn't caught up in thoughts of
where I was supposed to be going, or what I was supposed
1o be doing next. I was simply being.

"There is a place for thinking, Dillon, but if you get
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too caught up in it, that is when you get lost in your soap
opeta. 'Being' is about awakening into the awareness of the
present moment. Awareness is the key to embracing Fhe
present. When you walk, you are aware you z;re walking.
When you think, you ate awate you are thinking. o

"And as T am listening to your words," I said, "I'm
awate that I am listening. When I speak to you, T'm aware
that T am speaking. I'm feeling awate of each moment.” N

"lsn't it nice to just hang out with yourself?
Grandfathet asked. "There is nowhete you have to go and
nothing you must become, nothing you have to do and
nothing you have to say. Just hang out and be present to
our experence.”

; Xi’)‘it feels wondetful to just be," I said. !

1 could hear a high-pitched tinging, similar to the
sound of crickets. Gtandfather explained this umvcrs?.l
sound has no beginning, middle or end. The wortld is
always changing, but the sound tt:maj.ns.‘ It is a constant
throughout all time. When we connect with this slound. we
are in unity with the vibratory sound current wl:m:.l':1 1ings
throughout the universe. He calls it "God's: flute." He
listens to it all the time, even while he is heating the other
sounds in the environment.
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BREATHING AND BEING

I gathered some sticks and we built 2 small camp-
fire when the last light of dusk had gone.

"Dillon, I am going to hang out with myself and
you are welcome to join me." Grandfather meant he was
choosing to no longer talk and was entering into the
stillness of silence. He was letting go of thinking and
moving into being fully present to the moment. That's
what he referred to as "hanging out."

Once again it took me some time to clear my
thoughts. I gazed up at the stars for awhile. My thoughts
eventually slowed down and I let them go as if they were
birds flying across the sky.

At last T entered into the wonderful stillness of
being, that harmonious feeling of being present and
complete, the total acceptance of being in the moment in
that place beyond words. Time seemed to stand still. We
hung out until the fire died down and just a few coals
temained. The full moon was beginning to rise.

"Dillen, I enjoyed sharing that sacred space with
you. It is a way in which we communicate deeply without

words. Now I would like to communicate with words."

"What would you like to talk about?" T asked.
"What did you notice, Dillon, when you were fully

present in the moment?"

"When I was in the stdllness of being I had no

thoughts."

"It 1s in the pause between your thoughts that you
experience the awareness of bemng. The only way to
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experience the moment, Dillon, is to leave past ot fumée
preoccupations behind. The fullness of the moment cm}r he
experienced only from the center of your being e
awareness of your being lives in the pause between yout
ﬂumght‘t:.f[t scemed like when I was in the deepest
experience of being, my breathing slowed down, and
ed,” I said.

e S‘f;g]fm you ate in the pause between thoughts you
can simultaneously experience the pause between yout
breaths. Following your exhalation there is a pause, and
then you breathe in again. As you metge 10(0 the 10y o.f
being, that pause lengthens. Fpr s:pmtual growth 1t 1s
important to develop a relationship with the pause bcmlct;n
your thoughts because this is where you expetience e
radiance of your soul.” ! :

"T'hat is why," Grandfather contli.lued, you breathe
only about five to ten breaths a minute in the c.ommun];zn
of being. What a deeply peaceful and L?armomous f'ce ing
that is," he paused for a moment. "But if you are thinking
without awateness, you are typically breathing twelve to

1 aths a minute." B
ﬂghteeﬁ'g;c that means mote of your time is spent inhaling
and eshaling, instead of in the pause of being that occurs
between breaths," I said. )

"Yes, Dillon. Unfortunately many pt.aoplc miss the
splendor of the moment. They en.d up riding the mctrE
go-round of thoughts. From the time they wake up un
the time they go to sleep, the thoughts go around and
around."” s

"[ know how tiring that can be," T said.
become quite dizzy and off balance if you don't know how
to step off the metry-go-round.”

"You can
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| AM THE WITNESS OF MY SHOW

Grandfather went into town one morning to get
some building materials. T stayed behind. T had been eveing
a huge old oak tree in the yard that had a strong branch up
high, petfect for hanging a swing, I decided to put it up and
surprise Grandfather when he returned.

I found everything I needed in the shed and
climbed up the tree to fasten the ropes. I sanded a scrap of
pinewood I'd found for the seat and applied a dark stain
that brought out the beauty of the wood grain.

I had gone down to the river for a swim when
Grandfather returned a couple of hours later. When I got
back I found him swinging, and singing one of his happy

nature songs. I sat down and listened.

He was very pleased with the swing and
complimented me on my craftsmanship. He asked me to
‘take off my arrowhead necklace for a moment. I handed it
to him and he began swinging it back and forth like a
pendulum, He let the pendulum come to a test and
‘explained that this represents the stillpoint, or the center,
‘where our soul shines through without obstruction.

When the pendulum swings, it swings away from
the center. It may swing into the caution zone, ot even
further, into the danger zone. Qur safe zone is the range in

ch our pendulum swings from left to right while we are
ble to remain calm and aware.

"What's the caution zoner" I asked.

"That is where you get so off center you begin to
feel or act imbalanced. Know what T mean?"
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"Well," I said, "my old tendency was to act cool
even though I was feeling insecure. I worried about things
I couldn't change. I'd get irtitable when things didn't go the
way I thought they should."

"Yes, Dillon. Those are examples of the caution
zone, maybe even the danger zone. In the caution zone the
trance, or fog, is not as thick. You are able to step back and
observe that you are no longer in the safe zone. You can
then choose to return to the safe zone. It's like stepping
out of a trance. It is a lot easier to catch yourself off track
and return to the safe zone when you atre in the caution
zone."

"Because you're not so far off from center?"

"Exactly. When you move way off center it takes a
lot mote energy to get yourself out of that denser trance.
This is why awareness is important. Awareness allows us to
monitor the pendulum swing,"

"I guess if you lack awareness you fall into the hole
again. Same old game, and same old trance."

"Yes, Dillon. Our job is to learn how to function in
the safe zone. Practice will allow you to notice when you
are in the caution ot danger zones. You will learn to bring
yourself back into the balance of the safe zone."

"Is that all thete is to it?" I asked.

"Why complicate something that is so simple? At
any given moment you can step into awareness. You
become a witness. Guess what you are witnessing.”

"l guess I'm witnessing whatever's going on with

me.‘ll

"Exactly. If you are being insecure, you get to
witness your insecurity. If you are being self-centered, you
get to observe that. If you ate worrying, you see you are
wottying, If your mind is racing, you see you are ahead of
yourself. You witness whatever trance you may be in."
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"It's like observing myself in my own movie
theater."

"Yes, Dillon. And guess what?" he laughed. "You
l?ave the best seat in the house! If you see yourself acting
like you are better than somcone else, you get to observe
your judgmental attitude. You discover that you ate in a
trance of superiority. If you are acting or feeling like you
are not good enough, you get to witness your feelings of
madeq?lacy. The good news, Dillon, is when you are
observing yourself, when you are the witness, you are in the
safe zone."

"You mean when I am observing I'm livino j
safe zone?" [ asked. : ol

" Ly X
Of coutse. That is because you, the observer, and
awareness are one and the same."

LL] 1 :

That's amazing, Gramps! All T have to do is be the

observer and I'm in the safe zone."
i : :

That's all there is to it, Dillon. When you are
aware, you are mindful of wherever you ate and whatever it
1s you are doing." |

L 1.

Then being the obsetver teaches us to recognize
out trances," I said.

LLj o 5
N Yes, it does. At any given moment all you have to
do is ask, "What am I doing, thinking ot feeling at this
4 [ :

!_m.oment? Just keep being the observer," he said. "Be the
witness and be aware of what you are witnessing. Then you
‘wake up."
w
) You mean I wake up from the trance of in-
adequacy or superiority or greed or worry?"
L} -
| Yes. You snap out of it because you have now
become the observer of the drama, rather than the victim."
"What do you mean by victim?"
L]

Bcf_orc you became aware, Dillon, those patterns

Were occurring without your permission."
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"This all makes so much sense, Gramps. Why don't

they teach us this in school?" .
"Maybe someday students will be able to study

these concepts as part of a personal gn?wﬂx curriculum.
Let's just say you are learning them in the planetary
schoolhouse, the great classtoom of life!”
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TURNING POINT

One afternoon I was getting ready to spread some
mulch in the garden when Grandfather came out and told
me he thought it would be a good idea to give my mother a
call to see how she was doing. I told him T would call her
that evening. He insisted I call right away. I went down to
the general store to use the telephone.

My aunt answered the phone. She was packing a
bag of clothes to take to my mother, who was in the
hospital. Eatlier in the day a bicyclist had run into Mom as
she was crossing the street, knocking her over backward.
She had suffered a broken leg and hit her head on the
concrete.

Grandfather said 1 could botrow his truck. I
packed a few things and left immediately. Mom was
released from the hospital the next day and was able to get
around somewhat with crutches.

For two days T helped Mom with food ptepatation
and chores. My aunt, who lived neatby, was able to help as
well, so Mom insisted I return to Stillpoint and finish my
summer work with Grandfather Sage. She was concerned
that if stayed I would get caught up in an old rut with my
friends. T agreed, and planned to leave early the following

-~ day.

Later, while I was doing some grocery shopping for

- Mom, I ran into one of my friends. When I returned

home, four other guys called, insisting we go out and party

- that night. T decided to go.

I met them at the park where we used to hang out.
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They brought a couple cases of beer and began the old
routine. I sipped on one beer for the next two hours while
some of the other guys drank mote than a six-pack each. 1
felt like I was watching a2 movie. [ obsetved very curiously
how my group of friends interacted. I could see how they
were caught up in judging and putting others down and
how this gave them a false sense of superiority. They were
bragging and seeking to secure a more-than position. I saw
how somc of them were doing this in response to feeling in
an insecure, less-than position.

I chose not to be drawn into the game. [ shared my
observations about how we often strive to secure oufr
positions in the herd. T explained that we don't have to play
that game, and it is more peaceful to assume a position of
equality which respects differences and honots the idea that
we have all been created in the image of God.

At first they thought I was joking, but soon realized
I meant what I said. They became defensive when they
realized I would not engage in the old judgment game we
used to play. Frank, who is most into the trance of control
and power, got angry and called me a jerk. The king
rooster thought T was jockeying for his position! I knew
they couldn't understand where I was coming from, so I let
it go.

The conversation moved to a number of supetficial
topics that seemed shallow to me. I couldn't believe that
not long ago T had hung out with these guys on a daily basis

and this was how I had thought and acted. Focusing on
sex, money and partying no longer had the same appeal. 1
sat 1n silence.

Frank confronted me again. "What's wrong with
you, man?" he demanded. "Have you sold out on us?
What has that old guy you'te wotking for done to you?
Have you been brainwashed, or what?"

102

An Awakening from the Trances of Everyday Life

I replied that I felt I used to live my life surrounded
by a thick fog, and now I was beginning to awaken from the
trance. They had no idea what I was talking about. I
attempted to explain how we ate walking around with
colorfrd lenses that color the way we see the world, I
explained how our self-talk affects us. We can learn to
observe out own soap opera, I told them, and awareness is
a tool which brings us to a deeper understanding of
ourselmtIs. They looked at cach other, dumbfounded.

explained thete is a difference between
that habitually think us, and choosing to think our t‘;]h;l:’f;‘:;
We can develop a relationship with the space between our.
tht.Jughts, I explained, and experience the pureness of
being, which lives in present awareness. They shook their
heads and looked at me like I was crazy.

. Then Frank said, "Let's £0 get some more beet and
pick up some girls." They jumped in Joe's van and wanted
me to come along I was sure Joe was intoxicated, and [
refused. I chose to go home instead, ’

I stated up at the ceiling as T lay in bed. 1 felt
ttapped ‘betwacn two wotlds. I no longer fit into my old
worlc} with my friends. They didn't understand me. and I
Wwasn't sure I really understood Grandfather's wor_,ld. It
:::rned ﬂjs if 1 had come to a fork in the road, torn between

0 paths. One path w :

- Wr;;)d- as my old wozld; the other path,

I imagined my futute on the old path.
datker and darker over time. 1 pictured PmyselfIttaifi:lW
Grandfather's road. The path got brighter as time moveg
forward. Grandfather's road led to freedom. There wWas no
turning back.

I rtemembered the vision I'd had priot to mecting

‘Grandfather. I had really seen his face, but dismissed it as a

figment of my imagination. T was suddenly overwhelmed
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with a strong feeling from deep inside.. Ah-ha! The‘ msﬁc
of the universe had atranged out meeting! My relationship

with Grandfather was the greatest gift I had ever received.

I couldn't wait to get back to Stillpoint.
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THE MAIN ROAD

thn I arrived at Stllpoint early the next
afternoon I found Grandfather meditating down by the
watetfall. 1 tried to sneak up behind him. T got within ten
feet of him and he turned around and smiled.

"Did you get lost, Dillon?"

"No, I didn't," I said. "It was an easy drive."

"That's good. I knew there was a fork in the road
and I am glad you chose the right path." His response took
me by surprise.

"Gramps, I don't know how you happen to know
these things. T do know you'te not as weird as I used to
think you wete."

"Why, thank you, Dillon. You are not quite as weird
as you used to seem to me, as well. Anyway, the fun has
just begun."

"What do you mean by that?"

"Now that you have consciously chosen which path

. you are taking, you will be able to assimilate a new level of
‘experience.”

[ didn't understand until many weeks later what he
meant.

That evening Grandfather gathered sticks from the
forested area surrounding Stllpoint and built a special
campfire to welcome me back. I told him abour my trip
home and what I had observed among my friends. He sat
smiling and listening, but didn't say a word. I eventually
finished my story and allowed my mind to clear of
thoughts. Nearly an hour passed before Grandfather broke
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s s’hml::ne;'ll-:)n you are going through a wonderful growth

i for the
cess, and these adventures are preparing you for
Pr?ct st;ge in this process. You have made soz;e VEE

ne \
positive changes in the quality of yoyrhthouglz;d : iz“’isc
1 i ou ;
i ttract friends who will nourish you,
ble";H!‘mwl;lcl:r jlom'ish them. You have become more aware cri
ou .
fhe synchronicities of life. You k_:now th::: universe is o
our side and working in your best interest.
. "Synchronicities?" T asked. s 1o 18
"That means life's events are not occurring 3

by chan&r:';; beginning to feel like life does have an

"

nger'?;:st. an amazing atrangement that perplexe.s th;:
mind as we ’expericncc the interconnectma web oi'_;_ ifz.vcr

doubts about it. I have seen thc.cwdcnce.o
has.c nDr again. The universe provides in mysterious Wa};s.
;?Jm;);;esg\:zatc aware of it, and other Ptm:les we :E:tﬂo,; i

"l think you and me getting toge

. e L)

sym:hro't']'lelty,DIﬂlsif ' This is cosmic arrangement. It was
not chanc: S;hat out paths have crossed.. We are c:zctzc:
to the whole of life, and life is rc'spandn.:;g by p;(;ence gis :
the lessons we are ready to recetve. Life exp

B te?'cli;zr.amazing, Gramps! Life is mteMgept .fmd the

univetse holds it all together through ;?;:;Z‘;ﬁg’wmdﬂ
"As you ate in the process o ) .

Dillon, you \z.:ill attract, and be attracted to, friends who will

H n
resonate with you. 8y
"You mean we'll be on the same wavelength

d- n
e "Yes. Birds of a feather flock together.
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"T've changed so much that, instead of bein,
attracted to the guys I used to hang out with, T felt repelled.
I'm on a different wavelength now,"

"You are. Your brainwave patterns are different
than they wete before. A shift has taken place within you,
and now you will attract and seek friends who are on a

parallel wavelength. To spend your time with those who are

ot committed to personal growth may feel stagnating to
U
you.

"It's no fun to hang around people who keep falling
n the same old holes, especially if they're not interested in
getting out of the hole," I said.

"Dillon, do not get cocky. You still have your share
of holes."

"Back off, Gramp
attitude."

"Just checking, Dillon." | thought T saw him smile

in the flickering light of the fire. We sat quietly for a few
moments,

s. I'm not copping a better-than

by and let him keep falling without saying anything?"
"If 1 said something, he may not like it, | might be
afraid of rocking the boat. I don't know, Gramps. How
can you help friends who are screwing up?"
"The same way you would like to be supported,”
"I'd like people to listen, and not judge me."
_ "T understand, Dillon. If we allow friends to be
imperfect, and we do not condemn them for it, then it
Creates a safe space,"

"I know [ brought a lot of problems with me when
I came here. Thank you for putting up with me,
Grandfather, Your friendship has helped me incredibly."

"It has been my pleasure, Dillon. Now that your
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insight and awareness are developing, your friends will not
have to call you on your blind spots. You will call yourself
on them. Of course you can stll get together with friends
you feel safe with and discuss things you may be struggling
with. Friends can be a good sounding boatd to help clarify
issues for you."

"I'm going to be careful who I choose to be my
friends. It might be easy to get sidetracked.”

"Choosing friends who support our journey toward
developing greater insight and wisdom sure makes life
easier. Picture a road before you, Dillon. You are walking
toward a bright light. The purpose of your journey is to get
closer to that light. You ate on your path. You are walking
steady along vour path and you have company. These ate
friends who have their own paths, but they share the main
road with you that leads to the light. They cannot walk
your path, and you cannot walk theirs, but you shate the
road that ultimately leads to the same destination. These
friends are good company. They may stumble along the
way, just as you might. You can help pick each other up,
but you have to walk your own path. Now, this road,
Dillon, has many diversions."

"Do you mean side roads, ot dead ends that lead
you away from the main road? And U-turns that lead you
in the opposite direction?"

"Yes. You may even end up at the county dump.
Dillon, let's be realistic. You are going to get sidetracked
from time to time. There are lessons to learn on these off-
track adventures. That is okay because it is all a part of the
journey. There are always lessons in what we call mistakes."

"And the key," I said, "is to figure out what the
lessons mean and get back on the main road."

"Right. At times you will forget this. Wake up, get
your bearings, get back on the road and keep your eyes on

we share." SUPPort you in reaching the destination

"It feels good to have a sense of direction," I said

"I know just what you mean, Dillon. I re

sharing the main road with you," ally enjoy
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HEALING WOUNDS

When I woke the next morning Grandfather was
busy hauling boxes out of a back room in the cabin. He
said he was moving them out to the new storage shed we
had built. T offered to help.

"Great!" he said, heading out the door with an
armload of old shoeboxes. T picked up a big cardboard box
and the bottom of the box gave out, dropping the entire
contents to the floot. I taped the box back together and
began repacking it. I came across an old black-and-white
snapshot of Grandfather Sage as a young man, propped up
in a hospital bed and sutrounded by a bunch of other
young guys in military uniforms.

"I didn't know you'd been in a war, Gramps," I said,
when he came back in. "What happened to you?"

"I was wounded pretty badly, Dillon. I was in that
hospital for three months. That picture was taken just
before I was released and sent home." He sat down while 1

finished packing the box.
"You know, Dillon, at times life itself seems like a

battle. And, along the way, we get wounded."
"I know what you mean. T feel like T have wounds

that haven't healed."

"We each have our own unique set of wounds. We
all have our own stories. When we do not heal our wounds,
we carry them around with us and they affect how we see
things, and how we feel and react to life."

"Wounds come from many sources,”" he continued.
"They may develop if we do not feel the nurturing and
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"Are you saying their m 1 i
e R €anness 1s a reaction from
L1 =
"ges, that's it. Why else would they act that way?"
o xejectioranth}'?ther, I feel my oldest wounds are wounds
. They'te also wounds of feelin 4
enough, as if there's somethin e
: 3 g I should be do
and I don't even know what that something is," e
"I am glad to hear v o
. to you say that, Dillon. It is 3 b
;tet}; ktfﬂ ;}efm examining our wounds. Are you aware thatlig
certan amount of enerpy to hold
wounds? Yoy 1 i R
N are having to hold a Jid down on them, you
I':Whar fio.}fuu mean, 'hold a lid down?' "
ﬁLo;:)k mslc(iic, and you will feel it for yourself."
$ 1 turned my attention inward, T reqli . '
» 1 realized [ did
Seem to have a storage space with 2 lid on it holding down
.unresolved parts of myself. This is where my wound
Stored, I thought. e
"You're right," 1 said T 1
; : m holdmg down a lot
:ltuff. _You gotta be nuts, Gramps, if you think I'm Uuinf
own 1 the basement to look at that stuff." e
"You know;, if our basen ki i
affects the solidity of the buﬂﬁngf'm g ot
But I don't think you understand! Tf I ever took

that lid off | might go over the edge."

"Why is that>"
My father and all of his put-downs are there. The

;-'.#mly emotion I ever felt from him was anger. Whenever
| ﬁyﬂ;mg went wrong he made me feel it was my fault. Now
ccl 1t was my fault he died. Bill's down thete too. He
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died because I gave him my seat. There's a part of me that
feels so raw I just want to cover it up. You're crazy if you
think I'm going to take that lid off. There's no telling what
might happen."

"Who said anything about taking the lid off, Dillon?
You'te just poking atound with a flashlight. It would not be
very smart to jump in when you have not tested the waters.
You have a brick wall built up around that part of yourself,
and it is there for a good reason. It has a function and has
served you in the past. I just question whether or not that
brick wall is serving you now."

"I've already taken down some of those bricks, but
there's no way I'm going to remove the whole wall. I'd feel
unprotected.”

"I understand, Dillon. It is important to feel
protected. Again, I just question whether that brick wall is
the best type of protection. It is a lonely and isolated type
of shield. Tt blocks the exchange of intimacy. There are
better ways to protect youtself. The brick wall is quite
cumbersome to carry around, and sitting on that lid takes a
lot of energy."

"Well, what do we do with the wounds?" I asked.

"There is a way to defuse them. Resolving our
wounds can serve us by enhancing our insight and teaching
us many valuable lessons."

"How do we heal them?"

"One way is to honot and respect the hurt and
wounded parts of ourselves. This allows us to look at the
wounds and face them rather than hide from them. When
you have physical wounds you clean them. Likewise, you
begin to cleanse your mental and emotional wounds.
Wounds are like constricted aspects of ourselves. They
hide in the shadows and show their faces in unexpected
ways. They show up in our hurts and our defenses, and in
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the ways our buttons get pushed. They color our vision.

Emotions arise. The

: ! y may range from pett 1
little cause, to feeling easily hurt, alogztl:rg e T
When you attempt to get a closer look at
may retreat and hide in your shadow, Fear is their food

When you get defensive
or hurt, that en
wounds, and they thrive even more." T S

mg
So, you're sayin

) : : saying that by acknowledoi
hononnrg the wounds we get to know them better. ?ng 3
. "Yes, Dillon. It becomes more difficult for them to

de n the shadows. It is as if you learn to call their names
e ;
beﬂ.j',:ou get to see their wounded faces and the scars they

inadequate.
the wounds, they

"Then what do you do?"

"We heal and dissolve i
them with compassion. Wi
parent t.}rle wounds and provide them nurtu:ingpsuppotlt o
! Gr:.mdfathcr, if we nurture and support them
‘won't that give them energy to growr" :
Actually, Dillon, it works just the opposite. Your

:Llpport and nurturing compassion bring them out of the
shadows and into the light. It is in your nurturing Ij

they heal. Thei e
- + Lhelr scars soften. You bathe them in warmth
Jj t as a loving mother holds her newbosn baby. Y
‘assure them thar everything is okay." i

"Then what happens?"

"The wounds begi 1
A gmn to dissolve. But they wi
dissolve all at once. Some of the wound i

fakes time to peel away the layers."
l ”g i;-:mm:is like a lengthy process," I said.

on, you have alteady begun to di

Wounds. Just your ability to talk}t; e
the layers are softening. When th

penly about them means
. e time is right 1

face the fire and penetrate the vej " i et
. "What veil?"

s are deep, and it
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"The veil that keeps you feeling separate, .rathc:r
than connected to yout soul. The veil creates the illusion of
your being separate from the whole. Elf'ou have cDmTe a hlan‘g
way, Dillon. Remembet — the fun has just begun. Now let’s
get the rest of these boxes out of hete so you can move
i toom.

e Ym]'fher;;wnew room?" I asked in Isurpr-isc. I'd blzez
sleeping on a cot in the hallway since I'd armred.. 1 wa ef
over to the window and looked out at a fantastic We:ru o
the mountain ridges to the north. Tears begarln' to well in
my eyes. "Thank you very much, Grandfather.” He gave
me a hug and we hauled out the last few boxes. e

As I moved my things into my new room, I the
feeling I was making a new start m.hfe. I'he room, e:;ez
though it was small, looked bare wlth only my cot and
small chest in it. The room was like me, it s;i;::zll;n =
practically empty and waiting to be filled with gouth gi.
Now I'm beginning to think like Grandfather, I thought,
laughing at myself.
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I g0t up one morning and couldn't find
Grandfather. 1 wandered down to the river and strolled
upstteam toward the waterfall, and there he was, doing his
dance with nature. He would move his arms and legs about
in a slow thythm, as if he were telling a story with his body.
One of the things that most fascinated me about him was
how healthy he was. He was vety agile. He moved his body
very gracefully, and had endless energy.

"That's  some you're
Grandfather."

"Well, get up off that rock and come over here. It's
time you learned how to dance with nature."

"I can't do that."

"What do you mean, you can't?"

"I can't do what you're doing."

"Well, then, that's that, Dillon."

"Aten't you even going to try to teach me?"

"I do not think that is a good idea.
my time."
"Now you sound like my father. You don't believe

dance doing there,

It 1s a waste of

iﬂ me."

f "No, Dillon. What I'm hearing is you do not

believe in the fullness of your own potental."

¥ "I think I'm doing fairly well," T said.

"Yes, you are. But | just heard you tell me 'T can't do

that' If you believe you can't, then you can't. Say you
't; say you can. Eithet way you will be right. Ts it a good

vestment of my energy to attempt to teach you something
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you have already convinced yourself you can't do? You

have failed before you even started.”

"I know. It's a weed. This type of self-talk is a
sabotage, It's like planting a seed that bears the fruit of
failure."

"Yes. It is impottant to keep your field of pos-
sibilities open. When you close your field, you stagnate.”

"Okay, Grandfather. I am open to learning and I
can learn!"

"Excellent! Dance class begins tomotrow, Dillon."

As we walked back to the cabin, I told Grandfather
about a guy I know who smokes more than a pack a day of
cigarettes. "He has tried to quit many times, he says, but
can't do it."

"Of coutse not. What else would you expect? He
has already declared that he can't, so how could he?"

"Well, what would you say, Grandfather?"

"I'd say, 'My previous attempts were not successful.
Now I will be successful. I can do it This, Dillon, cteates
room to cultivate success. There is, though, something

faulty in the statement, 'I can quit smoking' "

"What's that?"

"If you quit something, what does that make you?"

"A quitter?"

"That's right. And if you do not like to feel like a
quitter, then you are lacking the motivation to really stop."

"What would you say then?"

"How about 'T can honor my lungs' and 'l choose to
honot my lungs.' "

"That makes sense,” I said. "If you honor your
lungs, you choose not to smoke. I'm still amazed at how
our self-talk can be such a powetful fotce in our lives. It's
like our brains are biocomputers."

"And what do you think makes up the software?"
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"Our th 1
. oughts, We are tunning our own program,"
- Yttlals, Dﬂlon,land many people are unaware that the
o €y expetience in life is directly related to their
. "Our though:s ate the input," I added. "We're
corftmuousiy entering new input into our biocomputer
We're programming new software," |
"But we also have a hard dsi
Fe ard drive that stores old
"I feel like you've been d i
. ek el downloading new software
"Yes. And just as im
portant, we have deleted some
.c;-f your outdated programming. Guess what would happen
1E 1t remained butied on your hard drive?"
"“The software would k '
o ¢ep running and affect the
b ‘Exactly, Dillon. What is disconcerting is the
are run 1 issi
e § without your permission or conscious
"I'm ready to get rebooted," T said.

|f]' kI]OW y—ou are Aﬂd I -
- would :
some software today." fike you to enter in

"What's that?"
" X =
T will be patient as my process unfolds,' "

"Okﬂ I . : : g
the file." ¥: L Just entered it. Let me save it before I loge

117



38 2

RHYTHM

Thc next morning 1 found Grandfather at the
watetfall again, doing his dance routine. He called me over.f
"The key, Dillon," he said, "s to allow the flow o

ion of
movement to unfold from your centet as an extension
"

harmon .
TS af“f;ut 3’1 don't know the sequence of the move

ments."

"Neither do 1." o

"Then how do you do itr

".f]jlilow thcmyto unfold spontaneously. Aﬂdytc;lu
have to do is tune into the rh;lrthm of your body ;:n mit::
nature around you, and you wﬂl‘feel and see the t ;rfhwa ,
movement of life." He spread his arms and began to sway

nd move in slow circles. "The branches of the trees dance
a

with the wind as the grass sways in the breeze. The day

cefully changes to night and the night‘ gracefully
%:zlcomf:s the day. The seasons move 11 4 flowing thythm.

The moon plays with the tides of the oceans. Our garden

gives thanks to the rain. Life has .rhythm, Di?llon. When
1 thvthm with life, you are in harmony.
i 'l'nwfh:: do 1 feel some type of resistance that keeps

me from flowing?"

"Dillon, you are concerne -
Yout movement is not unfolding Er:)m yout center.
coming from the corner of et eye.

"T'he corner of my eye?

"You know what [ mean.

d with what others think.
Tt is

Think back to the last

1]
time vou danced.’
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"You're right. I felt self-conscious.
paring myself to everyone else."

"Do you think the trees and the birds are concerned
about how you look? Do you think they are judging you?"
he grinned. "Why don't you ask them for approval, Dillon,
so you can stop looking out the cornet of your eye?"

"They gave me a rave teview," | joked. "They think
I'm cool."

"You are full of yourself, aren't you?"

"Okay, Grandfather. 1 believe I'm in the right
mindset now." 1 told myself thete was no need to be self-
conscious. My field of vision opened and, without focusing
on any one thing, I was able to sce everything, I began to
move spontaneously. My movements became an expression
of what I was feeling at each moment.

"Wow. That was powerful," I said afterwards.
"Thanks for teaching me."

"I didn't teach you anything. You simply allowed

yourself to be."

"I felt I was part of the rhythm of life."

"Our movements, Dillon, become an expression of
~our harmony. Whether we are walking, talking or rocking
in a chair, we carry our thythm with us. And if we are in
harmony that thythm becomes part of the flow"

; "One other thing, Grandfather."
"YBSP"

"I shought I saw you looking out the corner of your

1 was com-

"You're right, Dillon. I wanted to see how you
looked. I was comparing myself to you and totally lost my

"

"Oh, sure. You think I'm gonna buy that one."
Grandfather also taught me a method of circulating
nergy throughout my body. Thousands of yeats ago, he
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said, great sages were able to map out the flow of energy in
theit own bodies. The system of acupuncture developed
from the teachings of these Chinese sages. They
discovered pathways in which our life energy flows, called
meridians. The major meridian which runs down the front
of the body is called the conception vessel, or the
functional meridian. The major meridian on the back of
the body 1s the governing meridian.

Grandfather explained how to join the two meridian
channels together in a loop called 'the microcosmic orbit.'
Energy follows intention, he reminded me. Through the
use of intention, I learned to guide the flow of life force up
my spine and then down the front of my body. The warm
current flowed around and around as 1 observed its
movement. It was wonderful to feel the same energy that
sustains life moving in my own body.

Grandfather referted to these teachings as "the
ancient way." He had studied with a teacher, and 1 felt
privileged that he was sharing these ancient teachings with
me.

I was beginning to realize an important part of life
is learning to cultivate and manage our energy. Without this
cultivation and approptiate management, one cannot live in
harmony. We become emotionally drained, or burned out,
if we do not manage our energy properly. It's like driving a
car, and not knowing how to fill up the gas tank.
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SOLUTION

OC ¢ were walking along the river one aft
' ern
]\:;hen we heard a screeching sound above us. We IDOkedol? 5
Gut could see o‘nly.a patch of blue sky through the treeto I:,
tandfather .sald it was the unmistakable call of the b:ﬁd
eagle, sc:lmeﬂung he'd rarely heard in that part of the woods
Tl_le sounds of nature are the voices of God's;
a.ttworkl,' Dﬂlcm.‘ They offer us wonderful gifts,"
What kinds of gifts?"
"You will learn to tecopni
: gnize them over time.
sounds of the songbirds offer us a gift. The soundcof Tt:z
- Ocean waves offer healin J
fman wa : g energy.  ‘The sound of th
_gushngnver nourishes us, and the waterfall touches ou:
Ou may rececive the gifts of God's artw ‘
| ' ork onl
..whenh}_rou truly listen. I mean, not just listening with c:}nz
zat wi le you are engaged in other thoughts, but becomin
ompletely absorbed in the sound, to where you feel all tha‘:ct:r

Frod's a:};work merge, you feel the rhythm of life."
¢ sat down at a place where the 1 :

e f: river narrowed to

B width. A small set of tapids rushed over the

"It is easy to let

Ky go of your thoughts herc."

randf:;ther said. _'Thc ﬂowing water catrries t%lem a;;;,”

e sat Ior a long time watching the water bubble over the
became absorbed in the cleaﬂsing sound of the

We heard the cty of the eagle again, and this time
When we looked up we saw them, Grandfather pointcc;
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out a young eagle following its parent. They circled directly
above us, then flew away, following the river upstream. I
watched them in awe.

"Come with me, Dillon."

"Whete are we going, Grandfather?"

"I am taking you to my favorite healing place."

We climbed the rocks to the top of the waterfall
and followed the river upstream. Oak and willow trees
branched out over the water from both sides of the river,
creating a canopy. As I looked ahead, a huge boulder
caught my eye. I felt magnetically drawn to it.

"You are feeling the magic, Dillon. It is no
coincidence you feel drawn to that boulder. That is where
we ate going,"

As we approached the boulder I could feel its
presence. "This may sound crazy," 1 said, "but I get the
feeling this bouldet knows we're here." He laughed.

"How do you know it doesn't, Dillon?" We climbed
up and sat on the top of the boulder. "I come here from
time to time. Solution helps me in many ways."

"Grandfather, who is Solution?"

"You felt Solution's presence when you approached
her, Dillon. Now you are sitting in her lap."

"Do you mean you think this rock is alive?" I asked.

"It is somewhat difficult to explain my reladonship
with Solution. To me, she has a presence as real as your
presence. Over the years [ have come here during times
when I was confused, ot secking solutions to difficult
situations. And I have come here many times when I felt
called to experience deeper insight.”

"What do you do when you come here?"

"1 sit upon her lap, like we are now, and contemplate
whatever it is that I might be struggling with or attempting
to sort out. She offers me inspiration. She has been quite a
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gracious host for all these years.
expression of God's artwork."

: ;}1 can see that, Grandfather. She sure I
wonderful expression of nature. How did sh
e w she get the name
‘ "One‘ day I asked her what her name was. I sat in
silence and, in my mind, I heard a sweet voice whisper, 'I

am Solution.! That is what I have been calling her ever
since."

To me, she is an

::Does Grandmother Prema know about Solution"
Yes, she does, Dillon. She does not come here
though." She has her own boulder friend she visits." :
It sounds like you've never biough
before. I feel like I'm invading a private rclfti(in?l?ir;.ﬂc £
"That's sensitive of you, Dillon, and T appreciate
your courtesy. But I have brought you hete for a reason.
You are hete so I can introduce you to Solution. The two
of you have already become acquainted and T am happy 1
chose to share this special place with you." g
"But this is your place."

."\?C"eﬂ, Dillon, my time on this planetary school-
house is limited. T will be leaving the earth long before you
But Solution will still be here, waiting to assist you, If you‘
| find yourself struggling with an issue, or just ﬁ;:c].ing stuck
you can come and sit in Solution's lap and she will offer yoti
Support. You can also come hete to meditate and deepen
your connection to your soul. Some of my most profound
Spiritual experiences have taken place right in this spot."
| "‘I don't know what to say, Grandfather. Thank you
:fcu: offering to share this special place with me. 1 think ']
be spending some time here, too."

_ "In time your telationship with her will grow,
Dillon, and you will treasure her as a dear friend." }
'l feel at peace here," I said. "I don't know what
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my friends would think though, T.f they knew 1 was
developing a relationship with a .rock.
"They may think it “sounds
Unfortunately they havc?forgottcnr
"Forgotten what?" ‘
"i?;ft people have forgotten they were u]n;
communication with the angels long before meybcg ;
speak. Look into 2 baby's eyes and you will see that bal ﬁf s
connected to the angels. Do not botl?er with wi.mt o ers
think. Your relationship with Solution is your busmcsbs.
When we got up fo leave, I szwfl go::ld- Yed to
Solution. As 1 walked away, I had a feeling I'd made a
connection with a special friend 1 knew I would see again.

silly, Dillon.
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| AM BITTEN

I was gathering some large rocks to use in
rebuilding a retaining wall behind the cabin one day when 1
uncovered a big, black timber rattler. I had rolled over a
rock and was getting ready to lift it and before I knew what
was happening, the snake coiled and struck, leaving two
marks in my wrist.

I panicked. Oh no! I'm going to die! I thought. I

- ran as fast as I could, yelling to Grandfather, who was in the
front yard. "Get me to a hospitall" 1 screamed. He came
running toward me.

"Tell me what's the matter, Dillon!" I showed him
the marks in my wrist and told him I'd been bitten by a
black timber rattler.

"Dillon, can we wait 'til after lunch? I'm starving,
‘How about if T make us some sandwiches and a salad, and
‘we can go to the hospital after that?"

"Are you ctazy? I could be dead by then! I might
lose my arm! I feel the poison spreading through my
‘body!"

"I knew a guy who was bitten by a rattlesnake,
Dillon. It took him four hours to get to a hospital, and he
‘was just fine. An extra half hout for us to eat won't make a
difference."

"What's wrong with you, man? This is serous! 1
can't believe you're not even concerned!"

' "Well, now, come to think of it, Dillon, your
running to find me was not a good idea. That can cause the
‘poison to spread faster. Maybe you're right. We better get
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to the hospital quick. Before we go, though, I know of one
thing that might fix you right up." He took me into the
shed and pointed to an old wooden box. Part of a side
panel was missing,

"There's some medicine in that box, Dillon," he
said. "Go get it quickly!"

I opened up the top of the box and screamed,
neatly jumping out of my skin. Grandfather reached down
and grabbed a four-foot long snake behind the head. He
pulled it out of the box and started walking toward me. I
started to run.

"Don't run, Dillon!" he yelled. "You'll spread the
poison! Trust me."

"Stay away from me! You'te a lunatic!"

"You know, Dillon, you are not the first person who
has told me that. Lock at the snake's tail. What do you
see?”

"It's just a tail, Gramps," I said frantically.

"Well, in order for a rattlesnake to be a rattlesnake,
it has to have rattles. You are looking at a black snake,
which is not poisonous. There are no black timber rattlers
around here. The rattlesnakes are brown and have a unique
pattern. ‘They also have rattles. These black snakes are my
friends. They eat mice. This mama black snake has been in
my shed fot many years. Hete, come and hold het."

"No, thanks. I've had enough of snakes for one
day," I said, feeling both embarrassed and relieved. "Say,
weren't you going to make some sandwiches, Gramps?"
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LIFE CAN BE THE REWARD

"W u

, hat ate you building now, Gramps?" I found
him out in the shed, whistling a tune as he cut and sanded
some boatds,

"New bat houses, Dillon. I like to keep as many
bats as T can in the area."

"Well, it looks like you'te enjoying yourself" 1
noticed he had a few bat houses completed. "And you're
doing a fine job as well, T see." ‘

"Have you ever had a job, Dillon?"

"Sure. T've stocked shelves in 2 supermarket and
I've washed dishes in a restautant.”

"What did you like most about working?"

"Getting paid, of course."

"Ohr Why did you like to get paid?"

"Why would I work if it wasn't for the pay?"

"So, Dillon, your pay is your reward, and work is
what you have to do to get it."

"I'hat's tight."

"And what do you do when you get paid?"

"Well, T go to the movies, or buy a pizza, or
something like that."
' "How long does the movie last?"
"About two houts."
"How long does it take to cat your pizza?"
. "I can eat half a pie in ten minutes when I'm
ungry.”
"Which takes mote time? The wotk or the reward?"
"What do you mecan?"
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"Yout two-hour movie and ten-minute pizza take a
lot less time than working all week to get a paycheck."

"Well, I never really thought of it like that, but I do
see your point."

"Most of us have been conditioned from a young
age to seek rewards. We have to figure out how to stop
separating wotk from rewards."

"But what's wrong with rewatds?"

"There is nothing wrong with rewards. The
problem is in living our lives only to enjoy the rewards."

"Because rewards are short-lasting in comparison to
what we have to go through in ordet to get them?"

"Yes. We have been conditioned to perform tasks
not for the enjoyment ot appreciation of the process, but
for the teward that follows."

"So the problem with having the reward as our
focus is that we miss the enjoyment of the process itself," |
said.

"That's right. One of the keys to a fulfilling life is
overcoming the distinction between that which you
consider a chore and that which you consider a reward.
Your reward is not just seeing your work completed. It
becomes tewarding to be mindfully engaged in your work
as well."

"T've experienced that, too, come to think of it.
You're right. I remember mowing the lawn and looking at
my watch every few minutes because I couldn't wait to get
it over with. T was feeling rushed. But then another time
when I mowed the grass I really got into it and had a lot of
fun, even though it was hard work. I felt good about it."

"Life becomes much more entertaining when we
stop separating wotk from rewards, Dillon. Rewards
provide only temporaty pleasure. If you have not figured
that out, much of your life will seem like a burden. Do you
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know what happens if

s you indulge in a pleasure long

"It will lose its attraction."
4 "Yes, and it can even become boting after a while
ut as we learn to be centeted and mindful of all that we'
do, life becomes rewarding in itself. We lose the distinction

"We live to live."
"Right, Dillon!"
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LIFE RESPONDS

We were shoveling compost into a new garden
bed on an unusually warm day and I stopped to rest for a
moment. Grandfather saw me panting and called me a
wimp. I could see the smirk on his face gnd I l_mcw !’1&: was
teasing me again. How about if 1 tease him a little bit for a

I thought. -
Change!\ﬁ'fhtn %ve got back to the cabin, I Fha]lenged him to
an arm wrestle. I was good at arm wrestling, and I wanted
to see how he would handle losing, .

We sat down at the table and out ngl—ft hands
embraced. I couldn't believe it. His arm locked like a bar
of steel. I was unable to budge it. He calmly ate an apple
with his other hand, chewing each bite slowly. 1 was sure he
could have put my arm down with ease, but he chQse 1;0
hold a locked position. After a few minubes_, I told him ;d
had enough. He didn't have to call me a wimp. I felt like
of1le. - - .

"Do you know what the problem is with "focusmg
on what you are afraid might happenr" he asked. Yf::_u put
energy into what you fear. That increases the probability of

it coming true." : : B3
"Like if I'm afraid I'm going to run into a snake, it

. e
. hﬁE’E:HIYou might even create a snake.out of a hose.
Thinking is an action, and our actions have Impac-:t. When
you think, your thoughts become a part gf ]:fe. The
question is, what kind of impact are you creating '
Grandfather became very serious and stared mnto
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my eyes. | knew he had something important to say.

"Dillon, you are learning to overcome your
scattered mind. You are learning to focus, which means
your thoughts have more powet than before. Your
thoughts have more capacity to cteate and manifest.
Remember this always: Thoughts are real. They are energy,
and they exist. Life responds to our thoughts."

"I remember heating a minister describe prayer in a
similar way," I said. "He said prayer is positive thought
ditected toward another."

"Yes. Prayer is thought with good intention."

"And by simply thinking and feeling pood will," T
said, "we are living a prayerful life."

"That's right, Dillon. You become prayet in
motion. You have no desite to hurt othets by yout words,
thoughts or actions."

"What if someone does something you don't like,
and you say, "What a jerk. 1 hope he breaks his leg?' "

"Then immediately recognize that you have engaged
in a negative thought, and put forth a new thought to
cancel and neutralize the negative one, For example, you
proclaim, T cancel that thoughe!" "

"You push the 'delete’ button.”

"Right. And that neutralizes the negative thought.
When you monitor your thoughts you can determine the
quality of thought you are directing toward others, When
people exchange negative thoughts, they are engaging in a
- form of psychic warfare, They may not realize it, but they
‘ate playing in the dark, and the consequences can be
-damaging."

"I prefer not to play that game anymore."

"I 'know that, Dillon, and it makes me feel very
good. We are learning to live in harmony. It is a much
mote rhythmic dance,"
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BE CAREFUL WHAT YOU ASK FOR

I was intrigued with the idea that thoughts are
energy, and actually become more powerful when we'te
conscious of what we're thinking. The mote awate we ate
of our thoughts, the more power they contain. Knowing
this, I felt a responsibility to improve my thought quality.

Over the next few days I spent a lot of time alone
and practiced being mindful of my thoughts. I began to
find it very easy to observe my mind, as though I was in the
audience of a theater, witnessing the show. I was able to
step back from the drama of my thoughts. I knew that my
essence, or who I really am, had to be more than my
thoughts or I would not be able to observe them. "I am
awareness,” I thought, as I witnessed the panorama of my
mind.

I understood what Grandfather had meant when he
said every thought 1s a seed and certain emotions are the
fruits they bear. I noticed when I thought about other
people T had a tendency to place them in a more-than or
less-than position. If I thought, "How darc he do that," 1
would feel myself becoming angty.

When [ thought about myself, | often put myself
down, ot felt T was not good enough. If I thought, "I

should have done bettet" or "I shouldn't have done that,"
inadequacy is the emotion that would sprout. T began to
experience a fantastic feeling of freedom as | realized I am
c.apahlf: of choosing the thoughts T Plaﬂt 1 the gﬂtdcn of
my mind.

It was becoming much easier to let go of my
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thoughts and enter into the stillness of being, I found it
very cot;:forting to be fully present to the moment.

Wwas curious, too, about what Grandfath, i
about thnghts being a means of creating, ot mm:irf;aﬁn;m?
found him working in the shed again one afternoon a.nd
asked him if he could explain more about this,

"Sure, Dillon. Iet's go for a walk, and hang up
3011111:3 ;f our t;ew bat houses while we talk, shall wer" We
walked into the woods do i '
i wn the hill from the cabin where

This was an area I hadn't explored much. I
wanfrlered around while Grandfather did all the work of
putting up the bat houses. [ found a small stream that must
have fed into the river. I sat down there on a soft bed of
If:tIIen pine needles. Grandfather joined me a few minutes

er.

_ "Our thoughts and intentions are real, Dillon," he
said. "They set our lives into motion. We attra::t to
ourselves what we create in our thought world. This
of creation is called manifestation." e

"So, what manifests in our lives," T asked, "is a result
of the thoughts we have previously set into motion?"

"_Yes. That is a big part of it. Much of what [ have
accorrfuphshed in my life has come to fruition from my
consciously choosing to create it; being hete on this land
for instance, and my telationship with Grandmother Prema’
Many of t‘hc wonderful things that have unfolded in my H_ff,:
h?.ve manifested as a result of my thoughts and intention
Life can b.e a self-fulfilling prophecy which we create from al
coml?matlon of our beliefs, assumptions, and ways in which
we direct our thoughis,"

"Then our thoughts and beliefs are like energy
magnets. What we put forth attracts people or things that
tesonate with our intention. I guess we should be careful
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k for."
i Wﬁr?[?hat's right, Dillon. Be careful what you ask for

1 a
because you just might get it. Once you have created

: 1y
desite, there is a pressure tO fulfill that desite. There aﬁsw
A -

:k of becoming a slave to your desires. Before you allo
i ire. it is important to understand
youxself to take on a desire, 1 P o
where it will lead you and what the consequences : s

"But when you consciously choose to create, 1sn
N . om
that like creating 2 need or desite 10 yout mindr i
"The difference is you choose to create witho :
it is e 10

attachment. If it does not happen, it 1s okay. Y'ou atd e

attached. You ask to allow only your highest choice an o

highest good to manifest. If it does not fit that cz:tena, y

. the universe petm.ission to cancel your order.

"Can the universe really do that?"

"Qure it can. It has changed my order many Gmes.
ome things that wete

fact, it has served me up S :
f:t;m;fetely unexpected. You see, what I sometimes thought

i i at was really best for me,
was in my best interest was not wh y

or those | was associated with, The universe helped me to
see that and p:ovided

were more apptopriate for me at
"Tt's amazing the universe

the time." . )
wotks with us this way.

"Yes, it is truly amazing, Dillon. That is the gift and

suppott life offers us."
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PARTNERSHIP WITH LIFE

I was beginning to see myself, and life, in a new
way. Just being in nature, without television, and without
tadio, ot even newspapets, made me realize how caught up
I had always been with one distraction or another. I had
now developed an appteciation for allowing the sun's
movement through the sky and the natural rhythms of
nature to guide my daily activities. It seemed like a whole
new reality.

One day late in the afternoon 1 was heading back to
the cabin, feeling exhilarated, but exhausted, after a full day
of hiking, I stumbled over a stick in my path. [ thought
this was a sign that it might be a good idea to stop and rest
for a few minutes. I plopped down and picked up the stick.
It was about four feet long. I removed some loose bark and
took out my pocketknife and carved some leaf patterns into
the wood. I decided to give it to Grandfather.

I returned to the cabin to find Grandfather in the
midst of laying out a fantastic dinner. He had spent the
afternoon baking bread.

"I thought you might be hungry, Dillon," he smiled.

I thanked him heartily. After dinner I gave him the
walking stick.

"1 should be able to get around for many yeats to
come with this," he chuckled. "Thank you, Dillon.”

"And thank you, Grandfather," I said. He became

‘quiet as he examined my carving on the stick.

"When I was younger, Dillon," he said after a few

‘minutes, "I was comfortable with giving, but my problem
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was I did not feel comfortable receiving, dI lgﬁit;) lzzt:bi(;
ivi d to do W
to receiving, and as I learne o f
?e cgj::l] : deeper level of harmony within 1:1‘1ys:=,1fj : I
aojscovered it is impottant to have a balance between grving
d receiving." Ik
o "W’h%it happens if you only give?" I asked. x
"You are not taking care of yourself propetly. {:;
ive all your time and enetgy away, and that leaves you wi
Ellack o'FfD time to care for yourself. People who over-give
like martyrs." .
becume"What a;f:;ut those who just want to teceive? TI:lat
creates a problem, too, doesn't it? I’vi: k.nown peo;:lle who
are so self-centeted they think only theg life matters. it
"I know what you mean, Dillon. Being 2
people like that is not much fun. They want more

tisfied."
motre, but never seem sa . Dk
, "1 guess I've had times when I was self ;

1 idn' I wanted."
'd get angry if I didn't get what ‘ .
- Id"%\f[e togor}DiJlon. We can get caught up 1n expe{;:t;:llg
) 2 ) A
life to always conform to our wh@& I.havcoif:ﬁy 1
more preoccupied we are with hav:lr{g th;l'gs A
tration and misery we expetience.
e frﬁ;o Grandfather, how do we find a balance then,
iving and receiving?" Al
bemcn"%’:mg%v?e and we serve, but at the same time it is
? . - "
1 tant we remain open to receiving, ; .
o "I used to think the only way to give was ﬂt]?n gl:;
money, and if you didn't have money, you had nothing
o I'S'i{icxll.aﬂcial giving is a way one can serve. You can
also serve by giving your time, or by putting forth .Posltwi
ths:u hts and intention. There are many t:xpressionﬁ o
serviie and you will find your own unique way to siflzﬁ
"What do you think I have to offer the world:
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"The greatest thing you can give, Dillon, is your
soul shining to greet EVeryone you come into contact with,
Then you are helping to lighten the load, Your peaceful
Presence helps to clear the air of ji denseness.  You
provide a balance to the datker thoughts which also
petvade space. When one is in harmony, their harmony
helps to create harmony in others. What a great gift to
offer the universe!"

"Giving, then, is a way of returning to life the gifts
that you have received.”

"That is a wonderful way to put it, Dillon. Life will
teturn to you many-fold that which you have given to life."

"We're not living just to get something out of life
then."

"Right, Dillon. We ate not here to conquer. We are
hete to work with life as 2 Pattner. Itis a sacred partnership
that develops when we work in coopetation with life for the
benefit of ourselves and the benefit of others."

"You didn't tell me yet, why you had trouble
receiving."

"Well, when I was growing up, Dillon, a part of me
became programmed 1o think 1 was not worthy of
receiving. 1 was conditioned to think it was selfish. |
thought if I received it would cause an inconvenience. This

blocked the flow of my consciously receiving the gift of
Mother Earth energy."

"How did you get over jt>"
"When I began to heal my wounds and wake up

from the trances of everyday life T started to feel worthy of
both giving and receiving."

"It sounds simple. It scems like when we'te in

harmony, the balance of giving and teceiving comes
naturally."

"Yes, Dillon, Naturally and cffortlessly."
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OUR EYES SEE ONLY A GLIMPSE OF REALITY

The long hot summer days made it necessary to
water the garden a great deal more than usual. T was
watering one evening when Grandfather came out. He
strolled slowly up and down the rows with his hands
clasped behind him, stopping occasionally to examine a

particular plant.
"Dillon," he called out from the far corner of the

garden, "these watermelon vines would like some more

water!"

"I already watered them, Grandfather!" I called

back.
"I can see that, but they would really appreciate a

little more water!"

"Okay! No problem! Tell them I'll be right over!"
I dragged the hose back down the row to where
Grandfather was kneeling next to the watermelons.

"If we pick this larger one, Dillon, the smaller ones
will be happier, and do better."

"I can see their smiling faces already," I joked.

"Oh, yes," he said, thumping the larger one with his
knuckle. "Do you hear that, Dillon? This one is ripe and
ready for consumption. We can have some when you are
finished with the watering." He headed back toward the
cabin, smiling, and cradling the watermelon in his arms as if
it were a newborn baby.

When 1 had finished the watering 1 found
Grandfather on the front potch in his rocking chair admir-
ing the watermelon he had placed on the table next to him.
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::'Irt hsurc is a beauty, isn't it, Dillon?"
¢ prettiest I've seen. So, tell me. G
_ ; 3 , Grandfathe
hov_v did you know the watermelon plants were so ﬂiirs e
tonight? You could see the sof] was soaked." -
"Thete are way: ' i
: ys to see without using our
Dillon. Our Eyes, cars, nose and tongue are sen%ory or;flss,
We use to take in data from the world i
; . We hear thin
smell things, taste thin 5 i i o
; Rgi;ht." gs and see things. Right?"
"Our perceptions can be limi
‘ ited to what
phys;:;].ly (;:apablc of perceiving. And if our sensoty ::g;;:
are ted, that i
o al means our perception of the world js
s Well, I-know our sense of hearing is limited." |
said. "My cousin had 2 dog whistle. When T blew ii;,hj-
dog could hear it, but we couldn's." b
"Right, Dillon. 0O
. A - Wur ears hear only certain
gequem:les \mlzhm a particular bandwidth of frequencies.
ur eyes see light waves only within 2 certain frequenc
tange. When @tnethmg is out of the tange of your eyez
capacity go See 1t, you might think it doesn't exist."
"So when people say, Tl believe ; . '
- Rt ® say, T eve 1t when I see jt,'
o Searj: tealize they're limiting themselves to what they
"Yes, and there is mo i i
: € gomng on in this univer:
:::hhat:rl meets '.:he eye. We all have an inner eye, Dillon, we C:E
fe eye of intuition' that allows us to sense hidden aspects
orhteahty We cannot see with our cyes, or petceive with our
Other senses. The eye of intuition js connected to that dee
pat os.f ourselves ‘that understands everything around uf
lncludm”gI our physical bodics, is a vibration of energy." ;
N p;;r;lcn’ib;:r {ilading a magazinc article about
cs,” L said. "It said matter is not reall
At
substance, and 99,9 percent of every atom is empty sp:;cea
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Subatomic particles moving at lightning speed are energy in
a state of vibration."

"Yes, everything i1s energy and everything has a
different vibration. In the material wotld things differ in
substance due to energy patterns vibrating in their own
unique way. The ancients were aware that life is a dance of
energy, and your intuitive self perceives life as energy.
Every thought, word or feeling has its own vibration."

"T call them good vibes and bad vibes," I said.

"And we sense these vibes, Dillon, oftentimes
without awareness, and they affect the decisions we make.
Of course we can develop our ability to sense vibration,
and become consciously aware of what we are sensing
That helps us to choose more wisely."

"There was a guy who tried to become friends with
me. I didn't know anything about him, but something in
me didn't like his vibes. I'm glad I followed my feelings
because I found out later he was a major drug dealer and a
thief. His friends got busted with him."

"Your intuitive eye was looking out for you that
time, Dillon." Grandfather sliced open the watermelon and
handed me a piece, staring at me as I took a bite. "What
does it taste like, Dillon?"

"It tastes good."

"But can you desctibe the taste so I will know what
you are tasting?"

"It's sweet, ya know, and juicy. Like a melon, ya
know?"

He sighed and shook his head. "I don't know what
you mean. I guess I will have to taste it myself," he said,
slicing off a huge piece. I laughed at him, wondering what
he was trying to show me this time.

"Language can be limiting as well, Dillon."

"I guess language can take you only so far."
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. Awa.kening to the. fullness of the moment and the
% l}; oF ot inner ‘bemg 1s an experience beyond words
: ere 1s unity within the diversity of life. Since everythin, .
I&; energy, all the parts are interconnected to the wholeg
" ngluagebls the means by which we communicate with one-

othet, but it is limited in help; i

; ping us to
deeper reality, or essence, of our soueclé‘v Y e
n )
e So, (IEra%ndfather, the information we take in
1rough our limited senses we translate into words
discuss as if we're seeing the whole picture," :
t Language is important, or we would not have had
% e wonderful conversations we have had, but until we
: evellop our ability to feel and sense energy, Dillon, we are
ooking at a very limited picture." :
"i’or_r:eumes we communicate without words,"
oure tight, Dillon. That is my favor d

You : 9T y tavorite kind of
ci?nnnunlcatmn. I've been thinking about taking a period of

Stlence, and now seems like a good time to begin."

and
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YES OR NO?

W hen 1 got up the next morning | 'fou'nd
Grandfather sitting at the kitchen table, as usual, drinking
his tea. ;

"Good morning, Grandfather. bl S D"

No tresponse. 1 realized he was still in his silent

mode. I headed out the doot and down to the river.

I loved to meditate by the river early m the morning
and see the sun come up over the hills,. This had become
part of my morning coutine. Then I would go back to the

bin for breakfast. ‘ -
i I didn't see Grandfather again until later that

ill wasn't talking.
a&emoc"%k}:;"s?ﬂs:d. "Eﬂougg;h is enough. You h.aven't
talked all day. I'm concerned you're serious about this vow
i Sﬂen‘;;’ picked up 2 notepad and wrote, "Yop may :fiil&l
me one question. If it is an i_mportan.t quesﬂor:.,dlu
speak. If itis nota worthy question, my lips are scaled.”

"Oh, come on! I don't know what to ask you. Quit

i
gOOﬁng’lﬁ:;c:;nhe wrote, "Be clear befote you ask."

I didn't know if he was serious, of not, bl.lt I
thought I'd better come up with something good. 1 dcc1de_d
to quict my mind and ask my @n& voice for glﬂd@Ci u;
coming up with a relevant questiofl. After a short period O

ime [ heard an "ah-ha."
b "Okay, Grandfather," 1 asked, "how do 1 know 2

1 L] '>"
'ves' means yes and a 'no’ means nos
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He stared into my eyes for neatly a minute. I could
tell he liked my question. Then he gave me a thumbs-down
and turned around and headed for the door. T immediately
felt myself go into a fight/flight response and my breathing
became restricted.

Then he said, "Great question. Follow me."

I was perplexed. I followed him outside and we sat
down on the front steps.

"Dillon, you asked a good question. How do you
know a 'yes' means yes and a 'no’ means no? If you had felt
my enetgy, you would have known I thought your question
was a good one. I gave you an affirmative response
through my vibration, yet you chose only to see my
thumbs-down response.”

"Well, at first I thought you liked my question. I
saw it in your eyes, but I didn't trust the feeling."

"If you had, Dillon, you would have known that my
thumbs-down was a joke because I had alteady expressed
my appreciation of your question."

"What you'te saying is, trust your gut feelings."
"That's it. Close your eyes and let me give you an
example of a statement you know is a 'yes.! Two plus two
equals four. Can you feel a patt of you inside saying 'yesr' "
"Yes, I can."

"How about thtee plus three equals seven? Can you
feel yourself saying 'no?' "

"Yes, I can feel that, too."

"So when you ask yourself a question like, 'Ts this

- good for me?' or 'Is this a good choice?' look inside and see

what your gut is telling you. Does it feel like "two plus two

- equals four, or does it feel like 'three plus three equals

seven?’ Combine the tesponse you felt with common

sense, and you will have your answer. Learn to trust your
inner knowing."
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"It is impottant (O develop your sense of

i i " 1 know what is in
discrimination,” he continued, "so that yo

o, . d-"
your best interest and suppotts your highest goo -
"It seems to me learning to trust that respon

Pracrice:::l’es, it does. It means dcvr:h::E}irlgls},rzva;f ;‘:;?tinct."
i insti als have:

:iz:, n;easijjkla{;ﬂ;:pfszi?tl:;?dng that is beyond
il "Because you'te sensing energy and vibrations.”
l"'ﬁgﬁ,t ‘;'m glad you've come out of your silen?c,
Grandfather. And my instinct tells me you like to piay

es with my head." )
e "Good instinct, Dillon! he laughed.

144

47 4

GROUNDING AND CLEARING SPACE

One day late in the afternoon we were surptised
by a sudden thunderstorm. T had been splitting firewood
while Grandfather stacked it in the woodshed. He was
teaching me the words to an old-time mountain tune he
remembered from his childhood. People would often sing,
he said, to keep their energy levels up while they worked
long days in the summertime.

We were singing loudly, and laughing ar the
nonsensical lytics when the wind picked up suddenly,
blowing in lots of massive datk clouds. We heard a clap of
thunder and saw a lightning bolt hit the ground. I dropped
the ax. Grandfather dropped an armload of wood, and we
both ran as fast as we could for the cabin.

After we had caught our breath and relaxed for a
few minutes Grandfather disappeared into the huge storage
closet off the kitchen. I sat looking out through the scteen
door and remembered the night I had spent alone out in
the woods during the lightning storm. What an ego I'd had!
I shook my head. It was almost unbelievable to me how my
perceptions had changed since then. Grandfather walked
back into the room catrying a small wooden box.

"I feel like I've begun to wake up from a dream," I
said. "The funny thing is, I had no idea I was dreaming
When I look back on the way I used to think and act, I'm

not sure who that person was."

"Always keep in mind, Dillon, that God is not
through with you yet. Yes, you may look back and see that
the way you wete is much different than the way you are
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now. But, guess what? This process will continue
throughout your lifetime. In the future you will look back
again, and feel as if this time was a dream. The purpose of
your life's journey is to continuously discover deeper levels
of insight and wisdom." He opened the box and pulled out
a chessboard.

"Welll It looks like playing chess is going to be part
of my life today," I grinned. "I think it's only fair to warn
you, though. I'm ptetty good at it."

Grandfather just smiled and set up the chess pieces.

He won the first game in less than ten minutes. The
second game lasted a few minutes longer, but he won again.
The thunderstorm had passed over by the time we were on
our thitd game, but a steady rain was falling. 1 was
contemplating what Grandfathet's next move would be.

"Checkmate," he said.

"How did you do that again?l Not one of our
games has lasted more than fifteen minutes! This 15 so
frustrating!"

"If frustration is what you would like to create with
your time, Dillon, feel free to elaborate. Would you like to
throw something or break anything?"

"No, I'm not that pissed.”

"Well, the clock is ticking, Dillon."

"What do you mean by that?"

"Every second you ate getting one second closet to
your physical death. What do you choose to create with
your time? Will you create inner harmony, and add a
healing fragrance to planetary space, or will you create a lot
of frustrated energy which pollutes space?"

"Okay. I get the picture."

"Dillon, have you ever walked into a room where
you could feel that it had been contaminated with negative
mental energy?"
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"Yes. The room felt very h i
_ ' heavy., [ didn' 1
I ty heavy dn't feel like
"Tl.zat is because the energy of that space did not
resonate with your vibration. A lot of emotional dumping
may have ta.kcrf Elace thete. Certain spaces can be carrying
a lot of smd‘ls;ncuve energy. Your energy field can picl»;. up
unwanted debris just like a white coat s dirty i
polluted smog." i e ik
I'I"[’hcn what would you do if you had to stay there?"
"Yc-u can change the vibration of the space."
How do you do that?"
Li}
. You balance yourself by grounding and moving
nto your center. Your harmony will clear the space. If not
cun'lillalctcij,', it will at least create some clear space around
you.
" J s s
- "What you're saying is we're going to pick up
negative cnc'rgy from people or places, and if we're
groundtzd we're able to discharge negative encrgy?"
Exactly. Dark space becomes lioh *
; t wh
the light on, doesn't jt>" : 3 6rs, el
! Wow! I see what you mean. But if we fear the
atk space, our fear contributes to the dark space, making it
even darker. So our protection is keeping ourselves
grounded and in harmony?" |
" ’
~'If you are not grounded, you may pick up that
fiegative energy and carry it around with you, and then you
tun the risk of d@pmg your pent-up emotions on other
people, or holding it in where it might fester,"
"I can see how negative ener
gy can be harmful
how do you ground it?" i
f'\‘{hth your intention. Your intent is to ground non-
prodt?ctlve energy, just as g2 grounding rod grounds
electrical 1 overcharges.  You vent the overcharge into
Mother Earth rather than dumping it on a loved one, or
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blowing things out of proportion.”

"Isn't that harmful to Mother Earth?"

"She can handle it, Dillon. She knows how to
recycle. She turns dead leaves into compost so we can grow
vegetables. She evaporates mud puddles and they become
clouds which return as rain to the fields. She will recycle
your negative energy and support you with an abundance of
nurturing enetrgy that is always available to you."

"And not only is it for our own protection,”
Grandfather continued, "living in harmony is a service to
the planet because your lighter vibration helps to transmute
those cruder vibrations. Remember — energy cannot be
created or destroyed, but it can be transformed, just like
the presence of the sun transforms a patch of ice to
flowing water."

"So if everything is connected, and our vibrations
are influencing the universe, then at every moment we are
having an effect on life?"

"That's right. And it is important to remember to
keep out feet grounded and rooted to the earth, just as a
tree is rooted to the earth, and to keep our heads in the
heavens. Do you know what happens if your head is in the
heavens but your feet are not grounded on the earth?"

"You'd be too much of a space cadet."

"Yes. You may lack everyday practicality or common
sense. What would happen if you were connected to the
earth, but did not have a connection with the heavens?"

"Then you'd be too focused on the physical world,
and you might become too material-minded."

"Right. Having a healthy connection to both the
heavens and the earth creates balance and harmony. When
you live in harmony, you contribute to the healing of
planetary space. When you live in anger, depression ot fear,
your energy contributes to the collective negativity. So
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when emotons come up,
rather than letting them take
"Well, Grandfather,
energy from the chess gam
you, I'm sorry."
"It's okay,

deal with them constructively
up residence."

I've just grounded my frustrated
¢ and if I dumped any of it on

Dillon. Even if you tried to dump it on

me, I would not accept it. A lot of packages are sent your
way. You get to choose what you would like to sign for."
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RELIGION OR SPIRITUALITY?

Gmndfarher helped me to understand how both
recent and old emotional charges are stored in our systems.
He taught me how to do awareness exercises designed to
access those constricted, or frozen, parts of myself. That
stuck energy, he said, can be neutralized and transformed
into pure life force. I was beginning to realize that
compassion is a natural by-product of having balanced
energy, and I saw my spititual joutney as a process of
balancing my energy so 1 could have compassion and live in
harmony.

1 drove into town one day to get some supplies and
was at the gas station filling up Grandfather's truck when I
was approached by a well-dressed man in his forties. He
handed me a small booklet. On the cover were the words,
"Are You Going To Hell Ot Heaven?" He asked me if we
could talk for a moment.

I told him 1 believed I'd been living in Hell, and am
now in the process of learning to connect with heaven and
carth. He looked confused. 1 explained that previously my
mind had created a lot of grief, but now I'm happier and
more in harmony.

He gave me a look that was very familiar to me. He
was coming from a better-than position, and looked at me
as if 1 wete a poor, lost soul. T didn't feel like assuming a
less-than position. 1 looked him in the eye, and said, "1 feel
really good about my path. Thanks for your concetn."

"But you don't undetstand," he said. "You must

believe that. .. "
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"Listen," I said. "I feel reall
| ; w7 y good about where I
ar_rlhnght not'.l:xl:c I feel spiritually connected and I'm happy
with my path. T respect where you ; :
e you are and I ask that you
He wouldn't accept that. "Bug," :
i P ut,” he went on, "there
His better-than position was beginning to annoy
me. I could feel myself becoming rebellious, although I
:i.ias also partly observing the drama and found it amusing
guess we don't see eye to eye on this," id. 2% :
S 3 ve on this," I said. "Have a
As T reached _for the door, he stepped in between
me and Fhe truck,.sull trying to convince me I could be
saved: Finally, I said, "Look. I feel you're acting like you're
supetior to me. You believe only you have the ttuth. I'm
not going to play this game with ' .
t goin ‘ you. It's not th
spirituality I'm interested in." s

Wq“g did that set him off! He insisted I take a few
more of his booklets and told me he would pray for me. I
shook my head as I drove away. .

1 When I got back to Stillpoint, I handed the booklets
t? Gta.udfathm:. "I'm a new man!" I joked. "I know where
I'm going when I die!"
"Well, I know where 1 i
oo (et Ml you are going while you are
still ahvi! he said, heading for the door. "Come on!?'r

"What are you talking about?" I asked.

We've got trenches to dig!" he grabbed two
shovels, handed one to me, and I followed him around to
thefbacl‘i of the cabin, where runoff from the previous
d?.y§ rain was strearx_ling down the hillside. We began
d.l.ggﬂl‘lg a trench to divert the excess water away from the
cabin's foundation. J

. 'b()lnl':f pftoplc will try to tell you up is good, and
down is evil," said Grandfather. "I believe the carth below
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us is beautifull” He reached down and grabbed a handful
of tich soil. An earthworm crawled between his fingets.
"I'his is the earth that nourishes us. Tt ptovides our fo‘od
We honot the earth because she is out mother. She 1s a
living being. The rivers are her veins and thc. atm.Losphere is
her lungs. She is not an inert object. She is alive! Many
people are cut off from the earth, which means they are
separated from an important patt of mcmscives. They miss
out on a beaudful aspect of life. So, Dillon, what' doﬂyou
think the difference is between religion and spitituality?

"Well," I replied, "religion is what you d? because
you believe it will keep you from going to Hell: 'bpmtuahty
is when you realize you're already in Hell, and it's what you
do to get out." ‘

Grandfather burst out laughing,

"I don't understand why people fight over God," 1
ey "Maybe it's because they feel 2 need to seek a higher
position in the herd, Dillon. People may not rc_ah:a:e they
are developing a false sense of security by assuming a self-
righteous, ot better-than position. They believe 2 model
that says, 'I've got the monopoly on truth. If you 1d-:} not
believe my interptetation of God, you are doomed.' That
belief structure is very limiting."

"Like the guy I met in town. He rcfus-cd to "acccpt
that I could be spiritual unless I did it exactly his way."

"Dillon, some people follow a religion but lose fught
of the spiritual essence. When people get lost in .riifual,
dogma, or self-righteous thinking, they miss the spititual

n
3 "My patents took me o services regularly when 1
was younger," I said. "I coddn'_t make 1sense ofeitir 1
couldn't see how it applied to my life. I think some of the
people came for social teasons. Others were there because
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they were afraid of what the neighbors would think if they
didn't go. I know some were there because it was good for
their business. But I do remember a few people who
seemed to stand out because they had a glimmering look in
their eyes. Come to think of it, you've also got that look."

"Guess what, Dillon? I've seen that glimmering
look in your eyes, too. Religion without spirituality is
empty. It is dogma and ritual without inner experience. 1f
one does not understand the spirtual significance of the
ritual, it will be a shallow experience. Remember when we
talked about the main road?"

"Sure. The toad that leads to the light ahead and
the spitit within."

"That main road is the spiritual journey," he said.
"Walking your path as you grow in wisdom and learning to
live in harmony is what spirituality is all about. Spirituality
is a state of being, an inner experience. It is not simply a
belief structure. Spirituality is about living with integrity."

"That makes sense. What would you think if I
decided not to practice the religion I grew up in?"

"It is your choice, Dillon. You may choose to
participate in your religion, but if you do so, incotpotate
your spirituality into the religious expression. Then you will
not feel shallow in your experience. If you choose not to
patticipate, that is your choice. You live your spirituality.
Life becomes your church and your integrity becomes yout
temple."

153



B

YOUR BOTTOMLINE SELF

After dinner that night Grandfather looked
through the booklets I had been given by the guy at the gas
station. He looked amused as he set them aside.

"Different cultures and religions have different
names for God and different ways of expressing their
worship, but God remains One. Always remember, Dillon,
there is a unity that exists within diversity. When people
forget this, they get caught up 1n experiencing only diversity
and sepatation. They fight with the pieces that look
different from theit own.  They fail to see the
interconnection of the web."

"Maybe it's their wounds and their conditioning that
limit their petspective. They feel separate from life."

"Exactly, Dillon. As human beings it is our
responsibility to become conscious of the connection
between our individual existence and the sacred fabric of
which we are all a part. God is the weaver of life and each
of us is a stitch in the sacred fabric."

"That's why equality is so important.”

"That's right, Dillon. We look beyond people's
faults and idiosyncrasics and connect with them on a soul
level. We recognize that they have been created, just as we
have, in the image of God."

"I've heard it said we are all children of the
univetse, all part of a universal family, but I had never
understood what that was supposed to mean to me."

"As we become grounded in our identification as a
child of the universe, our reference point shifts and an
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awareness of our connection to the sacted fabric becomes a
consclous and continuous experience. Your bottomline
identity is that you are created in the image of God and
your bottomline self is the constant you that remains
unchanged through all of time."

"My bottomline self?"

"It is always prescnt, but can be realized only when
we step back from all our created roles and conditioning.
When we believe we 4r¢ the toles and the identities we play
we fail to experience our original self." ’
h "So if thoughts and emotions come and go," I said

they cannot be the original self. [f the body is always:
changing, that cannot be the original self."

"Dillon, the otiginal self is the you that has always
been present under the surface. It was there when you were
born. It has been there through all your pain and all your
pleasutes. It is the constant you that is the same you here at

- this moment, and will be here tomorrow, All else changes,

but your true self temains."
‘ "I guess that's why learning to calm the mind is
essential, if we are going to discover our true self."

' "Yes. It is your birthright, Dillon, to claim this
existence and to break free from all the roles and
progran that attempts to convince you that you are
something othet than 2 child of God. God is in you. Your
tnner center, your soul, is the divine spark of God. Your
inner center is the aspect of infinity that lives in you. Itis
your otiginal self,"
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PLATEAU

I stood batefoot watching the waterfall eatly one
morning while I practiced circulating energy through the
various pathways in my body, as Grandfather had shown
me. I could feel the earth's energy spiral up through the
"bubbling spring" point in the ball of my feet, and I could
feel the encrgy of the heavens spiraling into the ctown of
my head. Using intent to move the life force through the
meridian channels was becoming more natural to me. 1
could feel these enctpies flow up the spine and down the
front of my body, I increased the velocity and could feel
the warm current moving around and around the orbital
loop, almost as if it wete everywhere at once.

After a while T turned atound to sit down and there
was Grandfather, sitting only 2 few yards behind me. He
had caught me by surprise again.

"What a magnificent day, Grandfather! I feel very
alive inside."

"You are. Your energy is flowing with less
resistance. The energy body of the earth is amazing, isn't it,
Dillon? Tt sustains millions of life forms including every
blade of grass and every bird and butterfly. You are
developing a conscious awarencss of this nurruring enetgy.
That bubbling spring point is a special acupuncture point
that is helping you develop your capacity to ground anFl
connect to Mother Farth enetgy. Just as a tree receives this
nurturing energy through its roots, you are becoming awate

of your connection to the earth's energy field. And youate
also becoming aware of your connection to the heavens. '
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"I can feel there ate fewet energy blockages in my
body."

"That is exactly what is happening, Dillon! Your
enetgy body is more refined and subtle. It is less dense.
That is why you ate experiencing an increase in the velocity
of energy through your otbit. The flow of life energy in
your microcosmic orbit is similar to an acupuncrure
treatment. As your life force flows through the meridians
in your orbit, the other meridians are able to receive a
healthy charge from the circulating energy. This stimulates
your immune system. Frozen and constricted energy begins
to dissolve. When you ate ill, there is an imbalance in the
flow of your energy. Depending on how your energy is
constricted or stagnant, physical and mental imbalances
surface."

"Can emotional wounds form these blockages in
the energy body?" 1 asked.

"Yes. Unfinished business, limited belief systerns,
envitonmental factors and even what we eat may cause
imbalances. As your energy body moves into an even mote
subtle vibrational level, the layers of resistance dissolve and
your ortiginal self can shine through. You are already
getting glimpses of this experience."

"I'm looking forward to discoveting my original
self."

"Remember the importance of being patient.
Enjoy the process as it unfolds. You may find yourself
hitting plateaus from time to time though. It may feel
good, but do not get too comfortable or you may begin to
stagnate."

"Ate you saying when we reach a plateau we have
some inner work to address?"

"“I'hat's right. By your attending to that new level of
inner work, you move beyond the plateau to a more
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integrated level of being. We shift to a more refined
vibrational level as out energy flows with less resistance."

"And we get closer to our center. Right?"

"Yes. And how nice it is to get closer to the center
of our being, and the sweetness of our soul." Grandfather
stood up and started walking upstream. I wondered if he
was going to visit Solution.

I knew layers of blocked energy within me had
dissolved. I was feeling mote balanced than I'd ever felt in
my life. But I also felt that I had reached a plateau. I was
aware of a deep layer of stuck energy within myself that
seemed to have 2 hard shell. T sensed it was related to old
emotional wounds. [ remembered when Grandfather and 1
had talked about healing wounds. I had become scared
when I felt all the hurt and anger T was storing inside. I
knew a lot of those emotions were connected to my
relationship with my father.

If T chose to work through this blocked energy, my
spititual growth would be accelerated. A part of me hoped,
though, that if T could just ignote it, maybe it would find a
way to dissolve itself.
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SOLUTION CALLS ME

" H :
| appy Birthday, Dillon. How does it feel to be
cighteeny"

"Thanks, Grandfather. No different than it felt
ye;t&rday,," I laughed. My mind flashed suddenly to all the
thmgsll had looked forward to when T turned eighteen —
how I'd be free to make my own decisions, go whetever 1
chose and do what I liked,

"Dillon, T had a wonderful dream last night. 1
awoke feeling very happy.”

"What was the dream about?"

"l think it would be better if T shared it with you
another time," ;

"If you say so. What would you like to do today?"

_"Why don't you give some thought to what you
would like to do, Dillon."

"Well, I thought maybe we . . . "
"Dillon, you are not catching my drift."
"Well, what do you mean?" I asked.

"What T mean, Dillon, is you are being called, but
you ate not hea.t‘ing the call."

"Who's calling me? My mother?"

"It is not yout mother, Dillon. ILook inside and
listen for a while."

. Grandfather walked away. I quieted my mind and
listened. A picture of Solution came into my mind. As I
thought about her, I began to feel a magnetic attraction,
Yes, Solution is calling me. Or maybe I'm calling her. [
decided to pay her a visit and rest upon her solid rock lap. I
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found Grandfather sitting on the porch.

"Grandfather, how about we go visit Solution
today?"

"It is best if you visit Solution by yourself."

"But what will you do?"

"The question is, what will you do, Dillon? She has
a birthday present for you if you ate ready to receive it."

"Okay, I'll get ready to go."

"Plan to go fot a few days, Dillon."

"What?! That's a long time!"

i "You will be surprised at how time flies. [ have a
backpack ready for you with a tent and sleeping bag. Oh,
and Dillon, be careful not to step on any rattlesnakes," he
grinned.

"Thanks a lot. Do you have any other words of
wisdom for me?" I joked.

"Trust the wisdom of the universe, be open, and
allow the rest to unfold."

"Okay. Well, I'm off on my birthday adventure," 1
laughed.

As I walked my mind began to play games with me.
I kept thinking I was about to step on a rattlesnake. But
what, at first, looked like snakes to me, were only dead tree
limbs lying on the ground.

"Why did he have to go and put that thought in my
head?" I complained aloud.

As I approached Solution, I felt the same magnetic
attraction begin to pull me closer. T was happy to see her,
and [ felt as if she were welcoming me also.

I was extremely warm from my hike and decided to
go for a swim. I took my clothes off and jumped in. T fele
a little self-conscious about getting out of the water. What
if someone sees me? I thought. T looked around slowly at
the surrounding forest, then laughed at myself, realizing the
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only ones who might see me were the squirtels plavine ;
the trees. I climbed out and lay in the suanor awhﬁc?}rmg .

I spent a long time just listening to the soft sound
of the flowing tiver and being in the peaceful stillness of
the moment. 1 remembered what Grandfather had said as
was leaving: Trust the wisdom of the universe, be open
and allow the rest to unfold, As I contemplated 'd:nua:sv.T
words an "ah-ha" came forth. There is something within
me that is blocked, and if I can trust and be open, the rest
will unfold. If I could get through that block I'd be able to
move {0 a deeper connection with myself and rise above
the limitations of the plateau I seemed to be on.

I thought about Grandfather telling me we have to
be careful what we ask for because we just might get it. So
I thought, would this be in my best interest? Before I hac’:
even finished the question, a strong "YES!" came forth
from deep inside. I focused all my attention on my center.

"Let me see and fcel this block," I said. I felt
anotht?r "ah-ha" First you are to create a safe and
urturing space so the block will show its face. I stated my
mtc':nt, asking that only the highest good be manifested. I
smiled and, using a method Grandfather had taught me, 1
sent that smiling energy into the center of my being. 1 felt
the warmth spread from my center to the outside of my
body. I spoke to the block.

"I call on you now and ask you to show me your
face. Reveal yourself to me." [ heard the energy block
answer.

"Do you really want to know?" it asked.

"Yes, I do."

n 4
Ate you sure you really want to know?"
"Yes! 1do!"
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FACING THE FIRE

I felt something beginning to brew inside. Tt was
as if 1 had a big knot under immense pressure building in
my solar plexus area. The block was sutfacing, I got
scared. "I think I've had enough," T said to myself. The
feeling subsided instantly. The pressure I'd felt building was
almost completely gone.

"I'm glad that's over with," I said. "I think I'l go
pick some wild berries." Then I heatd a silent whjspel.::
Trust, be open, and allow the rest to unfold. I ignored it
and climbed down from Solution's lap and began looking
around for a betry patch. I knew walking away was a cop-
out. I had failed to face the challenge before me.

[ knew if I did not return to face the fire I would
remain at a plateau level. But I was featful of facing that
old bottled-up energy. What if I open a floodgate and go
off the deep end? What if the rage surfaces and I cannot
get it back under control? T thought I could heat Solutit_m
calling me back, like a loving mother telling her scated child
that everything will be alright.

I went back and climbed up onto Solution's lap
again. I took some time to center myself and created 2
warm, nurtuting space using the inner smile again. When I
had reached a place of peaceful stillness, I again called on
the blocked energy. :

"Show me your face. Reveal yourself to me."

"Do you really want to know?" T heard again.

"I'm ready to know"

The block began to surface. The knot of pressure
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began to build in my solar plexus. 1 felt as if my heart was
constricting,

"1 think I've had enough!"

"Dillon, face your firel"

I felt an anger, and a rage, like hot lava boiling up
from a volcano. 1 knew what was happening was an
etuption of deep wounds. It felt like pus coming out of an
infection. The pus was anger and guilt and shame 1 had
refused to acknowledge. The blocked cnergy that formed
these wounds was hiding in the shadows because it did not
feel safe in facing the fire. Now I was ready. I allowed my
awareness and light to penetrate into the core of my
shadow. I could see blocked layers of eflergy in many
colors that blemished my clarity. ;

These wounds and blemishes came from a
combination of sources: from feeling hurt and betrayed in
my battles with the world, from my feelings that I had been
unworthy, from my confusion over not being able to make
sense of the wotld, and the confinement of my con-
ditioning,

My feelings of being threatened and intimidated by
my father bubbled to the surface. I had flashbacks of being
blamed and punished for things I hadn't done. I remem.
bered him hitting me and telling me over and over again
that I was not good enough. I remembeted asking him
many times to come to my baseball games, but he never
came. I grieved the wounds of my childhood and the loss
of my father. I was horrified that only two days before his
fatal heart attack I had told him to "drop dead." I grieved
ovet the father-son relationship we never had.

[ let out a scream that came from the pit of my gut.
That scteam went on and on, breath after breath. I bent
over with my head between my legs. 1 lost all track of time,
forgetting even where I was. It started to tain. I was aware
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of every cold drop hitting my bate skin. T lay there naked
on my back, spread across Solution's lap. 1 began to weep
and weep. My tears mixed with the raindrops and blended
together in a stream that washed over my body.

I felt raw. The wounds were open and draining, I
remembered a healing pool of water Grandfather had told
me about, thirty yards or so upstream from where Solution
rests. I walked upstream until I found it. Rocks formed a
circle around the pool, which was about eight feet in
diameter. I got into the pool and rested on a big flat tock
under the water. When T leaned back on the rock, the water
came up to my chin. I closed my eyes and began to create a
nurturing space inside.

The water was like a poultice drawing toxins out of
my body. I sensed these toxins were not physical poisons.
They were residual energy toxins being cleansed from my
wounds. I saw all kinds of colors being drawn from my
body. Limiting, stagnant thought patterns and beliefs began
to flush themselves into the pool. The ctystal clear watet
became murky.

I felt cleansed from the inside out. Fresh, flowing
watetr poured into the pool and it began to feel clear again.
I got out of the healing pool, and teturned to sit on
Solution's lap. The rain clouds had passed.

I drifted, half asleep, to a place that seemed like a
realm somewhere beyond this earth plane. Someone asked
me if I would like to see my father. I acknowledged that I
would. The next moment he was standing before me. We
greeted each other much differently than we had on earth.
I felt no confusion or fear. I spoke to him from my soul.
He listened with interest to what I said.

"Dad, you played the role of my father and I played
the tole of your son. But these were metely the toles we
played in the sojourn of our lives. I forgive you for not
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being a nurturing father. Life was hard for you because you
had your own wounds that created your anger. I know
there is a reason we came together. We had something to
wortk out. I feel the hardships of our relationship have now
blossomed into a gift. I'm now wiser and have a better
un.df:rstand.ing of other people's pain. I see you as my
spititual brother and I wish you well on your journey. ‘Trust
the wisdom of the universe, be open, and allow the rest to
unfold."

He listened intently to every word I said. He was
5huked with feelings and all he could communicate was,

Thank you." 1 rested my head on his chest. 1 knew he had
fiow healed his relationship with me, and I had healed my
deepest wounds. Then he dissolved like a VapOT mist.

The impact of our resolution was profound. It was
as if a healing wave had rippled back through time and
touched the wounded hearts of those who had lived in our
ancestral line long before my father and me, A painful and
self-defeating behavior pattern had been resolved and
would no longer be passed on to future generations.
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| WOKE FROM THE DREAM OF THE WORLD

Wow! I sat up straight. What an experience! A
significant energy shift had taken place inside me. My
energy body felt light and clean. I was spatkling inside. T
felt an immensely powerful connection. T was tooted to the
earth, and at the same time, deeply connected to the
heavens. Hvery cell in my body tingled with delight.

I quieted my mind again and entered into the
stillness. I felt a warm steaming of delightfully soothing
energy flowing from the core of my being. As I sat on
Solution's lap, I bathed in the golden inner light gently
steaming within me. I undetstood now what Grandfather
meant when he spoke of drinking from the inner well; the
eternal stream of the soul.

I heard a still voice speak: You are awake from the
dream of the world. My eyes opened wide and I repeated
aloud, "I am awake from the dream of the world."

"I'm awake from the trance!" I told Selution and I
shouted to the squirrels. I told the setting sun, and I told
the trees. I felt them sharing in my celebration. [ felt as if
the natute around me was an extension of myself, and
together we were part of the sacred fabric.

I rested in this bliss for many houts and then
slipped off into a deep sleep until sunrise. When I opened
my eyes the first thing I became aware of was the steaming
process continuing to take place inside me. That warm
dance of energy was still bubbling forth from my inner
well.

I spent the next couple of days picking berries,
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san and relaxing in the sun. The flow of energy
within me continued feeling vibrant and alive. At nighti
T:_iuilt a fire and cooked rice and beans. I reflected over my
life. As an observer, I witnessed how the journey had
brought me to where I was. It all seemed like a dream, and
the funny thing is I had believed the dream, never knowing
I'was in a trance. I was thankful I'd heard my wake-up call
and that Grandfather had come into my life. If 1 had not
heatrd the call, where would I have ended up? I wondered.
Sutely I would have remained in the trance.

[ felt it was time to return to Grandfather. I looked
forward to sharing my experience. I asked God to allow me
to be an instrument for the highest good, and I said
farewell to Solution and the healing pool. I thanked them
for their nourishing support and friendship.

; I enjoyed a peaceful walk on the way back. This
time, none of the fallen branches looked like ﬁttlesnake:s. I
dj.d sce a striped garter snake. I picked her up and she
slithered through my fingers. Her tongue darted in and out.
[ thanked her for helping me conquet my fear of snakes.
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CONFIRMATION

I approached the waterfall back at Stillpoint at
about sunset. 1 was sutptised to find Grandmothet Prema
had arrived from the city during my absence. She and
Grandfather were sitting on the warm rocks with their feet
in the water.

"Dillon! Welcome back!" Grandfather called out.

"Hello, Dillon," said Grandmother Premna.

"It's good to see you both," I said.

Grandfather asked if I had seen any snakes on my
journey.

"Look out!" I pointed to a stick lying on the ground.
"Thete's one now!" We all laughed.

Grandmother Prema got up and walked up the hill
to the cabin. She returned a few minutes later with a
birthday cake she had baked. I felt teats come to my eyes as
they sang Happy Birthday. .

"Dillon, we're celebrating your eighteenth birthday,
AND," she said, "we arc congratulating you on your waking
from the drcam of the world!"

"How can you tell?" I asked. :

"Your vibration has changed, and so has your voice.
You carry yourself with assurance because you have ex-
perienced yout original self, and you know now you are part
of the universal family."

"Dillon," said Grandfathet, "I'm glad you remem-
bered my parting words."

"But how do you know I did, Grandfather?"

"When you left to visit Solution you had one eye
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open and one eye closed. The eye that was open was the
patt of you that had partially awakened from the dream of
the world, but there was still another part of you in deep
trance. Yout wounds and your colored lenses were keeping
you stuck. In our time together you had glimpses of
awakening, but you were not able to pierce the veil. Now
you have, and both of your eyes are open. In the dream T
had a few nights ago I heard Solution calling you and I saw
you awake from the trance. It made me very happy."

"Thank you, Grandfather. I didn't know what I was
in for, but Solution helped me face my blocked energy and
a new flow of energy began flooding my body. I'm still
feeling it. I feel a strong connection to both the heavens
and the earth, and the energy combined is creating
something like a soothing, steaming combustion inside me."

Grandmother Prema smiled. "You have performed
a matriage without even knowing it."

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"I'm referring to the matriage of heaven and earth.
Your connection with Mother Earth and yout connection
to the heavens has created a marriage. The steaming
process is the continuous birth of energy generating within
you as a result of that union."

"What a great gift!" I said.

"Yes, it is the beginning of an exciting process of
inner alchemy, Dillon, which will facilitate your un-
derstanding of energy and vibration," said Grandfather,
"Letting go of those old wounds released 2 denseness in
your energy body. Over time you will develop an even
deeper connection with your soul, and your energy body
will continue to refine itself. This refinement process has
raised the vibration of your enetgy body to a much more
subtle level. Now your soul is shining with less obstruction.
This union of earth energy and uplifting, cteative and
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inspirational energy of the heavens taking place within you
is a gift to the planet. As you receive this energy you are
free to give, and your capacity to be a vehicle to serve the
highest good will continue to increase." . i

"What an amazing birthday gift!" I said again. "I
feel so balanced. Grandfather, are those tears of joy
trickling from your eyes?"

"Yes, Dillon. They are joyful tears. I am happy to
see your transformation." )

"Grandfather Sage has taught you well," said
Grandmother Prema. "I couldn't have done better myself,"

she laughed.
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LET'S GET REAL

I woke up at daybreak the next morning, My mind
began to wander out of control. My summer at Stillpoint
was neatly over and I found myself feeling stressed about
going back home. T worried that I might get pulled back
into my old way of thinking and behaving, The soothing,
steaming enetgy inside me ceased.

I got up and dressed, and taking a basket from the
kitchen, crept quietly out of the cabin. Several types of
wild berries were in season and 1 thought I'd surptise
Grandfather and Grandmother Prema with some for
breakfast. I returned a short time later and found
Gtandmother Prema in the kitchen, making tea.

"Dillon, they're beautiful. Thank you," she said,
taking the basket. "I can tell they were picked with love." 1
watched as she washed the berries and told her of my
apprehensions about going home.

"My soap opera got the best of me," T said.

"Well, Dillon, it did. But that's okay!"

"That doesn't make sense. 1 experienced freedom.
Why go back to bondage?"

"Let's get real, Dillon. Who said yout journey is
overr"

"You mean it's okay to get pulled back into the
trance?"

"I didn't say go into a slumber with both eyes
closed, sleeping so deeply that it's hard to wake up. At
times you will find yousself going about with one eye open
and the other one closed, just like this motning. A part of
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you got pulled into your self-created drama, but another
part of you was awate of your trance."

"You mean it's okay to get dirty as long as you

know how to clean yourself off?" '
"Yes, Dillon. The teason it's okay is because 1t'.s
going to happen! It happens to Grandfather, and it
happens to me. If we think it's not okay, then we end up
atguing with a done deal" % g

"] see what you mean. That type of thinking is a
trance in itself and can pull us deepet into the dream of the
world." 5o

"Yes. So rather than belittling yourself for slipping
back, just wake up and return to the center of being Uf“
your open eye to help the eye that's closed to open again.
When you're awake from the trances of everyday life, both
eyes ate open.” :

"But what if I get so dtawn into the drama I can't
get out?" i

"Did Grandfather talk to you about that 'can't
wotd? If you think "I can't get out," then you won't. Your
intention is 'T will keep my eyes on the light ahead. If I get
sidetracked, or caught up in a diversion that takes me off
base, T will get back on the main road.""

"That makes sense. Grandfather says when we
focus on what we're afraid might happen, we send energy in
that direction, making it more likely to happen. When we
focus on positive intention, our energy becomes directed in
support of the highest good." .

"Right. This is how we create and manifest good
things in our lives."

"So, if I get sidetracked . .. "

"Don't you mean 'when' Dillon?" Grandmother
Prema smiled.

"When I get sidetracked I'll observe the lesson
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befote me, return to my center and proceed forward on my
journey."”

"You are learning to manage your energy, Dillon,
and you'll discover what drains your energy. Thinking,
emotions, talking and sensory overload are all examples of
how our enetgy gets depleted. Remember this, Dillon:
energy is infinite. The key is to teplenish your energy faster
than it is being exhausted. You will then maintain a healthy
tesetve. You now have the skills to do this. Enjoy the
learning process! With practice, it will become natural and
effortless."

"It is nice to hear you two talking" said
Grandfather, as he entered the kitchen. "Dillon, you ate
ready to return to the world. Don't worty. You will have
mote fun than you've ever had before! It will be a new type
of fun, though, because now you understand energy
follows intention. Through your positive intention you will
manifest a creative life and be of service to others." He
became very serious. "Dillon, listen carefully! Do your very
best to be aware of whete you place your intention. This is
the key ingredient in how your journey will unfold."

"I will, Grandfather."

The three of us sat quietly for a few moments. I
could feel a flowing dance of energy surrounding us. 1 felt
exhilarated, but grew sad as I thought again about leaving
Grandfather and the mountains and the river and Solution.

"Grandfathet, I don't know how to say good-bye.
Words cannot describe what I feel."

"I understand, Dillon. That is why the depth of our
connection is beyond words."

"This feels like my home. T don't feel like leaving."

"Dillon, remember your home is whetever you are.
When you live from yout inner center, you are always at
home."
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"I know the universe is my family, but I don't know
how to say good-bye to you. I'm not sure I want to say
good-bye." ‘

"I appreciate your sincerity and courage, Dillon.
Thank you for being my dear spiritual brother. Where you
go from here is all part of the plan, just as our summer
together was part of that plan. Now you are embarking o
a new adventure and I am excited for you. I know you will
be of service to life and you will continue to learn and grow
through this process."
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THE JOURNEY CONTINUES

As I was packing my clothes a few days latet, I
picked up the journal I'd kept over the summer. I turned to
the first page. "Welcome to Stillpoint, the classroom of
life," Grandfather had said when I'd first arrived. I'd had
no idea what he was talking about. Now I knew the
stillpoint is my soul. I felt a great love for this land that had
setved as my teacher in so many ways.

Also at the beginning of my journal wete the five
principles Grandfather had given me. They were no longer
just a theory. I am a soul, and this is the essence of who I
am. 1 am an active participant in life, and my choices
determine my momentum. As I cooperate with life, life
cooperates with me. Harmony is my true nature.

I sat down on my cot and stared out the window. 1
felt I'd learned more that summer than I had in all my yeats
of school Grandfather had told me true education is a
synthesis  that includes learning the interconnected
telationship  between parts. Schools often break
information down, and fail to integrate learning in a way
that is relevant to life.

There is a certain type of trance that develops from
the type of education we receive in public school. Life is
not a series of fragmented bits of information, but this is
the unspoken message we are given during our schooling
YCQIS-

We become disconnected from understanding and
expetiencing that everything is connected. We become
mentally fragmented as we are forced to memorize facts
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without undetstanding the relevance they have to our
everyday reality. There is a natural order to life. The
unfoldment of events and situations is connected to
preceding events. When fragmentation is what we learn,
then fragmentation is what we see and experience. We lose
our sense of connection to the whole. We perceive
separateness rather than unity. And we fail to experience
our deep connection with nature.

Grandfather was amazed at how we could finish all
out yeats of schooling without learning what a balanced life
is all about. Students leave school without the common
sense it takes to manage their own lives. He had laughed at
how I knew lots of scientific facts, but didn't know how to
fix a leaky toilet.

He was also concerned that students did not learn
to think for themselves, The gift of their unique expression
was not being cultivated.

I closed my journal and finished packing. I was
looking forward to seeing my mom. When she picked me
up later that day, [ was surprised at how happy she was to
sce me! It was interesting to be with her. On one hand, I
still saw het as my mother, but now I also recognized her as
my spiritual sister who shared the main road. She had her
path and I had mine.

I used to feel I was locked in a power struggle with
her. Now I knew she just had her role to play and was
doing the best she could. I will continue to play the role of
the son, just as there are many roles to play in life. But I
know who I really am is beyond all those roles.

These toles, and the many ways they are played,
come and go. They come and go just like thoughts and
emotions come and go. I now fecl compassion toward
myself and life. Who I really am is soul, my original self,
who remains the same throughout all time.
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_ When both my eyes were closed, I saw the wozld
only in the way I had been taught and conditioned to sce it.
My wounds colored my vision. I failed to see how my own
conditioning created the fence that kept me cotralled. I
opened the gate and the road ahead feels wide open.

I know now, when we are in the trance of the
Wf)rld, it's as if there's a special day we are awaiting when all
will be perfect. We fail to realize the moment is always
heiEC. It never goes anywhete. There is nothing you have to
artive to. The moment is waiting to greet us with joy.

Thank you for taking the time to tead my story
about how I came to recognize the trances of evcryaay life
and awoke to the deeper spiritual essence of who I am.

I'm glad our paths have crossed, If you're reading
Fhese wotds, it's because it's part of the plan. What I would
like to share with you in parting are the words T will always

remember;  Trusr the wisdom of the universe, be open, and allow
the rest fo unjold,
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AFTERWORD

The challenges of the new millennium
afford each of us the opportunity to take personal
responsibility for leading lives filled with
compassion, balance and harmony. We are all
connected on many levels, therefore out individual
healing and growth contributes to universal healing
and the wellness of the planet itself. The power of
our collective intention is not to be under-

estimated.

It is my sincere hope that this book will aid
you in the exciting journey that lies ahead. Let us
join together in a collective intention as we ask for
the highest good to manifest itself at all levels of

existence.

Ed Rubenstein
April 1999
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Cassette Tapes

Ed Rubenstein has produced two guided meditation tapes to assist those readers
interested in cultivating the balance, harmony and compassion discussed in Ax
Awakening From the Trances of Hoeryday Life: A Journey fo Epgpowerment,

Releasing, Letting Go, and Creating Space For Change

This cassette tape is designed to assist you with exploring places of tense, frozen or
stuck energy and to begin the process of dissolving constricted emotional patterns.
This facilitates an expansion of neutral space so there is more room to manifest
constructive change in your life.

Centering, Balance and Harmony

This cassette tape is designed to assist you in further warking with your intention,
feeling the life force, opening a connection to the heavens and the earth, and
gathering and storing energy for enhancing your well-being,

Workshops

Ed Rubenstein offers workshops and retreats to integrate and expound upon the
concepts and practices explored in this book. Some of the themes are: recopnizing
and awakening from the trances of everyday life, leacning to live life as if each
moment mattered, learning to manage your energy, defusing stuck emotional
patterns, developing a relationship between intention and energy flow, eirculation of
life force (chi) through internal energetic pathways (ie. microcosmic orhit),
cultivating your energetic connection with heaven and earth, expedencing your
stillpoint, and connecting to your core self. If interested, call (828)649-3870 for
details on how a workshop or retreat can be organized for your group or
ng‘ﬂ.n.lzﬂﬂoﬂ.

Visit our Website at: www.sages-way.com

[0 Sendme "Releasing, Letting Go and Creating Space for Change."
Enclosed is $10.95 plus $3.00 for S&H. NC residents add 6% sales tax,
Send me "Centering, Balance and Harmony." Enclosed is §10.95 plus §3.00
for S&H. NC residents add 6% sales tax.

Ll Send me both tapes for a discount price of §8.95 for each tape plus $3.50 for
S&H. NC residents add 6% sales tax. (Additonal tapes may be purchased at
$8.95 plus 50 cents each tape for S&H.)

[0  Place me on your mailing list for information concerning workshops and
futare publications /tapes.

MName

Address

Phone Email

Mail this order form with a personal check or money arder for tapes to:
Sages Way P.O. Box 31, Marshall, NC 28753
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Casserte Tapes

Ed Rubenstein has produced two guided meditation tapes to assist those readers
interested in cultivating the balance, harmony and compassion discussed in s
~Awakening From the Trances of Everyday Life: A Journey to Empowerment,

Releasing, Letting Go, and Creating Space For Change

. This cassette tape is designed to assist you with exploring places of tense, frazen or

stuck energy and to begin the process of dissolving constricted emotional patterns.
This facilitates an expansion of neutral space so there is more room to manifest
constructive change in your life.

Centering, Balance and Harmony

This cassette tape is designed to assist you in further working with your intentian,
feeling the life force, opening a connection to the heavens and the earth, and
gathering and storing eneryy for enhancing your well-being,

Workshops

Ed Rubenstein offers workshops and retreats to integrate and expound upon the
concepts and practices explored in this book. Some of the themes are: recognizing
and awakening from the trances of everyday life, learning to live life as if each
moment mattered, learning to manage your energy, defusing stuck emotional
pattemns, developing a relationship between intention and enecpy fow, cicculation of
life force (chi) through internal cnergetic pathways (Le. microcosmic orbit),
cultivating your energetic connection with heaven and earth, experencing your
stillpoint, and connecting to your core self. If interested, call (828)649-3870 for
details on how a workshop or retreat can be organized for your group or
organization.

Visit our Website at: www.sages-way.com

[]  Sendme "Releasing, Letting Go and Creating Space for Change."
Enclosed is $10.95 plus $3.00 for S&H. NC residents add 6% sales tax.

Ll Send me "Centering, Balance and Harmony." Enclosed is $10.95 plus $3.00
for S&H. NC residents add 6% sales tax.

[1  Send me both tapes for a discount price of §8.95 for each tape plus $3.50 for
S&H. NC residents add 6% sales tax. (Additional tapes may be purchased at
$8.95 plus 50 cents each tape for S&H.)

[l Place me on your mailing list for information concerning workshops and
future publications/tapes.

Name

Address

Phone Email

Mail this order form with a personal check or money order for tapes to:
Sages Way P.0. Box 31, Marshall, NC 28753



