
 

 



Susan C. Moyer 

 

2 



The Crystal Cave 

 

3 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Crystal Cave: The Start of the Journey 
Copyright © 2007 Susan C. Moyer 
All Rights Reserved 
 
 
No part of this work may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by 
any means, electronic or mechanical, photocopying, recording or by any 
information retrieval or storage system without the express written  
permission of the author. 
 
 
This is a work of fiction. Names characters, places, and incidents are  
the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any  
resemblance to persons, places, establishments, or locales is entirely 
coincidental. 
 
ISBN: 978-1-936178-80-3 



Susan C. Moyer 

 

4 

 
 
 

 

Dedication 
 
 
 

To all the Eupsychia staff people who have come, gone and stayed 
throughout the years, and all those I have crossed paths with while at-
tending Eupsychia Process and Holotropic Breathwork™

 workshops, you 
are my fellow journeyers and my spiritual community. Together, we’ve 
had the courage not just to open the Door to Who You Are, but to rush 
headlong past the threshold and tackle the inner workings of our hearts 
and souls. 
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Author’s Note and References 
 
 
 

During a meditation in 1996, I received a message that I was to write 
a book. My response was not favorable. I felt the topic I was told to write 
about was quite sufficiently addressed by people well known for their 
work in that area. I didn’t see anything I could do that would improve on 
it. I balked. 

Since I didn’t understand how to do it, I engaged in typical psycho-
logical defenses to keep this new calling at bay. People at Eupsychia 
Process workshops I attended heard me make fun of the idea. “I’m sup-
posed to write some silly book,” I told them. Of course, they encouraged 
me to stop my derision and get to work. Some even said they’d look for-
ward to receiving an autographed copy.  

After a few years I started recording notes, but it didn’t feel right. It 
simply wasn’t coming together. Yet a book with lines or pages of gold 
appeared frequently in my mandala drawings. The seed had been planted. 
As much as I made fun of writing a book, the calling did not disappear. It 
was awaiting the proper time to burst forth. 

At the Spring, 2000 Eupsychia 6-day retreat “The Book,” as I was 
coming to call it, appeared in gold again in my mandala with eighteen 
yellow/gold lines extending out from it. A woman there asked if I was 
open to an interpretation. “Sure!” I said. She told me that in the Kab-
balah, eighteen is the number of one’s life.  

Something inside me stirred, but I couldn’t make any sense of it. The 
message I had received in 1996 left no possible interpretation of “The 
Book” being an autobiography. Plus, I could see nothing special about 
my life to write about. (To that Eupsychia participant: I have forgotten 
your name, but if you find this book and recall our interchange, I want 
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you to know that your observation was right on—thank you so much! 
Our Higher Selves know things that often take years to unfold in “time.”) 

The seed continued its fertile dormancy. In the meantime, those who 
originally delivered the message informed me this book had to be pub-
lished by 2012. I began to get anxious.  

I don’t recall when the “ah, hah!” hit, but one day it came together. I 
would write a novel, not a self-help book. Yet it would contain material 
about the work of my heart. There were many precedents to this style: 
Richard Bach’s Illusions, Jonathan Livingston Seagull and One; Paulo 
Coelho’s The Alchemist; Deepak Chopra’s The Way of the Wizard, and  
James Redfield’s Celestine Prophecy and Tenth Insight. More controver-
sially, there are also Forrest Carter’s The Education of Little Tree and 
Marlo Morgan’s Mutant Message Down Under. I had read them all. 
Sometimes it takes me an inordinately long time to put two and two to-
gether and come up with five. That’s synergy, and it finally happened.  

As my writing continued to pour forth, I realized how the number 
eighteen in that mandala of years ago was an accurate expression of “The 
Book.” I am dedicated to the Eupsychia Process—as Jacquelyn Small 
says, “the path of direct experience.” As such, it is my life. The experi-
ences of the four characters are a blend of imagination and my personal 
experiences of following that Path for the past twenty years.  

Are the experiences of the four characters in this book too dramatic? 
I say No. Not everyone has such deep insights and inner processes unfold 
when they engage in visualizations. That said, many do. As a practitioner 
of the Eupsychia Process of Integrative Breathwork (which is rooted in 
Stanislav and Christina Grof’s Holotropic Breathwork™), I see transfor-
mations occur at every retreat I attend. The awesome experiences of 
those in the small group I’ve facilitated over the past three years also 
confirm the power of inner work. Physical symptoms disappear, emo-
tional conflicts resolve and spiritual connections inspire.  

One of my hopes in writing this is that readers will glimpse the vast 
therapeutic potential of working in what is referred to as “alternate states 
of consciousness.” In one of the first Breathwork weekends I went to, a 
woman had a journey that involved meeting her inner child and taking 
her out to dance in a sunny meadow. I had been trying for over two years 
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to achieve that with one of my clients in talk therapy. The woman at the 
Breathwork achieved it in two hours of a musical journey.  

Two years… two hours. I leave you to do the math. 
The focus in current psychotherapy and addictions modalities is cog-

nitive-behavioral and “evidence-based.” Due to the deeply personal and 
sometimes indescribable nature of an individual’s inner realm, work in 
meditative states is not easily measurable. It’s like trying to gauge some-
one’s experience of God. Scientific studies on its effectiveness do not 
abound; it’s immeasurable.  

But that does not mean there is no therapeutic potential. Far from it! 
In fact, accessing alternate states of consciousness is an accelerated 
growth process. No, it hasn’t been scientifically proven. Yet many peo-
ple will attest to its veracity. Two years, two hours…. 

This book may be read as a simple fantasy adventure. Yet there will 
be those who read it and experience a spark of recognition… a sense of 
hope and wonder… perhaps the stirring of a calling. To these I say, “Yes, 
it is possible. Come with me on your own journey beyond the Door to 
Who You Are.” 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
The triangle visualization the Way-Shower has the four participants 

do (Chapter 20) is one used by Jacquelyn Small, MSSW of the Eupsy-
chia Institute with participants in her 6-day workshops. Sings the Mu-
sic’s—and the others’—experiences and symbols are from the author’s 
imagination and not meant to be a depiction of any actual person’s expe-
rience during this guided exercise.  

Eupsychia is also where I first heard the sayings, “What you resist 
persists.” (Chapters 40, 49 and 65) and “The only way out is through.” 
(Chapter 65). 

The concept of not viewing things as either/or, but both/and (Chapter 
25) was presented to me and other Interfaith ministry students by Rabbi 
Joseph Gelberman of the New Seminary in New York City in the mid-
1980s. I also heard the story about the angels and Hitler (Chapter 17) 
when I was a student in that program. 
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I heard Alice Miller’s quote of “It’s not the trauma that makes us 
sick; it’s the inability to express the trauma” (Chapter 49) in John Brad-
shaw’s video, Shame and Addiction, put out by FMS Productions (year 
not noted). 

The “map of consciousness” as related to the students by the Way-
Shower in preparation for their music journey (Chapter 49) is a theoreti-
cal construct developed by Stanislav Grof, MD and detailed in his book, 
Beyond the Brain: Birth, Death and Transcendence in Psychotherapy. 
State University of New York Press, ©1985.  

 Thanks to Painted Turtle of Pinedale and later Jackson, Wyoming 
for reminding me of the sacredness of eating. The participants’ thanks to 
their nutrients is in honor of you. 
 
Susan Moyer 
Spokane, WA 
January, 2010 
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Sometimes, when you least expect it, 
A Door appears before you. 

Tentatively, you put your hand on the knob and turn it. 
As it opens, a whole new Way unfolds. 

Do you dare embark on the journey that lies beyond 
The Door to Who You Are? 
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Prologue 
 
 
 

In his mind’s eye he saw her. “She’s really in the One today,” he 
murmured. He could see her energy blending with that of nature around 
her. She was strong yet had a humble air about her. “Hmmmm,” he pon-
dered as he noted her visions. She looked perhaps a little young. Yet, it 
was clear she was ready.  

He focused his intention, keeping her in his mind and heart as he 
stated three times, “Come to me. It is time. Come to me. It is time. Come 
to me. It is time.” 
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Chapter 1 
 
 

A Sudden Eddy 
 
 

It was a hot day and the lake so welcome. No one else was around, at 
least not that she had seen. She had walked for several hours, taking in 
the day, the trees and the wildflowers. The narrow width of the paths 
made it probable that they were not human trails. While she did not see 
any of the animal kingdom who had contributed to the trails’ existences, 
she blessed them in her heart as she walked, and wished them well. It did 
not surprise her that the way led to a lake, but its beauty struck her the 
minute it came to view. 

Glad to have some respite from the heat, Aryuel waded into the wa-
ter. She figured her lightweight shorts and mesh runner’s tank top would 
not create too much resistance if she went for a casual swim. Admiring 
the clear blue surface of the lake, she pushed off with her feet and glided 
outward, her shoulder-length auburn hair floating behind her. Aryuel de-
lighted in the fact that she was physically fit. Today her athletic, well-
muscled body seemed to be in complete sync. This was an exceptional 
experience; she and the lake felt like one. Her arms broke the water 
without effort, and she swayed slightly side to side with her gentle kick-
ing. The trees by the shore seemed to be singing softly to her. A wonder-
ful feeling of peace and harmony settled into her being. She continued 
her strong, effortless strokes and let the magic take over. 

As Aryuel became lost in time, the waters slowly gathered speed and 
direction, moving her as if they had some kind of purpose. Must just be a 
little eddy, she thought, still lulled in tranquility. But that’s odd, I didn’t 
see any movement on the water when I stepped into the lake. After a 
couple of minutes she realized she was being carried somewhere. She 
lifted her head and barely caught a glimpse of a vortex around her. The 
trees lining the lakeshore tilted to and fro in what appeared to be a frantic 
goodbye.  
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What the…? Aryuel wondered as she was sucked under the water’s 
surface into gale-force whitewater. Her heartbeat shot up and her mouth 
became dry in her initial reaction to this unexpected turn of events. 
Damn! I must not panic. She realized she hadn’t even taken a deep breath 
and could drown. Aware that panicking would use up her oxygen faster, 
Aryuel focused on relaxing, willing her body to be passive so she would 
get wherever she was going faster—and hopefully alive. The roiling 
Neptunian onslaught kept her body rigid; she felt like a missile being 
catapulted toward her destination. She could swear she heard a rhythm 
around her. As she listened, it sounded like, “It is time. It is time. It is 
time.”  

Time for what? She vaguely wondered if she were going to run into a 
rabbit panicking about his pocket watch, or a grinning Cheshire cat. Be-
coming a little disoriented in the ferocious momentum, she had the fleet-
ing thought, But I didn’t even eat a mushroom!  

Aryuel had barely completed that thought when the waters lost their 
urgency and volume, depositing her on a smooth rock surface. Gasping 
for air, she lay there stunned. Ironically, the waters that had felt so life-
threatening a few moments ago now sounded soothing. They lapped gen-
tly at her and seemed to hum, “Here you are. Here you are. Here you 
are.” 



The Crystal Cave 

 

21 

 
 

Chapter 2 
 
 

Aryuel Accepts the Call 
 
 

It took a few minutes for Aryuel to adjust her sight and breathing to 
her new surroundings. She found the temperature was warm enough, and 
amazingly, she wasn’t wet! A faint breeze stirred the air around her, and 
on it was an enigmatic scent. It smelled sweet like ylang ylang, fragrant 
like jasmine, yet earthy like vetiver. Energized by the aroma, she sat up 
to examine her new surroundings. A faint light glowed around her. She 
noticed walls—smooth, polished, and a deep gray color. The longer she 
looked at the walls, luminous colors appeared under the gray. Wow, she 
thought. The walls here are labradorite! Who would imagine such a vast 
amount of it in one place? The faint light was coming from one side of a 
cavernous room, and she turned to look that way. Hundreds of candles 
lined the wall, with crystals among them that shimmered and reflected 
the light in a variety of patterns. She jumped at the sound of a voice. 

 “Who are you, Who Blesses All Things and Enters the One?” 
Completely taken aback, Aryuel couldn’t frame a reply. Darting 

glances all around her, she looked to find the body that went with the 
voice. Across the large room standing next to the candle array she saw 
the outline of a man. While she surreptitiously tried to gain a measure of 
composure, the man stood silent and immobile. Aryuel wondered if the 
body she saw were perhaps a statue. He blended in amazingly well with 
the décor of the subterranean abode—to the point of almost disappearing 
in it. But she knew she had heard that voice from somewhere. Was there 
a talking statue in Alice in Wonderland? 

“No,” said the voice. “I am not a character from a book, no matter 
how intriguing it may have been. Again, I ask you: Who are you, Who 
Blesses All Things and Enters the One?”  

Aryuel rose from her seated position, wondering whether she were 
even on Earth anymore. She drew on courage to respond, “To whom 
would I be answering?” Given her 32 years of Earth experience and an 
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intrigue with the meditative arts, she was not a complete stranger to ex-
ploring new worlds. She knew that if you give something a name, you 
have power over it. This person in the cave seemed safe enough, but one 
never knows the appearances of those sent to deceive and destroy. Al-
ways best to ask the identity—even of spiritual masters, if that’s what he 
was. After all, you should know to whom you’re talking. 

“Heh, heh, heh,” he chuckled softly. “A novice who knows too much 
for her own good. Well, that has its strengths as well as its weaknesses.” 
He approached her from his position in front of the candles. After a few 
moments, he said, “I am a Way-Shower.”  

“Greetings, Way-Shower,” Aryuel said with respect. But realizing 
there are many ways, not all of the Light, Aryuel persisted with, “What 
way do you show?”  

“I show the Door to Who You Are,” he said calmly, yet the words 
rang loud and strong off the walls of the cave. Aryuel noticed that even 
the lights of the candles flickered as he spoke. “Do you care to enter?” 

“Uh, question?” Aryuel found herself saying before she even knew 
it. “How long will this take, and what happens to what I left behind?” 

“I don’t see anything behind you,” the man answered. 
“I mean, my family and friends—the life I was leading till I came 

through your rabbit-hole—I mean, vortex. Or whatever it was…,” she 
stammered. 

With complete certainty, he told her, “Oh, your family will be with 
you shortly.” 

For real? Her family? No way on the face of the Earth! They would 
be nowhere near ready to take on this “adventure.” Plus, she didn’t know 
if she really wanted her parents, brothers and sisters here in this cave 
with her. They operated by the maxim, “Families are for fighting.” The 
cave seemed too holy for the way her relatives would carry on. Was this 
Way-Shower serious?  

As if reading her thoughts, he said, “You’ll see.” Then he asked 
again, “Do you care to enter?” 

Aryuel centered herself after feeling her emotions spin at the thought 
of her Earthly family joining her in this sacred enclosure. She closed her 
eyes and brought the man’s visage to mind, opening her heart as she had 
done many times in meditative experiences as well as when communing 
with Nature. In a short time, her mind and heart connected. 

“Yes,” she replied.  
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“You have time to reconsider,” he then told her. “I’ll ask again. Do 
you care to enter?” 

Aryuel closed her eyes. She opened to the energy of the room, the 
candles and the luminescent walls. She briefly wondered if this were all 
an illusion of some sort, designed to trick her. If she committed to it, 
what would happen? Would vast fires engulf her? If so, she had an inner 
knowing that they would be fires of purification, and chances were good 
that she needed them. What about the life she had left behind? Who 
knows? Maybe this was a dimension in a time warp, and she would em-
bark on this “Door to Who You Are” thing and become a spiritual mas-
ter, to return to the Earth plane and find it all happened in ten minutes 
while swimming in the lake. Countless questions raced through her mind.  

After a couple minutes, she stilled them and again looked into her 
heart. Oh, but she’d been searching such a long time! Her heart yearned 
to learn how to bridge Earth and Spirit and know how to be a walker be-
tween the worlds. She realized she would probably not find an opportu-
nity like this anywhere near where she lived on Earth. Weren’t you sup-
posed to follow your heart?  

“Yes,” she said again. 
The Way-Shower’s voice resonated in the large space. “You have 

one last chance to change your mind. Your decision this time will be fi-
nal and there will be no going back. Do you care to enter the Door to 
Who You Are, and be shown that which lies within and learn the Ways 
of the Mystics who have gone before and will follow after?” 

Aryuel knew from somewhere deep inside that this was right for her. 
“Yes, I will.”  
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Chapter 3 
 
 

The Others Arrive 
 
 

She watched as the Way-Shower gazed off into the distance and mut-
tered, “Ah, there is One Who Sings the Music of the Spheres.” Then he 
stood with an expression of intense focus. Later, he said, “I see the One 
Who Sees the Water and Wind as Light,” followed by a similar period of 
silence and intensity. Lastly, she heard him sigh with a tone of comple-
tion and murmur, “And here is the One Who Speaks With the Four-
Leggeds in her Heart.” Once more he engaged in quiet single-
mindedness. 

Aryuel had no way of gauging time in the cave. She looked for her 
runner’s watch, to find it missing. In what may have been an hour or so, 
three other people arrived in the crystal cave. One arrived through a cor-
ridor that extended out the backside of the cave. The other two arrived on 
the cave floor washed up by water, as Aryuel had. They weren’t wet ei-
ther, she noticed. She heard the Way-Shower ask each of them the same 
question, repeating it three times as he had for her: “Do you care to enter 
the Door to Who You Are, and be shown that which lies within and learn 
the Ways of the Mystics who have gone before and will follow after?”  

Aryuel watched their responses. As she had, the “One Who Sings the 
Music of the Spheres” and the “One Who Speaks with the Four-Leggeds 
in her Heart” took some time before answering. To her surprise, the “One 
Who Sees the Water and Wind as Light” did not hesitate in the least. He 
immediately responded “Yes” each time, without appearing to contem-
plate any of the possible implications of promising to “enter the Door to 
Who You Are.”  

Aryuel remained in the shadows as the Way-Shower greeted the oth-
ers, listening to their interactions. What names they had! Could “One 
Who Sees the Water and Wind as Light” really do that? She had heard of 
animal communicators, so that one was plausible to her, but what of the 
“One Who Sings the Music of the Spheres?” What the heck did that 



The Crystal Cave 

 

25 

mean? And why were these three, plus herself, brought here and not oth-
ers? She was well aware of people back in the “real world” who were 
known as psychics, mediums and healers, yet none of them was here in 
this cave. Why not? Had they already entered this “Door to Who You 
Are?” Geez… what was this place anyway?  
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Chapter 4 
 
 

The First Meditation 
 
 

“Welcome!” The Way-Shower’s deep voice reverberated throughout 
the candle-lit space. “Let’s have you all move in closer to me,” he in-
structed. The four approached him, and Aryuel saw the other three start 
as they noticed each other. The Way-Shower moved back toward the 
rows of candles where the small group was better able to see each other. 
Before she had time to form any opinions of the others, the Way-Shower 
stated, “I see you have noticed the presence of the others. You will have 
the chance to get to know each other as you go through your learning 
process here. But that time is not now. I will orient you to your new sur-
roundings, then you will embark on your first lesson.  

“Greetings to each of you. You have been called here because you 
are on what could be called the ‘fast track’ for inner growth. You may 
not be aware of this, but your souls have a deep yearning for emotional 
and spiritual growth and integration. In answer to that inner desire, you 
have been brought here.  

“This experience is not for the faint of heart. That is why I asked 
each of you three times about your commitment to go through these les-
sons. It is not coincidence that none of you changed your mind after the 
initial affirmative reply. The work we will undertake together here is in-
tense and can be life-changing. It will consist of three meditative exer-
cises. It may not sound like much right now, but once your psyches real-
ize you are in a transformative space powerful changes can occur.” 

The four looked at each other, then at the guide.  
“Powerful? Like what?” wondered the young one who had re-

sponded to the man’s questions about the Door to Who You Are without 
appearing to consider the possibilities. 

“I can’t predict what will unfold for you,” the bearded teacher an-
swered. “The material that surfaces depends on what your Inner Healers 
present to be addressed at this time. I don’t know the particulars of your 
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histories. I will say, however, that you are all ready for it. If you weren’t, 
you would not have accessed this energetic space. And if somehow you 
got through that, you would not have been willing to enter the Door to 
Who You Are. Please, trust that you are in the right place. I will facilitate 
your work here, and transformation is my specialty.” 

Transformation? Aryuel wondered. What the heck does that mean? 
Her brow creased as she tried to put his statement in perspective. She had 
no reference for it. Am I really prepared for whatever’s going to happen 
here? She exchanged apprehensive glances with the other three.  

The young man had another question. “You say three meditative ex-
ercises. How long does that take?” 

“Time is altered here,” the teacher told them. “All I will tell you is 
that it will take as long as it takes.” 

From the frowns and rolling eyes, he could tell this was not the reply 
the four had in mind. Ignoring their expressions of disbelief and annoy-
ance, he continued.  

 “Let’s move on to the practical matters. This is the main area where 
we will be doing our work. I hope you will find it comfortable enough 
for your needs. If there is anything you want that is not here, please ask 
me and I will do what I can to get it for you. Behind you there is a table 
with drawing materials, paints and clay for those who may feel moved to 
create artwork as part of their process here. There are also some journals 
and writing utensils, and I highly recommend each of you make use of 
them. You will more easily hold onto what happens here if you write it 
down, reinforcing it in your memory and in deeper parts of your being.  

“There is another table along the wall to your left, and this is where 
food will be available. Generally, the fare here is light, but it should fill 
your stomachs. A lavatory and bath area is off that wall—you’ll see the 
doorway more clearly when you are closer to it.” He pointed to the far 
wall and said, “Mats, bedding, pillows and simple clothing of various 
sizes are lined up along the right wall behind the sofas. Things here are 
informal when it comes to rest—get whatever you need for sleep and 
stake out a space. I will be in different parts of the cave, so it is likely 
you may not see me for certain lengths of time. I should be in ear-shot, 
however, so if you need anything just call for me and I will respond. As 
for what to call me, ‘Way-Shower’ is fine.”  

“Does anyone have questions?” he asked. Aryuel’s head was still 
spinning from the change in surroundings and situation. For now she 
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chose not to ask anything and to see what was in store for her and the 
others.  

“Then let’s get started. Your first exercise here will be a guided visu-
alization. I recommend that you either sit or lie down. Feel free to take 
pillows and blankets from the area behind the couches, as the floor here 
is solid.” 

Aryuel and the others found pillows and mats and brought them back 
to the central area. 

The four settled in, and Aryuel heard the Way-Shower’s voice sof-
ten. “Now, close your eyes and turn your attention inward. Allow the 
physical body to relax, feeling your head, neck, arms, trunk of the body, 
legs and feet let go of their tension. Take several deep, long breaths. Feel 
your lungs expand to their fullest, then give in to relaxation and release 
on the exhale. Let your body gently lose its sense of boundaries with the 
pillow and the mat under you. When your body is completely relaxed, 
focus on whatever comes to your mind first. Give it your full attention. 
Open to the possibility that in this work there is no good and no bad. 
Don’t get caught up in judgments about any image that comes to you; 
just focus on it. Notice its smell, taste, look, feel and any sound associ-
ated with it. If it does not feel pleasant, do your best to stay with it re-
gardless.  

“When you are completely aware of what it is and how it presents it-
self to your senses, ask it what it is. You may think you know what it is; 
but ask it anyway. Use words like, ‘What is your name?’ or ‘What are 
you called?’ Be open to any answer. You may check with it again if the 
reply surprises you. But if the answers are different both times, you need 
to go back to being fully in its presence and sensing it on all levels. Then 
ask a third time. Whatever it tells you the third time, go with that, even if 
it is not the same as either of the first two.  

“Next, ask what gift it has for you. Don’t have any preconceived no-
tion of what form this gift will take! It may be a color, it may be a sound, 
it may be a message, or it may be an object you would like to receive as a 
gift.  

“After you have received the gift, bow or assume some type of pos-
ture to honor that which bestowed the gift upon you, and tell it, ‘Many 
blessings to you and yours and to that which is in all dimensions.’  

“Then, as you are ready, bring your consciousness back to the room 
here and we will share what occurred for each of you.” 
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Chapter 5 
 
 

Aryuel Meets Yumi 
 
 

Aryuel began by taking several centering breaths. She felt the air fill 
her lungs, her nasal passages again registering the scent of the Crystal 
Cave, as she had come to call it. Tension in her muscles released after 
five deep breaths out, and her mind responded by ceasing extraneous 
thoughts. She envisioned a wooded path opening up before her, and she 
began walking down it.  

As Aryuel walked, the light around her dimmed. Since she was ac-
customed to Earth’s cycles she was not dismayed by this, thinking that it 
was probably approaching dusk. A large Gypsy moth appeared out of 
nowhere on her left and flew along with her. The moth was a beautiful 
pale mint green, with fuzzy antennae that looked soft and pillowy. Then 
Aryuel remembered the Way-Shower’s instructions for this meditative 
exercise—“focus on whatever comes to your mind first.” Hmmm…. 
Would that be the path through the woods or the moth? She wasn’t sure 
but decided to go with her instinct that told her the moth was her gift-
bearer.  

She stopped and looked directly at the moth. It stopped moving and 
hovered in place, still off to her left. Its soothing color and softness ap-
pealed to her sense of sight. She did not notice any smell about it, and 
decided she was not going to try to touch it merely to see how it felt. 
When she attended to her sense of sound, something intriguing hap-
pened. She heard a reverberation, as if the moth were toning. 
“Ahhhhhh,” it hummed on a middle-range note.  

Aryuel decided to join the moth’s sounding. It felt freeing and em-
powering to release the note from inside her. She toned again, more 
loudly this time. As her voice strengthened, the moth’s hum increased in 
volume also. It gained in clarity and purity, changing to a celestial 
“Ooooooo.” Aryuel wasn’t sure she could sing such a high pitch, so 
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chose a note a fifth down and released her own resonant “oooooo.” The 
forest vibrated with the sound of musical tones blending.  

To her surprise, it created an energy field. Aryuel saw a golden light 
expand outward from her, changing colors as its size increased. She had 
to stop singing, her mouth agape with the beauty of glittering shades 
similar to pink, lavender and silver. There was no comparison to Earthly 
colors; these were the most exquisite hues she had ever seen. She stood 
entranced by an exquisite aqua-green-indigo-magenta mix, then watched 
as it morphed in response to the moth’s continued hums. Aryuel felt so 
expansive that she extended her arms above her, as if to reach the heav-
ens.  

The Gypsy moth was still to her left, its antennae swaying lightly. 
“What is your name who comes to me with the beauty of music and 
color?” she asked it. 

With a gentle look, a reply seemed to emanate from the moth, though 
she saw no signs of a mouth. “I am called Yumi. Greetings.”  

“Well, hello, Yumi. I am called Aryuel.” She couldn’t help but ask, 
“Do you do this often?” 

“Do what?” asked Yumi.  
“Create this amazing resonance so that all the space around us is 

filled with wonderful sound! My whole being is vibrating and expanding 
not just with the sound, but with beauty, love and colors.”  

“That is your personal energy. It has been increased around you and 
given sound. The sound vibration shifts into color. It is not something 
that I do; it is a function of the place you have come to,” said Yumi.  

“Oh!” Aryuel said, startled. “Where am I then?” 
“This is the Fifth Sphere of the Realm of Vibrational Intention. You 

mean to say you’ve never been here before?” 
Aryuel looked around at the wooded surroundings that were still il-

luminated and energized from the “ooooo” sound, though now it was 
lower in intensity.  

“No,” she answered. “Do many people come here?” 
“I’m not sure what ‘people’ are, exactly, but yes, this realm is visited 

often by Beings searching to become aware of their tonal vibration at any 
given time. They then use what they experience here to expand their en-
ergy and assist in bringing to them whatever they desire to manifest,” 
Yumi said. 
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“Manifest things you want? At any time?” Aryuel’s eyes opened 
wide in amazement. “Tell me more about that, Yumi.” 

“You mean you do not know this?” asked Yumi. “How did you get 
here if you don’t know what this realm is and what function it has? That 
is not usual at all! How did you come to this place?” 

“I don’t really know,” Aryuel replied. “I am from Earth and just 
closed my eyes and began to travel down this path in the woods I saw in 
my mind. It felt very safe and I love nature on our planet, so I just kept 
walking. After a short time, you appeared next to me. I heard sounds and 
began to echo them as we kept going. The sound grew and grew to a 
point I have never experienced before. That was when I asked who you 
are.” 

“You just sort of appeared here?” Yumi said. “Did you set no inten-
tion about where you were going?” 

“Well, I was to meet something and ask it for its gift to me. And this 
was where I came. But, no, I never gave my mind any coordinates or set 
any intention about where I was going.” 

“Can’t believe it,” Aryuel thought she heard Yumi mutter. This news 
seemed to distress Yumi so much that it alighted on a branch nearby and 
fluttered its wings. It sputtered, “Never happened before. Don’t under-
stand it!”  

Aryuel noticed that the vibration around them took on a discordant 
quality. What Yumi had said about beings coming here to use tone for 
manifestation took on a measure of reality. It was happening in front of 
her eyes! The Fifth Sphere of the Realm of Vibrational Intention? Wasn’t 
that what Yumi had said this place was called? Aryuel wondered if it 
should instead be called the Realm of Immediate Vibrational Manifesta-
tion. She shook herself out of her reverie as she recalled that she was 
supposed to ask her contact for a gift. 

“Yumi….” she began, only to be interrupted by the moth, who sud-
denly flew off its perch and said to her, “Yes, I know what to do now. I 
will go ask the Consortium about you and how you appeared here, and 
see what they say. Perhaps they are aware of something like this happen-
ing before. Stay here. I will be back.”  

Yumi vanished, leaving behind a feathery, vaporous mist that shim-
mered with the pale green color that its form had taken.  
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Chapter 6 
 
 

The Fifth Sphere of the Realm 
of Vibrational Intention 

 
 

Aryuel looked around, spying a large rock against a tree trunk. Figur-
ing she would be waiting a while, she sat on the rock and took in the 
beauty of her surroundings. 

She had barely started to take in her environment when a gentle light 
formed in front of her. Vibrations created a deep “Oh” sound that began 
to rise in tone until it was a very high, ethereal “ooo.” A Being emerged 
as the sound vibrations progressed up the scale. 

“Greetings,” said the Being. “You may call me ‘Essence.’ I hear that 
your kind is called ‘Aryuel.’” A high, barely noticeable “oooo” tone con-
tinued to register around Aryuel as she opened to the communication. 
She noticed that the longer she spent in that realm, the more sensitive she 
became to sound. The current resonance expressed itself in layers, with 
many levels of vibrations occurring at the same time.  

Essence’s communication wasn’t in words—the thoughts came 
through like telepathy, somehow carried in the sound. Aryuel realized 
that imparting messages to Essence through voice the way humans do 
was not going to work.  

Picking up on Aryuel’s insight, Essence projected communication 
through the space between them. It registered in her mind as, “That’s 
alright. While you may not be able yet to create sound from thoughts, if 
you just think what you want to tell me, it will create a vibration I will be 
able to understand.” 

Thank you, Essence, Aryuel responded, relieved to learn how she 
could impart her thoughts to the Being.  

More gentle vibration with subtle shifts of tones ensued. “Yumi re-
lated to us that you have made your presence known in our dimension,” 
Essence shared. “We have never had beings from your dimension appear 
here before. The Consortium has come to greet you. We are many, 
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though we probably appear to you as just one. We are wondering, what is 
it you seek?” 

Aryuel studied Essence. He or she did appear as an individual, but on 
closer examination, Aryuel began to notice slight shifts of color that 
faded in and out and could be interpreted as the presence of more than 
one Being.  

I am enchanted by your world and very honored by your visit to me, 
Aryuel thought. I would like a gift from here that I could use to remind 
me of this place and you. Maybe even something from which I might re-
ceive teachings about this dimension, if that is not too much to ask. 

The sound increased, as did the variations in colors. The hues now 
extended around her in all directions. Aryuel knew that Essence was 
“discussing” this amongst its Consortium. Nervous, she wondered if she 
had been inappropriate in asking for a souvenir from their world when, 
from what Essence had said, human consciousness had not yet made con-
tact with them.  

As she waited for a response, Aryuel sat down again on the rock and 
opened her senses to the sounds and soft colors around her. She took 
several deep breaths and relaxed her shoulders, allowing the serenity to 
permeate her on all levels. After visiting a place like this, who would 
want to go back to Earth?  

As she thought that, Essence’s colors consolidated, and the subtly 
layered “oooo” sound emerged. In her mind, Aryuel distinctly heard, 
“You cannot stay here. This is not your world. You have to go back to 
your Earth and the consciousness from which you came.” 

Startled, Aryuel jumped up and stammered, “Oh, I know. I didn’t 
mean I would actually…”  

“Sshhh,” Essence projected to her. “We don’t use your language. 
Remember, just think the thoughts.”  

“Oh, right,” Aryuel caught herself again saying out loud. She closed 
her eyes. Thinking, for her, was easier without the distraction of sight. I 
didn’t mean I really wanted to stay here. Where I am from, when we have 
thoughts they don’t necessarily happen. We just think things without be-
ing serious about their coming to be, and that’s what I was doing. I know 
I must go back. But this dimension, or world, is extremely beautiful, and 
there is a part of me that would like to stay here if it were possible. 

A lower hum emerged from the light and got louder, then faded. 
Aryuel heard in her mind, “We find it very amusing that your level of 



Susan C. Moyer 

 

34 

consciousness does not think that thoughts happen. As you have seen 
here, vibrations cause materialization, but the vibrations are created by 
thought. So thought is exactly what is behind anything that ‘happens,’ as 
you say. Do all Beings where you come from believe that thoughts are 
totally disconnected from manifestation?” 

Aryuel could swear she blushed. Nothing like being “called” on your 
lack of spiritual awareness by a Being from the Fifth Sphere of the 
Realm of Vibrational Intention! Embarrassed by what she was sure they 
perceived as her primitive level of development, Aryuel responded via 
thought, The vast majority do, yes. Very few on Earth have believed in 
the power of thought to create. Yet now this is changing, and some of our 
people are imparting this message. Many people are hearing the mes-
sage and some are responding to it eagerly. 

More humming and light shifting took place around her. She was 
about to settle back on the rock when she received in her mind, “We 
have decided what to give you. We ask Yumi to deliver it, as that may be 
a form to which you can more easily relate.” 

From the pastel, shimmering colors, the form of the gypsy moth 
emerged. Between its first four legs it held some type of object. Oh, 
thought Aryuel, it’s a crystal sphere! 

“We don’t know what a ‘crystal sphere’ is,” she heard in her mind, 
“but this is a concentration of vibration that you will perceive in your 
own way. Whatever you focus your thoughts on when you use this gift 
will come to manifest. We do not dictate how it will manifest—in what 
form or what time. But come to be, it will. Please use it wisely, and know 
that we would not have given it to you if we felt you were not ready.” 

At first Aryuel hesitated to take it, unsure whether she could handle 
such a thing responsibly. As she thought that, she saw the sphere turn a 
dark color and start to shake. It looked as if it would disintegrate. Startled 
into the reality that her doubt might prevent her from accepting the gift, 
she inhaled sharply and immediate regret flowed through her. Of course 
I’m ready. After all, they feel I am or they would not given it to me. How 
beautiful it is! As those thoughts passed through her mind, the globe 
turned into a brilliant gold and began shining strongly.  

Oh, my! Aryuel reached out to take it from Yumi. The moth released 
it as Aryuel’s hands enveloped the sphere. Yumi’s wings flapped in a 
motion that looked as if it were honoring her, and Aryuel bowed in re-
sponse. 
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I know you think I’m ready for this; however, I have never used any-
thing like this before and may need some guidance. Is there any way I 
can call on you or Yumi to help me if I feel I need some assistance? 
Aryuel thought. 

The pale lights hummed again, and the message came through, “You 
are wise to seek counsel in the things that you do not yet have experience 
and knowledge of. That is one reason we knew this gift would be appro-
priate for you. If you need us, just hold the vibrational energy—‘sphere’ 
as you call it—and focus your thoughts and heart on the Fifth Sphere of 
the Realm of Vibrational Intention. Bring to your mind this setting and 
our energies. We will respond to assist you. And now, leave we must. 
Our good will goes with you.” 

“Thank you so much,” murmured Aryuel. She watched the colors 
fade, and her hearing and sensing noted the diminishing of the sound and 
vibration that had accompanied them. 
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Chapter 7 
 
 

Aryuel’s Return to the Group 
 
 

Slowly Aryuel found herself returning to the room where her small 
group had been given this meditation by the Way-Shower. She vaguely 
recalled the cave room, the candles, the luminescent walls and that 
unique sensual yet earthy aroma that permeated the surroundings. Mem-
ory of the other three people in the cave returned, as did a mental picture 
of their teacher. She realized she didn’t want to come back and kept her 
eyes closed. Aryuel tried to hold on to the ethereal colors and sound vi-
brations in the Fifth Sphere of the Realm of Vibrational Intention. If she 
opened her eyes, she knew it would fade away too quickly. 

She heard furtive whisperings around her—too vague for her to de-
cipher words, but she had the sense the others were about her. As Aryuel 
lingered between the two worlds, the words took form, and she heard bits 
and pieces of the conversations of those who had been in the cave with 
her. 

“Do you think she’s alright?” one asked. It was the female voice, 
though Aryuel could not recall the face or physique of the voice’s owner. 
She realized she was having a hard time recalling their names as well, 
other than that they were different from the usual and tended to be long. 
For that matter, sort of like the “Fifth Sphere of the Realm of Vibrational 
Intention.” Were all things in her life from now on going to have these 
unreal, long-winded names?  

Acute exhaustion seeped through her. Her awareness of the cave 
room wavered and the voices faded away. She didn’t care about figuring 
out long names, who was who, or anything else that required more than 
the simplest of energetic output. Sleep—that’s what she needed. Aware 
that she was in a sitting position, Aryuel tilted her body slightly to the 
left and let gravity pull her downward. 
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Before she landed, a pair of strong hands caught her, and she sensed 
other movement around her. She was lowered onto something soft with a 
bit of bounce to it. Someone must have maneuvered pillows and a blan-
ket under her, for it was not the hard stone of the cave floor. A firm but 
not foreboding male voice near her ear ask her, “Are you back?” 

“Hmmm, hmmm,” she murmured in acknowledgment.  
“How is your body?” the voice persisted.  
“Tired,” Aryuel replied, keeping it short. “Need sleep.” 
“Where are you?”  
“Rock cave.” It was such an effort to form words. It felt like pulling 

taffy. 
“And your name?”  
“Aryuel. Fifth Sphere of some world of Vibrational Intention some-

thing-or-other,” she murmured. 
“Can you feel your body?” 
That question got her attention. Body? What body? Oh, that’s right—

head, arms, legs, feet. Gradually she focused her consciousness around 
the concept of body, and whether hers was with her or not. 

“Not really. Very nice vibrational energy. Did I leave my body 
there?” Aryuel wondered peacefully.  

“I’m going to do some work with your body to bring your feeling 
back into it,” the voice told her. “Do you hear me?” 

“Yes.” 
She felt gentle motion around her. It was different from the motion in 

the Fifth Sphere of the Realm of Vibrational Intention, yet it felt pleasant 
and relaxing. After it continued a short while, Aryuel realized the motion 
was being done to her, and that it was actually moving parts of her 
physical body. Through the movement, her attention came back to her 
appendages, and she became aware of her arms and legs. She felt hands 
rubbing her shoulders and her head as well. Alertness returned. She de-
cided perhaps she could open her eyes. 

The Way-Shower’s face was not far above hers, and it smiled at her. 
Aryuel looked around to find that the three others who had joined her in 
the cave were around her. One was massaging her feet, another rubbing 
her right arm and leg, the other working her head and shoulders, and the 
Way-Shower attending to her left arm and leg. Her physical being, which 
had felt long lost only a short time ago, now had sensation again. As feel-
ing returned, Aryuel found she wasn’t so tired.  
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“Thank you,” she said to them. 
“How are you feeling?” queried the Way-Shower. 
“A bit blurry, but I think I’m back now,” Aryuel replied. “Wow, that 

was strange!”  
“Do you feel your body now?” he asked again. 
“Yeah. It’s a bit tingly in some places, but overall it feels like it’s 

back.” 
“Answer me as I ask about the different body areas,” he told Aryuel. 

“Do you feel your head?” 
“Yes.” 
“Your neck?” 
“Yes.” 
“Your shoulders?” 
“Yes.” 
“Your arms and hands?” 
“Yep.” 
“Stomach area?” 
“Yes, I’m getting hungry,” she smiled. 
“A good sign,” the teacher replied. Then he proceeded to check in 

with her all the way down the remainder of her body from her buttocks to 
her toes receiving affirmative answers for all. “It sounds like you’re 
pretty well back. Just to make sure, I would like to hold your feet for a 
bit, if that’s OK,” the Way-Shower told her. 

“Sure,” she said. 
He grasped both her feet in a firm grip, instructing her, “Sit back up, 

please.” As Aryuel brought the upper part of her body into a sitting posi-
tion, he planted her feet with soles firmly against the floor. His strong 
hands held her feet there for a couple minutes, massaging them firmly 
and pushing them against the stone. He then asked a couple of her 
groupmates to help Aryuel to her feet, keeping her steady from both 
sides as she rose. When she was standing he continued to push her feet 
into the floor, and also took a couple minutes to massage her lower legs 
from the knees down to her feet.  

“Try stepping up and down,” he said to Aryuel. “Let the others hold 
you to make sure you’re balanced.”  

Aryuel took a few steps in place on each foot.  
“How does it feel?” he asked. 
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“Good. Much better,” Aryuel told him.  
“Think you could walk on your own?” he challenged her. 
“Sure!” she answered, taking a few steps. She was more wobbly than 

she expected, but maintained her footing. Beneath her, the solid floor felt 
strong and stable. She took a little jump so she could land on it with both 
feet. She liked that, and repeated the motion three more times. “Ahh,” 
she said, “That feels good. Nice and hard. OK, I’m back now.” 

“Did I hear you say something about hunger?” the Way-Shower 
asked her. 

“Yes, you did!” she replied eagerly. “I’m quite famished, actually!”  
“Good,” he said. “Let’s eat.” 
In spite of her hunger, Aryuel ate lightly. Salad was delicious, as 

were some nuts and wholegrain crackers. Seeing honey on the table, she 
unloaded several spoonfuls into a small bowl and topped it with nuts. But 
as she ate, she noticed that the experience of being in the vibrational 
world was dissipating.  

Aryuel did not want her time there to be forgotten—it felt very im-
portant to her. She decided to start journaling about it as she was eating. 
Looking around, she saw the table that had the art supplies and four 
beautifully bound books and pens on it. Going over to it, she opened one 
of the books to find it had blank pages. Delight of delights!  

She told the others she wanted to do some journaling, went over to 
the table with her nuts and honey and started to record her memories of 
the Fifth Sphere of the Realm of Vibrational Intention. She tried to draw 
the gypsy moth and the sphere of energy they had gifted her with. It 
would not rate as artistic, but it was the best she could do. There were no 
equivalents among the paints, pastels and colored pencils for the shim-
mering colors where she had been. She didn’t even try to draw those.  

Aryuel wrote in silence for what could have been a couple hours. She 
didn’t notice that the others had given her space to do her journaling. She 
hadn’t even thought to ask what they would be doing. Damn! she 
thought. Here I am thinking the whole world revolves around me when 
there are three other people here. I’ve totally ignored them!  

Looking around, she spied the others sitting on a sofa with over-
stuffed cushions in front of a large, cozy fireplace. They were talking 
quietly. As absorbed as she’d been in her writing, she hadn’t even heard 
them. She hoped it would be alright if she went to join them now, though 
she was concerned that her desire to journal so soon into the meal had 
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made her appear aloof and uninterested in them. Now that she had re-
corded her experience, she was curious about what their experiences with 
the visualization had been.  
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Chapter 8 
 
 

Selecting New Names 
 
 

Approaching sheepishly, Aryuel ventured, “Is it OK if I join you? 
I’m sorry to have ignored you like that—I just felt it was very important 
to write down my experience. I was starting to forget it, and it was so 
deep and meaningful I didn’t want to let it go so easily.” 

“Well, it’s about time,” said one of the guys. Aryuel realized she 
didn’t know who was who. She recalled the other woman’s name had 
something to do with speaking with four-leggeds, but wasn’t sure about 
the men.  

She looked at the man who had spoken to her, working on fixing his 
features to her memory. He was about 5’ 10” with café-au-lait skin and 
long, thin black hair tied in back in a pony-tail. Along with the hair came 
bangs that practically covered deep brown eyes with long black eye-
lashes. Man, she thought, with those eyelashes I should remember him 
anywhere. He was thin, significantly older than she was (mid 40s 
maybe?) and looked as if he would be the struggling-artist type. Aryuel 
fully expected his clothing to be baggy and wrinkled—probably not 
washed in a while, either. She also suspected he might have other attrib-
utes of artists, and depression came to mind quickly. Aryuel wondered if 
this was an accurate intuition or the result of stereotyping. I wonder if 
I’m doing it again? she thought, aware of her propensity to judge people 
quickly.  

 “I’m sorry,” she said, “but I don’t recall which names go with which 
face. Who are you?”  

“The Way-Shower calls me He Who Sings the Music of the 
Spheres,” he answered her. “But in my life on Earth my name is 
Manuel.” 

“What have you all been calling each other?” Aryuel asked. “Are 
you going by Earth names or the names you were given here?” 



Susan C. Moyer 

 

42 

“We’ve sort of been avoiding names,” said She Who Speaks with the 
Four-Leggeds in her Heart. “My Earth name is Gabrielle. It somehow 
doesn’t feel right to use our Earth names in here; yet the names the Way-
Shower calls us are pretty long. What do you think?” 

Before answering, Aryuel took in the other female’s physique and 
countenance. Short, with bright, bleached-looking blonde hair, she 
looked to be perhaps in her mid to late 30s, though Aryuel had to admit 
she was always terrible in guessing people’s ages. The animal communi-
cator struck Aryuel as the shy type and uncertain of herself. It didn’t look 
like she had exercised a day in her life. Not that she was fat; but Aryuel 
could see that her muscles were not toned and she did not seem very en-
ergetic. How did she end up here? Aryuel wondered to herself. She 
doesn’t seem to have a strong personality. I’m surprised she didn’t have 
a breakdown just being faced with a dark cave and a strange man! 

“How about some short cuts for our new names? That way we’re us-
ing names that feel more appropriate for this setting, but don’t have to 
spend half a lifetime saying them,” Aryuel suggested. 

“Hey, that’s a great idea!” Gabrielle volunteered. “What do the rest 
of you think?” 

“Sounds good to me,” said He Who Sings the Music of the Spheres. 
“I like it,” said the fourth member of their group, He Who Sees the 

Water and Wind as Light. “I’ll go by ‘Water Wind Light.’ I had a rather 
weird Earth name, anyway, so I’m totally cool with going by something 
else.” 

This statement, of course, made the others wonder what that name 
had been, and it was Gabrielle who asked him about it. 

“Oh,” replied Water Wind Light. “I hate to even tell you all this. 
Promise you won’t tease me?” 

It was only when the others gave their word that they would not 
bring up his Earth name or use it to tease him that Water Wind Light re-
lented. “OK,” he said resignedly. “My Earth name is Lemuel. And be-
cause of that, I go by my middle name, which is Ronald.” 

“You’re right—Lemuel is different,” said Aryuel. “But ‘Water Wind 
Light’—that’s sort of neat.”  

Aryuel realized she was getting excited by the new names and envi-
sioning them in her mind. She found herself liking this Water Wind 
Light guy. He was a bit younger—perhaps even in his early 20s. Sand-
colored wavy hair hung loose around his shoulders, and Aryuel found 
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herself thinking he looked like a surfer. There I go stereotyping again, 
she thought. To support her opinion, he was well-muscled, tanned and 
upbeat, and taller. Eyeballing him quickly, she guessed he was about 6’ 
1”. Given his youthful appearance, height and physical attributes, she 
seriously thought her stereotyping was probably not far off. Maybe he 
was even a beach volleyballer. He seemed young to be on a spiritual 
path. Could he be one of those who had been gifted from when he was 
little? Whatever his spiritual aptitudes, he sure looked as if he balanced 
that with fairly time-consuming workouts. And he was direct, a quality 
that Aryuel liked. 

“How about ‘All Things One’ for my name?” Aryuel ventured. 
“All Things One,” murmured the other woman. “That’s pretty deep. 

What was your Earth name?” 
“I have a different Earth name, also—like Lemuel. My name is 

Aryuel. It’s a variation of one of my ancestor’s names.” 
“Hmmm, interesting. As for myself, I don’t know why I was named 

Gabrielle. I don’t think it had anything to do with any of my ancestors. 
My mother must have been under the influence of those drugs they give 
you during childbirth, as far as I’m concerned. I like the opportunity of 
choosing my own name. While we’re here, I’d like to go by ‘She Who 
Speaks.’” 

“But that’s not giving us an idea of whom you speak to!” protested 
Aryuel. “I think it’s great that you are able to communicate with the four-
leggeds. Don’t you want to somehow include that in what we call you?” 

“Well,” replied She Who Speaks, “I think you all know by now what 
it refers to, right? So do I really need to specify it in what I’m called?”  

“I agree with her,” said Water Wind Light. “I think we are all quite 
aware that she speaks from her heart with the four-legged beings. I don’t 
think she has to use it in her name.” 

“I agree, too,” said Manuel. “And I think I’d like to go by ‘Sings the 
Music.’ Yes, I know that Way-Shower specifies that it’s Music of the 
Spheres, but I sing music to most everything. When it’s really grand and 
accelerates in time and space it becomes the Music of the Spheres, but 
typically I think in music even while doing everyday things. So Sings the 
Music feels right to me for my name.” 

“OK,” Aryuel said. “So we’re All Things One, Sings the Music, Wa-
ter Wind Light and She Who Speaks.” After a pause, she stated, “I like 
our names.” 
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That settled, they began to ply All Things One with questions about 
what happened during her meditation. All Things One didn’t particularly 
feel like sharing the details of her meditative experience. Curious about 
the others’ experiences, she invited them to share what happened for 
them and what meaning they had gleaned from it. They moved closer to 
the fire. The air filled with their excitement, reminding her of a group of 
teenagers getting together to gossip about their latest romantic escapades. 
But this was more serious and infinitely more intriguing. 
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Chapter 9 
 
 

Ramere and the Starfish 
 
 

Sprawled on the floor, his long legs extending in front of him, Water 
Wind Light initiated the dialogue. He described the details of his experi-
ence so vividly that the group felt there with him as the scene unfolded. 

 I focused on deep, relaxing breaths and getting balanced. Before I 
knew it, I was on a beach. It was a clear, sunny day with a warm breeze 
blowing through my hair. I was wearing a loose shirt, and it billowed out 
around me like a sail. Medium-sized waves were breaking on the shore. I 
could smell and taste the salt in the air. It was very real—much more so 
than I would have originally thought a meditation would be.  

The setting was peaceful and I sat down with my arms around my 
knees. After a couple of minutes, a sea otter came to shore and looked at 
me inquisitively. I wondered if it was the Being I was supposed to make 
contact with, so I asked it, “What is your name who comes to me at this 
time?”  

“I am the embodiment of playfulness in the sea,” it said to me.  
I was afraid of not doing the assignment right if I didn’t get some 

kind of name, so I asked it again what its name was. 
“You can call me ‘Playful,’” the otter said.  
I thought that was pretty cool—it was so fitting for the joyful sea 

animal. Then it asked, “Would you like to come play with me?” 
“Yes, I’d love to,” I told it, and dove into the waves. I started swim-

ming and diving the way I thought an otter would.  
I noticed Playful undulating along beside me, and a couple times its 

nose even bumped me in a light-hearted manner. After several of these 
nudges, the otter motioned its head as if to say ‘follow me.’ And off it 
sped—and I mean sped! That thing could go!  

I thought, Wait! Hold on a sec! But as soon as I thought about need-
ing to swim faster to keep up, I was able to. 
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We both swam and swam, jumping up above the waves, and diving 
to depths in the ocean where the sun was barely visible. We passed some 
of the most beautiful coral and fish imaginable. After a while we came to 
an undersea meadow. Magnificent colors spread out on what seemed to 
be the sea floor, and things that looked like flowers bloomed everywhere. 
Smooth, glossy rock walls rose up on two sides and halfway up the third, 
making it into a hidden retreat. Playful stopped here and turned to look at 
me. 

“We’re here,” the otter announced. 
Of course I was clueless, so I asked, “Where?” 
“This is the sacred ground of the sea people,” Playful replied. “This 

is where you are to be met by the one who sent me for you.” 
“You mean you’re not the one I was supposed to be contacting?” I 

asked, surprised.  
“No, I’m not—but here he is now.” 
Playful moved aside and assumed a posture that, for a sea otter, 

looked like a bow. Then I saw something very large approach. At first it 
appeared to be an assortment of fluorescent lights, but after a few mo-
ments a form congealed. It resembled a huge oval-shaped UFO and along 
the lines that delineated its shape, lights flickered brightly in what I fig-
ured was some kind of pattern, but I couldn’t figure it out. It was so big it 
covered about half the meadow! 

It was way weird. I was waiting for the tones from Close Encounters 
of the Third Kind to start. I had no idea what was going to happen there; I 
just hoped it would be OK. 

A door opened and this amazing creature emerged. It was sort of like 
The Kraken from Pirates of the Caribbean—that sea monster in the sec-
ond movie—but it had a lion’s head, complete with a mane that floated 
on the water all around its face. While the appearance was pretty fero-
cious with all those octopus legs and the lion’s head, it gave off a power-
ful and energizing aura. I may sound crazy, but I found the vibes from it 
soothing, and I relaxed in its presence. 

This sea creature moved toward me slowly, all his legs—or tenta-
cles—moving together in a slow, almost mesmerizing ripple. He stopped 
about 20 feet in front of me. I’m about to ask who or what he is, when he 
said, “I am Ramere, overseer of the Sacred Space of the Underwater 
World. Who are you who were brought to meet with me?”  
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It was sort of funny how he managed to reverse the order there—I 
mean, I was supposed to ask him who he was, and there he is asking me 
who I am! Since he gave me his name, I figured I’d give him mine. We 
hadn’t decided on our new names yet, so I gave him my Earth name, say-
ing, “I am Lemuel, but people call me Ron. I was brought here by the 
otter, Playful.”  

 “Yes, I am aware of how you came here,” the sea creature said. His 
penetrating look gave me the willies. It made me feel that somehow he 
already knew who I was.  

Then both of us were quiet for a couple minutes—just sort of looking 
each other over. I was getting into the suction cups on his tentacles. They 
waved back and forth in this hypnotizing motion. Well, anyway…. Sud-
denly he says, “I think I know why you’re here. Do you have a question 
for me?” 

Man, I jumped about a mile! But it brought my attention back to our 
assignment, and my voice cracked with nervousness as I replied, “I am 
very awed by your presence, and the peace here. Thank you for sharing 
this place with me; I feel it is very special. You imply that you were 
aware I might be coming and that there was something I would be asking 
of you, and there is. I am to ask you for a gift.” 

“A gift? Why would I give you a gift for being brought to Sacred 
Space when you had not been invited?” Ramere responded, eyes looking 
even more severe as the mane around him accentuated his hugeness. 

“N-n-not invited?” I stuttered. “B-b-b-but Playful gestured me to fol-
low and brought me here. I never would have found this place had I not 
been led, so it seems to me I was invited somehow—if I might be so bold 
as to suggest that,” I added. I was acutely aware of how small I was next 
him. 

“Good. I’m glad to see that my size and my telling you that I am the 
Overseer of this place did not completely intimidate you. Yes, there was 
a reason you were brought here. I do have a gift for you; but I also have 
some advice. First, the advice. 

“Do not go by appearances. You see my Being as very large, and 
perhaps scary for you, but it is simply appearance. I was pleased that you 
were able to stand up to me about being invited here. Courage is an im-
portant quality, as is the ability to stand your ground at appropriate times. 
For that you are to be commended. 
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“Secondly, I appreciate your honoring of this Sacred Space and your 
thanks for being brought here. My question was a test of your humility as 
well as an assessment of how well you are able to recognize and respect 
places that have special energy and significance. Since you have shown 
me that you have those qualities, I am pleased to make this gift to you.” 

Two of his front tentacles reached down and plucked a starfish from 
the sea floor. Well, it was shaped like a starfish, but its color was differ-
ent from the kind we have on Earth. As it floated in the water between 
Ramere’s tentacle tips, its hues shifted from pastel to deep blues and 
aqua colors, then a beautiful shining gold, then back to lavender—but all 
with a shine to them, as if someone had painted it with glitter glue. It was 
awesome! 

The starfish seemed much too beautiful for me to take, and I didn’t 
know what to do with it. I was afraid it would die if I took it out of the 
ocean, and there was no way I could bring it back here to the cave. So I 
looked at it and said, “You are so beautiful it takes my breath away. I 
cannot take you back with me because that would mean I’d have to take 
you out of the water. Yet Ramere has given you to me, so I’ll ask you, 
‘What do you have to give me, or what message should you impart to me 
that I may keep with me and take back to another world to treasure and 
remind me of this place and its lessons?’” 

The starfish swam out of Ramere’s waving appendages toward me, 
and I knew it was telling me to take it. I put out my hands and it alighted 
within them. I was entranced by the play of color in my palms and a 
slight electric-like tingle the starfish imparted through my skin.  

“I give you an experience of Ramere’s advice,” said the starfish. 
“When you look at me, my body will become transparent and you will 
see this underwater sacred space that has special meaning and safety for 
you. It will give you courage. You will feel a strong sense of purpose and 
justice about how you express your True Self in your life. Look deeply 
into me and see my message to you.” 

I looked into the alternating shades of color, and the center of the 
starfish opened and I could see the whole underwater sacred space in 
front of me, just like when Playful had first brought me there. And all 
around the vision of the space, I saw Ramere’s tentacles, as if they were 
guarding it. It seemed like there was a swath of seaweed floating in the 
water off to the upper right—until I realized it was Ramere’s mane, 
dancing in the gentle motion of the clear water. And as I gazed in won-
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der, a voice went through my mind saying, “Always honor the sacred, 
and remember that it lives within you. As you see it outside, come to 
know it inside.”  

I’m telling you, it was the most profound experience I’ve had in my 
life. It was such a beautiful place I wished I didn’t have to leave. But 
with those words of wisdom, I knew it was time to depart, so I thanked 
the starfish and sent it many, many blessings for the wondrous gift and 
message it had given me. As I sent it my thanks, it suddenly disappeared 
from my hands. I looked up to thank Ramere and saw him fading back 
toward the spaceship, or whatever it was, that had brought him there.  

I didn’t say anything; Ramere nodded to me and said, “Peace be to 
you, Lemuel. Perhaps we will meet again someday.” The door behind 
him opened and he went back in the ship. I closed my eyes in reverence 
for all that had happened and the honor that had been given me to visit 
this Sacred Space.  

I didn’t even need Playful to escort me back to our world. I just 
brought my mind to where I had started the adventure—sitting by the 
ocean with the wind in my hair. When I felt myself there smelling the 
saltwater, I felt a kind of whooshing and found my awareness back in 
this cave. It seemed a bit like those wormhole things you see on sci-fi 
shows; it happened quickly. I didn’t open my eyes right away; I wanted 
to take a bit of time returning to this reality from the beauty of the sea 
world where I’d been. The Way-Shower checked in with me the way he 
did with you, but I didn’t have as intense a transition back as you did, All 
Things One. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
After this rendition, She Who Speaks and Sings the Music ex-

changed a glance.  
“Geez, Water Wind Light,” She Who Speaks said. “My experience is 

nothing compared to that! I could practically see that huge sea creature as 
you were telling your story! I’m afraid I don’t have anything quite so 
exciting to tell you all.” 

“Well, what happened for you?” Water Wind Light asked. “Remem-
ber there’s not supposed to be any ‘right’ or ‘wrong’ to this, so I’m not 
sure it’s appropriate for you to compare your experience to ours. Yours 
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may have been equally as important or significant in some way to you. 
Let’s hear it!” 

“Well, before I do,” answered She Who Speaks, “I just want to make 
a note of something that jumped out for me about what you shared, Wa-
ter Wind Light. Is that OK?” 

“Yeah, I guess so,” he replied. “But only as long as you tell me all 
the ways my experience was ‘right!’” 

They all laughed. “That coming from the one who just reminded us 
that we weren’t supposed to be concerned about that,” bantered All 
Things One.  

“But, seriously,” persisted She Who Speaks. “Remember in the be-
ginning of your story you told us how you were on the beach, with the 
water and the sea breeze and the bright sunshine?” 

“Sure,” Water Wind Light said. “So?” 
“Well I just think it’s so neat that you decided to call yourself Water 

Wind Light, and right there in your opening scene you were in a place 
with all three! And you just seemed so natural about it—like, what else 
would be there? Clouds and a stifling murkiness? It almost seems like, if 
you’re there, then you will be in a place where water, wind and light are, 
too.”  

“Wow,” Water Wind Light said, genuinely taken aback. “You’re 
right, I didn’t even notice that! I hate to rain on my own parade, but I 
should probably confess that on Earth, water, wind and light did not sur-
round me all the time. I, too, am a captive of nature’s weather patterns.”  

“Well, maybe that’s what you’re going to learn by being here,” 
mused Sings the Music. “Do you think we were maybe brought here to 
learn how to develop our talents or gifts so that we can somehow create 
them when we’re back?” 

“I wonder if we’re ever going to get back,” said She Who Speaks. 
“The Way-Shower gave me no clue as to how long we’ll be here.” 

“OK, OK,” said All Things One. “I think we’re digressing a little 
here, and if we’re going to hear the other two stories before sleeping, we 
need to do it quickly. After getting a little energized, I feel my fatigue 
creeping back again. She Who Speaks, are you going to tell us what hap-
pened for you?” 

“Well, I probably can,” she replied, “especially as I think it will be 
pretty short.” 
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Chapter 10 
 
 

A Smart-Aleck Heron 
 
 

She Who Speaks leaned forward and brushed back her hair before 
starting her story. 

As I deepened into my meditative state, I found myself by a river-
side. Long reeds bordered the water and the area was filled with birds 
chirping and chittering. Their songs were wonderful, and, as my name 
indicates, I was getting into hearing words in their various melodies. A 
narrow pathway ran alongside the river, where I guessed perhaps deer or 
other four-leggeds walked—or maybe even people. But no one else was 
there when I was there, which I was happy about. There’s nothing like 
having a bunch of people spoil beautiful moments in nature. 

I ambled along the path, wondering if one of the birds was supposed 
to be this gift-bearer for me. None of them seemed interested in making 
any contact with me; they seemed content chattering among themselves. 
Then, off to my left on the riverbank was this beautiful great blue heron. 
It stood there in the shallow water, gazing down. As I approached, it 
raised its long neck and looked directly at me. I sensed that it was the one 
I was supposed to meet. I was afraid, though, that if I kept walking to-
ward it, it would fly off. So I just stopped. I looked at it, and it kept look-
ing back. It did not fly away—or even move away from me. Then its 
head sort of jerked, like the way people say, ‘over here’ without words. I 
looked at it harder, then jumped as I heard in my head, “Yes, over here, 
you silly thing!”  

I stared at the heron and thought hard, Are you talking to me? 
“You don’t have to concentrate that hard,” I heard back. Then it said, 

“Yes, I’m talking to you! Do you see anyone else out here?”  
“Well, yeah, actually… There are sparrows and red-winged black-

birds and a couple other kinds of birds I don’t know. Or maybe you were 
trying to entice a fish…” 
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“Not many fish in these waters,” it told me. “I’m definitely not here 
for fish. But you, you’re something different.” 

Remembering the Way-Shower’s instructions, I asked the big bird, 
“So what is your name? Are you what you appear to be?” 

“What kind of question is that?” the heron taunted me. “What do you 
think I appear to be? Why would I be other than what I appear to be?” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. I’m sure if I had been talking to another person I 
would have been red as a beet with embarrassment. After all, it had a 
point—why would it be other than what it appeared to be? Man, did I 
feel stupid! But I also wanted to defend myself, so I told it, “Where I 
come from, we have a saying, ‘don’t judge a book by its cover.’” 

“And just what does that mean? What is a ‘book?’” the heron asked 
me. 

“Well, never mind about what a book is,” I told it. “What the saying 
means is that sometimes things aren’t always what they look like on the 
outside. For instance, something may not be appealing on the outside yet 
have a lot of inner beauty when you take the time to learn more about it. 
And, from the other side, something that looks beautiful on the outside 
might be noxious or harmful in its substance. So it behooves us some-
times to exercise some caution when we meet new Beings.” 

“Hmmphh,” snorted the heron. “I’ve never heard of anything so ri-
diculous! What kind of species are you, anyway? Perhaps you’re one of 
those who looks beautiful on the outside and is rotting underneath 
somewhere?” 

That ruffled my feathers, in a manner of speaking! Then I figured I 
had set myself up for it and probably deserved the retort I got. But the 
clever bird had still not answered my question, so I asked it again, “Well, 
who are you? Do you have a name?” 

“Good grief! Back to that, are you?” the heron grumped. “I suppose 
if you must call me something, we could go with ‘Mirror.’”  

“Mirror?” I asked. “You don’t really look like a mirror.”  
“There you go again with what things look like,” it told me. “So 

what if it’s not what I look like? It’s what I do.” 
“Oh,” I replied, a bit chagrined. “You mean you reflect things to oth-

ers?” 
“Exactly,” it answered. 
“So, since you’re appearing to me, does that mean you have some 

kind of message about me that I’m supposed to learn?”  
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“Well,” it replied, cocking its head with the long crest extending be-
hind it. “What do you think about that?” 

“Hmmm, let me think a minute,” I told it. “I was unexpectedly 
brought to my current situation, which looks like it’s going to be some 
kind of guidance or teaching from a spiritual guru or somebody. Maybe 
there’s a message in that for me. We have another saying where I come 
from, which is ‘when the student is ready, the teacher appears.’ Could 
the message be that I’m ready for a leap in self-knowledge that I didn’t 
have before?” 

When I said that, I swear that heron smiled! It was uncanny how that 
long straight beak appeared to curve! My mouth must have dropped open 
in surprise, for Mirror said to me, “It’s OK. I’m amused by your think-
ing. Are you still stuck in appearances and what things are ‘supposed’ to 
look like?”  

Blushing, I looked down and told it, “Nailed me.” Immediately an-
ticipating some smart-ass question or comment about not seeing any 
nails in me, I added, “That means you’re right. Sorry for coming up with 
another one of our quirky human phrases. I was so caught up in the way 
your beak curved into a smile that I wasn’t thinking about a more sophis-
ticated reply.” 

“If there’s anything I think you need to learn today, it is not to judge 
so much by what you think things are supposed to look like and be open 
to the unexpected. In fact, relish the unexpected—it is what makes the 
rest of the universe go ‘round,” Mirror imparted to me.  

“Thank you,” I told it. Remembering that we were supposed to re-
quest a gift from the guide we met, I hesitatingly asked, “Mirror, can I 
ask you something?” 

“If it’s not about appearances,” it chuckled in return.  
“No, it’s not. But from our conversation, I’m realizing I definitely 

get caught up in appearances more than I should. I’m wondering, is there 
anything you could perhaps give me to help me remember this lesson?” 

“Ahhh,” Mirror considered. “Yes, I believe in your dimension Time 
does some tricky things. Time does not behave the same in all dimen-
sions, you know. But that’s beside the point right now. It is very probable 
that as Time unfolds in your dimension, this meeting will lose some of its 
import. That would not be helpful for you in the long run. Let’s see… 
Something I could give you…” 
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A trance-like appearance came over its face. It brought one of its legs 
up and quivered, almost as if it were relaxing. After standing there qui-
etly for a couple minutes, it shook itself forcefully and three large gray 
feathers fell to the ground. 

Leaning over, it scooped up the feathers with its beak. It walked to-
ward me, and stopped a couple feet away. With the feathers still in its 
beak, it bowed its head. When it brought its head back up it extended the 
feathers to me. I reached out and took them.  

“Let these be symbols for you as you embark on this period of teach-
ing by the Way-Shower. You may want to have at least one with you as 
you do the meditations and exercises he guides you through. The feather 
will help show you what you are meant to learn from it. Be aware they 
contain my energy of mirroring. Remember that whatever you see is ac-
tually a part of yourself being reflected to you. That is what mirroring is 
all about.” 

The bird continued. “Often those of your race completely miss many 
parts of yourselves. In order for you to become aware that you are every-
thing, the parts of you that you don’t acknowledge within yourself are 
shown to you by those you meet on the ‘outside.’ In reality all are one, 
and the outer appearances are reflections of what is in you. If at any time 
you don’t know the energy or meaning of an outward appearance, hold 
my feathers in your hands or on your chest, and focus on what you are 
seeing. Ask it what its message is for you and what part of you it is re-
vealing, and the answer will come.” 

“I am so honored,” I told Mirror, bowing back to it. “This is a gift 
and lesson that surely I will treasure and use in many situations. Thank 
you so much for sharing your wisdom and giving me a part of you to 
help me remember.” 

“You are welcome, She Who Speaks with the Four-Leggeds in her 
Heart,” it said. “Though I see that you can also speak with the Two-
Leggeds, which is a good thing as far as I’m concerned. Many blessings 
to you as you travel your path. If at any time you feel you need to speak 
with me, just go inward and call me. I will come to you.” 

“Thank you, Mirror. Many blessings to you and yours, and to all the 
dimensions. I will hold you in my heart, and your feathers will stay with 
me in remembrance of our first meeting today.”  

The heron flapped its wings and rose into the air, its neck curved in 
its natural S shape. As I watched, it disappeared in a flash of bright yel-
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low light. The light then spread out in a lovely shimmering golden blan-
ket that gently floated down toward the Earth. As it reached my body, I 
felt this prickly sensation and a sense of peace. In my mind I heard, 
“Remember that all are one. Do not fear that which appears outside of 
you, for it is but a reflection of the totality of you!”  

 
*  *  *  * 

 
She Who Speaks looked around at her companions. “I stayed with 

that feeling of peace and slightly heightened energy for what seemed like 
a few minutes. Then as the experience faded, I found myself coming out 
of the meditative state and I opened my eyes to see the cave and the three 
of you. I didn’t really have any trouble coming back. Like Water Wind 
Light, I missed the place where I’d been. I was comforted, though, by 
Mirror telling me at the end that I could call on it anytime I need it and 
it’ll be there for me. But, can you believe this? When I looked around me 
after returning back to the reality of being in the cave with you all, I saw 
the three feathers right next to me on the floor!” 

This was met with a chorus of “ooohs” from her listeners. 
“Wow!” exclaimed Water Wind Light. “I thought you said nothing 

much happened for you! To me, that was an incredible experience, and a 
pretty heavy message. And to actually have the feathers with you when 
you came back! That’s too weird! Where are they?” 

“I have the feathers; I put them over by where I plan to sleep so they 
won’t get misplaced in this large cave. But the gift-bearer in my experi-
ence was just a heron—though I will admit the trick with the feathers 
was pretty cool. Water Wind Light, I just think your meditation with that 
sea monster was so much more exciting.” 

 “Don’t call Ramere a monster,” Water Wind Light remonstrated. 
“For his size and looks, he was a very gentle Being, and will always re-
main very important to me.” 

“Sorry. He just sounded so grand, and here I get some smart-aleck 
heron.” 

“Who gave you possibly the most profound lesson of all of us,” 
added Sings the Music. “That stuff about believing so much in appear-
ances really hit me hard. I know I tend to do that myself. I don’t suppose 
you could give me one of those feathers to help remind me to be less 
judgmental?” 
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“I don’t know,” answered She Who Speaks. “I didn’t think to ask 
Mirror if I could give them to others who could benefit from its message. 
For that matter, it didn’t occur to me till after I came out of the medita-
tive state how it knew the Way-Shower’s name, and how it knew my 
name. The names just sounded pretty natural in our conversation, then 
afterwards I realized I had never said anything about what we were 
called. I have to admit Mirror was a pretty amazing bird, if that’s what it 
even was. When it turned into light, I didn’t know what to make of the 
whole thing!” 

All Things One chuckled. “Figures it’d go changing its appearance 
after giving you such a hard time about suspecting what might be under-
neath the way things look on the outside. I think you may have had the 
big bird nailed, too! It doesn’t seem like it was really a heron, huh? A 
streak of light is a lot different from a bird.” 

“Geez, I didn’t even think of that, either!” She Who Speaks be-
moaned. “Sure seems like I have a lot to learn—I can see my memory of 
detail leaves something to be desired.” 

“Aw, don’t worry about it,” said Water Wind Light. “We’re all dif-
ferent, and not everyone is good with details. Others of us may not be 
good about the bigger picture. I think it’s OK if we each have some areas 
where we’re not as strong as others. I bet we find out that we balance 
each other well.” 

“But you know what?” All Things One brought up, eyes bright and 
words tumbling over each other with her excitement. “I think She Who 
Speaks’ experience was based on her personal essence like yours was. 
She’s the one who speaks with the four-leggeds, or in this case, two-
leggeds. And that’s what happened for her in her meditation—just like 
you started yours surrounded by water, wind and light! Wow, this stuff is 
way cool!” 

She Who Speaks looked thoughtful. “Now that you bring it up, that 
is interesting. I’m used to speaking with animals from my heart, so I 
didn’t think twice about running into an animal of some sort and com-
municating with it. But I never expected to actually have the feathers 
when I came back. That heron must have been a pretty high-level spiri-
tual master, you think? Like in Star Wars, remember Yoda? He didn’t 
look human at all, but he was very wise and definitely had more knowl-
edge than the heroes of the movie. If those heroes had just assumed Yoda 
was some insignificant alien and ignored him, Luke Skywalker never 
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would have become what he did. I think I need some time to absorb this 
stuff about appearances. When do you trust them and when don’t you?” 

Sings the Music spoke up. “I think that is a matter of discernment. 
We each have to decide how to assess these Beings, or whatever they 
are, when we experience them. I’m beginning to suspect that each of us 
may have his or her own way of doing that, given the different strengths 
we have. The message we get will be tailored to what each of us needs at 
that time. Yet from the sharing of stories we’ve done here, it also sounds 
like the messages we get as individuals will have relevance to all of us as 
a group. Listening to your experiences gives me a lot to think about.” 

“So tell us what happened to you!” She Who Speaks bubbled.  
“Yes, do!” Water Wind Light joined in. 
“To be honest,” Sings the Music replied, “I don’t really want to. My 

experience was not pleasant in any way, and I don’t want to talk about it. 
In fact, I wish it hadn’t happened. I can’t make any sense out of it—other 
than that it scared the crap out of me, if there’s any meaning in that.” 

“Maybe there is,” said All Things One. “Are you sure you can’t tell 
us?” 

“No, not now, anyway. It wouldn’t be the best thing to have on our 
minds before sleep, and I’m a little overwhelmed by all this. If it’s OK 
with you guys, I just want to hit the sack. I’ve had enough of beyond-the-
ordinary talk and experiences for one day. I half suspect I’ll get lectured 
by the old man tomorrow, even though he did tell us that there was no 
way we could do this wrong. See you tomorrow,” he told them, and 
walked away. 

“Wow,” Water Wind Light said softly. “I wonder what the hell hap-
pened for him?” 

“Well, whatever it was,” said All Things One, “I’ll admit I can also 
cast a vote for calling it a day. I journaled a lot about my experience, so 
I’ll be able to remember it to tell you all tomorrow. Would you mind if I, 
too, called it a day, or night, or whatever it is in here?” 

“Naw, go ahead,” Water Wind Light said.  
“Fine by me, too,” She Who Speaks added. “See you all after some 

rest. Hope you sleep well.” 
“You, too,” answered All Things One as she went off in search of 

something she could use for a mattress, blanket and pillows.  
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Chapter 11 
 
 

The Way-Shower’s Reflections 
 
 

The Way-Shower watched as the small group dispersed. He frowned 
in overhearing Sings the Music’s experience. The man had certainly ap-
peared troubled and reticent when he brought his consciousness back to 
the cave, but how bad could his experience have been? There’s always 
got to be one who has a hard time, the Way-Shower thought. Perhaps 
I’m getting too old for this. It’s draining to explain that what they con-
sider bad can be the most useful of all experiences. I wonder how it will 
go with this one? 

But promptly he changed his thoughts, knowing well that nothing 
would solve the dilemma at this point. All four of them needed rest, and 
it would be well-deserved. He smiled in reflecting on how well they 
seemed to connect as a group, then smiled again at thinking how quickly 
that could change. Yes, it is an interesting life. And four more lives could 
be radically changed in the time they spent with him.  
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Chapter 12 
 
 

Finding the Garden 
 
 

All Things One awoke to find the others already up. Mattresses lined 
the sides of the cave and blankets were rolled up with pillows stacked 
neatly on top of them. Bread, fruit, nuts, butter and honey sat in contain-
ers on the table. Partially-filled pitchers of water and grape juice stood 
nearby. She didn’t see anyone around. 

She went to the table, poured some juice, cut a thick slice of bread, 
and spread butter and honey generously on it. Hmmm, I think I’ll have 
seconds. She slathered up another slice of bread, ate it quickly, and 
grabbed a glass of water.  

Her body craving exercise despite her ordeal with the meditation 
yesterday, All Things One decided to explore the passageway that had 
brought She Who Speaks to them. Wondering whether the path might be 
dark, she took one of the larger candles from the hundreds around the 
cave and set off.  

The passageway did not appear made of the same labradorite in the 
cave. The walls looked like green jasper or aventurine—a mossy color 
and dry to the touch. Sometimes they shimmered when the candlelight 
hit a certain angle. The path sloped uphill, but that didn’t bother her at 
all— at least she’d get a bit more aerobic exercise than a flat walk. A jog 
would have been nice, but she couldn’t do that and keep the candle lit.  

She noticed that the way was clear of any undesirable animal types. 
Interesting that I don’t see any mice or bats or any other animals in here, 
she thought, then, ugghh, what about snakes? Her trepidation led her to 
hold the candle farther out in front of her. Eventually she noticed the pas-
sage evened out. A circle of light ahead grew larger as she approached 
the end of the tunnel. All Things One heard running water. And another 
sound—birds? Was this Earth? Well, where else would I be? It’s not like 
I was transported in a UFO or anything. Or was I? 
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As if in answer, she heard in her mind, No, of course you weren’t! 
Starting, she turned around expecting to see someone, but no one was 
there. The underground path emerged into a picturesque garden complete 
with a stream, the birds she had heard singing, and trees and brush in full 
summer foliage. The others from the cave were all there, relaxing in 
warm sunshine. Water Wind Light sat on a large, smooth rock with lush 
grass around it. All Things One saw a ladybug alight on his back, her 
small red body visible against the plain white natural cotton shirt he 
wore. He was watching the water and appeared lost in thought. She Who 
Speaks stood under a tree. All Things One initially thought the other 
woman was communicating with the birds, but when she looked more 
closely she saw a squirrel sitting on a branch looking straight at the ani-
mal communicator. Well, I guess she found someone to talk to this morn-
ing, All Things One smiled to herself. She wondered if the other female 
of the group missed being able to relate to four-leggeds while they were 
in the cave.  

Sings the Music sat apart from the others, closer to the rivulet. He 
wore loose-fitting black pants and shirt. All Things One remembered her 
guess about his being depressed. Isolating, dressing in black—those were 
signs, right? She recalled She Who Speaks’ meditation with the heron 
and the discourse about “can’t judge a book by its cover” and the “real-
ity” of appearances. All Things One decided to change her initial judg-
ment of Sings the Music. I’m going to think of him as “still waters run 
deep” instead of “artistic people are depressed,” she told herself.  

A quick change in her emotional response to him resulted. When she 
had thought of him as depressed, she hadn’t really wanted to get to know 
him or hear about his experience. With the new concept she was more 
open to who he was and to hearing what had happened for him in his 
meditation.  

“Good day,” she heard, and turned to see the Way-Shower approach-
ing her. 

“Hi,” All Things One replied shyly. She felt caught in her pre-
judgments about Sings the Music. The Way-Shower had seemed able to 
read her thoughts when she had come to the cave; she wondered how 
consistently he did that. 

The Way-Shower turned to address them as a group. 
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“Our latest riser has arrived. It’s such a lovely day; how about we 
meet out here to do some group work? Let’s gather in a circle where the 
tree will shade us.” 

“Great!” Water Wind Light replied.  
All Things One wondered what he was so psyched about. Didn’t that 

guy ever think before embarking on things or making decisions? She was 
apprehensive about what this “group work” entailed. She joined the cir-
cle, hesitant about this next step in their experience with the Way-
Shower. 

“I’m sure you are wondering what ‘group work’ is,” the Way-
Shower said, looking around to all of them. “This is a time for us to 
come together and share the things you are experiencing in our time to-
gether. When you came here, I told you this was the way to your inner 
self. That is what we will be exploring. At times I may ask you questions 
about the lives you led prior to your arrival. That is to help you start to 
understand the connections between your meditation exercises and your 
outer life.”  

He took a moment to smile at them. “This may not be easy all the 
time,” he continued with a softer tone to his voice. “It may mean you 
open up about things that have been emotionally painful for you. I do 
expect you to share what happens in your meditations, even if it is diffi-
cult or seems meaningless. I will be presenting material to you that will 
help you see things in a different way and will open your minds and 
hearts to a different way of understanding and thinking about the things 
that happen in your life and how you respond to them.” He put both 
hands on his knees in a business-like gesture. 

“Have I succeeded in making you all quite nervous?” The Way-
Shower looked from one to the other. Their bodies were shifting a little, 
and All Things One noticed Sings the Music and She Who Speaks glance 
away.  

“Could I have your attention, please?” the Way-Shower asked.  
“Before we go any further, let’s bring all our energies together. Since 

we will be working as a group, that means we are all part of a whole for 
the time we are here. That does not mean you are not part of a whole 
when you leave this place, but for now this is your group and the context 
in which you play your part. With that in mind, let us close our eyes for a 
few moments and bring our attention inward. Feel the presence of the 
others here, and allow the images of them to come to your minds. You 
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will notice energy begin to flow through you in some way. Be present 
with it. In the center of the circle that is us, visualize a clear pond. Let 
yourself sink into its calm, allowing it to take over your body, relaxing 
your muscles. Along with that, feel your mind become clear and peaceful 
like the pond’s surface. Let go of all thoughts for now. They can return in 
a few minutes. This is a time for us to become peaceful and come into 
awareness of the energy that is each of ours as well as the group’s. Open 
to that energy and affirm to yourself that all is well. Rest in that presence 
for a short time.” 

After a minute or two, the Way-Shower continued, “Now from that 
place of centeredness, bring your mind back to the group sitting together 
on the grass under the tree, and as you are ready, slowly open your eyes 
and return to the external world.”  

He waited as their eyes opened, some with purpose, and some flutter-
ing as if they did not want to come back. He took the time to look at each 
of them and smile, then said to the group, “Welcome back.” All Things 
One looked around, too, noticing that Water Wind Light and Sings the 
Music appeared pensive, as if still partially in the energy of the connec-
tion they had just experienced. 

Clearing his throat, the Way-Shower said, “Let me explain how I 
would like us to work together when we meet for these sessions. I don’t 
particularly care who shares first. We will let the consciousness of the 
group decide that.”  

Sings the Music and Water Wind Light started slightly when they 
heard that—a movement clearly visible to all. Responding to their body 
language, the guide explained, “Yes, there is a consciousness of a group 
that is beyond the individual minds of the members. Sometimes things 
will happen that will awe you and you’ll think, ‘Isn’t that amazing that 
so-and-so said that and it was just what I was thinking!’ Those kinds of 
things happen when a group comes together with a focused intent, as you 
have. Be expecting synchronicities and interesting connections to take 
place. They surely will. 

“As each of you shares, I ask that the others give that person their at-
tention. No interruptions, please. Select a journal from the table in the 
cave that has the art supplies on it and bring it with you to these group 
meetings. I would encourage you to write things down that catch your 
attention as we discuss material. Again I’ll emphasize, there’s no right or 
wrong here—it’s all a learning experience.” 
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He looked around the circle and paused for several seconds. “It 
works best if you don’t jump in and analyze what someone else shares,” 
he continued. “I prefer to leave it to each individual to find the meaning 
of their work here. Please listen respectfully as the person talks, and 
when that person is finished I would like to respond first. I may open it 
up to thoughts of the others in the group, or I may not. As we get started, 
I will expect you to wait for me to initiate the process, though as you be-
come more accustomed to how this work operates, our interactions will 
become more fluid.”  

The Way-Shower shifted his body, settled into his robe, and leaned 
slightly forward. “That said, who would like to begin by sharing what 
happened in your first meditation exercise?” 
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Chapter 13 
 
 

The Way-Shower Hears the New Names 
 
 

Anxious eyes roamed the group. All Things One was just about 
ready to volunteer when Water Wind Light piped up, “I’ll go! But I 
should let you know, Way-Shower, that we got together after we ate last 
night and two of us shared our experiences with the others. I was one of 
them, so everyone except you has already heard my story.” 

“Hmmm,” the Way-Shower responded. “Okay. Well, since I did not 
hear it, please tell it again.” 

“Sure!” Water Wind Light said. “But it’s also occurring to me that 
we also selected names for ourselves yesterday, and you should probably 
know them.” 

“You did?” The Way-Shower sounded surprised. “Are they different 
from the ones I called you when you arrived here?” 

“Well, sort of,” All Things One ventured in an attempt to help out 
Water Wind Light. Now that she thought of it, why hadn’t they brought 
this up with the Way-Shower first? She didn’t want to deal with anger 
from their teacher. It felt like such an easy and natural thing when they 
had embarked on the name choosing last night, but now she was con-
cerned that it could create repercussions. 

The group was silent for a moment, then Sings the Music took the 
reins. “We felt that the names you had given us were rather long, and we 
didn’t want to have to say half a paragraph in talking to each other. At 
the same time, we agreed the names we had before we arrived here did 
not feel right for this space. So we basically shortened the ones you had 
given us. I chose to go by Sings the Music.”  

“Hmmm,” the Way-Shower said, gently tugging his long white 
beard. “That sounds fine. It’s appropriate enough—and, easier, as you 
have noted. What did the rest of you decide?” 

The other male of the group offered, “I liked Water Wind Light.” 
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“Again, a good choice. I must say I appreciate your initiative here,” 
the Way-Shower replied. “Your choices are a lot easier and still retain 
the quality of how I perceive you.” Looking at Aryuel, he asked, “And 
what did you choose?” 

“Well, I varied the name you gave me a bit. I did not put in the 
‘blesses’ part, and re-phrased the ‘Enters the One’ to come up with ‘All 
Things One.’” Blushing a little at her impertinence to change a name 
without even discussing it with the one who had bestowed it upon her, 
she finished lamely, “It just sort of felt right…” 

Unexpectedly, the Way-Shower gave a hearty laugh. “And right you 
are!” he told her. “All Things One it is. And if it feels right to you, that’s 
even better. Which now leaves our last member to tell me what she came 
up with.” 

Encouraged by his validation of All Things One’s choice, She Who 
Speaks replied with strength in her voice, “I like ‘She Who Speaks.’ Eve-
ryone here agreed that they know I speak with the animal kingdom, so it 
didn’t seem necessary to add the part about the four-leggeds. And since 
communicating with them is always from the heart for me, I thought that 
was extraneous.” 

“Understandable,” came the Way-Shower’s response. “While I was a 
bit nervous when you announced you had selected names for yourselves, 
I think you did very well. Let me check whether I’ve got them right: Wa-
ter Wind Light, Sings the Music, All Things One and She Who Speaks,” 
he intoned, looking at each as he said the name. 

“Yep, you got them,” Water Wind Light’s feedback was to the point. 
“So do you still want to hear about my meditation?”  

“Yes, I most certainly do.”  
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Chapter 14 
 
 

About Courage 
 
 

Water Wind Light re-told his story of swimming underwater with 
Playful, the otter, and how they had come to the garden-like enclosure of 
Ramere’s kingdom. He described the huge creature, and was impressed 
to see even the Way-Shower’s eyebrows rise. He further related how his 
initial intimidation had later changed to awe and humility when he was 
shown the gift of finding sacred space inside himself through gazing at 
the starfish, and how that connected to courage. His three companions 
nodded at various intervals, not bored by hearing the adventure repeated. 
The Way-Shower’s focused gaze showed that he, too, was immersed in 
the unfolding of Water Wind Light’s experience and the importance of 
its lesson for him. 

When the young man finished, the Way-Shower smiled and said, 
“That sounds like quite the first experience with a meditative exercise! 
Were you surprised at what took place?” 

“Yes, for sure!” Water Wind Light’s shining eyes emphasized his 
animated reply.  

“While I have a bit of daring in me, I had never given much thought 
to courage and the part it plays in peoples’ lives. In this meditation, the 
courage was about something quite different for me—the spiritual side. I 
can easily have courage when it comes to physical endeavors, or even 
sometimes in trying a new behavior, but going to an inner ‘sacred 
space?’ It’s like, you gotta be kidding!” 

The Way-Shower peered at him. “So does this mean you won't be 
going into your inner sacred space again after this? The way you said 
that makes it sound like you have no intention of practicing the message 
from Ramere.”  

“Oh,” Water Wind Light replied, taken aback. “No, I didn’t mean 
that! After being gifted with the beautiful starfish, I feel this is something 
I must start doing. Yeah, even last month if anyone had suggested I 
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should try meditation I would have told them they were crazy. But now 
that I’ve been shown the kinds of things you can get from it, I’ll be the 
first to vouch for its importance. This experience will motivate me to 
make time to go inside and find the beautiful underwater meadow again. 
I’m already anticipating feeling the peace and beauty on a daily basis. I 
need something like that in my life—definitely a good thing.” 

“I’m glad to hear it,” the Way-Shower responded. “What about the 
rest of you? Did Water Wind Light’s message about courage, or finding 
an inner sacred space, have meaning for anyone else?” 

Bodies shifted among the other three members and eyes darted 
quickly to and fro among them. Finally All Things One volunteered, 
“The gift I got and the message were similar in a way, though the story 
was quite different. But it also involved being able to go back to a special 
place at times when it would be appropriate, or when I wanted to learn 
more about the realm that I visited.” 

“Hmmm.” The Way-Shower gave away nothing as he leaned back. 
“Before we talk about your experience, are there any other thoughts or 
reactions to Water Wind Light’s meditation?”  

Shyly, She Who Speaks looked down and softly said, “Well, to be 
honest, I think it takes a pretty good amount of courage to just be here and 
be doing this kind of stuff. It certainly goes beyond most traditional work-
shops or therapy we would do back on Earth. This is like rapid-motion, 
full-speed ahead, change-all-concepts-about-your-life-that-you’ve-had-up-
until-now stuff! I’m a little nervous about what else will happen while 
we’re here.” 

“A very understandable reaction!” the Way-Shower said, pulling his 
beard again. “You’re right, She Who Speaks. This work is definitely ac-
celerated. Not everyone is drawn to it, or called to it, as you were. I do 
believe though, if you can stick with it, the benefits will be substantial. 
Can you hang tough?”  

“I’ll give it a try,” the blonde woman answered. The tone of her 
voice belied her anxiety. 
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Chapter 15 
 
 

Hints of Difficulties Ahead 
 
 

The Way-Shower shifted position before resuming. “All Things One, 
thank you for saying you would share your meditation with us as it had 
some similarities to Water Wind Light’s. But She Who Speaks had the 
courage to open up about her uncertainties around this work, which has 
led me to consider something else. I know I encouraged you all to stick 
with the process even if it seemed unpleasant. Sometimes that can hap-
pen when we go inward and see what’s inside us. That said, I’m wonder-
ing if anyone had a scary or depressing experience? I want to assure you 
all that this would not mean you’re doing something wrong. Often it is 
difficult experiences that provide the most significant opportunities for 
growth.” 

Three of the group members glanced toward Sings the Music, who 
refused to look back at them. But his stooped shoulders and avoidance 
gave it away. Leaning toward Sings the Music, the Way-Shower prodded 
gently, “Was your meditative experience an unpleasant one?” 

“What if it was?” muttered the oldest group member. 
“If it was, we can all learn from it,” the Way-Shower told him, then 

straightened back up. “Holding in things that one doesn’t understand or 
that are scary or dark does not resolve them. In fact, holding in usually 
leads to a block in emotional and spiritual energy that will manifest in a 
less-than-desirable way later. If you choose to share it now, we can all 
address the difficult material and perhaps not have to end the lessons of 
the day on an unpleasant note.” 

The Way-Shower asked the others, “Would you all be willing to lis-
ten to something that sounds challenging and see what we might learn 
from it? Or would you prefer to hear someone else’s experience first and 
then go back to Sings the Music’s?” 

She Who Speaks’ eyes gave away her trepidation. “Geez,” she said. 
“I just finished saying that this work is beyond the ordinary, which it is 
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even when it’s good or fun like Water Wind Light’s was. How bad is 
‘difficult?’ I’m not sure I’m ready for it.” 

Water Wind Light responded with strength in his voice, “Well, I just 
received a lesson about courage, so I see this as a great way to apply it. I 
say let’s hear what happened for Sings the Music.” 

All eyes turned toward All Things One, who considered the options 
and said, “I’m thinking about what the Way-Shower said about hearing 
unpleasant stuff now versus waiting till the end and wrapping up our day 
with difficult material. Given that, I think I’d be for dealing with it now.” 

Sings the Music looked to the Way-Shower with eyes that implored, 
Do I really have to? The Way-Shower put a hand on Sings the Music’s 
knee and said, “I’m also for doing it now. I do think you’ll feel better 
after getting it off your chest. You as well as the others can benefit from 
seeing how to work through this kind of material. You’ll find you don’t 
have to fear similar situations as much if they occur again. Do you think 
you can do it?” 

“I guess… If I have to… Are you sure I’ll feel better?” Sings the 
Music’s head still hung low. 

“Oh, about 98% sure. Is that good enough odds for you?” The Way-
Shower smiled. 



Susan C. Moyer 

 

70 

 
 

Chapter 16 
 
 

She Who Speaks’ Disclosure 
 
 

“Well… I hate to share this with you all,” Sings the Music began, 
still not looking at any of the others. “We already heard Water Wind 
Light’s, and last night She Who Speaks told us her experience, too. Both 
of them had pretty cool things happen. Mine, on the other hand...” He 
stopped with a loud sigh. 

“Go on,” the Way-Shower encouraged gently. 
“Well, mine was…” Sings the Music’s voice started to waver, and 

All Things One realized he was getting choked up. She saw his face con-
tort, frustration etching lines in his jaw and neck as he tightened the mus-
cles in his reticence. 

“Mine was awful!” he spat out. “Nothing happened! There was no 
story, no meeting anyone or anything and no gift. It just sucked! What’s 
the point of coming here to learn about ourselves if this is what hap-
pens?” Sings the Music crossed his arms in front of his chest in a motion 
that emphasized the isolation he was feeling. He glared at the other three, 
defiant, as they waited.  

Water Wind Light was not intimidated by the posturing. “Man, you 
better tell us your story. Your resistance is leading me to think up some 
pretty gross stuff—and your meditation probably wasn’t as bad as my 
imagination! I’m OK with hearing about it even if it’s dark or whatever.” 
He looked at the two women and asked, “What about you?”  

There was a minute or so of silence, each retreating into her own 
thoughts in the backlash of Sings the Music’s frustration and discomfort. 

She Who Speaks asked, “Can I say something?” The Way-Shower 
nodded in reply. 

Leaning toward Sings the Music and clearing her throat, she hesi-
tated for a moment. Then determination crossed her face, and she said, 
“You all have probably noticed by now that I’m a bit shy. That shyness 
comes from years in my life when I was a less-than-model citizen. I 
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craved love and attention, and would do anything to get it. I was promis-
cuous and used control and manipulation to get men to have sex with me. 
If I enticed them away from a wife or girlfriend, that was even better. 
That way I felt they wanted me more than the other woman, and in my 
mind that meant I was better. In the process of behaving that way, I built 
up tremendous shame and self-hatred. After the seduction and culmina-
tion of the act, I would think about what I had done and how it had 
seemed impossible to stop the process once I had decided on the man I 
wanted. I was like an out-of-control tyrant. I didn’t care how many heads 
rolled, so to speak, as long as I got what I wanted. 

“Eventually the shame and emotional discomfort I felt after each 
‘conquer,’ as I called them, began to outweigh the thrill of the entice-
ment. I got some help from a couple of sources and made slow but steady 
progress in changing that cycle. But I still remember it distinctly; it’s like 
a shadow that keeps following me around. I wish I had skipped that part 
of my life. That’s why I don’t open up easily to others. There’s a little 
voice in my mind that says, ‘No one wants to know you. When they find 
out the kind of person you were, they’ll disappear fast. Don’t even de-
velop any friendships. They won’t last.’ 

“Sings the Music, I can see your pain and anger and it’s where I’ve 
been. I can’t help but wonder what you experienced that could possibly 
be that bad. Was it worse than my being a slut and throwing around my 
huge ego and heartbreak everywhere I went? I wish you would share 
what happened. Actually, your being so scared of sharing it is making me 
more afraid to hear it—like it’s some huge bogeyman that will com-
pletely overwhelm us. I’m beginning to think that maybe, like I’ve had 
for my past, you have feelings of shame around it that makes it seem 
much worse to you than it will seem to the rest of us. I bet none of us 
will be surprised or disgusted, if that’s what’s holding you back.” 

Sings the Music looked up at She Who Speaks. “You know, to look 
at you I never would have thought you’d done things like what you de-
scribed. But I still don’t know if I want to share my experience with you 
all. I just don’t see what can come of it.” 

His groupmate persisted. “Remember when I told you all about my 
experience with the heron and I thought it was silly compared to Water 
Wind Light’s? It was you who told me that my interaction with a smart-
aleck bird was possibly the most profound of all the experiences.” She 
paused and Sings the Music nodded. 
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“Well,” she continued, “I think the potential is there for your experi-
ence to be the one that teaches us the most. Why? When I look back on 
my past I’m not proud at all of what I was. But you know what? That 
dark time was what I needed in order to learn that power, domination and 
hardness don’t work! I had to experience it in order to ‘get it.’ So I have 
a hunch that whatever happened in your meditation will be a powerful 
learning and growth opportunity. Probably for all of us as well as for 
you.” 

Sing the Music’s face showed a glimmer of hope as he looked at his 
group members with raised eyebrows. “You really think so?” 

All three heads nodded vigorously. “I totally agree with She Who 
Speaks,” said All Things One. “I’m ready to hear what happened and see 
how it might also apply to the rest of us—myself included, of course,” 
she added. 

The Way-Shower interjected, “She Who Speaks, it sounds like you 
visited Ramere’s sacred space with Water Wind Light! What you shared 
with us took a lot of courage—thank you for being so open. This is a 
good illustration of the dynamics that can happen in groups. Water Wind 
Light’s meditation dealt directly with courage, and here you exemplify it 
for us to help us move forward. We may find that other similar themes 
occur, either in your meditations or in actions you display with each 
other. This shows us that a larger energy connected with that subject is 
taking over for the growth of all present. That power has the potential to 
create significant shifts for all present.” 

All eyes were upon their guide. “A larger energy?” asked She Who 
Speaks. 

“Yes. It’s called archetypal energy. Archetypes are universally-
recognized symbols that are laden with meaning across cultures. As such, 
their energy resonates strongly within us. Archetypal energies include 
things such as King, Mother, the Fool, Victim, Rebel and other well-
known roles with which we are familiar. They often feel larger than life. 
When they are active, we can feel as if we are in their control – the 
theme may have such power over us that we don’t know how to extricate 
ourselves. 

“That’s one kind of energy that may be present as we undergo our 
experiences here. But there are also states of being or feeling that may 
make themselves known – things like awareness, responsibility, open-
ness, creativity, trust, and such. When I reference those, I may use the 
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terms ‘energies’ and ‘essences’ interchangeably. They may not be repre-
sented by a symbol, yet you will notice their presence very clearly. 

“For instance, right now courage is resonating for all of us. It dis-
played its qualities in Water Wind Light’s meditation, and also in your 
decision to share sensitive material with us, She Who Speaks. Often we 
are not consciously aware of choosing to express this essence; it just 
comes forth.” 

“Man, that’s interesting!” Water Wind Light’s furrowed brow indi-
cated he was still pondering the concept. After a moment, he continued, 
“You’re right, I didn’t at all think, ‘OK, I need an experience of courage 
so let me create one.’ It just happened that way. And I can see how She 
Who Speaks continued the theme in her disclosure. What are those sym-
bols called again?” 

“Archetypes—or archetypal energy,” the Way-Shower replied, then 
added, “Furthermore, She Who Speaks, what you say about your life ex-
perience is true. Our darkness, in whatever way it may manifest for each 
of us, gives us our greatest potential.  

“The world we live in is one of duality. Nature gives us cycles of 
dark and light, as in day and night and the different lengths of those ac-
cording to the seasons. Our personal lives also involve dark and light; as 
in positive or negative emotions, good and bad behaviors, helpful or de-
structive thoughts. Consider that while we are in the womb before birth, 
we are growing in dark surroundings. Seeds grow in the dark of the soil. 
Black and the dark can be seen as rich with nurturing energy where crea-
tion itself occurs. Darkness gets a bad name, because we fear what we 
cannot see in there. Yet all we have to do is to shine a light into it so we 
can see.” 

“What if there’s no light?” asked Sings the Music. His curiosity gave 
animation to his face in contrast to the shame and avoidance there just a 
short time before. 

The Way-Shower held up his right hand, and said, “Just a minute. 
Let me finish this topic and see if your question is answered.” He waited 
for Sings the Music’s nod of assent. 

“In relation to our lives,” he continued, “our time on the Earth plane 
is for us to learn from the ‘bad,’ and that requires awareness of it. 
Awareness happens when we shine the light. Often pain—emotional, 
physical or spiritual—initiates that process.  
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“She Who Speaks said something like the pain of the self-hatred be-
came greater than the satisfaction from her conquests. In deciding to dis-
continue the painful behavior, we look at what led us to it in the first 
place. We scratch the surface of parts of us we have tried to hide. When 
we see what those parts are and accept them as ours, we have the oppor-
tunity to change them. If we do not recognize our dark parts we run the 
risk of projecting it outside of ourselves, seeing ‘bad’ people ‘out there’ 
doing bad things.” 

He looked around at his four charges. “Make sense?” he asked. 
“I think I’m getting it,” Sings the Music said. “If I’m not aware of 

any light inside, then everything is still in the dark?”  
The black-haired man laughed spontaneously. “What a fitting choice 

of words! I sure feel completely in the dark. And my meditation was to-
tally about the dark.”  

Looking at the Way-Shower with a glint of humor, he asked, “So, 
can you enlighten me?” 

“Good verbiage,” the Way-Shower countered. “But before we get 
enlightened, we need to explore what’s in the dark, remember? We hu-
mans manage to avoid that in many ways. Can any of you give examples 
of how we stay unaware of our dark parts?” 

“For me, most of it was repression,” She Who Speaks said. “My 
years in therapy taught me that I’d managed to simply block unpleasant 
things that I didn’t want to look at about myself and my life.” 

Sings the Music ventured, “I’ve heard of ‘stuffing.’ That’s when you 
don’t want to express a feeling, so you just push it down inside some-
where and hope it will go away.” 

“Those are two good examples,” the Way-Shower told them. “Do 
they help your growth?” 

“They didn’t help mine,” answered She Who Speaks. “As long as I 
wasn’t owning up to my selfish behavior, I projected it onto the wives 
and girlfriends of the men I victimized. I told myself they were the self-
ish ones for not being willing to share their man! After all, I didn’t want 
him for a serious relationship or anything. Now tell me that’s not warped 
thinking! I had to acknowledge my part in what I was doing before I 
could change it.” 

“Superbly put!” the Way-Shower exclaimed. “That is exactly the 
type of thing that can happen when one doesn’t acknowledge his or her 
dark side.  



The Crystal Cave 

 

75 

“Now, let’s take a moment to consider the light. I mentioned before 
that in the world of duality, things are seen as a continuum between two 
opposing points. We’ve talked some about the dark. The other side is the 
light, which I think is self-explanatory. It’s the ‘good stuff’—positive 
emotions, decisions we feel good about, kind acts, patience, and qualities 
along those lines.  

“A question I want to put to you all is: how does one resolve an issue 
when it’s rooted in duality?” 
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Chapter 17 
 
 

Very Human Judgments 
 
 

All Things One ventured an answer. “I don’t think you can. Every-
thing is presented in terms of two sides all the time.” 

The Way-Shower nodded but didn’t offer anything further. Instead, 
he asked the others if they had any thoughts on the topic. 

Water Wind Light spoke up. “I just do my best to focus on the posi-
tive,” he said. “That’s why I didn’t want my name here to be Water Wind 
Dark.” 

They all laughed. All Things One found herself wondering if anyone 
ever was named after the dark. No names came to mind at first, but then 
she thought of a few, like Midnight, Raven and Ebony. She also recalled 
that some cultures did not perceive the color black as evil. Geez, noth-
ing’s written in black or white, is it? She caught the pun and chuckled to 
herself. Her mind kept going with the topic. Funny, nothing’s written in 
black and white, yet the whole world operates according to that princi-
ple. She wished she had the pen and paper that the Way-Shower had 
mentioned would be crucial for their groups. Perhaps sharing her idea 
with the others would keep it fresh in her memory. 

“Can I say something?” she asked. 
“Yes, you may,” their guide replied. 
“It occurred to me that nothing in life is written in black and white, 

but that’s how we see everything. Maybe our society teaches us that, I 
don’t know. But it’s typical to think of things either one way, or its oppo-
site.” 

Water Wind Light laughed. “That is so true!” he exclaimed. “It is a 
challenge to let go of all our beliefs about what’s good or bad. I catch 
myself judging quite a bit. It’s easy to do with government leaders, isn’t 
it? Sometimes I try to adopt a mindset of our leaders as being like pup-
pets in a show that’s orchestrated by higher beings or some creative 
force. That helps take me out of my head and gives me a glimpse of the 
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possibility that there’s a bigger picture or cosmic plan that makes total 
sense on another level—but we don’t see it on ours.” 

All Things One’s eyes lit up and she eagerly jumped in. “You mean 
like the story of the angels in heaven who were drawing sticks for their 
assignment when they came to Earth? Have you heard that one?” 

Wrinkled brows formed on the faces of her companions. Sings the 
Music was curious. “I haven’t,” he said. “Has anyone else?”  

The other two shook their heads. She Who Speaks, always up for a 
story and quite content to let the focus shift from her personal one, piped 
up, “Doesn’t look like any of us have. Tell us.” 

Before starting, All Things One turned to the Way-Shower and with 
childlike excitement asked, “Can I? Can I? It’s a neat story!” 

“Go ahead,” he told her with a smile. 
“The way I heard it goes like this,” All Things One began. “There 

were four angels in heaven looking down on Earth. Earth was at a critical 
juncture in her history and progress, and one of them was to come down 
and play a pivotal role. They all wanted to do it because they all were 
well aware of how important it was. This was not something that was 
going to gain them any special favor from God because all of them were 
very advanced in the angelic realm. In fact, it was because of their stand-
ing that these particular four were selected to be potential candidates. 
They were mindful of the responsibility that was on their shoulders—or 
should I say wings? Time was becoming critical, as the events on Earth 
were coming to a head and a shift was needed soon.  

“One of the angels had the idea that they would draw sticks and the 
one who picked the short stick would be the one to take this role and 
contribute to the change on Earth. After asking a fifth angel to hold the 
sticks for them they began the selection process. The first angel picked, 
and sighed as he saw a long stick. Same with the second angel. The third 
held his breath, looking at the two remaining sticks. He chose the stick 
on the right, which was the last long stick. So it would be the fourth an-
gel who was to go, but before he made ready, he took the last stick to 
make sure it was the short one. It was.  

“Then he bowed to the others in honor of the sacred role he was to 
take on as he came into the Earth dimension. The angel who had agreed 
to hold the sticks for them bowed in return. Taking the hands of the 
fourth angel, said, ‘All blessings to you. You now have the honor of go-
ing to Earth and playing Hitler.’” 
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Chapter 18 
 
 

A Bigger Picture 
 
 

“Wow!” exclaimed She Who Speaks. “That’s some ending! I wasn’t 
expecting that at all. I thought the angel would be coming to be Gandhi 
or Mother Teresa or someone like that.” 

Water Wind Light and Sings the Music both nodded.  
“It’s pretty radical to think Hitler was an angel,” mused Water Wind 

Light. 
“I’m starting to get what you’re saying here,” Sings the Music said 

tentatively. He thought for a moment longer. “That story tells us to watch 
our preconceptions, because what appears evil may actually be serving a 
higher purpose—but in your story, what exactly was Hitler’s purpose?” 

All four were silent for several seconds as they contemplated the 
possible message. The Way-Shower cleared his throat, and they all 
looked to him.  

He said, “If I may… All Things One, that was a good story. I even 
perceive a connection between it and what She Who Speaks shared with 
us.  

“She Who Speaks told us she had a period of complete self-
indulgence without awareness of its effects on others, and later awakened 
to the ramifications of what she had been doing. This parallels the point 
of the angels and Hitler. The reason the angels knew that the role of Hit-
ler was so vital was they could see Earth was ripe for a lesson. It was 
about the responsibility of the many to confront one whose destruction 
through hatred and genocide was unacceptable to the human race. Down 
through centuries men had slaughtered and pillaged as conquerors or dic-
tators and had been allowed to proceed. At the time of the Second World 
War, communication had advanced so that news from any one country 
could become known around the globe. Earth’s people were able to come 
together to say, ‘Enough! We won’t tolerate this anymore!’ and take ac-
tion. It was a hugely significant event—the many rose together to con-
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front one. It was like She Who Speaks’ awakening, but on a global 
level.” 

The group thought about that for a moment, then Water Wind Light 
sighed. “Seems like we forgot the message. How are we allowing the 
current tyrannies and genocides to occur after we supposedly learned 
from Hitler?” 

“A good question,” replied the Way-Shower, “but one that does not 
have an easy answer. And we are getting off course here. What She Who 
Speaks related as well as the story about the angel who incarnated as Hit-
ler illustrate several points: First, there is a bigger picture, whether we 
are aware of it or not. Second, wherever darkness or evil appears, light is 
present also—even if it’s a mere spark. Think of the yin/yang and how 
the dark and light not only flow into each other, but the black side has a 
spot of white in it. And, the white side has the spot of black in it. There is 
a small part of the opposite in each. Lastly, as I said before, both the light 
and the dark are a part of your Earth walk. Earth is the third dimension, 
which by its nature is the level of duality and opposites. The typical 
thinking is that the resolution of opposites is in the mid-point, or perhaps 
somewhere in the gray area between the poles. But in reality the resolu-
tion is from a point above, where the whole continuum is laid out below. 
We will get to that in a bit.” 

 Turning to Sings the Music, he said, “Now that we’ve talked about 
the dark, I’d like to ask you to push the envelope a little, if you can. 
Don’t just share your difficult experience, welcome it. The seeds of the 
light are in the darkness. I’m sure it has a vital message for the group. 
Are you ready to tell us what happened now?” 

The dark-haired man looked up and replied, “Yes, I think I can.” He 
started his story, aware that the discussion they’d had leading up to this 
point resulted in the others listening with rapt attention. 
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Chapter 19 
 
 

Frozen Inside and Out 
 
 

First, thank you for all your ideas and beliefs about the dark and evil. 
They have helped me to consider that what we think of as “dark” actually 
holds a lot of potential. I can honestly say I’ve never heard that perspec-
tive before. 

There wasn’t much to my experience. As I started the meditation, I 
began floating upwards. This was pleasant and I looked down on trees, 
rivers, lakes and a small city. But I kept going until it was just dark space 
around me and it got very cold. At first I could see some stars or planets 
far away—like we see them at night on Earth. Then they faded and all 
was black around me. I shivered. The cold seeped past my skin and be-
came part of me. I felt my organs start to freeze. In this state of develop-
ing numbness I realized not only my physical body would be affected, 
but all my emotions would soon shut down. I snarled and raged at my 
immobility, but it wasn’t long until the rage subsided. I didn’t have the 
energy for it. I thought, Before I die, I better try to contact whatever it is 
I’m supposed to meet. 

 I asked feebly, “Is anyone there?” The faint sound was swallowed in 
the immense vacuum of the darkness. “Hello?” I croaked. Even my 
throat was freezing. No reply came. All I could do was think, and that 
faculty was going quickly, too. In one last attempt I tried projecting my 
thoughts outward because I could no longer make any sound. If anyone’s 
there, please come now! And no one came.  

Then it seemed as if a part of me was observing what was happening 
to me. When I resigned myself to die there in the frozen darkness of 
space, my mind suddenly activated and I realized I could simply open 
my eyes and the vision would go away. So I did. Thank God for the 
Way-Shower, who was right near me when that happened. He brought 
me a fur blanket and something warm to drink. That helped me physi-
cally, but emotionally I felt ashamed that I hadn’t done it right. That feel-
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ing increased as I heard She Who Speaks’ and Water Wind Light’s sto-
ries. 

There was silence among the group. It was broken by the Way-
Shower, who asked, “And how are you feeling now after sharing your 
experience?” 

“Not as much of a failure as before, but I’m wondering what you all 
can make of it,” Sings the Music answered. 
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Chapter 20 
 
 

An Exercise in Opposites 
 
 

The Way-Shower said to the four, “Before we discuss Sings the Mu-
sic’s experience, I think the timing is right for your next exercise. This 
meditation provides you with an actual experience of two opposites and a 
resolution. It fits perfectly with what we’ve been talking about and may 
help you, Sings the Music, find a balance for the darkness and possibly 
an understanding of what it is trying to tell you.  

“So find a comfortable position. You don’t have to stay in this im-
mediate circle, but please stay together as a group and within earshot of 
me.” 

The four moved apart a little and all chose to lie down, finding 
places on the soft grass where tree branches created a dappling of sun-
light and shade.  

“We’ll start by taking several deep breaths. Let your lungs fill with 
air, and notice your diaphragm expanding on the inhale. As you release 
the breath, let your body relax on the ground beneath you and gently let 
go of thoughts and feelings—even those we’ve just been talking about. 
Take another breath in and out, relaxing and releasing on the exhale. 
Start with your head or your feet and breathe in gently to each part of 
your body, while mentally saying to it, ‘Relax. Be at peace.’ Do this for 
your neck (relax, be at peace), your shoulders (relax, peace), your arms 
(relax, peace), and proceed through all your body.” 

He gave them about a minute, then said, “Now take another deep 
breath in and out. Feel peace envelop you.” A brief glance at all of them 
showed calm breathing and faces free of worry lines. The Way-Shower 
led into the visualization.  

“In your mind, select a dichotomy that holds some significance for 
you. This may be the terms ‘good’ and ‘evil’ or ‘black’ and ‘white’ or a 
polarity you have experienced sometime in your life. For instance, it may 
be a person you know who has traits that seem the opposite of your val-
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ues—but let it be a person who means something to you. This works best 
when it is an issue that is ‘up’ for you. Your dichotomy could also be 
concepts such as ‘control’ and ‘surrender,’ ‘leader’ and ‘follower,’ ‘vic-
tim’ and ‘perpetrator.’ You are not limited to these that I have suggested; 
choose one that’s meaningful for you. When you have selected it, raise 
your right index finger so I know you’re ready to go on.” 

When all four fingers were lifted, The Way-Shower resumed. “Now 
that you have identified your polarity, take a moment to get in touch with 
both aspects of it, doing your best to feel how they affect you physically, 
emotionally, perhaps even spiritually. Allow yourself to become as im-
mersed in the feeling of each side as you can. Notice the effects on your 
senses—sight, touch, sound, smell and hearing. You may even see a 
scene that comes to mind as part of becoming involved in that aspect, 
and that is OK. But for now, don’t let a scene unfold into a story; see it 
as a freeze-frame. I will give you a minute or two to fully experience 
each side of the polarity you have selected.” 

After another pause, the Way-Shower continued, “In your mind’s 
eye, extend a line between these two opposites. Put one of the opposites 
at the left end, and the other at the right end. Then choose a symbol to 
represent each of the two sides. Any symbol is fine—remember, there is 
no right or wrong here. If no symbol comes to mind, give it a little time. 
Tell your consciousness that it must create some type of symbol for you. 
Go with whatever it gives you, even if it makes no sense. You need to 
have a symbol for each side before we can continue, so again, lift your 
right index finger when you have your symbols.” Shortly after, all fin-
gers had been raised. 

“Good,” the Way-Shower said. “You have all found symbols related 
to your pair of opposites. The symbols should be on the corresponding 
corners of the base of the triangle where you placed the two sides of your 
issue. Let them just be there at the ends of the line for a moment, notic-
ing how it feels to see each symbol connected to the other. Now, extend 
two lines up from each side to join at a point above the line, creating a 
triangle.” He paused briefly. 

“As you’re ready, let each symbol travel up those lines towards the 
apex. Do not judge or control the speed at which they move up the sides; 
allow them to move at whatever pace they use, even if they don’t match 
each others’ level at any given point. When they arrive at the top, see 
what happens as they meet. Be open to anything—again, no judging. 
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Take a bit of time to notice how this merging affects you—physically, 
intellectually, emotionally and spiritually. When you feel the process is 
complete for you, again lift your right index finger.” 
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Chapter 21 
 
 

A Knight in Shining Armor 
 
 

Somewhere along the line, Sings the Music lost track of the guide’s 
voice. He had selected his symbols quickly. It made sense to him to 
tackle his darkness theme head-on, and he chose a dark amorphous blob 
to represent what he’d experienced in their first meditation. This he 
placed on the left side of the base of the triangle. He shuddered when the 
Way-Shower suggested they experience each side of their dichotomy 
fully. Would he survive? He felt he had almost died in his prior experi-
ence of the dark, and was not anxious to repeat that. His stomach 
clenched and a nauseous feeling centered itself in his gut. Oh, OK. This 
is a physical sensation related to this symbol—like the Way-Shower said 
to notice. Having a frame of reference helped.  

He looked at the gelatinous blob, moving slowly toward it in his 
mind to experience it more closely in spite of the nausea and trepidation. 
Then he lurched as he saw an extension of the form unfold and come 
toward him. A dark tendril reached outward. Holy shit! It’s coming for 
my neck!  

An icy sensation coursed through Sings the Music. It started in his 
intestines and moved outward, gripping his stomach and extending down 
his legs. He identified this as fear. He backed away from the darkness as 
quickly as he could, his heart pounding and his breath coming fast and 
furious. The tendril of blackness kept seeking him out. He realized it was 
not reaching for his neck. It was searching for his heart. It dawned on 
him that his heart was what gave meaning to his existence!  

A part of him instinctively knew not to let the blob get his heart. He 
saw, in an intuitive flash, that emotions are the guiding force of life. 
They provide the rudder for how a person steers him or herself. If one is 
in fear, he or she would hold back and shut down. If one were able to feel 
goodwill toward others, he or she reached out to embrace the journey. 
The blob was showing him the fear side in detail, yet in experiencing the 
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depths of his fear, the kernel of awareness of love made itself known. It 
was just like the yin-yang symbol the group had talked about.  

Yet he had to deal with this dark blob, whose appendage was getting 
closer while the insights unfolded. Sings the Music had to claim his 
power to defend his heart and emotions or die from fear. He hung in the 
balance, uncertain how to proceed.  

From his right side, up cantered an armored Knight on a white steed. 
In his left hand he wielded a shining sword. The Knight stopped short of 
the morphing blackness, holding the snorting horse steady.  

“Cease and desist!” cried the Knight with firm authority. Sings the 
Music found himself watching with incredulity, eyes wide and mouth 
open. Where had the Knight come from? He didn’t recall even identify-
ing the other symbol—but here it was.  

The black entity emitted a hissing sound that was unmistakably dis-
gust. But it did stop advancing. Sings the Music saw eyes in the black-
ness he had not noticed before—little beady, bright pinpoints of different 
colors. There seemed to be thousands of them! Wow! This thing can see 
everywhere! Then another thought from a place deep inside him fol-
lowed. It needs to see everything in order to control its fear. Look how 
on edge it is. All the eyes are shifting as if anticipating attack or disaster. 
It is not coming from a position of authority; it is cowardly. 

As this awareness washed through Sings the Music, the arm-like ap-
pendage that had reached for his heart shifted its direction and veered 
with lightning speed toward the Knight. The horse reared and side-
stepped, sweating in its aversion to the vile thing. The Knight’s arm fell 
with accurate aim despite the horse’s movement, his sword slicing into 
the darkness. A piercing shriek ensued, and the dark retreated. Sings the 
Music noticed the blob’s eyes become brighter and more furtive, darting 
glances in all directions. He knew it was wondering if there were any 
more Knights or other threats, and on how many fronts it might have to 
fight.  

The Knight and his brave steed positioned themselves in front of the 
darkness. No move came from the dark. It bided its time. The eyes ap-
peared to be falling asleep. Those that weren’t closed looked dull and 
half-lidded. The blob gave off a sinister, lurking presence so real it sent 
tingles up Sings the Music’s back. He hoped the Knight had his wits 
about him and was ready for something underhanded.  

“State your business with this soul!” the Knight demanded of the 
dark. 



The Crystal Cave 

 

87 

No reply came. Tension built. The hairs on the back of Sings the 
Music’s neck rose. The Knight’s horse snorted, swishing its tail, catlike.  

At this point Sings the Music heard the Way-Shower’s voice coming 
through, intoning, “After you have chosen both your symbols, as you’re 
ready, let each symbol start to travel up the lines that go from its corner 
on the baseline to the top of the triangle. Do not judge the speed at which 
they move up the sides; allow them to move at whatever pace they use, 
even if they don’t match each others’ level at any given point. When they 
arrive at the top, see what happens as they meet. Be open to anything, 
being present for the result. Take a bit of time to notice how this merging 
affects you.”  

Sings the Music took his mind from the standoff between the dark 
and the Knight and returned to the visualization. Placing the Knight and 
horse on the right side of the baseline of the triangle and the blob on the 
left, he envisioned the lines on each side leading up to an apex. Then he 
freed both symbols to move to the point above them. The Knight gal-
loped up the side to the top, where he awaited the arrival of the blob. The 
blob moved sinuously, like a caterpillar. Part of it extended up the side of 
the triangle, then paused as the rest of it caught up. Holding his breath, 
Sings the Music waited in dread for what would happen at the top when 
the symbols would meet.  

As the dark reached the point of the triangle, the horse jumped for-
ward and the Knight thrust his sword into the blackness. At the same 
time, the dark suddenly struck outward and enveloped the Knight. Sings 
the Music’s throat choked and he clenched his fist as a yell emerged, 
“No!” He didn’t want to see the Knight’s demise, and looked down 
hopelessly.  

As a result, he missed the transformation taking place. Slowly, the 
darkness became lighter. As the glow expanded Sings the Music became 
aware of light in front of him and looked up to see bright yellow emanat-
ing from the apex. Not a sign was left of the darkness, its eyes or the un-
pleasant energy. As he watched, a five-pointed star formed at the peak of 
the triangle. He gasped at its beauty. As he gazed at it, Sings the Music 
heard, “Look now upon the Star that you are.” His heart opened with a 
powerful whoosh!, and a feeling that he could only describe as Love en-
veloped him. Embraced by the power of the emotional sensation, he 
withdrew his attention just in time to raise his finger to signal to the 
Way-Shower that he’d found a symbol for the integration of the two 
sides.  
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Chapter 22 
 
 

The Star That I Am 
 
 

Sings the Music opened his eyes to the garden setting around him. 
The gentle babble of the brook imparted a calm after the tumultuous 
events of his inner experience. Bright sunlight brought to mind the star 
that had appeared. The phrase, “Look now upon the Star that you are” 
echoed in his Being.  

Sings the Music’s skin tingled. The only way he could describe it 
was that he was glowing. An inner strength and sense of right filled a 
part of him that, prior to this experience, had been a deep hole. He wasn’t 
sure how this would all come together, but he felt profoundly changed. 
He sat up to check in with his groupmates, looking to see who was back 
from their inner experiences.  

She Who Speaks had a tear-streaked face and wiped her hands across 
her eyes as she came to a seated position. She then crossed her legs and 
sat with both hands palm-up on her lap. Peaceful and serene, Sings the 
Music thought. He wondered about her opposites and what had taken 
place when they met at the apex of the triangle. It appeared it had a posi-
tive effect. 

Water Wind Light was just coming around. He opened his eyes 
slowly and from his prone position, got up on one elbow to look at the 
others. A big grin spead across his face. Sings the Music could swear that 
the young man looked even younger than he had before. If someone were 
to ask him, he’d easily have said that his groupmate was seventeen.  

All Things One was radiant. Her face had a shine about it, and from 
the little Sings the Music knew about her, it was not from a fresh applica-
tion of make-up. Come to think of it she appears to reflect the way I’m 
feeling, he mused inwardly. From what he was seeing, the effects on the 
others were profound.  

Sings the Music wondered what exactly they were doing in their time 
with the Way-Shower. “Enter the door to who you truly are,” he had said 
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upon their arrival when he invited them to participate. Did that mean 
these transformed faces were who they truly were? Did the remarkable 
changes result simply from a visualization exercise? This was potent 
work, indeed. 

Sings the Music knew without a doubt that, for him, no amount of 
trying to think away the dark inside him would ever have removed his 
inner fear and the accompanying emptiness. He’d tried that for years and 
it had been unsuccessful. There was something about the uniqueness of 
the encounter between the dark and the Knight and the depth of feeling 
during the visualization that made the outcome become a part of him. 
“Be the Star that you are.” He thought, It’s almost like my brain was re-
wired. He grinned back at the others.  

The Way-Shower said, “I see you are all back. Let’s gather around 
again and I’d like to hear what happened for you—especially for Sings 
the Music.” 

Sings the Music recounted his experience, met with “oohs” and 
“aahs” from She Who Speaks and Water Wind Light. All Things One 
watched him compassionately and continued beaming during his story, 
her energy carrying its radiance to all of them. When he finished, She 
Who Speaks could barely contain herself as she quickly asked the Way-
Shower, “May I say something, please?” 

Chuckling gently at her enthusiasm, he nodded his assent. 
“That was so cool!” she gushed to Sings the Music. “Remember how 

in your first experience with the dark you felt so cold, but you hadn’t 
identified it? In this experience you were able to tell us that the cold and 
icy-ness is fear. Now you know the emotion connected to that physical 
sensation. And you could relate it back to what the Way-Shower had told 
us about having some sensations as part of the exercise, so putting it in 
that framework took away your powerlessness over what was happening. 
I remember hearing somewhere that being able to name something gives 
us power over it—and that’s what you did! That was a great start, only to 
be followed by more personal power as the story unfolds.” 

“Thank you,” replied Sings the Music. “I haven’t really gotten 
around to putting all the pieces in place yet, but I like the connections 
you made there. I don’t think I ever associated feelings in my body with 
emotions before. Now that I’m thinking more about it, the shift from 
darkness to the light of the Star reminds me of the yin-yang we talked 
about earlier. I bet there was a tiny spot of the Star somewhere in all that 
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fear and darkness, but I was so focused on the misery of the black I never 
looked for it. And now, even though I’m immersed in the brightness of 
the Star energy, I’m aware that the dark is still inside me, too. It’s such a 
relief to have it be the small part. What a difference!  

“This is an incredible learning experience for me on many levels. 
And I think that the change it created at the end—of being the ‘Star that 
you are’—will be part of me from now on.”  

All Things One said softly, “I don’t think you should continue to say 
‘the Star that you are.’ I think you need to own it. How about saying, 
‘The Star that I am?’ Are you ready to be that Star?” 

“A good point,” noted the Way-Shower. “Sings the Music, how 
would it feel to tell us all that you are the Star?” 

“Uh, I’m not sure I’m quite ready for that. Do I have to say it now?” 
“It would be best to do it while its energy is coursing through you,” 

the Way-Shower replied. “It will help if you close your eyes initially. Try 
it—bringing to mind the brilliant star that you saw at the end of the visu-
alization.” 

Sings the Music closed his eyes, the Star’s presence still strong 
within him. He felt the openness of his heart, and a deep sense of fulfill-
ment moved through him. Taking a breath, he said, “I am the Star and its 
radiance. I am ready to be the Star that I am.”  

Opening his eyes, he looked the others and the Way-Shower and 
stated, “I am the Star that I am.” The Way-Shower bowed his head 
slightly. All Things One joined her hands in prayer pose and bowed to 
him. Water Wind Light reached across the small circle. Taking Sings the 
Music’s hand, he shook it and said, “Pleased to meet you, Sir Star.” The 
moment was so profound that no one even chuckled. 

She Who Speaks again had tears flowing down her cheeks. “Wow. 
All I can say is that I’m honored.” More tears filled her eyes and she 
swiped her face with the backs of her hands.  

The Way-Shower shifted his position. With gravity he said, “We 
have all participated in a transformation today—powerful energy has 
impacted us all, as have several archetypes. Courage has been present on 
all levels. It was joined by Star and Transformation. Knight is also arche-
typal, though it could also be a representative of Courage. These are all 
potent symbols that will be playing their parts for each of us. 

“Thank you, Sings the Music, for bringing Knight and Star into our 
consciousness—we are truly blessed. You might want to consider taking 
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the name ‘Star’ for the remainder of your time here. The decision is up to 
you, of course.” The Way-Shower ended with a nod and a smile to the 
changed man. 
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Chapter 23 
 
 

The Color of Courage 
 
 

 The Way-Shower looked around the group. “Sings the Music’s ex-
perience was quite profound. I would like to hear what happened for the 
rest of you in your triangle meditations—yet want to emphasize that if 
you didn’t have such transformative experiences, it does not mean there 
is any less meaning in what occurred for you.” 

He saw heads nodding among his four charges. “That said,” he re-
sumed, “who’s willing to share next?” 

“I’d rather wait a bit,” She Who Speaks told the group. “I think I 
need time for mine to settle in, or I’ll be bawling even more than I al-
ready am.” 

“I’ll go,” volunteered Water Wind Light. “As the visualization 
started and the Way-Shower led us in relaxing all the areas of our bodies, 
I noticed how tight my muscles were. I realized I’m seldom physically 
relaxed. I place a lot of emphasis on being strong and in good shape, but 
I don’t balance that with stretching and relaxation. I could actually feel 
the shift when I focused on letting go of tension. I was aware of the ini-
tial tightness of the muscle. I’d repeat the word ‘relax’ in my mind, and 
notice the release. I found that pretty awesome.  

“For the opposites, I decided I wanted to go deeper into the experi-
ence I’d had with our first meditation. For one side I chose sacredness. 
The symbol I chose was the beautiful starfish Ramere gave me. I recalled 
what I learned about courage and sacred space—that when I’m grounded 
in the safety of sacred space, it will give me courage.  

“When All Things One told us the story of the angels and Hitler, I 
was depressed and fatalistic about the attacks, fear and hate that still exist 
in our world. For me, those are the opposite of sacred. Of the three, I se-
lected hatred for the other side of my dichotomy. It was a challenge to 
come up with a symbol for it. I picked a black heart—the black meant it 
was hardened.  
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“My two symbols didn’t have a story. I just saw them, like the Way-
Shower said, at both ends of the base of the triangle. They both traveled 
at the same speed up the legs to the apex. It was difficult for me to just 
let them be without trying to figure out what would happen at the top. 
After some internal struggle, I decided to just be open and stop trying to 
control it.  

“When the starfish and black heart reached the top, what happened 
amazed me. The starfish embraced the black heart, and a black tear fell 
from the heart. Then more black tears fell and the heart began shrinking 
in size. When it was half its original size, it stopped getting smaller and 
began to change color.”  

Water Wind Light’s voice stuck for a moment. He took a couple 
deep breaths and swallowed, then resumed. “Fascinated, I watched the 
heart turn to blue, then a lighter blue. From the blue it changed to pink, 
then lavender. I realized it was absorbing the shimmering colors of the 
starfish! But what really blew me away was that the color it ended up 
being was purple. Isn’t that the symbol for courage—the Purple Heart? 
And courage was the quality that Ramere told me I would have when I 
am in touch with the sacredness inside.”  
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Chapter 24 
 
 

Tears and Anger 
 
 

There was silence in the group as the members took in Water Wind 
Light’s meditation. Glancing around, Water Wind Light saw tears again 
sliding down She Who Speaks’ cheeks. He hoped he hadn’t exacerbated 
anything for her; he hadn’t really thought about her emotional vulnerabil-
ity.  

“Are the tears from something I said?” he asked her.  
“It’s not anything bad,” she sniffled. “All these experiences are so 

deep. They’re bringing up lots of feelings, and they’re coming out as 
tears. You know what they say about how women and men express their 
feelings—I hate to be an example of that, but I guess I am.”  

Water Wind Light looked at the others. Sings the Music shrugged. 
All Things One raised her eyebrows indicating she didn’t know what She 
Who Speaks was referring to, either.  

Water Wind Light asked She Who Speaks, “You’ll have to enlighten 
me. What is this about how men and women express feelings?” 

She Who Speaks’ chuckle got lost in her nasal congestion. “It goes 
something like: ‘Why do women cry to express all their feelings—like 
joy at weddings, sadness during funerals, anger, or at times of achieve-
ment—like graduations or the Olympics?’ And the reply is, ‘Well, why 
do men get angry at times of sadness—like saying goodbye; or at times 
when they have to make difficult decisions; or when they are confused 
and don’t want to admit it—like having to ask for directions?’ Women 
often use tears to release emotion; men often use anger. True to my gen-
der, I’m doing the tears thing.” 

“Oh,” Water Wind Light replied. “That’s never occurred to me. Now 
that you mention it, it does seem on target.”  

“So, if you don’t mind too much,” She Who Speaks continued, “I’d 
rather just listen to what happened for All Things One in her visualiza-
tion and keep leaking water for a while before I share.” 
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All of them nodded, which All Things One took as her cue to pro-
ceed with her triangle meditation.  
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Chapter 25 
 
 

Both/And 
 
 

“A major issue for me in life is abandonment,” she started. “I’m al-
ways afraid that people I make good connections with will leave, and it’s 
often turned out that way in my life. When I get a job that I like with a 
boss I get along with, almost unfailingly he or she will leave the com-
pany, or get divorced and move away, or things like that. It results in my 
being afraid to open up to and care for new people in my life. I don’t 
want to go through the hurt I feel when they leave. So I decided to look 
at that with this visualization.  

“For abandonment, I chose the symbol of a suitcase. I placed it on 
the left side of the bottom of the triangle. It took me a while to figure out 
what, for me, the opposite of abandonment is. The concept of security 
felt right. To symbolize that I chose a soft pale green blanket and put it 
on the right side of the triangle’s base.  

“The two symbols moved rapidly up the sides of the triangle, almost 
as if the intensity of my issue was powering them. Anxiety flowed 
through me as they approached the top. The weirdest thing happened 
when they converged! The blanket had been folded, and at the top of the 
triangle it began unfolding, taking the shape of a stylized flower. The 
suitcase moved under it and took on the appearance of a large flowerpot. 
Tendrils moved down from the blanket/flower, looking like roots extend-
ing into what would have been soil in the pot. The insight came to me 
that abandonment is my foundation, and security will grow out of it. The 
abandonment is necessary—security will take root in it and flower from 
it.  

“It didn’t occur to me while I was doing the visualization, but in talk-
ing about it now I’m thinking back to the yin-yang symbol. The Way-
Shower mentioned how each side flows into the other. I’ve heard many 
times in life that ‘you can’t have joy if you haven’t experienced sorrow.’ 

This visualization helped give that deeper meaning for me.” 
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Sings the Music asked, “You looked so peaceful when you came out 
of this experience—as if there had been a resolution or deep understand-
ing, perhaps. You don’t have to tell us if you don’t want to, but was there 
a deeper level to your experience that you didn’t share?” 

“No, not really,” replied All Things One. “It was just so cool to real-
ize that I don’t have to fight the abandonment. Like we were talking 
about with the judgments stuff, and good and bad…. I had thought that 
the abandonment was an ‘unhealthy’ part of me that I should get rid of 
and replace with security. Now I see that I don’t have to fear abandon-
ment—that really it’s a part of security, at least for me. Years ago I heard 
someone say that things should not be viewed as ‘either/or’ but 
‘both/and.’ When I first heard it I thought it sounded neat, but up till now 
it had always been one of those sayings I found profound but beyond my 
understanding. I hadn’t been able to apply it to my life in any way that 
gave it personal meaning. This meditation helped me understand the im-
portance of ‘both/and.’  

“Wait a minute!” All Things One exclaimed. “There is another level 
to it! This visualization expressed how I learn things and come into bal-
ance. I take the one side and examine it, then the other. Then I look for 
the solution. I try to be as creative as possible, and to validate both sides 
in the conclusion I reach. Wow!  

“So this experience wasn’t just an exercise to resolve a difficult is-
sue—it was a validation of an aspect of my personality! That’s probably 
why I looked like I’d had an ‘ah hah!’ moment, Sings the Music.” 

“Ha! I knew it!” Sings the Music beamed.  
“Wonderful!” interjected the Way-Shower. “Balance is a great en-

ergy. And Courage remains with us as we do this inner opening and ex-
ploration. Are you seeing how archetypes and energies are helping us to 
address the challenges? Abandonment and Hate had the opposites of Se-
curity and Sacredness. Balance has come to facilitate their expression. 
Let’s take a moment to welcome Balance and honor its role in all our 
lives.” 

The four students and their guide took several deep breaths and each 
contemplated the qualities of Balance. The Way-Shower intoned, “Thank 
you, Balance, for coming to our group and participating in what we are 
learning. We appreciate your message. We also honor all the other 
energies expressing themselves through us. May we grow in awareness, 
acceptance, and responsible action as you continue your work among us. 
So be it.” 



Susan C. Moyer 

 

98 

 
 

Chapter 26 
 
 

Time for a Break 
 
 

Sings the Music thought for a moment. “It’s amazing to me that such 
deep insights and new ways of seeing things can come from a short 
meditative experience. I spent a couple years in therapy trying to under-
stand my depression and the darkness inside me, and I never had an in-
sight as powerful as the meditation I did here. Some therapists recom-
mended that I use affirmations. It was hard for me to practice them be-
cause I didn’t really believe what I was trying to affirm. They say that 
you don’t have to believe them for them to work. But the fact that I 
didn’t trust that reciting statements over and over would result in change 
definitely impacted my motivation to recite them. For me, this structured 
exercise was much more helpful.” 

“I don’t think I’ve had quite the ‘ah hahs’ that you two have,” Water 
Wind Light chimed in. “I’m awed listening to the two of you. It’s mak-
ing me curious to see what else will unfold for me while we’re here.” 

“Oh, please, not much more!” She Who Speaks was distressed. Her 
cheeks, dry at this point, flushed a little as all eyes turned to her.  

“Wow,” said Water Wind Light. “Was your triangle visualization as 
intense as Sings the Music’s and All Things One’s? I gotta hear this!” 

The Way-Shower interjected, his voice firm. “Please, let’s not pres-
sure each other. As a couple of you have found, this can be intense and 
very tiring work. This may be a good time for a break. What do you feel, 
She Who Speaks? Are you ready to share with the group now or would 
you rather wait a while? A break for some food and restroom visits is in 
order shortly. We could do it now, or you could share your experience 
first, if you prefer.” 

“Thank you,” she replied. “Food sounds good. It might help me feel 
less emotional. If you all don’t mind waiting, I would prefer a break 
now.” 
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“Fine by me,” came All Things One’s quick answer. “I’ll be grateful 
for some time to journal what happened for me and its implications. I 
don’t want to lose its meaning when we leave. I’m figuring we do leave 
at some point?” she glanced sideways at the Way-Shower. He remained 
impassive and gave no reply. 

“I’m starving!” Water Wind Light practically bellowed. “Food for 
all! That way!” He pointed to the passageway to the cave and took off for 
it. 

“Ahem,” the Way-Shower cleared his throat. “We have not officially 
brought this group to a close.”  

“Oh.” Water Wind Light’s face looked like a puppy chastised for 
showing too much enthusiasm. He walked back to the others. 

“Thank you,” the Way-Shower told him. “As you go, let’s be mind-
ful to honor the nutrition we consume and thank it for its gift of life, en-
ergy and goodness. It is a sacrifice on the part of the grains, fruits, nuts, 
and animals. In its highest form, sacrifice is always done from a place of 
love. That may also be a meditation for any of you to engage in at some 
point when it feels right. For now, off you go! Let’s plan to meet again 
after some time.” 

“How much time?” All Things One wanted to know.  
The Way-Shower chuckled. “Does anyone have a watch here?” 
They looked down at their wrists. All Things One had noticed before 

that her timepiece was gone, but the others hadn’t. A gasp escaped from 
She Who Speaks and Sings the Music and their eyes opened wide.  

“I had one when I came here!” She Who Speaks frowned.  
“Me, too!” noted Sings the Music. 
They looked at the Way-Shower to see his eyes sparkling and his 

chin quivering. 
“Geez,” said All Things One. “Go ahead and laugh, will you? I think 

your chin might fall off if you don’t!” 
The Way-Shower broke into a huge grin and a throaty chuckle. “You 

will find that time is very strange around this type of inner learning. 
Leaving timepieces in the dimension where they belong is more suitable 
than trying to make time function in this place. After being here, what 
All Things One referred to as “going back” will feel like you’ve been in 
a time warp.”  

“Wow!” Water Wind Light could hardly contain his excitement. 
“You mean we’re time travelers? Man, I’d love to talk about that, but 
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right now I’m too hungry. I’m off to find some ‘nutrients,’ as you call 
them. When do we come back if we can’t tell time?” 

“When you’re ready!” the Way-Shower guffawed, this time not 
holding back from full-fledged, belly-rolling laughter. Except, as All 
Things One noticed, he didn’t have much of a belly. 
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Chapter 27 
 
 

The Way-Shower’s Reflections II 
 
 

As he watched the four take off down the tunnel, the Way-Shower 
contemplated the experiences they had shared. He was glad to see this 
group peeling off layers of longstanding issues so quickly. And their en-
thusiasm was most impressive. She Who Speaks’ hesitation and nerv-
ousness were more the norm in small groups like this. He smiled in-
wardly as he remembered one man, probably close to 50, who had come 
to the cave a while back. He had simply refused to get involved. Other 
members of his group shared some deep realizations, and they had seen 
the frightened member soften. He had decided to do the triangle media-
tion around his resistance. The shift it created amazed the Way-Shower, 
even after the many years he had been providing these teachings. Where 
there is resistance, something deep wants expression and resolution, he 
thought. He walked down the tunnel to his room in the cave, wondering 
what would unfold for She Who Speaks. 

Thank goodness Balance was with them. Thank you for joining us, 
Great Energy. I know I invoked your involvement, yet what you manifest 
always humbles me. Keep up the amazing work. 
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Chapter 28 
 
 

Each in Their Own World 
 
 

Back in the main room, the four helped themselves to food. Water 
Wind Light was jazzed. He heaped portions of pasta salad, wholegrain 
bread and carrots and tomato slices on his plate. He whistled a tune and 
had a spring in his step as he walked to the art table to eat. 

 She Who Speaks had a sense of foreboding about what was to come. 
She thought she was aware of the skeletons in her closet—or most of 
them, anyway—yet she found it difficult to keep her mind open and will-
ing in this group work. True to her story of how men and women express 
emotion, her tears resumed as anxiety and mistrust surfaced.  

Neither of the men showed any interest in talking to her. Sings the 
Music journaled as he munched, deep in thought. Water Wind Light 
hummed as he ate. He’s probably wondering what quadrant of the uni-
verse we’re in and how to compute our time-travel back to Earth, she 
thought. They are so uncomfortable around tears! Is it some kind of male 
genetic defect or something? Why is it so difficult for them to deal with 
some friggin’ emotions?  

She Who Speaks wanted to share her trepidation with someone and 
looked for All Things One. The other woman sat on the couch, a plate of 
food next to her and her journal on the arm of the furniture. Oh, that’s 
right. She wanted to record the insights she received from their discus-
sions and her triangle meditation. She Who Speaks didn’t want to dis-
turb the other’s writing.  

The animal communicator felt forsaken and more tears flowed. She 
headed to the restroom in search of tissues.  

She grabbed a box of tissues and sat on a cushioned bench in the 
restroom’s anterior lounge. Anger and self-pity bubbled inside. Why is it 
always like this in my life? she moaned to herself. This is why I got the 
name ‘She Who Speaks with the Four-Leggeds’—because two-leggeds 
never talk to me! It’s like I’m too emotional or philosophical for them, or 
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something. Her despairing thoughts tumbled one after the other and she 
began sobbing.  

An experience from when she was six years old came to mind, fol-
lowed by events of older years with the same emotional imprint. “Oh, 
God! I hate this!” she cried out loud. Immediately after, she realized that 
her agonized outburst was probably heard throughout the cave. Oh, now 
they’ll all come running, she thought. Yeah, when it sounds like I might 
really be hurting then they’ll show up to help. Why can’t they realize 
what I’m going through before it gets to that point? She didn’t remember 
that Water Wind Light had expressed concern about her tears—and that 
she had told him she was OK.  

Embarrassed to think of the others finding her like this, she wiped 
away her tears and blew her nose. Tossing her hair back and smoothing it 
with her hands, she put on her “everything’s fine” face. It occurred to her 
that if any of the others saw her right now, it would be clear that she 
wasn’t fine. She threw the box of tissues in frustration. What would she 
do—tell them not to believe their eyes? Frustrated by the whole thing her 
mind quipped, Forget this! Tell them you’re not going to stay with a 
group who can’t be there for you when you need them! 

 Strong in her sense of being wronged, determination came over She 
Who Speaks. She made up her mind that she was going to tell them pre-
cisely that—and ask for directions out of this place, time warp or not. 
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Chapter 29 
 
 

Emotional Rescue 
 
 

Before exiting, She Who Speaks went into the restroom proper to 
wash her face. She examined her reflection in the mirror. Red, puffy eyes, 
but otherwise not too bad. She dabbed her forehead and cheeks with a 
towel, then petulantly tossed it by the sink and swirled to exit.  

Wham! She ran into All Things One who, by virtue of the force of 
collision, had to take a couple steps back.  

Gathering herself after the impact, All Things One took She Who 
Speaks by the arms and looked into her face. “What’s going on?” she 
asked. “I heard you cry out all the way across the room! I thought back in 
the group you said you were OK. What’s happening?” 

She Who Speaks was taken aback by All Things One’s apparent 
genuineness. “Oh, nothing much. I’m just…”  

 The feelings that had been percolating in her flooded to the surface, 
and she started sobbing so hard she had to lean on All Things One to 
keep from sinking to her knees. All Things One extended her arms 
around the other woman and held her as the tears gushed anew. “Uh, 
huh. Uh, huh,” All Things One intoned.  

After a couple minutes the crying dissipated and All Things One 
asked, “Is there anything I can do?” 

“I don’t know,” She Who Speaks responded. “I really did think I was 
OK. Then I came in here and some stuff from my past came up. It just 
took me over! Remember how I told you all that I’d gotten some help 
when I made that change from being such a vamp? Well, I did a couple 
years of therapy and I thought I had a good handle on that stuff. This 
came at me from nowhere; it took me completely by surprise. It’s not a 
good emotional place for me to be. In fact, I was going to tell you all that 
I was leaving the group and ask the Way-Shower how to get the you-
know-what out of this place.” 
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“Wow,” All Things One said. She held She Who Speaks at arm’s 
length and searched her eyes. “That sounds intense. Are you still deter-
mined to leave?” 

“Maybe not.” She Who Speaks stepped back from All Things One’s 
hold and picked up the box of tissues she had thrown aside. Taking one 
from the box, she blew her nose forcefully. With a weak smile, she went 
back to the sink to wash her face again. This time she folded the towel 
neatly and placed it on the rack.  

“I can’t tolerate these feelings,” She Who Speaks said. “The shame, 
guilt and disgust make me sick. If it’s going to be like this for the rest of 
my stay here, I won’t do it. I feel so alone, so unloved, so angry and be-
trayed. I just want to lash out at everyone! It wouldn’t be good for you all 
to be around me when I’m like this.” 

“Hmmm….” All Things One’s reply was calm and neutral. “Sounds 
like good material for our group. What do you think?” 

“Oh, crap,” She Who Speaks snapped. “When I was crying in the 
garden I could see how the two guys squirmed. I don’t want to share this 
stuff with morons who can’t deal with feelings! Geez, whenever a 
woman gets emotional men run for the hills. I don’t want to feel their 
discomfort at not knowing what to do to make me feel better. Or, for that 
matter, hear their stupid comments that make me feel worse. Like, ‘Sorry 
you’re feeling that way.’ That’s a brilliant statement. I’m sorry I feel that 
way! Do they think I like it or something?” She Who Speaks stopped as 
her bitterness snowballed.  

“Wow. Guess I’m more than a little upset, huh?” she observed. 
“Sounds that way,” All Things One responded. “But do you think 

that what you said about men is true about the guys here with us? After 
all, you were the one who was so thrilled when Sings the Music made 
that connection between the physical cold and numbness and his fear. 
Your feelings about this life circumstance you had in the past may be 
really deep, but I wouldn’t be surprised if these guys could hold their 
own with your emotions. I bet they’d even learn from them and thank 
you in the end.” 

“Ha! That would sure be a first!” She Who Speaks scoffed.  
“So is it worth sticking around to find out?” All Things One asked. 
She Who Speaks’ eyes sparkled at the dare. “Oh, now don’t go 

tempting my old behavior of getting addicted to the challenge,” she re-
plied with a grin. “But, yeah, maybe it is.” 
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“Let’s go find out. You got my curiosity going now, too,” said All 
Things One. Putting her arm around She Who Speaks’ shoulders, they 
exited the women’s room looking like a couple of teenagers conspiring 
together on a major scheme. 
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Chapter 30 
 
 

When the Going Gets Tough… 
 
 

Sings the Music was journaling at a table when the two women 
walked by, headed to the tunnel that led to the garden. Water Wind Light 
noticed them and after grabbing another slice of carrot bread, he ap-
proached.  

“Hey, how’s it going?” he asked. 
“I think you guys better get ready for some rock ‘n’ rolling,” All 

Things One told him. “She Who Speaks has some stuff going on and it 
sounds like our group will get intense for a while. Think you’re man 
enough to deal with it?” 

A look of hurt crossed Water Wind Light’s face. “Is this going to 
turn into some male-bashing thing? What did we do? I thought we were 
all doing great together. Did something happen in the bathroom that I 
should know about?” 

“Oh, you’ll find out,” replied She Who Speaks. She threw a conniv-
ing look to All Things One. 

“No, really… “ Water Wind Light persisted. “I didn’t do anything 
wrong, did I?” 

All Things One caved at his puppy-dog eyes and worried counte-
nance. She stopped for a moment. “We didn’t say anyone did anything 
wrong.”  

Her sincerity reassured him. “OK,” Water Wind Light said. “I’ll be 
with you in a few minutes. A stop at the men’s room is called for if we’re 
going to be in the garden for a couple hours. See ya in a bit.” He turned 
and loped off toward the lavatories.  

All Things One watched him go and remembered how she had 
wanted her journal in the first group meeting. Pulling away from She 
Who Speaks she said, “I don’t want to forget my journal this time. I left 
it on the couch where I’d been writing when I went to talk to you. Do 
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you want anything from the cave before we get together outside? Did 
you get enough to eat? Do you want a journal?” 

“Oh, yeah. Would you bring me a journal? Any one on the table is 
OK as I haven’t started using one yet. Wait—if there’s a green one I like 
the color green. And if there are any nuts left that would be great, too. 
Thanks.” 

“You got it,” All Things One replied, heading back to gather the re-
quested items. 

As All Things One retrieved the journals and grabbed a large bowl of 
nuts, Sings the Music looked up.  

“Ready to go?” he asked her. 
“On my way,” she tossed back. “How ‘bout you?” 
“Me, too,” he said. “After a visit to the commode.” 
“See you soon,” she replied lightly, and proceeded to the tunnel. 
It wasn’t long before the four of them were gathered in the garden. 

Water Wind Light jumped to see their teacher emerge from the tunnel. 
He had been wondering how long they would have to wait for their 
guide. 

“Oh, you’re here!” he exclaimed. 
“Where else would I be?” came the retort. 
The young man flushed and stammered, “I don’t know…. I just 

wasn’t sure how you would know when we were ready.” 
“Don’t trouble yourself with silly things like that,” the Way-Shower 

said, sounding annoyed. “I believe we have some serious work to do this 
afternoon. Am I correct, ladies?” 

All Things One looked over at She Who Speaks, who did not hesitate 
in the least with her strong reply, “Yes, we do.” 

“Well, let’s find seats and get to it,” he said. “She Who Speaks, I be-
lieve you will be starting? Would you like to share your meditation or 
perhaps something else? Wherever you want to start is fine.” 
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Chapter 31 
 
 

Between a Rock and a Hard Place 
 
 

She Who Speaks didn’t waste any time. “I want to tell the group that 
I think it’s pretty rude of you all to ignore me when I’m bawling my eyes 
out in the bathroom,” she announced.  

Sings the Music’s eyes widened and his mouth dropped open invol-
untarily. He looked as if he’d been blindsided.  

“What the hell do you mean?” he shot back at her. “Before we left 
our group for lunch, you told us you were OK. You gave us no clue that 
you needed support or someone to talk to. Why are you so angry at us? I 
would have listened to you if you said you needed some time.”  

Sarcastically, She Who Speaks responded, “Well, geez, unless you 
were deaf one would think you might figure it out. But then again, men 
don’t do that very well, do they? If there’s a woman crying, they’re long 
gone. Some support!” 

The Way-Shower interjected. “If I might say something here…” But 
She Who Speaks was just getting started. 

“Why? Are you going to defend them? Did you hear me crying in 
there? Did you ask anyone what was going on? Did you even care?” 

The Way-Shower didn’t skip a beat. “Are you only looking to men to 
help you when you’re upset? What about considering help from 
women?” 

“A woman was the one who finally came to check on me!” railed 
She Who Speaks. “But why was it her? Why couldn’t it have been some-
one else?” 

“Was there someone you had in mind?” asked the Way-Shower. 
She Who Speaks’ mouth dropped and she turned red. His question 

caught her off-guard and she stopped to think. “Uhhh…” was all she 
came up with. 

“Thank you for the pause,” the Way-Shower inserted into the si-
lence. “Is there someone you had in mind who you wanted help from in 
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the past and who wasn’t there for you? Could it be that is getting re-
enacted here?” 

A face came to She Who Speaks’ mind. “Oh,” she said. “Now that I 
think of it, yes, there is—or was… “ 

Shock and disbelief etched in the expressions of her groupmates 
lightened. There was an audible sigh of relief as the focus shifted away 
from them. Water Wind Light and Sings the Music exchanged glances. 
Their relief quickly morphed into irritation at feeling blamed for some-
thing that was not their doing. Sings the Music expressed the male side 
of the equation. 

“So are you going to tell us, since you blasted us for something that 
apparently isn’t our fault?” He glared at She Who Speaks. “You know, I 
was just journaling during lunch minding my own business. I wasn’t ex-
pecting you to go off on us like this. Since there’s nothing that I or Water 
Wind Light—or the Way-Shower—have done to deserve your outburst, 
how about an apology?” 

Meeting his glare with fire in her own eyes, She Who Speaks went 
right back to her resentment. “I can’t believe how you men always want 
us to apologize! Excuse me for having feelings! Excuse me for express-
ing myself honestly. How about excuse me for living?” 

Water Wind Light wriggled at this point, shifting and avoiding eye 
contact. This last outburst was about all he could take.  

“I know when we were headed here you two said things could get 
emotional, but when I asked if I had done anything wrong, All Things 
One told me no.” He looked at All Things One and said, “And you said it 
would not be male-bashing, so how come that’s exactly how I’m feel-
ing?” 

Turning to look at She Who Speaks, he said, “You know, I’m sorry 
if there’s some guy who did you wrong somehow, but I don’t think I 
should be taking all the crap you’re dishing out because of what he did. 
How about you express your anger at him instead of us?” 

“Because he’s not here! And he won’t ever be! He’s dead—so 
there!” She Who Speaks snapped angrily. She burst into tears. 

All Things One felt sympathetic toward the two men. She could see 
that the other woman’s outburst had nothing to do with them, and she 
understood their frustration. She wanted to tell them that, but the situa-
tion was tricky. If she expressed kind thoughts toward the guys, She Who 
Speaks might feel everyone was against her. All Things One feared the 
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other woman would go back to her plan to leave the group. She didn’t 
think that would be good for any of them—at least not right now. Yet she 
wanted the guys to know she could see their side, too.  

Hmmmm…. All Things One pondered. Was this another instance of 
the black and white way of viewing things? She Who Speaks felt right, 
and the guys felt wronged. And here she was looking for the Balance.  

Abandonment and Security. Yeesh! They’re playing out right here in 
front of me! All Things One made the connection that if She Who Speaks 
were to leave, it would be another abandonment for her. The group felt 
safe to All Things One if they stayed together. The realization that their 
little drama was connected to her core issue helped All Things One feel 
empowered. She could now make choices about her actions from clarity; 
not from a knee-jerk reaction. She brought her attention back to the 
group. 

By then She Who Speaks’ sobbing had downgraded to a sniffle. She 
looked at the men sheepishly and said, “I’m sorry, you guys. I had no 
idea when I was crying in the bathroom that it tapped into unresolved 
feelings about the S.O.B. from years ago. I mean, I knew who I wanted 
comfort from, but I hadn’t connected with the person who had hurt me to 
begin with. You’re right, Water Wind Light, it doesn’t have anything to 
do with you or with Sings the Music.”  

 Looking at the Way-Shower, she asked, “Is this typical? My feelings 
were so intense, and yet they didn’t apply to this setting. Could you per-
haps have warned us that stuff like this might happen?” 

Perfunctorily, the Way-Shower said, “OK, things like this might 
happen. I’m not sure you would have believed me, though. It’s hard to 
understand until it happens. Then we can work it out.” 

He looked around the group. “Would anyone like to respond to that? 
Does anyone have any insight about how what happened affected them?” 

All Things One glanced around the circle. The two men looked in no 
mood to say anything. Sings the Music sat with hunched shoulders pick-
ing his cuticles. Water Wind Light leaned back on his elbows with a de-
fiant glare as if to say “I’m waiting to see if the coast is clear for sure.”  

All Things One had the distinct feeling that the guys were going to 
hammer She Who Speaks—and perhaps herself, too. She wasn’t sure 
what they were waiting for, but didn’t waste time finding out. 

“You know, as that was happening I had a weird experience,” she 
started.  
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Unable to contain his bursting energy, Water Wind Light interrupted. 
“Oh, I bet it was nothing like we had! It’s quite the trip to be unexpect-
edly attacked from out of the blue—especially for something we didn’t 
have anything to do with!” He was piping hot, red face accentuating the 
emotion. All Things One had to bite her tongue to keep from laughing at 
the crimson tips of his ears.  

The Way-Shower extended his hand. “Water Wind Light, may I re-
mind you of the guidelines I set out in the beginning? I asked that you all 
not interrupt when one of you is talking. Can we let All Things One fin-
ish what she was saying? Will you be able to hear her, or are you too an-
gry to let in thoughts of the others or myself?” 

“Hmphh,” Water Wind Light replied. “I can probably listen. I just 
feel rather shafted right now. It doesn’t seem right that after She Who 
Speaks gets to blast us, we just have to sit here and be ‘oh, that’s OK; 
you can use us men as a whipping posts anytime’—like it’s no problem.” 
Glaring again at She Who Speaks he underscored, “Because it is a prob-
lem, you know!”  

He looked to Sings the Music for validation. “Are you with me on 
this?” 

“Yeah, I feel beat up for sure, but I’m open to hearing more about 
what was going on. To be honest, this sounds like stuff that’s happened 
to me in the past with romantic relationships. It has a déjà-vu feel. I want 
to understand it better.” 

Water Wind Light did not look convinced. He glanced toward All 
Things One and told her, “OK, go ahead. Seems like I’m outvoted 
around here.” 

All Things One saw the lost puppy-dog look on his face and couldn’t 
resist teasing him. “Are you pouting, Water Wind Light? Where’s that 
charming smile we’ve come to enjoy so much? Remember, big boys 
don’t cry!” 

Water Wind Light responded with a taunt of his own: “But appar-
ently big girls do.” Then he muttered, “And big boys can pout!” 

The repartee seemed to do the trick of releasing the tension that had 
threatened their work together. Sensing this, All Things One asked, “So, 
can I continue?” She received no responses to the negative and pro-
ceeded. 

“What I was going to say is that I could see both sides of what was 
going on. I was aware of She Who Speaks’ feelings, yet I could also un-
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derstand the guys’ feelings of being unfairly accused. There was no evi-
dence that either of them had done anything negligent to either of us 
women. As Sings the Music brought up, I recollected that we had asked 
She Who Speaks before we left to eat if she was OK. She claimed that 
she was. For me, it felt like I was betwixt and between. I didn’t want to 
hurt She Who Speaks by agreeing with the guys, but I wanted to let the 
guys know that I could see their point of view, also. 

“It made me think of what we had talked about earlier in terms of 
opposites and things being black and white. I thought of our triangle 
meditation and saw a connection between what is going on now and my 
issue of abandonment. I would feel abandoned if She Who Speaks fol-
lows through on her threat to leave the group. If we stay together, it’s 
secure to me, even if we have some trying times. I saw how Balance 
plays its part in allowing me to see each side. However, I’ll admit I 
didn’t know what to do to resolve the situation, and the inner tension was 
not comfortable.”  

The Way-Shower’s face had an expression of pride. “Excellent! I’m 
pleased to have such quick learners in this group. This experience shows 
how we can get caught in righteousness, creating an extreme on one side 
that by its nature will seek balance in expression of its opposite. Holding 
the opposites, and the tension between them, gives our subconscious en-
ergy it can use to create a solution. Who recalls where the solution comes 
from?” 

Sings the Music sat up straight. “I’m seeing the Knight, blob and 
Star from my triangle. My experience of it is so strong it’s easy for me to 
remember the resolution comes from a point above that line connecting 
the opposites,” he answered. 

“Very good,” the Way-Shower told him. “Does anyone else have 
anything to note regarding the feelings or behaviors that occurred here?” 

The four looked at each other with blank expressions. What had al-
ready been said felt like quite enough—how much more was there? No 
one made a move to say anything else.  

The Way-Shower prodded, “How about what was mentioned earlier 
about how men and women deal with feelings? She Who Speaks, I think 
you were the one who shared that originally?” His voice thinned in vol-
ume with the query at the end. 
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Blushing as she put the pieces together, She Who Speaks piped up, 
“Oh, that… Women express feelings with tears. Yeah, I did that pretty 
well, didn’t I?” 

The Way-Shower asked, “And the men?” 
Head hanging, She Who Speaks replied, “And men do anger. So?” 

Still focused on her own material, she didn’t see the other side.  
“Oh!” All Things One got it, hitting her forehead with the palm of 

her right hand. “She Who Speaks, while you were crying, how did the 
guys respond to you?” 

Looking blank for a moment, She Who Speaks thought about the 
process. She had expressed her hurt at the men not caring about her tears, 
and then the guys had…. Her face lit as she made the connection.  

“They got angry!” she said. 
“Wait a minute here,” Sings the Music said. “You’re making it sound 

like we men have all the character flaws. So what we got angry? We had 
a right to be angry! You jumped all over us for something that was all a 
re-enactment of your past, or something… I think most normal people 
would react that way!” 

“Whoa!” the Way-Shower declared. “It sounds like we’re heading 
back into blaming. We’re getting back into an area we talked about be-
fore….” 

Before he could go on, She Who Speaks jumped in. “Yeah…. how 
we avoid our darker sides. Blaming is another way to do that. I did that 
all the time. I blamed the men who slept with me, and their women who 
didn’t realize their boyfriends or husbands were unfaithful. It was an-
other way for me not to acknowledge my harmful behavior. We men-
tioned repression and stuffing as avoidance techniques. I’d like to add 
blaming to them.” 

“Well said,” their teacher noted. “You’re doing well in applying 
what you’re learning. Are there any other insights anyone has about 
blaming?”  

“I have another,” She Who Speaks said. “It’s also bringing to mind 
judgment—like how we judge Hitler as bad, but he may have been doing 
people on Earth a huge service. Judgment was what my first meditation 
was about. This might be a good time to share that with you, Way-
Shower. I think it will segueway into what we’re talking about. But be-
fore I do, I just have to say I can’t believe the speed that things are hap-
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pening around here! It’s like we talk about a topic, and two hours later 
it’s in our faces!” 

“Tell me about it,” Sings the Music moaned. “To be honest, it’s all 
going a bit too fast for me. My head is spinning. Can we take a time out 
or something before She Who Speaks ties in her meditation? My journal 
is calling.” 

“All in favor?” the Way-Shower asked. 
“Aye!” came a chorus of voices. 
“Fine, a break it is—but not as long as the first one, please. I have a 

feeling that She Who Speaks’ meditation will be a good way to tie in the 
day’s lessons. See you in a bit.”  

Water Wind Light lay on the ground, glad for the reprieve from the 
challenging dynamics. Sings the Music began writing. She Who Speaks 
walked down to the stream, twirling one of the heron feathers between 
her fingers. She had her journal with her and sat near the water. Opening 
it and laying the feather by her side, she began writing. All Things One 
flipped through her journal re-reading what she had written and prepared 
to add some brief points of realization and integration. 
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Chapter 32 
 
 

She Who Speaks’ Meditation 
 
 

In what could have been 20 to 30 minutes, the Way-Shower returned. 
He carried a meditation pillow, which he placed under the tree to sit on. 
All Things One scrambled to complete her writing about trying to hold 
the energy of opposites while remaining detached from committing sup-
port to either side. So that’s what they mean when they talk about rising 
above a situation, she thought. The personal experience of it made her 
realize the inner strength it took to be both/and instead of either/or.  

Finished with her writing, she closed her journal and moved closer to 
the Way-Shower. His position reminded her of the sitting Buddha under 
the bodi tree. Their guide was a study in contrasts that intrigued her 
mightily. He was calm yet intense; gentle yet powerful; wizard-like, yet 
also very human in his emotions. Up to now, she had thought power was 
the ability to complete an Ironman Triathlon or a 50-mile endurance 
run—or, emotionally, the ability to keep people under control. This tutor 
was causing her to reconsider her beliefs.  

The other three joined them, spreading out under the tree. She Who 
Speaks appeared centered now; no tears streaked her face. Water Wind 
Light glanced back and forth suspiciously. Both arms folded tightly 
across his chest accentuated his defensiveness. Noticing his wariness, All 
Things One thought of the pinpoints of light Sings the Music had de-
scribed in the dark blob.  

Almost in sync with her thoughts about him, Water Wind Light 
pushed his hair down over his ears so that part of his face was obstructed. 
He doesn’t want to be here, All Things One intuited.  

Taken aback by the thought that her groupmates were anything less 
than fascinated by the experiences unfolding for them, All Things One 
looked over at Sings the Music. He did not appear as skittish. She re-
called his statement that what had unfolded reminded him of his past re-
lationships. She wondered if the accusations in Sings the Music’s rela-
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tionships had come from him or his partner. The man in front of her 
seemed too mild to act as offensively as She Who Speaks had, but All 
Things One remembered Sings the Music’s initial anger in response to 
the other woman in their group. He definitely has a bit of spitfire in him 
under that depressed outward expression, she thought. Then, Depressed? 
He hardly seemed so since his “be the Star” meditative experience. 
Could a personality shift happen that quickly? Her curiosity piqued, she 
was ready for more. She just hoped that Water Wind Light had the inner 
strength to stay with them and not depart as She Who Speaks had threat-
ened a while ago. She didn’t like the idea of abandonment, no matter 
who would do it. 

“We’re all here,” remarked She Who Speaks. Her tone was matter-
of-fact and without threat of emotionalism. “Is it OK for me to describe 
my first meditative experience now?” 

“Thank you for initiating the sharing,” the Way-Shower replied. “Go 
ahead.” 

“Sure,” she answered. All Things One now noted assurance and 
vigor in place of the shyness initially evident in the other female partici-
pant. She leaned forward to hear again the story of the woman and the 
smart-aleck bird named Mirror.  

 
*  *  *  * 

 
 “Once upon a time, a woman who looks just like me was walking on 

a path by a river and came upon a stately great blue heron,” started She 
Who Speaks. The faerie tale beginning was a creative angle that relaxed 
everyone. The Way-Shower’s eyes sparkled, and a grin played around 
the tips of his mouth.  

She Who Speaks recounted the story of meeting Mirror, the heron, 
and how he had questioned her assumptions about appearances. She told 
the group how Mirror knew their names despite the fact that she had not 
made any reference to them during her conversation with the bird. She 
included how the heron turned into shimmering light as it flew off. “I 
didn’t think of it during our meditation,” she told them, “but it’s ironic to 
me now that Mirror changed appearance at the end after telling me I was 
silly to believe things like ‘don’t judge a book by its cover.’” Then she 
told the Way-Shower about the heron’s gift to her of the three feathers. 
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Lifting her journal, she showed him the one she had with her. The Way-
Shower’s eyebrows arched. 

She Who Speaks opened her journal. “I haven’t written much in 
here, but one thing I made sure to get down was Mirror’s message to me 
that other people could reflect aspects of myself that I’m not aware of. I 
think you mentioned that too, Way-Shower, in the discussion we had 
earlier. I have a feeling it’s connected to what happened for me with the 
guys, but I haven’t figured it out yet. Would you all be able to be patient 
with me while I piece it together?” 

All Things One nodded without hesitation. Sings the Music gave her 
a thumbs-up gesture. Water Wind Light merely shrugged his shoulders in 
reply.  

Accepting that he was still angry about her outburst, She Who 
Speaks told him, “Thanks, Water Wind Light. I know this has been diffi-
cult for you. The brief time we had now for our break helped me recog-
nize more about what happened and how Mirror’s lesson is really vital to 
me. I appreciate your being willing to just sit with us even if you’re not 
thrilled with what I say.” 

Water Wind Light grunted. Avoiding eye contact with her, he spied 
the feather atop her journal. “Well, you have one of the feathers,” he 
said. “Maybe it is helping you with the stuff you’re learning.” Under his 
breath he mumbled, “Sure hope so! You could use some help.”  

All Things One heard him and decided not to call him on it. She 
didn’t want an argument to re-surface when it looked like things were 
getting back to normal. Then she laughed to herself. Normal? If this is 
normal, I don’t want to see what rates as “different!” 
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Chapter 33 
 
 

Pieces of the Puzzle 
 
 

She Who Speaks took the feather and placed it in front of her. “As 
Mirror suggested, I’m putting one of his feathers here to help me under-
stand how our conflict, Water Wind Light, is really about a part of me. 
I’ll welcome any clarity from the rest of you. I feel like I’m stumbling 
around in this attempt at self-understanding.” 

As if second-guessing her course of action, she looked at All Things 
One and asked, “Does that sound crazy?” 

All Things One laughed. “Oh, any more crazy than a dark blob with 
eyes, a lion-octopus guardian of sacred spaces under the ocean, and 
blankets and suitcases turning into flowers and flowerpots? Some people 
would say it all sounds nuts. It’s not just you, you know—we’re all in-
volved. Moreover, the Way-Shower is encouraging it. So hopefully it’s 
not too whacko.” 

Grinning, She Who Speaks said, “Guess you’re right. I hadn’t 
thought about it like that. Thanks for the reassurance.” 

 The Way-Shower cleared his throat. She Who Speaks took the hint: 
she needed to get on with her introspection with the hope that it could 
heal the rift that threatened the group. 

“OK,” She Who Speaks said, then paused. “Mmmmm…. How do I 
start this?” She looked at the others and picked up the feather, twirling it 
as if seeking inspiration. To focus, she read from her journal again.  

“The feathers contain the energy of mirroring. Remember that what-
ever you see is actually a part of yourself being reflected back to you. 
That is what mirroring is all about. In order for us to become aware that 
we are everything, the parts of us that we don’t acknowledge inside are 
shown to us by people we meet on the ‘outside.’ Really, all are one—the 
outer appearances are reflections of what is in you. If at any time you 
don’t know the meaning of an outward appearance, hold my feathers in 
your hands or on your chest, and focus on who or what you are seeing. 
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Ask it what its message is for you and what part of you it is revealing, 
and the answer will come. 

 “This is difficult for me to grasp,” She Who Speaks told them. “One 
thing coming to mind is an experience—well, more than one experi-
ence—I had with a man when I was six to eight years old.” 

She looked at Water Wind Light as she continued. “The man looked 
like you, Water Wind Light. He was blond and young, though of course 
he was a lot older than me when all this happened. He had a carefree atti-
tude and winning smile like yours, which led me to trust him. I was so 
young, I didn’t know better. I’m realizing I have a tendency to distrust 
men with winning smiles. On some level I must be waiting for a repeat 
performance of age six. 

 “That’s how it doesn’t have anything to do with you. I’m sorry that 
your looks played a part in triggering all these feelings for me. Honestly, 
Water Wind Light, when I reacted to you I hadn’t made the connection 
between your looks and expressions and his. If anything, I’ve tried to 
forget that bastard’s face ever since he betrayed me.” 

Water Wind Light started to say something, but She Who Speaks 
held up her hand and said, “Please, can you hold your thought till later? 
I’m fine if you write it down or something. I don’t mean to be rude, but I 
don’t want to stop this train of thought while it’s coming to me.” 

Another grunt emitted from Water Wind Light. “OK, I guess.” He 
intentionally let the hesitation hang in the air. He didn’t want them to 
think he was coming around.  

“Thanks,” she responded, smiling. 
She Who Speaks picked up her process. “So, if I go by Mirror’s 

teaching, it would seem that you’re here in the group to remind me of 
that man from my childhood and give me the opportunity to do some 
deeper work on what happened back then. You’re ‘mirroring’ him to me 
so that I don’t split off that part of myself, even though it’s what I’ve 
tried to do for years. I’ve always wished you could just excise painful 
experiences the way you can surgically remove a cancer. I see now that I 
succeeded pretty well. I wasn’t making the connection that young, blond 
men brought up feelings of betrayal and being unwanted. From the inten-
sity of my reaction to you it’s clear that I still hadn’t dealt with those 
feelings completely. You’re here to show me that part of myself so I can 
accept it and release the painful feelings associated with it.” 



The Crystal Cave 

 

121 

With wrinkled brows, She Who Speaks took a deep breath and con-
tinued, “As for how it’s connected to my experiencing all the parts of 
myself, let me think on that a bit.” Looking down at the feather she 
closed her eyes briefly, and almost immediately the form of the heron 
came to mind.  

“Need my help?” it asked. 
Not sure yet, she replied to it in her head. Can I try to figure this out 

myself and let you know if I need you? 
“Absolutely! You have impressive initiative; remember that as a per-

sonal strength. It will propel you forward in these difficult places. I’ll 
leave for now—blessings to you, She Who Speaks with the Four Leg-
geds in Her Heart.” The image vanished. 

“It’s sort of funny, now that I think about it,” She Who Speaks re-
sumed, looking at her friends again. “That guy in my past created in me a 
fear of betrayal that I was intent on controlling or avoiding all my life. 
When I was seductive, it was like I wasn’t the one doing the betraying. If 
the men had wives or girlfriends, then they were the ones doing the be-
traying. I was seeking a balance in a weird way—like the betrayals ac-
cumulated by all those men had to equal the betrayal I had felt, or some-
thing… maybe. Or, in terms of what we’ve talked about here, I was go-
ing to the other end of the extreme.” She paused.  

“What I’m seeing now is that with each sexual act, I was actually 
recreating betrayal over and over again for myself! There was no way 
any of those encounters was going to turn into a relationship based on 
being part of each others’ lives through thick and thin. And that type of 
commitment is what the betrayed little girl in me craved. I covered up the 
vulnerability of that—how you can never be sure if another person is 
going to be there for you. I told myself that having all those flings meant 
I was independent! Actually, I was re-living the betrayal in my subcon-
scious whenever I seduced another man. Yet it felt like I was in control 
because I was dictating the terms of ‘no further involvement.’  

“I realize now that I wasn’t getting even; I was perpetuating the emp-
tiness inside me. How odd! I wonder how many of the men were young, 
blond types. Right off the bat I can think of at least five. Wow. It’s in-
credible… I had no clue.” 

Looking at Water Wind Light, she said, “By your mirroring that man 
to me, it brought to the surface that deep issue of betrayal that I still 
needed to work out. Maybe sort of like All Things One’s triangle medita-
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tion with abandonment. In her life, people she felt connected to left her 
many times. I left men all the time, without ever feeling connected to 
them. In a way the experiences could be similar. For me, though, betrayal 
infers someone I trusted to keep me safe later knifes me in the back. 
Abandonment, to me, is more like simply being left but without the de-
ceit.”  

 Realizing she was rambling, She Who Speaks stopped and looked 
around, asking, “Does any of that make sense?” 

All Things One thought it all made sense but wanted to give the men 
a chance to respond so it wouldn’t seem like she was sticking up for the 
other woman in the group. No one said anything. 

“Geez,” exclaimed She Who Speaks. “Was it that bad?” 
“No,” answered Sings the Music. “No, it wasn’t. But I’m on over-

load. I appreciate how you made the connection of reacting because one 
of us looks like someone who hurt you in the past. I’m thinking back to 
the women I chose to get into relationships with. Many of them looked 
similar to an aunt I had to spend a lot of time with when I was growing 
up. I know she was trying to protect me, but it was more like smothering. 
In the relationships I get into, I push the women away. I never under-
stood it before, but now I’m thinking it could have been an unconscious 
response to fear that the girlfriend would smother me like that aunt had.  

“Luckily, neither of you ladies looks like that aunt. Mirroring may 
apply for me in some ways, but I don’t think it’s related to this topic. 
That’s about all I can deal with right now. Thanks, She Who Speaks. Af-
ter hearing you connect the dots, I’m looking at patterns in my past rela-
tionships from a new perspective.” 

“Thank you, Sings the Music,” She Who Speaks said. “This stuff is 
difficult for me to work on. When All Things One came to check on me 
in the bathroom I told her I was ready for directions out of here. I didn’t 
think you guys would be able to handle my digging around in the past to 
sort out this stuff. Yet you stuck with it. It’s the first time any man has 
stayed present while I worked through something challenging.  

“On top of that, you say it helped you! That makes me more willing 
to address these issues instead of run. I really wanted to run. I didn’t 
want to open up that Pandora’s box. I was afraid I’d just go back into all 
the feelings and be back where I started—lost, hurt, angry, ashamed and 
with nowhere to turn. Knowing that trying to resolve it could help some-
one else makes it worth it. I so appreciate your sharing that.” 
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She looked at Water Wind Light and asked, “Did you write down 
what you wanted to say earlier? I’ll do my best to explain or whatever 
you need, if I can.” 

The younger man was still defiant. He didn’t look at She Who 
Speaks. With a dismissive shrug he said, “I did write down something, 
but I don’t want to share it now. I don’t like knowing that I look like 
some mean S.O.B. from your past. Now I always have to watch what I 
say or do so that it won’t bring up some bad connection for you. I’m still 
angry. I need a break from all this. I could really use a run.” 

He asked the Way-Shower, “Is there anywhere around here where a 
person could get some decent exercise?” 

Surprise registered on his face when the Way-Shower told him, 
“Yes. I will show you. But first let’s bring our circle to a close for this 
day. All of you, please, join hands and close your eyes for a brief mo-
ment. You may want to think briefly of the things that have been dis-
cussed, or just let your mind rest. Breathe gently, noticing the rise and 
fall of your shoulders as you inhale and exhale. Feel the connection 
among you all through the touch of your hands. Affirm that all is com-
pletely as it should be, even if uncomfortable at times. Allow a sense of 
peace and wisdom to find a point within you, and let it move outward to 
fill you. When you are ready, open your eyes and bring your attention 
back to our circle and the garden.”  

As they opened their eyes, in sync they gently squeezed each others’ 
hands and smiled. However, Water Wind Light avoided the geniality. 
Withdrawing his hands and not returning the smiles, he looked at the 
Way-Shower and asked, “Which way?” 

With a brief nod to the others in the group, the Way-Shower replied, 
“Come along.” The two of them headed to the passage to the cave to-
gether. All Things One noticed the Way-Shower, despite his age, had no 
difficulty matching the young man’s stride. 
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Chapter 34 
 
 

Each in Their Own World II 
 
 

The remaining members were quiet as the group disbanded. Sings 
the Music sat on the grass in shadows that were growing long. She Who 
Speaks picked at a blade of grass, lost in thought.  

All Things One found herself wondering where the Way-Shower was 
headed. She wouldn’t mind a short run, either, but sensed that this was 
time the Way-Shower could use for a talk with Water Wind Light. She 
decided to ask about the exercise place the next day. A place to swim 
would be heavenly, but if that was not possible she’d be happy with a 
three or four mile run.  

She got up and stretched, reaching high for the sky, then bending low 
to place her hands flat on the ground in front of her feet. She swung her 
arms in large circles several times, and rolled her neck to release tension. 
Shaking out her limbs, she ambled over to the stream. Dragonflies darted 
to and fro, their shimmering wings glistening in the long light. Some 
birds flew from the tree to the other side of the water. Taking two deep 
breaths, All Things One allowed the external serenity to seep into her 
body. It was a welcome respite from the intense emotional activity of 
their group. 

She considered the events of the day, trying to integrate all that had 
happened. No wonder Sings the Music was on overload. They’d covered 
a lot. Judgments about dark and light. The Hitler story. Sings the Music’s 
meditation and his triangle exercise. She Who Speaks’ blow-out. What a 
day!  

All Things One realized that maintaining balance amidst the polari-
ties had taken its toll. She was emotionally drained. As if on cue with her 
awareness of her tired state, a long yawn surfaced. Yet she also felt ac-
complishment at being able to hold both sides of the conflict between 
She Who Speaks and Water Wind Light without taking one side or the 
other. That could be because it was someone else’s issue, she thought. 
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Chances are good I wouldn’t be so reasonable if one of my own issues 
came up.  

She sighed, too tired to think about more personal material. She 
didn’t even want to journal at this point. Time for cozying up by the fire 
in the big room. And perhaps I’ll doodle a bit. She headed to the tunnel 
and the hidden shimmer of the cave. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Sings the Music was past fatigued; he was exhausted. After arising 

when the Way-Shower and Water Wind Light departed, he sat down in 
the same place he’d held in their circle. Arms around his knees, he con-
sidered the impact of the day on his psyche.  

Funny, I always refused therapists’ suggestions to join group ther-
apy. I see now it was my shame that held me back. Yet my breakthrough 
occurred because a member of this group saw through me to the shame 
underneath. I wouldn’t even know about it if she hadn’t told us her story. 
And she accepted me as I am because she understood that shame. My 
experience in the cold and dark turned out to have a lot of meaning for 
them as well as me. I have an inner Star and don’t have to feel worthless 
and helpless anymore. The interaction between She Who Speaks and Wa-
ter Wind Light showed me what healing is really about. Who would have 
thought it can go so deep and have such profound, immediate effects?  

Why didn’t anyone ever explain to me the potential of this kind of 
work? Well, even if they had, I wouldn’t have believed it. Smiling in-
wardly, he thought of Missouri’s nickname of the “Show Me State.” Yep, 
that’s me! Gotta show me if I’m going to believe it. What happened here 
is what I needed to try something I didn’t believe in —whisk me away, 
plop me down and basically give me no choice. I wonder if anyone has 
ever come here and refused to play along?  

For a moment, he wished he had refused to play along. As quickly as 
the thought came he dismissed it, recalling the new self that had resulted 
from his meditative experiences. Now he knew he didn’t have to fear the 
darkness that had been inside him—or at least not as much has he had 
before coming here. He thought of his new affirmation. I am the Star that 
I am. As he said it to himself he felt the strength and brightness of the 
star. The energy moved through his heart and he basked in it.  
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He pondered, Do I want to take the Star name, or stick with Sings the 
Music? Music had been his whole life up till now; he wasn’t sure he 
wanted to let it go. He accepted that he did not have to make that deci-
sion right away. Lying down and closing his eyes, he let his conscious-
ness drift. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
She Who Speaks felt better than she had in the bathroom, but under 

the surface lurked a vast sense of aloneness. She continued picking 
blades of grass absently as her thoughts weaved through the events of the 
day. It was clear now that her distrust of men—blonds especially—had 
remained entrenched even after she discontinued the addictive sex. She 
also understood how her behavior had resulted in more emotional pain 
beyond the initial betrayal because she had replayed it over and over for 
years.  

She wondered how the unresolved material would have affected her 
life if she hadn’t come here. “Entering the door to who you are” was a 
chunk more than she had bargained for. She didn’t know what was going 
on with Water Wind Light but figured if he didn’t get through it himself 
the group would deal with it at some point. Young blond men, she 
thought. Well, knock me over with a feather.  

That struck her as extremely funny and she laughed out loud. Look-
ing at the feather beside her, she shook her head. You almost did, you 
know? Knock me over, that is.  

Taking it between her thumb and forefinger, she examined the 
feather closely. It was a work of art, with the blue and gray tones blend-
ing almost imperceptibly. She guessed it was ten inches long, its size 
speaking to her of strength, not delicacy. She Who Speaks ran her hand 
over the feather and felt it tickle her palm. She smoothed it out. Closing 
her eyes, she recalled her meditation. Thank you, Mirror, she messaged 
from her heart. These lessons may not be easy, but I see how becoming 
aware of these things is vital to my growth and happiness. The person I 
am now is a function of who I’ve been in my past. Awareness of my past 
frames the choices of my present. Those choices impact who I become in 
the future.  

She Who Speaks was humbled by the vastness of the concept. Seeing 
the sagacious heron in her mind, she thought, What an honor to have met 
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you, Mirror. Again, thank you, and many blessings to you… even if you 
are a bit obnoxious.”  

When she opened her eyes the feather appeared to be shining in her 
hand. She knew that wherever the great blue heron was, it had heard her. 
Taking its gift, she arose and started towards the path connecting the 
garden and the cave. If their continued work here were anything like to-
day’s she’d need plenty of rest—and some food. 

 Remember to thank the nutrients for the gift of their lives, she 
thought as she walked. She didn’t know of anyone on Earth who did 
this—at least, not that way. Some people thanked God for their food, but 
it seemed no one had thought to thank the animal, plant or bird who had 
sacrificed its life. As a speaker to the four-leggeds, she felt embarrassed 
that it had never occurred to her to be grateful for the animals’ contribu-
tions to her survival. From now on she would thank those who contrib-
uted to her health, nutrition and life energy. 

  
*  *  *  * 

 
Much later, Water Wind Light returned to the cave and saw the two 

women sleeping. All Things One was stretched out on the couch in front 
of the fire. Her journal and some colored pencils lay on the cave’s floor 
near her. She Who Speaks was wrapped up in her bedding. Water Wind 
Light thought of trying to find one of the heron’s feathers to see what 
insight it would impart to him, but he didn’t see them anywhere. Sings 
the Music was not in the cave. Oh, well…. Either talking to the Old Man 
or still in the garden… Whatever… He was sure his groupmate could 
fend for himself. 

 Water Wind Light’s mind returned to indignant thoughts of the raw 
deal he’d received that day. The workout had removed the surface layer 
of his aggravation, but he was still furious at She Who Speaks. How dare 
she lay her stuff on them and think it was OK?  

He realized that as long as he kept thinking the angry thoughts he 
would be antsy. Going over to the table of art materials he found a pencil 
and started to sketch. He didn’t really care what emerged on the paper, so 
the dim light in the cave was fine. It was enough for him to just keep the 
pencil on the page.  

The pencil moved unconsciously in his hand as he wondered, So how 
do I let go of the thoughts when they’re right? The word “right” caught 
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his attention after what they had discussed that day, and he thought about 
the possibility of a duality operating for him at that very moment. Hey, 
he thought, I’ll do a triangle meditation! Something’s obviously up for 
me. I’ve been madder than a rattlesnake for hours now. That must mean 
I’m having an inner prompting to look at one of my issues. 

What were the opposites and what should his symbols be? He 
stopped the drawing and absently looked at the sheet of paper in front of 
him. “Holy shit!” he whispered. A face stared back at him.  
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Chapter 35 
 
 

Water Wind Light Goes Deeper 
 
 

The sight struck fear in him. In fact, it literally struck. Water Wind 
Light doubled over, clenching his gut. It felt like someone had punched 
him hard in the stomach. I can’t take this! he thought. I need to get out of 
here! But the emptiness created by the energetic impact in his solar 
plexus made it impossible for him to get up from the bench. The Way-
Shower had taken him to a running trail with workout stations along it, 
but the young man had no idea if it offered a way out of the crystal cave 
or not. Oh, God, he thought, clasping his torso. If I can choose between 
death and dealing with this, please take my life now! 

Emotions snowballed inside. Anger. Terror. Confusion. Fear. Revul-
sion. He sat immobilized, fist balled up in his stomach and his head lean-
ing against the edge of the table. Glimpses of the day unfolded before 
him like a PowerPoint presentation. Sings the Music floated frozen in the 
darkness… She Who Speaks bawled in the bathroom and blamed them 
for not helping her… Hitler smiled with a halo above his head… All 
Things One radiated light after a meditation … A knight in a suit of ar-
mor held a sword… A heron laughed at him. The images danced together 
and a mist blew in, giving the scene a haunted feel. Water Wind Light 
couldn’t move and could barely breathe. 

Then he saw Ramere swimming toward him. Three of the tentacles 
swept forward, scooping up the young man in a secure grasp. Water 
Wind Light had no sensation of being transported, yet the underseas gar-
den appeared around him. Still in a firm grip, Water Wind Light was en-
sconced in what could only be called Ramere’s lap. Another tentacle 
placed the beautiful starfish into Water Wind Light’s hands, and he 
closed them over the delicately colored lifeform. He leaned back into the 
protection of his guardian’s flowing mane.  

As he lay there, he saw a triangle above him. On one side of the bot-
tom leg was his mother’s face just as he’d drawn it, and on the other side 
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was Ramere, with his mane dancing in the water, or wind—or light? 
Each face moved up its side of the triangle. Water Wind Light watched, 
mesmerized and emotionless. It was like watching a movie that held his 
attention from an intellectual perspective only. He couldn’t take his eyes 
off the triangle and the two visages moving inexorably to the juncture. 

Both images reached the top. Nothing happened. While Water Wind 
Light didn’t feel his body move, he had a mental picture of one of his 
eyebrows going up—like Spock on Star Trek. So now what? Had this 
visualization ever occurred this way before, with no new symbol taking 
shape or appearing at the apex?  

He felt the starfish leave his hands and watched it move toward the 
triangle. It went through the midpoint of the bottom line and proceeded 
to the apex. Even with his frozen emotions Water Wind Light registered 
amazement as he watched the starfish greet both Ramere and his mother 
with a nod and slight bow. It then traveled higher and came to a halt 
above the two images, forming another triangle of pictorial images top-
ping the lines below.  

They hovered there for a minute, then all three interchanged their 
faces. Ramere, whom Water Wind Light respected and felt safe with, 
turned into his mother, who was the antithesis of both those qualities. His 
mother took on the countenance of the starfish, which the young man had 
been so honored to receive as a gift. And the starfish turned into the large 
cat head and flowing mane of Ramere—a transition that did not bother 
Water Wind Light as much as the other two.  

Water Wind Light couldn’t fathom this experience. Closing his eyes 
to the triangles and faces above him, the youngest member of the group 
sank into watery warmth as consciousness slipped away.  
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Chapter 36 
 
 

From Dreamstate to Sleep 
 
 

Water Wind Light slowly became aware of his physical body. His 
senses returned, too—smell, touch and sound. There was that peculiar 
smell. Oh, that’s right. I’m in that cave. As his attention focused on his 
surroundings, voices that initially sounded far away solidified. He recog-
nized the deep resonance of the Way-Shower, and then the measured 
cadence of Sings the Music.  

Water Wind Light recalled being at the drawing table when some-
thing weird had happened, then memories started coming back to him. 
Embarrassment washed over him at the thought that the other men had 
seen him lose control. Unwilling to face them, Water Wind Light’s focus 
settled on his body. The arms around him were one of the other men’s! 
His eyes flew open. He shifted position so he could get on his elbow and 
heave himself off the floor, but his coordination had not yet returned. 
The motion resulted in an “Owww!” and a grunt, and he realized his el-
bow had landed in the middle of Sings the Music’s thigh. This had not 
given the youngest man the traction he needed to lift himself up, and he 
fell back into another body. “Ummph!” came the accompanying sound. 
Now Water Wind Light’s full attention was back in his body, and he 
turned to look at the men next to him. What an uncomfortable situation!  

“Uh,” he started, “could one of you help me up?”  
Sings the Music extricated himself from the offending elbow and got 

to his feet. He took Water Wind Light’s arms and pulled him up.  
“Thanks,” Water Wind Light told him, relieved to be upright again 

and no longer in a position that felt like being cradled.  
“No problem,” Sings the Music’s answered. “Man, you were out 

cold! Are you OK?” 
Water Wind Light rubbed his face a bit and shook his head, blond 

hair flying to and fro. “I think so,” he said. “That was one of the wildest 
dreams I’ve ever had.” Then, recalling the triangle part, he mused, “Well, 
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maybe it wasn’t a dream. I don’t know what the hell it was. It felt like I 
was watching a movie, but it also seemed real. It’s confusing… “ His 
voice trailed off. 

The Way-Shower rose and took Water Wind Light by the shoulders. 
Looking into his eyes, he asked, “How are you doing?” 

“I’m OK. I’m really tired, though. I don’t think there’s any way I 
could talk about what happened now. Could I get some sleep and deal 
with it later?” 

“Yes, but before you do can you tell me where you are?”  
“Some cave with a bunch of weirdos,” Water Wind Light quipped. 

“No, sorry ‘bout that—I really am tired. When I’m tired I make sick 
jokes,” he told them. “I am back, if that’s what you’re worried about. I 
can feel my feet on the ground and all that stuff. But if I don’t lie down 
in a minute I’m going to fall asleep standing up.” 

The Way-Shower took another look at his charge and released his 
hold. “Go ahead,” he said with a nod. “Get some sleep. We could all use 
it after today. Where are your sleeping things?” 

Water Wind Light glanced around the cave, finding it difficult to see 
in the darkness. “My mat, a couple pillows and a blanket are over by the 
couch,” he replied. “And somewhere in there should be one of those eye 
coverings, too—not that I guess I’d need it at this point, but if you find it 
there with the pillows, bring it along.” 

Sings the Music trotted over to find the items. While there he noticed 
a dark-colored pajama bottom, and brought that back with the other 
items.  

“Thanks, man,” Water Wind Light said genuinely. “See you tomor-
row, or whenever.” He put down the mat, tossed the pillows at one end, 
pulled the blanket around himself, and immediately lay down. By the 
time Sings the Music returned to his bedding, he heard snores from the 
other man’s direction. Shaking his head slowly, he wondered what had 
happened. Things just kept coming at you when you spent time with this 
Way-Shower fellow.  
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Chapter 37 
 
 

A New Day Dawns 
 
 

All Things One awoke first and saw breakfast foods on the table. She 
threw the covers off her mattress, hoping to find the Way-Shower and 
ask about the running track. Passing the food, she drank a large glass of 
water and grabbed a juicy peach. She took off down the tunnel to the 
garden in search of their guide.  

Despite the intensity of the previous day, she was energized and 
perky. What a great day for a run! She jogged slowly through the dark-
ness, as she now had a better sense of the tunnel’s features and distance. 
Soon she saw the light in the distance. More confident of her footing, she 
increased her stride.  

When she arrived in the garden she saw the Way-Shower under the 
tree in a meditative position with eyes closed. Pulling herself to a halt, 
she prepared to wait until he ended his contemplation and she could ask 
where he had taken Water Wind Light. As she turned to sit on a nearby 
rock, she heard, “Back down the tunnel, past the candles and on the right 
you will notice another pathway that is hidden in the shadows. Follow it 
to its end and you will find a nice trail for running and other exercise.” 

Startled, and not knowing to what degree she should engage their 
teacher since his eyes were still closed (how did he do that? It was 
creepy!), she quietly replied, “Thanks,” and returned to the passageway. 
Rather than run this time, All Things One power-walked as her mind 
questioned how on Earth this man, or guru, or whatever he was, could 
respond to unspoken questions and know what was happening when he 
hadn’t been in the room. Perhaps it was because they weren’t on Earth 
anymore? Was he some kind of extraterrestrial with super-human pow-
ers? She wished she knew where they were! 

Comprehension of her mental process dawned. Ohhh, she thought, 
This is just my mind attempting to have some control over the situation. 
Would it really make any difference to know where I am? Even if it is 
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Earth, I’d still be wondering how to get back home. But knowing one 
way or the other would answer whether the Way-Shower is human or 
not. I’d give my eyeteeth to know that!  

The auburn-haired woman wondered if the four of them would have 
ESP abilities like the Way-Shower’s after their time here. She wasn’t 
sure at all she wanted such a gift, if it could be called that. 

Arriving back in the cave, she passed the candle-lit wall, her speed 
creating a successive wavering of the flames. Right past them she spied a 
small entryway on her right just as the Way-Shower had said. Slowing 
her pace, she turned into it, her attention switching to the anticipation of 
a good workout.  

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Sings the Music awoke from a restless sleep. After he had been 

roused from his initial repose by the Way-Shower to help with Water 
Wind Light, he had tossed and turned in a fitful state. It had been exacer-
bated further by hearing the deep, rhythmic breathing of the others in the 
cave, sometimes accompanied by light snores.  

He knew he’d had some unpleasant snippets of dreams but he 
couldn’t recall them. He’d awakened from the last one sweating and feel-
ing as if he were choking. He saw All Things One take the peach and go 
down the tunnel to the garden. He was still on his mattress trying to 
compose himself before starting his day when she returned. Lying on his 
side, he watched as she hurtled past the candles and disappeared into the 
cave wall on the far side. Geez, he thought, I hope we don’t get to that! 
Walking through walls is definitely more than I’m prepared to handle!  

Getting up, Sings the Music walked over to the table where the 
breakfast foods were spread out. He cut a slice of carrot bread, topped it 
with honey, and helped himself to granola. He poured what looked half-
and-half over the grain and nut mix. Mmmmmm, he thought with appre-
ciation. While he used low-fat milk in his regular life, he loved milk 
products with higher fat content. He savored the half and half, sipped 
grape juice, and wondered what lay ahead for them today. 
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*  *  *  * 

 
She Who Speaks peeked out of her covers to check who was up. Not 

seeing anyone in her first glance around the huge room, she pulled her 
comforter over her head and closed her eyes again. The Way-Shower 
never gave them a specific time to gather to eat or to meet, and her per-
sonality preferred structure. This “meet when you’re ready” thing 
aroused anxiety in her. If she were first, she would feel embarrassed by 
being the center of attention if the Way-Shower were already up. (And he 
always seemed to be—did the man ever sleep? Maybe he wasn’t a nor-
mal man… Now that’s the oxymoron of the decade, she thought, sup-
pressing a giggle. Normal man! What the heck is one of those?)  

Continuing her reverie about time structure, she acknowledged her 
apprehension when it came to the possibility of arriving last to their 
gatherings. Among other non-too-pleasant things in her childhood, the 
imperative of arriving on time had been drummed into her. That pro-
gramming didn’t fit in this setting. What was “late” when time was 
viewed as “you’ll know when you’re ready?” Arggghh…  

The only way out of the conundrum was to get up. As she pushed the 
cover back and sat up, she saw Sings the Music at the table eating. She 
also heard soft snores and deep breathing from another area of the cave 
to her left, letting her know someone else was still sleeping. Hah! she 
thought. Perfect timing! She tossed aside the blanket, grabbed a long 
robe, and walked as quietly as she could to the bathroom. She wasn’t 
ready to start a conversation yet.  

As she entered the restroom, memories of yesterday’s ordeal re-
turned. She cringed. Oh, well, she thought, when you gotta go, you gotta 
go! Throwing her shoulders back in an air of determination, she strode 
through the lounge to start her preparations for the day. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Outside the cave room, All Things One ran for what felt like a half 

hour. The path went through shaded woods and over a brook. Birds 
chirped, squirrels scampered across tree branches and the warm tempera-
ture presaged a hot day. The athletic woman was glad she had light-
weight gear.  
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There was a moderate hill in the course, which she pushed. She had 
never been able to slow down for hills. Her breath came faster and her 
pulse quickened. “Just try to break me!” she challenged the hill. Gasping 
for air, she crested the summit with an “Oooff!” I can recover on the 
downhill. Man, this feels good! I’m going for another loop.  

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Back inside, She Who Speaks emerged from the bathroom with her 

washed hair twisted into a turban on her head. She felt refreshed and 
lively. Wow, she thought, after yesterday’s ordeal I expected to be wiped 
out. She was glad for the energy; she was sure that they’d have their 
work cut out for them if they were going to address Water Wind Light’s 
stuff today.  

Sings the Music had finished eating and, journal in hand, rose from 
the table as the animal-speaker approached. “Good morning,” she said 
brightly.  

“Hi,” came the flat response.  
“Rough night?” she wondered. 
“Yeah,” he said. “I was wakened by the Way-Shower to help him 

with Water Wind Light. I don’t know what happened to him, but he 
ended up passed out cold. Didn’t want to talk about it when he came to. 
Then I didn’t sleep well after that. I bet we’re in for some fun today. You 
were probably just the warm-up yesterday.” He looked up at She Who 
Speaks to see a blank expression, then realized that perhaps he had not 
chosen the best words in his fatigue. 

“I’m sorry,” he apologized. “My use of words may not have been too 
good there. I didn’t mean it in a bad way. Just that what you went 
through and how we talked about it seems like it may have paved the 
way for what’s to come. Maybe I should have said thank you for getting 
us started on the more challenging stuff.” 

“Oh,” She Who Speaks replied, not exactly sure what to make of his 
statement. “So I shouldn’t take it personally?” 

“Please don’t!” Sings the Music replied. “I didn’t mean to be offen-
sive—I’m just tired and not feeling ready to deal with anything intense.” 

“Well, thanks for the warning. Hey, maybe you could get in a nap 
before we all come together,” She Who Speaks offered. “Water Wind 
Light looks like he’s still seriously sawing logs.” 
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“I may just try that,” Sings the Music replied, shifting the journal 
from one hand to the other. Gesturing with his head toward the tunnel, he 
continued, “Outside in some fresh air. See you later.” 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
In the garden by the stream, Sings the Music thought again about his 

Star and whether he wanted to change his name. Despite his fatigue, he 
felt the light of the Star still coursing through him. It had become a big 
part of him in the short time the group had been together. He felt differ-
ent than when he’d arrived. The change was reflected in his choice of an 
off-white cotton shirt and dark blue knee-length shorts from the cave’s 
supply. It was a noticeable departure from his prior black garb.  

He wanted to incorporate this new energy in what he was called, yet 
music was the rhythm of his soul and he couldn’t let that go. The bright-
ness he felt from the Star was distinctly different from the vibration of 
music. What a dilemma!  
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Chapter 38 
 
 

Symptoms Have a Message 
 
 

He heard a stirring behind him and turned to see the Way-Shower 
shifting as he came out of meditation. As the guide opened his eyes Sings 
the Music was directly in his line of vision, and the older man smiled. 
“Good morning.”  

“Hi,” replied Sings the Music. 
“How are you doing after last night’s activities?” queried the Way-

Shower. 
“I’m tired. I didn’t sleep well. I know I had some intense dreams, but 

I don’t recall them. I was thinking of trying to catch a nap out here before 
we all get together. When I left the cave a few minutes ago Water Wind 
Light was still fast asleep.” 

“Of course!” the Way-Shower smiled. “And thank you for your help. 
The young man certainly seemed troubled, eh? The work of the soul 
never ends,” he added thoughtfully. 

Sings the Music couldn’t resist that lead-in; curiosity compelled him 
to respond despite his exhaustion. “What is the work of the soul?” he 
asked. 

“I know you’re tired, and we will likely discuss this later as you 
wind up your time here. I’ll keep it short: the work of the soul is what the 
four of you have been doing here.  

“Our true nature is to be completely whole. As we go through our 
existence, either from traumas or for other reasons, we reject aspects of 
ourselves. We separate those qualities, in the process often losing aware-
ness of them. But the imprints of those events or personality characteris-
tics remain with us under the surface and impact different levels of our 
being. She Who Speaks’ experience yesterday was a perfect example. 
Remembering the events and feelings and releasing the energy tied up 
with them leads us to accept all our parts. It is what needs to be done on 
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the path to Oneness. I call that the work of the soul. When you are one 
with your self, then you can expand to be One with All.” 

“Oh,” was about all Sings the Music could muster. Pulling his knees 
up to his chest and wrapping his arms around them, his intellect worked 
to integrate the message. “So the fact that I’ve been depressed most of 
my life is something I need to accept as part of myself? It would seem 
that it would be something I’d want to get rid of, so I could move on 
without the debilitating effects of despondency and not caring about my 
life or the world around me. What is gained by accepting the not-so-
desirable parts of ourselves?” 

“I thought you were tired!” the Way-Shower exclaimed. “Do you 
want to continue this conversation now or try to get your nap?” 

“To be honest,” Sings the Music replied, “I don’t think I could sleep 
now. I’m caught up in this idea and it would be going round and round in 
my mind if I tried to rest. Is it OK if we continue?” 

“Well, it is something I want to go over with all of you,” the teacher 
said. “But the fact that it has caught your attention so strongly would in-
dicate that it is an important concept for you at this time. When it comes 
up in the group, you will have had some more time to process it and may 
have some insights to share with us. Sound OK?” 

“Absolutely!” came the reply. “So tell me why I want depression to 
be a part of me.” 

“It’s in the way you phrase it,” the Way-Shower started. “We tend to 
see symptoms as the problem. The symptoms are unpleasant, and it is 
true that we would not want them to be an ongoing part of our lives. 
What is really happening is that the symptoms are trying to tell us some-
thing is not right within us. An aspect of ourselves needs to be recog-
nized and integrated so that it can donate its energy toward our whole-
ness. Due to our fear or dislike of that aspect, we don’t acknowledge it. 
This blocks its energy.  

“We impede the free flow of energy from parts we have split off in a 
variety of ways. Some we’ve already mentioned here—repression, stuff-
ing and blaming. Denial of the part that we don’t like is another effective 
blocking method. That’s when we simply tell ourselves and others that 
we don’t have that characteristic or problem. Often people around us 
aren’t fooled by our bravado—they see what we’re refusing to admit.  

“Because of the blockage, a symptom develops. It might be a physi-
cal symptom, like back pain or headaches. It could be an emotional 
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symptom, like depression or anxiety. What’s below the surface is an un-
integrated part clamoring for our attention. The symptom is our whole 
self’s way of trying to tell us that.  

“It’s the underlying disconnection that we need to recognize and 
heal, not the painful state that is working to get our attention. The symp-
tom is a sign to us, and is very likely to dissipate once the condition it is 
warning us about is addressed. In fact, when we decrease the symptom 
we run the risk of never coming to awareness about the unresolved issue 
it is signaling us about.” 

There was silence as Sings the Music contemplated the guide’s 
words. After a minute, Sings the Music ventured, “So the depression was 
a sign to me that there was something incomplete in me and I needed to 
find it and accept that aspect of myself?  

The Way-Shower chuckled. “You did a far better job of describing it 
than I did!” he said with eyes twinkling. “I’m impressed. You got it 
quickly.” 

Sings the Music laughed. “Well… I’m not totally sure I’ve got it, but 
it’s making sense right now.” 

“Excellent! What really helps is when you can apply it to yourself. 
Would you be able to do that, you think?” 

“Hmmmm. If I had to guess at what the depression was covering up, 
I’d go with fear. I am seeing that fear operated in me on several levels. 
Two that come to mind are fear as a daily emotion—like, what people 
think of me, whether I’m doing the right thing and whether I can do my 
work well… that kind of thing. But after the triangle meditation with the 
dark blob and the knight, I can see that my fear was even more than that. 
It was the fear of who I was as a person. There was fear at the core of my 
identity. I didn’t really know who I was because I was always trying to 
be what I thought others wanted me to be. I can see now that I never 
really developed into a person with a solid grasp of who I am—what I 
want to be when I grow up,” he finished, smiling.  

“Mmmmm,” was the response from the other man. “Do you think 
you have a better sense of your personal identity now?” 

“Oh, yes! The Star is a potent symbol for me, and I like the feeling of 
being the Star that I am. I can honestly say I have never felt like a star in 
my life before. In fact, when you came out of your meditation I was 
thinking about how to incorporate it into my name somehow. I wasn’t 
getting very far. Music is what I really feel I am, down deep in my heart. 
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While Star is nice—great, even—I don’t feel right in letting go of ‘Sings 
the Music’ to take the name of ‘Star that I Am.’”  

“You may need to sit with it a while longer,” came the answer. 
 This Way-Shower never tells you what to do, does he? He always 

puts it back on you. Sings the Music chuckled inwardly. Well, that way 
whatever you choose, the only one you can blame is yourself. An insight 
quickly followed that this group would probably not call it “blame.” OK, 
if not “blame,” what word would they use? Hmmm, maybe hold ac-
countable? Or responsible? Yeah, probably one of those.  

“Thanks for your explanation,” Sings the Music told the Way-
Shower. “If it’s OK, I’d like to jot down a couple things then get on with 
the nap I came here to take.” 

“Certainly,” the Way-Shower replied.  
Opening his journal, Sings the Music wrote, “Symptoms hide some-

thing we’re missing underneath” and “the symptoms are getting our at-
tention so we can address what’s under them, come to accept that part of 
ourselves, and move toward more complete Wholeness.” He decided that 
was enough for now and closed the book. 

The place where he sat was now in direct sunlight. Standing up, 
Sings the Music moved a couple feet to a shaded spot where the grass 
looked soft. He stretched. The warm sun would not take long to have a 
soporific effect. He lowered himself back down on the grass. A thought 
grabbed him. Re-opening the writing book to where he’d left off, he hast-
ily scribbled, “What to do about the Star that I Am?” Lying down and 
turning on his side, he tucked the journal into the cavity of his waist and 
closed his eyes to sleep.  
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Chapter 39 
 
 

She Who Speaks’ Artistic Expression 
 
 

All Things One came back from her run perspiring and headed 
straight for the shower. On her way she stopped at the breakfast table and 
grabbed one of several small bowls containing berry yogurt. She spooned 
some granola on the yogurt and mixed it in. Adding several ripe, sweet 
strawberries on top, she made her way to the women’s restroom. She 
planned to let the cereal sit while she showered. Her family had always 
given her grief about it, but the fact was she liked her cereal soggy.  

She hummed as she soaped herself, then gave her thick red-brown 
hair a thorough washing. Man, it feels great to take a shower when 
you’re grimy! she thought. Stepping out of the stall she grabbed a nearby 
towel, leaned over and briskly rubbed her hair with it. She dried herself, 
wrapped her hair in the towel turban-style, tucking it in behind her head, 
then realized she had forgotten to bring in a change of clothes. Just my 
luck! Taking another towel from a shelf, she wrapped it around her and 
tiptoed into the cave to track down some of the cotton clothing the Way-
Shower had provided for them.  

As she crossed the large room, she passed She Who Speaks who sat 
at the art table using some of the materials provided. The animal com-
municator looked up and cracked a smile as she saw All Things One. All 
Things One pointed at her towel-clad self, then across the room to indi-
cate she was going to find clothing. She Who Speaks made the “o” sign 
with her thumb and forefinger in return, then rested her left cheek in her 
left hand, regarding whatever it was she had been creating at the table.  

All Things One found a lightweight loose long-sleeve top with a bit 
of embroidery along its V-neck and a matching loose-fitting pair of natu-
ral colored Capri pants. Finding some underwear that looked close 
enough to her size and a clean pair of ankle socks, she gathered them all 
and went back to the bathroom to dress. After shaking out her hair and 
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combing it back into a ponytail, she took her bowl of soggy granola and 
headed out to join She Who Speaks.  

The friend of the four-leggeds had drawn deep colors on white paper, 
with no discernible shape or symbol. All Things One liked color. She 
raised her eyebrows appreciatively and gave a thumbs-up sign. Popping 
one of the strawberries into her mouth, she whispered, “Are you fin-
ished?” Water Wind Light was sleeping nearby and she didn’t want to 
disturb him.  

“I’m not sure.” 
Munching on her cereal, All Things One regarded the drawing again. 

Distinct hues inhabited different parts of the paper, yet when she looked 
closer she could see there was a thin line of orange in all of them. It gave 
the impression of continuity through the variety. Despite the color of All 
Things One’s hair, orange was not one of her favorites. Yet in the draw-
ing it fit. She looked up, pointed at Water Wind Light, and again whis-
pered, “Keep going; it looks great. Tell me about it later.” She then 
pointed at the food table to indicate she was going over to it, and then 
back at She Who Speaks while she mouthed, “Want anything?” The 
other woman shook her head ‘no’ and went back to examining the work 
unfolding through her hands.  

Pouring herself a glass of juice and filling another glass with water, 
All Things One considered the available fare laid out on the table. Her 
eyes landed on what appeared to be dried dates. Peanut butter was there, 
too. Ahhh, chunky! My favorite! On her right was an appealing loaf of 
solid multigrain bread. Feeling her stomach grumble even after the gra-
nola, berries and yogurt, All Things One cut a thick slice of bread. On it 
she spread a healthy amount of the nut butter, and topped it with some 
gooey dates. She’d been told that her variations on peanut butter and 
jelly were unique. She liked peanut butter with raisins, with honey and 
with banana. She could make peanut butter go with just about every-
thing, though had never matched it with ketchup as she heard some peo-
ple did. Balancing her open-faced sandwich on top of the juice glass and 
taking the water in her other hand, she walked over to a large chair in 
front of the fire and sat down to eat.  

Back at the art table, She Who Speaks added some bright blue and 
green-blue pastel to her drawing. It doesn’t feel complete, she thought. 
Remembering Mirror’s message about other people showing you aspects 
of yourself that you didn’t like, she felt it important to somehow depict 
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those hidden aspects. It needs two distinct parts, she thought, that over-
lap or connect in a way illustrating their individuality while also making 
it evident that they are parts of a whole. Hey, that symbol they use for 
tragedy and comedy would be cool—the two heads joined, one laughing 
and the other crying. Something like that, she thought. How on Earth do 
I do it? I’m no artist!  

Furrowing her brows, she took a new piece of paper and started an-
other picture. 

By the fire, All Things One finished her sandwich and found her 
journal. She began writing. 

A soft snore floated on the air from Water Wind Light’s direction. In 
the garden, Sings the Music also slept.  
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Chapter 40 
 
 

Water Wind Light’s Connection 
 
 

Water Wind Light awoke, stretching his arms high above his head 
until they touched the rock floor. He started, wondering briefly where he 
was. There wasn’t anything hard and solid like that at the head of his bed 
at home. He opened his eyes and took in the huge room, including All 
Things One sitting cross-legged in the chair writing on its arm and She 
Who Speaks at the art table. The blonde animal communicator held up 
three drawings, eyeing one after the other as if assessing their worth.  

Seeing the pictures gave Water Wind Light a vague sense of famili-
arity, then it all came crashing in. Moaning, he fell back onto the mat-
tress and pulled the blanket over his head. How would he ever share what 
happened during the night with the group? How would he live down the 
fact that he’d come out of his vision, or whatever you would call it, to 
find himself being held by men? Oh, please, make this go away! he 
groaned inwardly. His stomach tightened as his discomfort increased, fed 
by shame and anxiety. Closing his eyes tightly, he balled his hands into 
fists and pushed them against his ears, as if to say, “I don’t want to hear 
this!” Pulling his knees up into his abdomen, he rocked back and forth. A 
never-ending black vortex opened in front of him, threatening to swallow 
him whole. He kept swaying; it was the only thing that let him know he 
was still alive. 

He felt a hand on his shoulder. Not wanting to face anyone, espe-
cially She Who Speaks, Water Wind Light moved faster. He hoped the 
person would get the “leave me alone” message, but that did not happen. 
His motion did not deter the touch in the least. Water Wind Light real-
ized the hand was actually joining his to and fro movement, encouraging 
expansion. He had a fleeting desire to push the hand away, but as it con-
tinued he allowed himself to go along with it.  

Taking his hands from his ears, he wrapped them around his chest. 
He could now move his whole body, and rather than rocking from head 
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to toe he moved side to side. He felt a new hand on his other shoulder. 
Both hands gave him firm heaves toward the other direction when he had 
completed the roll one way. 

Water Wind Light became immersed in the movement. He started 
when a voice near his ear told him, “Give it some sound—a moan, a 
groan, a tone… anything.”  

A sound? That was weird. He didn’t think making a sound would 
have anything to do with this whirling-dervish type activity. Well, what 
the heck. It won’t be the craziest thing that happens here, he told himself. 
He started with a low moan. Letting it out was a welcome release.  

Embarrassed to do it any louder, he continued a soft “Uhhhh” kind of 
hum. Water Wind Light found the sound growing inside him. It grew 
louder and lasted longer, filling his exhale. And how many minutes were 
the exhales? It felt like his breaths were lasting far longer than he’d ever 
held his breath swimming. Indescribably, the sound became him, its en-
ergy flowing without conscious effort or intention. Then completely un-
bidden, a huge, tormented, “ARRGGHH!” came through.  

A surge of anger—no, rage—coursed through him. Suddenly he was 
on his knees, throwing off his blanket and pounding the mattress. The 
noise coming from him reminded him of a large animal being tortured. 
No words came, just growling and screaming. As suddenly as they had 
started they stopped, leaving him spent. He slumped over the sleeping 
pad and rested. 

Opening his eyes Water Wind Light looked at his hands. They were 
foreign to him. I’ve never used them before when I’ve felt the anger 
surge through me. What have I created? I hope this doesn’t mean I’m 
going to start hitting every time my temper surfaces.  

Taking his gaze away from the offending parts attached to the end of 
his arms, he turned to see the other two men by him again. Concern 
traced Sings the Music’s face and a satisfied smile played on the Way-
Shower’s.  

Shaking his head, Water Wind Light said, “What the hell was that 
about? There wasn’t even anything in my mind connected to that scream-
ing—it just came out of some deep place inside and I couldn’t stop it.” 

“Good!” the Way-Shower answered. “Apparently something stored 
inside was ready for release at this time.” 

“You say it so matter-of-factly,” responded Water Wind Light. 
“Aren’t you alarmed by how intense that was? Should I be concerned? 
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Am I going to have a breakdown or something? Does this mean I’m go-
ing to get physical now when I lose my temper?” 

“No, no,” the Way-Shower replied. “In fact, you probably would 
have more chance of a breakdown if you kept all that energy stuffed in-
side year after year. And the fact that you released this could decrease the 
chances of physical violence in response to anger in the future. Think of 
your emotions like a pressure cooker. All the steam builds up inside. 
When there’s no release, an explosion is more likely.” 

“Hmmm,” Water Wind Light mused. “Makes sense.”  
The Way-Shower went on. “In the work we do here, we have a say-

ing, ‘What you resist, persists.’ Using energy, even if you’re not con-
scious of it, to avoid addressing a painful issue will not make that issue 
go away. It will continue to percolate somewhere inside, and often lead 
to psychological and/or physical problems down the road. Of course, 
there are spiritual implications to that as well. Blocked energy could also 
impede the quality of the connection you make with the spiritual part of 
yourself and realms other than this dimension.” 

“I’m glad you think he’s OK,” Sings the Music interjected. “Water 
Wind Light, your scream woke me up all the way in the garden. I hurried 
as fast as I could through the tunnel to see what was happening.” 

The last sentence of the Way-Shower registered with Water Wind 
Light and a blank expression crossed the young man’s face. “Realms 
other than this dimension?” he repeated, ending with a weak question 
mark. 

“Sure,” the Way-Shower stated matter-of-factly. “Like the realms 
you connected with in your meditation with Ramere and the sacred gar-
den under the oceans. I don’t believe you know such a place from your 
everyday life, right?” 

Water Wind Light shook his head, no.  
“You connected with another realm of existence to access a healing 

and safe place. For other people, that place might be the kitchen in the 
house in which they lived their childhood, or a mountain stream they had 
been to, or some other nurturing place from their life experience. You, on 
the other hand, found a place that does not exist in your Earth life. That 
can only be done through meditative methods. It shows that your chan-
nels to the spiritual realms are open, despite whatever anguish within you 
that was released just now.” 
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“Oh,” the younger man mustered. He knew it sounded lame, but he 
was tired after his physical and verbal activity, even after all the sleep 
he’d had. Sitting up, he saw the two women on the couch, both looking 
his way. Oh, man—had they seen all that? He blushed and hung his 
head. 

As if reading his mind, All Things One piped up, “Yeah, we saw it 
all. But you’re cool,” she said lightly. “It doesn’t seem like what hap-
pened for you just now was much different than any other things going 
on around here. You didn’t think that just we gals were going to do all 
the work, did you? Hey, I totally believe in equality! What’s good for the 
goose is good for the gander, and all that.”  

She realized she was blabbering in her attempt to normalize Water 
Wind Light’s experience. Adopting a more even tone, she added, “Seri-
ously, that was pretty intense and amazing to watch. I hope you’re not 
embarrassed. I’m feeling honored that everyone is being so open here. 
How are you doing now?” 

“Actually, better,” Water Wind Light said, and it was all he wanted 
to say. Somehow the woman recognized that and didn’t press the conver-
sation.  

Thank goodness She Who Speaks didn’t say anything! he thought. He 
was still conflicted about her. She was up to something and he didn’t 
trust her. She’s unpredictable. Like the way she lost it and claimed she 
didn’t realize what was happening. Then, after talking about it with the 
group, it had all gone away. The rest of us are supposed to forget her 
temper tantrum and act like everything is all nicey-nicey again. Yeah, 
right! 

Temper tantrum! Suddenly his mother’s face flashed in his mind 
again. He looked at She Who Speaks and saw why she was bothering 
him so much. He had drawn it last night and it had affected him to his 
core. Now, after the release work that had, interestingly enough, started 
in the fetal position, he connected the dots.  

It hadn’t really been about She Who Speaks! Well, in a way it was 
because her anger and blame had initiated his reaction. His strong vis-
ceral and emotional responses to She Who Speaks were tied to his rela-
tionship with his mother!  

With that awareness the anger and distrust left him like air whistling 
out of an untied balloon. He now understood how She Who Speaks had 
so easily dismissed her behavior toward him once she saw the similarity 
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to the blond man in her past. I’m probably feeling much the same myself 
now. 

Shaking his head, he leaned forward and joined his hands in his lap. 
“Yeesh!” he said to no one in particular. 

The Way-Shower cocked an eyebrow. When Water Wind Light 
didn’t say anything further, he inquired, “Yes?” 

“No, not yes—Yeesh!” said Water Wind Light, and chuckled. The 
laughter built until the younger man was holding his sides with a bright 
red face. “Oh, oh, it hurts!” he moaned, but kept laughing. When the fit 
had passed, he put a hand on his stomach and said, “This probably 
sounds suspect with everything that’s been happening here, but I just had 
an ‘ah-ha’ experience.” 

His statement had the anticipated result. All Things One burst out 
laughing. “You had a realization?” she chortled. “Oh, no one else has 
had any of those kinds of experiences here!” Her joviality was catching, 
and Sings the Music and She Who Speaks joined the laughter also. The 
Way-Shower grinned. 

Refusing to be abashed, Water Wind Light continued, “You know 
how She Who Speaks had her reaction yesterday and was able to piece 
together that her outburst was because I reminded her of that man from 
her past?” 

The others nodded. 
“Well, I just saw a similar connection in myself that explains why I 

reacted so strongly to her. It clicked in from doing that rocking, which 
felt like I was a baby. When I came out of it I thought it was weird, but 
now I think it gave me the missing piece.  

“The way all these things come together is amazing! It’s not just 
what we think that results in connections. It can be emotions and even 
physical movement. I’ll admit I’ve heard some talk about the body-mind 
connection, but had no clue about how it works until my experience of it 
here. Though no one ever mentioned how tiring it is,” he added. 

“Sounds like great stuff for us to process in our group!” the Way-
Shower beamed.  

Was nothing too much for that man? Water Wind Light wondered. 
I’ve just gone through what seemed like an utter melt-down, complete 
with total emotional overwhelm, passing out, wishing I could die to avoid 
the pain, screaming my lungs out—followed by a major breakthrough in 
self awareness. After all that our guide looks ecstatic?  
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“OK,” the younger man said, “but before we start I need to hit the 
bathroom and get some food. I’ll warn you all that I’m tired, so I may not 
be as much of an eager beaver as the rest of you. I’ll last as long as I can.  

“She Who Speaks, I think you’ll be interested in what just happened 
for me. It’s so similar to your experience! I know we don’t have watches 
here, but if we did I’d ask you all to give me an hour or so—sound OK?” 

He looked around to see the others nod. Getting up and going over to 
the side of the cave to get some clothing, he proceeded to the bathroom.  

See, someone around here remembers to get clothes first, All Things 
One thought. She watched him disappear into the room and wondered 
what was to unfold for them later. 
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Chapter 41 
 
 

The Insightometer 
 
 

Returning to the garden when they thought an hour had passed, the 
four were surprised to find that they came together very close to the same 
time. All had journals and pen in hand, and She Who Speaks had also 
brought along her drawings.  

Shortly after, the Way-Shower emerged from the tunnel. The group 
managed to stifle a giggle when they saw him. He was dressed like a far-
East Indian, in dhoti and kurta. A turban topped his head. The image of 
Mahatma Gandhi flashed through All Things One’s mind, though their 
teacher had flowing white hair and a long beard. Apparently he donned 
that outfit fairly regularly—she noticed a light tan line at the borders of 
the clothing.  

“Good morning, Master,” she said, grinning. 
Ignoring the humor in her greeting, he said, “Can we please find our 

spots for today? There is much to be done. First, let’s open in our usual 
way.” 

His no-nonsense demeanor had a sobering effect on the four. They 
chose spaces on the grass and got into comfortable positions. The Way-
Shower started with several deep breaths. Falling into his rhythm, they 
closed their eyes and breathed deeply in and out. As he guided them 
through relaxing their bodies, All Things One realized this was becoming 
familiar to her. Her muscles softened as she focused on each area and 
repeated the word, ‘relax’ in her mind. She had read somewhere that the 
mind controls the body; now she was actually experiencing it. If it has 
this effect on muscle relaxation, she thought, I wonder how it could affect 
other physical things—like diseases, wounds or broken bones.  

Letting go of thoughts, she pictured clouds floating across a clear 
blue sky. Relaxing more deeply, she forgot the drama the group had been 
living. Just as she experienced a moment that felt like complete empti-
ness, she heard the Way-Shower intone, “… And when you’re ready, you 
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can open your eyes and bring yourself back to the beauty of the natural 
world around us.” Why come back? This was so peaceful! Yet after a 
minute or so, she acquiesced to returning to the “real world” and apply-
ing herself to their group experience. 

In the transition between the quiet time and the start of conversation, 
each looked around the group and nodded or smiled peacefully at each 
other. She Who Speaks said, “It would be so nice if all meetings started 
this way! I’m so serene I only want to start interacting from a place of 
understanding and compassion. The centering helps me neutralize emo-
tions and feel ready to deal with whatever comes up in a calm and ra-
tional manner. It’s a great way to start.” 

Sings the Music affirmed her. “I agree. I got really relaxed there. 
Didn’t even want to come back.” 

“Me, neither,” said All Things One. 
 Their guide was all business, however. He wasted no time tackling 

the first relevant issue. “Would anyone like to put forth an idea as to why 
I changed my form of attire?” 

Water Wind Light glanced at the others. She Who Speaks returned 
his look with raised eyebrows. No one took the initiative. Their teacher 
sighed. “No one wants to guess why I am dressed like this today? No 
right or wrong, remember?” 

His question was met with mute stares, but he could see that All 
Things One and Water Wind Light were having difficulty holding back 
their laughter. “OK, OK,” he capitulated. “Perhaps you all have enough 
on your plates and your insightometer is weakened.” 

“Insightometer?” All Things One giggled. “Oh, that’s too much! 
First you appear looking like an august teacher about to whip us into 
spiritual shape, then you come out with a word like that. I love it—
insightometer! Can I use that when we get back home?” 

Her guffaws were contagious in the group. Water Wind Light began 
laughing, followed by She Who Speaks. Sings the Music smiled, some-
how managing to hold out. Giving into the mood, the Way-Shower broke 
into a wide grin. 

After a bit, he called them back to order. “Alright, everyone. Laugh-
ter is good medicine, but we do need to get started, please.”  

As they regained their composure the Way-Shower noticed the re-
lease had put the four in a brighter mood. A better place to start, he 
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thought. He was certain there would be more deep material after Water 
Wind Light’s experience during the night and after waking.  

Leaning toward them, he resumed, “The reason I have changed my 
attire, other than to give you all a belly-laugh, is to encourage you to be 
mindful of being able to learn from people or situations that look differ-
ent. The wisdom you can gain from a monk may be equally as profound 
as that from a clown or a Hitler.” 

He saw the four exchange glances. The Way-Shower continued, 
“Here you have the advantage of having established some trust in me—
you believe I have a level of wisdom that will benefit you. Since you 
have put your faith in me, it may not matter what I choose to don on any 
particular day. But when you go back to your place of origin, I hope you 
will remember to be open to all that presents itself to you and not get 
caught in the trap of only honoring one appearance. There are many 
Paths to the Light, and all have truth to teach.” 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” said Water Wind Light. “More of the ‘don’t 
judge by appearances’ message. I think we got it.” 

“You do?” countered the Way-Shower sharply, startling the young 
man. “And just what have you learned here that makes you think you 
‘got it?’” 

Taken aback, Water Wind Light stammered, “Well, several things. 
The Hitler story made me more aware that things may not be happening 
as we perceive them. Wait a minute, that came out wrong. I mean, they 
could be really happening as we hear about them, but there may be a 
higher purpose than what we’re immediately aware of.” 

He went on. “She Who Speaks’ meditation with the heron, Mirror, 
was also about appearances. Though I don’t get that too well, ‘cause 
while it told She Who Speaks to take things at face value, it turned into a 
streak of light when it disappeared. But I did put something together 
about looking inside of ourselves to better understand outward appear-
ances, which was one of Mirror’s messages. My experiences during the 
night and when I woke up this morning led me to a realization directly 
related to that.”  

“That sounds most interesting,” their teacher said. “Tell us about it.” 
 

*  *  *  * 
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 “Where to start?” Water Wind Light asked rhetorically. “Maybe a 
good place to begin is to thank you, She Who Speaks, for paving the 
way. Things happened for me last night and on waking this morning that 
gave me a much better understanding of what you experienced. My reac-
tion to you was also based on stuff from my past that I wasn’t connect-
ing. I appreciate your patience with me and my attitude. 

“The rest of you, too,” he told them, looking around the group. “The 
way you all let me be in the anger without pressuring me to change the 
feeling made all the difference. Trying to avoid the emotion by using 
exercise didn’t work last night. But it may have given the issue energy it 
needed to emerge. 

“The run didn’t get rid of my indignation. I decided to just sit at the 
table and doodle for a while. I was trying to zone out, because I was still 
fuming. I felt so victimized—like you had picked specifically on me, She 
Who Speaks. The fact that this guy from your past had looked like me 
didn’t make it any easier. I was very upset that it had been a blond man 
who did whatever he did to you, and that I reminded you of him. I felt 
like now I had to worry about how I looked and that it might trigger an 
unpredictable outburst. It brought out helplessness because I don’t have 
much control over how I look.” 

He paused and smiled, “Well, I guess I have some control. When I 
was running, I thought, ‘I could go back home and dye my hair black,’—
but I don’t want to! I like being a surfer dude. I got rebellious and all 
balled up. There was no way I could sleep with all that inside me. Draw-
ing was about all I could think of doing, since there’s no TV, music or 
computers around here.” He gave the Way-Shower a sidelong glance, but 
didn’t get a response from the teacher. 

“So I’m there sketching at the table… then I looked down to see 
what I was doing and if it made any sense. I practically jumped out of my 
skin! There was a face on the paper looking at me.” He paused for a 
moment. All Things One saw the muscles on Water Wind Light’s face 
contort and the artery stand out in his neck.  

“It was the face of my mother!” the young man spat. The words were 
strangled and the pitch of his voice went up a few notches. He hates her! 
All Things One realized. 

“Now believe me,” the youngest participant continued, “I’m no art-
ist! I swear I was just fooling around with a pencil—yet this face was so 
clear to me! I didn’t bring the drawing with me. For all I know the rest of 
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you might not see anything in it, but I did! I will tell you that my mother 
is not a welcome sight.” He stopped again.  

All Things One intuited that Water Wind Light needed some encour-
agement to continue. She nodded at him. Picking up on her cue, Sings 
the Music said, “Go on; we’re listening. What happened between you 
and your mother?” 

 Water Wind Light took a deep breath. “I…I…I…,” he stammered.  
She Who Speaks reached over and put her hand on his knee. “I 

shared some difficult stuff,” she told him. “I know you can, too.” 
Smiling weakly at her, he patted her hand. “Thanks,” he said.  
“My mother and I never got along when I was growing up. I was the 

middle child of five, and I got lost in the family somehow—unless it was 
to get in trouble. It really seems like somewhere along the line my par-
ents agreed to treat me like shit—excuse the expression, but it’s the only 
way to describe it. Whenever anything went wrong, I got blamed and 
was usually beaten or punished in even worse ways. I never knew when 
my mother would go off, which lent life a whole feeling of unpredictabil-
ity and fear. I didn’t want to be home if I could help it, and I was afraid 
to have friends because I was sure that they’d find out about the crazi-
ness in my house and tell others. 

“We lived near a beach, and that was where I’d escape whenever I 
could. The repetitive motion and sound of the waves soothed me and 
helped me forget about what would await me when I got home.”  

Water Wind Light’s voice cracked a little, and he looked down and 
crossed his arms over his abdomen. “I don’t want to talk about that any-
more—I’m sure you all get the picture, right?” 

Glancing up and seeing the others’ heads nodding, he resumed, 
“When I saw that face I had drawn looking back at me I had a gut reac-
tion. It was totally unexpected, you know? I’d felt pretty safe and iso-
lated in here, like that world we came from couldn’t touch me. But when 
you got into your anger, She Who Speaks, it hit that place in me—like, 
‘duck, here comes the shit hitting the fan!’ And defensive mode was 
right where I went.  

“Now that I’m looking back I see that the defensiveness covered be-
ing emotionally overwhelmed. After your outburst I couldn’t trust you, 
She Who Speaks, because your anger had come out of the blue. I wasn’t 
sure I wanted to be in this group anymore. I didn’t want to be the one 
who took the heat for everything that happened between us. I didn’t 
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make the connection that the fear and anger I experienced in reaction to 
you was from patterns set up in my childhood.  

“I did know that I wanted to release the physical tension the emo-
tions created, so I went for a run. I had no clue my mother was related to 
any of it till I looked down at the doodling I’d done. Then it hit me so 
hard that all the feelings from being a kid crashed in on me and I think I 
collapsed.” He looked questioningly at the other two men, seeking vali-
dation of the course of events.  

Sings the Music shrugged, “I don’t know, man. I fell asleep in the 
garden. Your yell woke me and I had this distinct feeling I needed to 
come into the big room. When I got here the Way-Shower was kneeling 
next to the bench and you were lying limp across his arms. It looked as if 
he’d managed to prevent you from hitting either the bench or the floor. 
You appeared out cold. That was all I knew.” 

Water Wind Light stammered due to the intense emotional content of 
his story. “I, uh, was trying to hold on to reality, but, uh, it felt like I was 
falling… falling… into nowhere. Uh, uh, I couldn’t feel my body any-
more. But Ramere came to me in my mind. He was, uh, in the ocean and 
he swam toward me.” The young man coughed a little and All Things 
One saw his eyes fill with tears. 

Sniffing, Water Wind Light said, “Ramere took me in his tentacles, 
holding me. He put the starfish that had been his gift to me in my hands 
and uh, uh… it began changing colors—all of them beautiful and peace-
ful. I felt like I was safe there, and I relaxed. After a while I realized it 
wasn’t Ramere holding me, it was one of these guys here. I tried to get 
up, but lost my balance.”  

He paused as he recalled what had happened. “Oh, wait! I forgot a 
part!” he announced. 

The others started, having been lulled into the emotional depth of the 
story. Sings the Music and the Way-Shower raised their eyebrows with 
curiosity at the shift. 

“I said I was trying to hold on to reality, right?” Water Wind Light 
said. “One of the things that came to me was that triangle meditation we 
had done. I thought maybe I could use that to understand what was hap-
pening. Ramere and my mother are great opposites, so I put each of them 
on the corners on the bottom. Then I braced myself as they started climb-
ing upwards. I was totally confused by what happened. The starfish, still 
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in my lap, swam away and right up the middle of the triangle to the top. 
Then it moved a bit higher to hover over the triangle.  

“When my mother’s face and Ramere reached the point, the starfish 
greeted them both with respect. I could hardly believe it! Respect is not a 
sentiment I have for my mother. Then, even stranger, the three of them 
began to change faces, becoming each other. It was the weirdest! That 
was the last straw for me—I think I lost consciousness at that point. That 
is, until I became aware that what was holding me wasn’t Ramere but the 
Way-Shower.”  

Water Wind Light turned bright crimson as he said the last sentence. 
Everyone noticed it, but their attention was so focused on the events the 
young man had recounted no one asked him about the non-verbal com-
munication. 

“So,” he summed up, “that was my experience last night. But I 
hadn’t put it together in any meaningful way. When the Way-Shower and 
Sings the Music helped me return to consciousness after I fell off the 
bench I was exhausted, confused and overwhelmed. All I wanted to do 
was sleep. The Way-Shower assessed that I was oriented enough and 
agreed that I could hit the sack. I think I went into a deep sleep before 
my head even hit the pillow. I don’t remember any dreams if I had them. 
Enough was enough, man!”  

Water Wind Light paused in his rendition and shook his head from 
side to side. Telling his story appeared to be recreating the fatigue of the 
night’s events. He sank his head into his hand, leaning forward to bal-
ance his arm on his knee. 

“Was what happened when you woke up today a continuation of 
what you just told us?” All Things One asked. 

Water Wind Light looked up at her. “To be honest, I’m still not sure 
what all that was—the rolling and screaming stuff, anyway. I started 
rocking because I felt a hand on me and I wanted it to go away. I was 
hoping that if I moved the person would leave me alone. Instead, the op-
posite happened. Whatever movement I did, the hands amplified it. It 
actually began to feel good, so I stayed with it. And the sounds just came 
out; I don’t know where from. We already talked a bit about that. It was 
when I had sat up and said, ‘Yeesh’ that I had my realization.”  

He paused again. All Things One was sure it was intentional. She 
could barely wait to hear the connection Water Wind Light had made. 
Before she could verbally pounce on him, Sings the Music beat her to it. 
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“So you’re going to make us wait all day to hear what it was? Go on, 
man!” 

Smiling slyly as if he were a kid caught raiding the cookie jar, Water 
Wind Light pushed his hair back and straightened his posture. “Well, I 
was thinking about my reaction to She Who Speaks and the things she 
had done that made me so angry.” Looking at the animal-speaker, he 
said, “Sorry—hope you understand. I was just stuck in all the things that 
were rubbing me the wrong way about what had happened with you. 
From my perspective it seemed to be centered on me and my bad luck to 
have the facial features I do.”  

She Who Speaks nodded to him and smiled—a silent response, yet 
encouraging.  

He continued, “I was thinking about how unpredictable your outburst 
had been. It felt to me like I was just supposed to forget it had happened 
just because you had this realization about how it was connected to your 
past. The words ‘temper tantrum’ came to me. They brought an immedi-
ate connection to my mother.  

“The loud outburst accompanied by blaming and guilt-provoking 
statements like when you said, ‘Well, excuse me for having feelings, and 
excuse me for living!’ led me, even though I wasn’t conscious of it yet, 
to go right back to interactions with my mother. And my reaction was 
exactly the same, too. I never had the nerve to talk back to my mother. 
Inside, though, I would be seething with so much anger and hate toward 
her. So here with you all in group I didn’t yell back or get outwardly an-
gry. I held it in and was mopey. Then I turned to exercise, which has also 
been a standard outlet for me. And you know what was really weird—at 
least, to me?” 

They all shook their heads. “When that connection became conscious 
I realized that your behavior, She Who Speaks—not your looks, but how 
you acted—reminded me of my mother. And my anger toward you 
melted away in that instant.” 

Looking again at She Who Speaks, Water Wind Light was surprised 
to see tears falling down her cheeks. Ignoring them momentarily, he said, 
“So that’s how what happened for me was a lot like your experience. 
And now I can also see how your anger had gone away so quickly, even 
though I was still fuming. I can also understand the intensity of your re-
action and how you didn’t see it coming—that was what happened for 
me, too.”  
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Noticing the tears increase, he put on his puppy-dog expression and 
leaned toward her. “Did I say something wrong again? Please tell me it 
ain’t so! I see tears.” 

Smiling through the tears, She Who Speaks said, “Oh, I’m just doing 
the woman thing, I guess. No, these aren’t tears of anger, they’re tears of 
joy. I’m so happy for you! Well, not that what happened for you was fun 
or anything, but I’m happy that you had your own experience of an in-
tense reaction and making a connection to what was really behind it. 
Mostly I’m relieved because I was totally worrying about what it would 
be like when we came together for groups if you continued to be so an-
gry with me.  

“I wanted to try to be open-minded about you after I made the con-
nection that I’ve had an automatic unpleasant response to blond men. I 
want to work on getting to know you for who you are—or at least, who 
you share yourself to be with us here—and not for what my past pro-
grammed me to believe about blond men in their 20s. But if you were 
going to be sullen and full of snide remarks I wasn’t sure I’d be able to 
be objective. Some energy must have stepped in to save us from having 
to cope with that—Compassion, maybe.”  

Wiping the tears from her cheeks, she looked across at Water Wind 
Light and shyly asked, “Friends?” 

Extending his hand out to her inviting a shake, he echoed. “Friends?”  
“Yeah. For sure!” She Who Speaks said and she took his hand. 
“Me, too,” he told her as they shook. 
“Glad you two made up,” Sings the Music said wryly. “I’ll admit I 

also wasn’t looking forward to being here with the two of you—or even 
just one of you—on the fight. Now I can go back to contemplating my 
Star and how to come up with a new name.” 

“New name!” She Who Speaks practically shouted. “I’ve got it!” 
“What? For real?” Sings the Music’s anticipation resonated clearly in 

his question to her. “What are you thinking?” 
“How about ‘Star Sings the Music’—or ‘The Star Who Sings the 

Music?’” she asked him.  
“Wow,” he replied in awe. “I think you’ve got something there. I like 

it, I like it. Let’s see if we can make it a little shorter…. Hmmmm… I 
know! Let’s just take out ‘the’ and go with ‘Star Who Sings the Music.’ I 
think that’s good. Though I hope it doesn’t insinuate that I think I’m a 
music star who sings!” 
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“Well, are you planning to use that name when we get back home? I 
sort of doubt it,” said All Things One. “We here know exactly what it 
means, Star that you Are.” 

“You’re right,” he said to All Things One. 
“Thanks so much, She Who Speaks!” He nodded to her and brought 

his hands together and to his heart in a gesture of honoring her. 
His face shone with this resolution to his dilemma. Looking around 

the group to all of them, he announced, “I will now go by Star Who 
Sings the Music. It incorporates both aspects of me very well. I really 
like it.”  

Water Wind Light chuckled. “I just hope you don’t find many more 
aspects of yourself, or your name will end up longer than the one the 
Way-Shower had called you when we first got here. But, hey, I do like 
it—don’t get me wrong!” 

“I REALLY like it,” affirmed Star Who Sings the Music, “and I’m 
the one who counts!” 

“Yes, you are,” the Way-Shower said. “And a very fitting a name it 
is.” 

“More nutrients!” Water Wind Light called out. 
“Me, too!” said All Things One, her stomach rumbling again after 

her run. Does this intense emotional work create an appetite? She could 
swear it did. 

“Don’t forget to thank whatever you eat!” She Who Speaks re-
minded them. “I’m trying to make it a regular practice. These things have 
given their lives to us, after all.” 

“And a moment of centering again before you all take off to fill those 
empty innards,” the Way-Shower declared. 

They gathered in circle, this time with excitement and happiness 
rather than trepidation. After they closed their eyes their guide opened 
with, “As we feel this impatient energy, let us take a moment to bring our 
attention to our bodies. Noting the hunger if it’s present and any other 
sensations in the body, accept them. Visualize a clear lake or the expan-
siveness of open blue sky and rest in peace for a moment. Let a genuine 
spirit of gratitude grow, expanding into the peace. Extend thanks to all of 
us for what we are learning and experiencing, and the ways in which we 
help each other in the process. We are grateful for the moments of inspi-
ration that lead to us defining ourselves in a new way. Thanks to the ar-
chetypal energies and essences coming to our aid. And thanks to those 
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who give of their lives that we may have life, health and nutrition in 
ours.” With a deep breath in, then out, he squeezed the hands of those on 
either side of him and told them, “As you’re ready, open your eyes and 
return to the garden.”  

Their eyes snapped open with the urgency of unwhetted appetites. 
“Go! Have a good break,” the Way-Shower told them. All four took off 
for the tunnel and the cave, not noticing that their guide stayed behind in 
the garden. 
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Chapter 42 
 
 

The Way-Shower’s Reflections III 
 
 

As the group members hurried down the tunnel to the cave and the 
waiting meal, the Way-Shower heaved a sigh of relief. He had to admit 
the episode had turned out very well. There had been other times when 
people he had worked with had not realized the issues underlying their 
reactions to another in the group—or even to him. He had spent hours in 
the past trying to unravel dynamics that had become a real challenge to 
other groups’ sense of emotional safety.  

I salute you, Essences of Awareness, Understanding and, yes, Com-
passion. This time issues had been resolved very quickly, and he hadn’t 
even had to guide the group through it. These four were astute students. 
He enjoyed watching them learn about themselves and each other. Even 
better, the material they were accessing was going to be very useful on 
their return to their ordinary lives. The maturity it would give them was a 
quality that would result in others looking to these four for advice and 
guidance. He felt assured that they would be well grounded by the time 
they left.  

Still, there was more to do. I must talk to them about projection and 
the implications it has in interpersonal interactions. This psychological 
defense creates havoc in human relationships. If the four could get a 
good grasp of it, they would be well on their way not only to improved 
involvement with others, but also to spiritual progress. Learning to look 
at their personal histories and how those were connected to impressions 
and responses to other people was an excellent foundation for accepting 
personal responsibility.  

In its turn, that responsibility translates into owning one’s own 
choices and the significance of discernment—another spiritual quality of 
great import. But how much to impart to them at this time? He would 
intuitively gauge what they were able to integrate, and also trust the ar-
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chetypal energies and Souls of those here with him in making that deci-
sion.  

He stood with arms outstretched and intoned, “I now call in the Es-
sence of Responsibility. Bring your energy to our group and imbue us 
with the appropriate ways to manifest your Essence.” Letting his arms 
fall to his sides, he briefly bowed his head in respect toward the powers 
of other worlds.  

Energized by how things were unfolding and the awareness of his 
new pupils, the Way-Shower exited the garden via another pathway be-
hind a large bush. I must plan for what lies ahead. As soon as he thought 
that he had to chuckle. Unseen forces often had a way of altering his 
well-laid intentions. Yes, yes, he thought in response to his inner prompt-
ing. A plan that’s flexible. 
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Chapter 43 
 
 

Reflections on Projection 
 
 

When the four gathered again, She Who Speaks carried one of Mir-
ror’s feathers. The drawings she had brought out before still rested on the 
warm grass, where she had laid them. The journals had remained as well, 
outlining their seats from earlier. Each took their place next to their book.  

The Way-Shower awaited them in the garden, seated on a meditation 
pillow near the stream. As they arranged themselves around him a fish 
jumped in the water, adding a sense of wilderness and natural beauty to 
their surroundings.  

Silently, She Who Speaks sent a blessing to the finned one. Her 
name might be “She Who Speaks with the Four-Leggeds in her Heart” 
but as far as she was concerned, all animal life forms were included un-
der the “Four-Legged” umbrella. 

“Have you taken care of your physical bodies?” the Way-Shower 
asked them 

“Yep!” came Water Wind Light’s quick reply, as he rubbed his ab-
domen. “Thank you for the good food you provide. It sort of looks like 
twigs and leaves but it really hits the spot!” 

“Yes, thank you,” All Things One chimed in. “I love this organic-
type food but don’t eat much of it when I’m on my own. I’ve really been 
enjoying it.” 

“Yeah, I’ll say,” Star Who Sings the Music joked. “You won’t share 
the peanut butter, will you? I didn’t think there was anyone else who 
liked the stuff as much as I do.” 

“Oh!” All Things One exclaimed. “Why didn’t you say something? I 
didn’t know there was another peanut butter fan here. I’m sorry—I’ll 
share from here on.” 

Star Who Sings the Music smiled. “It’s OK,” he answered. “I could 
have said something earlier. But consider this my reservation for peanut 
butter at snack time tonight and probably tomorrow morning.” 
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“You got it.” 
“Now that you have your menu straightened out, can we open our 

group time?” the Way-Shower asked. 
The four settled in, the routine becoming second nature. They closed 

their eyes, hands resting in open positions. The Way-Shower smiled to 
see the four taking deep breaths without his verbal prompting. Seeing 
they were ready, he took them through the relaxation of the body and 
clearing of emotions. He started the visualization by having them select a 
peaceful place of their choosing and drink in the serenity for a couple 
minutes. “Let the beauty and stillness fill all your senses—sight, sound, 
touch, smell and even taste. Bask in the sweetness of the moment and 
feel your hearts open.”  

After giving them another minute in their space, he invited them 
back. As their eyes fluttered open, he looked from one to the other. All of 
them emitted a glow—a light distinct from their auras. The faces were 
brighter than when the four arrived in the cave. This work was resonating 
well with all of them.  

“You all look quite radiant.” He took time to smile at his charges.  
Star Who Sings the Music replied, “I feel radiant! I love my new 

name. I feel much lighter since I got in touch with the Star—like I’m a 
different person. I think that’s why taking a new name felt so right.  

“I’m also feeling a lot of gratitude to you all—because everyone has 
had the courage to share so openly about your experiences. Water Wind 
Light, I think your visit with Ramere and his message about courage 
wasn’t just meant for you—it was for all of us.  

“I’m feeling a lot of gratitude to you, Way-Shower, for giving us this 
opportunity to go deeper and learn these things about ourselves in a safe 
setting.” Nodding to them all, he indicated that he had said his piece.  

She Who Speaks looked at Water Wind Light and said, “I agree with 
the courage thing—thank you for bringing it into the group. I know I 
need it as much as you.”  

Observing the glow coming off the young man’s face, she continued, 
“Your face is shining, too. It appears that figuring out that stuff with your 
mother and how it related to me took a load off your shoulders. You’re 
too young to have wrinkles, but I could still swear your face looks 
smoother and more relaxed than when we first arrived.” 

Blushing, Water Wind Light stammered, “Aw, shucks, man.”  
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Then, more serious, he told them, “I never was good at accepting 
compliments. But thank you, She Who Speaks.” 

“Well,” All Things One piped up, “what’s on the agenda for us 
now?” 

“Ahhhh,” replied the Way-Shower. “You are getting more percep-
tive. Yes, there is an agenda. The material that surfaced for both She 
Who Speaks and Water Wind Light involved the occurrence of some-
thing that has a great impact on our relationships with people. It can be 
summed up as not recognizing something within yourself, and since you 
don’t see it in yourself you put it outwards and see it in someone, or 
something else. There is a word for it. Do any of you happen to know 
what it is?” 

Blank looks greeted him. 
“No one knows what it is called? We may have referred to it briefly 

earlier in your gatherings. Would you care to check back in your journals 
and see if you’ve jotted it down?” 

“Nothing like a quiz!” muttered Water Wind Light as he opened his 
journal.  

Next to him, All Things One could see that he did not have much 
written down. She, on the other hand, was a voluminous writer. If one 
word could be said with ten, she would use the ten. She also often re-
peated things she wrote, believing the emphasis would help her remem-
ber them. Bending her head, she began leafing through her pages. 

Before she found anything that looked applicable to the question 
posed by their teacher, She Who Speaks said, “It sounds like it would be 
something related to what Mirror was teaching me. Hmmm. Where 
would I have written that down?” She flipped sheets of paper in her jour-
nal. 

The Way-Shower interjected, “Well, perhaps the exact word has not 
been used here yet. Would anyone like to take a guess if you can’t find 
it?” 

“And risk being wrong?” queried Star Who Sings the Music, with a 
satirical note of fear. 

“Ha!” retorted She Who Speaks. “You mean any more wrong than 
you felt about your first meditation that we all learned so much from? 
Come on! There are no right and wrongs here, remember? If you hadn’t 
shared your meditation with us, even though it felt ‘wrong’ to you, we 
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never would have learned about integrating things that feel dark into our 
lives. It was also an honor to learn more about who you are.” 

“Hmmph,” Water Wind Light contributed. “I’ll be honest. I don’t 
want to be wrong, and I’m not going to guess!” 

“You’re too funny!” laughed All Things One. 
“Well, if you’re so brave, you guess!” countered the young man. 
“OK, I will!” she responded to the dare. “Is it called ‘rationalizing?’ 

That’s some psychobabble term I heard somewhere.” 
The Way-Shower smiled at the way they goaded each other, deter-

ring the moment of risk. He noted who had taken the initiative, and was 
not surprised.  

“Good try,” he told her, “but, no, that is not the word.” 
“Well, at least I tried!” she said, looking around at her groupmates 

with an I-told-you-so expression.  
“I don’t mind risking something now and then. I know I don’t know 

everything, and I’m open to learning what I don’t know. Since I’m OK 
with not knowing everything, I don’t take it hard when I get something 
wrong. It’s all about getting our minds to be like parachutes, right?” 

A groan emitted from Water Wind Light. “Another story?” he asked 
wearily. 

“No,” answered All Things One. “Just a short saying: ‘Minds are like 
parachutes. They work best when open.’” 

It got a chuckle from the other members. Water Wind Light, some-
what chagrined, said, “OK. But there are so many new concepts and sto-
ries that are coming up here, how’s a guy supposed to keep track of them 
all?” 

“The minds-like-parachutes is a wise approach to life,” the Way-
Shower commented. “But that still is not identifying the word I started 
out asking you all about. I’m not going to let you get away with diverting 
us.” 

 Glancing around at them, he continued, “Since it appears none of 
you knows the term or may not be making the connection, I will tell you 
what it is.” 

He smiled as four pens took positions above pages in the journals. 
“The name for it is ‘projection,’” he told them. He paused as they 

noted the word. After writing, they looked at their guide expectantly. 
“So that’s a specific word for when you don’t see a quality in your-

self, but are able to see it in others?” Star Who Sings the Music asked. 
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“So it is,” replied the Way-Shower. “A childhood interaction is a 
great example of it. Often when calling you a name or taunting you, an-
other child will point a finger at you. One response for that is to tell him 
or her, ‘You have one finger pointed at me, but three pointing back at 
yourself!’ The implication is that what he or she is accusing you of actu-
ally applies more to him or her. Do any of you recall doing that when 
you were little?”  

Star Who Sings the Music nodded. “Yeah, I remember that!”  
The others shook their heads, no.  
“Well,” continued the Way-Shower, “consider it. Someone has just 

called you a liar, and points at you: ‘Liar, liar, pants on fire!’ In the 
pointing, one finger is held out toward you, but the third, fourth and 
pinky fingers are all curled back toward the teaser. Now, perhaps you did 
tell a lie, and the accusation is true. But if you had not lied, it would be a 
perfect illustration of projection. What is being said about you would 
actually be true of the person doing the taunting. The person doing the 
pointing wouldn’t be aware of that quality in him or herself—he or she is 
putting it outside of them and onto you.”  

Water Wind Light’s brow wrinkled as he engaged in deep concentra-
tion. “OK, you got me thinking,” he said. “Would that mean that when 
my mother called me a no-good piece of crap that she was really talking 
about herself?” 

“Well…,” the Way-Shower’s tone held atypical hesitation. “It’s dif-
ficult to say for sure because I don’t know your mother. We have to be 
careful about jumping to conclusions. It is possible that your mother had 
feelings of low self-worth that she projected on to you when you were a 
child. 

“People with anger and rage problems typically have many issues 
under the surface. Their own feelings of imperfection lay the ground-
work for shaming and blaming others. They may think it’s for the good 
of the one they are screaming at—that somehow the verbal abuse will 
motivate the other to do better. Did that approach work for you, Water 
Wind Light?” 

Water Wind Light’s forehead was still furrowed. “No—no way. All I 
wanted to do was escape,” he said. 

The Way-Shower continued. “You can be more sure it’s projection 
when you know a person well, or have seen behavior patterns in some-
one over time. For instance, maybe you have a neighbor or know some-
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one where you work who is known as an angry person. Whenever you 
see him or her you have an underlying current of anxiety about whether 
he or she is going to accuse you of something.  

“Maybe one day you decide to make light of it, figuring that if the 
person has the chance to admit the anger, it will lessen the possibility that 
he or she will lash out unnecessarily. You say something like, ‘Angry 
about something today?’ He or she responds, ‘Who, me? No, I’m not 
angry about anything. But funny you mention it—everyone I ran into on 
my way to work today was so angry! I’ve never seen so many people 
upset about things in the space of an hour.’   

“You think to yourself, ‘Well, now that’s the pot calling the kettle 
black!’ And you wonder if this person really can’t see the anger in him or 
herself, because everyone else you know sees the anger in them.  

“Or, another example might be someone you know who is a penny-
pincher. Yet they go around complaining how cheap everyone else is, 
apparently not aware of the very same quality in him or herself. Does 
that help?”  

“Oh,” the younger man said, “Yeah, I think I understand now. In the 
past I knew that if I was around someone who got really angry and exag-
gerated, I would get very angry back. But I couldn’t express it. Since I 
felt it but couldn’t put words to it, would that be projection?” 

 “Not exactly,” the Way-Shower answered. “Projection is an aspect 
of yourself that you dislike or find difficult to accept, so you put it onto 
others. The hitch is that you don’t see that quality in yourself at all. So if 
you are projecting rage onto others, it would mean you also have rage 
that you are not acknowledging. You would easily see how angry your 
mother was, but if someone asked you if you were an angry person, 
you’d be shocked at the suggestion. Is that explanation better?” 

“Hmmm,” Water Wind Light mused. 
“Maybe I have an example,” volunteered Star Who Sings the Music. 

“I mentioned before that I wanted to see where the conflict between you 
two led.” He looked alternately at Water Wind Light and She Who 
Speaks. She Who Speaks nodded in return, encouraging him to continue. 

“As your interaction unfolded, I reviewed relationships from my 
past. I wondered if what happened in our group was what had been going 
on with me and my girlfriends. I was even engaged once, but my fiancé 
broke it off.  
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“I’d like to share a little about my life, if that’s OK?” he asked. All 
nodded in reply. 

“The intensity of what happened between you two jolted me. I was 
impressed later to hear you both make the connections with what was 
really going on. After the Way-Shower and I helped you out, Water 
Wind Light, stuff started rattling around inside my head— maybe in my 
heart, too. Your reactions struck a chord with me, though I couldn’t put it 
into words at the time. 

“This morning the Way-Shower and I talked some about how we can 
split off the parts of ourselves we don’t like or are afraid of. And when 
we do that we aren’t whole as people. What I think he told me—and you 
can correct me if I got this wrong, Way-Shower —is that the work of the 
soul is to become aware of all those parts and reclaim them so that we 
are complete. That means the ‘good’ and the ‘bad.’ As humans, we have 
both; we’re not perfect. 

“I’m sure that’s what happened to me with the Star. It was a part of 
me I had buried. Back in my childhood I think I did know I was special 
and bright. I don’t mean that in an egotistical way; more like being a 
child of Beauty—or, a child of God. As I got older, it got squashed. If I 
ever said anything about an inner light or beauty to the people around 
me, I was told I was too big for my britches, or that I was selfish and 
vain. So I pushed it down inside. And it got pushed so far down I totally 
forgot it. 

“To get back on track with our discussion about projection, as I got 
older I started projecting, if I have the concept right. I held some people 
in complete awe. I had an uncle who was a very smart man—he received 
an honorary doctorate degree from an Ivy League college. I see now that 
I made him my Star. As far as I was concerned, he walked on water.  

“I thought he was absolutely brilliant (interesting word, huh?). He 
could do no wrong by me. Yet I had totally forgotten that feeling I’d had 
when I was young—that I was a being of brightness myself.  

“It sounds to me like what you’re talking about, Way-Shower—but 
it’s a positive attribute rather than a negative one. Can people project 
positive things as well as the undesirable ones?” 

“Absolutely!” replied the Way-Shower. “Thank you for bringing that 
up. For some reason people always think that the things they don’t want 
to own are the dark things about themselves. We’ve talked about some of 
those.  
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“But how many people do you know are comfortable with the 
thought of themselves as bright Lights with wondrous gifts to share with 
all who come their way? How many can look in the mirror and say, ‘I am 
a being of Love and Light and deserving of all the happiness and abun-
dance I desire, as long as it is used in the proper way to serve the highest 
good?’ Dare I say, not many. Yet we easily project that greatness onto 
others—Gandhi, Mother Teresa, Nelson Mandela, the Pope, and other 
notable spiritual leaders of Earth.  

“We don’t like feelings of depression or anxiety. But would you be-
lieve me when I tell you that there are a good number who are equally, if 
not more, uncomfortable with the feeling of deep peace or ecstasy! It 
seems ironic, right? You would think everyone would want to experience 
bliss. Consider how often you hear things like, ‘Everything is going so 
well in my life I’m waiting for the you-know-what to hit the fan.’ People 
get very uncomfortable being in the positive too long.  

“So, yes, Star Who Sings the Music, projection can definitely be 
both negative and positive things about yourself that you’re uncomfort-
able with. Do you all understand that?” 

Water Wind Light’s brow was still lined with uncertainty. All Things 
One had to laugh. “Water Wind Light,” she said. “You better get that 
light bulb turned on soon or you’ll have ruts grooved into your face!”  

He shot her an irritated look. “I’m thinking, I’m thinking! Geez, not 
everyone’s able to pick up these psychobabble concepts as easily as you 
do.” 

The Way-Shower interjected a calming note. “You’re fine, Water 
Wind Light. If projection were an easy idea to grasp, people would not 
be accusing each other of hateful things nearly as often as it happens. 
Once you catch on to it, the awareness creates an extraordinary shift in 
how you relate to others. If everyone learns just this basic psychological 
defense, think of how relationships between individuals and societies 
could change!  

“So take your time in getting it right. Let’s all go around and give 
some examples as a way to get the hang of how projection operates. You 
gave us a good one of positive projection, Star Who Sings the Music. 
Could you also share a negative projection that you’ve had?” 

“I’ve been thinking about that and trying to figure out how it would 
go,” Star Who Sings the Music answered. “I’m pretty sure I have one 
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around my relationships, as I started to say before—but I got sidetracked 
when the Star example kicked in.  

“Let’s see... OK, I think I have one. It may not be exactly right, but 
I’ll put it out there and you all see what you think.” 

He paused to look at his groupmates. Their raised eyebrows and for-
ward postures gave away their anticipation.  

“OK, here goes,” he said, taking a deep breath. 
“In my relationships with women, my partners often told me I was 

aloof. They didn’t feel like I really cared about them. I guess I still don’t 
really understand what women want from a man, and I haven’t taken the 
time to analyze what messages I got about that from both my parents. My 
parents’ relationship seemed OK to me. They weren’t lovey-dovey or 
anything, but there wasn’t a lot of fighting, and me and my brother were 
well cared for.  

“When I started dating someone, usually within about three months 
the aloof thing would come up. It would drive me nuts, because I just 
didn’t see it in myself. I would try to do things that my girlfriend liked, 
even if I didn’t particularly care about doing them. So now in thinking 
about it, I can see that maybe I became a little removed. After all, I 
wasn’t interested in what we were doing, so I’d detach myself from it. 
But since it was something she had wanted to do, I thought she’d be 
happy with it whether I was enjoying it or not.  

“Anyway, from the moment of that first ‘feedback,’ let’s call it, I 
tuned out of the relationship. I told myself things like, ‘she just doesn’t 
understand me,’ or ‘she isn’t the marrying type’—stuff like that. And 
even though I didn’t say it to her (or I don’t remember saying it—maybe 
I did in a fight or two I had along the way), I’m seeing now that the atti-
tude itself must have influenced the relationship. Within a couple months 
she would break it off. 

“I think it applies to projection because I never acknowledged that, 
yeah, I was aloof. By doing the things she wanted to even though I didn’t 
like them, I built up resentment. But I put on a fake face of being glad to 
do them. We never looked for things we could have mutually enjoyed. 
Then I would tell myself that she was the one who wasn’t willing to 
commit. Now I’m seeing that I was the one who wasn’t able to commit—
but I put that onto the different women.” 

Heads in the group nodded. All Things One said, “Good example! 
You put it really well. I was easily able to understand how you trans-
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ferred what was in you onto your girlfriends. Thanks for sharing that 
with us.” 

She Who Speaks piped up. “Can I go next? Mine is a lot like Star 
Who Sings the Music’s.” 

The Way-Shower gave a flourish of his arm for her to proceed. 
“Thanks,” she said. “I’ve already told you about my vamp past; my 

projection example is going to be from that. I told you how I would love 
to go for men who were married or engaged or in a committed relation-
ship, right?” Heads nodded.  

“Well, that whole thing involved projection, if I understand it right. 
Because I would laugh at how the men could so easily be seduced into 
being unfaithful, but I never acknowledged that I was not able to be 
faithful myself! If I could have been faithful, I wouldn’t have been going 
after anything in pants that moved.  

“Ooops,” she caught herself and blushed. “Sorry, guys. I don’t mean 
it to sound like I have no respect for men or anything. It’s just how I was 
back then.” 

Water Wind Light grinned, saying, “I wish I’d known you then. I’m 
not ready to settle down yet. I wouldn’t mind being seduced.” 

“To be honest,” the woman replied, “I don’t think you would have 
been the type. If you were single, I wasn’t that interested.” 

“Damn! Just my luck!” Water Wind Light bantered. 
“Anyway,” She Who Speaks continued, “that counts as projection, 

right? I told myself what sorry guys they were because I got them into 
bed despite their professed love for the other woman. Really I was the 
one who was fickle—and much sorrier than the men I got my way with. 
But I didn’t see that in myself at all. In my mind, they were weak for fal-
ling for the seduction, and I was strong because I’d conquered yet again.” 

“A very good example,” the Way-Shower affirmed. 
“OK, I’ll try again,” said Water Wind Light. 
“Taking a risk, are we?” All Things One couldn’t resist jiving with 

him. She could swear he brought out the kid in her.  
“Do you mind?” the younger man shot back at her. 
“Sorry,” she replied, chastised. “Maybe I’m just nervous about shar-

ing mine. Go ahead; don’t mind me.” 
“Thanks, I won’t,” he countered.  
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“I’m going to use an example from when I was twelve or thirteen. 
This is similar to the liar example you gave us before,” he said, looking 
at the Way-Shower.  

“I had a good friend in eighth grade. The two of us spent all our free 
time together. The beach was my favorite place to go, and we spent a lot 
of time there. As obvious as it is now that I used it as a place of escape, I 
didn’t realize it at that age. I thought I went there because I loved the 
ocean, plain and simple. 

“One day Jack (that was my friend’s name) and I were walking along 
the shoreline, kicking at shells and talking about twelve-year-old stuff. It 
was evening and the temperature was cooling off. We were in shorts and 
shirtless. Any normal person would have headed home, but of course I 
was trying to put that off as long as possible. Well, Jack was ready to go. 
He said, “Hey, let’s go home. It’s getting cold out here.’ I told him, 
‘Naw, I want to stay a bit longer. The sun will set pretty soon and there 
might be some cool colors. Let’s watch.’  

“I guess he thought I was a sissy for even mentioning a sunset. Curi-
ous about why I’d stay out in the dark when temperatures were dropping, 
he asked, ‘What’s the matter? You afraid to go home?’” 

Water Wind Light hung his head in shame as he continued. “My re-
action was a lot like yours here with me, She Who Speaks. I just went off 
on the poor guy. I yelled at him and told him, no, I wasn’t scared to go 
home and asked him what his problem was to even mention something 
like that. I think my screaming scared the daylights out of him because 
he didn’t even answer me—he just turned and ran. And as he ran I yelled 
after him, ‘You’re afraid of home! You’re afraid of home!’”  

His voice stuck in his throat. In the awkwardness of having deep 
feelings, Water Wind Light tossed his blond hair back with his hand. 
“Man, it hurts now to remember that. I see now that I was afraid to go 
home—but I wasn’t aware of it then. Even worse, I teased Jack about it 
mercilessly even after that day. It wasn’t long till he stopped coming to 
the beach to join me, and our friendship went by the wayside. Jeez… just 
because I couldn’t see the truth.” 

“Hey,” Star Who Sings the Music responded. “We’re all giving ex-
amples of our ignorance here. It’s OK. The important thing is that we see 
it now. It opens up the way for us to make changes in the future. You 
know what? If you were anything like me (and maybe you weren’t), even 
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if you were aware that you were afraid to go home, it would have been 
too embarrassing to admit it.” 

“Yeah, you’re probably right,” Water Wind Light said. “Thanks.” 
“Anytime.” 
All heads then turned to All Things One. “Still nervous?” queried the 

Water Wind Light. 
“Yeah, a bit,” she told him. “I still haven’t told you all about my 

meditation and stuff. I haven’t shared as much as the rest of you have. I 
feel like I’m on the hot seat,” she told them. 

“Because you are!” laughed She Who Speaks. “So get on with it! We 
all went through the hoops of fire—your turn now.” 

“Yeesh, hoops of fire? I hope that’s not something we’ll be doing 
here?” She raised her eyebrows to the Way-Shower. 

“Oh, that’s just the beginning of it!” he replied, laughing.  
“Great!” she lamented. “But what does that have to do with opening 

the Door to Who We Are? How much pain we can tolerate?” 
The Way-Shower smiled and his voice softened. “You don’t know 

me well enough to know when I’m joking,” he told the concerned 
woman. “There may well be a place for jumping through hoops of fire in 
learning who you are, but it will not be this time.” 

“Whew!” With palpable relief, she reverted her attention to their dis-
cussion. 

“OK, here’s my example. Way back when I was in my 20’s…” She 
paused for laughter but didn’t get any.  

Sighing, she started over. “I had this job. I liked it pretty well, but I 
was insecure. My boss never talked to me about things he didn’t like 
about how I did my work. Most people would have figured, hey, that’s 
good; it means that the boss is happy with how I’m doing things. Well, I 
wasn’t sure. I hoped I was doing well, but I was never really certain of it. 

“One day my boss went out to lunch with the manager of the office. I 
was petrified. They never went to lunch together. I was sure that my boss 
wanted to talk to the manager about how I wasn’t doing things the way 
he liked and he wanted to fire me. I bugged the manager’s assistant to 
see if she was aware of the reason for the lunch. She claimed she had no 
idea what it was about. All I could do was wait for his return and the 
dreaded news. 

“When they returned my boss says to me, ‘I went out to lunch with 
George today.’ I’m like, duh—I didn’t totally miss seeing the two of you 
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leave together, but all I said was ‘Un huh.’ He continued, saying, ‘Well, I 
told him what a good job I think you’re doing and he and I both agreed it 
was time for a raise.’ I was so shocked you could have knocked me over 
with a feather!” 

She Who Speaks’ eyes glinting mischievously. She took her feather 
from Mirror and moved it against All Things One’s arm. “Let’s see you 
tilt!” she laughed. Obliging, All Things One fell over, laughing. Getting 
back up, she looked at the Way-Shower and asked, “So, is that projec-
tion?” 

“How do you see it that way?” the guide returned her question. 
“Well, I didn’t see that what I was doing was a good job until he told 

me that he thought I was doing well enough to merit a raise.” 
Star Who Sings the Music leaned forward and said, “But my under-

standing is that we actually give that quality that we don’t see in our-
selves to another person. Like, if I can’t see I’m doing a good job, then I 
might see it in the manager’s assistant, to use your example. Then I’d 
always be telling her what a good job she does, without seeing that I’m 
the one doing the good work.” 

“Very good!” the Way-Shower boomed. Water Wind Light and All 
Things One started at his enthusiasm.  

“Geez,” said All Things One, “that’s one powerful voice you have!” 
“And big teeth, too!” added She Who Speaks. 
Using the jibe as a way to relieve her confusion at not getting the 

concept right, All Things One giggled along with She Who Speaks. “I’m 
beginning to wonder if that’s Granny by the stream there.” 

“Yoo hoo,” Water Wind Light called out. “Earth to the gals in the 
group, Earth to gals, come in, please!” 

“Earth? Earth?” All Things One laughed more. “Are we on Earth? 
And if not, who’s calling? Sorry, I can’t hear you!” She cupped her hand 
to her ear for emphasis. 

“All right, all right,” the Way-Shower interjected. “My, you’re in 
rare form today. This work must be getting too serious. We can take a 
break soon, but before we do I would like you to try again with an exam-
ple of projection, All Things One. Remember, it’s something you don’t 
see in yourself, but you see clearly in someone else.” 

The group ceased their raucous antics. She Who Speaks sat quietly, 
hands folded in her lap. Water Wind Light picked grass absently. Star 



The Crystal Cave 

 

177 

Who Sings the Music grasped his knees and rested his chin on them. All 
Things One silently considered her task. 

“OK, how about this one?” she offered. “There was a guy I dated for 
about nine months. Toward the end of our relationship he made a state-
ment that I felt was really unfair. He said the only person I was interested 
in was myself.  

“See, unlike you, Star Who Sings the Music, I didn’t go out of my 
way to include my boyfriend in things we did. I basically chose things I 
wanted to do, and booked them for two. I don’t think Richard cared at all 
for some of the things I decided we would do. But I didn’t think about it 
at the time. I guess my attitude was that if he was going to be with me, he 
better learn the things I liked. I also believed we both had to like the 
same things or a relationship wouldn’t work.  

“I didn’t see that as selfish on my part. I perceived it as his being up-
set that he never got to set the agenda. I thought that it was selfish on his 
part to want to decide what we would do! Looking back, I can see what a 
reversal it was—it’s plain as day to me sitting here. Anyway, we’d get 
into huge fights accusing each other of being selfish you-know-whats. It 
doesn’t take a genius to figure out that the relationship didn’t last long. 
Even worse, I was still bitter about how selfish I thought he was for 
months after we split up—I just didn’t see that it was me!” 

“Bingo!” said Star Who Sings the Music. “That counts in my book. 
She got it this time, right, Way-Shower?” 

“Yes, she did. Good work, All Things One.  
“And now I’m going to up the ante. If I think projection may be oc-

curring in the group, I will ask you to refocus on yourself and see what 
may be behind a particular reaction. Though I will say that so far you 
seem to be doing very well with that yourselves. My hope is that we can 
be as open-minded and nonjudgmental as we’ve been today.” 

The Way-Shower continued in a no-nonsense voice. “I want you to 
become more aware of projection. It is a major root of problems between 
people. We know how we feel when we’re accused of something. 
Awareness is the key. Hold on to your reaction and take some time to 
assess—as honestly as you can—whether what you’re being accused of 
may be a trait of yours. If it is, admitting it takes the wind out of the ac-
cuser’s sails.  

“If, on the other hand, you know it is not an aspect of yourself, un-
derstanding that the quality may in reality be a trait of the other person 
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can diffuse the situation. You now have some knowledge about the other 
person, and that can help prevent a major argument. You tell yourself, 
‘Oh, that’s really about him (or her) and doesn’t have anything to do with 
me. There is nothing to react to!”’ 

Looking around at his charges, the Way-Shower asked, “Are you all 
clear on projection?” 

“I think I’ve got it,” affirmed Water Wind Light. “And may I bite my 
tongue before any future accusations come out of my mouth.”  

Seeing raised eyebrows from his groupmates, he added, “I really 
mean it!” 

“Good,” the Way-Shower stated. “After a brief closing of the group 
for now, let’s take another break. As she mentioned, All Things One has 
not shared her first meditation with us yet. How about hearing that when 
we reconvene?” 

“Oh, yes!” She Who Speaks’ reply was eager. “I’ve been looking 
forward to that.” 

“I’m ready to hear it, too,” echoed Water Wind Light. 
“Ditto for me,” added Star Who Sings the Music. 
“And so it will be. Now let’s bring our energies together and have a 

moment of silence,” the Way-Shower stated. The four took each others’ 
hands as they’d become accustomed to and, closing their eyes, took sev-
eral deep breaths.  

“Let us thank the energies of Awareness and Enlightenment,” the 
Way-Shower intoned. “All it takes is the light from a match to dispel a 
perceived totality of darkness around you. Holding in mind our discus-
sion about projection, may inner reflection become second nature to us. 
May all that hides in the dark corners be revealed. May we find hope in 
the fact that the better we know ourselves, the better our chances of har-
monious relationships with others. And so it is,” he finished, with a 
squeeze of the hands he held.  

He smiled as they opened their eyes. “Here’s your well-deserved 
break,” he said. “See you all in a bit.” 
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Chapter 44 
 
 

All Things One’s Meditation 
 
 

On their return, Star Who Sings the Music sported a lustrous navy 
blue open-necked shirt with a large gold star, comets and musical notes 
embroidered into it. 

All Things One could not hide her admiration of the shirt. “Where 
did you get that?” she asked incredulously. 

“The Way-Shower brought it to me. He said he thought it might suit 
my name,” replied the black-haired man.  

“That is gorgeous!” gushed All Things One. Turning to the Way-
Shower, she asked, “Do you have another one a couple sizes smaller?” 

Smiling, the guide said, “No, I’m afraid I don’t. But we’ll see what 
we might come up with if you want some variety in your attire. Is the 
white cotton garb getting boring?” 

Stammering, All Things One replied, “I didn’t mean it that way. The 
white cotton is just fine. I especially like the one I’m wearing that has the 
embroidered borders. It’s just that Star’s shirt is so striking; you can’t 
help but notice it. It looks like it was tailor-made for him, with the star, 
comet and music notes on it.” 

“So it was!” the Way-Shower said. “In time, each of you will receive 
a garment that reflects your unique inner nature. For now,” he said look-
ing at the other three, “yours are not ready. You will receive them when 
the time is right.” 

“Cool!” burst forth Water Wind Light. “I want to see how you’re go-
ing to show Ramere and the starfish!” 

“Young man!” the guide remonstrated sternly. “Just why do you 
think there will be an animal being of whom I have no knowledge on 
your garment?” 

“Well...” It was Water Wind Light’s turn to be embarrassed. “If they 
are made individually for each of us, I just thought Ramere would be 
included in mine. He’s made such a big impression on me. Plus, it 
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seemed like he knew you somehow…” His voice trailed off, ripe with 
the uncertainty the Way-Shower had planted.  

“Time will tell,” said the Way-Shower. “Now, are we ready to hear 
All Things One’s first meditation? Do you still recall it after all that’s 
happened?” 

“Oh, yes,” replied All Things One. “It was amazing; I don’t know 
that I will ever forget it. You all remember that after the meditation I 
spent a couple hours writing about it in my journal?” 

“Yes, I remember that,” replied Star Who Sings the Music. “We 
were on the couch chatting and wondering about you over there alone. 
Then again, your return to ‘ordinary reality’—is that what we’d call it, 
Way-Shower?—was dramatic. It sparked my curiosity about what had 
happened to you wherever you went.” 

All Things One barely heard what he was saying for staring at his 
shirt. Catching herself, she shook her head and said, “Sorry about that. I 
just can’t get over your shirt! If the one I receive is even half that beauti-
ful I would feel so honored I’d probably be in tears.”  

Looking at Star Who Sings the Music, she noticed that he didn’t ap-
pear quite as old now. The experiences he was having with the group 
were giving him a different demeanor. Earlier she had wondered if he 
were depressed; now he appeared regal.  

Nodding to him, All Things One remarked, “I must say, you wear it 
very well.” 

“Thank you,” Star Who Sings the Music replied. “Now, how about 
your story?” 

All Things One spun the story of how she had walked down the path 
in the woods and noticed the pale green gypsy moth on her left. “The 
place I visited was called The Fifth Sphere of the Realm of Vibrational 
Intention. This realm is visited by Beings searching to become aware of 
their tonal vibrations. They use the tones to expand their energy and to 
create things in their life they feel would be helpful to them. 

“It was an awesome experience!” She paused, searching for the 
words to describe what had happened. “At first I just heard the sounds. 
Then I realized they were coming from the moth. Then the sounds be-
came color and shimmered around us,” she told the group. “The colors 
were very ethereal; it would be difficult to equate them to earthly shades. 
It was so beautiful! I joined the moth, whose name was Yumi, in toning. 
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As I continued, the colors and sounds merged, and somehow the sounds 
became verbal messages that I could understand.” 

“Wow!” She Who Speaks gasped.  
Water Wind Light’s bright eyes showed he was captivated.  
Star Who Sings the Music unconsciously moved a couple inches 

closer, as if by increasing his proximity the wonder of her contact with 
this higher dimension might rub off on him. “Amazing!” he murmured.  

All Things One proceeded, telling them how Yumi had been so upset 
by her lack of awareness of the Fifth Sphere of the Realm of Vibrational 
Intention that the moth had left her briefly to go find someone from the 
Realm’s consortium. “The Being who represented their consortium 
called itself Essence. It was made of light that turned different shades 
and represented many within itself. To make me more comfortable, Es-
sence appeared to me in an individual form.  

“It communicated to me that, in their dimension, sound and thought 
combine to manifest things. When the notes shifted, the colors did, too. 
And then I’d get words that formed in my mind. The vibration definitely 
seemed connected to the communication. 

“I was very awed by it all. Essence, though, was shocked that people 
in our dimension didn’t believe that thought resulted in manifestation.”  

“So what materialized for you due to the sound and thoughts?” won-
dered She Who Speaks. 

“Well, I think Essence’s appearance in single form occurred as a re-
sult of its intention to appear that way to me. And when Yumi was to 
give me the gift, it just materialized from the colors and sounds identified 
as Essence. I believe that when the Beings of that realm have a thought it 
creates a vibration that takes on form.” 

Incredulous, Water Wind Light asked, “Are you sure you’re not 
making this up?” 

“Geez, Water Wind Light,” All Things One responded. “I don’t think 
I could have made this up if I tried! Even though I like science fiction, 
this would have been out of my imaginative realm. I’m way too im-
mersed in Earth life to have considered that our thinking might manifest 
in some way! And maybe it doesn’t happen like that on Earth—maybe 
that’s just on other dimensional levels. I don’t know!” 

“So what did Yumi give you?” Star Who Sings the Music wanted to 
know. 
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“Oh! It was mesmerizingly beautiful! It’s a crystal sphere that re-
flected the colors of their dimension. They told me that whenever I use 
it… Let me see…”  

She checked her journal to make sure she’d be accurate in relating 
Essence’s message. “Here’s what they said that I wrote down: ‘Whatever 
you focus your thoughts on when you use this gift will manifest. We do 
not dictate how it will manifest—in what form or what time. But come to 
be, it will. Please use it wisely.’”  

Looking up from the book, All Things One said, “At first I felt I 
wasn’t ready for such a gift. The minute I had that thought, the sphere 
turned a dark color and started shaking like it would come apart. I was 
scared I would destroy it, so I redirected my thoughts to how beautiful it 
was. Shortly after I changed my thoughts it began shining a vibrant gold 
color! 

“This sphere is totally outside my realm of familiarity, so I asked 
them if I could call on them for assistance if and when I decide to use it. 
Essence replied that I could reach out to them in my mind and they 
would respond.” 

His eyes intense as he looked at All Things One, the Way-Shower 
asked, “And have you used it yet?” 

“With what’s been going on around here?” All Things One quipped. 
“Who’s had time to try manifesting thoughts with the pace of things go-
ing on in our group?”  

Seeing the Way-Shower’s eyebrows rise at her impertinent attitude, 
All Things One checked her sarcasm. “Sorry about that. No, I haven’t 
used it yet. By the way, this gift did not take solid form the way She Who 
Speaks’ feathers did. It’s like it’s in my mind, or available to me in an-
other space-time reality. With permission from Essence or Yumi, I be-
lieve it can be used if I focus on the sphere when I meditate.” 

Gravely, the Way-Shower validated, “Yes, it most certainly can. I 
would like to talk more with you about that before you decide to use it.” 

“Of course,” All Things One told him. “I’m open to your direction, 
too, if you know about these sphere things. I don’t know anything now, 
that’s for sure!” 

“We’ll talk later,” he told her. 
He asked the group, “Any questions, comments or thoughts about 

All Things One’s experience?” 
The three others looked at each other, but no one said anything.  
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No questions? She Who Speaks couldn’t believe it. Isn’t anyone go-
ing to ask about All Things One’s return and what had happened?  

Water Wind Light shifted his position but didn’t verbalize anything.  
Star Who Sings the Music shrugged. “After that story, what is there 

to say?” 
“Well,” the animal communicator said, “I guess I have to live up to 

my name around here and speak! I can’t believe you two guys aren’t as 
intrigued as I am with what happened when All Things One tried coming 
out of that meditation. So I’ll ask: What the heck happened at the end?” 

Looking at All Things One, she asked, “Was it an out-of-body expe-
rience? You were really out of it! I’ll admit I’ve had some in the past, but 
not recently, and never around meditation work. Did what the Way-
Shower do at the end help you? If so, how? I probably even have more 
questions, but we could start with those,” she ended. 

“Oh, yeah, that…” All Things One said. “It was strange. I’ve never 
had an out-of-body experience, though I’ve heard of them. I always 
thought of them like what you hear about people in surgery having—
when they say they were up on the ceiling looking down at what the doc-
tors were doing to their body.” 

“Is that stuff for real?” Star Who Sings the Music interjected. “I’ve 
never really believed it, but if that’s what happened for you then that will 
be another thing I learn here. What was that you said about minds work-
ing like parachutes? I better keep that idea fresh!”  

All Things One looked at the older member of their group and re-
sponded, “Well, I wasn’t up on the ceiling looking down at myself, so 
initially I didn’t think I was out of my body. When the Way-Shower 
asked if I could feel each part of my body, it took me a while before I 
was able to. I liked Yumi and Essence’s dimension so much I didn’t want 
to come back. And I think those all-encompassing vibrations and sounds 
had an effect on my body. My physical sensations were gone!” 

“She ascended!” joked Water Wind Light. 
The comment drew a glare from All Things One, who promptly de-

bunked him. “I didn’t say anything like that! Are you going to listen to 
what it was like or be a smart-aleck and detract from my experience in 
the process? You haven’t been talking with She Who Speaks’ heron, 
have you?” 

“Sorry,” the blond man replied. “Guess I got too carried away there.” 
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“OK,” All Things One’s voice softened. “Sorry to jump on you. 
Anyway, as the Way-Shower did his ‘do you feel your neck’ stuff, I be-
came aware that I wasn’t in my body because I couldn’t feel it. All I ac-
tually felt was tired—very tired. I had never thought of that as happening 
when someone is out of body. My energy returned as my sensations 
came back in the various parts of my body. What really helped that hap-
pen was being touched. The touch registered and called my attention to 
that part of the body. Then I was able to get up and try walking with your 
help.  

“How did you know I was out of my body, Way-Shower?” 
All heads turned to their guide. He sat looking into the distance, 

oblivious to their conversation. Perhaps noting the cessation of their 
voices, he shook his head. “Huh?” 

Star Who Sings the Music repeated, “All Things One is curious to 
know how you realized she was out of her body when her meditation 
experience ended.” 

“Oh!” Their teacher made a quick comeback. “Well, she wasn’t pre-
sent at all to her surroundings. Her eyes weren’t focused. She was very 
tired, which in some cases means that the awareness is not grounded. For 
the physical body to be energized, your awareness must be present in it. 
You may recall All Things One saying she wanted sleep. That would not 
have been a good idea, as the consciousness would have continued to be 
separated from the physical part of her even longer. The best course of 
action was to call her attention to the various parts of her body. And 
holding person’s feet to the floor is very grounding. It helps in those 
kinds of situations.” 

“Wow!” exclaimed Water Wind Light. “How did you know to do 
that?” 

The Way-Shower smiled at the youngest member of the group. “Per-
haps because I’ve worked with people in meditative states for more years 
than your current life has been in existence?” 

Water Wind Light gulped. “For real?” 
“Most definitely.”  
An expression of awe crossed Water Wind Light’s face as he consid-

ered the implications. He couldn’t imagine doing something for as long 
as he was old.  

All Things One summed it up. “Thank you, Way-Shower. It worked 
well for me. When you went down the list, it brought my focus to that 
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part of my body. With the attention came sensation. The fact that you 
didn’t leave out any body areas allowed me to come back to all of me.” 

She laughed suddenly. “Sorry,” she apologized to her clueless 
groupmates. “I just got a visual of not coming back to all of my body. 
Have you all watched Star Trek?”  

Heads nodded in the affirmative. 
“The image came to mind of someone coming partially through the 

transporter beam. Like if you’d left out my arms, I would have come 
back without them.” 

Blank looks greeted her. Her face sobered. “It seemed funny to me; 
guess it didn’t catch on in the translation,” All Things One trailed off. 

“Anyway, holding my feet down against the floor felt great, Way-
Shower. It connected all the energy. The sensation of touch on my body 
centered me in the physical. That helped me to stand. I regained my foot-
ing when you all held me and let me jump up and down. 

“Is your curiosity satisfied?” she asked them. “It probably wasn’t as 
dramatic as you all would have liked, huh?” 

“No, I appreciate it,” She Who Speaks told her. “I wasn’t looking for 
something exciting. I just wondered what had happened. I thought I 
might learn something about my own out-of-body experiences, if that 
was what had happened to you. Your description was good. I didn’t 
know that someone saying they’re tired could mean they may not be in 
their body.” 

“It’s an honor to be a learning tool for the group,” All Things One 
responded. The others could tell she meant it and this wasn’t a continua-
tion of her prior sarcasm. 

The Way-Shower looked around at all of them. “Ready to call it a 
day?” he asked. “We’ve covered quite a bit of ground. Some sleep, or 
time off if you’re unable to sleep, would be appropriate here.” 

“Sounds good to me,” said Star Who Sings the Music.  
“Yeah, me, too,” Water Wind Light said, looking toward She Who 

Speaks. 
“Are you expecting me to say I want to go on, or something?” she 

queried in return. “I’m OK with stopping now.” 
“But you have those drawings that you brought to both our groups 

today and we haven’t talked about them yet,” Water Wind Light pointed 
out. 
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“Oh, that’s right,” She Who Speaks said. “Well, I’m pretty tired 
now. They can wait for another time. It would be too much to go into 
now, I think. I’ll bring them again tomorrow. Perhaps we’ll find time 
then.” 

“OK,” the Way-Shower said. “Let’s bring our energies together to 
close our day. Closing our eyes… Taking several deep breaths down into 
the diaphragm, and relaxing on the exhales….” His voice took on the 
soothing and mesmerizing tone that made it all too easy to let tension 
melt away. 

“Bringing to mind briefly all we have learned and been through to-
day… Projection, and the wisdom that comes from owning our projec-
tions…. Recall your personal example of projection and the change in 
you now that you recognize it for what it was…. Think briefly about how 
projection has played its part among you here…. The unconscious reac-
tions to each other based on your pasts…. Consider your growing aware-
ness of the connections between your feelings, thoughts and body…. 
Take a moment to notice how your bodies feel right now….”  

The Way-Shower gave the group time to scan their bodies. “Breathe 
in and out gently, accepting whatever you find.” 

After a short time, he resumed. “Returning to our review of the day, 
one of our members has a new name. There is power in a name properly 
bestowed. The energy of the Star has now been brought into our group 
with our member’s incorporation of it into his name. Feel its brightness.” 

He paused again and remembered All Things One’s meditation. It 
was important to include it in their overview. He inserted the new theme 
as he continued. “Along with the brightness of the Star, let us also think 
of All Things One’s beautiful sphere and the message that our thoughts 
can, in fact, become reality. Think of the knowledge coming to us from 
other dimensions. Let us look forward to understanding it more com-
pletely when the time is right.  

“Be at peace with where you are. Send love from your hearts to all 
that is, to each other, and to all that you have done. Open your eyes and 
come back to the circle when you are ready.” 

Slowly the members’ eyes opened, and they looked around the cir-
cle. Reminded of the mystical nature of their experiences, All Things 
One felt a pleasurable light-headedness. Looking at Star Who Sings the 
Music, her eyes took in the beauty of his shirt. She felt Beauty radiate 
from all of them. Deep compassion enveloped her. 
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She wished that this expansive energy, this goodwill, could be sus-
tained in her everyday life. Here, in this cave space, it was so easy to 
keep the glow alive. Yet the outer life had its own demands, and she had 
no idea how what she was learning would fit. She abandoned that line of 
thought to bask in the warmth and peace of the moment. 

Almost in unison, they bowed to each other. To their surprise, the 
Way-Shower bowed to them, too.  

“But you’re our teacher!” said Water Wind Light. “Why do you 
make a motion that honors us, the students?” 

“Because it is appropriate,” he replied. “Don’t underestimate the 
value of what you are doing here. It is powerful work, capable of trans-
forming yourselves and those who come into your lives later. For in-
stance, do you think that now you’ve shared your projections and their 
impact on your past relationships, you will be the same from here on? 
After witnessing the change in Star Who Sings the Music, will it be pos-
sible for any of you to not feel the energy of the Star in your lives even 
when you leave here? Will you ever look at a heron in the same way 
again? And will you not wonder to what extent your thoughts shape your 
reality?  

“This has all happened quickly and it’s possible you are not seeing 
the deep implications. I can see four life paths radically altered. And for 
that I honor each of you.” 

Silence overcame them with his statement. None had considered the 
profundity of what they were doing. It had felt more like drama. While in 
it, they had not been aware of the change taking place as they tried on 
new ideas and listened to the teachings that came our of their meditative 
exercises. But when put like that, well….  

The Way-Shower interrupted the musings of the four. “Anyone 
ready for a break?”  

“Always!” piped up Water Wind Light. “Does it come with any nu-
trients?” 

“You should find quite enough of them on the table inside,” the 
Way-Shower answered, chuckling. 

“And, yes, She Who Speaks, I’ll make sure I thank them!” Water 
Wind Light’s words floated behind him as he neared the tunnel.  

“Food sounds good to me, too,” Star Who Sings the Music said. 
“What you said was pretty powerful, Way-Shower. Thank you for point-
ing out the meaning in what we’re doing. I admit I had not seen it. It’s 
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good to know that after all this we may come out feeling like something 
more than a wrung-out wet towel!” 

All Things One heard him and laughed. “You mean you want some-
thing more than feeling like a wrung-out towel, Star?” 

“Very funny,” he told her. “I’m off to find the nutrients.” 
All Things Ones’ appetite was back with a vengeance—it never 

failed after a good workout. “Coming right behind you,” she called. 
Turning to She Who Speaks, she asked, “Are you coming?” 

“I think I’ll stay here for a bit,” the other woman replied. Her eyes 
traveled up to the tree. Following her glance, All Things One noticed a 
squirrel in the branches. Seeing that All Things One had spotted the furry 
animal, She Who Speaks shyly said, “He says he has something to tell 
me. I’ll join you soon.” 

“Of course,” All Things One replied. 
She headed toward the passageway to the cave. With a brief look 

back, she realized the Way-Shower was no longer in the garden. How did 
he do that? She chuckled to herself. The next time he appears he might 
be dressed like a clown! You never know with that man. 
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Chapter 45 
 
 

Completion of the Day 
 
 

Hot food awaited them on their arrival from the tunnel. As the three 
entered the cave, the smell of chicken in mushroom sauce and boiled 
new potatoes tantalized them. A savory brown rice sat next to the 
chicken. For the vegan-oriented among them, a steaming bowl of lentils, 
tofu and black beans filled an ornately painted serving bowl. Hot 
multigrain bread sent its own delicious aroma into the room, steam rising 
from the basket where it nestled in a towel. There was green salad, tossed 
in a balsamic vinaigrette dressing. Slender spears of fresh steamed as-
paragus graced another platter. At the end of the table, a large hot apple 
pie bubbled in its pan. All Things One spied a pitcher of what looked like 
heavy cream, and involuntarily salivated. Obviously, the Way-Shower 
did not concern himself with cholesterol levels. She decided that for the 
time she was here, she wouldn’t, either.  

Star Who Sings the Music came up beside All Things One and said, 
“Making sure I’m not getting any peanut butter, are you?” 

She hadn’t noticed there was no peanut butter on the table tonight. 
Tossing her head so her auburn hair bounced, she replied, “Surely you 
give me too much power! I’m not the one planning the menu here!” 
More seriously, she added, “I’m sure you could request some peanut but-
ter, don’t you think?” 

She jumped as the Way-Shower’s voice sounded behind them, “Yes, 
you certainly may. I will have it available later, or did you want some 
right now, Star Who Sings the Music?” 

“Oh,” the man said, taken aback. “After dinner is fine. I didn’t mean 
to cause a hassle.” Jutting his elbow in All Things One’s direction, he 
kidded, “It’s just that she keeps hogging the stuff. I haven’t been able to 
sink my teeth into any since we’ve been here!” 
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Rising to the taunt, All Things One hastily came back with, “As if 
you could sink your teeth into it, anyway! Don’t you experience that 
glue-like effect it has between your tongue and the roof of your mouth?” 

“Man! Do you reserve all that sarcasm just for me?” 
From the other side of the serving table, Water Wind Light noted, 

“Yeah, she does seem to be on a roll, doesn’t she?” 
“Too much?” All Things One asked them both. “I’m sorry. I’ve been 

feeling quite chipper. Maybe it’s coming out in too many quips. I’ll try to 
keep a better leash on my tongue.” 

She Who Speaks arrived from her conversation with the squirrel. 
“Mmmmmm,” she said. “This smells wonderful! Way-Shower, how did 
you know we needed a hot meal tonight?” 

“It’s that mind-reading thing,” the Way-Shower replied, eyes twin-
kling again.  

“Don’t joke about that!” All Things One protested. “Since you men-
tion it, you have me baffled! You show up and disappear without any 
warning. You finish our sentences. You know just what we need at the 
exact moment we think about it. Personally, I find it a little unnerving. 
Do you also offer courses here in Telepathy and Time-Space Travel?” 

Still smiling, the Way-Shower answered, “Not for you—at least not 
at this time. Those topics may be right at a different time, but I had not 
planned them for this encounter.” 

Squinting at their teacher more closely, All Things One asked, “You 
mean those things are for real? I was joking when I asked that!” 

“Oh, yes, they’re real,” he replied. “But, as I said, not for you now.” 
The five of them chatted lightly during their meal. All Things One 

was comfortable in this space with the fire burning brightly and the over-
sized seats. The apple pie and cream was the perfect comfort food for 
her. It fed her body, yet the sweetness and textures of the cream and 
flaky crust provided a nurturing beyond the physical. Water Wind Light 
had seconds, she noticed.  

After they finished, All Things One saw the Way-Shower disappear 
into the back of the cave. He returned shortly with a large bowl of peanut 
butter. Nodding at Star Who Sings the Music, she told him, “Here you 
go. I’m too stuffed to challenge you for it tonight. Enjoy!”  

Her groupmate saw the Way-Shower and what he was carrying. “Uf-
fta!” he exclaimed. “If I’m still up in a few hours, I may have some then. 
I can’t fit another bite right now!” 
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She Who Speaks went back to the drawing and writing table. One by 
one she examined her three drawings.  

All Things One looked around for Water Wind Light. “Hey, where 
did Water Wind Light go?”  

“For a walk on the exercise trail,” their guide told her. 
“Hmmm,” she remarked. “I did notice he had two pieces of pie. 

Well, I’m going to write a little before I turn in,” she said. 
Taking her journal, All Things One wrote single words of the day’s 

salient points. She didn’t have energy to do more. Filled with the wonder 
of the day, she ended her entry with “All’s Right with the World. Amen.” 

As each became tired, they found their mattresses and blankets and 
gave in to the fatigue of a day spent in deep self-exploration. 
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Chapter 46 
 
 

A Day Off 
 
 

The four awoke around the same time. All Things One saw She Who 
Speaks head for the restroom and decided she could wait until the other 
woman finished. Curling up on her mattress and hugging the feather quilt 
to her, she sank into warm coziness. She heard another person arise and 
peeked from under the cover. Water Wind Light trotted across the room 
to the entryway for the exercise path. All Things One closed her eyes and 
indulged in some daydreaming before getting up. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Outside, Water Wind Light discovered another lovely day. He started 

his run with an easy gait, then increased his pace. He took deep breaths 
of clean air. Ahhh, life is good.  

 Before long he found himself tiring. Unusual, he thought. Then 
again, it isn’t everyday I fall into a trance, curl up into fetal position and 
howl like a banshee. Maybe it’s had an effect on my stamina. Damn, I 
hate it when I don’t have the energy to complete a workout! He decided 
to decrease his planned mileage this morning. Better stick with what feels 
right rather than push. Still, a little farther before I stop. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Star Who Sings the Music had slept deeply and awoke refreshed. He 

started to whistle as he headed for the bathroom, then stifled it as he no-
ticed All Things One apparently sleeping. Recalling one of his favorite 
movies, he made a pumping motion with his right arm. Carpe diem! 
Seize this day. I got it, man! He strode confidently into the men’s room. 
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*  *  *  * 

 
In the ladies’ room, She Who Speaks gasped at what she saw on the 

vanity. A beautiful set of clothing awaited her: sand-colored loose-fitting 
pants with a drawstring waist and an embroidered shirt of the same color. 
On the shirt Mirror stood among green grasses next to a bright blue 
stream. The heron’s gray-blue color was so natural that She Who Speaks 
was awed by its accuracy. Perched on one leg as he’d been in her medita-
tion, Mirror’s eyes pierced her with a direct glare. It’s like that bird’s 
looking straight at me!  

Above the bird extending to the left shoulder of the garment was a 
golden line of light in a Z form. It captured the way Mirror turned to light 
when he’d flown away. In the air below the golden zigzag, three gray-
blue feathers floated toward the earth.  

Tears formed in She Who Speaks’ eyes. She held the shirt to her, fill-
ing it with warmth coming from her heart. What an honor! This gift 
would help her remember what she was learning and how she was apply-
ing Mirror’s lessons about perception and projection. She rushed through 
her morning preparations, eager to show the outfit to the others. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Back in the main room, All Things One lay in the cocoon of her 

blanket. She didn’t want to get up. I haven’t seen Water Wind Light come 
in yet from his workout. He’ll need time to shower and eat after he gets 
back. I can wait a few more minutes in my cozy bed watching the fire.  

Sneaking a look again from under her covers, All Things One saw 
She Who Speaks exit the restroom. The animal communicator was beam-
ing brightly and had a bounce in her step. All Things One noticed the 
different color of She Who Speaks’ clothing. A moment later She Who 
Speaks turned to the breakfast table and the image of Mirror on her shirt 
shone in the candles’ glimmer. 

Amazed, All Things One rose on her elbow and let out an apprecia-
tive whistle. She Who Speaks waved and came over to her groupmate. 
All Things One sat up on her mattress to get a better look. The animal 
communicator curtsied, then pirouetted.  

“Isn’t it gorgeous?” she asked. 
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“I can’t believe it!” exclaimed All Things One. “Someone around 
here really has talent! Do you think the Way-Shower makes them him-
self?” 

“Well, I haven’t seen anyone else around here—other than us, that 
is,” She Who Speaks replied.  

“I know. Your top is beautiful. Mirror looks so real! And the colors 
are stupendous on you. It gives the viewer the feel that you belong right 
there by the river and cattails.” 

“Thanks,” She Who Speaks answered. “I was afraid for a moment 
that you were going to say it looked like I was meant to live in the 
marshes. Given all the mud and yuck in them, I wasn’t sure it would be a 
compliment.” 

All Things One laughed. “You’re too much! Oh, man, you shine to-
day in that outfit. I wonder how they’re going to make my shirt… I can’t 
wait, given yours and Star Who Sings the Music’s.”  

Reaching for her robe, she got up. “Well, time to hit the shower and 
prepare for more work with the insightometer. Pretty intense, huh?” 

“Yeah. But you know, I feel much lighter—like a weight’s been 
lifted off my shoulders that I never knew I had.” 

“It’s inspirational to be part of what we’re experiencing. As for your 
feeling lighter, you are lighter! We may have all been radiant yesterday, 
but in that shirt you’re a sight to behold!” 

“Thanks,” returned She Who Speaks shyly. “Go get ready so we can 
see what’s in store for us today!” 

“I’m on it!” With a mischievous twinkle in her eye, All Things One 
asked, “You wouldn’t be interested in betting on what our teacher will 
wear today, are you?”  

“Why? Do you have some kind of insider information? How could 
you possibly know what he’ll be sporting today?” 

“I don’t have a clue!” All Things One laughed. “I’m just in an ad-
venturous mood and prepared to take some risks. I’m not sure what we’d 
bet with, though. Paints? Peanut butter?” 

“We don’t have anything of our own here. You can be sure I’m not 
betting my new shirt!” 

“Ha! You’re too smart for your own good! You guessed what I was 
hoping to con you into wagering.” 

“You’re crazy!” the blond laughed. “Mirror wasn’t even in your 
journey! How would you feel if I ended up with your Yumi shirt?” 
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“Right you are—I didn’t consider the other side of that wager. Then 
again, you’re assuming that Yumi is going to be on my shirt. And that’s 
if I get a shirt!” 

“Of course you’ll get a shirt!” She Who Speaks reassured All Things 
One. “The Way-Shower said we’d all get one; just that some weren’t 
ready yet.” 

“Yeah, well, we’ll see.” A shadow of doubt crossed All Things 
One’s face and saturated her tone of voice. Shaking it off, she said, “ OK, 
I’m off to the bathroom. See you in a bit.” 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Water Wind Light was at the breakfast table when All Things One 

joined the others in the large room to eat. She marveled at how he got 
back from his run, showered and still managed to beat her to the food. 
Her nose told her how he did it, as the aroma of hot fruit pastry reached 
her. Looking at the table she saw a blackberry cobbler, already half gone.  

“Dessert for breakfast?” she queried.  
“Hey, any complaints? If you don’t want yours, I’ll take it!” coun-

tered the young man as he reached for a fresh peach from the fruit bowl.  
“Heck no, no complaints from me!” replied All Things One. “I’m all 

for dessert after every meal. In fact, I could do dessert as meals anytime! 
Back off, everyone, so I can get a piece!” 

Star Who Sings the Music looked up while munching. When he fin-
ished his mouthful he gave her a salute and said, “My, we’re chipper to-
day, aren’t we?” 

“You think I’m chipper? Have you talked to She Who Speaks yet? 
When I chatted with her earlier she could have powered an electric gen-
erator site!”  

Looking around, she realized the other woman wasn’t with them. 
“Hey, where is she?” 

“Dunno,” Water Wind Light answered with a mouthful. “And since 
she’s not here, I wonder if I could have her helping of cobbler?” 

“No way!” All Things One said sharply. “Keep that youthful appetite 
in some degree of control, will you? Leave her a piece. Didn’t anyone 
teach you any manners?” 

“OK, if I have to.” 
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All Things One spied what she was looking for on the table—more 
of the heavy cream they’d had with the pie last night. My diet is so in 
trouble! she thought as she poured some over the steaming fruit and pas-
try dish. Oh, well, tomorrow is another day. May as well enjoy it while 
it’s here. 

As the three of them ate, the Way-Shower emerged from one of the 
back passageways. She Who Speaks was with him. Star Who Sings the 
Music and Water Wind Light’s arched eyebrows and bulging eyes re-
flected their amazement.  

She Who Speaks was splendid in her Mirror shirt and matching 
pants. But the Way-Shower demanded as much attention for his attire. 
He was clothed in a long, satiny, white robe, cinched at the waist with a 
golden rope. Attached to his back he wore a pair of huge gold and white 
feathered wings that extended outward on either side of his shoulders. 

Water Wind Light’s mouth dropped open. “Holy cow!” he said, re-
vealing half-chewed food. All Things One gave him a sharp look and 
pointed to the bottom of her chin with an upward motion. He snapped his 
mouth shut with such a funny look on his face that All Things One 
couldn’t help laughing.  

Star Who Sings the Music softly whistled and said, “Now that’s 
something! I hope you won’t take offense if I apply some of what we’re 
learning here to ask if you’re the angel who came to Earth to play Hit-
ler?” 

The Way-Shower bowed in his direction in response, then turned to 
She Who Speaks and extended an arm in an introductory gesture.  

“Wow!” Water Wind Light said. “I could swear that bird is looking 
straight at me.” 

“And you would be right,” replied the Way-Shower.  
Star Who Sings the Music looked with admiration at the woman’s 

embroidered shirt. The images were so well done, the colors perfect and 
the heron so central that he could not help but think of the material they 
had discussed about mirroring and projection.  

“I thought nothing could beat my Star,” Star Who Sings the Music 
said, “but I was mistaken. This shirt tells the story of Mirror’s visit with 
She Who Speaks so accurately! What a treasure.” 

Turning to the Way-Shower, he added, “I think I see what you’re up 
to. By the time we’re ready to leave, if we come together all wearing our 
shirts they will tell the story of our group right in front of our faces.” 
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All Things One emitted a gasp. “Awesome! I bet you’re right. That 
will be an unforgettable moment.” 

“As well it should be,” the Way-Shower observed. “Now, has every-
one had breakfast?” 

“Well, I was going to go for some seconds…” Water Wind Light’s 
voice wavered at the end as if he were asking permission.  

“Go ahead! You have plenty of time today,” the Way-Shower an-
swered him. “I did some thinking last night after we broke from the 
group. You all did some remarkable work yesterday. How are you feel-
ing today?” He looked around at each of them. 

“I’m ecstatic!” She Who Speaks responded. “I am so thrilled with 
the beauty of my shirt that I feel I could take on the world! What do you 
have for us today, Sir Angel?” 

Before the Way-Shower could answer her, Water Wind Light piped 
up. “Aside from being ravenous, I noticed I was pretty tired this morning 
when I ran. I had to cut it short, which I don’t like doing. I simply didn’t 
have energy to do my regular eight miles. While She Who Speaks’ en-
thusiasm is contagious, if I’m honest I have to say I’m still wasted from 
yesterday.” 

“I can see that,” the Way-Shower noted. “You worked on several 
levels yesterday. The fact that you’re ‘pretty wasted’ is impressive. Many 
people with less physical conditioning than you would probably still be 
snoring.”  

Turning to All Things One, he asked, “And how about you?” 
“I’m doing OK,” she said. “Not as chipper as She Who Speaks, but 

not as exhausted as Water Wind Light. How about you, Star?” she asked. 
 “I’m contemplative today. Maybe it’s because I’m a bit older than 

you young things, but it’s taking some time for the things we’re learning 
to sink in. I’m still processing projection, for one. Then there was the 
whole interaction between you two,” he said looking at Water Wind 
Light and She Who Speaks. “On top of that, I’m still wondering what to 
make of out-of-body experiences. All Things One, your experience re-
turning from your meditation challenged beliefs I had when we arrived 
here. I’m still putting it together, both in my mind and in my journal,” he 
finished. 

Looking at their teacher, he added, “Whatever we’re doing today, I 
hope it won’t be as intense as the past couple days.” 
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“Then I have good news. The four of you have done more than the 
typical group addresses in this time frame. I decided it would be a good 
thing to give you time off today. What do you say?” 

Enthusiastic nods greeted him from the two men. The only crest-
fallen face was She Who Speaks, still energized by her new shirt.  

The Way-Shower looked at her and said, “I can see you’re overflow-
ing with vim and vigor today. I have something you can do. Will you 
follow me, please?” 

To the rest of them, he said, “Enjoy your time. It does not need to be 
spent ‘productively.’ Rest, relaxation and rejuvenation are very worth-
while activities in their own rights. We’ll see you later.” 

He beckoned She Who Speaks to join him. His magnificent wings 
gave a soft whoosh! as he turned and walked away. Falling in step behind 
him, She Who Speaks kept a safe distance so as not to step on his robe. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
In the main room, All Things One decided to start her day with a 

walk. Star Who Sings the Music went over to the table with the art mate-
rials, opened his journal and began writing. Water Wind Light headed 
toward the garden to relax in the warm sunlight. Each looked forward to 
an unstructured day.  
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Chapter 47 
 
 

Following Her Heart 
 
 

As she following the bearded man in the angel robe and wings, She 
Who Speaks wondered if she were in some kind of trouble. Then she 
remembered All Things One’s story about her boss going out for lunch 
with the manager and the other woman’s fear of being fired. Seeing the 
parallels, She Who Speaks acknowledged mentally that she didn’t know 
what was in store for her. Let it unfold as it will, she told herself. Relief 
filled her as her thoughts shifted from uncertainty to acceptance. 

The hallway was lit by sconces built into the cave wall. They shed a 
soft, warm light as she walked. After a couple minutes a room opened 
out in front of them. “Wow!” the woman exclaimed when she saw what 
was there. 

Their shirts were being created here. Scraps of fabric were scattered 
on the floor around a large table on the left side of the room. A long 
bench bordered the table, covered with bolts of fabric. On the table were 
spools of thread used for the embroidery and some small piles of filler. 
Ah, so that’s how the shirts get their body! 

The navy blue fabric of Star Who Sings the Music’s night-sky shirt 
lay on one end of the bench, hurriedly folded and not yet put away. She 
forgot her resolve not to anticipate what would happen. Great! I’m going 
to be clean-up lady for whoever’s doing the sewing. I’m so not into 
cleaning! That’s what I get for being energetic today. Her nose wrinkled 
in distaste. 

If the Way-Shower had seen her expression of disenchantment, he 
did not indicate it. He removed his wings, placing them on a stand in a 
corner where they fit perfectly.  

Turning to the woman, he apologized. “Please forgive the mess. I am 
not the most gifted of housekeepers…” His voice tapered off as he made 
a sweeping gesture in the direction of the table.  
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In the silence that followed, She Who Speaks took in the rest of the 
room. It was sparsely decorated and furnished, with an altar against the 
far wall. Crystals, a couple of photographs, some dried flowers and sev-
eral divination cards were laid on it. While her curiosity was piqued, she 
decided it best to respect the teacher’s privacy.  

She noticed a couple of openings in the wall to her right. It appeared 
that these continued into other rooms. The Way-Shower saw her glance 
that way. He walked over to the doorways and pulled curtains across 
them.  

Without any reference to the room’s appendages, he told her, “I’m 
glad someone’s energetic today. Could you help me design at least one 
of the shirts for the other two in your group? Do you have a preference 
for whom it would be?”  

She was about to reply that her choice would be All Things One, 
then thought how predictable that response would be given what she had 
gone through with Water Wind Light. Perhaps more growth would occur 
for her if she went with the young man. It warranted some consideration. 
She didn’t see any chair in the room other than the bench by the table.  

“May I sit down?” she asked the Way-Shower. “I’d like to think 
about that before making my decision.” 

“Of course—please,” he pointed to the bench. 
She moved aside a bolt of cloth and sat down. She Who Speaks re-

called both stories about the meditations. The pale green gypsy moth 
came readily to mind, as did an image for the shimmering globe that the 
beings of the Fifth Sphere of the Realm of Vibrational Intention gave All 
Things One.  

Yet Water Wind Light’s experience of being led by the otter, Playful, 
to the underwater garden of Ramere brought to mind a beautiful design. 
She knew how she would depict the unusual guide, and the colors she 
would use for the starfish. She couldn’t decide which to select. 

“I’m pleased that you are actively considering both,” the Way-
Shower’s voice interjected into her contemplation. “Would you like a 
moment to listen to the urging of your heart in this matter?” 

“Urging of my heart?” Puzzled by the phrase, she mulled the words 
over in her mind.  

“The urging of my heart,” she repeated. “I like that, Way-Shower. 
Yes, I would like a few minutes to get in contact with the urging of my 
heart in this matter. Will you lead me in a visualization to do that?” 
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“No, I won’t. You’ve experienced several meditations here. You’re 
able to do this on your own. Focus inward like we do when we open and 
close our groups. Open your heart while holding in mind the decision 
you want to make. See what happens.”  

She Who Speaks moved to the floor and leaned against the bench. 
Crossing her legs, she laid her hands on her thighs and closed her eyes. 
She took five deep breaths and proceeded to go through the relaxation 
visualization as best she could remember it. Completing that, she focused 
on opening her heart. After a minute or so, she felt warmth extend out-
ward from her chest, and knew that she had achieved her goal.  

Imagining the warmth as light, she let it expand. She got the image 
of ripples moving away from a stone tossed into water. The waves 
reached people who were special to her, as well as some of the four-
leggeds with whom she felt a connection. Smiling inwardly, she sent 
them all blessings.  

Redirecting her attention to the choice she needed to make, she 
brought to mind both pictures that had come to her when the Way-
Shower had suggested her task. She saw Yumi hovering in front of an 
aurora-borealis background and pictured how the sphere would shine 
with the use of golden and pastel metallic threads. She fantasized about 
All Things One’s surprised smile and excited hug on receiving the gar-
ment. She Who Speaks felt her involvement in making the shirt would 
strengthen their growing friendship.  

Then she then let go of that image and brought to mind the shirt she 
had envisioned for Water Wind Light. It would be sand-colored to reflect 
the beach he loved so much with an otter’s smiling face breaking through 
waves. Under the surface of the waves would be a beautiful coral garden 
and Ramere’s face floating above it. His mane flowed around him, and 
his tentacles created the outer border of the design. In the center of the 
garden would be the starfish in hues of green, blue and purple. No, she 
thought, change that picture. The starfish is supposed to remind him of 
the sacred garden, so let’s make it part of the coral, but visible enough to 
be distinct. That will remind Water Wind Light of the close connection 
between the two.  

Shifting the image in her mind, she smiled. To personalize it further, 
she added a small blond man in a dolphin-kick pose approaching the ot-
ter on the waves. Oops! Change that, too. Let’s have Playful swimming 
down from the waves into the deep, and Water Wind Light following her. 



Susan C. Moyer 

 

202 

This required adjusting the placement of the picture on the shirt, but it 
worked.  

She thought of the young man who had been the source of her inter-
personal challenges in the group. In all honesty, she still had mixed feel-
ings about him. But in her open-hearted state, a sense of justice washed 
through her as she visualized giving him the shirt. It would represent the 
healing that had taken place between them and would be the perfect ges-
ture of peace.  

The internal conflict resolved, she took a deep breath. Bowing her 
head and putting her hands together in front of her in prayer pose, she 
rested for a moment with her decision. It felt right. Re-orienting herself 
to the sewing room, she opened her eyes slowly. Thank goodness the 
rooms are softly lit and I don’t have to return to glaring light! She 
smiled, and looked around for the Way-Shower.  

He appeared from one of the doorways in his guru garb now, carry-
ing an armful of fabrics. He brought them to the table and set them down. 
His feet were bare, and She Who Speaks realized she never would have 
known he had left had she not seen him return—he was that quiet.  

She told him, “My mind wanted to do the shirt for All Things One, 
but my heart said to do Water Wind Light’s.” 

“I know,” was his reply. “You made a wise choice. I completely 
agree.” 

She gasped. “You knew? How?” 
Eyeing her gently, he said, “I have noticed the friendship developing 

between you and All Things One. Yet your growth is being spurred by 
the young man. The heart always seeks healing and completion. It was 
not that difficult for me to deduce what your heart would want. But that 
did not guarantee that it was going to be the choice you would make.” 

“So what would have happened if I’d selected All Things One?” 
Matter-of-factly, the Way-Shower said, “We would have designed 

the shirt for her.” 
“But you make it sound like that would have been the wrong 

choice!” exclaimed the student. “You wouldn’t have said anything?” 
The guide squinted, his brushy eyebrows forming a V at the bottom 

of his forehead. Roughly, he asked, “Young lady, have you not learned 
anything in your time here?” 

Withdrawing at his intensity, She Who Speaks turned a deep red as 
she stammered, “Y-y-y-yesss, I’ve learned lots!” 
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 “And what was one of the first things I mentioned to you all—even 
as you were going into your first meditation?” 

Her eyes grew wide and her hand involuntarily covered her mouth. 
What did I miss? What did he say? Oh, my God, how could I have forgot-
ten something that sounds so important? 

Putting a hand on her shoulder, he said, “Please don’t get panicked 
about this. Do you remember my telling you all that there is no right and 
wrong?” 

“Oh, that!” Relief swept through her, and her shoulders dropped an 
inch with the release. “Now that you mention, it, of course I do!” 

“With any choice you or anyone makes, there is no right and wrong. 
The tapestry of your life alters with every decision you make. Your jour-
ney is recorded in higher realms. The tapestry is beautiful whichever way 
you go.” 

“B-b-but….,” the woman stammered, thinking of criminals and dic-
tators again. 

“Hush. Let’s not go there now. The group may well address it again 
before you all go. For now, let’s apply ourselves to the task at hand.” 

“And what is that?” She Who Speaks wondered. 
“Why, making Water Wind Light’s shirt, of course!” came the reply. 
She Who Speaks’ mind tumbled with confusion. Me? she wondered. 

I don’t know how to sew a stitch! 
The Way-Shower pulled from under the table a sewing machine she 

had not noticed before. He pulled various spools of thread to him, as well 
as scissors and bobbins. 

“Have a seat,” he told her, motioning to the bench. “Tell me how you 
envision the shirt.”  

As the animal-speaker explained her vision, the older man nodded, 
interjecting an occasional “hmmmm” or “yes.”  

“Excellent!” he said when she finished. “And the colors?” 
She told him what she had imagined. 
“Wonderful!” he said. “Let’s get started!” 
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Chapter 48 
 
 

All Things One’s Family 
 
 

Later, the Way-Shower asked She Who Speaks if she were ready for 
a meal. Several hours must have passed since breakfast, and she was 
famished. “Great idea! I’m starving,” she said.  

Disappearing into one of the passageways, the guide emerged hold-
ing plates of steaming hot food. “Care to help me take this out?” he 
asked her. 

How did he do that? she wondered. She hadn’t even smelled food 
cooking, though the savory aromas now filled the room. Hearing her 
stomach growl in anticipation, she opted to forego the question. Taking 
both plates, she headed down the hall to the main room. 

They were greeted with cheers. “Yay!” shouted Water Wind Light. 
“I was beginning to wonder if our day off included a survival task com-
plete with fasting!” 

Eyeing the table where the food was usually placed, the Way-Shower 
noted that the bowls that had been full of nuts, pretzels, and dried fruit 
were empty. So were plates that had held cottage cheese and tomatoes 
splashed with balsamic vinegar, a three-bean salad and hummus. No 
bread remained in the basket that had held a whole loaf earlier in the day. 

“Goodness!” he said in genuine alarm. “Are you all harboring tape 
worms? I thought I left out plenty to eat!” 

“It seems like a couple hours since we finished what you left us,” 
Star Who Sings the Music told him. “While it looked like quite a bit, I 
can’t explain how ravenous I am today!” 

“Definitely ditto for me,” added the younger man. 
“The hummus was delicious,” All Things One offered. 
“I’m glad I got here now rather than later,” the guide told them. 

Looking at She Who Speaks, he said, “I can get the rest of the meal. I 
dare not take you back there again for fear there will be nothing left for 
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you when we come back out.” The Way-Shower turned to fetch more 
victuals for the hungry group. 

Water Wind Light started to load his plate. Looking at him with a 
shocked expression, She Who Speaks said, “I didn’t see anything that 
looked like honoring our nutrients!” 

“Oops!” The blond blushed. “I’m sorry, She Who Speaks. I’m so 
hungry I forgot. Shall we all give thanks together and make our wait 
shorter?” 

“Good idea,” replied All Things One. “She Who Speaks, would you 
like to lead us in thanks?” 

“Well, I wasn’t expecting that,” the other woman replied. “But yes, I 
can, if you want.”  

Holding her lower arms upward with hands upturned, she looked at 
all the serving bowls and plates on the table and in a strong voice stated, 
“To all that give of their lives to us so that we may have this meal, we 
thank you. We honor the lives you had, and want you to know we appre-
ciate your gift of life, energy and nutrition. May the way we use the life 
force you give us be worthy of your sacrifice. And so it is,” she con-
cluded. 

All Things One turned away from the table and looked at her group-
mate with admiration. “Hey, I really like that! Will you teach it to me?” 

“Aw, it’s easy,” She Who Speaks replied softly. “I’ll repeat it to you 
later and you can write it in your journal; how’s that?” 

“Great! I think I’d like to continue honoring my nutrients with that 
affirmation when we leave here.” Pivoting back to face the table, All 
Things One cried, “Hey! Do you two plan to leave anything for the rest 
of us?” 

“You snooze, you lose!” taunted Water Wind Light.  
“We weren’t snoozing!” retorted All Things One. 
“Yakking, snoozing, whatever…. It’s all the same to me!” 
“Come on, She Who Speaks, we better claim some of these nutrients 

before someone has to cook extra for us,” All Things One said. 
The Way-Shower rejoined them with a hearty vegetable, chicken and 

beans casserole in one hand and brownies in the other. To their surprise, 
he took a plate, filled it and joined them for the meal. The five made light 
conversation while savoring their fare. 

 All Things One finished a brownie and leaned back in her chair. 
What a homey feel this scene has—good food around a fire. Despite the 
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challenges we’ve wrestled with, I feel connected to all my groupmates. 
They’ve shared some deep things, and I respect them for that.  

She recalled her arrival in the cave and her initial caution. She was 
so at ease now. In retrospect, the trepidation she’d had when washed up 
on the smooth floor seemed totally uncalled for. With a start, she re-
membered the Way-Shower’s words, “Your family will be with you 
shortly.”  

Son of a gun! she marveled. While not her family of origin, this 
small group had come to feel like family to her. In the short time they’d 
been together, a sense of caring and protection had grown inside her to-
ward all of them—even the Way-Shower. So that’s what he had meant! 
It hadn’t made sense to her when he said it, but now she understood. The 
connection was going to get deeper yet. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
The Way-Shower cleared his throat. It had the desired effect of call-

ing their attention to him. “She Who Speaks, I’m aware that you did 
some artwork that you have not yet shared. You brought it to group 
meetings twice but we didn’t get to it. Would you want to do that now?” 

“Oh!” she said, startled. “Now? I guess I could. I’d like some tea be-
fore we start, though. Anyone else want anything? Water? Tea? Peanut 
butter, Star Who Sings the Music?” 

Star laughed and declined her offer.  
Water Wind Light said, “Hey, I’ll take you up on some tea. Didn’t I 

see some chai over there?” 
“Yes, you did. I’ll get you a mug. All Things One…?”  
“Hmmm,” All Things One replied. “Is there anything orangey over 

there?” 
“I see an orange-flavored green tea. Will that work?” 
“Sounds great! Thanks.” 
As she brought their mugs of steaming tea, she looked at the Way-

Shower and asked, “How about you? Care for anything before we start?” 
“No, thank you,” he told her. “I’ll wait till we take a break later.” 
“OK, I’ll get the drawings,” she said. She went over to the art table 

and retrieved three papers. Returning to the group, she pulled up a pillow 
and sat down. Crossing her legs under her, she turned over the first sheet 
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and pushed it to the center of their gathering, inviting closer scrutiny. She 
took a moment to gaze into it before she started. 

“I’m not good at drawing things, like cats and horses and stuff—
even though I love speaking with them in my mind. So rather than try, I 
decided to just use color in some way that might be meaningful—or not. 
I wasn’t sure what would happen.”  

Looking up at the other faces around her, she continued, “I did this 
drawing after our drama. I don’t think Water Wind Light and I had rec-
onciled yet, but it was after our talk of the Light and the Dark and my 
meltdown in the bathroom. When I started drawing, I was thinking about 
Mirror’s message of how other people reflect parts of me that I still need 
to integrate in order to be whole.  

“Star Who Sings the Music, your meditation about the dark blob had 
a profound impact on me. It was the first time I’d ever considered recog-
nizing the dark parts inside me—and rather than trying to banish them, 
confront them and look at their messages. I saw how what happened 
when I was a kid had taken over my interactions here in the group. I 
don’t think I was ready to verbalize the conflicting emotions and memo-
ries. I thought that maybe expressing it on paper could be a way for me 
to initiate discussion of it with the group. The pain motivated me to seek 
resolution. If I achieved that, I hoped my future would change so that I 
wouldn’t react unpredictably in social situations like what happened 
here. 

“I ended up with three drawings. One represents my past. It is darker, 
though has some color that I used to represent the energy in me that was 
behind the sexual acting out. It was full of passion, so I made it red. Not 
that the passion was healthy—but it was certainly exciting. I drew a mix-
ture of black, indigo and a dark brown swirling together to represent the 
vortex-like action of my life then. It was a huge swirl of motion always 
centered on trying to avoid the core betrayal. I made it circular because 
the feelings and behavior just kept going round and round and never re-
solving. It was also a time of emotional emptiness and shame. To repre-
sent that pain, I have some stylized teardrops along the bottom of the 
page in the mustard-yellow color that for me is sort of sickening—like 
the emptiness in my gut that the pain caused. Yet it was that pain that led 
me to start therapy.” 

“May I?” asked the Way-Shower, leaning over to pick up the draw-
ing.  
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“Sure,” She Who Speaks told him.  
He looked at the drawing as he put it in his lap. Nodding, he indi-

cated he could see what she had explained to them. Then he held it up 
and asked She Who Speaks, “What do you feel as you look at it?” 

“Ugliness,” she replied. “I think I did a good job of representing the 
part of my life that I don’t like to remember. That’s not a picture I’m go-
ing to frame or anything.”  

Looking at it, All Things One said, “It does a great job of portraying 
what you describe. You know, you say you’re not an artist — and I’m no 
art student or critic, but I think your drawing is excellent.” 

“I second that,” said Star Who Sings the Music. “I find your drawing 
very powerful. You may not want to frame it, but I would if I were you. I 
know it represents your past and the part of you that you wish would go 
away, but consider this: All Things One told us that in her triangle medi-
tation the abandonment was actually the foundation of her security. I 
think this dark vortex is the foundation for your growth and change. Per-
haps you could honor it instead of be ashamed of it?” 

“Honor it?” Her eyebrows rose with surprise at the suggestion. “That 
would never have occurred to me! You see why I asked you for your 
thoughts, Star. I see the value in that idea, though I’m not sure I’m ready 
to do it yet. I know we’ve been focusing on integration of all our parts 
here, though, so I’m going to let that idea percolate in me. I see potential 
for self-acceptance and empowerment from your suggestion. Thank 
you.” 

All Things One asked, “What about your other pictures?” 
“Oh,” She Who Speaks said, and reached for the second one. As she 

did, the Way-Shower put down the first picture a little outside of the cir-
cle, but still visible.  

As she set the second drawing in the middle of their circle, all could 
see the contrast in color themes. Bright yellow covered the upper part of 
the page, and greens and blues flowed through the center. A pink heart 
was centered at the bottom of the page, with flowing lines extending 
outward to forms that looked like flowers. An arc of lavender moved up 
from under the heart as if to embrace the picture’s contents. It radiated 
harmony and beauty.  

“Oooh,” All Things One gasped.  
“This represents the change that is going on for me while here. The 

heart at the bottom symbolizes how this work is based in love. Remem-
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bering and releasing layers of emotional and physical pain related to my 
childhood is a way of loving myself. I’m allowing a space to open in 
what was a well-fortified castle. These lines coming out of the heart 
symbolize that opening. Compassion and caring are now able to come 
through to people around me—you all, specifically.  

“The yellow at the top is warmth, like sunlight, that I feel as a result 
of opening myself and letting go of the pain. The blue and green in the 
middle represents my encounter with Mirror—the green of the grasses 
and reeds, and the blue of the little stream. I don’t really know what the 
lavender is. It just seemed like there should be something containing all 
this….” her voice trailed off as she pondered the light purple outline 
around the paper. 

 “I know you weren’t in my meditation,” All Things One said, “but 
the colors in your second one here remind me of the colors I saw when I 
was with Yumi.” 

“Really? That’s strange! We hadn’t even heard your story when I 
drew these.” 

“I know. It’s giving me the willies.” 
“Didn’t you warn us that things like that could happen, Way-

Shower?” Star Who Sings the Music asked.  
“You have a good memory,” the Way-Shower replied. “This is an 

excellent example of that. I mentioned back in the beginning that you 
each would have individual experiences here, but there is also a group 
experience that unfolds concurrently. Themes that occur for one might 
also express through the group as a whole.” 

Holding up the drawing with the swirling pastels, he asked, “Are 
there some pieces to put together here? What was Yumi’s message for 
All Things One?” 

Water Wind Light pounced on the answer. “That our thoughts could 
become reality.” 

“Yes,” said the guide. “Can you make any connection with that, She 
Who Speaks? On some level, it is expressing through your drawing.” 

“Wow! When I started this artwork, I was hoping for change from 
past patterns that aren’t good for me anymore. Do you think this means 
that’s going to happen?” 

“Energy follows intention,” replied the Way-Shower. “I have no 
doubt that, if you sincerely intend to change your pattern of social inter-
actions, it will happen.” 
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“What was that?” She Who Speaks asked. ‘“Energy follows inten-
tion?’ That sounds important. Does anyone have a pencil?” 

Star Who Sings the Music handed her a pen. She turned over the pas-
tel drawing and wrote the phrase on the back. Looking up, she said, 
“Come to think of it, that sounds like a great title for this drawing.” 

“Maybe for all of them,” Star Who Sings the Music ventured. “After 
all, while your attention was on power and control through seduction, 
that’s what kept occurring for you. With the shift in your second draw-
ing, you’re opening to a new way of behaving as you move into your 
future. The focus you put on the ‘new you’ will gain momentum.” 

“You’re right! It’s almost as if Mirror and Yumi worked together to 
weave a whole new truth in my life. Wow.” 

“How about thanks to some new energies?” the Way-Shower sug-
gested. “This seems like the perfect time to honor the presence of Truth 
and Creativity in our group.” 

The four students closed their eyes and took deep breaths.  
“Thank you, Truth and Creativity, for bringing your energies to us in 

such a meaningful way,” All Things One said. 
“Yes, heartfelt thanks and awe to you for the way you worked your 

wisdom among us,” She Who Speaks added. 
“Ditto,” Water Wind Light said. 
“I, too, appreciate the subtle and powerful contributions of Truth and 

Creativity in our group. May your qualitieies continue to inspire us while 
we’re here,” Star Who Sings the Music intoned. 

“And so it is,” finished the Way-Shower.  
The four opened their eyes and a moment of silence followed.  

 
*  *  *  * 

 
 “I can’t get over the contrast between your two drawings,” Star Who 

Sings the Music commented. “The second one has such a different feel 
from the first.” 

She Who Speaks laughed. “Well, if you get that from just looking at 
these simple drawings, imagine what it must feel like to me experiencing 
it! The difference is huge! Yet just the two drawings didn’t feel right. It 
was sort of like they were each the opposite side of my triangle, to equate 
it with our visualization. I wanted something that incorporated them 
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both, yet rose above them—like a new synthesis of who I am, or some-
thing.”  

She picked up the second drawing and moved it across the circle. 
The Way-Shower picked it up as he had the first. After looking at it for a 
minute or so, he passed it to Water Wind Light. As the young man took 
it, She Who Speaks turned over her last drawing. 

“Wow!” All Things One gasped. Her exclamation caused Water 
Wind Light to direct his attention at the new drawing rather than the one 
in hand.  

“Awesome!” he gushed. “That is incredible! And you say you’re no 
artist?” 

“May I?” asked Star Who Sings the Music. When the woman nod-
ded, he picked it up and gazed at it.  

“Yeah, I say I’m no artist, and I’m really not,” She Who Speaks told 
them, “but I will admit I’m rather proud of this one. Now this one I 
would frame,” she added, looking at Star Who Sings the Music.  

 “If you ask me,” he said, “I think it would look great for you to 
frame all three—in sequence. It would be a great way to honor how they 
reflect the aspects of you. This last one is magnificent. Tell us about it.” 

 “When I went to create it, I was trying to think of something that 
could link both the others, yet also show potential for the future. When I 
think of potential, I almost always think of the heavens. Stars, galaxies, 
nebulae—even better, black holes that open to somewhere completely 
new and different. So I decided to start with that in mind, and to try to 
give it a feeling of movement.  

“Three-dimensional drawing is not my forte and I was intimidated 
about starting it. I did a rough-draft in pencil, starting with the opening of 
the vortex. Then I worked on narrowing it to give it a sense of space and 
time. I drew the mustard-colored teardrops, the gashed and broken heart 
and the gray line representing my past in the narrow part at the bottom to 
symbolize that they are disappearing into the vortex. The heron, pink 
heart, feathers and yellow and pale blue line represent the positive things 
I’m gaining through being here with you all. And again the lavender, this 
time around the vortex, as if it were the color of space. I was surprised at 
how well it came out. I saw on the table some crayons that had some 
kind of glitter in them, and used those for a shiny, sparkly feel.” 

“Didn’t you say something about the potential of the future?” All 
Things One asked. “How did you portray that in the picture?” 
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“Oh, just by using outer space and the vortex symbol. To me it repre-
sents going through a wormhole, like the rabbit hole in Alice in Wonder-
land. You start out with an identity, then what happens as you travel 
completely changes the way you look at things. And you come out 
changed—a new person. That’s the potential of the future.” 

“You know, it’s interesting,” mused All Things One, “that it’s hard 
to tell with your vortex whether the motion is going down and inwards, 
or coming up and outwards.” 

“Yeah, I noticed that,” replied She Who Speaks. “To be honest, I sort 
of like that uncertainty. The observer can interpret it either way.” 

“You haven’t mentioned it,” added All Things One, “but do you see 
how you have that very thin line of an orangey color in each one of these 
drawings?” 

“I do? Where?” 
Star Who Sings the Music pulled in the other two drawings. All 

Things One lined them up next to each other, and pointed to a distinct 
orange line. Amazingly, it lined up perfectly from where it ended on one 
page to where it started on the next.  

“Are you sure you didn’t plan it that way?” asked All Things One. 
“Look at how they meet up so perfectly from page to page.” 

“I see that now,” replied She Who Speaks, “but honestly, I wasn’t 
even aware of the orange till you pointed it out.” 

“It’s like a line of continuation that runs through all of them,” noted 
Star Who Sings the Music. “Is there a part of you that has remained con-
stant through all the changes in your life?” 

“I don’t know. I’ll have to think about that. Give me a minute; I want 
to make a note of that in my journal. You’re very insightful, Star Who 
Sings the Music.” 

“Just fine-tuning my insightometer.”  
“I need to take lessons from you,” lamented Water Wind Light. “I 

never would have picked up on the things you just mentioned. I gotta say 
I’m impressed with everyone’s insights. I just look at artwork and decide 
whether I like it or not. All this interpretation stuff is beyond me.” 

She Who Speaks retrieved her journal. She jotted down, “Consider a 
part of yourself that has remained constant from the past through the pre-
sent and possibly into the future.” Closing the book, she looked at the 
Way-Shower and asked, “Any thoughts or comments?” 
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“No. The other two’s astute observations gave you excellent feed-
back. I will say this, though: your artwork comes from inside you, and 
whatever meaning you give it is the most significant. Of course, feel free 
to consider what others say—they may point out something that’s mean-
ingful for you. But ultimately you are the authority of your work. 

“That said, thank you for sharing your beautiful art with us.” The 
Way-Shower picked up the papers and handed them to her. 

“Hmmm,” She Who Speaks said thoughtfully. “I might be a little 
like Water Wind Light. Up to now I, too, have been rather literal in re-
gards to artwork. It won’t come naturally to me to engage in deeper in-
trospection about it, but I’ll take your words to heart. Thank you.” 

Looking around at the four, the Way-Shower asked, “Are we ready 
for a break? After that I want to tell you about what we’ll be doing to-
morrow.” 

A chorus of affirmative replies ensued. As the others got up to revisit 
the food table and use the restrooms, the Way-Shower leaned over to She 
Who Speaks and said quietly, “You may find you are much more of an 
artist than you think.” 
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Chapter 49 
 
 

The Realms of the Psyche 
 
 

They regrouped after a while with mugs of hot tea. Plumes of steam 
rose from the ceramic vessels. Their faces exhibited expressions of curi-
osity and expectation as they took their places in the circle. Surprisingly, 
the youngest of them took the initiative. “So what is it you have in store 
for us next?” 

The Way-Shower extended his arms out to the two on either side of 
him with palms up. “As we’ve done other times, let’s start this by bring-
ing our attention together as a group.” 

The four took deep breaths. Each took the hands of the others and 
their guide intoned a short focusing.  

“Now bring your minds into the circle and become aware of the 
presence of each other. Feel a sense of peace envelop you. All is right in 
the world at this moment. Settle into the calm and assurance of knowing 
all is well. 

“Good. Now, let that state of being expand outward from your heart 
area. Feel an opening take place as you expand. Watch beautiful waves 
of warmth and goodwill flow from you to the group, and beyond the 
group to all those with whom you are connected.  

“From this openness, bring in an intention to be willing for your next 
meditative experience. Feel secure in the certainty that all will unfold just 
as it should. Remember that, in what we do here, there is no right or 
wrong. Give your psyches permission to go where you have never been 
before. Trust that you will be cared for completely as we undergo a new 
adventure. 

“Take some time to rest in the feeling of safety. Then, as you’re 
ready, bring your attention back to your bodies. Become aware of your 
feet, legs, buttocks, back, arms and head against the floor or couch. Take 
a couple of gentle breaths and as you’re ready, return to the room and 
your cups of tea waiting for you.” 
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The four released each others’ hands slowly. Their eyes fluttered 
open and they looked around the circle. Water Wind Light was squirm-
ing. Unable to contain himself any longer, he put forth a question to the 
Way-Shower. 

 “I remember when we got here you said we’d have three meditative 
exercises. I’m figuring the first one was when I met Ramere. And the 
second was the triangle one. So does this mean the one we’ll have next is 
our last?” 

The Way-Shower’s face softened. “Yes, you are correct.” 
“So we’ll be leaving soon?” 
“Yes.” 
A hush fell over the group. As the Way-Shower had warned when 

they arrived, they had lost track of time and the lives they had left be-
hind. The news that they would be going home took them by surprise. 

 “You know,” the Way-Shower resumed, “I’ve heard several, if not 
all of you, make references to ‘when we leave here’ and ‘when we go 
back home.’ It didn’t take long, did it, for you to get comfortable with 
each other and with me? The connection you’ve made with each other is 
heartwarming. Inevitably, though, the time to depart approaches.  

“Tomorrow’s experience will take several hours. It is a meditative 
state of mind combined with music. We may be able to complete it fully 
in a day, or we may need more time. 

“That in itself will not be the end of our time together. Before you 
go, we will gather for each of you to share what you learned here and 
how you think it will impact you when you return to your daily Earth 
lives.” 

His choice of words rang loud and clear to All Things One. He said 
‘Earth lives!’ That must mean we’re not on Earth here! Wow! The guide 
interrupted her thought. 

“Up to this point, we’ve jumped into our meditative experiences 
without any introduction or explanation. It is more typical for practitio-
ners of the meditative arts to offer some kind of prefacing for what will 
be done. Such an orientation paves the way for those who will be travel-
ing into inner terrain.  

“This has value, yet I chose not to do it that way for your first two 
experiences. I decided to have you jump in and sink or swim, so to 
speak. Part of my rationale in doing that is my confidence that I’m able 
to handle whatever might come up. Another reason I chose to do it that 
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way was to prevent the possibility that you’d be scared off. Sometimes 
explaining the process threatens the logical mind and contributes to more 
resistance.”  

“I can see your point,” Star Who Sings the Music said. “I think I 
shared with you all that a therapist in my past had recommended group 
therapy. I never followed through. I think the ‘sink or swim’ approach 
was perfect for me. If you had told me even a small percentage of what 
we’ve learned here and how it would affect me, I’d have thought there 
was no way it was possible. I had to be thrown into it and experience it 
firsthand. I’m glad you did it that way.” 

She Who Speaks laughed. “Isn’t it funny how different people are? I 
think I’m the opposite. I was scared to death of what was going to hap-
pen. I’m not sure it’s the best approach for me—but I survived.” 

“I think you did more than survive,” All Things One observed. 
“You’ve reframed your response to a significant portion of the male 
population.” 

She Who Speaks giggled. “Not too bad, huh?”  
“OK, everyone. Back on topic, please.” The Way-Shower called 

them to task.  
“For what we’ll be doing tomorrow I want to offer some preparation. 

I won’t be guiding you verbally. The music will serve as your guide. It is 
not relaxing, meditative music like what you hear when you have a mas-
sage session. The early tracks are earthy and tribal music. The trajectory 
then moves through quite dramatic cuts, then on to heart-felt pieces and 
ends with melodic, peaceful tracks. As you listen to the music in an al-
ternate state of consciousness, a wide variety of things may happen for 
you. This is what I want to talk to you about now.” 

The Way-Shower glanced around the small group. He saw that he 
held their attention. Star Who Sings the Music was leaning forward with 
sparkling eyes. Not surprising given his love of music, the guide thought. 

“Yes, I said ‘alternate state of consciousness,’” he emphasized. 
“Please don’t let that term frighten or confuse you. Meditative states like 
the ones you experience here are alternate states of consciousness. The 
term refers to anything other than your regular, waking, logical mindset. 
Sleep is an alternate state of consciousness. Daydreaming is another; 
meditation is another.” 

“OK,” said Star Who Sings the Music. “But how do we get to this al-
ternate state?” 
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“Ahhh, thank you for asking. The answer may not be as profound as 
you think,” their guide replied. “You become altered through the use of 
the breath.” 

“The breath?” Water Wind Light was surprised. “You mean we don’t 
get to eat some mushrooms or something?” 

“No,” The Way-Shower chuckled. “There is no use of substances to 
activate this experience. The breath has been used by societies for thou-
sands of years to access other levels of consciousness. The breath holds 
life force. You have probably heard words from other cultures that refer 
to this: ‘chi’ in Chinese and ‘prana’ in the Hindu tradition are two. Prac-
titioners of yoga also use the breath in a variety of ways as they teach 
you the postures or movements.” 

“Oh,” said All Things One. “You mean we’ll be breathing like we do 
for yoga? I’ve taken some yoga.” 

“No, it’s not yogic breathing. You don’t have to worry about count-
ing to eight on the in-breath and holding for a count, then exhaling to 
another count of eight. It doesn’t require focusing on the third eye or 
panting like in Lamaze classes. It’s very simple: just breathe more 
quickly and deeply than you do regularly.” 

“You mean like what happens when you have a panic attack?” asked 
Water Wind Light.  

“No, not like that. Panic attacks are fast, shallow breathing. When 
you have anxiety the breath circulates from the top of your chest—above 
your heart. For this experience, it is best to fill your lungs deeply and 
completely. Your diaphragm—the stomach area— will expand and con-
tract with your breaths. Let me show you.” 

The Way-Shower took five deep, full breaths in quick succession. 
“You may want to picture it as a circle of air going in through your nose 
or your mouth, whichever you prefer. Allow it to fill your diaphragm, 
then on the exhale see it move back up to your nose or mouth in one, 
fluid motion.” 

The four mimicked him, taking long, deep breaths.  
“Good,” their guide said. “If you want to feel how it differs from the 

hyperventilating that occurs during a panic attack, shift the breath from 
going into your abdomen to a fast, panting breath that moves in and out 
of the area between your shoulders.” 

Three of them put their hands right below their collarbones and fol-
lowed the Way-Shower’s lead.  
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“I don’t need to, thanks,” said Water Wind Light. “I’ve experienced 
it before. It’s not something I’d want to trigger again. Anxiety attacks are 
scary—you feel like you’re dying.” 

“Wow! It’s really different,” She Who Speaks observed. “With the 
deep, circular breaths I feel like I’m energizing my body. But the short 
breaths leave me feeling antsy. I had no idea there would be such a con-
trast.” 

“I didn’t either,” affirmed All Things One.  
“OK,” the Way-Shower said. “Do you understand the deeper, faster 

breathing now?”  
Heads nodded in response. 
“Good. You will do that breathing when the music starts. I would 

also recommend that you do it if there’s a lull in your experience. And if 
you need to use the restroom, when you return do some of the deeper, 
faster breathing to get back to your inner process.”  

“Prior to the start of the music, I will guide you through a simple re-
laxation exercise like what we do when we start our groups. Some of you 
may go into a meditative state from that alone. But you can go deeper if 
you do the deeper, faster breathing. I will do some for you before I start 
the music as a reminder.” 

“How long is the musical sequence?” wondered Star Who Sings the 
Music. 

“It will run about two hours,” the guide replied. 
Water Wind Light was shocked. “We have to huff and puff for two 

whole hours? I may be a good swimmer, but I’m not sure I’m up to that!” 
The Way-Shower laughed. “No, you don’t have to do the breathing 

for the whole two hours. Do it until something happens. You’ll be fol-
lowing the cycle of the breath as the drumming and tribal-sounding mu-
sic starts. Somewhere along the line, something will happen. It may be a 
physical sensation, a building of tension, or a visual experience—or 
something else. Sometimes in this work we say, ‘Breathe until you’re 
surprised.’ When your inner experience—we call it your ‘process’—
starts, you don’t have to continue to focus on the cyclic breathing. Your 
body will breathe appropriately for what you experience. 

“It will take me a while to review the different things that can unfold 
for you in this experience. Before I start that, does anyone need a break?” 

“I could use one,” All Things One said. “This tea seems to go right 
through me.” 
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“Any peanut butter left on the table?” queried Star Who Sings the 
Music. 

“You can have the peanut butter. I claim any banana bread or carrot 
bread!” Water Wind Light announced. 

“Fine, let’s have a break. See you in a bit,” the guide told them. 
 

*  *  *  * 
 

After visiting the restrooms and helping themselves to some food, 
the four gathered again around the couch by the fire. The Way-Shower 
appeared to be in meditation. As the four sat to wait, he opened his eyes. 
He busied himself for a moment arranging his kurta, then smiled at them. 

“Ready to resume?” he asked. 
All heads nodded.  
“Alright. This is strictly an intellectual explanation of things that 

may occur for you tomorrow as you journey to the music.” 
“Journey?” asked Star Who Sings the Music.  
“I use that term because that is what will be occurring in your psy-

che. Your experience will be similar to a dream, though there may or 
may not be images. But there will probably be a sequence of things that 
happen in your mind. Perhaps a more fitting term would be ‘inner jour-
ney.’” 

“Interesting,” commented Water Wind Light. “Is it like an acid trip? 
Could you just call it a trip instead of journey?” 

“I suppose one could,” the Way-Shower answered. “However, ‘trip’ 
usually carries the connotation of using hallucinogenic substances. As I 
said before, that will not happen here. Therefore, I prefer the term ‘jour-
ney.’” 

“OK.” Water Wind Light accepted the explanation.  
The Way-Shower resumed his tutorial. “The work we’ve done here 

in terms of there being no right and wrong is a perfect prelude to the mu-
sical journey you’ll take. There is no wrong way to do this experience. It 
is designed to allow for release in whatever way that may express. Strong 
emotions may come up. Rather than stuff them back down, let them out. 
If you need to yell, as Water Wind Light did the other day, go ahead. If 
something in the music sounds funny to you, go ahead and laugh. If grief 
surfaces, cry as deeply as you need to.”  
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She Who Speaks was skeptical. “You know, I have to say that in all 
my years of therapy, I was never encouraged to go deeply into my feel-
ings. Maybe it was because there wasn’t enough time in my sessions, but 
it seemed to me that my therapist focused more on giving me tools that 
kept my emotions in control. Are you sure we should yell or sob like you 
say?” 

“Yes, I’m sure. I belong to a school of thought that believes that deep 
release is precisely what’s needed for healing. Psychologist Alice Miller 
has been quoted as saying, ‘It isn’t the trauma that gets us sick; it’s the 
inability to express the trauma.’ This work fosters all types of release, 
even if they’re loud. There is no one other than us to hear you, so you 
don’t have to worry about that. And the music is played at a very high 
volume, which also helps.” 

“Loud? How loud?” asked Star Who Sings the Music. 
“Very loud,” the Way-Shower answered with a smile. “It’s not about 

blowing out your eardrums. It was designed that way in order to vibrate 
through your bodies at a cellular level. Sound is therapeutic. The variety 
of music is intended to give your physical, emotional and spiritual as-
pects material to work with, so to speak. Some you will enjoy. Other 
tracks you may not like as much. Or you might sleep through some of 
them. But be assured that you will get what you need.” 

“Wait a minute.” She Who Speaks was not convinced. “You say it’s 
like a dream. So if that S.O.B. from my past comes to me, and I scream 
things I’ve held in but would have loved to express, won’t that disturb 
the others?” 

“I know it’s hard to believe, but no, it won’t. They might hear you, 
but they will still be able to participate in what is happening for them. 
When you experience the process you’ll understand. Until then, I expect 
you’ll be unsure. I only ask that, to the best of your ability, you give 
yourself permission to do what you feel you need to. 

“Which brings up another thing. I may, as the facilitator of this proc-
ess, intuit that you can benefit from some focused body work. As part of 
that process, I may urge you to do some verbal release—like what Star 
Who Sings the Music and I did with Water Wind Light that morning. 
The work with the body might encourage vocalization. If it comes natu-
rally, that’s great. Or I might whisper a reminder in your ear. Consider 
that your permission to let out any noise that wants out.” 



The Crystal Cave 

 

221 

He looked around at them. Their eyes reflected disbelief. He chuck-
led. “You all look so dubious! It will be alright! Yes, it’s different from 
the ordinary. Yet that is what lends to its effectiveness. I think you’ll be 
amazed at what unfolds if you give this a chance.” 

“Well, I guess nothing much worse could happen after my dark 
blob,” Star Who Sings the Music offered.  

“And may I remind you of the power of that experience?” the Way-
Shower responded. 

“OK, I see your point. And since it involves music, I’m a willing 
guinea pig.”  

“Great! I still have more to tell you, though,” the Way-Shower said. 
“We need to go over the kinds of things that can happen for you as your 
journey unfolds.” 

“We’ve already had some incredible things happen in our medita-
tions. What other kinds of things could happen?” All Things One wanted 
to know. 

“There may not be more ‘kinds of things,’ as you put it, but what I 
have to tell you will put it into a theoretical structure. The codification 
can also be a construct for your lives, if you choose to use it that way.” 

“That sounds interesting,” All Things One said. “I’m ready to hear 
more.” 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
The Way-Shower shifted on his pillow before resuming. 
“Distinct realms of consciousness have been described by a psychia-

trist named Stanislav Grof,” he told the group. “These are areas of one’s 
inner terrain, so to speak, that you may experience when you access al-
ternate states of consciousness. They would also apply to the visualiza-
tions you’ve already done, though I did not tell you about them then.  

“For starters, you may experience physical sensations. You may feel 
hot or cold. You may notice your hands or feet become rigid and claw-
like. If this happens it is not cause for alarm. It is called ‘tetany,’ and oc-
curs in about 30% of people who journey in altered states. It may get 
painful, but often it is not. If it hurts, you can call me over and there are 
some things I can do to assist you. 

“You may smell things that are not in the room—flowers, for in-
stance, or other aromas. Hearing can be intensified. You might tell us at 



Susan C. Moyer 

 

222 

the end that you heard a cat meowing, or the crackling of a fire. Others 
may not recall that sound. It is unique to each person; if others wouldn’t 
describe the sound the same way or claim not to have heard it, that 
doesn’t mean you’re crazy.” 

“Sounds weird enough to me,” Water Wind Light said. “Though 
that’s nothing new during our time here.” 

The others were silent, and the Way-Shower continued his instruc-
tion. 

“Another realm that one can access in this process is related to your 
actual life. Anything from the time of your birth to the present moment 
may surface. It includes your family, friends, employers, and love rela-
tionships. You may experience a resolution to an incomplete issue be-
tween yourself and someone else. Or scenes may unfold in a way that 
gives you new understanding about the meaning of an event. Sometimes 
you just see a freeze-frame of an event from your life without any 
storyline connected to it. As with our other work here, there’s no right or 
wrong in this experience. If you just see something and no great insight 
accompanies it, it is not better or worse than what anyone else experi-
ences. Any questions on this one?” 

All heads shook, no.  
“There are two more realms to go,” he told them. “These are the 

more unusual ones.” 
“Cool! The sci-fi part,” Water Wind Light interjected. 
“It may sound that way,” their guide replied. “But these realms are 

parts of you as a human being. They just don’t get much recognition in 
the professional arena of psychology—yet, anyway.  

“The next one consists of the experiences you had while you were 
being formed into the physical temple that you inhabit. Simply put, the 
time you were in the womb and also the process of your birth.” 

“That’s part of our personality?” All Things One was incredulous. 
“Some psychiatrists and analysts believe this to be true. Dr. Grof has 

done years of research on this and has identified four distinct phases of 
the birth process,” the Way-Shower answered. “Freud did not give it any 
credibility, so it did not enter mainstream psychology.” 

“No kidding?” Star Who Sings the Music said.  
“No kidding!” replied the Way-Shower. “I will give you a brief syn-

opsis of them now. It is possible for you to experience one or more of 
them as you hear and feel the music.” 
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“I like that!” Star Who Sings the Music was excited. “I feel music all 
the time. I don’t hear many other people refer to the sensation of sound 
vibration.” 

“I learned about that during my visit with Yumi and Essence,” All 
Things One interjected. “I felt those tones all through me.” 

“I have no doubt that you will feel this music,” their guide chuckled. 
“Remember I mentioned high volume.” 

Star Who Sings the Music’s eyes were vibrant and his words stum-
bled one after the other in his excitement. “I can’t wait! My name doesn’t 
refer to music for no reason. Go on, go on! I want to hear more about 
this.” 

Laughing, the Way-Shower continued. “Very briefly, the first stage 
of the birth process is before contractions begin. Typically it feels floaty 
and blissful. As an infant in the mother’s womb, all your needs are taken 
care of. Your oxygen and nutrition are supplied; your waste is removed. 
This is usually a very peaceful state.  

“That said, if someone’s mother smoked heavily, used drugs or alco-
hol to excess or was in a violent relationship during the pregnancy, those 
toxicities can be transferred to the growing baby. In that case, the womb 
is referred to as toxic. Rather than feeling blissful and carefree, the baby 
may feel like it’s fighting for its life. It could feel unable to breathe or 
that it can’t get enough nutrition to survive.” 

He paused as he saw looks of consternation on their faces. “Please 
don’t worry too much,” he told them. “In my many years of doing this 
process, I have encountered less than five instances where a toxic womb 
experience occurred. It is not common, yet I want you to be aware it ex-
ists. This briefing is to let you know that unpleasant sensations are not 
because you are doing the process incorrectly!  

“Like Star Who Sings the Music’s meditation with the blob and the 
knight, not all the areas of our psyche are bright and easy. I go through 
this information so you can be prepared for anything. When you are 
armed with the knowledge of all that is possible, you will have the 
strength to stick with whatever happens and see it through.” 

Lines of worry on the faces around him melted away as he finished 
his statement. “It gets even better,” he told them. “Are you OK if I con-
tinue?”  

They nodded, and he resumed. 
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“The second stage of the birth process is challenging. Physiologi-
cally, it is when the contractions start, but the cervix is not dilated yet. 
The baby experiences intense pressure on its little body and has no idea 
why. Emotionally, this is viewed as a time of victimstance in the psyche. 
If babies think, it would go something like this: ‘I was just floating along 
in perfect peace, then suddenly I’m being squished and practically stran-
gled. What did I do to deserve this?’ Even worse, there appears to be no 
way out of the life-threatening situation. The cervix remains closed and 
darkness surrounds the infant. The experience is marked by feelings of 
helplessness and hopelessness—feelings typical in people who have 
bouts of depression during their lives.” 

“Are you saying there’s a connection?” Star Who Sings the Music 
wanted to know. “Given all my years of depression, it would be a whole 
new angle to consider that it was related to my birth process and maybe 
not a chemical imbalance in the brain.” 

“Those who follow this theory believe that yes, there is a connection 
between the time the baby spends in this stage of the birth process and 
depressive episodes in their lives. Should you experience it, you can de-
cide what feels true for you. The cycles could be related, though each 
person is the best authority on themselves—a position that we learn early 
on to turn over to our parents, teachers, therapists and doctors. When we 
give others power over our inner knowledge and decisions, our intuitive 
abilities and inner voice fade and are discredited. But I digress,” the 
Way-Shower noted. 

“Let me continue and I’ll answer questions after I finish the next two 
stages,” he told them. 

“The third stage in the birth process occurs when the cervix dilates. 
This is the time of the proverbial ‘light at the end of the tunnel.’ Provided 
the baby is not breach (meaning it comes out feet first instead of head 
first), it sees the opening and a way out. This is a time of great motiva-
tion and urgency—the child wants out! Emotionally, aggression and an-
ger are associated with this stage. The urgency creates action in the 
baby—which is hopefully matched by the mother. When mothers have 
been sedated it can affect the baby’s exit; the baby has to do more of the 
work itself. 

“There are many aspects that affect the birth processes. Some of 
those are if the baby is breach, or has the umbilical cord wrapped around 
its neck, and also how it reacts to drugs that the mother is given. When 
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the mother is ambivalent about the pregnancy the baby senses it. If you 
continue to do this kind of work we may address those in more detail at a 
later time. 

“The emergence of the baby into the world is the fourth and last 
stage. The infant has had quite a journey—from bliss, to possible death, 
to anger and struggle, to emergence. Usually the birth moment is experi-
enced with relief, exhaustion and sometimes both. There may be a sense 
of triumph and a feeling of completion. 

“This has been a brief description of the essentials. On a subcon-
scious level we recall the whole experience. That doesn’t mean you will 
re-experience your birth in the exact order in which it occurred. You 
might—but it’s more likely that you’ll experience one or more of the 
four stages independently.  

The Way-Shower opened the discourse to the students at this point. 
“Do you have questions?”  

“It’s very interesting,” She Who Speaks said. “It adds a whole new 
dimension to causes of issues. I guess it may not be the reason behind 
every depression or anger problem, but it offers another avenue to ex-
plore.” 

“Precisely,” the Way-Shower affirmed. “It is a wider view of people 
than the ordinary. Some people find it to be a helpful construct when 
considering challenges that arise in their lives. However, you don’t have 
to believe this theory in order to have a meaningful process when you 
journey to the music. Remember, I’m going through this largely to reas-
sure your thinking minds that such things may happen. There is no 
wrong way to do it.” 

“If my buddies could hear this!” Water Wind Light said, shaking his 
head. “They’d be sure I was ready for the loony bin.” 

Star Who Sings the Music couldn’t resist teasing him. “Because 
we’re going to do this using the breath and music. If you told those bud-
dies you had an experience like this after dropping some acid, they’d 
likely think it was awesome.” 

“You have a point there,” the younger man noted. Turning to the 
Way-Shower he asked, “And these things that you’re describing can 
really happen without taking a hallucinogen?” 

Their guide peered at him with a frown that looked downright omi-
nous. “Young man, do I look like I’m joking?” 

“N-n-n-o.” 
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“I am perfectly serious about this. This type of journeying has gone 
on for thousands of years. Trance states have been used for healing in 
hundreds of cultures. Yes, sometimes they have incorporated a mild hal-
lucinogen to alter their consciousness. But the mesmerization that takes 
place from listening to drumming or doing focused breathing are other 
effective ways to do it. Your first meditative exercises here incorporated 
deep breaths and physical relaxation. We didn’t use any substances then, 
and you had an inner journey and met Ramere as a result.”  

“True….” The blond man sounded hesitant. 
“Oh, try it, you’ll like it!” Star Who Sings the Music elbowed his 

groupmate. 
Water Wind Light grinned back. “Well, it doesn’t look like I’m go-

ing to have much choice, huh?” 
“Alright, everyone,” the Way-Shower interjected. “There is still one 

more realm of consciousness for me to go over.” 
“More?” groaned She Who Speaks. 
“Just one,” he answered. “And this will be one you’ll be most inter-

ested in, I think. It can involve things like your animal communication.” 
“Really? How so?” 
“It is called the transpersonal realm, and relates to experiences that 

are beyond our typical human lives.” 
“Isn’t our birth process beyond our lives?” All Things One asked. 
“Not exactly. Our birth processes are still a part of our lives. They 

are unique to each person. As such, they comprise our lifetime even 
though they are not usually consciously recalled.” 

“Oh, I see.” 
“The transpersonal realm involves what would be referred to as our 

spiritual being. It includes myths or legends from past civilizations. For 
instance, you may see a scene unfold where you are on a battlefield and 
realize it’s when Cortez was fighting the Aztecs. Or you may be flying to 
heaven with wings of wax that are melting, like Icarus. The events are 
outside your current lifetime. 

“Angels may appear—and, no, it won’t be me in costume,” he added. 
“You may even have a meeting with a great spiritual master, such as 
Buddha, Confucius or Jesus.  

“You may find you establish communication with ancestors who 
have departed the Earthly plane. Or you might be able to communicate 
with any manner of thing, such as minerals, crystals, trees and animals. 
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It’s possible you may experience a deep connection with the Earth and 
come to understand why you incarnated.” 

“Wow!” Star Who Sings the Music was impressed. “Like my Star! 
Would that be called a transpersonal experience?” 

“You would be the one to classify that,” their teacher replied. “I be-
lieve you also mentioned feeling as a child that you were a star, but the 
adults in your life discouraged you from fostering that impression of 
yourself? In that case, the star might be a biographical thing—a memory 
that surfaced for you. Yet the intensity of its brightness and the expan-
sion it brought you has transpersonal aspects.” 

“Hmmm,” Star Who Sings the Music mused. “I’ll have to think and 
journal on that. Could it be both?” 

“Absolutely! You will find that many aspects of this meditative ex-
perience are layered. For instance, a woman might feel like she is reliv-
ing the birth of her child. Yet partway through the process, she gets the 
impression that she is also birthing a project that she is to do. Then it 
may seem like she is in touch with the feelings of all people initiating 
new, soul-inspired creations in their lives. That sequence has both bio-
graphical and transpersonal elements.” 

“Gosh, this is fascinating,” said She Who Speaks. “Up to now I 
thought of myself as a body, mind and emotions. To be honest, I was 
trying to live only partly in the body and the emotions due to my child-
hood trauma. Now I’m learning about parts of myself I had no clue 
about! It’s like getting beyond a forest to see miles and miles of mead-
ows stretching out to the horizon.” 

“Well put—I like that metaphor,” their guide said. 
“Is there anything else that can happen in the transpersonal realm?” 

Water Wind Light wondered. “Like, how about visiting the future?” 
“That, too, may happen. You may watch a scene unfold and wonder 

why you are being shown it. Then you realize it’s because you’re part of 
it, and it’s unfolding in another time. That time could be past or future. It 
might also have the feel of a parallel universe. It may be on another 
world. The transpersonal isn’t limited by your imagination. It’s a fasci-
nating part of us.” 

“That sounds wonderful,” She Who Speaks said wistfully. “How 
come we all can’t just have the transpersonal experiences and not go 
through the unpleasant ones?” 
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“Good question,” the Way-Shower said. “I told you earlier that I 
don’t guide this experience—the music does. The power of this work is 
that your own Inner Wisdom gives you what you need most to work 
through at this time. So your experience could be biographical, birth-
related or transpersonal—or any combination of them. The facilitator of 
the process doesn’t know what is unfolding for the participants. You will 
all hear the same set of music, yet probably have very different experi-
ences. The potential is vast.” 

“This is amazing,” All Things One said. “I have never heard of any-
thing like it. If anyone had told me that therapy could involve this kind of 
thing I would have tried it for sure. It’s too fascinating to resist!” 

 “Which is precisely why the four of you were whisked away from 
your daily lives to come here and experience it!”  

 
*  *  *  * 

 
 “And that’s not quite all of it,” the Way-Shower edged in.  
“There’s more?” Water Wind Light said. 
“A bit. These are logistical issues that we need to go over,” replied 

their guide.  
“You will know the music is finished when you hear gentle songs 

come on with English words. Some tracks of the journeying music may 
include singing or chanting, but they will be in languages you don’t 
know. Examples would be Swahili, Greek, Celtic or Russian. We don’t 
want you to understand the words. If you do, the intellect grabs onto 
them and takes your focus away from wherever you were in your experi-
ence. That said, what foreign languages do you know?” 

“Only some Spanish,” All Things One said. 
“A bit of French,” Star Who Sings the Music replied. 
Water Wind Light and She Who Speaks shared that they didn’t know 

any languages other than English.  
“Fine,” said the Way-Shower. “Since French and Spanish are typi-

cally taught in American schools I don’t use tracks with those languages. 
We should be OK.  

“Towards the end of the music the pieces will be gentle and melodic. 
At some point you will recognize English words. When you do, it 
doesn’t mean you have to jump up. Take some time readjusting to your 
surroundings. I will check in with you to see how you’re feeling. If you 
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feel unfinished—sore or tight in your body or emotional, please tell me. I 
can offer you some simple things to do that will assist your completion 
of the process. 

“She Who Speaks and Water Wind Light have already used art mate-
rials for some self-expression. Artwork is also a part of this process. It 
serves as a bridge between the more subconscious state when you’re 
journeying and your return to everyday consciousness. When you feel 
finished after your musical process I will accompany you to the art table. 
The drawing is viewed as an extension of your inner experience and is 
done in silence. When you first sit down I will ask you if you want some 
tea or other snack food. After that, please draw quietly. This is not the 
time to start talking about what happened. Let it express through shapes, 
color and symbols. We will talk about it afterwards.” 

The Way-Shower looked at his charges. “I see your eyes glazing 
over. I would like to add a couple more quick things, so we don’t have to 
spend time on it tomorrow. Remember, the point of this experience is to 
delve as fully and deeply into whatever presents itself to you. Despite the 
time we’ve taken here to orient you intellectually, your egos may be 
threatened by this. You may awaken feeling resistant or nervous tomor-
row, even if you’re curious and excited now.  

“If that happens, move into the resistance as completely as you can. 
That may mean you curl up into fetal position and put your hands over 
your ears. You may want to shout, “No, no, no!” or whatever. That’s 
fine. Even if you feel sick, go with it. Don’t try to keep it down. I’m pre-
pared with bags in case that happens—the point is to let it out. You may 
think of the saying ‘What you resist, persists.’ Fighting the resistance 
will only give it more strength. Go into the resistance and allow it to ex-
press through you. By honoring it, it will peel away and let you see what 
it was trying to protect you from. 

“If you just seem stuck without any awareness of resistance, or noth-
ing is happening, do some more deeper, faster breathing. That should 
jump-start your psyche so that either a physical, emotional or spiritual 
experience presents itself. 

“I will be here in the cave room moving quietly among you and be-
ing available should you need me. If anyone has to use the facilities, sit 
up and point to them. I will come assist you, as you may be wobbly on 
your feet. Please allow me to help you! I don’t want you to lose your bal-
ance and fall trying to walk on your own.  



Susan C. Moyer 

 

230 

“If I happen to be working with one of the others when you need to 
go, I will either put up one finger to indicate ‘give me a minute,’ or I will 
point to the bathrooms, meaning go ahead on your own. But if I do that, 
please make sure you are back in ordinary reality enough to walk stead-
ily. You may also opt to crawl, to be on the safe side. Don’t be embar-
rassed to crawl! No one will see you. This work is done with your eyes 
closed. 

“An important thing: if I move to intervene with you and it doesn’t 
feel right, say the word, ‘Stop!’ I will discontinue what I’m doing imme-
diately. For instance, I may see you rubbing your shoulder and come to 
provide some pressure for you to work against. But you might want to 
continue on your own, or the pain may move through the minute I touch 
you and you don’t need anything further. In that case, say ‘stop.’   

“If, on the other hand, I touch your shoulder and you experience me 
as your abusive father who is starting to turn you around before he hits 
you across the face, and you yell, ‘Get your hands off me, you bastard!’ I 
am not going to remove my hands. Why would I not, in that case?” 

The wheels were turning in All Things One’s mind. “Because you 
want us to release that experience as much as we can? If you stay with it 
and don’t stop, it gives us a better chance to get it all out.”  

“Precisely,” answered their guide. “By staying with you in that situa-
tion, I give you the opportunity to yell in ways you may not have been 
able to when the abuse was going on. And the pressure of my hand on 
your shoulder helps the body to release the physical experience of the 
pain.” 

Looking at them he asked, “So what’s the magic word if you want 
me to leave you alone?” 

“Stop!” they all answered. 
“Yes. But I will warn you now that if you don’t like the music, 

you’re stuck with it. Yelling ‘Stop!’ is not going to result in my changing 
the music or turning down the volume. If you don’t like a particular track 
of the music, it’s your chance to express anger, resistance, frustration, 
whatever…. Go into it as fully as you can. Or you may sleep through that 
music—as I said before, it’s possible for that to happen. If it does, it does 
not mean you’re doing something wrong. OK?” 

Heads nodded. 
“And what do you do if you need to use the bathroom?” 
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“Sit up and motion to you that we need to go. If you’re working with 
someone, watch for how you respond to us,” Star Who Sings the Music 
answered. 

“And what are you supposed to do if something feels like it’s coming 
up to be expressed?” 

“Let it rip!” All Things One replied, perhaps too exuberantly. She 
blushed when she saw the others turn to her. 

 Star Who Sings the Music asked, “Do you have anything that needs 
to be released, All Things One? Want to give us a heads up for what to 
expect tomorrow?” 

Laughing, she said, “Hey, I don’t know. I just like the concept. It 
makes me think of running when I tackle a hill. I get into the challenge of 
it and put my all into it.” 

Admiration in his eyes, Water Wind Light said, “Hey, we’ll have to 
go for a run together sometime.” 

“We’ll see,” was the only reply he got. 
“OK,” the Way-Shower stated with a tone of finality. “Are we 

ready?” 
 “Guess so,” said She Who Speaks.  
The Way-Shower could see her tentative reply was reflected in Wa-

ter Wind Light’s face as well. That was normal. There was no predicting 
this work, and no amount of preparation would adequately explain it. He 
had piqued the interest of their psyches, which would be busily sifting 
through the layers of their unhealed parts, looking for what needed inte-
gration at this time.  

Smiling, he told them, “Then let’s get some rest before our big day. 
Let’s join hands briefly and confirm our commitment to each other be-
fore we go.”  

Their hands came together and his four charges automatically took 
several deep breaths. Looking at each other, they gently smiled and 
squeezed the hands of those on either side of them. The Way-Shower 
gave a hard squeeze then released the hands he was holding. “Have a 
good night,” he told them as they went to find their sleeping gear. 
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Chapter 50 
 
 

Each in Their Own World III 
 
 

All Things One got her mattress and set up her sleeping space. Her 
mind whirled with the material the Way-Shower had shared with them. 
She knew she was too wound up to sleep. Anxiety accompanied her 
thoughts and manifested in her body through a stomach that felt like it 
was training for the Olympic trampoline event. She placed her hand over 
the flip-flopping organ and took deep breaths. It helped the wildly danc-
ing butterflies in her stomach, but she could not quiet her mind.  

From experience she knew that the best solution to this was exercise, 
so she donned her running gear and headed for the entrance to the out-
door pathway. I wonder if I’ll be able to see my way in the dark, she 
thought. I could take a flashlight and that should work OK. Then she re-
alized she had never tried running with a flashlight. Perhaps the bobbing 
up and down would not work very well when trying to keep the way in 
front of you lit. Damn! Well, it’s probably worth a try. But is there even 
a flashlight in here? I don’t remember seeing one.  

What a conundrum! Well perhaps there will be enough moonlight for 
me to see when my eyes adjust. With that, she carefully proceeded to the 
hidden door to start her run. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Star Who Sings the Music felt electrified. Tingling ran through his 

feet and hands. Favorite pieces of music played in his mind. Something 
about what the Way-Shower had told them about the transpersonal realm 
reverberated through him. Star Who Sings the Music had a distinct sen-
sation that this excitement was occurring on other levels. It didn’t make 
sense and he couldn’t describe the phenomena in words.  

If I’m a multidimensional Being, he thought, all levels of my Self are 
experiencing acute anticipation. But I’ve never had this feeling of being 
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more than my physical body. It’s so different! Something about the up-
coming meditation felt very right. Journey—that’s what the Way-Shower 
called it. I can’t wait to start!  

Despite the exhilaration, fatigue from what the group had been 
through so far took over. He offered a quick prayer of thanks for meeting 
this group of people and for what he was learning from them and from 
the Way-Shower. He added his appreciation for the comfort of the cave, 
the beauty of the garden and the good food. Turning on his side and 
scrunching the pillow under his head, Star Who Sings the Music fell into 
a sound sleep. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Water Wind Light tossed and turned. On waking once, he had vague 

recollections of the faces of Ramere, his mother and the starfish all 
changing as they had in his meditation. He fell back asleep. On the next 
awakening, Ramere had been giving him an important teaching. He 
couldn’t remember what it was about. More fitful sleep followed, this 
time with some kind of dream about his mother. A scream caught in his 
throat and he woke up.  

Afraid to go back to sleep, he listened to the pops from the fire and 
the breathing of his two groupmates. Anger resurfaced toward She Who 
Speaks. Why did she have to remind me of my mother? That history had 
been nicely buried until I got here and she brought it all back.  

Is this music thing we’re going to do next take me into that stuff 
again? I don’t want to go there. His muscles tightened in preparation for 
the confrontation he feared might happen. How can I tell my mother what 
I really feel about what had happened when I was young? I didn’t have 
the courage then, and I don’t now. Shit! Where’s a way out of here?   

Throwing back his covers, he reached for his pants and shirt. Briefly 
running his hands through his hair, he had to laugh at himself. Who’s 
going to see me? It’s the middle of the night, for crying out loud! Well, 
I’m not going to let darkness impede my search for a passageway or tun-
nel out of here. This stuff might be transformative for the others in the 
group, but I’ve had enough!  

It’s not that I want to get away from She Who Speaks. I just want to 
get away from HERE. He didn’t realize it, but the mask he used to show 
the public that “everything’s fine” was threatened to be dislodged. 
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He hadn’t noticed any paths leading away from the garden, so de-
cided he’d try the exercise trail. He wasn’t sure how he would see any-
thing in the dark. I’ll just walk slowly and peer closely at the border of 
the path. If anything leads out of there, I’ll find it—I swear! 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
She Who Speaks gathered the three feathers Mirror had given her 

and laid them next to her mattress. This whole experience was profound. 
The feelings were difficult to contain. Love of the four-leggeds. Compas-
sion for her groupmates. Excitement about creating Water Wind Light’s 
shirt with the Way-Shower. Gratitude that she felt safe enough here to 
disclose things she never had before. Anticipation for the next experi-
ence.  

She thought about tomorrow’s musical meditation. I have no clue 
what it will be like! But what’s happened so far has been so freeing I’m 
excited to try more. I feel like ten thousand pounds have lifted from my 
shoulders—and my inner being. No one else would believe it, I’m sure. 
I’m glad there are others here who are having similar experiences! 

She took the feathers and placed them on her heart. Thank you, Mir-
ror, for your gift and for all that I’m learning here. It’s so nice to have 
your feathers to remember you with. Blessings to you on this night. Pat-
ting the feathers gently, she turned her head on the pillow to sleep.  

 
*  *  *  * 

 
As he groped to find his way outside, Water Wind Light’s thoughts 

fueled his anger. No one else has the honor of triggering a major out-
break in some stupid woman who can’t tell the difference between my 
face and some other dude’s! Why me? Even worse, her emotional unpre-
dictability reminds me of my mother. That is not healing for me! I’m out 
of here! Facing the cave room as he stood on the threshold of the door-
way, he made a motion of dismissal with his arm. The hell with you all! 

He turned to exit the room, and almost walked right into All Things 
One, who was re-entering the cave room after her run.  

“Hey! What’s up?” she whispered as she recognized the form in 
front of her. Getting no immediate reply, she followed her question with, 
“Are you having trouble sleeping, too?” 
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In no mood to be dissuaded from his course of action, Water Wind 
Light simply let out a, “Hmphh.” Brushing her aside, he strode ahead.  

“Hey!” she persisted. “What’s going on? Be careful before you go 
out there!” she admonished as he kept going. 

That got his attention. What did she mean, be careful? What was out 
there? He turned around to face her. “Why?” he asked. 

“You’re going to be surprised,” she replied. 
Having no patience for games, Water Wind Light turned and took a 

step toward the outside path. Taking three quick steps to catch him, All 
Things One said, “Wait. I’ll go with you.” She was on his heels as he 
thrust open the door and strode out.  

The young man gasped as the way opened to the walking path. 
Bright light blinded him! He blinked while his eyes adjusted to the con-
trast from the dark cave. Wasn’t it nighttime? He looked around to see if 
lights were placed somewhere he hadn’t noticed before. He didn’t see 
any. He didn’t see a sun, either. Perplexed, he looked at All Things One 
and asked, “How is this happening? Isn’t it supposed to be night?” 

“Got me!” the auburn-haired woman replied. “The Way-Shower 
makes reference to time being distorted in the cave. Maybe we’re all 
turned around somehow.” 

“But I just went for a run this morning!” the younger man said, fol-
lowed by a hesitant, “Didn’t I?” 

“Who knows?” answered All Things One. “Maybe it was yesterday 
morning, and we spent two days in our group. Believe me, I’m as con-
fused as you. That’s why I said you’d be surprised if you came out here.” 

Water Wind Light gazed around in wonder. “Surprised is hardly an 
adequate description!” 

“So, what’s keeping you up this night, or day, or whatever?” 
Silence greeted her question. Leaning over, she sought a glimpse of 

the younger man’s face. He turned away. 
It hit her in a flash. “You want to leave, don’t you?” 
Water Wind Light hung his head. “How did you know?” 
“I don’t know—intuition, I guess. What’s going on that’s so bad?” 
“Oh, this shit with my mother,” he replied. Thinking twice about his 

choice of words, he added, “Sorry ‘bout the French.” 
“No problem,” she replied. “I’ve been known to use it myself, and 

sometimes at the most inappropriate times. So what’s going on with your 
mother?” 
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“Oh, all of it. The way I doodled her face without realizing it. Then 
this whole episode with She Who Speaks. And that meditation where 
Ramere, the starfish and my mother all changed to each others’ faces. I 
began to get the heebie-jeebies lying there on my mattress wondering 
what this music thing is that we’ll be doing tomorrow—or today, or 
whenever,” he said, glancing around at the bright light.  

“It’s a painful memory for me,” he continued. “Up till now I’ve kept 
it buried in the deep recesses of my being. I was quite content not having 
to deal with it. I don’t want to go there!” 

“But you don’t know for sure that you will,” All Things One tried to 
reassure him. 

“You don’t understand! I don’t even want to risk it! That stuff 
sucks!” He kicked the dirt on the path in frustration. “I don’t care how 
damn transformative it is or how much I’ll grow from it; I don’t want it 
to happen!” 

They walked in silence. All Things One could tell that probably any-
thing she said to try to encourage him to stick with the process would be 
met with more resistance.  

“So, you came out here to look for a way out?” she asked him. 
“Yep,” he nodded.  
In the time All Things One had spent on that trail she had not seen 

any evidence of any exits from the course—paths, doorways or other-
wise. She got an idea. 

“Well,” she suggested brightly, “let’s look for it!” 
“You want me to leave?” Water Wind Light was aghast. He was un-

prepared for that response. He had been sure she would try to talk him 
into staying, and had geared up for the fight. His reaction to her joining 
his resistance was a mixture of shock, abandonment and sadness. Mixed 
in, though, was relief that someone might understand—even if barely—
what he was feeling. 

“No, I don’t want you to leave at all! I can’t imagine what our group 
will be without you. Your humor is great, and I have come to treasure 
that lost puppy-dog look that you do so well. Plus, what you and She 
Who Speaks went through was inspirational for me. I mean, yeah, you 
both got pretty upset, but you stuck with it and came out the other side. 
I’m using your experience to consider how I might address some con-
flicts I have in my life when we get back home.  
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“I’m also impressed with how present you are with what comes up 
for you. The way you rolled on your mattress and the deep scream that 
came out of you was something I’d never seen before. I can’t describe 
why, but it was an honor to witness it. It was sort of like a monster that 
had been inside you for years finally got let out.”  

She stopped abruptly and said, “Geez, I’m saying too much! Sorry to 
get carried away there.” 

They walked some more as Water Wind Light considered what she 
had told him. It’s so ironic! Precisely the things that I’m most embar-
rassed about are what All Things One says helped her the most.  

The image of Ramere appeared in Water Wind Light’s mind. The 
young man shook his head, wondering if he were having visions now. He 
heard, “You need to stay here until it’s finished. Remember your purple 
heart? It is bestowed upon those who have been injured, as you have 
been by your mother. It symbolizes courage, a quality of which you have 
much more than you realize.”  

Yeah, maybe. But that doesn’t mean I have to do everything you want 
me to! 

“No, of course not,” came the reply. The being’s tentacles floated be-
low the billowing mane. “But you came to the Way-Shower for a reason. 
You weren’t aware consciously of your decision to be part of this accel-
erated growth process—it was by the urging of your soul that you came. 
It’s your choice not to follow the prompting of your soul. But I would 
ask, why would you want to disregard such an opportunity?” 

As this inner conversation began to unfold, Water Wind Light found 
a large rock next to the path and sat down. He held up his hand to All 
Things One. She could see that he seemed to be having some kind of in-
ner experience and wondered if Ramere might be intervening to help her 
out. She pointed up the path and continued walking for a bit to give him 
some privacy.  

Before long she spied a large tree with a full canopy of leafy 
branches. It had a smooth bark and the roots formed a perfect crevice. 
She lowered herself into it and leaned against the trunk. It was far 
enough away that she was not intrusive, yet she could still see her 
groupmate. She wanted him in her line of sight in case she needed to re-
spond to anything. 
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*  *  *  * 

 
On his rock, Water Wind Light sighed. Why would I want to ignore 

my soul? he replied to Ramere in his mind. To avoid going back to my 
childhood, that’s why! What good can come out of going through all that 
again? I’ve lived it once and it wreaked its havoc. It hurts. IT HURTS! 
Don’t you get that? 

Ramere’s image moved closer. “No, don’t touch me with those damn 
tentacles!” Water Wind Light said, out loud. “Last time I thought it was 
you holding me and it turned out to be the other guys here. I was embar-
rassed to death. No thanks, man.” 

Ramere’s shape backed away but did not leave. Three of the tenta-
cles reached into the space behind the mane. They returned, carrying the 
starfish. Its color was muted and there was no sparkle to it.  

Ramere was stern. “This beautiful sea creature was given to you as a 
reminder of your courage, and also of the sacred underwater garden. 
When you turn away from the path of your soul, the light in your heart 
decreases. You will get further away from sacred places, the garden in-
cluded.  

“It is one thing when people turn from their path before they become 
aware that they, and their lives, are sacred. But once you have awakened, 
making the choice to ignore the call of the soul is a mistake. It will haunt 
you with reminders of what needs to be resolved. You may try to wander 
far and wide and avoid your path through the use of alcohol, drugs or 
other addictions. It might even work. But it will instill a deep grief in you 
from which you will never recover.  

“I can’t say if the pain and grief from avoidance would be deeper 
than what you’ve already experienced from your mother. But why have a 
double dose? Your soul is giving you the opportunity here of healing. 
Why not take it?” 

Ramere was quiet for a moment. Then in a loud voice, he called, 
“Lemuel!” 

Water Wind Light jumped. He hit the rock hard on his landing and 
rubbed his buttocks. Oh, shit, I’m in trouble now!  

“Yes, sir!” he instinctively responded. 
Ramere’s yellow eyes were like flames. “Lemuel, do you know what 

your given name means?” 
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“N-n-n-o,” answered Water Wind Light. “It was always so weird I 
tried to avoid it.” 

“It means ‘Belonging to God,’” came the reply. “You have been 
named as one who is of the Highest. As such, do you really believe it is 
in your best interest to tuck your tail between your legs and run when the 
going gets tough?” 

Trepidation filled the blond man. Closing his eyes and hugging him-
self around his chest, his stomach began churning. He got that sour taste 
in the back of his throat like he was going to get sick. Sinking to his 
knees, he put his hands on the ground in front of him and began to shake 
his head, no, no, no.  

He saw tendrils of light flowing from his hands into the dirt. His 
strength slipped away, leaving his body limp and drained. Oh, please 
don’t make me do this! 

From his prone position, he watched Ramere and the starfish recede. 
“The choice is yours, Belonging to God. As the Way-Shower tells you, 
there is no right and wrong. But one way is faster than the other.” The 
starfish again became his mother’s face, then transitioned back to the 
purple/blue/aqua shimmering essence it had been when it was first gifted 
to him.  

Water Wind Light had not heard the starfish communicate with him 
before, but now he distinctly heard, “The gift I have for you is to trans-
form the pain between you and your mother. That is why Ramere and I 
take on her face. Your transformation occurs through her. She is not your 
enemy. She took such a central role in your life to give you the greatest 
lesson of all. It is your choice to make.” With that, they vanished. 

He gasped at this unexpected turn of events. So that’s why they all 
exchanged faces in my triangle vision! He hadn’t understood then, but 
the explanation rang true now.  

On a deep level, he realized that a higher aspect of himself had inter-
vened through his underwater guides. They were not prepared for him to 
abort the opportunity placed in front of him. His soul knew he needed an 
explanation if he were to experience the transformation that he needed—
and had offered it to him. He also sensed that he needed to heal this issue 
in order to proceed with the life he had chosen.  

Up to now he’d been content with being an athlete and a surfer dude. 
There had been no other levels to his being, and he was hardly religious, 
or even spiritual. He had no doubt that now he was being asked to ex-
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pand beyond the physical to incorporate emotional and spiritual aspects 
of himself he’d had no knowledge of before. It was meant to be. He saw 
a path in his mind. It was not on a beach, yet he knew it was the one he 
must take. 

 With the understanding came a wave of fatigue. The surface anxiety 
that brought him to the running trail evaporated. He’d be able to sleep 
now. 

Rising unsteadily, he looked down the path for All Things One. See-
ing her under the tree, he motioned to her. She saw his wave and got up. 
Patting the tree gently in goodbye, she jogged back to him. 

“I had an amazing vision,” he told her. “Ramere told me why it is 
important for me to continue with the group here. I’m OK with staying 
now.” 

“You look bushed!” All Things One said. “Want a shoulder to lean 
on as we walk?” 

“No, I’ll be OK. Luckily we didn’t go too far,” he responded. 
“Feel like sharing what happened?” she asked. 
“Not now. But thanks for being here. And thanks, also, for telling me 

that you didn’t want me to go. When you first said ‘let’s look for a way 
out’ I was surprised how rejected I felt—like you didn’t want me here 
anymore.” 

“Hardly!” All Things One laughed. “I could just see that arguing 
wasn’t going to get anywhere with you. Next time you talk to Ramere, 
tell him thanks from me. I’m glad he took over!” 

“OK, if I remember. Hey, we’re at the door already. I’m bee-lining 
for my mattress.” 

“Yeah, I’m ready for mine, too. Are you OK, Water Wind Light?” 
“I’m fine; just exhausted. Hey, I’ll see you in the morning, or night-

time, or whatever,” he said, laughing.  
“Yeah,” she answered. “Sleep well.” 
“I will. You, too.” 
Silently they entered the cave room and made their ways to their 

beds. 
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Chapter 51 
 
 

Last Preparations 
 
 

Star Who Sings the Music awoke first and jumped off his mattress. 
He was like a child at Christmas, dying to wake everyone up to open pre-
sents. Hardly able to contain his excitement about this new musical ad-
venture, he only held back the urge to get the others out of bed when he 
recalled how tired he’d been the night he helped with Water Wind Light. 
For all he knew, something may have happened in the night that caused 
the others’ unconscious states on their mattresses.  

His anticipation made him restless. To quell the agitation, he decided 
to go for a walk on the path he’d seen All Things One and Water Wind 
Light use for their exercise. On his way to the hidden door to the left of 
the candle wall, he noticed food already laid out on the table. How is it 
that sustenance is always available here? Amazing—and also welcome.  

He grabbed a banana, then slathered some peanut butter on a thick 
slice of bread and headed for the entryway. Realizing he couldn’t peel 
the banana and hold the bread at the same time, he stopped. Going back 
to the table, he took a knife and sliced the banana lengthwise. He placed 
the elongated pieces of fruit on top of the peanut butter. There’s a solu-
tion to every problem, he thought. He proceeded to the passage at the 
back of the cave. 

As he approached the threshold, the Way-Shower came from the 
other direction. “Good morning,” the guide said lightly. “You’ll find it’s 
a lovely day for a walk!” 

Having taken a step back to avoid colliding, Star Who Sings the Mu-
sic went through a series of antics to prevent the bread and its toppings 
from falling. His black hair fell across his eyes and as he tossed his head 
to regain his line of sight it threw his balance in the opposite direction. 

The Way-Shower reached for the bread. As he saved the open sand-
wich’s demise he commented, “Well, it’s a beautiful day for dancing, 
too!”  
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Star Who Sings the Music regained his footing and reached to re-
claim his breakfast.  

As he handed the open peanut butter and banana sandwich back, the 
Way-Shower peered at the group participant more closely. “How are you 
today?” 

“Great!” Star Who Sings the Music replied with gusto. “I’m so ex-
cited about this musical journey thing! I can’t wait to get started. Unfor-
tunately, the others are still snoozing. Rather than go stir-crazy, I thought 
I’d take a walk.” 

“Excellent idea! Would you care for company?” 
“Well, yeah, I might. Conversation will undoubtedly help the time go 

more quickly.” 
“It most certainly will. Come along then.” Extending an arm in front 

of him and waving it both directions, the Way-Shower asked, “Would 
you prefer right or left?” 

Star Who Sings the Music replied, “Oh, I’m a lefty kind of guy.” 
Turning that direction, the two men took off down the path. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
She Who Speaks’ thoughts started swirling before she opened her 

eyes. I fell asleep with Mirror’s three feathers on my chest! She was now 
on her stomach. Getting up on her left arm, she looked for the treasured 
objects, fearful for their condition. To her surprise, she saw them neatly 
laid on the ground a couple feet from her mattress. She picked them up. 
Now who would have done that? Mirror, you’re one crafty heron!  

She hadn’t intended to listen for a reply and was startled to hear in 
her mind, “Speaking of crafty, how is your artistry these days?”  

That brought to mind the time spent yesterday working on Water 
Wind Light’s shirt. She felt excited thinking about how her groupmate 
would receive it. The finished product was awesome with its colored ar-
ray of threads. The starfish ranked as her favorite part. Its hues of purple 
and blue combined with shimmering silver strands lent the sea animal a 
surreal look.  

She Who Speaks stroked Mirror’s feathers then laid them on the mat-
tress. She got up, gathered her clothing for the day and headed for the 
ladies’ room. After completing her morning preparations, she proceeded 
to the garden where she found what she was looking for. The resident 
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squirrel was waiting to chat with her, and she sat on a rock under the tree 
to converse. 

As they talked, a heron flew overhead and She Who Speaks’ atten-
tion veered to it. She gasped in delight, her heart expanding with the feel-
ing that her spiritual mentor made its presence felt on a day when she 
was about to undertake a new meditative exercise. Hello! Thank you for 
appearing now. But her greeting received no reply. The heron went on its 
way, its strong wings flapping steadily with grace and power. She Who 
Speaks had a feeling the large bird was smiling, and she waved a good-
bye as it grew smaller. 

Grumbling, the squirrel sounded a shrill “chit, chit, chit,” telling her 
how displeased he was with his second-place status. Looking into the 
tree at her agitated friend, she shifted her focus back with, “Yes? You 
don’t say!” His twitching tail informed her that he was still upset. She 
Who Speaks repositioned herself far enough away from the tree that the 
irate little animal wouldn’t hit her if he decided to throw some acorns for 
good measure. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Water Wind Light felt like he was awakening to a fog. Shaking his 

head, his first thought was, Oh, so there is darkness out here! Then he 
realized he was in the cave, not outside.  

Memory of what happened last night floated to the surface of his 
consciousness. Ramere’s and the starfish’s messages to him had been 
powerful. He felt humbled. While not looking forward to meeting his 
mother in whatever might happen today, he felt assured that he would 
handle it.  

Not only that, but from what they had told him in the communication 
by the path, he might be able to move past it! He never would have 
thought that possible. I’ll feel ten thousand pounds lighter, like She Who 
Speaks! The idea certainly had its appeal.  

He arose with purpose and confidence. Nodding at Star Who Sings 
the Music who was sitting on the couch reading and journaling, Water 
Wind Light headed to the men’s room. 

All Things One awoke around the same time and watched Water 
Wind Light make his way to the bathroom. She felt wiped out. How in-
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teresting that the people who want to leave seem to find me, she mused. I 
wonder what that’s about?  

Music today, huh? She looked around the large room and didn’t see 
any music equipment. Well, she wouldn’t put anything past what would 
happen in this cave. Maybe the music would somehow get pumped into 
their minds. The Way-Shower’s discourse from the day before had 
piqued her curiosity. Grinning, she also had to admit she wanted to see 
what he was wearing today.  

Sitting up, she saw She Who Speaks enter the cave and wave at her 
from across the room. Waving back, she arose to start her day. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
After they had eaten, the Way-Shower joined them. All Things One 

was a little disappointed to see that today their guide wore long, loose 
pants and a long sleeve shirt very much like the everyday cave attire. He 
had trimmed his beard; now it did not extend past his neck.  

 “Before we start, let’s have an opening circle,” he said.  
They gathered around the couch in front of the fire. She Who Speaks 

did not see any evidence of Water Wind Light’s shirt. She and Star Who 
Sings the Music had received theirs as their day had started; evidently it 
was not to happen this way for the young man. To inquire about it would 
ruin the surprise. She took a deep breath and settled into waiting for the 
gifting of the shirt to unfold in its own time. Hmmm, she thought. Before 
coming here I don’t think I could have let that be. It would have bugged 
me to no end. I’m sure I would have asked about it, though probably not 
mentioning a shirt specifically. I like that I’m able to control my impul-
sivity better.  

They took each others’ hands and breathed deeply as the Way-
Shower started the day’s opening visualization. Calling on Great Spirit, 
he asked that each of them be open to receive that which they most 
needed at that time for their continued growth and evolution as Souls and 
children of the Divine. “We ask that we receive both what we most need 
as a group and also as individuals. Let the one complement the many. 
May we find meaning and purpose from our own experience and also 
from the experiences of each other.  

“Let us call in our spiritual guides, including those whom you have 
found while here—Ramere, Mirror, Yumi, the Consortium of All Things 
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One’s Vibrational Reality world, the Starfish and even Playful, the Otter. 
We also ask angels, spiritual masters, animal guides and ancestors to be 
with us during this inner journey. May what unfolds for us enable us to 
integrate more aspects of ourselves and bring us closer to wholeness.  

“Now, taking a couple of deep breaths, when you are ready, bring 
your attention back to the room and to each other. As we open our eyes, 
let us greet each other with a smile to show our care and presence as we 
go into our meditative experience today.” 

On bringing their awareness back to the cave and its surroundings, a 
sense of community and harmony was palpable among the four. They 
took a moment to smile at each other one at a time. As each completed 
the circle, all eyes ended on the Way-Shower. Leaning forward, he ad-
dressed them.  

“Yesterday I gave you a synopsis of what we will be doing. That ex-
planation and the other meditative experiences you’ve had here have 
opened your psyches. Your unconscious is ‘cooking,’ so to speak, even 
before you start listening to the music today. Your sleep may have been 
disrupted or you may have had vivid dreams. Your imagination and emo-
tions are already stimulated.  

“Remember that what we do today will be unique to each of you, yet 
also a group experience. Themes you engage in your process may also 
occur for one or more of the others. Be as open as you can to whatever 
unfolds, and allow yourself to go into it as fully as you can.” 

He looked around at each of them, and heads nodded in response. 
“OK. There are a couple more tips to this work that I will tell you 

now, and then we will start. Often our intellects are threatened by the 
unpredictability of this—after all, I have told you that I can’t predict 
what will happen. Your Inner Healers are activated and will be setting 
your experience in motion. They operate on a different level from the 
mind.  

“The intellect will more than likely attempt to gain control. It does 
this by becoming more active as you start this process. You may be lying 
on your mat doing the deeper, faster breathing, then find your thoughts 
tumbling willy-nilly. You might find yourself wondering what your next 
meal will be, or worrying about whether things are being taken care of 
back home, or any number of minutiae. Have any of you had this experi-
ence when meditating?” 

Star Who Sings the Music piped up, “Yes, I have—many times.” 
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“Did you learn any method of calming it?” the Way-Shower asked 
him. 

“Well, I did find that the more you tell your mind to butt out, the 
more it hassles you. One person suggested that my meditation be just 
watching the flow of my thoughts, allowing them to come and go with-
out judging. That helped counter the inner arguing, but it never seemed 
like it really stilled my mind.” 

“Yes, that is a technique that can be used. While it may not still the 
mind completely, it does suspend judgment, thus allowing the person to 
develop more compassion and tolerance. Has anyone else tried any other 
methods to still an overactive intellect?” 

Shrugging, Water Wind Light said, “I always thought that exercising 
one’s intellect was a good thing. Are you telling us it’s not?” 

“Not completely. For one thing, if the mind is overactive, most peo-
ple know it. It becomes burdensome to constantly be thinking—basically 
obsessing about things. That is not healthy. 

“Secondly, interference can occur when the mind and the soul are 
not working together for the person’s highest good. The intellect likes 
things to be logical, linear and predictable. Intuition, on the other hand, 
usually comes unexpectedly, and may be more like a spiral than a 
straight line. The mind cannot comprehend it, and thinks the best way to 
make what happens predictable and rational is to control it—using 
thoughts. The psyche, or soul, does not respond to logic, so it becomes a 
wasted endeavor. And the more one tries to think healing or change, the 
less likely one is to access the deeper levels from which healing will oc-
cur.” 

“Oh,” said Water Wind Light. “So what do you do?”  
“Ultimately, the mind must be mollified. Rather than fighting with it, 

we have found that bargaining is what works. So when the mind starts all 
that ‘monkey chatter,’ as it is often called, strike a deal. Tell it, ‘You 
know, I realize that what you’re reminding me about is important, and I 
promise you we can think about it as much as you want after I finish this 
musical journey. What will really help me now is if you remind me to 
breathe. Remember how I’m supposed to be breathing deeper and faster? 
How about you repeat to me, ‘breathe?’ When this is finished, we can go 
back to worrying about what I’m having for dinner, or how my family is 
doing wherever they are right now. OK?’  
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“When given a job to do, the mind will get right to it. And in this 
situation, you have given it a job that will help you rather than get in 
your way.” 

“OK,” She Who Speaks said. “But since I communicate with all 
kinds of things all the time, how do I know when it’s my mind or an 
animal or something else talking to me?” 

“You’ll know,” the Way-Shower told her. “I think you can tell the 
difference between your mind going on with aimless chatter and a con-
versation you may be having with a smart-aleck heron.” 

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” she acquiesced. “A conversation has 
some meaningful exchange to it—it’s not just my mind running in circles 
with one thought over and over. OK, I see the difference. Thanks.” 

“You’re welcome. Now, going back to what we went over yesterday, 
what’s the magic word if something that I’m doing doesn’t feel right?” 

“Stop!” All Things One was quick on the uptake. 
“And if you scream, ‘leave me alone, I hate you!’ do I leave you 

alone?” 
“No, you rotten scoundrel,” Water Wind Light said, getting into the 

drama. 
“Good!” the Way-Shower replied. “And you’ll all remember to sig-

nal before you take off for the restroom?” 
Heads nodded again. Star Who Sings the Music pointed toward the 

bathrooms to emphasize he got the point. 
“What do you do after the relaxation visualization to deepen your 

meditative state?” 
“Breathe deeper and faster!” She Who Speaks was first this time. 

“Like this,” she said and modeled the cyclical deep breaths. 
“OK, OK,” the Way-Shower laughed. “Not quite yet! But that’s a 

very good demonstration, thank you. And how long to keep breathing 
deeper and faster?” 

“Until something happens,” said Star Who Sings the Music. “Are we 
finished with the inquisition now? I’m dying to get started. My soul is 
already singing!” 

“Yes, questions finished. Remember that if you’re in a place where it 
feels like nothing’s happening, do more of the deeper, faster breathing. 
Those of you who are physically fit may need to do the breathing a bit 
longer than the others, since your bodies are accustomed to larger intakes 
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of oxygen. Don’t let yourselves be discouraged if things don’t happen 
right away.”  

“Does anyone want to use the restroom before we start? You will 
need mats, pillows, and blankets. We start this with lying on your backs 
on the floor, though you don’t have to stay in that position for the full 
duration of the music. I’ll just ask that you please not stand up, but get-
ting into a sitting position or on your knees or even yoga stretches and 
other movement is fine.” He smiled as the four of them took off. 

Moments later they returned, toting light air-inflated mats they found 
stacked by the drawing table. They chose spots on the floor and depos-
ited the mats, then scurried back to fetch blankets and pillows. She Who 
Speaks brought one of Mirror’s feathers and placed it on her right side. 
Preparations complete, they each lay down and adjusted pillows and 
blankets for their comfort.  

All Things One’s dry mouth and increased heartbeat confirmed her 
frazzled nerves. Am I ready for this? I wish I had Star’s excitement! After 
the uniqueness of meeting Yumi and experiencing the Fifth Sphere of the 
Realm of Vibrational Intention, what else could be in store for me? 
Openmindedness, she reminded herself. Just be open….  

The Way-Shower started the relaxation visualization. All Things One 
felt butterflies in her stomach and began to squirm before he finished. 
Without knowing why, emotions bubbled inside her. She wanted to 
scream. Waiting for the drone of the Way-Shower’s voice to finish was 
agony.  

Finally, she heard him say, “And now, as the music begins, may you 
have a blessed journey.” She launched into her experience. 
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Chapter 52 
 
 

A Volcano Erupts 
 
 

Water Wind Light wished She Who Speaks was there with him. She 
had made the observation in his other meditation that it was fitting for 
him to be on a beach with wind blowing through his hair. Wherever he 
was now, there was no water, no light and no wind. He thought it would 
be good for her to see that he did not always end up on beaches where his 
name was a perfect fit.  

Drumbeats filled the space around him. He opened his awareness to 
his surroundings. It was dark and humid. He sensed it was a jungle. As 
he peered into the darkness, dark-skinned people with face paintings 
were dancing and shouting in sync with the rhythmic pounding. The 
sound reverberated through his whole being. He became lost in the ritual, 
dancing, chanting and shouting along with the others. Drummers sweated 
as they pounded their instruments, and the forest rang with vibration and 
song.  

He didn’t know how much time had passed when he noticed another 
noise over the trance-inducing drums. A deep rumbling swelled.  

What’s this? It must be a cool instrument to go so perfectly with the 
drums. Indeed, its timbre was the perfect foundation for the wild tones 
that swirled around him. It cradled the staccato sounds in its depth, creat-
ing a captivating contrast. He kept dancing but saw several people look-
ing around. One by one, the drummers stopped as they heard the new 
sound. The silence opened a vacuum that sucked the vibrant life force 
from the dancers, leaving them like limp puppets.  

Without the drums engaging their focus, everyone could feel the vi-
bration of the other sound coming up through the earth into their feet. 
Water Wind Light saw the confusion on the faces of the tribespeople. 
They turned this way and that, their faces a study of consternation.  

Water Wind Light also looked around and spied the cause of the 
strange sound. Not too far in the distance a large mountain stood against 
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the skyline. Though it was nighttime, its edifice was etched across the 
heavens. On this night it was made more visible by a huge plume of 
smoke billowing from its top.  

Gasping, Water Wind Light pointed in that direction. A man of the 
village also pointed at the mountain and began yelling. Pandemonium 
ensued as the peoples’ eyes followed the direction of his outstretched 
arm. Red flames shot up through the smoke, looking like a dragon’s 
belch. People screamed and began running.  

In the stampede Water Wind Light saw women run, leaving their 
children behind. Young ones of all ages roamed aimlessly, crying and 
repeating a word that Water Wind Light instinctively knew meant 
“mother.”  

Water Wind Light realized that organization was paramount. That 
grade-school indoctrination of getting into lines for everything will come 
in handy! He made his way from child to child, reaching out to take their 
hand and motioning to them to grab another child’s hand so they would 
become a line. He would lead them to safety. 

 To his dismay, the children couldn’t see or hear him. He cried out to 
them to no avail. When he reached to touch them, his arms went right 
through them. Their dazed expressions tore his heart. I have to do some-
thing!  

Furious and helpless, Water Wind Light knelt on the ground. Just 
moments ago a great celebration had been taking place; now death and 
destruction were close at hand. A deep-throated wail filled his lungs and 
emerged full-force.  

Why am I seeing this? I hate to see suffering children! I avoid TV ads 
asking for assistance to starving children—I hate their huge stomachs, 
emaciated limbs and imploring eyes. It’s too much for me!  

No answers emerged. In his anger, his focus shifted to those he held 
responsible. How could these parents leave their little ones? He had 
thought all societies acted to protect the young. This was something 
completely new to him. 

Through his emotional conundrum he heard an inner voice urging 
him to run. “You must leave now! Run! Run! There is not much time! 
You cannot help them; you must save yourself.” 

“No,” he sobbed. “I can’t leave them. They need help. Molten lava 
will come down this way and kill them. Can’t I do anything? There must 
a way!” 
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“There isn’t! Look, here comes the magma! Run! Follow me!” 
Glancing up, Water Wind Light saw a river of glowing red streaming 

down the mountainside. Panic gripped him. Gasping for air and rapidly 
wiping his wet eyes, he looked around for water. There was a large barrel 
close by, and he ran over to it. Ripping off his shirt, he dunked it in the 
water then tied it around his head for protection against the smoke.  

“This way!” the voice told him. He ran. 
The thick smoke reached him, and running became more challeng-

ing. He pulled his wet shirt down over his nose and mouth, making sure 
the knot at the back of his head held strong. As he choked and stumbled 
along, the voice at his side kept urging, “Run! Keep going! You can’t 
stop now!”  

Coughing, he instinctively covered his nose and mouth with his 
hand. The wet shirt was drying rapidly. His hand didn’t prevent the entry 
of the hot, acrid air. Water Wind Light focused on putting one foot in 
front of the other. He did not look back; he knew he wouldn’t see any-
thing through the thick gray haze.  

He began to tire. Isn’t there a tree I can sit under to rest a while? Or 
maybe I could climb it? If I get high enough, perhaps the lava won’t 
reach me. I can’t go on much longer!  

As if hearing his thoughts, the internal voice hounded him. “No time! 
No time!” it exhorted. “Go, go, go! You can’t see it, but there is much 
molten rock. It will cover this area. You have to keep going!”  

I have to rest! He saw a tree not far ahead and headed for it in spite 
of the voice. Arriving there he leaned against it, heaving. The heat was 
oppressive. His sweat vaporized as soon as it formed, leaving crusty lines 
of white salt on his arms and legs. The wet shirt was almost dry; he was 
losing the protection it offered his lungs. His lips felt like parchment. His 
stamina was spent. 

This heat and smoke may do me in yet. I guess there are limits to 
physical fitness. All my conditioning may not save me from this, he 
thought. 

And what about those children? A chill ran down his spine and he 
shuddered at the thought of their fate. A wave of nausea swept through 
him. He thought he would get sick right there. But just as that reaction 
occurred, something else happened that took him completely by surprise.  
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Chapter 53 
 
 

The Land of the Pyramids 
 
 

Drumming vibrations pounced on All Things One—at least, that was 
how it felt. The scream she felt as the Way-Shower was going through 
the relaxation exercise wanted out. She wondered what would happen if 
she expressed it. She did some of the deep breathing. Before long, a loud 
yell reverberated throughout the room.  

Cool! she thought. Someone’s not abashed to let it rip! The sound 
came closer. She realized with a start that it was coming from her.  

Rhythmic beats layered with rattles and didgeridoo reverberated 
around and through her. Prickly energy danced on the surface of her skin. 
She took more deep, fast breaths and worked on allowing the energy to 
move unimpeded. It’s different than feeling my muscles when I run or 
swim. Tingly, that’s it, she thought. And powerful—very powerful.  

As she focused on the sensation, it shifted. It now felt soothing. Like 
I’m getting a massage. The thought startled her, and she opened her eyes 
in curiosity. No one was there. She could have sworn she would see the 
Way-Shower rubbing her legs. She closed her eyes again. Drowsiness 
enveloped her.  

The cadence of the music shifted. While not conscious of the change 
in rhythm, the new tempo brought back her awareness. The drumbeats 
were a light patter now and lilting vocals harmonized the background. It 
sounded Middle Eastern—or maybe Egyptian.  

As it drew her attention more completely, she sensed a sandy land 
around her and some date palm trees heavy with fruit. There was a man 
playing a unique stringed instrument, and a couple of other men in a 
semicircle playing small drums. Closeby camels were loosely tethered to 
a wood pole that had been extended between two palms. Tents formed a 
semicircle in the background and a well was visible in front of them. By 
the well a group of women danced.  
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All Things One was awed to see large urns of water balanced evenly 
on their heads as the women undulated. They moved step-by-step to a 
dance they all knew well. Their movements were sensuous, yet somehow 
practical at the same time. It looked to All Things One as if the dance 
were a social ritual around taking the water from the well. She was 
drawn into the ceremony and wanted to join the dance.  

Sitting up on her mat, she put her hand in the air above her head as if 
she were holding one of the large urns. She felt its weight and the mois-
ture of the clay under her hand. Imitating the women in her vision, she 
swayed to and fro. Her leg muscles responded to the image in her mind, 
and she felt the tension and release as she visualized herself stepping in 
sync with them. Under her feet, the sand was hot. She realized her soles 
were callused from life in the desert; the sand didn’t burn her. Constant 
movement of the feet gave less time for the heat to sear. She wondered if 
perhaps this was one reason the dance was created.  

Moving more fully into the dance, she put down the urn. This freed 
her arms and they moved in rhythm with her hips and feet. She merged 
into the music. 

 She lost all sense of time. The music shifted. She felt a moment of 
disappointment as the new beat did not match her dance. Yet her process 
continued uninterrupted; she moved into twirling and stomping as driv-
ing, dynamic notes took over.  

Horns sounded a call, or warning. Curious about the piercing blast, 
she looked up. She noticed pyramids in the distance. How could I have 
missed those before? They were prominent against the blue sky glisten-
ing in the hot sun as if made of gold bricks. As striking as they were, All 
Things One gasped when she saw what was in front of them.  

A huge army amassed on the sands. Three men blew on huge conch 
shells, riding out in front of what looked like thousands of soldiers. 
Marching in unison, the ranks fell into line behind them. Under All 
Things One’s hot feet, the ground shook as the troops advanced. 

The village women who had been dancing moved swiftly to the 
tents. Not a drop of water fell from the urns.  

How interesting! They’re making sure they don’t waste the water. 
Here in the desert any water must be cherished and preserved, I bet. In 
quick validation of her thought, she watched the people stash the urns in 
underground rooms. But they left open the trap doors to the hiding places!  
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Men shouted and grabbed weapons, doing their best to form a line 
against the oncoming tide. All Things One could see they were woefully 
unprepared and outnumbered. One of the men ran to the tents and hauled 
out some boys. They looked barely in their teens, if that. The man thrust 
javelin-like weapons into their hands and pointed to the line of scarcely-
armed villagers.  

Women old and young ran out of the tents after the boys, wailing. 
Men pointed frantically at the oncoming onslaught. They yelled at the 
women and grabbed the boys, preventing them from running back to 
their mothers.  

The reality of their situation appeared to kick in. Helping each other 
up, the women fled to the tents. Some gathered babies and young chil-
dren and disappeared into the subterranean hideouts. Others still above 
ground handed food stores down to them, then closed the trap doors and 
grabbed carpets to pull over them. Taking brooms they swept sand ran-
domly over the area, rugs included, to give it a look as if people making 
haste to prepare for battle had kicked up dirt. To further create this look, 
women and children who had remained above ran around in their tents, 
tipping over things so the inside of the tents looked chaotic. Their task 
completed, they sat in corners holding each other. While accepting of 
their fate on one level, tears fell and the women pressed the children 
close to them as if proximity would somehow prevent their slaughter. 

Why aren’t they going into the hiding places with the others? All 
Things One didn’t understand at first. Then it dawned on her. If they all 
went underground they would be discovered. The attackers would figure 
that women and children had to be somewhere and mount a search.  

All Things One was overtaken with profound sadness. Such courage! 
she thought. Such sacrifice. It hurts my heart. She sobbed. As she cried, 
she realized that what motivated that level of sacrifice was love. It was 
clear the people had decided ahead of time who would stay above ground 
to deceive the enemies, and who would go below. There had been no 
arguing and no confusion. The preparations had gone so smoothly it 
looked like they had even rehearsed it. Awe layered her sorrow.  

With the few in hiding, perhaps the tribe would have a chance of 
continuing after the rampage. Dedication to the well-being of the all so 
clearly predominated in these people. I wonder if I could do that. I don’t 
think I have the courage. I might be much more selfish. All Things One 
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tried to picture this tactic being used in modern society, and couldn’t see 
it happening—at least not among the people she knew.  

“The times of the sacrifice of the few for the many have passed; now 
it is each for himself,” she heard in her mind.  

A shift in perception occurred for her when she heard “each for him-
self.” She had been observing the villagers in their panic and hasty 
preparation. Now she became part of it, finding herself standing in the 
center of the community. Women and children in the tents rocked to-
gether, and mothers caressed the brows of the young. The men and boys 
with weapons lined up on the other side of the line of tents, facing the 
armed horde.  

Yikes! I’m just standing here as all these armed men rush toward us! 
What to do? If I take off I run the risk of being seen. If I stay put, I’m not 
sure I’ll be able to survive the harshness of the desert for very long. 
Maybe the best thing is to do the unexpected. Rather than run away from 
them, I’ll try to make my way to the pyramids through them—God will-
ing! 

All Things One grabbed some ragged clothing discarded in the melee 
and threw it over her shoulders. The smell of dust and animals filled her 
nostrils as she tried to adjust it so that it would pass for a person of that 
time. She also found some lighter-weight cloths and took them in case 
they might come in handy. The camels were gone, running aimlessly 
across the sand. Maybe that’s for the best, she thought. I’d be way too 
visible trying to ride away on one of them—if I could even mount one.  

So, how to get past the advancing army and their shining sabers? 
Looking around, she noticed some low dunes to her right and in the di-
rection of the pyramids. She wondered if she could reach them in time. 
They might search them as procedure, to prevent any possible escapees. 
Well, I’ll have to risk it; there’s nowhere else that will shelter me ade-
quately.  

Instinctively she knew that running there would catch their eye, so 
she got down on her stomach and began to inch her way forward. Before 
a minute had passed, she realized that her progress would be way too 
slow. The attackers would arrive in the tented village long before she 
would reach the dunes.  

Staying on her stomach, she brought her head up a few inches and 
surveyed the area around her. The camels had dug out an indentation in 
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the sand where they rested. Maybe I could lie under the sand inconspicu-
ously enough that it would look natural.  

Pushing herself over the sand with the tents obscuring her, she ar-
rived at the camels’ spot. Phew! Talk about odiferous! Hmmm… all the 
better to hide in. She dug quickly in the sand, deepening the recess. Ly-
ing in it, she covered herself to her waist.  

She spied a whip used for the large beasts of burden. Thinking 
quickly, she took it and slashed the tender skin on her lower arms. It 
drew blood, as she hoped. She smeared it on one of the extra cloths she 
had taken and wrapped it across her arm. Inserting the rag into the sand, 
she allowed the bloodied part to protrude. She wrapped another of the 
cloths around her head, leaving some space for breathing. The sand could 
then be sparse over her head, giving her a better chance of avoiding suf-
focation. She stuck her left foot above the sand line, hoping it appeared 
dirty and decrepit. She tried her best to bloody her clothing around the 
chest area and also her neck, in case one of the soldiers pushed aside the 
sand to check further. Spreading some camel dung around, both on top of 
the sand and sparsely around her, she prayed fervently that this disguise 
would work.  

 Recalling the tears of the women left in the tents, she spit as best she 
could into her hands and smeared the sand and dirt over her face and in 
her hair. Amazing what survival will make you do, she thought. She had 
never feared for her life as much as now.  

Yelling and hoofbeats in the sand reverberated around her. I don’t 
need to fake dead, she thought to herself. I’m scared to death! If only my 
pounding heart doesn’t betray me! It was beating so hard she was certain 
the sand above her was rising in geyser-like spurts with its rhythm. The 
Way-Shower’s meditative centering came to mind. She brought her at-
tention to her neck and shoulders, willing them to relax.  

Nearby voices startled her. They’re here! Panicked, her focus van-
ished. Closing her eyes, she formed a single thought, Do with me as Thou 
wilt. 

The little prayer completely calmed All Things One. Her pulse de-
creased dramatically, followed by her respiration. In fact, she could not 
recollect when she had last taken a breath. Maybe I have died, she 
thought. It seemed a distinct possibility, as she realized she could not feel 
her body at all.  
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Then she was above the sand and tents, watching what was going be-
low her in the village. Floating in the air, she had no emotions connected 
to what she was witnessing. While before she had wept to see the sacri-
fice of the women and children, she now observed it from a point of de-
tachment. The horrified stares of the children…. The vain attempts of the 
mothers to shield them…. The wicked and lust-filled leers of the men 
rampaging….  

She saw a couple of men approach the camels’ tethering spot. Stop-
ping within five feet of where she was covered, they opened their leg-
gings and relieved themselves. Laughing, one kicked some dung and 
said, “What a fitting place to piss, among the camel shit.”  

In her neutral state, All Things One didn’t feel panic or terror as the 
scene unfolded below her. She saw the toes of her left foot and the piece 
of cloth sticking out above the sand and camel waste. Would the men 
notice? 

 Grunting in disgust, the other man pointed at the toes and told his 
companion, “Someone had a sense of humor to dump some poor jerk 
here in the camel dung!”  

The other looked at the toes and the bloody garment and guffawed, 
“Perfect place for the devil!” Kicking at the toes, he spat on the ground. 
“Shall we dig it up and piss on it?” 

They were about to move the sand to expose her body. Just then an-
other man on a horse called out to the two. 

“Rahash! Gileud! Get over here! Look in those tents and make sure 
there are no more whores or sucklings alive! Do with them what you 
will. There will be no prisoners!”  

Spitting again, the men muttered about having their fun ruined. They 
trudged off, elbowing each other and grinning maliciously at the thought 
of more mayhem.  

All Things One remained emotionally numb above the melee. The 
scene was more vicious than All Things One would ever care to witness, 
yet it continued to unfold before her. 

Men from the village ran everywhere without any organization, des-
perately trying to keep themselves alive and save any family members 
they could. The lack of a coherent front and their insufficient numbers 
worked to the invaders’ advantage. The soldiers picked off the frantic 
men one by one. Marauders dragged crying and screaming young girls 
and raped them in front of their fathers before killing both. Some of the 



Susan C. Moyer 

 

258 

attackers tortured anyone they captured and left them to die in the hot 
sun and dirt without killing them.  

Screams, blood, limbs, sabers, javelins, injured horses—the pano-
rama extended below her like a movie. Many of the villagers were 
thrown either near her hiding place or even on top of her, as the attackers 
seemed to think that camel dung was a fitting place to pile the bodies of 
the people they so despised.  

When the killers were satisfied that anyone still alive would die from 
exposure, the horde regrouped to depart. Any remaining intact supplies 
from the village were loaded onto carts and horses to be hauled along on 
their rampage through the desert sands. All Things One observed them 
form ranks, sated from their seemingly endless bloodlust. They pulled 
out as the sun’s position approached mid-afternoon. The silence of death 
settled over what had been a vibrant village. Not long after, swarms of 
flies found the corpses.  

Yet All Things One had not seen the attackers find the villagers hid-
ing in the ground beneath the tents. 

 Suddenly, what had taken place registered on an emotional level. All 
Things One heaved deep sobs that shook her whole body. The sobs 
morphed into coughs. She sputtered and gasped for air.  

I need tissues! I can’t breathe! All Things One groped around the 
mattress and cave floor. They seemed to appear magically under her fin-
gers. She blew her nose and grabbed more. These she wadded into a ball 
and screamed into it. Clutching her heart, she rocked back and forth, 
wailing and muttering unintelligible words of sorrow.  

All Things One wanted to honor the memory of the people who had 
died in the onslaught, and to share the grief of the family members who 
she supposed were still alive in the subterranean chambers. Lost in her 
anguish, she was unaware that the Way-Shower was kneeling near her, 
his face a study in compassion and concern. As she rocked, he discerned 
the words, “What did you do to die so cruelly?” and “Oh, I’m so sorry, 
so sorry, so sorry.”  

Slowly he extended his left arm so that it encircled her shoulders. All 
Things One collapsed toward him, her keening increasing in volume. He 
joined her to-and-fro movement. She reached for him to hold her, and he 
moved in closer.  
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“Oh, my God!” she howled. “They were good people! Ohhhh, 
ohhhh. They even killed the women and the children. Ohhhh, oh my 
God!”  

In time, the soothing comfort of being held and rocked calmed All 
Things One. As her crying and coughing subsided, the Way-Shower put 
a pile of tissues by her right hand, and moved her hand an inch so that 
she felt them. He gave her a quick hug and moved away. All Things One 
sat on her mat sniffling, complete with that part of her process.  
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Chapter 54 
 
 

A New Energy 
 
 

Star Who Sings the Music surrendered to the throbbing of the drums 
and the eerie reverberation of the didgeridoo. He focused on deeper, 
faster breathing as the Way-Shower had demonstrated. Putting his hands 
on his stomach to make sure he was doing it right, he inhaled and ex-
haled in a rhythmic cadence. The music seemed to expand and fill his 
body. “Waynhh-o, waynhh-o, waynhh-o,” sang the didgeridoo, and Star 
Who Sings the Music sang along. It was the only way he could release 
the energy surging through him—it had to come out his mouth.  

It seemed as if the tones held on his exhales went on for minutes at a 
time. His whole body vibrated with sound, inside and out.  

He reached a point when the toning alone wasn’t enough to move the 
power coursing through him. He got up on his knees and began drum-
ming on the mat with his hands. Then throwing his arms in the air, the 
upper part of his body spontaneously danced to the beat. He toned, he 
drummed, he moved. Ahhhhh! Ecstasy! I must tell the Way-Shower I 
want more of this type of meditation on a regular basis.  

He gave himself over to the vibrations, lost in the sound that ex-
ploded around and through him. 
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Chapter 55 
 
 

The Young Blond Man 
 
 

She Who Speaks put her hands over her ears. Loud hardly described 
it. The throbbing beat of the drums and the whining of the didgeridoo 
were too intrusive. She remembered the Way-Shower had said nothing 
they did would change the music.  

I’m so powerless! I hate this, and nothing I do can change it. Trying 
to avoid the driving sound, she pulled up a blanket and covered her head 
with a pillow. She creating a little breathing tunnel, then balled up so 
she’d be as protected as possible. I hope this doesn’t last too long!  

Suddenly, it felt like someone grabbed her shoulders from behind 
and roughly pulled her back into a kneeling position. Before she had time 
to cover her exposed stomach, wham! She was either kicked or punched. 
The impact left her momentarily breathless.  

A dark fear gripped her stomach and her mouth went dry as she in-
stinctively knew what was coming next. In her mind’s eye the guy with 
the blond hair who had tormented her in her youth leered at her. He 
shoved her down. With piercing eyes he gloated, “Now I’ve got you. 
What are you going to do about it?” 

She froze. Nausea welled up inside her. It would serve him right if I 
puked on him, she thought. But her body was completely stiff. The sick-
ness stuck in her chest, a heavy lump that tasted sour even though it had 
not yet reached her mouth. Her shoulders radiated an achy pain, and her 
sexual area burned as if on fire.  

Smiling in triumph, her abuser grabbed her wrists and climbed on 
top of her. Wedging one knee between her legs, he easily separated them.  

Why can’t I fight him? Things were progressing exactly as they had 
when she was little and unable to get away from him. Helpless, she 
thought. That’s how he does it—I feel helpless and I give up. I don’t even 
try to get him off me.  
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With that connection, she realized that now she was a woman and no 
longer a young girl. Rage swept through her and a torrent of energy fol-
lowed it. Without thinking through all the possible ramifications, she 
knew this time she was going to fight—she would fight to the death if 
she had to. Death would be preferable to enduring another episode of his 
using her to satisfy his emotional frustration.  

Awareness washed through her. It was more than a thought; her 
whole being felt this knowledge—as if it were somehow omnipresent. 
She saw little pieces of her fall into a black hole each time he had raped 
her. Oh, my God! Each of those parts of me represents a little death of 
my soul! Hot on the heels of this understanding, her rage resurfaced. How 
DARE he? 

I’m claiming my power against this bastard once and for all! If my 
body doesn’t survive it, I’m willing to trade it in for another.  

What a weird thought! She didn’t have time to dwell on it, though. 
The panting man on top of her released her left arm as he grabbed her 
crotch to push aside her underwear. 

 Moving with lightning speed, she scratched his face. A huge force 
moved through her, as if taking the action to defend herself unleashed 
eons of repressed energy. She pushed herself up on her other arm and 
yelled, “You think you can do this to me again? Not this time, you scum-
bag!” 

Taken by surprise, the young man lost his balance. Her knee jammed 
into his exposed genitals. He doubled over, clutching himself with both 
hands and gasping for breath. Kicking him off her, she stood over him. 
Her fury gave her the strength of ten women. She stomped her foot down 
on his lower leg. 

 “Do you think I enjoyed it all the times you were slobbering and 
heaving all over me? Do you actually think I wanted you between my 
legs, hurting and bruising me? Guess what, asshole! I HATED it!” She 
kicked him anywhere her foot would land. “And I HATE YOU! Don’t 
you EVER do that again, or I’ll KILL you! Got it? KILL you!”  

He was virtually defenseless in his shock at this unanticipated turn of 
events. She Who Speaks crouched down next to him. Shaking him vio-
lently, she yelled, “DO YOU UNDERSTAND?” Looking him directly in 
the eyes, she slapped him hard across the face.  

Then with a calm even more frightening than her fury, she told him, 
“I’m serious. You try to hurt me again, and you won’t live to regret it!” 
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Shoving him away, she launched herself upward. In one fluid motion she 
straightened her clothes, turned on her heel and strode away. She knew 
she had no need to look back. 

The music synchronistically echoed She Who Speaks’ victory with a 
gloriously triumphant piece. She reveled in its swell. I don’t think I’ve 
ever experienced such personal power in my life!  

Fatigue followed her exuberance. The music faded in the background 
as it transitioned to another track. She rested and awaited what would 
happen next.  

 
*  *  *  * 

 
She Who Speaks went in and out of sleep. At some point her mind 

registered a Celtic-sounding melody. A new scene unfolded. She was in 
a canoe being transported across a lake to the Land of the Faeries. A mist 
shrouded the far shore. It’s like Avalon, she thought. 

On landing she was met by the Faerie King and Queen, surrounded 
by their retinue. They congratulated her on her success in battling her 
aggressor, and told her that her prowess as a warrior would be honored 
that day.  

Faerie maidens took her by the hand to a glen. Their dwellings were 
cleverly camouflaged in the surrounding forest, and two of the maidens 
ran into a doorway at the base of an oak tree. Three other maidens es-
corted She Who Speaks to a grove of aspens. As one awkwardly worked 
on unbuttoning the attire she was wearing, the two who had disappeared 
into the home returned with new clothing.  

She Who Speaks gasped at the exquisitely sheer, silken gown of 
gold. It was girded with a sash of deep forest green. Combing and brush-
ing her hair until it was full and shiny, the maidens deftly strung pearls 
and gems in it. A pair of deerhide boots was the last item of her new 
wardrobe. On slipping her feet into them, she found they were soft, sup-
ple and lined with rabbit fur for warmth.  

The faerie maidens motioned her to follow them. They led her over a 
path strewn with flower petals to the Royal Court. As they reached the 
outer border of the courtyard, Attendants of the Court took over. They 
bowed to She Who Speaks, then pointed down a stone walkway for her 
to proceed.  
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The path came to the entrance to the Royal Court. Guards fell into 
step beside her and led her down a polished marble hallway. She Who 
Speaks thought of the name given her in the Crystal Cave. She wanted to 
laugh at the irony. My mouth is so dry from nerves I doubt I could speak 
if I wanted to. My hands are cold and sweating—great! Not the impres-
sion I want to give to royalty. She shook her head in bemusement. The 
hallway opened up into the grand room of the Faerie King and Queen. 
They sat on a throne awaiting her arrival. 

Coming off the dais and down the steps to greet She Who Speaks, 
the Queen took in the new attire and smiled appreciatively. “Most be-
coming,” she said.  

She Who Speaks knew the compliment was not to be taken lightly. 
Bowing her head to reply, she saw reflections from the jewels in her hair 
dance across the polished stone floor. The lack of saliva in her mouth and 
her awe at her surroundings overcame her. She curtsied and said, “Thank 
you, your Highness.” To her mortification, it came out as a squeak. 

The Queen reached for her hand. She Who Speaks extended her 
clammy one, certain the Queen would drop it in revulsion. The warm, 
firm hand grasped She Who Speaks and did not let go. The Queen led 
her up the steps to the King, still seated on his throne. 

“My Lord,” the Queen stated. “I present you with a woman who 
achieved victory today after fighting a long-time aggressor. Her triumph 
is well-deserved, for he had tormented her for years without ever answer-
ing for his misdeeds.  

“She does not know the full history of the dynamics between them, 
yet this event deserves our recognition. I present to you Gabrielle of the 
Crystal Cave. In the Crystal Cave she is called ‘She Who Speaks with the 
Four-Leggeds in her Heart,’ for so she is gifted.”  

Looking at She Who Speaks, the Queen smiled. “Some would say 
your gift is a carry-over from time spent in our land—many, many years 
ago.” Gesturing to the King to take over, the Queen went to stand by his 
side. 

The King spoke with authority. “Gabrielle of the Crystal Cave, the 
Queen requests that we honor you for your mighty effort. Your victory 
has released you from years of suffering. With that action, you have 
given freedom to many more than just yourself. It is for this that I knight 
you this day.”  



The Crystal Cave 

 

265 

He stood and took a couple steps toward She Who Speaks. Pulling 
forth his sword from the scabbard at his side, the King stared at her and 
waited. She wondered if she was supposed to do something, but had no 
idea what it might be. The Queen demurely coughed a couple times. 
When She Who Speaks glanced her way, the Queen motioned for the 
younger woman to kneel. Embarrassed, She Who Speaks quickly sank to 
her knees in front of the Majesties.  

“Gabrielle, also known as She Who Speaks with the Four-Leggeds in 
Her Heart, at this time I knight you as One of Valor in the Kingdom of 
the Faeries. As a Knight in this realm, your duty is to stand for truth and 
honor. Defend yourself and others with strength and determination. This 
ritual binds you to service, but not one we will dictate. Decide from your 
heart how you will perform the service. If at any time you no longer feel 
called to serve as you originally chose, the responsibility lies with you to 
search your Inner Knowing for a new way to help others.” 

The King held the sword high, then brought it onto her right shoul-
der, “By the authority vested in me as King, I now Knight you. On the 
right, the sword touching you sparks your ability to take action when 
necessary.” Lifting the sword and placing it on She Who Speaks’ other 
shoulder, he intoned, “On the left, the sword reminds you to go inward 
regularly, and to follow the Truth you find within.”  

He brought the sword a few inches above She Who Speaks’ head. 
“Use both the right and the left to perform the service that is yours alone 
to do. As a Knighted One in our kingdom, you will be able to pass wher-
ever you need. A brooch of deep emerald signals to all in this kingdom 
that you are one of us. Its color is of the Earth and the Heart. Wear it 
well.” 

Lowering the sword to his side, he reached out with his other hand to 
raise She Who Speaks. Humbled by her new charge, the woman bowed 
her head as she rose to her feet. Curtsying to the Queen, she said to both, 
“It is with great honor that I accept your call to service—to practice truth 
and honor, to defend in situations where I see injustice, and to seek wis-
dom from my heart.”  

The Queen presented She Who Speaks with the glimmering green 
jewel. Taking it from Her Majesty, the new knight fastened the brooch to 
the sash that encircled her waist, and stood proudly before them.  

The King then turned and walked back to his throne. Reaching under 
it, he pulled out a long box. This he handed to her. Opening it, She Who 
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Speaks beheld a polished scabbard, pewter in color with a border of gold. 
Runes topped the case. A leather loop ran from the top to the bottom so 
she’d be able to affix it to what she was wearing. She noticed many holes 
in it for proper fitting. 

The King took the scabbard from its casing and pulled out the sword. 
Holding it in both hands, he presented it to She Who Speaks. “Lest you 
think that you have been asked to defend without any means of protec-
tion, accept this.” 

Awestruck, She Who Speaks ran her finger over the smooth metal. 
“Thank you, your Majesty!” Taking the sword in her hand, she was 
amazed at its lightness.  

Leaning toward her, The Queen asked, “May I?”  
Blushing, She Who Speaks stammered, “Of course!” and handed the 

sword to the Queen. The Queen placed it back in its holder. She asked 
She Who Speaks to reach up and behind her. With a practiced eye, the 
Queen judged where the younger woman’s hand would come in contact 
with the handle of the sword, and adjusted the belt on the scabbard so it 
was in the appropriate position.  

“There you are, Gabrielle. Now, to help you practice its use, may we 
provide you with one of our best swordswomen?” 

The scene started fading. She Who Speaks recalled replying, “That 
would be very kind,” before again losing track of the music. The Land of 
the Faeries slipped away and she dozed. 



The Crystal Cave 

 

267 

 
 

Chapter 56 
 
 

Running from Family 
 
 

Water Wind Light did a double-take as he leaned against the tree. 
The outline of a person formed next to him. He stared at it, horrified. 
Could it be? No, don’t tell me! The shape, size and features of his mother 
emerged.  

Following her, other members of his family took form. Motioning to 
him frantically, they began to chant, “Run, run, run you must!”  

His mother reached out to take his arm. He yanked it away and 
turned his face.  

“Run, run, run!” continued the mantra.  
Alright! I’ll run! If nothing else it’ll get me away from all of you!  
He put a hand over his cloth-covered mouth and nose, hoping that 

would provide another layer of protection from the smoke. Pushing off 
from the tree, he took off at a jog. Even though it was a slower pace than 
his usual, he was sure he’d have his family shaken in a couple minutes. 
None of them had been athletic in the least. Plus, by going slower I’ll be 
able to keep going longer—if this damn smoke doesn’t gag me. 

He was mistaken. They followed him—flying. Keeping pace with 
him, they continued the sing-songy, “Run, run, run you must!” Water 
Wind Light found it most annoying.  

Yet the jingle gave him something to focus on. He incorporated it 
into his run, adjusting his stride to its rhythm. Soon he was able to take 
his hand from his mouth and nose and breathe normally. He slowed to a 
walk. 

Perhaps he had outrun the danger. His flying companions discontin-
ued their maddening chant. But they did not disappear. It dawned on him 
that they had probably saved his life by providing that ditty for him.  

Looking around, he saw the volcano in the distance. The lava had 
stopped coursing down its sides and the smoke, dark black before, was 
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thinner and light gray. He wiped his sweating brow and took several ten-
tative breaths. Am I safe at last? 

His sister reached out toward him. She was the one he always had 
felt closest to; he had a weak spot for her. He let her touch his arm, then 
pulled away. Great! he thought. This is out of the frying pan and into the 
fire. If they’re here to make peace, I don’t want any part of it. I guess 
Ramere and the starfish are determined to make me face this issue. I 
know I felt ready last night, but seeing their forms right here next to me 
is more than I bargained for. And it doesn’t seem like I can escape them. 

Dry grasses formed the terrain around him now. He sat on the 
ground. Peeling off the now dry cloth from around his head, he wrung it 
into a tight wad. As he grasped it tightly, the flex and release of his arm 
muscles provided physical release of the anger building inside. He 
wrapped his arms around his knees. His knuckles turned white as he 
clutched the cloth and stretched it stiff and straight before letting it slack. 
Hunched, hands working with an iron grip, he glared at them.  

All were there—mother, father, two brothers and two sisters. They 
better not use my sister as a way to get to me! I don’t put that type of 
manipulation past them—it’s happened many times before.  

Leaning his head on his knees, he closed his eyes, hoping they would 
somehow go away. Grow from resolving this issue? Hmmph! Well, bring 
it on, I guess. Running didn’t work. It would be nice if I could dig a hole 
to China, though.  

Too tired to dig, he closed his eyes. If they’re willing to make the 
first move, I’ll consider it, he told himself. But I sure as hell am not 
reaching out to them! And there isn’t going to be any white flag of sur-
render, either. I’ve lived eight years without them; I can certainly do it 
longer. 

While they remained in stalemate, the starfish appeared to him in his 
mind.  

“Child of the water,” it said to him. “Do you not realize that by hold-
ing on to this resentment and bitterness, you hold yourself back in life?” 

“I don’t care!” Water Wind Light replied. “I don’t care! Who would 
know? There are lots of people who choose not to deal with painful 
things from their lives. Why do I have to? I don’t want to!” 

The purple-shaded creature kept its color without turning transparent 
for Water Wind Light to view the sacred garden. It continued, “Remem-
ber the commitment your soul has made to free you from the shackles of 
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your past? Truly, it is time for you to make peace with what has hap-
pened so that you can move on.” 

“Oh, the hell with moving on! Let them move on! Why do I have to 
do the dirty work? Let someone else do it for a change!” 

The starfish rebuked him, “Well, it looks like you’re the one doing 
the dirty work. Running from a volcano isn’t exactly a clean activity. 
You should see yourself now, sweaty and grimy! As for your family of-
fering the olive branch, that’s why they’re here. They are initiating this 
process and sincerely want peace with you. Why do you resist so?” 

“Why? Why? Do you know how many times they wanted to make up 
to me for their cruel acts?” He sobbed, the sound guttural and wrenching. 
“And I was stupid enough to fall for it! Finally I got old enough to un-
derstand it was bullshit. They just did it to soften me up for the next beat-
ing. You don’t understand!”  

He was screaming now. “No, you don’t understand! They don’t 
know what peace is. Their mission is pain and torment. No peace! Get 
real! There is no peace in that family.”  

Water Wind Light got on his knees and pounded his mat. Quickly he 
felt pillows placed under his hands. He pummeled harder. “There is no 
peace!” he yelled. “Stop lying to me! Leave me alone!” 

Back in the grasslands, the earth under his legs trembled. Oh, crap! 
First a volcano, now an earthquake. This so sucks! 

The starfish was talking to him again. “Water Wind Light, do you 
not see that it is the force of your festering hatred and bitterness that is 
like unto a volcano and an earthquake within you? You may want to hear 
what your family has to say and see if anything around you changes. Of 
course, it is your choice.” 

Fury took over. Water Wind Light hammered the ground with all he 
had. Sobbing and panting he threw the pillows that had been placed to 
protect his hands from the hard floor. More pillows materialized near his 
hands. He flung them, too. 

 “I hate you!” he screamed with each toss. “You don’t want to make 
up with me! You’re tricking me again!” He threw his whole body into 
beating the mattress under him.  

Back in the grassland of his process, the heaving of the earth intensi-
fied. He wondered if perhaps the force of his beating created the tremors. 
Or maybe it was like the starfish said—the quaking was the reflection of 
the intensity of his buried rage and hatred.  
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Mirroring his inner turbulence, the music banged and clanged. Where 
the hell does he find this stuff? This is hardly music! The cacophony but-
tressed his anger. Feeling another pillow nearby, he pulled it to him and 
balled it up. Burying his face in it, he screamed loud and long.  

Suddenly the energy fueling his outburst vanished. Dazed for a mo-
ment, he wondered what had happened. He hadn’t intended to stop; it 
was as if a light switch had been flipped.  

The starfish asked him, “Do you think you’re finished?” 
“I had no intention of finishing,” he replied. “It just happened!”  
“You are most fortunate that some of your spirit guides decided 

enough was enough. Sometimes when Earthlings don’t get it, higher 
forces intervene.” 

“Great!” Water Wind Light replied. “So just why do your ‘higher 
forces’ think it’s such a good idea to go through with this? I still don’t 
see the point.” 

Visions started unfolding. He realized they were scenes of himself in 
various situations in the future. They came and went quickly, yet left dis-
tinct impressions. He was abusing his own son… He railed at his father’s 
grave… A woman lay in a coffin… He knew she had been his wife. He 
had been distant and bitter toward her and she had died before he ac-
knowledged his anger. Oh, God, I don’t want those things to happen! 

He saw his mother’s face again. An expression of kindness shone 
from it that had never been there for him in his life. The sight created 
such dissonance in him that he began retching. Clutching his stomach, he 
was sure this was the end.  

How humiliating! My family gets to see how they affect me on such a 
visceral level. It’s the ultimate display of weakness! Some peacemaking! 
More like giving them more fodder to humiliate me with later.  

On his mat, waves of nausea moved through him. Burps and phlegm 
made their way up his throat. He vaguely felt a plastic bag being placed 
in his hands. A moist towel moved across his forehead. The towel 
soothed him, but did not stop the bitter bile from churning unmercifully.  

In the far background he heard a voice from somewhere say, “Go 
ahead, let it out. It’s OK—let it come up.” A hand cupped his throat gen-
tly and moved lightly up and down. As an air bubble emerged, he said, 
“I’m going to be sick.”  

 “It’s OK. Go ahead; bring it up.”  
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Oddly, as he heard the permission being given the physical urge dis-
sipated. The hand at his throat facilitated release of tension that had built 
there. He coughed hard and spat up phlegm. That went on for several 
minutes. Tissues and small towels came into his hands one after the 
other, always available as he needed them.  

Water Wind Light began rocking on his knees and moaning. The 
hand at his throat moved down to his chest and an area on his back radi-
ated warmth. As he brought his attention to the sensation, he realized it 
emanated from another hand. The two contacts amplified his movement 
so that his body made a wider arc.  

The voice said, “Make louder noise!”  
A huge, tangled shout emerged. Deep and strong, it issued from him 

for what felt like several minutes.  
When it finished, relief flooded through him. He slowed his rocking, 

took his feet out from under him and sat cross-legged on his mat. Hands 
still lightly touched his chest and back, but soon they moved away. Wa-
ter Wind Light’s senses perceived streaks of light move away from his 
body with the hands. Awesome!  

He felt light and empty, as if wind could move right through him. 
There’s the Wind. Where are the Light and Water? The sensation was 
like a hole existed where his stomach ought to be. He lay down and 
groped around for a blanket. Within a few seconds one was pulled up 
over him. Reaching for the pillow he’d screamed into, he drew it to his 
abdomen. Man, am I tired!  

The music was very dynamic. Yeah, you’re loud, he thought, but I’ve 
done my drama, thank you. He fell asleep. 
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Chapter 57 
 
 

Sound Vibrations 
 
 

Star Who Sings the Music throbbed, his body quivering as the music 
moved through him. Continuing to tone, he now lay on his back, arms 
and legs shaking as the sound swelled, subsided, then crescendoed again.  

Different instruments affected him in different ways. Drums moved 
energy through his body. Horns originated in the air around him. He felt 
their resonance outside his body. Orchestral pieces with a full comple-
ment of instruments filled him from the inside, almost like a good meal. 
He loved hearing the nuances in the sounds’ construction, then feeling 
them directly either in or on him.  

He kept toning, choosing notes randomly from the tracks. The 
sounds became visual! They formed a line of color that originated in his 
navel and wove outward as he released the vocal energy. Fascinated, he 
watched several tones take on different shades.  

They did not disappear as he chose the next note. The hues emanat-
ing from his abdomen turned into a long rainbow banner stretching into 
space. It moved gently, waving with the sound currents. Is this what the 
aurora borealis looks like? It’s so beautiful! Star Who Sings the Music 
floated with the banner. 

 After a while, discordant notes wafted into his consciousness. The 
chords sounded crass; the beat off-rhythm. Disturbed by this unexpected 
turn of events, he watched the banner of harmony jerk back and forth. As 
the dissonant vibrations continued, the banner ripped here and there. The 
pieces fell into the blackness of the expanse around it.  

Star Who Sings the Music became distraught. Stop! Make this music 
stop! Its harshness is destroying the delicacy of the colors and tones that 
existed in glorious harmony together.  

But the music did not stop. By the time the next track came on, his 
wondrous banner was in shreds like the flag of a company that had lost a 
battle. All the joy and wonder whooshed out of him in an instant, leaving 
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him bleak and defeated. Star Who Sings the Music felt as if he were the 
shreds of the banner, floating, floating, falling in the deep dark of the 
outer dimensions. Like an astronaut whose connecting cord to the space-
ship has been cut, he thought. He drifted in cold darkness once again. 
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Chapter 58 
 
 

Resolution in the Faerie Kingdom 
 
 

She Who Speaks, or Gabrielle, walked through the forest in the 
Faerie Kingdom. Her sword hung down her back; she was confident in 
her ability to use it. The instructor the King and Queen had provided for 
her had been quite proficient. She Who Speaks had no other obligations 
while in the Faerie Kingdom and had applied herself to the art of 
swordsmanship for the bulk of her days.  

She had never been so physically fit in her Earth life. The condition-
ing gave her assurance. She was now able to run five miles. Between that 
and her training with the sword, the long muscles of her legs were well-
defined. Her shoulders rivaled that of any good swimmer; her arms like 
steel. She had no doubt of her ability to hold her own. She Who Speaks’ 
name was known in the King’s Court as one to reckon with when it came 
to martial arts. 

 She had no fear when she traveled through the land by herself. She 
never really felt alone. To her delight, her ability to communicate with 
animals carried over to the faerie realm. She often had pleasant chats 
with deer, pheasants, squirrels, fox—even an owl or two who enjoyed 
saying hello before they nested for the daylight hours. She was happy in 
this land and in her new identity as a warrior. 

As she walked this day, her ears picked up noise coming from a path 
ahead. Cocking her head in its direction, she analyzed the sound. She 
seldom heard faeries, unless they were being careless. Her intuitive abil-
ity around animals told her the noise did not emanate from a four-legged. 
She was surprised to register that it was a person. They rarely stumbled 
on the faerie realm. Slowing her pace, she took cover behind some brush 
and pushed the branches aside to get a view of the visitor.  

Her training had included suppressing emotion, but it did not hold up 
to what faced her on the other path. A fair-haired young man ap-
proached! 
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She Who Speaks quickly ducked behind a tree and willed her body 
to become one with its trunk. Peeking around it, she took in the man’s 
appearance. While not exactly the same as the man who had been her 
assailant, she nevertheless had her old reaction of mistrust.  

She Who Speaks moved out from behind the tree and pulled her 
sword from its sheath. The noise of its metal echoed through the woods, 
alerting the stranger. Walking to where the paths joined, she turned his 
way and stated forcefully, “You cannot hurt me. If we fight, I will win.” 

The man stopped fifty feet from her. His face registered surprise but 
not fear. “It is not my intention to hurt you,” he replied.  

After he said that, his countenance took on the same appearance as 
her rapist. She Who Speaks’ heart skipped a beat and her mouth went 
dry. Without hesitation, she re-centered herself and deftly advanced to-
ward him, sword outstretched. She stopped when her weapon tickled his 
throat. 

Not fazed, he quietly told her, “Gabrielle, listen. I have been with 
you many lifetimes. Our souls have been tied together with a longstand-
ing promise to help each other learn the most challenging of lessons. Do 
I have your attention? May I go on?” 

He did have her attention. And still her caution and doubt.  
“Go on,” she replied curtly. She did not move the sword. 
“Lifetimes ago you were the victim of a savage attack. We were to-

gether at the time, and I was unable to protect you from it. You died as a 
result, and I could not forgive myself. I spent my days wishing I could 
die, too. All my thoughts revolved around wishing I could give my life in 
payment for losing yours. It was a miserable existence that went on for 
twenty years. All that time there was no happiness, no satisfaction, no 
love.  

“Then you came to me in a dream. You told me to let go of the guilt 
I held from not preventing the heinous act, and being unable to save your 
life afterwards. In the dream, you said I had been playing a vital part of a 
lesson you had to learn. What had occurred with your death was the first 
step, yet there was more to come. This would be one of the biggest things 
you would learn in your physical incarnations—the lesson of coming in 
to your power and releasing the mindset of being a helpless victim. You 
wanted us to create a commitment between us that I would continue to be 
your teacher for this lesson.” 
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The man’s face twisted a little, and She Who Speaks realized his 
eyes were filling. She remained impassive. 

He sank to one knee, apparently trusting that the weight of his head 
would move the sword down without her allowing it to cut him. “This 
would be easier if you would sheath your sword,” he said. “However, if 
you choose not to I will understand.” 

Her mind urged her not to fall for this story. Her knighting had in-
structed her to use Inner Wisdom in assessing situations, and she turned 
to this now. His nonverbal language displayed sincerity and calm. If he 
were trying to put me off guard, he’d be shifting or unable to meet my 
eye. He is not afraid of me. He appears to be unarmed, though I could be 
missing something hidden. And I don’t think his self-assuredness is be-
cause he’s planning to kill me. 

She took the sword from his throat, but did not replace it in its scab-
bard. She held it at her side, resting its point on the ground. The man 
nodded, indicating that he honored her continued caution. This reassured 
her more that he was telling the truth.  

“You may stand,” she told him.  
He rose and went on. “In that dream, you asked if I would help you 

remember the experience of being attacked and unable defend yourself 
until you came into your power. When you achieved that, our commit-
ment would be fulfilled. The agreement would bind us until that time.  

“I could see how important it was for you to master the lesson of 
personal power in a feminine body. It was a worthy objective; one that 
would give you wisdom and power when accomplished. So I promised I 
would.” 

To her utter shock, the man began openly weeping. He sank to his 
knee again and reached for her free hand.  

“My lady,” he said with breaking voice, warm tears dripping onto 
her skin. “I can’t tell you how that promise has torn my heart! Lifetime 
after lifetime I played the part of hurting you in countless ways, always 
hoping that you would learn how to rise against me and stand your 
ground. Yet it didn’t happen. I tried physical pain, emotional pain, and 
often both. Through it all I had the dubious gift of remembering our abid-
ing love and commitment to each other. Time after time I had to act in 
ways that completely belied that connection.  

“With each new attack I would pray it would be the last—that this 
time you would see the light… That somehow you would see through the 
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hateful role I was playing and remember our love and promise to each 
other. Or, if not that, you would finally have enough of the torture and 
fight back, coming into your power and learning the lesson you had cho-
sen for us to enact together.  

“I won’t tell you how long it’s been. I confess I had lost hope—until 
today. In this altered state aided by the powerful music, you finally re-
membered what you asked to learn so long ago. You fought back! But 
the lesson isn’t just in the fighting. It is in the awareness of your power 
and your ability to set boundaries. You have now refused to be a victim 
anymore. On another level, it’s also about how you create your reality.” 

“What do you mean by that?” she asked, abruptly taking back her 
hand.  

“Do you wonder how you create what you live? Everything will 
change now as a result of your new confidence that no one can hurt you 
if you don’t want them to. Perception creates your external world. When 
you believe you are a victim, situations arise to meet that expectation. 
When you trust in your own efficacy, synergistic events come your way 
to affirm you.” 

“Like meeting you, I suppose,” She Who Speaks bristled. 
“I am just the messenger of your completion of this task. But I have 

no doubt that your life will be changed from here on. Consider how you 
feel about yourself. Before today you were holding on to helplessness. If 
someone you perceived as stronger than you wanted their way, you felt 
powerless to do anything about it. Today, you fought an oppressor. You 
have developed strength and agility. You challenged me with complete 
confidence in your ability to defend yourself and win should it turn out I 
was a threat.” 

“I see your point.” She stopped there, still unsure what to make of 
the man in front of her. To be on the safe side, she opted for succinct, 
unemotional responses. 

The young man continued, ignoring her cool attitude. “When you 
said the words, ‘You cannot hurt me,’ our commitment for this lesson 
was completed.” He reached for her hand again. She extended it, aware 
that she was well-versed in how to use motion and her weight to counter 
any attempt to grab her. 

He kissed her hand and said, “Thank you from the depths of my 
heart for releasing me from playing the role that hurt me so much. I will 
leave you now. Perhaps our next lesson together will be one for me to 
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learn. We don’t know that yet. As always, our love and commitment to 
each other will live on. Fare thee well, my dear Gabrielle, until we meet 
again.”  

He turned and strode away, fading into transparency as he went.  
She Who Speaks was left with her mouth agape. He was gone now, 

and the emotion she had controlled welled up. Tears streamed down her 
cheeks—not tears of sadness, but relief. Deep peace washed over her, 
such that she had never known before. A major storyline of her life—and 
many lives if what the young man said was true—felt complete.  

Breathing a deep sigh of release, her mind caught English words in 
the music gently flowing around her. A clear female voice sang some-
thing about resting while she told you the story of your lives. So perfect, 
those words. It’s like the singer knows exactly what happened in my 
journey! My soulmate told me my life story; and now I’m at peace. 

She Who Speaks knew her process was finished, yet she found the 
words of the song loving and peaceful. She listened until it finished. The 
next couple of songs played through as she continued to go over the 
amazing process she’d had. On opening her eyes, she saw the Way-
Shower kneeling next to her. Before he asked how she was doing, she 
smiled dreamily. “I’m wonderful,” she said.  

“Do you feel finished emotionally?” he queried. 
“Oh, yes. It was an amazing experience,” she answered. 
“And how about your body? Any tightness or pain? Does anything 

feel like it may be blocked energetically?” 
“No, my body’s fine,” she replied. 
“Then you’re good to go,” he told her. “Are you ready to do some 

drawing, or would you like to rest here longer and listen to the next song 
or two?” 

“I’ll get up,” she said. She accepted the Way-Shower’s outstretched 
arm to help her to her feet. Stepping off her mat, she lost her balance. 
Wow! I thought I was fine, but I’m a bit wobbly. Easy does it.  

Together they walked over to the art table. The changed She Who 
Speaks sat down to draw. 
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Chapter 59 
 
 

Vision by the Pyramid 
 
 

All Things One completed her release of the terror and carnage from 
the first segment of her inner journey. She lay back down on her mat and 
heard the Way-Shower whisper, “Breathe deeper and faster again to go 
back to your process.” Putting her hand on her abdomen, she focused on 
her breath. Before long, she found herself back in the same desert vil-
lage. 

The sun was much lower in the sky. She recalled her original plan to 
get to the pyramids and wondered how she would manage it. The idea of 
a night alone in the cold desert frightened her. She didn’t want to risk 
it—she had nothing to eat, and the shreds of clothing wouldn’t keep her 
warm.  

The village survivors emerged from their hideaways. Wailing filled 
the air as they saw the bodies strewn about, some brutally mutilated. The 
women tore their hair and rocked back and forth, keening. Wide-eyed 
children huddled together, older ones doing their best to hide the horrible 
scene from young ones. Hungry babies cried, not understanding why 
their mothers did not come to feed them.  

The scene was heartbreaking, but All Things One remained de-
tached. It was as if by virtue of having done her own grieving, she didn’t 
react to theirs. She knew they would survive—even if it meant traveling 
to other villages where they had kin. All Things One again felt admira-
tion for what they had done. The plan had been successful in keeping 
some of them alive. Lengthening shadows brought her attention back to 
her dilemma of how to reach the giant structures in the distance.  

The oddest thing happened. As she pondered travel options, she sud-
denly found herself there! She stood near the base of one of the pyramids 
surveying her body, wondering how all-encompassing the miracle had 
been. Bother! I’m still attired in the tattered rags I threw over myself so 
I’d look dead to the army. I may be at my desired location, but I’m not 
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dressed for it! And nothing I can exchange for clothing or food. Now 
what? 

She gazed from side to side along the base of the building and did a 
double-take. Far to her left, yet within visual range, was a person with a 
suitcase! It was a modern-day suitcase in the hands of a woman she 
guessed was about her age. And was that red hair? The person looked 
out-of-place by the ancient monuments, but there she was. What the 
heck? Is this some kind of joke? 

All Things One looked to her right down the long line of the pyra-
mid. In the distance she spied a lump on top of the sand. A subtle suspi-
cion tickled her awareness. No, it couldn’t be! She had to see it to believe 
it. 

When she got close enough, she saw that her intuition had been cor-
rect. While it was very dusty and looked like it had been used on several 
camels, a soft pale green blanket had been tossed aside there. The fabric 
was so incongruent to the setting it seemed as if it had been deposited 
there by a time-traveling spaceship. Maybe that’s why it was discarded, 
she thought. This fleece wouldn’t hold up to a camel’s lurching move-
ment for long.  

She picked up the blanket and shook it out. Good thing I’m wearing 
rags. It won’t look out of place for me to wrap this around my shoulders 
for warmth. Draping the dirty coverlet over her, she headed back the way 
she came to examine the suitcase more closely. 

It was a long trudge and negotiating the dry sand challenged her fit-
ness. As she trekked, All Things One mulled over the significance of 
finding these two objects that had been in her triangle meditation. No 
connections came to mind.  

She reached the suitcase, but there was no woman with it. She 
looked at the travel case, walking around it to see the sides. Like the 
blanket, it did not fit in the nomadic surroundings. It looked to be from 
the 1940’s, dark brown leather with brass clasps and knobs that you 
moved to the right or left to open.  

All Things One kicked out an indentation in the sand and sat down to 
view the bag more closely. She ran her hands over it, feeling its rough 
wrinkles and the warmth the leather had absorbed from the hot sun. It 
had been upright, and she laid it down. As she gazed at it, stamps ap-
peared on its face. Each manifested for a few seconds, then disappeared 
as a new one took its place. She didn’t recognize the ancient ones with 
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pictograph-type lettering. As they progressed, she had the sense they 
were going in time sequence. She was startled to see the names of coun-
tries where her parents’ ancestors had come from. What was going on?  

Her heart felt pinched behind her ribs. It ached. She pressed her hand 
to it to relieve the pressure. Her ribcage tightened in its attempt to con-
tain the sensation. A deep sense of grief welled up in her and tears 
streamed down her face. There was no holding them back, nor the sobs 
that joined them.  

The emotion was so strong that All Things One felt like she became 
grief. Scenes of different losses tumbled through her mind. Oddly 
enough, each scene was accompanied by one of the stickers from the 
suitcase. In one scene she saw mothers losing sons to war; another 
showed her families whose terminally-ill children died; others involved 
natural disasters where thousands met their fates or the overtaking of so-
cieties by conquerors. The emaciated Jews of the Nazi concentration 
camps appeared for a few seconds—she thought that sticker read Polska. 
Then there were victims of famine in Africa. She couldn’t decipher that 
sticker.  

Addicts overdosed on street corners. Gangs violently killed young 
members of rival groups. She didn’t need to see the sticker for that one; 
she knew it was the USA. Civilization? she wondered. How could 
Earth’s people claim to be civilized?  

The scenes stopped, but her tears didn’t. Through her sniffles she 
wondered, What the hell is going on in me that all this is coming up? It 
doesn’t even have anything to do with me! Then she noticed that the ache 
in her heart was gone. Maybe the crying released it?  

All Things One took a deep breath, then another. No more tightness. 
Man, do I feel better! In her reverie, she still sat by the suitcase in the 
sand. She lay down on her side and pulled the suitcase next to her. It was 
night now, and she snuggled into the pale green covering as well as she 
could. Absently patting the bag, names of the countries she had recog-
nized went through her mind. She fell asleep. 

 English words filtered through her awareness. Something about 
walking through your lives… Then angels by your side… And a line 
about a journey across a blue ocean.  

So that’s what it was! A journey across an ocean. Does the suitcase 
represent a trip through the oceans of time? There’s something about 
those specific countries… She couldn’t quite put her finger on it. 
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Hmmm…. The desert country was ancient. The stickers on the suitcase 
covered centuries. This is something very deep within me.  

All Things One accepted that she wouldn’t figure it all out now. She 
listened to the song play out. I may not understand exactly what un-
folded, she thought, but it’s supported by thousands of angels. After go-
ing through this wringer, I could use every last one of them. Letting a 
deep sigh escape her, she opened her eyes to the candlelight of the cave 
and its now-familiar surroundings. 
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Chapter 60 
 
 

The Star, Two Angels and Love 
 
 

Star Who Sings the Music floated in the darkness wondering why 
this theme was unfolding for him again. I thought I got through this with 
the Knight and my Star! Is there a part of me that loves the dark or some-
thing? This storyline is getting old.  

But this time he wasn’t numb. And he wasn’t rigid with fear. The 
story was the same, but he was different. As this realization formed in his 
mind, in the distance he saw a pinpoint of light. It was far away, but it 
caught his attention nonetheless. Curious, he watched it. It grew in size. 
Hope, he thought. The light at the end of my tunnel. Thank God!  

When it reached the size of a small ball, his heart leapt for joy in 
recognition. It’s my Star! Happiness flowed through him. It was like a 
long-lost part of him was returning home. He extended his arms to it in 
welcome, but it stopped short of reaching him.  

It was now large before him, its light as brilliant as the first time he’d 
encountered it. As he gazed on it full of joy, he perceived an outline of 
something else next to it. No, there are two of them—one on either side.  

Star Who Sings the Music lifted his hands to his forehead to shield 
his eyes from the blinding illumination. The forms took the shape of an-
gels. They reached out to him, yet before his hands reached theirs he felt 
his body being lifted. A piece of music with the most beautiful celestial-
sounding choir came on. It felt to the man as if the angels were singing to 
him personally. At one point he was sure he heard the Latin words ‘lux 
aeterna.’ Eternal Light—how perfect!  

The angels took each side of him and escorted him toward the Star. 
A flash of fear darted through him as it occurred to him that he might 
burn to a crisp in its heat. But angels wouldn’t do anything to hurt me, he 
thought. There’s not much I can do to stop it. Plus, I’m not sure I want 
to. I’ve never experienced such bliss before.  
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When they reached the glowing symbol, the angels let go of him and 
pointed forward. Star Who Sings the Music entered his Star. An im-
mense energy coursed through him—like he had experienced with the 
tribal and powerful music pieces earlier. The message came through his 
mind that the earlier pieces had been a preparation for this moment.  

An insight followed that his life was an exact replica of this inner 
journey played out over the years of Earth time. In its trajectory, the mu-
sic had perfectly encapsulated his forty-plus years. The energy and 
power of his early years was captured in the early percussive rhythms 
and driving pieces. Then there was that awful track that dissolved his 
banner. It mirrored an event in his life that had precipitated much of his 
depression. The dark period had haunted him from his 20’s on, pretty 
much until his arrival at the Crystal Cave.  

But without the terror of the darkness he was able to be open to what 
would come next—and had seen the light that grew into his Star. What a 
shift! No monster this time and no frozen state. Star Who Sings the Mu-
sic could not avoid the connection. If I see the darkness as something 
that will pass with time, I’m not immobilized by it. And what did the 
Way-Shower say about a dark time during the birth process? I wonder 
how long I was in that stage. Maybe I can ask my mother more about her 
labor with me.  

Another layer unfolded. Whoa! The next birth stage after the dark 
one is when the cervix dilates and the baby sees the light at the end of the 
tunnel! That’s what happened to me here! Was I rebirthing? The Way-
Shower will be able to tell me.  

He continued with his lifetime review. In the Crystal Cave, he had 
re-discovered his Star. It had come to him after the darkness in this musi-
cal journey as it had in his meditation. But the icing on the cake is the 
angels, for sure! I’ve never been sure whether angels exist or not; now I 
know they do. I feel blessed. 

He remained inside the Star, awash in its peace. The feeling was ac-
centuated by melodic, other-worldly music playing around him. Then 
something else seeped into him. The feeling was vaguely familiar, yet he 
couldn’t fit it into his Earth experience. It wasn’t just peace or expansion 
or compassion. It was all those, but something more. He sifted through 
his mind trying to identify it. Confused, he decided to stop analyzing it 
and just be in it.  
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Then he heard a voice say, “It’s Love, Star Who Sings the Music of 
the Spheres. What you’re feeling is the unconditional Love of the Uni-
verse.” 

Love! So this is how it feels.  
Then it kicked in—an angel had spoken to him! In awe and humility, 

he felt his heart swell. The Love demanded expression. He got on his 
knees and folded his arms over his heart. Bowing, he felt One with Di-
vine Radiance. An urge to share it filled him, and he extended his arms 
outward as if to bless those around him.  

As he held that pose, he heard a voice so clear ask if he heard her 
calling him. Thinking it was the angel again, he prepared to answer. In-
stead, he found the external words continued. They mentioned family 
members—parents and a child. 

He was so open it felt like the song was moving through him, filling 
every cell. Amazingly, there were lines about recognizing Truth and feel-
ing Love.  

Oh, yes. Yes, I feel the Love. It’s more than I ever imagined! 
The song tracked his experience even further, mentioning a life re-

view and thousands of angels by his side! He smiled. Well, I think there 
are only two, but that’s more than enough for me.  

He listened as the song continued. When it ended, he felt a wisp of a 
breeze on his forehead—like the touch of an angel’s wing. Instinctively 
knowing it was a farewell, he bowed his goodbye. That’s my signal to 
return to the Cave, he thought. 

 He opened his eyes. The first thing on his mind was to find his Star 
shirt and put it on. As his eyes focused, the Way-Shower knelt beside 
him and quietly asked how he was doing.  

“Couldn’t be better!” Star Who Sings the Music gushed. “That was 
amazing! Can we do it again?”  

Nodding and smiling, the Way-Shower asked a couple more ques-
tions. He ascertained that his pupil was complete in his body and emo-
tions and gave him the OK to proceed to the drawing table. Star Who 
Sings the Music mentioned his desire to have his shirt, and his need to 
visit the bathroom. The Way-Shower took his arm and escorted him. 

On exiting the restroom, he saw his shirt folded and waiting for him 
on the bench of the drawing table. Rushing over he pulled it on quickly, 
smoothed it over his chest, and sat down to try his hand at putting this 
experience on paper. 
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Chapter 61 
 
 

The Starfish Speaks 
 
 

Water Wind Light had no idea how long he slept. When his mind 
came back to the music, heartfelt pieces with violins and piano were 
playing. He scanned his mind for images and where he might be. No 
family members made themselves known. For that matter, even the tree 
and the jungle setting with the volcano had disappeared. “Where am I 
now?” he wondered. Nothing was happening. 

His experience stayed like that for a couple minutes, then he became 
aware of needing to use the restroom. He raised his arm. Unsure as to 
whether the Way-Shower had seen him, Water Wind Light sat up on his 
mat and opened his eyes.  

The Way-Shower was right by his side, and leaned over to him ex-
tending his arm as the young man heaved himself into an upright posi-
tion. Water Wind Light staggered and the Way-Shower grabbed him at 
the elbow to stabilize him. He shuffled toward the restroom, the Way-
Shower keeping a firm grip. While Water Wind Light used the facilities, 
the Way-Shower went to the journeyer’s mat, re-arranging the pillows 
and blankets so they’d be ready for the young man to easily slip into on 
his return. Then the guide returned to the bathroom door to wait for his 
charge’s emergence.  

Staying by him as he walked back to his place on the floor, the Way-
Shower whispered softly in his ear as he went to lie back down, “Re-
member to breathe deeper and faster again to take you back into your 
process.” Nodding, Water Wind Light resumed his prone position.  

Water Wind Light was not at all sure he wanted to resume deeper, 
faster breathing. He didn’t want to face his family again, and was resis-
tant to anything that might recreate that scenario. I’ll just listen to the 
music, he thought.  

As he focused on the clear notes and melody, his breath deepened in 
spite of himself. He didn’t notice his respiration, but he began to think he 
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had never heard music this beautiful before in his life. Rich, full and ach-
ingly awesome, it swelled.  

Water Wind Light lost awareness of physical sensations. Am I out of 
my body? It’s like I’m floating in another dimension. Whatever it is, I 
think I’ll hang out here for a while. It’s better than the jungle and my 
crazy family. 

His surroundings turned lavender and in a few moments the color 
began to shimmer. I know this color from somewhere. It solidified into 
the shape of the starfish. 

“Perhaps it is not yet your time,” it told him. 
Water Wind Light did not reply. He resented the intrusion; it dis-

tracted him from the beauty of the music.  
“What do you stand to gain from persisting in your path of pain?” the 

starfish asked him. 
That question did get him thinking. He recalled the volcano and the 

flight that had literally felt like his survival was at stake. Could avoid-
ance of this issue somehow be putting my emotional survival at risk? If 
so, how? The music hit an extraordinarily gorgeous refrain and he went 
back to it. 

Unfazed, the starfish continued, “You are young in the way you 
measure Earth years, yet you are an old soul. It is too long in the time of 
the Universe for you to be carrying such hate and fear.” 

That really caught his attention. Too long in the time of the Uni-
verse? Oh, come on! Earth’s whole existence is but a mere blink in the 
eye of the Universe. If the billions of years of Earth’s existence are that 
small in the larger picture of the Universe, what could the Universe pos-
sibly know about little old me? I’m lost in that vastness. 

“Please,” he told the starfish. “Not now when the music is so exqui-
site.” 

“Ahhh,” it replied. “You want peace and beauty without the price of 
doing your own work. And what happens when the beautiful music fin-
ishes?” 

“Then I guess all goes back to normal,” Water Wind Light said. 
“Mmm, hmmm. And how ‘normal’ will your life be after having this 

experience and not completing it?” 
“I don’t know!” Water Wind Light became exasperated. “Just leave 

me alone. I’m thinking about it, I promise!”  
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“Very well,” the starfish said in apparent resignation. “I will stay 
here with you as you enjoy the music.” 

Now that the sea creature had got his mind going with questions 
about his avoidance, Water Wind Light found it was harder to stay in the 
music. His unfinished family material hung there, with the starfish.  

A piano’s clear notes resonated through him, and he saw with perfect 
clarity that it was his choice either way. Water Wind Light recalled 
things they had learned in their group with the Way-Shower: Both/and… 
Neither side is right or wrong; we just get attached to one or the other... 
If we don’t see it in ourselves, we will see it in others. 

The music seemed to lead his inner reflection, and he realized he was 
accessing a deeper wisdom—perhaps even deeper than the starfish. He 
had the insight that the Starfish was the messenger of this Inner Knowing 
within himself. Or maybe it wasn’t himself but his Soul. This is deep! My 
Starfish is an archetype! He cracked a smile as an image of the insigh-
tometer floated across the screen of his inner vision. Maybe I’m getting 
the hang of this stuff! 

The melody became more ethereal. Floating with it, he felt like he 
could touch the Universal Source. It was formless, and he searched to 
locate it—as if by sonar. When he sensed its presence, he focused his 
consciousness toward it. Yet as he started to move in that direction, he 
felt it draw away from him. Why would it do that?  

Water Wind Light had the feeling that God Itself was turning Its 
back on him. He was miserable. “No!” he shouted. “Don’t turn away 
from me! I am your child; don’t abandon me!”  

It hit him that he was replaying with God what had happened with 
his mother. He thought back to how difficult it had been for him to see 
the children being left by their parents in the village threatened by the 
volcano. It clicked that his soft spot for children was directly connected 
to his life experience.  

Is what I’ve seen in this musical sequence what lies ahead for me if I 
don’t resolve this enmity with my family? Abuse of my own children? No 
intimacy with a life partner? No spiritual connection? Bitterness, hatred 
and self-pity? The enormity of it all washed through him on all levels. 
An emptiness opened in his gut.  

The Starfish was still there with him, waiting patiently.  
Abjectly, he looked at it. “I think I see what you mean.” 
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The purple changed shades. The new color reflected compassion. 
“It’s always best when each Being experiences things in their own way. 
That process aids belief; otherwise anything simply remains theoretical. 
It appears that has happened for you?” The statement was a question.  

“I think it has. There’s an awful emptiness in me. I never knew it 
was there before.” 

“You always kept too busy with exercise to allow yourself to feel 
anything deeper than your musculature.” 

“To be honest,” Water Wind Light mused, “I never thought there 
was anything else to feel.” 

“Beings from other dimensions can see that emptiness in your energy 
field. It is what I came to warn you about.” 

“Well, couldn’t you have just told me?” the young man asked in 
misery. 

“I tried, remember?” 
“Oh, yeah. So is there anything I can do about it?” 
“I think it best to allow you to discover that by yourself.” 
“OK, whatever,” Water Wind Light replied with a tone of hopeless-

ness. 
“I hear the despair in your voice,” the Starfish told him. “Please 

know this is not beyond you. If you don’t complete it now, that’s OK. 
There will come a time when you know it is right. We have done our part 
in awakening you to the importance of your alienation from your Earth 
family and how it is affecting you on all levels of your Being. You have 
our blessing.” 

“So are you leaving me, too?” Water Wind Light felt close to des-
peration. Was the only one he could count on abandoning him now, too? 
His mother, his family, God and now the Starfish.  

“No, I am with you always, as is Ramere,” came the reply.  
As it started swimming backwards to dissolve in the Universe, Water 

Wind Light registered a new voice. It was calling to him, and specifically 
sang about a mother, a father and a child. He heard mention of love fal-
ling in tears from someone’s eyes. Was this song designed precisely for 
my experience? How does that Way-Shower do it? 

As he listened to the song, Water Wind Light knew he had barely 
started this process. He was acutely aware of how his resistance impeded 
his progress. The Starfish had not allowed him to duck the issue. The 
resistance had always been there, of course. What was different now was 
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that he had both seen and felt the pain of his avoidance. He also had an 
inner knowing that his soul wanted him to get past this block to his 
growth—and he had been brought to the cave to address it now.  

He had to finish it. He felt it so deeply that he didn’t think any num-
ber of triathlons, marathons or 4-hour bike rides could make him forget 
it. He was resolved to heal the broken relationships he’d been running 
from—literally and figuratively. I don’t know how or when, but I will do 
it, I will survive it, and I will leave in peace and completion.  

In validation of this new promise to himself, the words from the song 
floated through his consciousness, asking him if he could hear the voice 
whispering through the pathways of his mind. Oh, yes, I hear you loud 
and clear, he thought in response. A new verse in the song said that he 
had angels at his side. 

Ahhh, Water Wind Light thought. I have the help of angels! I’m not 
abandoned after all. I can do this!  

He opened his eyes to the room and its surroundings. The Way-
Shower was kneeling by All Things One, who was crying. Again? 
Hadn’t he heard her crying several times? Maybe it had been She Who 
Speaks—it didn’t matter.  

The Way-Shower looked his way. He patted the crying woman and 
said something softly to her, then got up and headed to Water Wind 
Light.  

Sitting down next to him, the Way-Shower gave him a long look. 
“How are you doing?”  

“I don’t know,” replied Water Wind Light honestly. 
“How does your body feel? Any tightness, pain or any energy that 

feels like it’s stuck somewhere?” 
“Noooo…”  
“Are you sure?” the older man queried. “We can work to release it. 

It’s best to do it now rather than leave you unfinished.” 
Water Wind Light started laughing. “Unfinished! That was what my 

whole experience was about—unfinished!” Becoming more serious, he 
said, “No, really. It is unfinished, but at the end it was clear that’s how it 
needs to be for now. I’m OK. It was just a bit weird coming back from 
that other space to this room, that’s all.” 

Peering at him again, the Way-Shower prodded gently, “And your 
emotions? Do you feel complete there?” 
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“Oh, quite,” said Water Wind Light with sincerity. “Yes, complete 
there—for now.” 

“Do you feel ready to draw?” the Way-Shower asked him. 
“I don’t have the faintest idea of how to draw what happened, but, 

OK, I’ll give it a shot.”  
The Way-Shower kept his hand on Water Wind Light’s elbow as the 

young man rose and went over to the table to join the others. After seat-
ing him, the Way-Shower quietly asked if any of them wanted any hot 
tea or water. Noting who wanted what, he returned shortly with two wa-
ters and a mug of hot peppermint tea which he gave to each per their re-
quest. He brought nuts and sweet breads from the food table, and nodded 
to them as he went back to All Things One.  
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Chapter 62 
 
 

Yumi and the Sphere Await Her 
 
 

All Things One stared into space as she sat on her mat. Scenes of 
losses from her journey rolled around in her mind. Coupled with the sad-
sounding song, she wasn’t at all sure what to make of her experience. 
She Who Speaks and Star Who Sings the Music had smiled and nodded 
with expressions of peace and excitement when the Way-Shower had 
greeted them as they finished.  

All Things One did not feel like smiling after the things she had wit-
nessed. She couldn’t figure it out. She thought her life was pretty “to-
gether,” yet the horrifying massacre scene and all the grievers who ap-
peared in her vision by the Pyramid made her wonder, Could I be re-
pressing something? What would it possibly be?  

At that point the Way-Shower returned to her.  
“How are you doing?” he asked. 
“I don’t know,” she replied. 
“Do you feel finished?”  
“I guess so,” she said.  
The Way-Shower moved in front of her and looked into her eyes. 

The interpersonal connection and concern in his expression brought back 
her tears. As he watched them fall, the Way-Shower stretched his hands 
toward her. She did not take them, and wrung her blanket as she sniffled.  

The Way-Shower moved to her right side. As she cried, All Things 
One started to rock back and forth. The guide took her hand and, with her 
hand under his, placed their hands on her heart area. The touch released 
more tears. 

“Go ahead,” he told her. “That’s it—let all those tears go.” He put 
his left hand on her back, moving with her rocking motion. Leaning to-
ward her, he whispered, “Is there any sound that comes with those 
tears?”  
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All Things One continued to rock in silence for a couple of minutes. 
The motion felt comforting, as did having his hands guide her back and 
forth. Shortly, she slowed, then stopped. 

The guide leaned toward her. “Where in your body do you feel it?” 
This took All Things One aback. In my body? I don’t pay much at-

tention to my body, do I? She pondered his question. 
She must have looked blank, for he followed up with, “Close your 

eyes and take some deep breaths. Focus on the feeling and find where it’s 
coming from in your body.” 

She took the deep breaths. Her stomach felt tight. Looking at the 
Way-Shower she said, “Funny, with all the tears I thought it would be 
my heart, but I’m feeling it in my stomach.” 

Smiling, the Way-Shower replied, “That’s why it’s a good thing to 
not think in this work—it often gets in the way of what’s really going 
on.”  

He moved their hands down from her heart area to her stomach and 
proffered, “Why don’t you lie back down?”  

As she complied, he told her, “Breathe into your stomach, and let out 
any sound that may want to be released. It may be a moan, a groan, a 
scream, a tone, a growl…. anything. Just let it come as you feel it—and 
no judging!” 

Closing her eyes, All Things One visualized her breath going in and 
out her stomach. The image of bellows came to her, and she used it to 
fully expand on the inhale and deflate on the exhale.  

Remembering the Way-Shower’s suggestion to give it sound, she 
chose a low tone and hummed it lightly for two more breaths. It felt 
good, so she amplified it. Opening her mouth, All Things One let out a 
long, strong tone. Then another. And another.  

Nothing dramatic had happened, yet she had a strong sense that she 
was finished. She opened her eyes and told the Way-Shower, “I feel 
much better!” 

“Your stomach is OK now?” 
“Yes,” she answered. 
“And emotions? Do you feel finished—or at least finished for now?” 
She nodded. “Yeah, I do. What we did at the end made a big differ-

ence. Thanks.” 
Smiling, he replied, “You’re most welcome. Do you feel ready to 

draw now?” 
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All Things One returned his smile. “Yeah, but I need the bathroom 
first!”  

“By all means.”  
Taking her by the forearm, he pulled her lightly as she got to her feet 

and stayed with her as she walked to the restroom. While she took care 
of those needs, the Way-Shower went to the sofa and pulled out some-
thing from under the cushions. Walking quickly to the art table, he laid 
the item on the bench in front of the place on the table that had an empty 
piece of paper on it.  

Star Who Sings the Music was seated next to it and looked over ab-
sently as the Way-Shower put it down. He did a second-take and let out a 
low whistle. Knowing they were supposed to draw in silence, She Who 
Speaks whispered across the table to him, “What is it?” 

“It’s her shirt!” he said. “There’s the beautiful light green gypsy 
moth on the front of it and something else I can’t see ‘cause it’s folded.” 

“Oh, I can’t wait to see it!”  
“Me, too,” said Water Wind Light, rising from his seat for a glimpse. 
As she exited the rest room, the three watched All Things One ap-

proach. When she went to take her seat, her eyes grew big.  
“Ooooh!” she exclaimed. She picked up the garment and shook it 

out. The others heard her whisper, “Yumi!” as she gazed at the soft, 
fluffy moth. 

There was a sudden gasp as she saw the rest of it. A replica of the vi-
brational sphere that Yumi’s Consortium had given All Things One was 
embroidered below the moth.  

How did the shirt’s creator know what it looked like? The silver and 
golden threads glitter in a way that makes it appear so ethereal it looks 
like the real thing! All Things One squeezed the shirt in her hands to 
make sure it was two-dimensional. It collapsed easily in her grasp. 

 She looked for the Way-Shower to thank him, but he was no longer 
in the cave’s main room. Taking a seat on the bench, All Things One laid 
the shirt out on her lap and applied herself to the task of expressing her 
journey on paper. 
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Chapter 63 
 
 

Expressing Three Dimensions in Two 
 
 

At the table, the four applied themselves to artistic expression. Water 
Wind Light saved time by taping to the paper the earlier sketch he had 
done of his mother. He added the purple Starfish and a large question 
mark. In the upper right corner he drew a volcano with red lava flowing 
down the sides. In the lower left he drew jagged brown lines that repre-
sented the earthquake. That was the easy part. 

He didn’t want to draw the children who’d been abandoned to their 
deaths by the adults. He wasn’t even sure he wanted to share that part of 
his experience with the group. It hit too close to home. He pondered this 
as he stared at the piece of paper. He realized they all knew he’d experi-
enced abuse in his childhood; he may as well be honest about it. After 
all, the others had been honest about their stuff, too—at least, She Who 
Speaks certainly had.  

Water Wind Light cracked a smile as her name went through his 
mind. As their time together progressed, he realized what an apt one it 
was. Yeah, she speaks for sure! he thought.  

Buoyed by her pluck, he picked up a pencil. Starting with simple 
stick figures, he drew some children in running postures. Black smoke 
circled above their heads. His experience in the village opened within 
him as he sketched. He added tears to their faces and bloody scratches on 
their legs and arms.  

Water Wind Light’s throat got tight and his heart ached in his chest 
as he kept drawing. He noticed, for the first time, that his reaction to hurt 
children was not merely intellectual. There was a visceral response also.  

He stopped drawing and reconsidered his inner experience to the 
music. No wonder my mind always steers me away from thoughts and 
memories of my abuse and children in pain! As the rest of his journey 
played out, questions swamped him. Could my avoidance of this issue 
really have the ramifications that the Starfish showed me? Does my 
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physical exercise mask my awareness of these internal cues? Could it 
also be that my fatigue after workouts, well-deserved as it may be, means 
I’m too tired to feel the discomfort connected with poor and abused chil-
dren?  

The issue had his undivided attention now. It demanded further ex-
ploration, though he was not looking forward to embarking on that 
course.  

He looked at the outlines of children he had drawn, aware of how the 
simplicity hid the depth of their pain. I swear I will take action. When I 
figure it out more, I will do something to help. I promise. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Across the table, Star Who Sings the Music sighed in frustration. I 

may love music, but I’m sure not an artist! His experience had largely 
been energy and vibration without much storyline except for the banner 
and the angels. How do I translate energy onto two-dimensional paper? 
The banner and Star I can draw, and I can try to represent the angels, 
but the energy?  

He decided to express the energy with colors. In the lower left of his 
paper he used vibrant reds and oranges, swirling in a vortex that opened 
like a cornucopia. Out of the cornucopia flowed a torn black banner, with 
pieces falling down from it. On top of the black he added several lines of 
glitter. He hoped the different-colored sparkles would accurately repre-
sent the banner’s original glorious array of dancing shades. The large, 
bright yellow Star hovered at the top of the page, as if watching over the 
scene spread beneath it. Two stylized angels bordered the upper right 
corner, pointing toward another vortex of pearlescent white glitter.  

Star Who Sings the Music leaned back, surveying his work. But 
wait! What shows the awesome music? That’s what guided my whole 
process! He drew several musical notes on the page, weaving in and out 
of the other symbols. Now it’s complete. He laid down the colored 
marker. I feel surprisingly satisfied. I expected the artwork to annoy me 
and detract from the experience, but not so. Despite the challenge, it has 
contributed to my sense of wholeness. His body still tingling with energy, 
he made tea and waited for the others to finish. 
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*  *  *  * 

 
 Sitting next to Water Wind Light, She Who Speaks basked in the 

glow of her completion. As she picked up a pencil, the depth of her expe-
rience sank in. She realized she’d had no reaction at all to sitting beside 
the group member who had triggered her emotional decompensation. She 
hadn’t felt leery or defensive in the least as she took her seat. Wow! It’s 
like six hundred years of fear and anxiety melted away in two hours. 
Awed, she shook her head.  

Her heart was open and compassion surged through her. The expan-
siveness of seeing the larger picture that had unfolded at the end was still 
fresh. It all had such meaning—the initial attack and her victory… The 
faeries and her knighting… Her new identity as a warrior… Her soul-
mate’s disclosure. She decided to devote a whole piece of paper for each. 
Her representations clear in her mind, she began to draw. 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Across from Water Wind Light, All Things One stroked the shirt on 

her lap as she contemplated the pastels, glitter and markers in front of 
her. She felt inspired by the garment and its reminder of her first experi-
ence in the cave. Grabbing a brown marker, she began with strong 
strokes on the paper. A pyramid took form under her hand, filling most 
of the page. She even took the time to outline the bricks that comprised 
it.  

At the bottom right, she drew a stylized person lying down with a 
suitcase and blanket nearby. On the other side, she drew some torn tents 
and javelins. She added a couple of rags and a toe sticking up from 
sandy-colored ground. Pools of blood took form, the stark red prominent 
on the page. All Things One sketched stick figures in the blood around 
the tents. She didn’t know how to represent the life-saving underground 
chambers and decided to leave them out. Realizing that the continuity of 
the ancient people had some significance for her, she wrote a brief syn-
opsis of her experience on the back of the page. 

It was far from a perfect job, but she felt drained from the grieving 
she’d done. The point is just to represent what happened, right? It’ll 
work. I don’t have the energy to be drawing for hours.  
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She got up, taking care to place the new shirt neatly over her shoul-
der. Stopping at the food table, she made herself some spice tea. Mug in 
hand, she headed to the restroom to don the beautiful depiction of Yumi 
and the sphere from the Realm of Vibrational Intention.  

On her return to the main room she went to the couch, tucked a foot 
under her, and eased down into the cushions. Star Who Sings the Music 
was sitting in a chair journaling. She nodded at him and he responded in 
kind. Smiling to herself, she smoothed her hand over the pastel moth on 
her upper chest. In her fatigue she became lost in watching the red and 
yellow glow of the flames in the fire.  

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Water Wind Light finished his pictorial representation. He helped 

himself to black tea and plunked down on the floor in front of the mes-
merizing flames.  

The Way-Shower appeared from the back room with plates piled 
high with hot food. The aromas wafted toward them and Water Wind 
Light’s stomach growled. Catching the Way-Shower’s eye, he raised his 
eyebrows and pointed to the table. Smiling, the Way-Shower nodded and 
made a sweeping motion with his right arm.  

 “Help yourself,” he told the young man.  
Water Wind Light jumped up and made his way to the spread. Lasa-

gna, baked chicken, salad, green beans, quinoa, whole grain dinner rolls 
and sliced cheeses greeted him. He piled his plate high as Star Who 
Sings the Music and All Things One fell into line behind him.  

She Who Speaks had completed two of her four drawings. The Way-
Shower went over to her and quietly asked her if she wanted some food 
as she worked. Intent on her artwork, she shook her head. The others ate 
in silence to honor her continued process.  

When She Who Speaks finished her pictures she let out a long sigh. 
“OK, everyone, I’m done!”  

A chorus of cheers greeted her. On arriving at the food table, she 
found a plate prepared for her. Whisking it away from her outstretched 
hand, the Way-Shower disappeared into the back room. He returned 
shortly with it, steaming hot. Accepting it gratefully, the woman made 
her way to a large chair in front of the fire and began eating hungrily.  
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“After you’re all finished,” The Way-Shower told them, “let’s gather 
together and share your experiences and artwork. She Who Speaks, I 
don’t mean to rush you. Take your time; we can wait.” 

Smiling, the woman responded, “I don’t need any nudging, thanks. 
The meal’s delicious and I’m ravenous. I’ll be done soon.” 

“Well, don’t push it just because we’re all anxious to get started,” 
Water Wind Light quipped.  

Recognizing the young man’s joke, She Who Speaks smiled in his 
direction. Noticing it, Star Who Sings the Music asked, “Hey, did we 
miss something? I know you two seemed to have gotten through your 
difficulties, but that was quite the beaming face there, ma’am.” 

Breaking into a laugh, She Who Speaks said, “Oh, just wait till you 
hear!” 

Inwardly groaning from her fatigue, All Things One asked the Way-
Shower, “Is there any coffee around here? If you expect me to stay up for 
all four of us to share, I’ll need higher doses of caffeine than the chai tea 
that Water Wind Light had. Most of your teas here are herbal or green. Is 
something more potent available?” 

“I’ll second that!” chimed in Star Who Sings the Music. “I had en-
ergy galore during my musical journey, but now that I have a full stom-
ach I think the energy was absorbed by the food.” 

“I don’t typically offer coffee around this type of work,” their guide 
said. “But in this case I will dig some up. Give me a few minutes, 
please.” 

“Words cannot thank you enough,” All Things One told him. “The 
alternative might have been my snoring in response to someone’s story.” 

The others laughed.  
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Chapter 64 
 
 

Tales of Long Ago 
 
 

After several minutes, the Way-Shower returned with a tray bearing 
a twelve-cup coffeepot, cream, sugar and honey. The four lined up for 
the aromatic stimulant. After filling her mug, All Things One breathed 
the steam rising from it and sighed, “It smells delicious!”  

The Way-Shower helped himself to tea. Subtly, he reached under 
the tray and pulled out what looked like a thin pillow. She Who Speaks 
noticed the movement. 

“What’s that?” she asked. As soon as the question left her lips, she 
knew the answer. Finally! she thought. I was beginning to worry. 

With a smile, the Way-Shower extended the item to Water Wind 
Light. “I believe you may need some encouragement as you tell us your 
story,” he said. “It seems like a fitting time to give you this.” 

“My shirt!” The young man’s grin couldn’t get any wider. Taking it 
from the guide’s hand, he shook it open.  

“Wow! This is awesome. The whole garden is there. And look at 
Ramere’s mane around the borders of the sacred undersea haven.” He 
paused to take it in thoroughly. “Look! There’s Playful! Is that me diving 
behind her? And the colors of the Starfish are so perfect. How were you 
able to blend the lavender, pinks and blues so accurately?” 

Clutching it to him, he said fervently, “Thank you so much. I was 
wondering if you had forgotten me. Maybe being the last to receive my 
shirt has made it all the more meaningful.”  

His excitement subsided as the Way-Shower’s words about encour-
agement registered. “You may be right about my needing support when I 
share my journey,” he said with a frown. “This was not an easy experi-
ence for me.” 

“My timing sounds good, then,” replied the teacher. “Feel free to 
don it or keep it close as you recount what happened. Both Ramere and 
your Starfish are powerful guides for you.”  
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Looking around at the others, he asked, “Are we ready to get 
started now?” 

“Let me get a better look at his shirt first,” All Things One said. 
She took the garment by the shoulders and held it up. “You’re right. It’s 
awesome,” she told Water Wind Light. The others added appreciative 
comments after examining it in turn. 

She Who Speaks turned to the Way-Shower. “I think we’re ready 
now,” she told him. The others, still admiring the shirt, missed the smile 
and nod the Way-Shower gave She Who Speaks in recognition of her 
assistance in creating it. 

“Excellent,” he replied. “As we gather for our circle, please bring 
your artwork.”  

The four retrieved their pictures from the art table and assembled 
around the couch. The fire spit and crackled in front of them. Their guide 
added a log and topped it with a handful of rosemary, cedar and sage. 
The sweet-smelling bouquet reached them quickly; they all took a mo-
ment to savor the air. 

“We don’t have to hold hands this time, as I see your hands are 
around mugs,” The Way-Shower started. “Let’s bring our attention to the 
group, looking toward the center of our circle. Take a moment to tune 
into our energy right now. It may be energized, it may be confused, it 
may be exhausted. Accept it. Rest in it for a minute.” He paused. 

“As you feel able, allow your individual essence to expand to include 
all of us in the group. We are together, yet also distinct in our individual-
ity. The experiences to be shared will have deep relevance to the individ-
ual, and will also have meaning for each of us as part of the group. We 
are all connected.”  

He paused again, then resumed. “May our hearts, minds and spirits 
be open to all that is shared. May we respect each other for the different 
parts we play while here. Let us be grateful for the lessons we are weav-
ing for each other as part of the whole. And we honor the essences of 
Wisdom and Creation as they grace us with their presence.” 

He looked around the circle and ended with, “May it be so.”  
Sings the Music replied, “Hear, hear.”  
Water Wind Light murmured, “Amen.”  
All Things One added, “And so it is.”  
She Who Speaks didn’t say anything, just bowed her head in rever-

ence. 
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The Way-Shower looked around at faces that now showed curiosity 
and eagerness for what was to follow. The coffee was achieving its in-
tended effect.  

“Who would like to go first?” the Way-Shower asked. “This part is 
to give you a chance to share your process and how you expressed it in 
your drawings. If you can see any ways that what happened for you has 
relevance to your daily life, include that, too.  

“While one person is sharing, I’ll ask the rest not to analyze, please. 
Each of you is the authority of your own experience. The rest of us may 
have thoughts or insights; if you’re open to them let us know. But if the 
sharer indicates that he or she doesn’t want others’ interpretations, we 
need to honor that.” Heads nodded in response.  

She Who Speaks raised her hand. “I’ll go!” Her enthusiasm caught 
their attention. Heads swiveled to listen to her recount her story. 

 “This was an amazing experience for me,” she told them. “In the 
beginning, I tried to be open to whatever might present itself, like the 
Way-Shower told us. What happened tied together the main issue that 
had come up for me as part of this group. And it happened in a way I 
never would have guessed in a million years.” 

She paused, eyes sparkling. The tantalization was too much for Water 
Wind Light. “Well, tell us already!” he urged. 

“You probably won’t like the first part—it was sickening. But it was 
crucial for me to go through, as you’ll hear.”  

She hurried through the first part of her journey, noticing cringes on 
the faces of her groupmates as she related the sexual attack. When she 
got to the point where she fought back, All Things One gave a thumbs-up 
and loudly whispered, “Yes!”  

She Who Speaks laid out the drawing she had done for that segment 
of her experience. The others passed it around, nodding in recognition of 
the assault and her long-awaited victory over her abuser.  

“Wait. There’s more,” she told them. “Before we get into interacting 
about it, let me tell you the rest.” She launched into telling about the 
Faerie Realm, her training as a warrior and the eventual encounter with 
the young blond man, her soulmate. 

Water Wind Light could hardly believe his ears. Could this be for 
real? A situation repeating itself over many lifetimes until it becomes 
resolved? With an ending so perfect that it completed a major issue in 
just two hours of listening to music? It seemed way too good to be true. 
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Yet She Who Speaks was so calm in telling them what happened, and her 
face radiated peace and ease. There had to be something to this, even if it 
wasn’t as miraculous as her rendition made it sound. 

All Things One listened to the account, entranced. She Who Speaks 
finished and showed them the drawing of herself and the blond man 
standing face to face, their hands clasped. A large pink heart hung be-
tween them. A sword was on the ground by the woman.  

“I thought you told us that you never put down your sword,” All 
Things One pointed out.  

“In my journey I didn’t. But when I drew the picture I wanted to rep-
resent my release of the issue. The mistrust I had for him then doesn’t 
feel right now. Laying down the sword, to me, indicates there’s nothing 
more to fight about.”  

Tears formed in her eyes. “Can you imagine how much love he must 
have for me to do something he hated over and over again for who 
knows how long, just to complete his part of our agreement? Love that 
goes on for centuries like that is beyond my imagination.” Looking 
around at her friends, her voice caught in her throat as she said, “I’m not 
sure I deserve it.”  

All Things One jumped right in. “Are you kidding? You’re a gentle 
and caring person. Of course you deserve love like that!”  

She Who Speaks chuckled through her tears. “Oh, ‘gentle’ is what 
you would call my rant in the restroom a few days ago?”  

“Well… But now that issue is resolved, right? So you won’t have 
such intense reactions anymore.” 

“Hopefully not.” 
Water Wind Light said quietly, “With my personal experience of 

abuse, I want to say we all deserve love—especially when we’re young 
and innocent. That was reinforced by a segment in my journey.”  

Star Who Sings the Music added, “I wouldn’t go so far as to say I 
was abused as a child, but I know I didn’t feel loved. If we deserve love 
as children, I think that continues into adulthood. We’re much the same 
people as when we’re young—we just carry around so much stuff that 
accumulates with time. All that material allows us to keep playing over 
and over again our thoughts about how unworthy we are.”  

He caught himself rambling. “Sorry about that. I’m not sure where I 
was going with it. The attention should be on you, She Who Speaks. That 
is an amazing story! And there’s such a look of peace on your face.” 
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 “It feels to me like this process may have freed me from my reactiv-
ity to blond men forever,” She Who Speaks said. “I feel confident and 
free like I never have before. While I do know I won’t be able to get up 
tomorrow and run five miles, I might even get into an exercise program 
when we get home. I feel changed.” 

 Looking at the Way-Shower she said, “I must tell you how grateful I 
am for this process. I was dubious about past lives before coming here. 
My experience resonates so strongly with me that I can’t be skeptical 
anymore. It must have happened like this; it just feels so right!” 

Star Who Sings the Music looked at her and said, “Now I see why 
you were beaming so warmly at Water Wind Light after the music fin-
ished! You’re probably seeing him with completely new eyes.” 

“Well, I think my eyes are still the same, but the perception has sure 
changed.”  

The Way-Shower leaned forward and asked, “I’m curious. Do you 
see any connection between this journey and your first meditation with 
the heron who taught you about mirroring? There may not be any, but 
since you said this process tied together your other experiences here, I 
was wondering if that was part of it, too.” 

She Who Speaks considered his question. “I hadn’t thought about 
that. I was focused more on the whole reaction I had to Water Wind 
Light and the way the whole blond guy thing from my past had played 
out here. But, yeah, I think there is a connection. Mirror told me that 
things I have inside me can be placed outside myself onto others. You 
gave us that the word ‘projection.’ That history—of hating young blond 
men and ending up in hurtful relationships with them, was so deep inside 
me it was probably a part of my Soul. Over lifetimes it was projected 
outside of me onto different blond men and I was victimized again and 
again. It wasn’t until I broke the pattern that the shift occurred.  

“And yes, I think that meeting Mirror in the first meditation was an 
introduction to what would unfold later. The blond men, and you, Water 
Wind Light, kept reflecting the issue back to me—like inviting me to 
have another chance. It’s almost like my unconscious, or Inner Wisdom 
or Guide, or whatever, set it up that way. I didn’t see it coming, but it 
played out perfectly! Finally I believe it’s finished.” 

Water Wind Light felt anger percolating inside again. “You’re lucky 
your experience happened that way. Mine is nowhere near complete. 
Well,” he said after second thought, “I’ll take that back. It’s complete for 
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now, but nowhere near resolved. I’m envious that your ending was so 
perfect—and in only two hours! I wish mine had been like that.” 

He realized his statement could be taken as criticism. “I’m sorry,” he 
added. “I don’t mean to detract from your experience. To be honest, the 
fact that your pattern with the blond man unfolded over lifetimes gives 
me something to think about. I don’t want to share next; I want to sit for 
a while with the possibility that there are lifetimes of a pattern with me 
and my family, and it’s not resolved yet. Maybe it’s not that being in-
complete is bad; it could mean I just didn’t get as far as you did.” 

The Way-Shower interjected. “I’m glad to hear you say that your un-
finished experience isn’t ‘bad.’ As we’ve said so many times here, there 
is no right or wrong when it comes to your inner worlds. One story of 
awesome completion does not mean that those who did not have such a 
resolution have done anything amiss. Our psyches know exactly how to 
present our lessons for us in meaningful ways. Obviously, the same way 
is not appropriate for everyone. I want to encourage you to honor how 
your stories unfold and accept the unique ways in which they express 
your inner world to you.” 

To Water Wind Light he said, “I know there is a tendency to be im-
patient and to wish all our problems could be solved quickly. Yet there is 
wisdom and purpose in how they resolve. Remember what I said earlier 
about our being a group, and what we each experience individually im-
pacts us all?” He waited until the young man nodded. “I hope you will 
take some consolation in the fact that She Who Speaks has brought com-
pletion of outstanding issues to all of us in some way.”  

Turning to She Who Speaks, he said, “Thank you for sharing your 
experience and for bringing that energy of completion of a long-standing 
issue to us as a group. You certainly look happy. Am I correct in deduc-
ing that you feel emotionally complete?” 

“Oh, yes,” she replied. 
“And how is your body feeling?” 
“Fine. Not even sore with all the training I did in the Faerie King-

dom.” 
“Great,” the Way-Shower told her. “I didn’t anticipate any residual 

effects from your process, but it’s best to make sure.” 
Looking around to them all, he asked, “Are we finished with She 

Who Speaks’ process?” They all nodded.  
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*  *  *  * 

 
 “Well then, who would like to go next?” The Way-Shower looked at 

the other three. 
All Things One piped up. “I think I will.”  
She looked at Water Wind Light and said, “My process didn’t com-

plete, either. Maybe it will help a bit to know you’re not alone in that. 
But there seems to be a bit of a connection between my experience and 
She Who Speaks’. Hers covered lifetimes, and my experience took place 
in an ancient land. It makes me think of lifetimes ago, and maybe there’s 
some kind of connection with that theme here. I’ll be open to hearing 
your comments after I finish sharing,” she added. 

“I’ll have to admit, mine’s gruesome in the beginning, too.” The oth-
ers shifted a little in response to her preface. Without realizing it, their 
postures became defensive. The intensity of She Who Speaks’ experi-
ence lingered. 

 “I was back in what looked like ancient Egypt, and as the drumming 
music played I found myself a part of daily life in a village in the desert 
sands. The women had some kind of ritual as they went to get water from 
the well. For a while I enjoyed the luxurious swaying motion of the 
dance with them. I was awed that they could do it while balancing those 
huge urns on their heads. Young girls imitated their older sisters and 
mothers, learning the steps and way to swing the hips. Camels stood 
tethered nearby.” 

“In the distance I saw several pyramids. Their immensity and shining 
gold bricks really caught my attention. A loud horn blew many times. I 
stopped my attempt at dancing to look toward the pyramids, and saw an 
army assembling in front of them. I knew it was going to attack this vil-
lage. The tribe living there were totally unprepared and ill-equipped to 
deal with the forces lining up on the horizon. To my horror, I knew it 
would be a massacre.” 

She went on, explaining how the people prepared for the onslaught 
by stashing food and water in underground rooms where some of them 
took refuge. She explained that not all of them went there so as to not 
arouse suspicion on the part of the enemy that people were hiding. The 
roughshod sweeping and tossing possessions about to indicate panic 
completed the disguise. All Things One told her groupmates that she’d 
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been watching it like a movie, but then found herself in the middle of the 
village with the horde bearing down on the feeble line of defense the vil-
lagers had mustered. 

“There I was, all caught up in how the tribe was responding to the 
threat, and it suddenly dawned on me that I was part of the village, too. I 
was in just as much danger from the charging army as they were!” All 
Things One related to her listeners how she had buried herself in the sand 
and bloodied up her attire. As she spoke, she pointed to how she had por-
trayed it in her drawing.  

“When the attackers charged through the tents, I felt myself float 
above the village. From there, I observed the scene unfold below me. It 
was horrendous! Those marauders were violent and gruesome. A couple 
of them came over to relieve themselves right near where I’d covered 
myself in the sand. They saw my toe and were going to dig me up, but 
their commander called them away. When it happened I was detached. 
But when the army had finished and departed, my feelings returned. I 
cried and cried at the loss of those people and the viciousness of the at-
tack and plunder,” she told them. Heads nodded as the group recalled 
hearing her sobs. 

She continued, “After I completed grieving for them, I resumed 
deeper and faster breathing like the Way-Shower told us. Strangely 
enough, I went back to the same village in the desert. Maybe there was 
something there I hadn’t finished.  

“When I first found myself there and was dancing with the women, I 
had wanted to get to the pyramids. When I saw the enemy advance I 
didn’t have time to get out of the village before the attack. Then that 
whole scene unfolded.  

“The second time I went there, the army was gone and I went back to 
my plan to get to the pyramids. I pondered how to best undertake the 
journey, given that I’d have to spend at least one night in the desert 
alone. Then the weirdest thing happened! As I was weighing my options, 
somehow I found myself there! 

“I was at the base of one of them. It was huge!” All Things One went 
on to tell them about the suitcase and green blanket at the corners of the 
pyramid’s base. “Just like in my triangle meditation!”  

She recounted how the stamps of the different countries, from an-
cient to more modern, had appeared on the suitcase. “Scenes of intense 
losses followed,” she told them. “I feel like I’ve done grieving for gen-
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erations!” she exclaimed. “The funny thing is, other than the countries 
that were connected with my ancestors, I don’t see how the horrible 
scenes of torment, violence or murder have anything to do with my life,” 
she said. She finished by telling them how she had curled up in the sand 
at the base of the pyramid with her suitcase and blanket and fallen asleep 
until she heard the English words and the Way-Shower had come to 
check in with her. “And you all know that process brought out more 
emotion and tears,” she said, looking at her groupmates.  

“I feel quite finished emotionally,” All Things One continued, “but I 
can’t make much sense of the way this journey continued the theme from 
my triangle meditation. If any of you have any thoughts about it, I’m 
open to hearing them.” 

The others looked thoughtful. “Can we see your drawing again?” 
asked She Who Speaks. 

“Sure. Pass it around if that helps. I’m not much of an artist; I just 
put down what I could on the paper to have some kind of memento of it.” 

“You know, this is interesting to me,” She Who Speaks said after she 
passed on the drawing to Star Who Sings the Music. “When we did our 
triangle meditations, you said a major issue for you is abandonment. Ig-
nore me if I’m off target with this, but in my years of therapy I often 
heard that losses we experience can remind our unconscious of aban-
donment. Whether we leave a relationship, or if the other person leaves 
us first, our psyche processes it the same way. When you saw all those 
scenes of attacks, deaths and losses, I’m wondering if it gave you a way 
to express feelings related to abandonment that maybe you haven’t had a 
chance to release before?” 

“You might be onto something,” mused All Things One. “I’m almost 
wondering if perhaps all those scenes at the end were bits and pieces 
from past lives I’ve had in which I experienced those deaths and cruelties 
but didn’t process them emotionally.”  

She looked at She Who Speaks. “You said you weren’t sure what 
you thought about past lives, but I believe in them. There have been too 
many coincidences in my life that are too odd to explain—but if you look 
at it from a past life perspective, they make sense. So I’ve believed in 
them for a few years now. Maybe this was a way of completing some 
unfinished business for me.” 

Star Who Sings the Music was gazing at All Things One’s picture. 
“May I ask something?” he ventured. 
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“Sure!” 
“When I look at this, I immediately notice the pyramid. As large as it 

is, there must be some kind of meaning or power for you in it. What does 
the pyramid symbolize to you, All Things One?” 

“Gee,” the woman answered. “I hadn’t thought of that. I’m really 
tired now after all that crying, so I’m not sure I can think too well. I can 
see what you mean. It’s big in the drawing because it was immense in 
my process. Even when I was looking at them from a distance, they were 
huge against the sky.”  

Star Who Sings the Music held up her drawing and All Things One 
peered at it.  

“Oh, duh! It finally clicked as I kept repeating the word ‘big.’ Isn’t 
that what I said the abandonment issue is for me—big? Maybe the pyra-
mid represents abandonment?” 

“Go on,” encouraged She Who Speaks. “So if the pyramid is aban-
donment, and the suitcase showed all those stamps of the different coun-
tries on it, and you saw these visions of violence and death in different 
cultures and from different times, does that all lead to something? Per-
haps your experience isn’t as incomplete as you thought it was.” 

Star Who Sings the Music picked up the theme. “You were so peace-
ful and had such a full insightometer at the end of the triangle meditation. 
You told us you realized now that you had to have abandonment in order 
to form a foundation for security. There didn’t seem to be much security 
in your journey to the music, though—or was there some?” 

“The blanket represents security to me and I had it as I watched all 
those heartbreaking scenes… Then I was curled up with it in the end,” 
All Things One ventured.  

“Hey!” exclaimed Water Wind Light. “What’s in the pyramids? 
They’re tombs, aren’t they? They are structures today that symbolize 
ancient history to us. Could the pyramid in your experience represent 
ancient abandonments? You thought they’d all been laid to rest, but 
when the various scenes flashed before you, your psyche was letting you 
know they’re not dead yet. Now you could acknowledge them in a heal-
ing setting.” 

A look of recognition passed over All Things One’s face. “Water 
Wind Light, you’re the best!” she gushed. “That feels right! Thank you 
so much. Your insightometer is very accurate. Can I borrow it in the fu-
ture when I need one?” 
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The younger man said, “Sure, but I’m not going to guarantee it’s this 
accurate all the time. Sometimes I’m downright dense about things.” 

“Well, hey, we all are,” offered She Who Speaks. “It only took sev-
eral hundred years for me to figure out my issue. No density there, huh?” 

They all laughed.  
The Way-Shower looked at the faces aglow with the process of self-

exploration and realization. “Does your experience have more meaning 
for you now?” he asked All Things One. As she nodded in reply, he put 
out a feeler. “There is another aspect to your experience that I feel de-
serves mentioning. Could you bear with me for a minute?”  

“Of course!” she replied without hesitation.  
“In your experience, the way you saw the different countries in dif-

ferent times goes beyond your current lifetime here and now. Those 
types of things are called ‘transpersonal’ because they go beyond the 
limits of our personalities or life history. Other transpersonal occurrences 
can be mythological, archetypal and spiritual experiences. I went over 
examples of them in the preparation talk I gave yesterday. Do you re-
member?” 

“Yes,” All Things One said. 
“Here’s what I’m wondering,” the Way-Shower continued. “When a 

transpersonal experience happens in an alternate state of consciousness, 
there is always the potential that you are doing work in a larger context. 
In your case, you may have been healing various forms of abandonment 
that you, personally, had experienced over time—or lifetimes. But you 
may also have been doing healing for others—those who either had ex-
perienced or been affected by the events you saw.  

“I don’t mean to say that’s definitely what it was for you, All Things 
One. But I recall you said that none of what you saw felt like it was re-
lated to your life. Perhaps you were working across the boundaries of 
time. It will take some time for your psyche and other parts of your being 
to integrate what you did today. I want to give you another possible ex-
planation in case, as time passes, you still don’t think the events you saw 
were related to you.” 

He looked around at the other three. “The larger context may be true 
for all of you—even for She Who Speaks, whose process seemed very 
much her own and not related to others. These processes work on many 
levels. More will make itself known to you after you leave. I hope you 
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will take the time to jot down further connections that occur to you 
later.” 

Again turning to the auburn-haired woman, he asked, “Do you have 
any questions?” 

“Let me just repeat,” All Things One replied. “Things that basically 
go beyond present time and our biographical life experiences, such as 
past lives, things that happen in other worlds like my contact with Yumi, 
spiritual experiences like contacts with angels or something—those are 
called transpersonal. Am I right?” 

“Yes,” the Way-Shower replied. “Do you feel you got what you need 
from the group? Could you benefit from more discussion?” 

“No— not now, anyway. The coffee was great, but I’m exhausted. 
I’m fine with calling it good for now.” 

“OK. You four work together admirably as a group. It’s a joy to be 
part of your learning. Before we continue with the men’s experiences, 
how about a break?” 

“Oh, yeah,” said Star Who Sings the Music. “There’s nothing like 
caffeine to go right through you. Well, except maybe beer.” 

“Speaking of the caffeine,” All Things One said, “do we have any 
left?” 

“I will make a fresh pot while you all use the facilities. Let’s not be 
too long,” the Way-Shower said. Taking the coffeepot, he strode off to 
the back room. 
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Chapter 65 
 
 

A New Perspective 
 
 

It wasn’t long before they were settled back around the couch with 
refilled mugs of hot beverages. Star Who Sings the Music volunteered, 
“I’ll go next!” He looked over at Water Wind Light and added, “Unless 
you had your heart set on going now….” 

 “I’m not in any hurry,” the younger man answered. “Go ahead—and 
take your time.” 

“You’re not hoping we’re going to let you off the hook?” All Things 
One interjected. “Sorry, but that’s not going to happen.” 

“That’s a cruel thing, to take away a man’s hope,” Water Wind Light 
responded. The group chuckled, then turned to Star Who Sings the Music 
with anticipation etched on their faces. 

“I thought I’d go now because part of my experience was transper-
sonal, also,” he told them. “But before I tell you about it, all I can say is 
‘Wow!’ That music filled all my senses. I’ve never experienced anything 
like it, even as a music-lover. When I did the deeper, faster breathing 
with the tribal-sounding pieces it was as if the cells in my body were vi-
brating along with the rhythms. You know how on a roller coaster you 
can feel all the shaking as it careens around the curves, and when the car 
gets pulled up the first hill you can feel the chains under you?” Heads 
nodded in response.  

“That’s what it was like for me. Almost like a massage from the in-
side out, but the music was more jarring than a massage. It vibrated me 
until I was wondering how far I could expand. I had to release all the 
energy moving through me. I got up on my knees and drummed on the 
ground and toned with the music. As I breathed out the sounds, the notes 
took form and created a huge multi-hued banner that extended out into 
space. It was great!”  

He shook his head as if in disbelief and continued. “Then the music 
shifted into a track that sounded ominous. The jarring chords caused the 
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banner to disintegrate. It ripped apart until only shreds were left floating 
aimlessly. I remember thinking that it was like an astronaut whose con-
necting cord to the spaceship had been cut. I then experienced a depth of 
depression like I had on first coming here—a total deflation. In the 
blackness, I lost track of the music. Maybe I fell asleep, I’m not sure.” 

Caught up in describing his process, Star Who Sings the Music ex-
tended his arm outward, pointing to something far away. “After a while, 
I saw a pinpoint of light in the distance. It approached me. As it got 
closer I saw it was my Star.” He traced an outline of a five-pointed star in 
front of him.  

“My Being filled with hope again! And here comes the transpersonal 
part—on either side of the Star was an angel! Together they reached out 
to me and pulled me up to the Star, where I felt radiant energy fill me. I 
knew I was meant to go into it, which I did. I received a message—
telepathically—that all had unfolded in my life just the way it was meant 
to. I was filled with peace and harmony and some other sensation that I 
couldn’t describe, yet it seemed vaguely familiar.” Continuing his ges-
tures, his right hand moved to his chest. 

 “I tried to identify that feeling but couldn’t. Then a voice from 
somewhere told me that what was coursing through me was Universal 
Love. I spent a couple of minutes basking in it until I heard the English 
words asking if I could hear the singer calling me. I thought it was the 
angels talking to me. Then more words followed, and I realized it was a 
song that was the signal to come back to ordinary reality. I didn’t want it 
to end, it was so beautiful.” 

Picking up his paper, he told the group, “I may love music, but draw-
ing is not among my talents. Trying to express the energy and vibration 
seemed impossible. So I decided just to put colors for the different parts 
of my experience. The red and oranges are for the drumming part, then I 
drew what I hope looks like a multicolored banner. Here’s the blackness, 
and the bright yellow of my star. These two Beings in robes with wings 
and halos represent the angels. I connected them all with a blue line, 
symbolizing the path of my life.” He passed his drawing to She Who 
Speaks, who was sitting on his left.  

As she looked at it and passed it on to the Way-Shower, Star Who 
Sings the Music said, “I can’t wait to do this again! It was awesome. The 
expansion in the beginning was like my innocence and wonder as a child. 
The darkness came, as it had in my life—then the Star, like it did in the 
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meditation we did here. It helped to ground me in the reality of the Star 
that I Am, as well as one who sings the music. The continuity and perfec-
tion of the plan created a purposefulness and meaning that I’d been miss-
ing all my life—but it all makes sense now.” 

He turned to the Way-Shower and said, “I sure don’t know how you 
came upon the things that you do here, but I think it has been life-
changing for me. Thank you so much. I hope I can return for more.” 

The Way-Shower bowed in return. “It is always an honor to assist 
people in their transformations. While I can never predict what will hap-
pen for people in alternate states of consciousness, I am very moved by 
what has happened for all of you while you’ve been here. You have all 
gone through and shared some challenging things. 

“Star Who Sings the Music, I’m hearing that your journey forged 
some connections for you in understanding your life. Do you recall that 
conversation we had a couple days back about integration?” 

The Way-Shower saw the others had blank looks on their faces. “No, 
the three of you didn’t miss something. This was a private conversation 
that Star Who Sings the Music and I had when we walked together out-
side. May I share a little about that?” he asked the participant. 

“Yes, sure,” Star Who Sings the Music replied. “I don’t recall the de-
tails of what I told you then, but I don’t think I shared any deep, dark 
secrets or anything.” 

This prompted a laugh from All Things One. “Oh, you mean you 
have secrets darker than that amorphous blob with the thousand little 
eyes, and falling into numbness and almost freezing to death in the outer 
reaches of space?” 

Star Who Sings the Music’s face registered shock, as if she had in-
sulted him with no cause. He took in the comment and mulled it over. 
After several seconds, he saw her point—he had been quite open in shar-
ing his darkness; was there anything that would be much worse than 
what they already knew about him? He joined the laughter. “Now I see 
what you mean. It’s almost like regular experiences are frivolous com-
pared to this work we’ve done here together.” 

The Way-Shower cleared his throat. “Back to our talk, please. It had 
to do with the possibility of whether the dark aspects of us as people may 
serve a purpose. For you specifically, we looked at how, for years, you 
attempted to avoid the darkness. I questioned whether this meant you lost 
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the potential to draw on inner strength to move beyond the blockage that 
darkness had created.  

“One of you mentioned the strength behind All Things One’s realiza-
tion that the abandonment laid the foundation for her to develop security. 
What I’m attempting to say here is the same concept: our challenges 
have the seeds of our triumph within them. When we ultimately face that 
aspect we’ve tried to repress, it takes strength and courage. For many of 
us, coming to terms with our personal demons is the first time we realize 
the power we have within. She Who Speaks’ process today is the perfect 
illustration.” 

Looking at Star Who Sings the Music, he continued, “Your experi-
ence of finding the Knight inside is another example of finding an inner 
strength you had not known about before. Archetypally, the Knight and 
She Who Speaks’ Warrior are much the same.” 

“Holy cow!” said Water Wind Light. “That is so awesome! The gift 
that I received from Ramere and the Starfish was courage. It’s right in 
line with what you’re telling us.” 

“Yes, you’re right. In order to confront deep issues, one must have 
some degree of those energies. If you’re not aware of your personal 
power in the life you’ve been living, exercises like those you’ve done 
while here call on your inner resources to manifest what you need. 

“And just one more thing, if I may,” the Way-Shower said. “With 
this kind of alternate states of consciousness work, we don’t view symp-
toms as problems to get rid of. Instead, we see symptoms are signals to 
us that something is not right. When we try to make the symptom go 
away, we run the risk of losing the message it is meant to bring us. In 
addition to helping us find resources we were not aware of, this approach 
gives permission to symptoms to express. Often, along with that expres-
sion will come the realization of what it is protecting you from. If you 
continue to do alternate states of consciousness work, your Psyches will 
come up with unique ways for you to heal that symptom. As we say, 
‘what you resist, persists’ and ‘the only way out is through.’   

“Enough said,” he interjected suddenly. “Thank you for putting up 
with this little aside. May I ask you another question, Star Who Sings the 
Music?” 

“Yes, but I hope it won’t require a long answer,” Star replied. 
“I’m wondering if you have an idea what your darkness is a symp-

tom of?”  
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“As I recall,” the dark-haired man answered, “I thought the darkness 
covered fear. Not just the everyday fear of ‘what do I say in such-and-
such situation?’ but a deeper fear of who I was as a person. The medita-
tion with the Knight showed me I had the bravery within me somewhere 
to fight the darkness. And after I dealt with that, I was able to reconnect 
with the brightness of my Being that I’d lost. It’s another example of 
what you were saying—finding an inner strength that fought the symp-
tom. Then my Star melted away the darkness—like I found who I am and 
the fear was dispelled.  

“I can’t believe how all our experiences seem to have an underlying 
common theme.” Turning to Water Wind Light, Star Who Sings the Mu-
sic asked, “Did you have a similar process?”  

“I hate to disappoint you all, but no, I didn’t,” the younger man said.  
“Before we move on to you,” the Way-Shower interposed, “let’s just 

check with Star Who Sings the Music. Do you feel complete in the shar-
ing of your process and in your experience of your journey?” 

“Absolutely,” the man replied. 
“And you’re feeling good emotionally and physically?” 
“Most definitely. As I said, it was an incredible experience for me 

and I can’t wait to do it again.” 
Smiling, the Way-Shower said, “That can be arranged. Let’s move 

on now to Water Wind Light.”        
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Chapter 66 
 
 

A Story Without an Ending 
 
 

Water Wind Light realized there was no getting out of sharing. He 
squirmed in place and toyed with his drawing.  

She Who Speaks told him, “Take your time. We can wait.” 
“Oh, yeah,” the young man countered. “And hear All Things One 

snore when she falls asleep?” 
They all laughed. All Things One said, “Actually, between the coffee 

and the amazing experiences being shared, my attention has been doing 
well so far. So tell us, Water Wind Light, what happened for you?” 

“This isn’t easy for me to talk about,” he began. “When the music 
started and sounded so primitive, I felt I was in some jungle community 
among people who were dancing in a ceremony. The music was so driv-
ing, I joined in and was jumping and shouting along with everyone else. 
Then some other noise entered the picture, and I looked into the distance 
to see a volcano erupting. The people flew into a panic, running every 
which way. What disturbed me the most…”  

The blond’s voice caught as he got to the part where the children had 
been abandoned by their families. The others waited for him to compose 
himself. Relaxing into the non-judgmental silence, Water Wind Light let 
go of his inner judgment about sensitivity and was able to go on. 

 “It really bothered me that the adults were so hysterical and fearful, 
they totally forgot about their children. The kids were going in circles, 
crying and calling for their parents, and the grown-ups had already 
started running. I’ve never seen such a thing. I tried to reach out to the 
children to take them with me, and it was like I was a ghost. My arms 
went right through them. I wanted to save them, but a voice started tell-
ing me, ‘Run, run! There’s no time! You have to leave now!’ When I 
realized there was no way I could help the kids, I did run. But those faces 
still haunt me.” 
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He paused and unconsciously brought his fingers to his Adam’s ap-
ple, massaging it. He tossed back his hair with an attempt to surrepti-
tiously swipe the droplets that had formed in his eyes.  

His groupmates maintained their silence with respect for his struggle. 
“Thanks, you guys,” he told them. “It’s nice not to be hurried through 
intense stuff.” 

He sniffed, then went on. “So there I am, running and running and I 
finally get to this place where I think I can stop. I lean against a tree and 
look back. I can tell I’m far enough away from the volcano that the lava 
won’t get to me. So I prepare to rest a bit and try to catch my breath. 

“Then, you won’t believe this! Of all the friggin’ things that could 
happen, the form of my mother appears! And after her, the other mem-
bers of my family. They tell me, ‘Run, run, you’re not safe yet!’ I didn’t 
want to run more, but I desperately wanted to get away from them. None 
of them were into sports or physical conditioning, so I was sure I’d leave 
them in the dust in no time. It didn’t work. As I was running, they were 
flying next to me! There was no way I was going to leave them behind.” 

He took another break for several seconds, then resumed. “So when 
I’m out of danger from the volcano, they act like they want to talk to me. 
I’m sorry, but I just don’t buy it. There was just too much abuse and ma-
nipulation in my family. In this process, or journey, or whatever it was, 
my sister tried to reach out to me—literally, she tried to touch my arm. 
But I pushed her away. My parents had always sent her to make up to me 
after abusive episodes. I didn’t want any part of that pattern again.  

“Upshot being, they wouldn’t leave, and I didn’t know how to get 
away from them. I started thinking that no, I don’t want to deal with this. 
Why do I have to reach out? Why don’t they apologize? I’m the one who 
was wronged! And then the Starfish that Ramere gave me appeared.” 

All Things One wasn’t able to hold back an “ooh.” Star Who Sings 
the Music gave her a look that froze any further comments. 

 “Yeah, I know I found the Starfish inspiring and all,” Water Wind 
Light continued, “but this time it was a royal pain. It kept trying to coax 
me into making amends or something with my family, and I told it I just 
wasn’t ready to go there. At one point I even yelled out something like, 
‘There is no peace in my family! Leave me alone!’  

“Then that underwater guide said something that really got my atten-
tion. It asked me, ‘Don’t you see that the force of the emotions you are 
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holding in from all your hate and bitterness is like the force of a volcano 
and an earthquake inside you?’  

“You know, that registered. But I was so angry at the thought that I 
had to be the one to approach my family instead of them taking the initia-
tive to apologize to me, I just became more furious. Sobs came out of me 
and I think I yelled again.  

“Sorry if it doesn’t seem to make sense. It’s hard for me to keep eve-
rything that happened in order.” 

“You’re doing fine,” Star Who Sings the Music told him. 
Water Wind Light smiled at the other man before picking up his 

storyline again. “Then it was like a light switch got tripped or something. 
All the anger vanished! The Starfish told me that my Higher Self, or 
something like that, had decided it was time to intervene. I rudely asked 
it why this intervention was in my best interest. For a reply, scenes 
flashed across my mind, too—like your experience in seeing all the 
countries and the violence and suffering, All Things One.” 

Water Wind Light’s face contorted into a pained look, and he choked 
up again. “What I saw were scenes of myself in the future. The message 
was that, if I didn’t work on this stuff with my family, I would end up 
becoming hateful toward women and abusive to children just like what 
had been modeled to me. Seeing those freeze-frames made me nauseous. 
I was ready to get sick—you know how you get that sour taste in the 
back of your throat first? It happened to me, and I was sure I was in for 
trouble.  

“I heard this voice from somewhere far away saying it was OK; to let 
it come up. It was weird, but once I got the permission, I didn’t feel sick 
anymore. Then I started rocking. I guess it was the Way-Shower who 
pushed me into wider arcs of motion. A huge scream came out of me. I 
was embarrassed at first, but I felt so relieved afterward that I didn’t care. 
Then I rested for a while.” 

Water Wind Light paused and tossed his hair back. Rubbing his eyes, 
then shrugging his shoulders as if to shake off his fatigue, he resumed. 

“I had to use the restroom. The Way-Shower escorted me as he had 
explained to us. When I lay back down I wasn’t even aware of doing 
deeper faster breathing again, but I noticed that the music became abso-
lutely beautiful. The Starfish re-appeared and wanted to talk about this 
making peace stuff again. I told it not now, while the music was so ex-
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quisite. And this time it said, ‘You want beauty without having to pay the 
price.’  

“That got my attention again. I told it that I just wanted things to go 
back to normal. It asked me how normal I thought things would be after 
having the experiences I was having here. I guess it got tired of my stub-
bornness, because it gave me permission to be unfinished. I felt relieved.  

“I got into the music for a bit, then it suddenly came to me that the 
Starfish was really my Inner Wisdom. What was I getting by fighting it? 
I began to expand into the love and beauty of the Universe, but it felt like 
I was chasing the Universe as it receded from me. I got desperate. It was 
like God Himself was turning His back on me and walking away. I yelled 
to Him, ‘Don’t turn your back on me!’  

“What happened next was profound. It hit me that what was playing 
out there with ‘God’ was the same as what had happened with my 
mother. The realization opened up a well of loneliness that felt intermi-
nable. That emptiness is what lies ahead for me if I continue down the 
path of hatred toward my family.  

“Then the Starfish and I had a better talk, after I became aware of the 
emotional pain inside. It told me that my Higher Self had to find a way to 
get me to feel that, otherwise I’d never understand the need for healing.  

“The Starfish went on to tell me it’s OK for me to wait to do the 
make-up with my family in my own time. I was afraid that meant my 
guide would be leaving me—like he was giving up on me. It’s hard to 
describe; I know it might not make sense.”  

Water Wind Light thought for a minute. His face brightened as he 
found a description. “It’s like he was saying it was OK for me to put off 
facing my family, but if I made that choice he couldn’t be with me any-
more.” 

He looked up to see the heads of his groupmates nodding in under-
standing. Giving his long hair another toss, he said, “It felt unbearable to 
me that the Starfish would leave me. In my experience I had already seen 
all those kids abandoned, then seen myself in the future doing some very 
hurtful things. To top that off, I’d also felt like God had turned His back 
on me. I was terrified. But as it swam away, the Starfish said that it and 
Ramere would be with me always.  

“Then the song came on with those words, like you mentioned, Star 
Who Sings the Music—of being called, but I also heard it mention fam-
ily members in the words. And I think it said something about feeling the 
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love coming from my eyes? Anyway, I finished with a feeling that I will 
definitely address this stuff with my family. I don’t know when or ex-
actly how, but at the end of my process the commitment to do that was 
very strong. The Starfish was right in something else it told me—now 
that I really know what needs to be done, I can’t ignore it any longer.” 

He smiled awkwardly at his groupmates before ending. “Well, that 
was my not-fun experience.” 

She Who Speaks was first to say something. “And you feel that’s un-
finished?” she asked. 

“Well, yeah, because I didn’t do the making up. In fact, I resisted it 
every step of the way.” 

“But listen to how committed you are to doing it after we leave here! 
Maybe I see it differently, but to me it’s like your whole journey was one 
of helping you to understand the healing that can come from meeting 
with your family and addressing your history with them. Your journey 
wasn’t about doing it now. It was to prepare you to do it when you get 
back.” 

“It’s interesting you say that,” the younger man answered, “because 
that’s really how it felt at the end. I had a very strong commitment to 
finally face this issue I’ve been running from for years. But when I heard 
how you all wrapped up your loose ends in your journeys, I wondered...” 
His voice trailed off. 

Star Who Sings the Music picked up where Water Wind Light had 
left off, “You wondered if you’d done it wrong.” 

The blond hung his head. “Well, yeah,” he replied. 
All Things One said softly, “Remember the very first thing the Way-

Shower told us—that there is no right and no wrong here? Please don’t 
put yourself through that guilt trip! Your experience was awesome!” 

She Who Speaks piped up, “Remember your triangle meditation? At 
the top of the triangle you ended up with a purple heart—the purple heart 
of courage. I don’t doubt for a minute that you’ll be able to go back and 
talk to your family. Ramere told you that you will have courage—you 
just need to stay in contact with your sacred place under the water. 
Ramere and your Starfish have a lot of wisdom and support for you. 
Draw on that when you’re in doubt. It’s your strength, just like mine was 
to become a warrior. You’ll be able to tackle the most challenging of 
situations if you’re open to their input. And they said they’d always be 
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with you. I agree with All Things One—I think your experience was 
amazing!” 

Water Wind Light’s face became brighter. “You really think I can do 
it?” 

Star Who Sings the Music said, “Of course! You’re the one who 
shared your strong commitment to doing it at the end of your process. 
Yeah, you still have some anger that probably needs to come out first. 
But I have no doubt that you’ll find a way to release that appropriately 
beforehand, and be centered and rational when you talk to your family. 
I’d be willing to let you contact me for practice after we leave here, if 
you want.” 

“You would?” Water Wind Light’s face lit up with excitement. 
“Really?” 

“Yes, really! Want to shake on it?” 
“Yeah, I do!” Younger and older exchanged a strong and purposeful 

handshake. “I’ll make sure to get your phone and email before we go.” 
“Well done, everyone,” the Way-Shower congratulated them. “Your 

validation of Water Wind Light’s process is right-on. I’m glad the mes-
sage of no right and wrong has stuck with you. Often, when doing this 
type of inner work, the meaning of what took place may not be apparent. 
More will probably unfold for you with this after you leave—even for 
those who feel complete and like they got the answers they need. The 
breath and the music opened your psyches and got things moving, so to 
speak. Keep your drawings and your journals and refer back to them. 
Note anything else that happens that seems related to your music process 
or your time here in general.” 

He looked at them and saw fatigue setting in. The caffeine’s stimula-
tion was waning.  

“You all need rest,” he told them. “Your time here is coming to a 
close. We will gather tomorrow to discuss what you learned in your time 
here and ways in which it may impact your lives. I will give you some 
pointers for the transition back to your everyday lives. It’s an adjustment, 
and knowing what to expect helps. 

“Does anyone wish to say anything before we retire?” he asked. 
“Perhaps I’ll be more brilliant tomorrow,” All Things One said, “but 

before that, I do want to commend Water Wind Light for his honesty and 
the detail with which he shared what happened. His insights and lessons 
from the Starfish may not seem as profound as how he perceives ours 
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were, but I think they were very deep. Like when the Starfish pointed out 
that all the anger he is holding in is the equivalent of volcanoes and 
earthquakes. That’s intense. It also is something for me to remember 
when I start stuffing my feelings. Most of the time I don’t think I can 
afford to engage in emotions; I think the right thing to do is just keep 
plodding on. There are consequences to that choice, and I hadn’t given it 
much thought before.” 

“Well said!” seconded Star Who Sings the Music. “Consequences 
are a big thing for me, too. It’s huge for me to realize what happened as a 
result of burying my childlike openness and wonder. I ended up with 
years of depression, lack of confidence and low self-esteem. Not worth 
it!  

“Oh, bother, where’s my journal when I need it?” he grumbled. 
“Will we be able to stay up a bit more if we want to?” he asked the Way-
Shower. 

“Of course!” their guide replied. “The room is yours as always. The 
candles will remain lit and I’ll add logs to the fire. If you want to journal, 
that should provide enough light. How’s that sound?” 

“That’ll be great.” The black-haired man looked over at the food ta-
ble. Not seeing what he was looking for, he asked the Way-Shower, 
“Any chance of getting some peanut butter for this night owl?” 

The Way-Shower broke into a wide grin. “Most certainly. Any other 
requests before I go to the back room for victuals? No more coffee, 
though,” he added quickly. 

“Hmmm, victuals,” She Who Speaks murmured to herself. “I don’t 
suppose you have any more of that delicious cobbler we had a couple 
days back?” 

“Oh, is the sweet tooth kicking in?” the guide chuckled. “No, no 
cobbler, but I’ll see what I can find. Any other requests?” 

All Things One shook her head. “I’ll be hitting the sack the minute 
we’re set free,” she said. A yawn punctuated her statement.  

Water Wind Light said, “I’ll eat whatever you put on the table. Well, 
with some restrictions,” he quickly added. 

The Way-Shower nodded. “Be back in a few,” he said, and trotted 
off to the back room. 

 Star Who Sings the Music got up to retrieve his journal, then made 
his way to the art table to write. She Who Speaks looked at her drawings, 
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her face radiating contentment. Water Wind Light headed for the men’s 
room.  

All Things One found her mattress, blankets, pillows and sleepwear. 
I wonder if I’ll have any energy for a run tomorrow, she thought. Yawn-
ing again, she doubted it. I feel exhausted all the way to my bones. A hot 
tub would be great. She considered a bath instead, but opted against it 
fearing she might fall asleep in the tub. After setting up her sleeping 
space just so, she returned to the couch by the fire to say goodnight to the 
others.  

The Way-Shower returned with a tray of snacks. 
“Can I tempt you with crunchy peanut butter tonight?” he asked her, 

eyes twinkling. 
“Not tonight, as hard as that is to believe,” she replied. 
 “I have a feeling some others will be happy they don’t have to fight 

you for it.” 
She laughed. “You’re right, I’m sure. Here comes the first one now.” 

Star Who Sings the Music headed straight for the bowl. 
“What? No competition for the peanut butter?” he quipped. “Life just 

won’t be the same!” 
“Oh, you’ll survive,” All Things One said, smiling and stifling yet 

another yawn. 
“Let’s come together as a group to close this time together,” the 

Way-Shower interjected. “Then those who are hungry can eat and those 
who are weary can sleep. As you come together, please bring your draw-
ings and put them in the center.”  

The four collected their artwork and formed their circle. “As we 
gather after the powerful opening of our psyches and the completion of 
our musical journeys,” the guide intoned, “let us take several deep 
breaths and bring our attention inward. Take some time to recall the 
meaningful messages we’ve received today. Reflect on the lessons 
you’ve all shared. Let’s give thanks to Strength, Courage and the War-
rior. Feel security in the awareness of your inner resources and powers. 
Expand beyond that to include other things you’ve learned here—the 
message of Hitler and the angels… The significance of the dark and the 
light and the yin and the yang… The connections with all your guides…  

“Open your hearts to each other and allow gratitude to flow through 
you and among us. Let us close by sending blessings to each other and to 
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All That Is.” He concluded by squeezing the hands of All Things One 
and Star Who Sings the Music on either side of him. 

All Things One didn’t waste a moment. She bid them goodnight, and 
headed over to her stash of personal things to put away her drawing with 
her journal. Leaning over to grab her sleep attire, she looked down at her 
shirt. “Oh, I can’t believe I forgot!” she exclaimed, running back to the 
group. “Thanks, Way-Shower, for the beautiful shirt. You embroidered 
Yumi so perfectly, and even the sphere, which we’ve hardly talked about 
at all. How did you know?” 

He chuckled. “Number one, you’re welcome, and number two, don’t 
ask. Sleep well.” 

“I will, I’m sure,” the woman said. Turning, she headed back to don 
her sleepwear and use the restroom. 
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Chapter 67 
 
 

What Was Learned 
 
 

On waking, All Things One was surprised to see the other three up 
and active. Have they been up the whole time I slept? How long was I 
out? Gazing around the smooth-walled cave she knew there was no way 
of telling. 

Deciding to announce her presence, she said, “Hey! Good morning!”  
She Who Speaks turned toward her. “Hey yourself! We’ve all been 

up for hours, you snooze hog.” 
“Well, she’s been up for hours,” Star Who Sings the Music said. “I, 

on the other hand, have been up the whole time.” 
All Things One wasn’t sure if that was a joke or not. He said it with a 

straight face, and she often did not recognize a joke when it was shared. 
She glanced at Water Wind Light, hoping for some clarification. 

“Don’t look at me!” the young man said. “Hey, I’ve been up; got in 
six miles; showered and eaten. But I don’t know if Star was really up the 
whole time or not. You must have been exhausted.” 

“I was,” All Things One replied, “but I had no idea the fatigue was 
that deep! You ran already? I don’t think I could run today if I wanted to. 
My eyes may be open, but on another level I feel like I’ve been through 
the wringer.”  

Changing the topic, she asked, “What’s for breakfast?” 
“Nothing good for dieters,” She Who Speaks said lightly. “I suppose 

I should regret that, but I don’t. The Way-Shower brought out some deli-
cious oatmeal pancakes this morning. Star Who Sings the Music intro-
duced us to something new. He used your favorite food—peanut butter—
on pancakes!” 

“Really?” All Things One wondered how the combination would 
taste and decided it was worth a try. “Let me hit the bathroom, and I’ll 
join you. Are there any left?” 
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“Dunno,” Water Wind Light said. “I ate the last one he brought out, 
but you might be able to twist his arm into bringing you more.”  

All Things One scowled at him. “Thanks,” she said. Her annoyance 
hung in the air, more potent than a statement. 

“Just kidding,” the blond replied. “The Way-Shower insisted we put 
some away for you before I got to have any. It’s like no one trusts me 
around here.” 

“And you wonder why!” She Who Speaks taunted him. “I thought all 
that eating everything in sight was supposed to end after the teen years.” 

“And who says I’m not a teen anymore?” All Things One heard Wa-
ter Wind Light jibe as she headed to the ladies’ room. Just like kids, she 
thought. They’re getting more like my Earth family the longer I’m here. 
He’s reminding me of one of my brothers and a couple cousins. Shaking 
her head, she got on with her morning routine. 

When she emerged from the ladies’ room and went to the table a 
plate of three pancakes was waiting for her. Peanut butter, honey, maple 
syrup and a variety of fresh fruit were on the table for her to add to the 
dish.  

“Oh, strawberries,” she cooed. “They’re the best! And melon! 
Mmm,” she said as she loaded her plate. She looked at Star Who Sings 
the Music and said, “Thanks for leaving me some peanut butter. Is it 
really good on pancakes?”  

“In reply to your thanks, it’s a little misplaced. Water Wind Light 
and I finished all the p-b. Luckily the Way-Shower seems to be well-
stocked. As for being good on pancakes, it’s pretty high on my list of 
favorites.” 

“And has just achieved a place in the top ten of mine,” the younger 
man added. 

She Who Speaks chimed in, “Don’t forget to thank your nutrients! 
Peanuts, oats and maple trees count as much in the scheme of the Uni-
verse as other nutrient sources!” 

“Oh, yeah,” All Things One told her. “I’m so hungry I almost for-
got.” 

Still unsure about the new menu suggestion, All Things One placed a 
couple tablespoons of the gooey brown fare on her plate but not on the 
pancakes. She stood a moment, plate in hand and eyes closed, honoring 
the life forms offering their energy for her nutrition. Finished with her 
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thanks, she asked Water Wind Light, “Hey, would you mind helping me 
to pull the bench over from the art table so I can sit here and eat?” 

“What? Right there next to all the food? No way!”  
“There’s nothing left on the table to eat!” All Things One countered 

with exasperation. “Come on, give me a break!” 
Water Wind Light smiled nervously and made haste to reassure her, 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean it the way you took it. Sure, I’ll get 
the bench with you.” 

The Way-Shower entered as she was eating. Today he was attired in 
the same robe he’d worn when they arrived. He smiled at her and said, 
“I’m glad to see you’re awake and OK.” 

“Mmm, hmm,” she assented, her mouth full of sticky peanut butter. 
“When you finish eating we’ll go over what happens today,” he told 

the four.  
All Things One finished in what would have been good time for Wa-

ter Wind Light, as hungry as she was. “That should hold me for a couple 
hours,” she announced.  

Looking at the Way-Shower, she asked, “So what is it you’re going 
to tell us?” 

“Anyone for going to the garden? I’d welcome a spot of sunshine 
myself,” he said. 

A chorus of “sure!” greeted him. Grabbing their journals and blan-
kets to use on the ground, they headed for the tunnel. Now that she was 
accustomed to the cave space, All Things One found that the tunnel 
didn’t seem as long as it had the first couple times she had used it.  

Despite her fatigue, the prospect of spending time outdoors in the 
bright sunshine lent a bounce to her step. She wasn’t disappointed. The 
sunlight in the garden greeted them warmly, birds chattered in the trees 
and the brook’s waters trickled in the background. As was their custom, 
the five sat in a circle. All Things One noticed a feather tucked in She 
Who Speaks’ book.  

“Ah, what a beautiful day,” the Way-Shower commented as they set-
tled into their places. “So, as we’ve been doing here, let’s again close our 
eyes and bring our attention to this circle—to our presence and to the 
energy moving between us.”  

As he continued with the centering visualization they were now ac-
customed to, All Things One realized how her soul treasured this simple 
mindfulness practice. While the topic always differed a little, she appre-
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ciated the shift it created for her. The inner focus moved her from scat-
tered thoughts into just being a witness to who she was. An inner silence 
and heart-opening resulted. Peace and equanimity enfolded her. When 
the Way-Shower’s intonation finished and the three others opened their 
eyes, she could see they, too, had also found calm in the brief minutes of 
going inward. 

“So….” the Way-Shower started. The incomplete declaration 
sounded abrupt to the four who’d been lulled into relaxation. 

“We are at an important juncture. As I mentioned before your medi-
tation to music, our time together is coming to an end.”  

As he’d expected, this statement was met with “Oh, no’s” and “Do 
we really have to go now?” He continued. “In the upcoming hours, we 
will review what you have learned and how you might integrate it into 
your regular lives. When you are finished, it will be time for goodbyes. 
You will return to the place you were when you were whisked away to 
come here. 

“Yes, your time here has come to its conclusion. However, if any of 
you feels called to continue traveling through the Door to Who You Are, 
there will be times you can return. You have all done deep work. You 
need time now to let it seep into your Being and unfold in your outer life.  

“One thing you can take with you is the connection and caring for 
one another that has grown between you as a group. Your common inter-
ests and beliefs can sustain you as you return to the outer world. It is fine 
for those of you who want to stay in contact on the outside to do so. Yet 
if you don’t feel so inclined, that is OK, too.” 

“No right and no wrong,” murmured Star Who Sings the Music. 
“Exactly,” smiled their guide.  
“I do have one question, if I may,” Water Wind Light interjected.  
“Only one?”  
“Well, for now. I’m wondering if we’ll get our watches back when 

we leave?” 
“I was waiting for that question,” the Way-Shower said. “Yes, you 

will get your timepieces and other electronic gadgets back as you return 
to your world.” 

“Oh, good!” came the reply. He turned to Star Who Sings the Music 
and said, “I want to take you up on your promise of contact and support. 
When we go, make sure you give me your phone, email, Facebook, 
MySpace and website info.” 
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“I will, don’t worry,” Star Who Sings the Music assured him. “I 
didn’t make that promise lightly. It will be an honor to stay in touch and 
see where you go from here.” 

The group fell silent. No one wanted to address the inevitable. 
The Way-Shower nudged. “I happen to know that at least one of you 

was up journaling after your last meditative exercise. Not that he has to 
start, but is anyone ready?” 

“Oh, not that I have to start!” Star Who Sings the Music rejoined. 
“But that’s OK, I will. The journaling helped me put a lot of things to-
gether. It’s all fresh in my mind, so yeah, I’ll go.” 

The oldest of the students pushed back his long black hair from his 
eyes and shifted his position. “Where to start?” he wondered out loud. 
“This has been an incredible time for me. I’ve gone through some amaz-
ing changes.” He paused a moment before resuming. 

“I guess you don’t have to be rocket scientists to figure out that I was 
challenged with depression when I arrived here. I’m actually still not 
sure how I ended up here. I’m not aware of any desire I had to change; in 
fact, I thought I’d tried everything. I had done some therapy, but was not 
active in therapy when I was sitting by the river bemoaning my life. At 
that point, I decided I was going to be at least slightly depressed for the 
rest of my life. I was also sure there would be times the dark hole would 
get larger and surround me so completely the mere tasks of daily life 
would feel insurmountable.  

“As I sat by that river and watched the waters swirling around rocks, 
I became mesmerized by the circular motion. Before I knew what was 
happening, I had fallen in and was whisked downstream. Along the riv-
erbank at one point there was a cave opening. The waters unceremoni-
ously dumped me onto the stone floor. I remember being surprised that I 
wasn’t wet. Then this man appeared in front of a wall full of candles and 
asked me if I’m ready to open the door to who I am.”  

The others laughed at his description, understanding full well how 
their groupmate felt. The Way-Shower grinned.  

“OK, OK.” Star Who Sings the Music put his hand up, gesturing 
them to stop. “At least now I can tell you’re laughing with me and not at 
me. So let me go on, will you?”  

Heads nodded. “Thanks,” he told them, then continued.  
“I thought it was pretty crazy, but I figured, ‘Hey, it’s probably better 

than where you’ve been. Chances are good it couldn’t be much worse.’ 
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So I said yes. What surprised me was that I repeated that ‘yes’ two more 
times. It just came out of me. Maybe my Soul or some higher part of me 
was answering, ‘cause I really wasn’t certain I wanted to do this. But 
once I’d committed, I knew I had to stay.” 

“Then your teachings began,” Star Who Sings the Music said, look-
ing toward their guide. “It was stuff I’d never heard before, yet somehow 
it sounded so right. I loved the no-judgment part of it—especially since I 
had grown up with critical parents and still hadn’t gotten their messages 
completely out of my mind.  

“Yeah, therapists had told me to change the tapes in my head, and 
they’d suggested affirmations and different ways to look at things. But 
for some reason the statements they gave me never stuck. I’d practice 
them for a while, but then stop after a couple weeks. I think a problem 
was that I never really believed them; I couldn’t let go of my doubt and 
fear.  

“That first meditation confirmed it all to me. See? I told myself. 
Darkness! Always darkness! I was sure this wouldn’t be any different. In 
fact, the darkness of that space I was floating around in and my frozen 
insides were so all-encompassing I came out of it certain there would 
never be anything different. I was doomed to be in darkness and depres-
sion forever, just as I’d thought. That’s why I was withdrawn and angry.” 

“So what changed that?” All Things One asked. 
“I think you all know. The courage that She Who Speaks had to 

share her past and how she had been able to move beyond a lifestyle that 
had been destructive sparked a glimmer of hope in me. The way she said 
it—with some embarrassment, yet also strength—impressed me. I could 
see how her dark behavior had been the touchstone for her growth after-
wards.  

“When the rest of you encouraged me and hinted that you all had 
darker sides to yourselves that helped, too. And the story about the angel 
coming to Earth as Hitler! That was sort of like my saying ‘yes’ to the 
Way-Shower when I arrived: my mind doubted it, yet something deeper 
in me almost leapt for joy at hearing it. The whole ‘there is no right or 
wrong’ concept was very freeing for me.  

“That’s where I started shifting. It’s like my mind and my heart both 
opened a bit—I like the parachute saying. It happened for me as I went 
through the meditations and got to know the rest of you better. I thought, 
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‘Hey, stick around. Check out more of this stuff. It’s not your everyday 
therapy kind of thing. Let’s see where it goes.’” 

He stopped to take a breath, and opened his journal. “I even wrote in 
this thing!” he laughed. “I can’t tell you how many people before had 
encouraged me to write. If not journals, then at least letters to people in 
my past or to record my dreams, or just things I wished for in life. I never 
did it—never! But come here, and look what I get into. Hard to be-
lieve…” He trailed off. 

“I can relate to that,” Water Wind Light said. “I never used a journal 
either. I know I didn’t write nearly as much as you did, but it’s incredible 
that I recorded anything at all. I even did a little drawing in mine—of 
Ramere and the Starfish.” 

“Good for you,” the older man replied. “I bet you’ll appreciate it 
when we’re gone. Your journal, drawings and shirt will be reminders of 
this experience.” 

Returning to his reflection, Star Who Sings the Music asked rhetori-
cally, “What have I learned? The Hitler story got me thinking that some-
times we don’t know the purpose for things that happen. They may seem 
crazy or evil when you’re caught up in them, but this was the first time 
I’d ever been exposed to the possibility that there could be some kind of 
Divine Order even in the horrible things that happen. So thank you, All 
Things One, for bringing it up. The story sort-of jump-started me into my 
experience here. 

“The next big thing was the triangle meditation with the big blob-
monster and the Knight on the horse. That showed me in a very real way 
that there is something inside me that can take on the darkness. I’d never 
felt that before. In the past when I’d felt depressed, it was always some-
thing I had to give in to—like I had no power to call on to challenge it. 
Now I know differently. And what’s amazing to me is that since I’ve met 
my internal Knight in shining armor and his brave steed, I haven’t been 
the least depressed.” 

She Who Speaks interjected quietly, “We could tell.” 
“Could you?” Star Who Sings the Music asked, looking around. All 

their heads nodded. The Way-Shower confirmed, “Oh, most certainly.” 
“Wow,” the changed man replied. “I didn’t realize it was so obvious. 

That’s cool.” After several seconds sitting with their observation, he re-
sumed his story. 

“Well, meeting the Star that I Am had something to do with it, too.” 
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“No!” exclaimed Water Wind Light jokingly. “We’d never have 
guessed—especially by how much you love that shirt of yours!” 

Star Who Sings the Music smiled. “You all probably have no idea 
how symbolic that shirt is to me. It brought back memories from my 
childhood where I really did think there was a Star meant for me. You 
know how most people believe in Guardian Angels? I never thought I 
had angels; I always thought I had a Star instead. And I found it again by 
coming here.” 

A soft “Wow!” came from All Things One. 
“Another helpful thing was the little talk I had while walking with 

the Way-Shower. We discussed how it’s important to integrate the parts 
of ourselves that we don’t like. Well, he discussed and I listened. I didn’t 
understand it at first. But as time went on it began to sink in that the 
Knight didn’t totally banish the darkness. It had asked the blob, ‘State 
your intention with this Soul,’ but it had not said, ‘Begone, you S.O.B!’ 
The Knight fought the darkness, but he didn’t banish it. I have the dis-
tinct feeling that they now have a mutual respect for each other. The 
Knight created some boundaries that the dark knows it needs to honor.” 

He looked at She Who Speaks and said, “When you talked about 
your past being the basis for how you changed, She Who Speaks, it was 
very important for me to hear that message. Yours, too, All Things One, 
when you talked about needing the abandonment in order to experience 
security. They changed my view from ‘this depression has to be killed 
and gotten rid of’ to ‘darkness and depression may have served a purpose 
for me.’ I can now stand against darkness and unwanted parts of myself 
and ask them what message they have for me. I can learn from what they 
share, and maybe even understand others better from having had that 
experience. Like you were so good to point out, She Who Speaks, I now 
know that coldness is fear for me. Maybe it’s that way for some others, 
too, in which case I would understand them.” 

Again swishing his long black hair out of his face, Star Who Sings 
the Music swallowed before going on. “But the biggest lesson or experi-
ence was for sure the musical journey. Not just the power of the music, 
which I got lost in. It was the blissful experience of Love.  

“A connection came to me last night when I was writing. Remember 
how in the triangle meditation I’d had the realization that the blob wasn’t 
reaching for my neck, it was reaching for my heart? I had felt that my 
heart was the reason for my existence, and I had to protect it. Well, that 
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was the start of a new awareness for me—that, for me, life was about 
being able to feel Love. Depression had certainly shut that down! And 
I’m not necessarily talking about love like between a man and a 
woman—or other life partners. I’m talking about love with a capital “L.” 
It’s much more than romantic or lust relationships. It’s an acceptance of 
all Beings just as they are; an awareness that under the physical appear-
ance, we’re all light and energy.  

“That happened for me in the music meditation. As the vibrations 
moved through my body, it was like they unlocked light. With the light 
came expansion—and in that expansion was Love. The angels had to tell 
me what it was at first because I was so shut down I couldn’t even iden-
tify the sensation. I basked in it in the journey, but my personal review of 
the process afterwards was what synthesized it for me.” 

He looked around and said, “I know it sounds wild. It was wild. That 
was the most important of what I’ve learned in my time here.  

“But I shouldn’t leave out your altercation, Water Wind Light and 
She Who Speaks. As I shared with the group, your interaction reminded 
me of past relationships I’ve had. Knowing that my lack of personal 
awareness and my selfishness played a part in those break-ups was real 
important for me, too.” 

She Who Speaks blushed. Before she could say anything, Star Who 
Sings the Music jumped in. “No, really, don’t be embarrassed! Every-
thing that happened here was perfect for me and the things I needed to 
learn at this time in my life. Even if it seemed uncomfortable or like it 
was only between the two of you, it wasn’t. I, too, should honor Mirror 
and its message to you—because the two of you reflected myself back to 
me in a way that left no doubt in my mind. I plan to take that knowledge 
back with me for future relationships.” 

The blonde woman didn’t look convinced. Reaching across the cir-
cle, Star Who Sings the Music said, “Give me your hand.”  

Hestitating, the woman complied.  
He took it. “Now, look at me. Please!”  
When she brought her head up, he looked into her eyes with fervor 

and said, “I truly mean that. All that happened for you was important for 
me, too. I’m glad it happened, even though it made things a little rocky 
here for a few hours. I’m not one of those people you talked about who 
wouldn’t want to get to know you if they found out what your back-
ground has been. I know all that stuff, remember?”  
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She did not look convinced. “Will you believe me? I’m dead seri-
ous.” 

She Who Speaks said, “Oh, I hope not dead! But are you for real in 
saying that?” 

“Yes, I am.” 
She Who Speaks was taken with his deep brown eyes and his sincer-

ity. It reminded her of Star’s genuineness in telling Water Wind Light 
that he wanted to stay in touch with him when they left the cave. There’s 
just something about this man that makes you trust him. 

“OK, I believe you,” she said as she looked into his brown eyes. My 
how he’s changed in the time we’ve been here. He wasn’t as assured or 
sincere when we first arrived. And he even got a new name—which fits 
him very well, too. I didn’t find him captivating at least in the beginning. 
But now… She stopped her thoughts from going further. 

“Great!” he replied, smiling. “If I may say something akin to what 
the Way-Shower would probably tell us, I’ll say ‘it was all for a rea-
son.’” 

Turning to their guide, he asked, “Am I right?” 
“I couldn’t have said it better myself,” the Way-Shower answered.  
Silence followed. After a moment, the Way-Shower asked Star Who 

Sings the Music, “Have you finished sharing the high points of your ex-
perience here?” 

“Yes, I think I have.” 
“How are you feeling now that we’re ready to take leave from each 

other?” 
Star Who Sings the Music wasn’t sure he understood the question. 

“How do you mean?” 
“How’s your body? Do you feel finished emotionally?” 
“My body is fine! And yes, I feel finished emotionally. I’m still very 

open and loving after yesterday’s experience with my Star and the an-
gels. I think I also feel more balanced. That comes from the acceptance 
of both sides of things as valid and not feeling like I have to fight the 
things I think of as undesirable.  

“I’d like to take this balance away with me. It happens when we 
come together to open our groups, but I think my meditative experiences 
have taken it to a deeper level. When I hear about polarized things back 
home I hope I will remember the triangle and that the point of resolution 
lies above the opposites—not from someplace in between them.  
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“I will for sure remember the Star that I Am and approach life from a 
place of more confidence and self-esteem. Also, I want to be open to a 
relationship on my return. I’m not getting any younger, and I really do 
want to have a partner in life. I think what I’ve learned here will help me 
in building better communication, openness and a heart-connection 
rather than a power struggle.” 

“I’m most honored to hear that your time here has created such pro-
found shifts and been so pivotal for you, Star Who Sings the Music,” the 
Way-Shower said. “Thank you for your reflections and integration.” 

“Oh, thank you!” countered Star Who Sings the Music. “You’ve won 
over this skeptic. I’m curious to hear if any of the others were as doubt-
ing about what was going to happen here as I was and what they’re tak-
ing away from it.” 

 
*  *  *  * 

 
Without the Way-Shower’s prompting, All Things One offered to go 

next.  
“But you just barely woke up!” She Who Speaks sputtered. 
“Oh, do you want to go next instead?” All Things One asked, taken 

aback. 
“No, not at all,” the other woman said. “Go ahead! I’m just a little 

awed that you can get up and have it figured out so quickly.” 
“I’ve done a lot of journaling and thinking in my time here. So much 

is on my mind that I’ll welcome the chance to share it and how it’s af-
fecting me.” All Things One told her. “But it sounds like you’ve spent a 
lot of time writing and thinking about your material. Are you sure you 
don’t want to go now? It’s OK by me if you do.” 

“No, really, I’m fine with you going next. Tell us what you’re taking 
away from all this. Were you as much of a doubter as Star Who Sings the 
Music?” 

All Things One laughed at that. “Oh, maybe worse,” she said.  
“Star Who Sings the Music shared how he got here. I’ll tell you what 

happened for me. I was going for a swim when an eddy in the water 
catapulted me into a vortex. Just when I was getting really scared that I’d 
drown I was deposited on this stone floor. I, too, was amazed to see I 
wasn’t wet. What kind of place is this? I wondered. I even had a fleeting 
thought of going down a rabbit hole, like in Alice in Wonderland.  
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“Then, like Star said, the Way-Shower appeared and asked that ‘Do 
you want to enter the Door To Who You Are?’ I didn’t have the same 
reaction of ‘well, what the heck, it’ll be better than anything else that’s 
happened,’ but I did wonder what it would be about. And there’s a part 
of me that’s been longing to find a deeper meaning in my life. As he 
asked that question, I had an inkling that my desire would be answered 
here.” 

“Wow!” She Who Speaks said. “You knew you wanted to be here?” 
“Yeah, pretty much,” All Things One told her. 
“So, anyway, I agreed to embark on this ‘going through the door to 

who you are’ thing, with a vague vision of that TV show, The Price is 
Right, in my mind. Then I watched as the rest of you arrived and The 
Way-Shower put you through the same ritual. It felt like a déjà vu—like 
somewhere else or in some other time, I’d done this before. Maybe even 
with the three of you! 

“My first meditation with Yumi totally blew me away. We still ha-
ven’t really talked about what I’m supposed to do with that sphere the 
Consortium gifted me with from the Fifth Sphere of the Realm of Vibra-
tional Intention. I think I’m starting to put together what it’s about and 
how the way we think can shape what happens to us, but I could defi-
nitely use more information about it. It’s probably too late to do much 
with that, I’d guess…” her voice trailed off with a questioning tone as 
she looked at their teacher. 

He nodded and said to her, “We can talk a bit about that before you 
all go, but we’re not going to make it a major learning point now. I’m 
impressed that your higher mind is already putting together some pieces 
related to that gift, for it is quite extraordinary and definitely not to be 
taken lightly.” 

“Oh, no, I don’t take it lightly at all,” All Things One replied. “I’ll 
appreciate anything you can tell me about it before I return.” 

She returned to telling them what she’d put together in their time to-
gether. “One thing I learned from the meditation with Yumi was that go-
ing out of my body can feel like fatigue. I had never gone out of my body 
before—at least not that I’m aware of—and I had no frame of reference 
for it. Later, I thought about what had happened and how you, Way-
Shower, worked to bring feeling back into my limbs. I think the aware-
ness of my body was gone because I had taken my life force out of it. I 
don’t know why I had to do that—do you?” she asked. 
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“I’m not sure you had to do it,” the Way-Shower’s responded. “I 
think it happened because you went so deeply into the dimension that 
you visited. Perhaps you have read or heard stories of people who go out 
of their body when they endure traumas, are in surgery or have a near-
death experience. While that certainly happens, it doesn’t follow that if a 
person goes out of their body it means they’ve been traumatized. It is 
possible for someone to go so deeply into a meditative state that he or 
she loses contact with the physical vehicle. In your case, I think that’s 
what probably happened.”  

 The Way-Shower then looked at All Things One more closely and 
said, “Unless, that is, you have any trauma or near death experiences that 
you haven’t shared with us?” 

“I don’t think so,” All Things One answered him. “But I know I went 
deep in that meditation. The vibrations of the tones were so rich and 
beautiful they held me in total awe.” 

“Sounds a bit like my experience of the vibrations from the music,” 
commented Star Who Sings the Music. 

“Yeah, could be,” mused All Things One. “I hadn’t really thought of 
the connection before. Interesting...  

“Anyway, I really liked some of the connections I made with the 
black and white/right or wrong stuff. I often think back to that insight I 
had about how nothing is really black and white, yet our world acts like 
everything is. I had heard the Hitler story before I came here, but I’ve got 
to say that putting it together with what we’ve done here gave me a lot to 
chew on. I’ve spent a lot of time pondering what we’ve talked about re-
garding perceptions and how we all react to things. I’m still working 
with it.  

“This will probably sound shocking to you, but it seems like if you 
get to another level of understanding, the premises our world acts on are 
not rational. I’m not sure I like where that goes. How do you function in 
a place where you don’t see things the way everyone else does? Like I 
told you all, I already have issues with abandonment; I don’t like feeling 
alone. I’m afraid that what I’ve learned here may result in my feeling like 
a pariah back home.” 

She paused. Water Wind Light said, “That’s intense.” 
“Tell me about it,” she rejoined.  
“But enough ramblings about that!” she declared. “I, too, appreciated 

what happened between you, Water Wind Light and She Who Speaks. I 
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knew that some people can trigger others based on their pasts. I really 
admire your courage, She Who Speaks, for being the first to open up 
about your past. I’m sure that wasn’t easy—the sexual material couldn’t 
have been an easy issue to share with others. 

“At first it sounded to me like a power issue between you and young 
blond guys. Oh, no offense intended, Water Wind Light.” 

“And none taken,” he smiled back at her. 
All Things One resumed. “But as your story continued to unfold 

through the meditations we did, She Who Speaks, the whole thing be-
tween you and blonds ended up being much more than just control. 
When you told us what happened in your music meditation, it made so 
much sense to me since I believe in past lives. Your experience showed 
me how we often see things as they look on the surface, but there can be 
so much more involved. It validated what we learned about opposites not 
being resolved by staying on the straight line that runs between them. 
When your soulmate appeared in your journey and showed you the pic-
ture from a higher perspective it was a great illustration of going to the 
point above the line to release the polarity. What an experience! 

“As for my abandonment stuff, I certainly didn’t achieve the comple-
tion that you did with the blond man issue. I appreciate Water Wind 
Light’s take on my journey about the pyramid symbolizing something 
ancient and buried. With all the death and violence that went by me and 
all the crying I did it sure feels like it’s more than just this lifetime. I 
guess it’s a good thing I’m starting to address it. I see it like this: if I 
have a whole lot of grief in my Being, every time I express some, it will 
get released, bit by bit. Then my energy won’t be so blocked, and I’ll 
have more available to do what I’m meant to be doing here on Earth.  

“Speaking of that, I’m not sure what my purpose is in this lifetime. 
It’s one area I feel empty in—what is the meaning in my being here?” 
Catching herself, she said, “Well, I don’t mean here—being here in the 
cave with you all has given me the most purpose and caring I think I’ve 
ever had in my life so far. It’s been an incredible time, and I feel a deep 
closeness with all of you. I hope we can do this again—and as far as I’m 
concerned, sooner is better than later.” 

All Things One stopped there. She noticed that the Way-Shower had 
furrowed brows and was tugging on what was left of his beard. That usu-
ally meant he was pondering something significant to say. She changed 
her position on the ground and took a couple deep breaths to quell anxi-
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ety. He won’t criticize what I said, will he? Maybe I went too far in say-
ing that I’m afraid the world I return to is irrational. 

After several moments had elapsed, the Way-Shower noted, “You 
bring up some points we should address before you all go. For instance, 
you brought up your uncertainty about knowing your purpose. This is a 
core issue for many people—at least, for those who think about it. The 
sense of knowing what you are meant to do in your lifetime can make the 
difference between a fulfilling life and one that seems frivolous. Well, 
perhaps frivolous isn’t quite the right word—superficial might be better. 
Meditative work can impact that area of your Being. 

“For instance, Star Who Sings the Music has come into a stronger 
identity in his time here. It will be interesting to see how this impacts his 
work when he returns. Water Wind Light, you sound determined now to 
address the conflict you’ve had with your family. That may lead to a 
change in professional direction later.  

“This experience will not end the minute you find yourselves back 
home. More will unfold. All Things One, you may find that in a couple 
months, or even longer, you have a better idea of your purpose. Or you 
may not. Keep an open mind. If meaning is something you’re searching 
for, see yourself as an open vessel waiting to be filled. State your desire 
to the Universe. Affirm on a daily basis that you want to know what you 
are meant to do. Write it in your journal. Bring your attention to it fre-
quently, perhaps even writing it on a piece of paper you tape to your mir-
ror or your clock so that you see it first thing every morning when you 
awake. If you do these things, I believe that in time your purpose will 
become clear to you. But don’t have a preconceived notion of what it 
will be. Let the Universe show you. It may not be what you expect.” 

His eyes sparkled as he said, “Plus, I believe you have a new posses-
sion that can be used to aid you in this process.” 

“I do?” All Things One’s brow wrinkled as she considered what he’d 
said. 

The Way-Shower raised his eyebrows. “Didn’t you just bring it up?” 
“You mean I can use the sphere to help find my purpose? How 

would I do that?” Excitement lit up her face and she bounced in place 
like a child who asks for a highly prized toy. 

“Before I go into that, let’s complete this discussion,” the Way-
Shower told them. Looking around at them, he asked, “Any other 
thoughts or impressions about All Things One’s time here?” 
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She Who Speaks said, “I’d like to thank you, All Things One, for 
supporting me when I was triggered by Water Wind Light. I felt very 
comfortable with you—as if you understood what I was going through. 
In looking back at the whole drama, I can also see how you respected the 
guys’ side as well. I think that’s pretty impressive that you were able to 
hold both points of view pretty evenly and not get all caught up in either. 
I obviously didn’t have that kind of balance.” 

“Thank you,” replied All Things One. “I appreciate hearing that. It 
was a new experience for me. It seemed to follow from what we were 
learning about no right and wrong and ‘both/and instead of either/or.’ 
That is a trait I hope I’ll be able to keep on my return. It felt good to re-
main balanced when others were seesawing up and down on the opposite 
sides.” 

“Well, then, you’ll have to give me your contact information for 
when we leave. I may need some of that balance!” the animal communi-
cator told her. 

All Things One smiled. “Of course you can have my info. But I don’t 
know that you’ll need much stability from me. You looked unshakeable 
after the music meditation and solving the blond man issue. I think 
you’re much more even-keeled than you give yourself credit for. At any 
rate, I’ll look forward to staying in touch on the outside, so to speak.” 

“Thanks,” She Who Speaks replied. “Me too.” 
Water Wind Light told All Things One, “I still wish we’d had a 

chance to go for a run together. When you’re meeting people for the first 
time, it makes it a bit easier when you have something in common.” 

“I know what you mean,” All Things One responded. “It helped me 
at first when I saw you looked so athletic. Who knows, maybe we’ll have 
a chance to do that next time.” 

“I hate to interrupt your tête-à-tête,” the Way-Shower said, “But be-
fore we either break or go on to the next person, I want to talk to you all 
a little about the sphere that All Things One received from the Consor-
tium.” 

“Yes, yes!” All Things One’s enthusiasm was palpable.  
Water Wind Light looked interested as he asked, “Is this going to be 

more sci-fi stuff? You all know I like sci-fi!” 
“Young man,” the Way-Shower said severely. “If you treat this in-

formation as sci-fi, there may be dire consequences. If you are ready for 
this knowledge, you will understand it. If not, chances are you will not 
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recall what I say here.” Lowering his voice a little, he added, “Again, no 
right or wrong. If you don’t get it, that’s not bad or wrong; it will only 
mean it’s not your time yet. No judgment, OK?” 

Water Wind Light hung his head. “But how can I not feel bad? The 
way you say that makes it seem like those who get it are ahead of me, 
and therefore better.” 

“No,” the Way-Shower corrected him. “If you’re in eighth grade 
math, and most of you are studying algebra, is it right to expect you will 
understand calculus?” 

“Well, no,” the blond said hesitatingly. “But if there is someone in 
the class who does understand calculus, he would be better than the rest 
of us.” 

“Hmmm,” the Way-Shower pondered. “Whose judgment is that? 
Could it not be seen that the student who can do the calculus is simply 
different from the rest of you? Plus, he is not the majority; he is one 
alone. There may be others in the class who still can’t do fractions. Does 
that make them worse than you?” 

“I see what you’re getting at,” Water Wind Light told them, “but it’s 
hard for me to let go of that perception.” 

“Yes, those judgments are hard-wired into us by our society and 
learning institutions. It is my hope that by being here you all can become 
more aware that such judgments foster separation and disconnection. I’d 
like to encourage you to perceive things as either different, or as being at 
one point of a continuum without ‘better’ or ‘worse’ or ‘bad’ or ‘good’ 
attached. All will arrive at their destination. It may be faster for some and 
slower for others; it’s the getting there that counts. “ 

Star Who Sings the Music said, “As I recall, Water Wind Light, you 
owned that it’s easy for you to fall into judgments when we were first 
talking about that in our group.” 

“Yeah, you’re right,” Water Wind Light told him. “I’ll work on it. 
After all, I don’t like being judged, so it would make sense for me to stop 
judging others.” 

Softly, She Who Speaks added, “It’s pretty clear you don’t like it by 
the way you were so quickly afraid that if we understood about this 
sphere and you didn’t, you’d somehow be less than us. It sounds like you 
have a strong inner critic. In this case, we wouldn’t be judging you. But 
it sounds like you’d sure be judging yourself.” 
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“Gosh! You’re right! And all that inner voice does is bring me 
down.” 

“Speaking as one who’s had a strong inner critic for many years, I’d 
totally support your effort to decrease your self-condemnation,” Star 
Who Sings the Music told him. “When we email or talk, please remem-
ber to bring up how you’re doing in that area. Let’s keep the energy of 
your awareness going so you can get past the put-downs. Those constant 
berating internal messages can hold you back from a lot.” 

Water Wind Light nodded in reply. “Thanks, everyone. I’m glad we 
talked about this. Thanks for letting us digress, Way-Shower. You can 
get back to the sci-fi now.” 

The Way-Shower chuckled. “You’re already deciding you won’t get 
it! As you listen, you just might find that you do understand it.” 

Water Wind Light shook his head in disbelief. “You’re right! Wow, 
my thinking is pretty negative, isn’t it? We just talked about it now, and 
out it pops again! I hope I’m not a hopeless case.” 

Star Who Sings the Music jumped on that immediately. “There is no 
such thing as a hopeless case. Wipe those words out of your vocabulary. 
I heard them too much when I was a kid, and I hate them! You’re just 
fine, Water Wind Light. Tell yourself that on a daily basis.” 

Water Wind Light nodded to Star Who Sings the Music before say-
ing, “OK, Way-Shower, please tell us about this sphere that All Things 
One got in the Realm of Vibrational whatever-it-was.” 

All Things One emphatically stated, “That would be the Fifth Sphere 
of the Realm of Vibrational Intention to you, sir!”  

Looking back at her with a but-don’t-you-just-love-me-cause-I’m-
so-cute expression, Water Wind Light replied, “Yeah, yeah, yeah… 
whatever.” He followed that with a very winning smile. 

Amazed, All Things One’s eyes widened as she asked, “Where on 
Earth did you learn to smile like that?” She caught herself and said, 
“Never mind. Way-Shower, what can you tell us about my sphere?” 

“As I recall,” their guide said, “the Consortium told you the sphere is 
a concentration of vibration and that whatever you focus your thoughts 
on when you use it will come to manifest. As they said, they could not 
tell you just how it would come to be. I reminded you of that in suggest-
ing the focusing for you to do to find your purpose—be open-minded in 
relation to outcome. Humans often expect their wishes to manifest in a 
certain way, leaving us to risk missing the delivery when it occurs.” 
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Himself digressing now, the Way-Shower said, “Speaking of that, 
there’s another story you may want to hear. Do you know the one of the 
man who was caught in his house during a flood and was certain God 
would save him?” 

“Oh, I think I know that one,” She Who Speaks volunteered. “One of 
my therapists along the way told me about it. He expects to be saved a 
specific way or something? Go ahead and tell it; my memory needs to be 
refreshed.” 

“There was a bad flood and a man was stuck in his house, unable to 
get out because the currents were so strong. He stood in his living room 
with the water up around his waist looking out his window, and a boat 
with some people went by. ‘Jump in! We’ll get you out of there!’ they 
shouted to him. He waved to them and yelled back, ‘That’s OK. I have 
faith that God will save me.’ So they passed him by and continued on 
their way. 

“The water kept rising and there was no evidence of a divine inter-
vention. The man went up the stairs to his second floor, the water rising 
right behind him. From his upper-story window, he saw another boat go-
ing by. Again people shouted to him, ‘We can get you—we have a rope. 
We’ll toss it to you. Grab it and we’ll pull you in!’ Strong in his faith, the 
man declined again. ‘No, thanks. I believe that God will save me,’ he 
told them. 

“Finally, the water was so high the man was on top of his roof, his 
arms around the chimney. A helicopter went by overhead. Seeing the 
stranded man, rescuers tossed a rope ladder down to him. A man using a 
bullhorn yelled, ‘Grab the ladder! We’ve got room for you. Hurry! Take 
the ladder and we’ll pull you up.’ But the man waved them away, still 
holding on to the belief that God would save him. 

“The man drowned in the flood. He went to heaven and stood in 
front of God. Angry at feeling his strong faith had not been rewarded, he 
asked God why He had not called the waters back—or showed Himself 
and extended His mighty hand to save him. ‘Why did you let me drown?’ 
he demanded. 

“God replied, ‘I sent you two boats and a helicopter! How much 
more did you want?’” 

All the students laughed. “What a great story!” All Things One ex-
claimed. “It’s even sort of like the Hitler one—reminding us that things 
may not always be how they seem.” 
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“Let that be a message to you,” the Way-Shower said, looking at her 
from under bushy eyebrows. “Especially if you mean to use this sphere 
to manifest things you want in your life. Now, do I also recall that Yumi 
or the Consortium told you that you could call on them if you needed 
help with it?” 

“Yes, that’s right!” exclaimed All Things One. “I forgot about that, 
though I know I wrote it in my journal. I recorded that whole meditation 
in detail, as I’m sure you all recall.” 

“I would suggest that you do exactly that,” the Way-Shower said to 
her. “Call on the Consortium several times before you use it for the first 
time and take their instruction seriously. These things are not to be taken 
lightly. Another thing: it’s important to frame your thoughts in a positive 
statement rather than using ‘don’t’, ‘anymore’ or those things. Does any-
one know why that’s important?” he asked, looking around the group. 

Star Who Sings the Music plucked at a blade of grass. “I seem to re-
member something about that from one of the people who encouraged 
me to use affirmations to work on my self-esteem and depression,” he 
mused. “Is it something like your unconscious doesn’t distinguish the 
difference between things stated positively or negatively? Like, if you 
were to say, ‘I don’t want to have an accident when I’m driving to Mex-
ico’ the unconscious doesn’t pay attention to the ‘don’t.’ It will register 
what you’re saying as ‘I want to have an accident when I’m driving to 
Mexico.’ Something like that?” he ended. 

“Exactly so! You recalled well,” replied the Way-Shower. He looked 
at all of them again before continuing. “Our minds only work in the posi-
tive—a perspective it would be great for us to emulate.” 

“Excuse me?” asked Water Wind Light. “Ennerate? What does that 
mean?” 

“The word is ‘emulate,’” the Way-Shower answered, “and it means 
to imitate, or pattern oneself after.” 

“Thanks. I hate to be a total dummy, but I also want to understand 
what you’re talking about.” 

“In which case I’m glad you asked,” their guide said, nodding to the 
young man. “So, our minds only register in the positive. If you are using 
affirmations or intentions, make sure you phrase it in the positive. Rather 
than saying, ‘I don’t want my life to feel worthless’ you could say, ‘My 
life has meaning and purpose and gives me much satisfaction.’ If you 
ever catch a negative in your statement, rephrase it. I would even suggest 
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writing it down, so you don’t have to worry about reconstructing it again 
as you re-use it.  

“And mean it as you say it. You need to believe in what you are ask-
ing for—believe that it can happen. Even if that belief starts out with just 
accepting the possibility that what you’re asking for can manifest. If you 
don’t believe it may happen, you may as well not waste your time affirm-
ing. Your mind knows the underlying doubt and it will undo what you 
are trying to affirm.” 

Star Who Sings the Music was animated. “Yeah, that’s what this per-
son told me years ago. I didn’t believe it. And I didn’t give it much of a 
chance, either. I tried the affirmation maybe five times, and when noth-
ing happened I stopped. I thought it was bogus.”  

“It is not bogus!” the Way-Shower asserted. “But that is all I’m go-
ing to say about it now; we will go into that more the next time you are 
all here.”  

He squinted at All Things One and told her, “So, ask your guides 
about the use of your sphere if you plan to use it. Thoughts have power. 
You got that message from your time in their world, where thoughts took 
on sound and color. Let them tell you more about it.” 

“Yes, OK,” All Things One replied, shaken by how severe he was on 
this topic. The cautions and his tone of voice were leading her to decide 
she probably wouldn’t use her sphere at all after she left. After all, she 
hadn’t used it while she was here. How could she consider using it with-
out a guide of some sort present?  

“I don’t think I’ll use it at all, so don’t worry,” she said. 
“There is always cause for concern with some of these matters,” the 

Way-Shower said in response. “I will trust that they knew what they 
were doing when they gave it to you, and that’s enough said.” 

There was a pause in the conversation. Cautiously, Water Wind 
Light asked, “Are we finished with the sphere thing?” 

“Yes, for now,” the Way-Shower told him. 
“Any chance of some nutrients waiting back on that table?” he won-

dered. 
“Good grief, boy! Do you have a tapeworm or something?” the Way-

Shower laughed.  
“I’ve been asked that before,” the blond answered. “I think I just 

have a rapid metabolism. Plus, running always gives me an appetite,” he 
replied. “Can we take a break?” 



The Crystal Cave 

 

347 

“Yes, you may,” the Way-Shower acquiesced.  
She Who Speaks piped up, “Hey, Mr. Rapid Metabolism, remember 

to….” 
She hadn’t finished before he chimed in, “Thank the nutrients. I will, 

She Who Speaks, I promise!” That said, he headed for the tunnel.  
All Things One had eaten last and wasn’t hungry. She opted to stay 

in the garden.  
Star Who Sings the Music moved to a sunlit area in the grass, lay 

back and closed his eyes. “Somebody nudge me when we’re ready to 
start again,” he told them.  

She Who Speaks said, “I need the restroom. See you in a bit.” 
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Chapter 68 
 
 

Two More Integrations 
 
 

When She Who Speaks returned she had all three of Mirror’s feath-
ers with her. Star Who Sings the Music was lying on his back with 
closed eyes. Putting her finger to her lips in a “shhh” motion as she 
looked at All Things One, She Who Speaks tiptoed over to the prone 
man and lightly tickled his hand with the feathers. He brushed his hand 
against the grass but did not open his eyes. She tried it again, this time 
brushing one of his cheeks. As he opened his eyes, She Who Speaks gig-
gled. “Welcome back! Time to resume group!” 

Blinking into the sunlight, he put a hand to his eyebrows and asked, 
“Are you one of my angels?” 

She Who Speaks lightly kicked one of his feet. “You’re too funny!” 
she said. “No, I’m not an angel—at least not in this lifetime. And that 
didn’t earn you any points, either!” 

“Points?” the older member asked innocently. “Is that what you 
think—that I’m trying for points? And what might those points be count-
ing toward?” he asked with a hint of flirtation. 

A male voice answered. “Nothing of any relevance here!” 
Star Who Sings the Music sat up quickly, blushing under his dark 

skin. He looked at their guide, expecting the same stern expression that 
had etched his face when he had talked to All Things One about the 
sphere. Instead, there was a glimmer of humor and a hint of a smile play-
ing on the Way-Shower’s mouth. Interesting, Star Who Sings the Music 
thought, but he didn’t dare address the issue openly.  

Water Wind Light arrived, patting his stomach. A belch ensued. 
“Oops! ‘Scuse me,” he announced as he returned to his place.  

“An auspicious start to the rest of this meeting,” the Way-Shower 
said. “With that, would you like to start us off, Water Wind Light?” 

Caught off-guard, the young man asked nervously, “What am I sup-
posed to talk about?” 
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“Whatever you feel is relevant,” the Way-Shower told him. “What 
have you learned from being here? Has anything made a deep enough 
impression on you that you think it will affect your life when you return 
back home? Do you think your time here will result in any changes in 
your life?” 

“Oh, is that all?” Water Wind Light said. “I guess I should have gone 
through my journal while consuming the nutrients in there. Let me think 
a bit...” 

The others waited as he got his thoughts together.  
“I don’t know what to say,” he started off. “My experience started 

with that meditation in the ocean with Playful and Ramere and the mes-
sage of courage. Well,” he amended, “It was a message of taking time to 
go to sacred places. If I take the time to connect to the safety and strength 
I found there, I will have courage. That was way meaningful for me. I’m 
not sure I have much courage.” 

He looked around at his groupmates. They were spread out on the 
soft grass with compassion and support in their eyes. It began to sink in 
with him that the time to say goodbye was fast approaching, and his 
throat tightened with emotion.  

All Things One could see his muscles tense in response to the feel-
ings. “It’s OK,” she told him. “Take your time. We want to hear what 
you have to say and how this experience has been for you. I know it was 
a challenge lots of times. Has it come together in any way for you yet?” 

The others looked away to give the young man time to regroup. Wa-
ter Wind Light swiped his eyes with his right hand, then balled up the 
same hand and hit the ground. He turned red in frustration and pulled his 
knees up to his chest. “I don’t know how to do this!” His voice choked. 
He extended his legs out again, then crossed them and uncrossed them.  

“Deep breaths,” the Way-Shower offered. “Take some deep breaths. 
Picture yourself in the underwater sacred garden with its beauty and 
safety. When you’re connected with its energy, bring your attention back 
to the group and see how you feel.” 

After a minute, relaxation was visible on his face and he had released 
his clenched fist. He opened his eyes and told them, “Wow! That’s a lot 
better. Thank you, Way-Shower. So, let’s see... Oh, courage! Hmmm…   

“In looking back, courage was huge for me this whole time. To some 
degree, I think my training as an athlete helped some. You have to be 



Susan C. Moyer 

 

350 

bent on achieving your goal, even when you’re tired or not sure you can 
do it. I drew on that quality a lot here.”  

Pausing, he straightened his back and looked at She Who Speaks. 
“I’m going to be honest here,” he said. “I hope you can deal with it.”  

Seeing her nod, he went on, “You really freaked me out when you 
started all those accusations. I can see now that things from your past 
were getting triggered by my handsome looks.” 

That statement brought a round of chuckles from the others. All 
Things One elbowed She Who Speaks and let out a low, “Woo, hoo!” 
They quieted down and the youngest member resumed his account. 

“But I have to admit that my reaction was based on things from my 
past. I’ve already said how your tone and the intensity of your emotions 
fed right into my family stuff. Then I drew that picture of my mother. 
Man, was that weird! I didn’t even know I was doing it till I looked at it 
and recognized the face. Then I passed out. No issue for me there, huh?” 

All Things One watched him as he spoke. Even with the breaks he 
took to compose himself, he was much more comfortable talking about 
this topic than when he had first arrived. He still hadn’t given them de-
tails about whatever abuse he had encountered in his younger years; she 
knew they didn’t need to hear it all. But initially he had hung his head 
and been very reticent when he spoke of this. While he had struggled 
with starting his summation, now his voice was strong. He held his head 
high, faced She Who Speaks directly, and sounded like someone who 
recognizes his foe and knows he has the strength to meet it. She made a 
mental note to reflect her observations to him before they left. 

Water Wind Light resumed. “The information about projection was 
helpful. I can see you were projecting that guy from your childhood onto 
me; but I was also projecting my mother onto you. I didn’t see it at the 
time, but I understand that now. 

“Thanks for being patient with me. It was important for me to see 
you work through your own stuff. It showed me the way to do it myself. 
I think your meditation with the heron was awesome, because what you 
did was mirror to me how to accept my projection and work on it without 
being ashamed. Thank Mirror for me next time you see him, OK?” 

She Who Speaks said, “I’ll be glad to. I bet that bird will be happy to 
learn how what he told me helped two people so profoundly. I may have 
to duck a sarcastic comment, but that’s OK. What I learned from you is 
worth it. I’m actually glad you were here to trigger that stuff for me. It 
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led to such a miraculous conclusion. But tell us more about what your 
experience of it was—enough about me.” 

“I’m getting there! I’m getting there” the younger man said. “A lot 
happened, if you know what I mean!” 

“Before I even get to the music meditation, the Hitler story helped 
me to realize how much things are a matter of perception. The whole 
right and wrong issue was a big one for me. As I shared with you all, I 
can make quick judgments. It was an eye-opener to consider that things 
may not be the way I perceive them, and that others’ perceptions can be 
equally ‘right.’ They deserve my acceptance as a possibility, even if I 
disagree. 

“I had never before been aware of the connection between my physi-
cal body and my emotions. I sort of piggy-backed on your experience, 
Star Who Sings the Music. When you made the connection between be-
ing cold and numb and the emotion of fear, it caught my attention. Later, 
I ended up going through a lot of nausea and physical sensations that 
were a direct result of my emotions. Looking back, I can see your work 
prepared me in that area. I’m glad it happened like that. The fact that it 
happened to you helped me to see I wasn’t the only one whose emotions 
came out physically.  

“I think the possibility of having time-traveled here is way cool. I’m 
a big science fiction fan. I’m dying to see how we get home, and whether 
this has really been a time warp or what.  

“All Things One, thanks for your help that night when things got 
rough and I wanted to leave. I don’t know if I could have found a way 
out of here, but if you hadn’t talked to me in that calm, reassuring way I 
would have been gone in my mind if I couldn’t get my body out. The 
way things turned out, I’m glad I stayed.” 

“I am, too,” All Things One told him. “I see a big change in you. But 
tell us about your last meditation and how you’re doing now.” 

“You know, I feel really good now about that last meditation. It’s un-
finished, but that feels the way it’s supposed to be. I am retaining my 
commitment to address the issue of my childhood with my family—or, at 
least my mother. And I believe I’ll be able to do it. The Starfish’s series 
of visions of what I could become if I don’t tackle this issue sank in 
deep. So did the message of how burying all those feelings builds up in-
side me like an earthquake or a volcano. I know that I have to tell my 
mother about how her abuse affected me. And I don’t mean an intellec-
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tual knowing, like it’s something I could change my mind about one day. 
I can’t see myself ever changing my mind about this. I’m not sure ex-
actly how I’ll do it, or where—but I will do it.” 

He looked around the group, and his gaze paused at the Way-
Shower. “I know I didn’t want to be here at times, but overall my time 
here has been an awesome experience. Thank you for your leadership 
and for knowing how to handle all this stuff. I learned a lot, and defi-
nitely think it’s going to make a difference when I go back home. I ex-
pect I’ll be more tolerant of others and try to see the many angles of 
situations in addition to just my side. I will remember the sacred place 
under the ocean, and Ramere and the Starfish. How could I forget them, 
with this cool shirt I have? And, man, did I learn some stuff about rela-
tionships! As much as I might want to live with someone, after what 
happened here I’m fine with giving it time. I think I’m worried that I’ll 
trigger any woman I meet. Best to stay away. That was intense!” 

“OK, I’m done,” he told them. “Did I pass?” 
“You did great!” All Things One told him. Then turning to the Way-

Shower, she asked, “Is it OK if I tell Water Wind Light the change I’ve 
seen in him?” 

The Way-Shower looked at the young man and asked him, “Is it OK 
for her to share that with you?” 

“Yeah,” he said, “But there better not be any male-bashing!” 
All Things One laughed. “No male-bashing, I promise.” 
“I heard that once before,” the young man teased. 
“But remember, you’ve told us that you were reacting from your 

own projections there!” All Things One remonstrated. “Were we really 
male-bashing or was that your perception of it based on being trig-
gered?” 

“Whoa now!” The Way-Shower intervened. “Please, no analysis. I 
think we have processed that incident and resolved it, no?” He looked 
around at the four faces. All nodded yes.  

“OK,” he said. “All Things One, if you want to share the change you 
see in Water Wind Light, let’s stick to that, please.” 

“Well, I wanted to tell you that I really see courage in you now after 
the work we’ve done here. When you first came you were shy and a bit 
aloof. Well, aloof may not be the right word. Cautious might be better—
like you weren’t sure you could trust us and you were holding us at arm’s 
distance till you could decide.  
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“But now, what a change! When you just talked about knowing 
you’ll be addressing your childhood with your mother, you straightened 
your back, looked us all in the face, and your voice was strong and clear. 
You choked up a little in the beginning, but not after you recalled your 
sacred place and your guides. They give you a real strength. It’s pretty 
cool to see the difference.  

“I also want to thank you for your last meditation, because that mes-
sage about your feelings being like a volcano impacted me, too. There 
have been lots of times I tried to shove my feelings away so I could get 
on with life—like the grief and abandonment stuff that came up in my 
meditations here. Your volcano experience gave me a visual image that 
will be hard for me to ignore. It will help me remember to express my 
feelings so they don’t fester inside and end up becoming mountains—and 
volcanoes.” 

“Thanks, All Things One,” he said. Then, turning to She Who 
Speaks, he said, “OK, now I want to hear from my nemesis about what 
this has been about for her.” 

The Way-Shower looked at the last one to share. “Are you ready?” 
he asked. 

“Yes, I’ll go—as if I have much choice,” she said. “I’m not sure I 
have anything more to tell you after that last meditation. It was an in-
credible end to an issue that had persisted for many years—though I 
wasn’t aware of it playing out with blond men all the time. I just thought 
it was my typical drama with relationships. Meeting my soulmate like 
that and learning that this was a pattern that went on for lifetimes gave it 
a whole new dimension. I can’t describe how much better I feel! It’s like 
a ton has been lifted off my shoulders. I feel light and so... so...” She 
paused as she searched for the right word.  

“Free! That’s how I feel. Free. It’s such a relief. 
“I liked the Hitler story, too, but I also really liked the story of the 

man who didn’t see God’s help in the boats and the helicopters. That one 
caught my attention because I can relate to it. I can be very literal. I’m 
afraid I’d miss the message because, like the man in the story, I have my 
own idea of how it’s going to happen. I hope I can stay open for the mes-
sages and nudges from the Universe as we leave here. 

“Meeting Mirror was appropriate. I guess it was natural for my guide 
to be from the animal world; in the meditation I didn’t think much about 
it. I didn’t really get it when he was telling me that my stuff was reflected 
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in others, but as my whole drama unfolded with you, Water Wind Light, 
it was as if Mirror had been prophetic! How did he know I was going to 
get triggered by you and project all that stuff from my past onto you? 
Looking back, I can’t believe the order that everything happened in. It 
was wild! 

“I also want to tell you, Water Wind Light, that I’m glad I wasn’t the 
only one who was ready to clear out of here. I don’t think it came out in 
our group, but when I was so upset in the ladies’ room, I told All Things 
One that I wanted to leave. She told me something that caught my atten-
tion. She said she thought you guys could hang in with my stuff. I told 
her that would be a first!” 

The woman looked at All Things One and said, “And then you asked 
me, ‘Want to give it a try?’ It was such a great response! Remember how 
I’d told you all that what I enjoyed the most out of the sleeping around I 
did was the challenge of it? It’s still difficult for me to turn down a dare! 
So I had to take you up on it!” 

Looking around at the others, she said, “And that’s how I ended up 
staying here for the rest of this amazing journey. 

“What else to say? I love the concept of rising above polarities. I’m 
not sure I can do it, but knowing that there’s something other than just 
digging in my heels and hanging on for dear life is refreshing. And the 
no judgment! I even noted in my journal that it would be so great to live 
that way! Could you imagine—we could all be just who we really are 
without the fears and awkwardness related to what we think others think 
about us. That would be awesome.” 

“I’m so glad we have things to take with us when we go. Thank you 
so much for my shirt, Way-Shower. The heron is beautiful, and your in-
clusion of the golden Z in the air reminds me of how he disappeared into 
light after our meeting. I will keep Mirror’s feathers in a safe place and 
treasure them. And thanks to all of you—especially for accepting me 
despite my past.  

“I should probably add thanks to the squirrel and some of the birds 
out here in the garden. They said very nice things about you, Way-
Shower. They really trust you and assured me that you know what you’re 
doing. Apparently you have groups here fairly often?” she ended on a 
questioning tone. 
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“I’ll have to have a word with that squirrel,” the Way-Shower grum-
bled. “Yes, there are other small groups that are conducted here. A little 
more on that later.” 

Water Wind Light interjected, “Are you finished, She Who Speaks? 
There’s something I’d like to say to you.” 

“As long as it’s not female-bashing,” she returned, smiling. 
“I guess I deserve that,” he noted. “But what I want to tell you is 

about your name. Remember back in my first meditation when it started 
on the ocean with the wind blowing around me and you said it was cool 
that it happened that way because the name I chose was Water Wind 
Light?” 

The animal communicator nodded. 
“Well, as we’ve gone on here, I’ve come to see how your name to-

tally fits you!” he said. “In the beginning when you selected it, we all 
thought it was about your speaking to the four-leggeds—or two-leggeds, 
in Mirror’s case. But as time went on, I was totally wowed by how you 
Speak. And I mean that with a capital “S.” First, you had the courage to 
open up about your past before any of the rest of us did. Then you let me 
have it from here to Timbuktu and back without any hesitation. And later 
you spoke from real strength with the man who had abused you—in your 
meditation, that is. It made your tirade with me seem like a warm-up. 

“When your soulmate came down that path in the Faerie Kingdom, 
you were so bold in telling him, ‘If we fight, you won’t win!’ I found 
myself thinking ‘yes, she sure does Speak!’ I wanted to share that with 
you. I also want to tell you that I hope I can be that brave and speak with 
such directness when it comes time for me to confront my mother.” 

She Who Speaks was taken aback. “Gee!” she said with some humil-
ity. “That’s profound. I never once saw my name as reflecting anything 
other than my speaking with the animals! Thank you, Water Wind Light. 
I’m honored. 

 “But the three of you—well, four, including our guide—deserve 
some of the credit. I think coming into my strength happened largely be-
cause you all were so accepting of me. It’s pretty rare that I could share 
that story about my past and not be torn to shreds over it. Looking back, I 
think I put it out there as a test. If you all reacted like I was a leper or 
something, I would have used it as an excuse to leave. Thank goodness it 
worked out differently! 
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 “Great work with the insightometer in relation to my name,” she 
said to Water Wind Light.  

“Hey, the insightometer!” laughed All Things One. “I think that’s 
my favorite term from our time spent here. When we get back, I’m going 
to make myself some sort of plaque or sign that says something about 
that insightometer.” 

“Any other things to share with She Who Speaks before we start to 
wrap up here?” the Way-Shower asked them. 

Tears formed in All Things One’s eyes. “You mean say goodbye?”  
“Yes, that’s the plan,” he responded gently. 
“Do your other groups get sad when they have to leave?” she won-

dered. 
“I don’t mean to be insensitive. I know that it’s difficult to part when 

strong bonds have been forged, as you four have. But we do best when 
we focus on ourselves, not on others. I will remind you of one of your 
lessons here, which is that of not judging. It is fine for you to be sad, or 
relieved, or ecstatic, or whatever emotions come up. Being genuine is 
what counts.” 

“I can see that,” replied All Things One, yet the tears kept flowing. 
In keeping with the Way-Shower’s reminder, none of the others made 
any comments about her wet cheeks. 

“Before we say our goodbyes, though, I’d like to take a short break,” 
the Way-Shower said. “Shall we come back in about 15 to 20 minutes?” 

“Ha! Like we have any idea of time here.” Water Wind Light was 
quick to jump on the fact that they had been living without their time-
pieces.  

Peering out at the young man, the Way-Shower pulled out some 
things from his billowing sleeve. One was shiny; others simple black or 
brown. “Hmmm, what are these, I wonder?” He held them up. “Oh, I 
believe they are known as watches. They could let you know when 15 to 
20 minutes have passed, am I correct?” 

“Yay! Our watches!” Water Wind Light shouted. “Can I get mine 
now? It’s the black triathlete one.” 

“I guess I have to return them, now that I’ve pulled them out,” their 
guide said, sighing. “Here you go, Water Wind Light, I believe this 
would be yours?” 

The young blond was so happy that She Who Speaks could not resist 
asking, “Why does a watch mean so much to you?” 
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“I don’t know,” he replied. “Maybe it has something to do with be-
ing competitive. I’ve never been without one before,” he told her. “It was 
like a part of me that’s been missing.” 

“Wow,” she said quietly. “I’m definitely not that attached to mine, 
but I’m also not athletic. I don’t need my watch to talk with the four-
leggeds. But since you have them, Way-Shower, mine’s the one with the 
green tone face that changes colors with the light.” 

“Fascinating,” their guide said as he selected her watch and handed it 
to her. 

“And yours, Star Who Sings the Music?” 
“Just the plain brown one. Though when we get back you can be sure 

I’ll be looking for one that has a huge yellow star on it.” 
They laughed. “Could you see me finding one with a great blue 

heron on its face?” laughed She Who Speaks. 
“Hey, they probably make it somewhere,” All Things One said, wip-

ing her eyes and chuckling. “On the other hand, find me one with Yumi 
on it and I’ll be...” she stopped, realizing she had no idea of what she 
would be. “Shocked!” she finished, to the guffaws of the others. 

“OK, are we set for about 20 minutes from now?” 
“Yep,” Water Wind Light answered. The others nodded. The Way-

Shower headed down the tunnel. 
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Chapter 69 
 
 

The Way-Shower’s Reflections IV 
 
 

The Way-Shower proceeded to his chambers, sat in front of his altar 
and centered himself. In the stillness, he reflected on the group and what 
they had achieved while with him. He recalled their arrivals. He had 
known their souls called them to this work, but the four didn’t know that. 
They had been unsure of themselves, of each other and of the Way-
Shower himself. Yet each had committed to entering the Door to Who 
You Are. And despite the challenges, they had all kept that resolve. 

All Things One had been the most circumspect and had disclosed the 
least. She had shown the most maturity—unusual for one her age. He 
knew she had coached the two who had wanted to leave, and she had 
done it evenly and compassionately. He had his ways of seeing what 
went on in his domain. Her triangle visualization and the massacre in her 
last journey hinted at deep unresolved material.  

Hmmm... I wonder if she’ll be able to contain the layers of grief as 
she returns to her life? And that’s not all. Of the four, she is most com-
mitted to this work. All Things One will have difficulty adjusting to the 
outer world.  

She Who Speaks had the most dramatic change. The release of her 
trauma showed in her face and her carriage. Her openness in the begin-
ning had sparked the others to reveal difficult aspects of themselves hon-
estly. He recalled Water Wind Light’s comments on the woman’s name 
and smiled. She Who Speaks had spoken, indeed—and by doing so, had 
propelled the others in the small group to new levels.  

Star Who Sings the Music also had a powerful experience. Initially 
morose and quiet, he had garnered strength from his internal encounters 
with his depression and fear. He now knew he had an Inner Knight who 
could confront the dark. The Star he had believed in as a child, but lost 
due to the ridicule of his elders, had returned to him. In deciding to use 
Star in his name, he showed his identification with this powerful part as 
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well as the intention to make its energy part of his daily life. During the 
music meditation, his physical body had been filled with its light, bring-
ing its essence into the earthly realm. I have no doubt he is solid in his 
new self. I anticipate learning how his newfound identity affects his life 
on his return. 

And Water Wind Light. What a miracle the young man had hung in 
there! Shaking his head, the Way-Shower admitted it had been risky 
bringing the young man here. Yet the potential for growth from release 
of the pain of his past had been so glaring the Way-Shower had decided 
to give it a try. Thanks to the others in the group, it had worked out per-
fectly. The youngest member had played a very significant part. For one, 
he had showed the others that not everything has to be finished neatly 
when people engage in this inner reflection and experience. Secondly, 
the interactions he had with She Who Speaks had perfectly illustrated 
projection and how it can play out in people’s lives. If this had been a 
play, I couldn’t have written the script more precisely to teach them what 
they needed to learn. 

He smiled and took four deep breaths, one for each of the partici-
pants. They had been exceptional together. During the last couple of 
minutes before leaving his tabernacle, visions of them in the near future 
crossed his consciousness.  

Yes, the signs were showing before they departed. Nodding as the 
last picture came and went, he brought his hands together in front of his 
chest in prayer pose. Bowing, he said out loud, “May it be, according to 
the wills of All involved. Blessings to the four of you until we meet 
again.” 

He got up and walked over to the bench. Picking up the four back-
packs he had set out, he left the sanctuary to bid farewell to his students. 
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Chapter 70 
 
 

Till We Meet Again 
 
 

The Way-Shower entered the garden to find his charges chatting 
among themselves and exchanging their contact information. He almost 
did a double-take as his visions of the four in the future paraded across 
the slate of his mind again. He squinted in the bright sun as he ap-
proached them. 

“I see you’ve got the information from each other that you desire so 
you can keep in touch,” he commented. 

Water Wind Light turned to him. “Did you find cell phones on us 
somewhere when we got here?” 

Doing his best to look puzzled, the Way-Shower laid down the back-
packs. “Cell phones? What do they look like?” The exchange of worried 
looks between All Things One and Water Wind Light gave him a mo-
ment’s delight. 

“They’re hard plastic devices about two inches by three inches with a 
little extension off one end that’s an antenna. When you open them 
there’s a small screen on them and numbers—as well as a round dial-like 
thing that gives you the ability to access different functions.” 

The Way-Shower had a hard time holding in his laughter. “Just pull-
ing your leg a bit, young man,” he said as he released the chortles. “I 
know you all think we’re on a different planet here, and I’m not sure I 
want to dispel that impression. But I do know what cell phones are—and 
thank you for that description. I’m not sure an entity from another planet 
would have figured it out, but I found it pretty accurate.” 

Pointing to the backpacks on the ground, he told them, “Why don’t 
you look through those? I think there may be some of those phones in 
there. Since I don’t remember which went with which person, I’ll let you 
find the ones that belong to you.” 

All Things One looked at him for a quick moment. The Way-Shower 
not know whose cell phones were whose? I don’t believe it. More often 
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than not he can read our minds. If he can do that, how could he not re-
member our phones?  

Her skepticism was validated when she saw a twinkle in the guide’s 
eye. She turned to reach for a backpack to find the others had already 
found theirs. Water Wind Light had his phone open and was punching 
buttons to file away their information, starting with Star Who Sings the 
Music. Star was looking over the blond’s shoulder, making sure he got it 
right.  

It was then that All Things One noticed She Who Speaks watching 
the black-haired man. Oh, my, thought All Things One. There’s some-
thing brewing there for sure! Well, he’s not young and blond. If we all 
come back again in the future it will be most interesting to see how this 
develops. Fishing out her phone, she read the piece of paper where she 
had written the other woman’s information and started entering it.  

“Ahem.” The Way-Shower interrupted their activity. Quickly finish-
ing their entries, the four turned their attention to him. 

“Let’s gather around,” he said.  
All Things One felt a lump grow in her throat as she realized this 

would be the last time they would be in group together—at least for a 
while. She saw Star Who Sings the Music and She Who Speaks ex-
change a glance before they sat down next to each other. Water Wind 
Light brought his tall body to a seated position between herself and She 
Who Speaks and placed his backpack in front of him. They extended 
their hands to each other and closed their eyes in anticipation of the 
Way-Shower’s direction to bring their attention inward.  

“Let your body relax as you sit comfortably on the soft, warm grass,” 
their guide started. “Take several deep breaths, and feel your energy 
move from your nose and mouth down through your windpipe and into 
your lungs. Good! Nice, deep breaths. As you breathe in and out, become 
aware of our energy here together as a group. Each of you has brought 
something of value to the All—fear, self-doubt, insecurity, persecution. 
With assistance of our Inner Healers and knowledge from realms beyond 
the intellect, these qualities are in the process of transformation as you 
prepare to leave. 

“Courage... the strength of the Warrior... the safety of Sacred Places, 
and Commitment to taking the next step have replaced uncertainties you 
had on arrival. We have learned that things may not always be as they 
seem, and that solutions to opposites can best come from above the con-
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tinuum rather than the gray area between the poles. Expression of our 
inner realms has occurred through art and music. You have been with 
each other through it all—the easy and the difficult... the times you 
wanted to flee... the times you were exhausted. You developed under-
standing, patience, compassion, open-mindedness, and willingness.  

“Take a couple of minutes to reflect on what was most meaningful 
for you in your time here. Let its energy fill every cell in your body. Feel 
it lighting you, preparing you for the person you will be on your return.  

“Picture the new you in your minds. How do you fit back in your 
life? Consider your relationships with others and how these will shift. 
See yourselves in your jobs and consider the new roles you will play as a 
result of what has happened here. Have no doubt that others will sense 
the changes that have occurred over the past few days.” 

The Way-Shower paused to give them a few moments to ponder his 
questions. 

“The guides who were instrumental in the lessons you received 
here—how will they be involved in your life on the outside? What kind 
of time can you make for the introspective expression of artwork and 
journaling?” 

He paused again before continuing. “Take a few minutes to let these 
scenes play out in your mind. Be as aware as you can of all the sensa-
tions involved in your unfolding images—what are your surroundings... 
who’s with you... are there any smells or tastes involved... what are you 
hearing? Incorporate as much detail as possible. The clearer you can en-
vision these things, the more energy you give them to manifest. With 
regular practice, you will build your abilities, knowledge and strength of 
characters for the next time we come together. You can be sure there will 
be another time. 

“Focus now as I give you some silence. I will call you back in a few 
minutes.” 

Looking at the two men and two women he had called to the cave, he 
saw moist eyes all around. She Who Speaks had tears streaming down 
her cheeks. He smiled, recalling their conversation about women using 
tears and men using anger. He noticed a tear from She Who Speaks’ face 
fall on Star Who Sings the Music’s hand, and saw the squeeze given in 
response.  

They will make a good couple, he thought. It didn’t often happen that 
his students became involved romantically, but throughout the many 



The Crystal Cave 

 

363 

years there had been a few times. He knew he could not oppose it; there 
were forces greater than he at work here.  

Turning his gaze to Water Wind Light, his smile broadened. A wave 
of gratitude to the Spirit world washed through him. Thank you, he said 
in his mind to Ramere and the Starfish. Thank you for bringing Water 
Wind Light the lessons he needed in a way that got his attention. He went 
through the wringer, yet came out on the other side with determination to 
address his most core issue. We should all be blessed to have guides like 
you two. 

You have such guides yourself! flashed through his mind. He bowed 
his head in reply. Yes, we all have incredible guides. Thanks to all of you, 
everywhere. 

On his next exhale, the Way-Shower intoned, “And now, wherever 
you are in your mind, gently allow it to come to a close. Remember you 
are always able to return to these places on your own. Thank whatever 
presences may have joined you, as well as the form of the new you that 
came to your mind’s eye.  

“Now you are full of your new Being that will carry you into 
changes that lie ahead. Take a couple of deep breaths. Feel awareness 
returning to your body. Notice your feet, legs, torso, arms, shoulders, 
neck and head. Allow sensation to return to each part. When you feel you 
have come back to the group and the garden, open your eyes to rejoin 
us.” 

Around the circle eyes fluttered open and the joined hands released 
their grips. She Who Speaks wiped her face and sniffled. All Things One 
let out a long sigh. Water Wind Light sat up straighter. Star Who Sings 
the Music took a little longer returning and appeared a little disoriented. 
“Sometimes it’s hard to come back,” he explained. Heads nodded in 
agreement. 

The Way-Shower peered at each of them to see how clear their eyes 
were. “Are we all here?”  

“Or somewhere,” Star Who Sings the Music said dreamily. 
“Or nowhere,” Water Wind Light couldn’t resist adding. 
“Or everywhere,” All Things One mused wistfully. 
“Or here!” the Way-Shower joined in.  
Seeing them all focused back on their surroundings, he opened the 

inevitable topic. “Yes, now is the time for you to return to your everyday 
homes. But it is not quite that simple. Water Wind Light, you have 
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shared many times about your enjoyment of sci-fi. Some things that peo-
ple believe are fiction in sci-fi are a lot more true than they know.  

“The inner work we did created an energy vortex, which our bodies 
and minds adapted to while here. The archetypes and energies that joined 
us added their powers as well. This will be disrupted as you leave the 
cave. People experience this shift in a variety of ways. I want to give you 
some information to help prepare you for the adjustment of your return.”  

He had their attention. Water Wind Light leaned forward. She Who 
Speaks sat upright, her face aglow. All Things One wrapped her arms 
around her knees.  

“Is there really a noticeable transition?”  
“Often there is. For some it is more pronounced than for others,” the 

Way-Shower replied.  
“Three common experiences are expansion of your heart energy, 

emotional vacillation and fatigue. I’ll explain a little about each. With a 
heart opening, you feel positive and loving toward others. There is a ten-
dency to want to say ‘yes’ to anything that comes your way. Please be 
cautious of this desire! It may feel right to buy something for thousands 
of dollars, or team up with someone you do not know to start a new busi-
ness. Remember the adage ‘what goes up must come down.’ Give your-
self a couple of weeks to adjust your energy and steady your emotions, 
then consider the situation again.  

“Your return from intense inner work is not a time to make major life 
decisions. Yes, some of you may come away from this with strong lean-
ings toward life work that you did not have on arrival. I encourage you to 
explore them thoroughly before you dive in. It may be the right thing to 
do. If it is, it will still be right two to four weeks later. Take your time. 

“Another possibility is for you to find that you feel tired and down. 
The energy you worked in here was strong—like a vacuum. Outside of 
its influence you may feel like your life force has been sucked out of you 
for a while. Your lives gained energetic momentum here. Allow some 
time for the pendulum to swing back to neutral. After a week or so, see if 
you don’t feel more bounce again in your step.  

“Lastly, your emotions may vacillate. You may find yourself in a 
great mood one day and sad, anxious or fearful the next. This is your en-
ergy field recalibrating—do your best to ride it out. You might be 
spacey—like locking yourself out of your house or car, or being more 
confused about dates and times than usual. It will pass. Call or email 
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each other for support and understanding. If at all possible, release emo-
tions when they come up. If you find tears welling up in the bath, go 
ahead and cry. If a run brings up anger, do some jumping jacks or push-
ups—or split some wood when you get back home.” 

They all looked at each other in amazement. “Split wood?” She Who 
Speaks asked. “Really, what planet are we on?” 

“Don’t people use wood stoves anymore?” the guide asked.  
“Oh, maybe if you live in Colorado or Montana or something,” Star 

Who Sings the Music replied.  
“Well,” the Way-Shower said, “do whatever helps you to let out the 

anger. Hit a pillow, scream in a discreet place, punch a punching bag. 
But please, nothing dangerous—like risky motorcycle riding or hurting 
other people.” 

“Gotcha,” Water Wind Light said. “I think I’ll go home and buy an 
axe for chopping wood.” 

“And move to Colorado?” All Things One asked jokingly. 
“How do you know I’m not from Colorado?” the young man shot 

back. 
“Colorado is a land-locked state,” she replied matter-of-factly. “I 

doubt an ocean baby like you would live in a land-locked state.”  
“You’re right,” he said sheepishly. “You guys know me too well.” 
“And you know us, too!” she reminded him. 
The Way-Shower interrupted their repartee. “Next, I want to remind 

you again to exercise discretion in choosing people with whom to share 
your experience here. Others may not think you crazy for undergoing this 
exploration of inner worlds, but it is likely they will not understand how 
deep and life-changing it can be.  

“For instance, other people might laugh when hearing about a smart-
aleck heron, or a Being of Ramere’s appearance. You may get responses 
like, ‘And you took that stuff seriously? Since when do creatures like 
that talk, anyway?’ Given how meaningful your visualizations were for 
you, hearing reactions like that often hurts. It can also make you second-
guess the insights you experienced. My recommendation is that unless 
you know it’s a person who is open to a wider perspective of spirituality, 
it might be best for you to keep your experiences here to yourselves, or 
between each other.” 
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“No problem for me,” piped up Water Wind Light. “I don’t have any 
close friends, anyway. Other than Star Who Sings the Music, I don’t see 
myself talking about what happened here with anyone.” 

“I may have a couple of friends I could share it with,” said She Who 
Speaks. “There are a few people who know that I communicate with the 
animal world. I think they’d be open to hearing my visualization—at 
least the one with Mirror. Thanks for your note of caution, Way-Shower. 
I’ll keep it in mind.” 

“I’ll look forward to staying in contact with you,” All Things One 
told them. “My family would think I’m nuts if I shared this with them. 
My friends tend to be conservative, too. At least I think they are; maybe I 
don’t know them as well as I could. But I’ll be careful, too.” 

Star Who Sings the Music declined comment.  
 “A couple more things,” the Way-Shower said. “Grounding foods 

may be helpful for you. Eating root vegetables, such as carrots, potatoes, 
onions, turnips and radishes are good connections to the Earth. Meats, 
nuts and fish are also good. Moderate caffeine can also be grounding. Of 
course if you overdo it you’ll be spinning around the galaxy. Alcoholic 
beverages are not recommended immediately after your return, but if you 
choose to use them, please do so in moderation.  

“I don’t know if any of you do any cleansing fasts. If so, your return 
is not a good time to do this. Please don’t decide to accelerate your heal-
ing experiences by going on a juice and water cleanse. Keeping your 
connection to the Earth and your physical vehicles is best for now. You 
can do a cleanse in a few weeks if you feel it is needed.  

“Some other things that may be helpful for you in integrating your 
time here are continuing to do your journaling, drawing when you feel 
like it, and massage or other body work. Gentle movement like tai chi or 
chi kung can be helpful, as can sitting on a large rock or up against a tree. 

“A couple of you have mentioned being in therapy. If you are seeing 
a therapist currently, that may be a place to share your experiences from 
this group. Use your discretion as to whether it would be something your 
therapist would be open to. Don’t use your experience to try opening an 
unwilling mind! If it wouldn’t work for you, it likely won’t work for oth-
ers. 

“I think that’s about it,” he finished. “Any questions?” 
“Not now, but I’ll probably have some after we’re gone and we can’t 

ask you. Is there a way we can contact you if we need to?” 
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 “I do not do email,” their guide told them. “You can reach me either 
by phone or by reaching out to me in your minds. Your guides will know 
when a connection with me would be helpful and will set contact in mo-
tion. I may come to you in dreams or in your meditations—or sometimes 
out of the blue! If you need me I will be available for you.” 

“Phone?” All Things One was perplexed. “I never heard a phone ring 
the whole time we were here!” 

The Way-Shower put on his don’t-bother-me-with-such-nonsense 
look. “That doesn’t mean there isn’t one here, young lady!” 

“Oh, true,” she stammered. When will I learn? You’d think by now 
I’d know that things in this cave aren’t the same as in the real world. 
Whatever “real” is. 

“You’ll find a phone number for me programmed into your cell 
phones under the names of your guides.” Looking at each of them, he 
said, “Yumi, Mirror, Knight and Starfish. I think they’ll be about as mys-
tifying to others as programming in ‘Way-Shower’; I’ll leave you to any 
explanations you may need to give. You may, of course, change the 
name.” 

“And there is another resource for you,” he added. “Some of my pre-
vious students expressed a desire to reach out to and learn from each 
other. They created an online group under the name ‘The Crystal Cave.’ 
While I do not participate on it, only people who have participated in 
inner work with me here can join.” 

“How do you protect it from people who haven’t been here?” Water 
Wind Light asked.  

“When each group departs, I contact the group administrator and 
give him the names. If any or all of you want to join, you are allowed in. 
Any others are not.” 

“Oh, that’s easy. How many are in it?” 
“I don’t know,” the Way-Shower said. “Given the number of groups 

I’ve held over the years and when the internet group started, I’d imagine 
it could be 150 to 200 people. Of course, that depends on who wants to 
join.” 

“Yikes!” Water Wind Light was stunned. “That’s a lot of people.” 
“All the more support for you,” their guide replied. 
“I’ll be joining,” All Things One affirmed. 
“Me, too, for sure,” Water Wind Light said. “How about you two?” 

he asked Star Who Sings the Music and She Who Speaks. 
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“I’ll have to think about it.” The animal communicator hesitated. 
“I’m not much good with computers. I don’t know if I could figure out 
how to do it.” 

“Aw, it’s easy! Really! Call me and I can guide you through it in 
minutes,” the younger man told her. 

“Maybe,” she replied. 
“I probably will,” said Star Who Sings the Music. “You can call me 

to guide me through it—I haven’t joined a group before.” 
“I’ll call you,” Water Wind Light promised. “I’m hoping that’s not 

all we talk about.” 
Star Who Sings the Music smiled in return. 
The Way-Shower extended his hands outward. “Are we ready to 

close, then?” 
The four joined hands, closed their eyes and took several deep 

breaths. The Way-Shower said, “As you leave here, may our hearts be 
filled with gratitude for this time we’ve shared and all we’ve learned. 
Holding each other in our heart spaces, extend blessings to the person on 
your right and left. Feel that goodwill extend around our circle, bathing 
all of us in its light. Send support to each other in the new endeavors that 
will unfold on your return. Find security in the presence of your guides 
and the archetypes that activate around you.  

“Strong, secure and loved, rest in your new essence for a minute. 
Then, as you’re ready, open your eyes and return to the garden.” 

Tears were in the two women’s eyes. Star Who Sings the Music was 
pensive. Water Wind Light, however, squirmed like a kid who knows a 
treat awaits him. 

 “So, how does going back operate?” he asked the Way-Shower. 
“The same way it did when you came here,” the guide replied. “Take 

your backpacks with you. Put your journals, drawings and shirts in them. 
Sandwiches and snacks that I prepared for you are already there. Physical 
gifts from your guides would do better in the packs, too—like your 
feathers, She Who Speaks. And to remind you of the things we just 
talked about related to your adjustment going back, I put a printed list of 
suggestions in with your journals.” 

“But when….?” All Things One was going to ask, but bit her tongue. 
I’m not going there again. I know better now.  

The Way-Shower looked her way with raised eyebrows. “Noth-
ing…” she stammered in reply to his gaze. Then she remembered her 
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arrival. “But I came in water! This backpack will get soaked, along with 
everything in it.” 

The guide’s eyes sparkled. “All of you were brought here either by 
water or wind. Were you wet when you arrived? You and Star Who 
Sings the Music both made reference to being surprised that you were 
dry when you got here.”  

The Way-Shower looked at the youngest of them and said, “One 
among you knows that getting wet is not a concern. Why would that be?” 
His voice trailed off into an expectative question. 

Water Wind Light looked clueless. “You’re looking at me?” he 
asked.  

“Well, it’s your name that gives us the answer,” the Way-Shower 
hinted. 

It clicked. The recognition registered on the blonde’s face. “Oh! Be-
cause the water and wind are light!” 

“Very good,” the Way-Shower told him. “Which is why you don’t 
need to worry about being soaked on your return.” 

All Things One’s mouth fell open. “That is so awesome!” she said. 
“I want to learn more about how that works.” 

“You and me both,” Water Wind Light rejoined. “I guess that gets 
left for next time.” 

“A few more next times,” the Way-Shower told them.  
Returning to the topic of their transition back to everyday life, he 

said, “What you’re going to do is to walk toward the place where you 
arrived in the cave. As when you were brought here, a vortex will form. 
The same element that brought you here will transport you back—to a 
spot very close to where you were taken from.” 

He looked at Water Wind Light. “Yes, about the time...” 
The young blonde’s face flushed. “How did you know I was wonder-

ing about how long we’ve been here?” 
“It’s not difficult,” their guide chuckled.  
“In the realm of physics scientists have shown that time is relative. 

You will find that your return makes sense time-wise in relation to the 
activity you were engaged in when you came. There will not be any 
missing-person reports out for you, nor will people who know you find 
your absence disconcerting. You will feel the same as when you were 
brought here—perhaps a little short of breath, or like you narrowly es-
caped a life-challenging situation. It will pass quickly.” He stopped. 
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“Well, then, are we ready?” 
Star Who Sings the Music and She Who Speaks exchanged a look. 

Star Who Sings the Music said, “We have a question before we go.” 
“We?” asked the Way-Shower. 
“Yes. She Who Speaks and myself.”  
“Ahhh,” the guide said, a knowing look passing over his face. “Go 

ahead,” he told them. 
“We would like to leave together,” Star Who Sings the Music stated. 
“I see,” said the Way-Shower. “And this is mutual?” 
“Yes,” She Who Speaks answered, her face flushed.  
“Well, that can certainly be arranged,” the Way-Shower replied. 

“Have you agreed on which place to go—yours or his?” 
“Actually, while you were taking your break, we found out we don’t 

live all that far from each other. We’d like to go to my place, for now,” 
the animal communicator said. 

“Well, so it is, then,” the guide said.  
“For all of you, as you approach the water toward the far end of the 

cave, or the wind that will create its vortex here in the garden, hold in 
your mind where you will be going, and you will be taken there.” 

“Wow!” said All Things One. “Sort of like my sphere from the 
Realm of Vibrational Intention!” 

“Yes, sort of,” the guide replied. 
“Is anyone up for a group hug?” he asked. The four welcomed the 

opportunity for a heartfelt goodbye with their guide.  
“You were a wonderful group,” he told them. “I will look forward to 

your return and hearing what has transpired for you back in your world.” 
“When will that be?” Water Wind Light wanted to know.  
The Way-Shower again had his mischievous look. “When the time is 

right, of course!  
“Now, away with you. I will call the vortices to escort you.” 
Squeezing their hands one last time, he said, “Goodbye, until we 

meet again.” 
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Epilogue 
 
 
 

All Things One headed to the cave through the tunnel, so familiar 
now. I’m returning to my life outside. I’ll be called Aryuel again, not All 
Things One. And I work in the glass skyscraper that represents every-
thing I dislike about civilization. I think I came here on a Saturday, 
which will only leave me one day to get my bearings before tackling cor-
porate life. Ugh! 

She entered the cave and gazed fondly at the shimmering walls and 
multitude of candles. The flames of the fire danced enticingly. She 
breathed deeply of the cave’s enigmatic aroma. I don’t want to go back! 
In the short time I’ve been here, I know this is more than just entertain-
ment. I gave my word to opening the Door to Who I Am, and it has 
opened vistas I never thought possible. I am committed to this Path. How 
do I honor that while living among the masses? 

So this is ‘the road less traveled!’ How many people willingly an-
swer the call, not just to engage in a dabbling of exploration, but to make 
this kind of meditative self-knowledge and growth their life calling? I 
must try to find them. If I don’t, I fear I’m doomed. 

All Things One felt a light touch on her elbow and started out of her 
reverie. Water Wind Light was beside her. “Ready to go back?” he 
asked. 

“No. Not at all,” she told him. Tears formed in her eyes. “Look! The 
art materials are still at the table. The fire beckons. Our sleeping mats are 
stacked against the wall as usual. Nothing has changed.” 

“No, not in the cave,” Water Wind Light noted. “But we have. 
We’ve all changed deeply.” 

“Yeah, you’re right. I wish we could stay longer and continue our 
experiences. They feel so much a part of me—but they belong here. They 
aren’t going to fit my outer life at all. Do you see this being a part of 
your life back where you came from?” 
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“I’m not sure. I want to check out that online group and see how well 
I connect with its members. That might help me keep this experience 
real. And I may join a meditation group or something so I have a way of 
staying in contact with Ramere and the Starfish.” He paused. “And 
there’s something else.” 

“What’s that?” All Things One’s curiosity was piqued as she wiped 
her tears with the back of her hand. 

“Because of that music meditation, I have decided I want to find a 
job where I can help children. I’ll be pursuing a new profession on my 
return. I’m excited about it. While leaving you and the others saddens me 
deeply; starting a new career gives me something to look forward to.” 

“You’re lucky. I don’t know what you’ll think of me for sharing this, 
but I have to tell someone, and at least you will probably understand—
even if it’s only a little. 

“I want this to be my ‘career.’ I had no clue what I was getting into 
when I told the Way-Shower that I was willing to open the Door to Who 
I Am. It opened, and it showed me my Path.” 

Her tears resumed. Between sniffles, she stated, “I love this work, 
Water Wind Light. It is my soul. It’s what I’ve been waiting for years to 
find. I know we weren’t here that long, and many might wonder how I 
can be so sure. But I am. I haven’t been more certain of anything in my 
life before. 

“How do I pursue it on the outside? Who, other than you, She Who 
Speaks, and Star Who Sings the Music, would possibly understand why 
it means so much to me?” 

She searched the eyes of her groupmate. “Water Wind Light, I’m 
afraid my soul is going to wither up and die out there. I don’t think I can 
do it.” 

The young man opened his arms. “Hug?” he asked. All Things One 
fell into his arms and sobbed.  

“You’ll be OK. I know you will. Just think, you’re the one who held 
us all together here. Your insightometer is strong. You held your own 
without being pulled into either side of our conflicts. Of all of us, I have 
the most faith in you.” 

All Things One’s sobs downgraded to sniffles and she pulled away. 
“You do?” 
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“Absolutely. How about you call me when you get back home to-
night? Just to let me know you got back OK and tell me how you’re do-
ing.” 

“Thanks, Water Wind Light. I think I’ll take you up on that. And I’ll 
check out the Internet group, too. That might help me not feel like I’ve 
been cast to the winds.” 

“And we’ll be back,” he reminded her. 
“Yes, but who knows how long that will be? The Way-Shower said 

‘When the time is right.’ But for me, the right time is now. I don’t want 
to leave. My time away from here will be agony!” 

“Trust our guide,” the young man assured her. “I think he’s got a 
sense of what each of us needs that’s just right for our growth. He won’t 
leave you stranded too long.” 

All Things One’s face lit up. “Stranded! That’s it! It’s my abandon-
ment rearing its ugly head again. No wonder I’m so upset! Water Wind 
Light, you make the most amazing connections sometimes.” 

“Always glad to be of service.” 
The insight created an immediate shift in All Things One’s affect. 

She smiled. Her brightness and confidence returned. She gave Water 
Wind Light’s hand a warm squeeze.  

“Ready?” she asked him. 
“Yeah,” he replied. “Nice of the Way-Shower to hold the vortex for 

us. You’ll call tonight, right?” 
“I will,” she promised.  
They both walked to the water gently lapping the smooth cave floor. 

All Things One could see the subtle golds and blues of the labradorite 
shining through the gray stone. I’ll have to buy some labradorite when I 
get home. 

Tightening her backpack around her waist, she strode further away 
from the cave’s large room. To her right, Water Wind Light pushed off 
the floor and started a strong freestyle in the deepening water. She 
stopped to watch, and caught her breath.  

Holy cow! Is that an otter? She could swear Playful dove slightly 
ahead of the young man. She saw the waters swirl. Waving, she whis-
pered, “Goodbye for now, Water Wind Light.” 

In her mind she saw the lake where she’d been swimming before be-
ing catapulted to the cave. As the water along the border of the cave 
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reached her waist, she extended forward and began a gentle breaststroke. 
She hoped to savor another few moments close to the cave.  

Real world, here I come! 
 

*  *  *  * 
 

In the shadows of the large room, the Way-Shower pursed his lips. 
He strode purposefully to his room and went directly to his altar. Gather-
ing his tarot cards, he made sure they were turned face down. Question in 
mind, he selected one.  

Hmmm. Not good. #15, the Devil card. The 1 and 5 added together 
make 6. Duality… Temptation… Internal division and confusion. The 
seeds of transcendence are within the 1 and the 5, but All Things One 
will not see it. 

I will call them back sooner than I’d planned. Thank you for your 
message, Devil. While I don’t see your challenges awaiting the other 
three, you portend bad news for All Things One. She was uppermost in 
my mind as I drew your card. You’re confirming my suspicions, and it 
looks worse than I thought.  

He placed the card upright against the mirror where it would stay 
until her safe return. 
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