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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 pondered 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.”

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 water. 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 delighted in the fact that she was physically fit. Today her athletic, wellmuscled 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 kicking. The trees by the shore seemed to be singing softly to her. A wonderful 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. Becoming a little disoriented in the ferocious momentum, she had the fleeting 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 lifethreatening a few moments ago now sounded soothing. They lapped gently at her and seemed to hum, “Here you are. Here you are. Here you
are.”

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
intrigue with the meditative arts, she was not a complete stranger to ex-
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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. Always 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.
“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 embark on this “Door to Who You Are” thing and become a spiritual master, 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 between the worlds. She realized she would probably not find an opportunity like this anywhere near where she lived on Earth. Weren’t you supposed 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 final 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 muttered, “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 completion and murmur, “And here is the One Who Speaks With the FourLeggeds in her Heart.” Once more he engaged in quiet singlemindedness.
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 corridor 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 either, 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 contemplate 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 others, 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
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 instructed. 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 surroundings, 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 lessons. It is not coincidence that none of you changed your mind after the
initial affirmative reply. The work we will undertake together here is intense and can be life-changing. It will consist of three meditative exercises. It may not sound like much right now, but once your psyches realize 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 responded 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 answered. “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
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 exercises. 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 annoyance, 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
chose not to ask anything and to see what was in store for her and the
others.
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“Then let’s get started. Your first exercise here will be a guided visualization. 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 soften. “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 associated with it. If it does not feel pleasant, do your best to stay with it regardless.
“When you are completely aware of what it is and how it presents itself 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 notion 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 posture 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.”

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 accustomed 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 giftbearer.
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 appealed 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 happened. 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 empowering 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
chose a note a fifth down and released her own resonant “oooooo.” The
forest vibrated with the sound of musical tones blending.
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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 heavens.
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 illuminated 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 energy and assist in bringing to them whatever they desire to manifest,”
Yumi said.
“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 intention 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 understand 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 Manifestation. 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 suddenly 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 happening before. Stay here. I will be back.”
Yumi vanished, leaving behind a feathery, vaporous mist that shimmered with the pale green color that its form had taken.
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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 experience 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
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 identifying the other symbol—but here it was.
The black entity emitted a hissing sound that was unmistakably disgust. But it did stop advancing. Sings the Music saw eyes in the blackness 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 followed. 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 appendage that had reached for his heart shifted its direction and veered
with lightning speed toward the Knight. The horse reared and sidestepped, 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 appeared 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.
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.
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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 galloped 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 forward 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 emanating from the apex. Not a sign was left of the darkness, its eyes or the unpleasant 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 enveloped 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.

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 extending his arm as the young man heaved himself into an upright position. Water Wind Light staggered and the Way-Shower grabbed him at
the elbow to stabilize him. He shuffled toward the restroom, the WayShower 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 WayShower whispered softly in his ear as he went to lie back down, “Remember 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 resistant 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
achingly 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 distracted 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 avoidance 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 Universe? 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 possibly know about little old me? I’m lost in that vastness.
“Please,” he told the starfish. “Not now when the music is so exquisite.”
“Ahhh,” it replied. “You want peace and beauty without the price of
doing your own work. And what happens when the beautiful music finishes?”
“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!”
“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 insightometer 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.”
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.
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“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 hopelessness.
“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 desperation. 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 falling 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
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 number 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 WayShower 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?”
“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-
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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 waters and a mug of hot peppermint tea which he gave to each per their request. He brought nuts and sweet breads from the food table, and nodded
to them as he went back to All Things One.

