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Tapas

Yesterdag, | skied. Traversing into the wooded area where the wind blew
the SNOW, there was no wind. | meandered and bush whacked my way
tlﬁrough the unclerstorg of the tall Pines and firs. 1 looked up through an
opening at the crest of the riclge and realized I had arrived at the best
Place to emerge from the cocoon of the forest into the howling wind. |
hiked the last ﬁﬁcty Qarcls across the barren rock and crossed over to the
downwind side of the riclge where the snow settled into a hardened drift
with a light Iager of wind blown Powder. | arrived at the best Place to start. |
fumbled around getting my skies on. After a sip of water, I took in the
views of monumental mountains, the Yellowstone River Va”eg and where |
want to take my first turn. One way was a tentative start, the other way a
Plunge into immediate action. | chose the Plunge, no thought, quick ﬂowing
turns. l:eeling the skies carve as | followed the narrow Path of Packed

SNOW, the on|9 route after the recent wind scoured the rest of the slope.



When | stopl:)ecl after my final turn 1 was right back where I started. A rush
of adrenaline flowed through me, like the wind. It was a sensation of cloing
sometlﬁing that required no tlﬁought. Just being Present, very Present was

the onlg requirement.

“What is life? It is the flash of a fire ﬂg in the night. It is the breath of a
buffalo in the winter time. It is the little Shadow which runs across the grass

and loses itself in the Sunset.”

CrowFoot, Blackfoot Elder

A New Beginning

We committed to thisjourneg of love a long time ago. Julian and I somehow
stagecl the course. And 9et after all of the years, there is still an awareness
we both share. The awareness of being connected to something greater

than the self.

Julian - 1t’s been almost six months since 've been back at the cabin bg the
creek. Nothing has changecj much.. .just some dust accumulated here and
there. | brought some fresh coffee to brew on the wood stove. It’s a
blisterg earlg spring CJ39 and I have a fire going. It’s a nice Feeling being in
the solitude of the cabin again. Jim droppecl me off and went skiing. What
a lou59 clag for that. Whew, | wonder sometimes, what is his motivation for
being out in the elements. Magbe it’s the solitude he needs? Like I need

this cabin for some space?



There’s a knock at the door. It slow|9 creaks open. . ”Frank! You knew |
was here?”
“Well, that’s the greeting | get” How about a hugl”

«Of course, sorry, | Wasjust reveling in the solitude this cabin affords me.”

“It’s cozy in here Julian. Is he out there? Or are you spending the night

alone?”
“Yeah, he’s out there. | tracked him until he disapl:)eared in the woods.”

There’s a moment of quie’c, it seems as if Frank is contemplating about the

situation. Me being alone. What’s he thinking’?
“| have some coffee brewing, Pll clean a couple of mugs.”

“Thanks, Julian.”

A chair SCrapes across the ﬂoor, | have my back to him not sure what to do.
| was not expecting to see Frank. I hear a little thumP on the table and turn
with the clean mugs | diPPecl in the hot water I had Placecl on the stove.
There’s a small flask of Whiskeg in the center of the table.

“I am replacing the one | took outta here awhile back”

| follow his gaze, towards the bed. I look back at him. As he looks up at me |
ask, “what are you thinking Frank?”

“Just some fond memories Julian.”
“lLet’s keep it as memories, right? We are straight about that correct?”

“Yeah little Iadg. We made our Pcace.”



“And the Whiskeg?”

Urish coffee. ..our truth serum. So, you and Jim are heacling to India |

heard.”

Chapter I OPPosition

| pourus a couple of coffees. We stare at the flask of Whiskeg. Then we
look up at each other. Memories of a night gone awry. The night Frank
knew my hidden truth.

Frank starts, “Julian, I came with good intention in my minds eye. There is
something right now that bothers me. It feels that whatever | share with you
is a futile attempt at communication. You have your way. Your knowledge
and beliefs seem to override who I am. So I have to ask, how do you reckon
we not have a Perception of who we think the other is. Or how the other is
to experience their life. Whatever the other Persons’ joumeg mig]ﬁt be.
Like Joseph used the medicine wheel as a way to describe our Personal

joumeg”

“lam not Fo”owinggou Frank. Are we ta”dng about the Past, our Past
relationship? Or the more recent past, when | Pursuecl a reconciliation of

our PaSt relationship. ThC USiﬂg O{: each other to T'CPIBCC our lOSt |overs?”

I think you called them soulmates. Soulmate |overs, that’s what you said.

But no, that is all behind us. There is something else, 'm not sure how to



Phrase it Le‘c’sjust say | have a concern of your choice to you going to

India with Jim.”

“You know? Not many People know about our decision.”

“I ran into Nirvana a few nig]ﬁts ago. She sure does like art classes. 1 am

modeling for Mo”g this time. Jim turned her down.”
“Nude?”

Frank has a chuckle that |ightens up the conversation. “No way, swim
trunks. Mo”g’s asking this cowbog to do yoga poses. And Nirvana is
assisting me to have the right Pos’cure. | am sore more now than | get after a

‘JJ

long horse ride!

“Okag, so Nirvana mentioned our desire to go to TaPas. And what, you

checked them out? The “sect”, Ekam?’

“Hey Julian, you seem a little Per’turbed Magbe it’s none of my business.
But right here, you are sensing what | might have to say that might interfere
with the flow oFgour life.”

“Wow, I:rar1|<, you are on spo’c. Yeah, We”, | came to the cabin todag hol:)ing
for some space and a Place to check in with mgsel? todag. And here you

D))

arc.

Julian - We both take a tentative sip from our mugs and eye the Whiskeg.
He seems so sure of himself. Like he has dominion over me. It’s as if he is
my steward and caretaker. And magbe his intentions are goocl. But | would

like to steer my own ship. It might lead to clestruction, bluntlg Put. Or it



coulcl leacl to my se|¥ awakening and Personal knowleclge. It seems ‘chat

there is so much outside influence which makes me act out of obligation.

There’s a long pause of c:]uiet, stillness. | regret my bi’ting comments
towards someone making an egort to suppor’c me. | need to look at how |

want to dictate the tgPe of connection | desire.

| take my eye off the Whiskeg. It’s so temptinga vice to soothe me. Frank is
Iooking at me. | can’t tell if it's sorrow or coml:)assion that I see in his eyes.
Magbe | am blind to what this man is about. A deep furrow appears
between his egebrows. Where are his thoughts going? What state are we in
(as Megan describes when talking about the Ekam teachings)?

“Julian? Julian, l am sorry that | barged N on your space. Especia”g since

Jim migl'lt bejoininggou soon. | best leave.”

“No, Frank. It’s okag. My turn to apologize. | amjust Iooking at my truth.”
Who do I think I am, that | want to so direct the course of another’s actions.

Whg does e\/ergthing have to fit into my blueprint’?
The door creeks open again.

“Frank! It's been awhile.”

Jim looks at me, then back at Frank, “Oooo0, looks like 1 am interrupting

something here.”

He eyes the unopened flask of Whiskeg. He looks at both of us with
Plea&ing eyes. | am spen’t alreaclg. My heartis in Pain and my mind is cloing

what it does best, comcusing me. It’s a conglomeration omcjuclgements, right

and wrong, better and bes’c and a” of that stuff that IS the clwe”er on the



threshold! So now is the time to arise to a beautiful state. But | need to be
real about it first. | go to my heart. | feel the Pain, the sugering. lam
tlﬁinking ugh man and woman “we are so different”. That get’s me nowhere.
And I look at the four sets of eyes that are gazing at me, waiting for a
request, is it7 And what | see is confusion and concern. Then | see or want
to see love. And now | see eyes that want to love me. Theg are Plcacling for
me to stop this nonsense. | feel the first tear and another. And before a
cascade of tears start to ﬂow, [ feel the comfort of touch. The rough
hands of a cowbog and the cold hands of a skier. And all 1 can do is smile
and give my gratitude for two souls that have touched my soul in so many

wags.

“Thank you guys, for your stillness and staying cluiet while 1 process. The

small space you both aftforded mejust now means more than you know.”
“l:rank,” | nod my head as a way of greeting,

“Jim, Whiskeg?”

| chuckle, “No, it looks like we dor’t need it.”

We all have a goocl laugh. We have told our truth to each other before. As
uncomfortable as it can get, there is an underlging unclerstancling of our

special relationslﬁip to each other.

Chapter 2: Whiskeg and Women

“You two looked Prettg serious when | interrupted your conversation. And

the Whiskg? That’s looking pretty serious, too. Mind if 1 ask...?”



“I never did get to tell Julian wh9 | am here. | saw the smoke from the smoke

stack and ‘chought rd pay a visit.”

“Frank knows about us Planning to £0 to India. You seemed to have a

concern? Is that whg 9ou’re here? Now you can talk to both of us.”

“| wonder if we can hoP n my truck. | wanted to show you some of the
ranch and discuss how this vision Joseph had about communit9 might work

out.”

Julian - I was pretty Poignant. Whg am | so terse with him right now? | know
there’s more coming, | know Frank, it takes awhile for him to say what’s on
his mind. He knew he didr’t have to replace the whiskg. Truth serum? What
truth did he want to conveg? Now that Jim’s here the energy of the room
seemed to cl'lange. Where did my tension come from? 1am searclﬂing eyes
and boclg language from these two guys. There still seems to be some
discomfort between them. Am ljus‘c Projecting that or is it real? Looks like
Jimis readg to say something he has a look disbelief.

“Somehow | feel that you have something else to discuss. Am | ﬁshing here

Frank? Oris it true?”

“Like I mentioned to Julian) | heard about you and her Possiblg going to
India for some kind of Hindu Practice? I'm not sure that’s the right
description, but | wanted to find out more about it and what role 1 will |:>|89

in this vision of communitg.”

“|_et’s do that I the ride. Il get out of my ski gear.” Julian throws another
Iog n the ﬁre box. We Plan to spencl the night. Ancl we wa”< to I:ranks truck

FOF a !"iClC around t]’lC !"aﬂCl’l lancls.



Maggie - | notice the smoke coming from the pioneer cabin. | wonder if Jim
and Julian are there. | haven’t seen or talked to them for awhile. 1 think ]l

pay a visit.

Joni - | stoPPecl !39 the Grizzlg Cabin as Jim calls it. Nobo&g there. | am
aching to see one of them. | wonder if theg went to the ranch. Julian’s cabin

Perhaps. Shoot, I think rll try. | didr’t come all the way from Bozeman for
the ride.

Maggie walks the Pat]ﬁ that leads to the old Pioneer cabin. There’s a
rustling in the brush. She looks over and sees a small Moose nibbling the

ends of the dogwoocl.

“Where’s momma young one?” Ah, there she is with an eye on me. It sure IS
a nice wind break amidst the tall brush on this narrow Pathwag. Ummmm...
there’s the garclen Plot. L ooks like it needs some attention. | wonder if

Julian has an intention to spencl time here this summer and work this Plo‘c. |

hope I’'m not clisturbing Jim and Julian with my unannounced visit. It’'s been

awhile since I've been in this Part of the ranch. Frank is riglﬁt, | dor’t know

half of what I’ve got here. It’s so vast.

As Maggje approaches the door, she hesitates and listens for any sounds.
It’s quie’t insicie, no voices. She knocks on the thick wooden Planks that

make up this old solid door. No response.

Hummm, well I am the Iandlord, teclmica”g. Let’s see magbe [ can Peak
through the window, looks like the curtain is open. Well the bed’s made and
| dor’t see any bodies. I think Pll be bold and o In. The door creaks open,
“angbodg home?”



It’s so cozy in here. Julian rea”g lived a simple way in this old homestead.
This Place feels like clags oFgore. It fits this natural ruggecl environment.
We've been so blessed the d89 Frank Picked up Julian and worked out a
deal for her to be our “master” gardener. Wow, we got five solid years of

dedicated stewarclslﬁip from Julian. What a blessing.

Maggie Places another log on the fire and gets a whitf of coffee from the
Pot on the stove. She looks around and finds the cups stacked neatlg on
an open shelf above the small table against the far wall. She notices the
Whiskeg flask in the center of the table and two empty cups. She takes a
deep breath and with a few steps) she is reaching fora cup on the
overhead shelf. The flask of Whiskeg appears to not have been open.
There’s a small stripe of the company logo label that seals the lid. 1t hasnt
been broken. Maggie turns and pours herself a brew. Comes back to the
table and occul:)ies a chair. She Places her ﬁngers around the flask. The
door creaks open, “hello? Jim? Julian?” Maggje isjolted from past

memories. ... “Theg’re not here, come on in Joni.”

“Maggie! l thought that was your truck along the road. What are you.. N

mean where is Jim and Julian?”

“Not my truck, I walked. 1 dor’t know where theg are. How aboutjoining me
For acup oF cogee. We can wait For them together. Mag]:)e get to \mow
cach other better.”

Joni - Well this is an unexpected visit and what’s she cloing here anyway?
Whisl«zg. ..is that what she’s been clrinking? Her ﬁngers seem to have a

sliglﬁt tremble. Oh! She took them off that flask pretty quicklg. | must be
staring. [ look over at the coffee Pot. Maggie nods up at the Cups on the



shehc. There’s a blank look on her Frecklecl Face. She has beauthcul geatures
ancl eyes that grab ones attention. | grab a cuP. Ancl then ljoin her at t]‘le
table.

| came with a small box of a few cinnamon donuts and a new “espresso”
donut for Jim to try. It’s his little addiction that brings himjog? | Place them
next to the Whiskeg.

“You okag Maggie? Am | intrucling on sometlﬁing?”

“No, | wouldn’t have asked you tojoin me i you were. | came to pay Jim and
Julian a visit. | haver’t seen then for awhile. Not since our last meeting,

What brougl‘]t you here?”

“Same, | stoppecﬂ 139 the Grizzlg Cabin. You know their cabin in Grizzlg
Meadows. But noboc:lg was home. So | tlﬁought rd trg here.”

Maggie ﬁna”g smiles. There’s something missing in her smile. 1 look at the
Whiskeg. “Truth serum?” | nod at the flask

“Huh? What do you mean?”

“| have been witness to a stashed bottle up on that shelf in the Past. Jim
told me that when the relationship between Frank and Julian was breaking

up Irish coffee was their truth serum.”

“Ummm, okag Joni. Let us share a bit, without the serum. It’s Prctt9 ironic
that we both knew Jim around the same time 20 some years ago n Chicago

and we even both met Julian! How d you meet them?”

“At an intrapcrsonal relationship workshol:). It was a weeklong dedication.

No outside contact. We were Paired up with People that had similar



compulsive behaviors. | was Pairecl with three other People. Jim, Jerod a

gay man, and Cincig. Our commonalitg was sexual.”

“And that is what your group with Mo”g, Sadie, Jenny and Sammie is all
about? Still to this ciag?”

“Maggje, | observed your trembiing iingers Wrapped around the Wi‘niskey.

You still have a compulsive behavior 9ou’re still deaiing with? To his ciag?”

Joni - Our stare at each other is hard and Penetrating. We are |ooi<ing
deep into each others truth. Our eternal sugering. What difference does it
make what one is addicted too. When we’re in it there is no addiction. We

are seeking the Pleasure of the behavior, the Pleasure and we don’t see

begonc it until it’s past. Then we crave it. We want it, and we don’t want it.

And we continue the sugering of the Pieasure.

Maggje ~ Whoa, this woman knows what she’s talking about. She has the
depth of wi'iat sine I<nows about her most inner SCI]C. Now | i<now a i:)it about
iwer. Si'ie knows noti'ning abou’t me.

“Alrigi'it, Joni, I met Jim in co”ege. We had a coupie of classes together. We
talked about sPirituaiitg, mostig Hindu P'iilosol:)iig. He was shg, he asked

me for a date. It was so cute, but I had a Dogpriencl. And Julian? I met her
the Fo”owing summer. It was regjstration dag, | saw Jim iaging out getting
some sun and greeteci him. Introduced him to my bogiriend. Then Julian
aPPearecl, and | was so happy for Jim. That was the last time I ever saw Jim
until this last year. The alcohol addiction came much later. 1t was tied to my

liiestgle.”



We are looking at each other. 1 am starting to feel compassion for Jonias a

“sister”. There is a bond of womanhood that | am Fecling N my heart.

“Joni, thank you for not letting me get away with denial of my compulsion.
My ego wanted to be a better person than you. And | am not. If | try to
attach my cravings, addictions and clePenclence to some past trauma | give
them power over me. There’s some kind of self righteousness that prevails.
[ tell mgsehc that “it’s okag to have the craving”. | blame it on my past
existence. It causes me to have this recurring event. Whenever | recognize
the craving, the addiction, how good or bad it feels | give it power. It

controls me. Depression orjogj it does not matter - crave it.”

“That’s beautiful Maggie. | mean the fact that you are wi”ing to share your
struggle. And your Buddhic Path? Where did that come from?”

“'ve been clean for seventeen years. [ found a guy in Hawaii who lead me
onal2 steP program Fo”owing the Buddhic ideologg. These clags I find a
chunk of the moming to spenc] time in stillness. | contemplate on

nothingness. l observe without ’chought. | enter the dag out cnc control.”

“What do you mean “out of control??”.

,J)

“Nothing controls me and | control no‘ching.

Joni - We are both s’taring at the Whiskeg. Maggie has one hand on the
table, near the bottle. | grasp it tenclerlg. She brings her other hand onto
the table and we clasp both of our hands. We look up from the Whiskeg.

There is connection, woman to woman.



“Joni, let’s goup to the Yellow Room. Let’s meditate and talk some more
and cnjog each other’s company. You can Park your car at the ranch

house and l’]OP in the truck with me.”

And so we £0.
Chap‘cer A: Arthur and Mo”g

Mo”g - 50, am c:lri\/ing around and have no real need other than trying to
get rid of my anxiety. | want to find Arthur and then 1 dor’t. I want to let him
know my desire for relationship with him, but scared that I'll be thwarted.
Probablg ina gentle way, but still, the thouglnt keeps me from wanting to
aPProach him. Then, [ want to drive to Maggie’s ranch and get some
suPPor‘c. More like advice. But ‘clﬂen, | dor’t. I tell my self that 1 can handle
my emotions. And so here I am. Heading towards Arthur’s home and
Po‘c’cerg s‘cuclio, which is towards the east end of Bozeman. Towards the
final interstate entrance, east, out of town with no real commitment to
where I am going. | turn, it’s the interstate to Livingston. And soon enough,
| exit onto Trail Creek Road, the most direct route to Paradise and Maggje’s

ranch.

It's been a long drive which included about 350 miles of gravel and
washboards! And here it is the entrance that | recall when we had our first

group meeting to Present Josel:)h’s vision to Maggie.

| slowlg g0 down the incline and pass 139 the Ranch Manager’s (that woulcl
Frank’s) home. | see a car Parked out front. | continue onwarcl, about a mile

or two. Oh there’s Jim’s car! Humph, I'd love to see him and Julian andjust



talk. 1 need to unload this Feeling of anxietg concerning Arthur. M9 artistic

Par‘cner For the tree sculpture and year long countrgwicle tour.

| Park. | see a well used Patn, sligntlg muddied from the splasn of arecent
drizzle. My artistic eye takes in the narrow dirt Patn with wi”owg grass
along both sides. | want my bare feet on it and in it. | want to feel the mud,
and let the damp cool grass Wil:)e the mud off my feet. I want nature to ease
my mind. | do it. | take off my sanclals, roll up my Pant cugs, and head
down the Patl’l in total bliss. l g0 several hundred 9arcls and pop into an
ol:)ening. A small meadow, a babbling brook, a garden Plot‘? And an old,
old cabin! There’s smoke from the stove PiPe above the roof Pitcn Jim and
Julian? 1s this where he found her? This is it, gotta be. Frank never showed
me the ranch. we’d alwags meet at the ranch house !39 the entrance. That’s
where Joseph, him and I would have our meetings to discuss missing,
person cases. Funny, | have been spencling so much time tninking about
Arthur these &ags, | am missing my Personal life. with self! shall 17 Knock
on the door? Unannounced? I can be a surprise, no matter what tneg are

doing inthere! Ha, | knock. No answer. I bellow, hello. 1t’s me, Mo”gl

Arthur - Frank mentioned at the last Men’s gatnering that he had a whole
slew of used horseshoes that | could use to create sculptures. Not a bad
iclea, magbe make custom hot Plates for the Donabe Bowls. Pretty nice
d89 to take a drive to visit Frank. 've never been there. He said he’d be
around. Just “come to the rancn, ask around and someone will know where
lam.” Yeal'x, | need sometning different in my life. An adventurous clag ona

mountain ranch. Anyway, Jim and Julian mentioned the Possible location



to start a community with our small group of art enthusiast. It is the ranch
that Frank manages. | wonder how Joni is cloing these dags, now that
Julianis in Jim’s life again. | wonder if she still has that sPecial Donabe bowl
| made for her. One for her and one for Jim, filled with a hot stew. A date!
That’s what I sensed that Aag. E\/ergboclg knew of their attraction for each
other. I think Ill heat up some of the lamb stew and put it in a Donabe, it
will still be very warm when I am readg for a meal. Especia”g if wrap itin

some towels.

It’s been awhile since I have been in the \/a”eg. | ast time was when | loopecl
the northwest corner of Yellowstone. West Yellowstone to Gardiner-.
Coming from the north end of the Va”eg is beautiful. I heard about the turn
off before the Point of Rocks. A detour since the Cabella Bridge was
wipecl out ]:)9 the flood. Here we are. Wow, this will be a nice drive along the
river. | drive 20 miles and see the Ranch Entrance that Frank told be about.
| turn and come to the first Ranch house. It has red sicling that’s what
Frank described. | Park next to the car out front and climb the stairs.
Knock on the door and there’s no answer-. | peer through the front winclow,
looks like nobo&g is home. I walk over to the corral. A few horses look over
at me, disinterested in my presence. | hotice a wooden crate with old horse
shoes. Now to find Frank. Guess I'll drive down the road a bit. There’s
Mo”g’s car. What's she doing here? | getout and grab the stew. | enter the

Pathwag and have expecta‘cions to see Mo”g. It's been awhile.

As | step out of the insulated bush lined Patl'lwag, my eye sees Mo”g,
sunbathing, naked as a model reaclg to be sketched. She looks so relaxed.



And the sun glows on her tanned boclg. | am not sure what to do. | edge
closer, keeping quiet. After a whole year, on tour and sculpturing with
Mo”g, we never made any kind of an advance towards each other. There’s
so much tradition between man and woman in Japanese culture. To marry
someone from another ethnic race, mig]ﬁt c:lisrupt Familg relations. It has

never occurrecl tome to Pursue a woman who s not Japanese.

| Whisper, “Mo”g, Mo”g....” [ wait and with a little more virtuoso I call her

name again.”

“Arthur? Is that gou?” | can’t see his expression because of the bright sun
over his shoulder. But the voice | know so well. 1 sit up. “I havejust been
dreaming about you. Not as in a dream, but as a thought How did you

know about this Place?”

There’s an amused smile, and his beautiful dark eyes seem full of intense
Joy-
“I:rank, he invited me to come and get some old horse shoes. Heg, | have

warm Lamb Stew. How about a mid dag diner. For two, | made enough for
two.”

‘vd love that, let’s o inside. This is where Jim and Julian hang out on the

ranch. Lovelg and rustic, wouldn’t you say?”

| watch every movement of Mo”g, as i1 am taking N a new bodg anatomy
to sketch. The door creaks open. And she either does not realize that
she’s not clothed, or she has no inhibitions. As | observe her, | am aware
that my connection with her is of muted Feelings. It’s as if she isjust

something to sketch or Paint. “Mo”g?”



“Yes....”

| see a whiskeg bottle on the small table, and a box of donuts? I am a bit
befuddled. Magbe she’s drunk? “Ah, did you come wraPPecl in clothes? Or

CIO HOU alwags Prance arounci I"lUClC Whéﬂ not in PUbliC?”

Oh my God! “Ugh, Ar‘chur, oh my. You’re, looking at the whiskey,  am not
drunk. Yes, lunch...er food sounds goocl. Uh, turn arouncl) oh ?orget it. Il
get dressed. Wait right here!”

“I'm not going angwhere Mo”g, Il set the table.”

Mo”g ~ | hurry out, to tract down my clothes. Oh man, what a scene. | want
to let Arthur know how I feel about Iﬂim) but now what? What’s he thinking‘?
This image of Progessionalism I try to maintain, wow, now what. There theg
are, 139 the little bathing water hole. How cozy a life Julian must have had

here. | better get back, oh 96811, | should Put on some clothes. Oh shit, ha,

what a mess my mind is in! A therapist? Me? Magbe | need one!

153 NOwW Mo”g can’t contain herself and as she opens the cJoor, she is
l’xowling with laugl'xter. She clrops and rolls over on the floor holding her

sides. Eyes squeezecl shut, face turning red. ...

And Arthur? He’sjust taking it all in. “Mo”g, after all these years of doing

your classes, and us being on tour...I must say, | like your sPontaneitg.”

Mo”g, slowlg sits up, one hand still gripping the left sicle, near the spleenl
“«Ok stop right there...dor’t... make... me |augh... angmore.” Mo”y shakes

her head and her million dollar smile creases her face.



“Ar‘chur, let me tell you this...before I lose any of the liberated Feeling of
selF that Ijus‘c experiencecl. | want to pursue us as a Possible couple In
relationslﬂip. | can’t say Hove 9oujust 96’5. I mean | love you but as a

person, not in an intimate way like lovers.”

Arthur has one look at Mo”g and then one look at the whiskeg. He turns
his head back towards Mo”g. “Mol Yy, you stopl:)ecl smiling, you look so

serious all of a sudden. Come on I'll help you up, grab my hand.”

She lets the strength of Arthur pu | her up off the floor. “Let’s eat some,

it’s still very warm.”

Arthur takes the lid off the bowl and a sliglﬂt steam can be seen, emanating

from the stew. “Here, some chop sticks. Let’s eat out of the same bowl.”
“Is this a Japanese tradition?”
A chuckle from Arthur, “| dor’t know but it’s my way of saging let’s talk.”

There’s a longish interval of quiet. Very slowlg, in a tentative fashion,

morsels of food are Plucked from the Donabe. Warm and delicious.
“Ar‘chur, this is s000 goocl. | al:)ologize for my craziness.”

“No need to. I know what you want to convey. When you mentioned
something about a ProFessional image, it struck a cord in me. When | saw
you nakeclj | saw youasa model to sketch, or Paint or sculpture. [failed to
connect as a fellow human being. [ didr’t feel, 1 observed you, but I didn’t
know how to respond. | have a trait that seems to keep me calm andjus’c

accePt the situation. | guess, like a Zen Master might observe the world.



Not that | know how a Zen Master observes the world. But, what am | trging
to say? Uh, [am glacl that you said what you did. As cautious as it sounds,

| want to pursue us ina relationslﬂip, too.”

«Oh Arthur, you dor’t know what this means to me. You seem tentative and
that helps me, because | am scared to enter into a meaningful relationship
with another man. And | keep checking with mgsellc, what is it that attracts

me to gou?”

“My ?amilg is still in Japan. | come froma very traditional Familg. For a
JaPanese man to love a woman of another culture brings discord to the
Familg, esl:)eciang In marriage. The spouse might feel ignored. And there’s
other traditions that you are unaware of. But for me, to witness your
liberation, and how 9ouju5t NOW unabashec”g expresse& your desire for
connection with me... thank you. I can be inhibited expressing my Feelings,

it’s me being shg. Afraid that | might not be acceptecl for being me.”

“Yes, amazing how we can have such a limited consciousness about
ourselves. It Prevents us From SO much opportunitg to rea”9 connect

honestlg.”

“| et’s clear out of here, we kind of are taking Jim and Julians space for

gra nted.”

Mo”g - We both eye the flask of whiskeg. The seal is still unbroken. wWho
else has been in here toclag. There’s still hot coals in the fire box. | Place a

log inthe stove, so that theg can come back to a warm abode.



“Ar‘chur, maybe we can drive back to the corral, you can get your box of
horseshoes, then we can drive to the end of the road. There’s a trail Iﬂeacl)

we can take a hike.”

He nods his head in agreement. We walk the Path in silence. As we get back
to our vehicles, | want to hold him and gve him a hug, and a kiss? But |
dor’t.

Cha!:)ter 4. “| ets have Fun!”

It’s a beautiful clag in Bozeman. The girls are sitting on their front Porch
over looking their front 3arcl, full of ﬂowering Plants and herbs. Theg have
a view of the Briclgcr Mountains. There’s a lumbergarcl that theg can look
past. It’s in the old part of Bozeman where the residential meets the old

industrial Par’c of what was once a town, now turning into a small citg.
“Hey, Jenny, how about c:loing some investigating toclag?”

“What are you ta”dng about, and what are you thinking about investigating
Sadie?”

“The ranch where Jim and Julian are wanting to form a communitg with our
sketch class. Joseph’s vision. | wonder where he ended up. The T™ ranch,

where Frank lives. Let's snoop arouncl, have some fun!”

“Itis a Private ranch, you think theg’” let us drive around?”



I hear it’s a huge ranch, SO My guess it'll be awhile before any ranch hand
finds us. Besicles, it’s also a guest ranch, SO We can Pretcncl we're lost

guest!”

“Okag, let’s do it! 'm in love with a wild woman! How about making that
cashew cheese cake that Jim made. Magbe well find Uim and Julian, have

dessert with them.”
“And we can bring the Twister Game, too.”

“This could get crazy. Let’s make the cheese ca|<e and get going b@core the

D))

dag PaSSCS us bﬂ

Sadie - And so we £0. Esca[:)ing the noise of Bozeman for the c]uiet of the
mountains. | am so glacl for Jenny as a mate. Below her quiet demeanor, is
a streak of adventure. Every time | think | might lose her as my mate, she
shows her aPPreciation for me. So whg dol carry this fear of loss. The
image of mgselxc, so self assured. But cleep inside so co clepenclent. What is
it from my Past that | must have buried or magbe the hurt was so cleeP |
dor’t ever want to acknowleclge it. At some Point [ need to dig deep and
see the Past for what it was so | can move begond the fear of loss? Magbe
the loss of connecting with my Familg for the choices I made as a feminist?
Touting my lesbianism? As if it defines me, bg rejecting their beliefs or
tlﬂougl'lts of how I should have turned out as their claughter. And my
siblings, Whg is it that my brother and sister can’t get beyond my sexual

PFC?CFCHCC an& l(ﬂOW mg SOUI, mg béiﬂg.

“Sadie, you’ve been pretty quiet on this ride. When I looked over at you |

see gou’ve been in contemplation. Am | correct with my observation?”



“Yes, you know when you said you're in love with a wild woman back at the
house? We”, | rea”g seem to come off that way, how | act outwarcllg. But

deep down I know it masks my insecurities and my vulnerability.”
P Y Y Yy

«Oh, there it is, T™M ranch. Turn rigiit. Sorry, if 1 interrupted you. Is there

more you want to share?”
« l,., ‘( g 1’1 «F 12
Thanks, no not now. Now Uust want to have tun!

“Okag, I do love you. And I know that we can both connect cﬂeeper with
each other. That is what | crave in our relationship. A cieePer meaning of
sisterhood. | never got that with men yet. Of course we’re still younger,
and most of the men in our age bracket haven’t matured yet. | think that’s
what was so intriguing with Jim as a model. He was so wi”ing to exl:)lore his
dePtiﬂ. We all sensed that Mo”g was experimenting with the poses she had
him cloing. It was quite an exPerience for me to witness how the cross

section of our various age groups responclecl in an artistic wag.”
“How do you mean?”

“We”J the way we all sketched out of context otjust sketcl'iing anatomg.
Our sketches took on how we wanted to connect with Jim. And it wasn’t
Jim as it turned out. Remember that reunion, he wouldr’t let Mo”9 make it
about him. It was about all of us. I wonder at what moment Josepii had the

vision?”
“Did you know he is a medicine man?”

“How'd you find that out?”



“Joni, she told me about Wa”dng the medicine wheel and a sweat loclge

ceremony she was involved with.”

“Rea”g? We all knew she loved him?

1))

“Hey, look. There’s Jim’s car

We Park behind it. “Wow, now what?”

»

“Let’s investigate. See the Path? Come on, | see a bunch of foot Prints.

We get out of the car. | grab the cooler with the cheese cake and sadie
gets the Twister game. We both are smiling. We slowlg walk the Path.

“Sadie, | feel like a little kid going where ’m not supposecl to be going.”
“Ohhh, Jenny, you have some Past Issues too?”

“Ha, ha yes I do but 'm not discussingthem now. But | recall a Halloween
night getting chased in a corn field, with a group of friends. We tresl:)assecl
on Pri\/ate land. The rumor was the Monasterg had surveillance and there
was a dare to see how close we could getto the Monestarg before getting
caught. Peak in the windows, see what goes on in there. Then all of a
sudden there was rus‘cling in the corn 5ta”<s, we screamed and ran. This
muclc]g Path surrounded 139 the high brush reminds me of laging flat in the
cold mud on the rainy halloween night. Hopingl wouldn’t get caughtl”

“Rea”g, now you got me scared. Oh, a Moose! Look, over there!”
“Stop it where?” I look where Sadie is Pointing and bﬂ gocl, it’s a Moose!
«“Shhhh, magbe it won’t attack us.”

“Shut up Sadie! Let’s get out of here!”



“That way, | see an ol:)ening.”
“You think it’s wise to be in the open?”
Sadie lets out a squealing laugh, “Come on scaredg cat.”

Jenny - And so we make our way to the opening and there it is a small
cabin. What a setting, Looks like nobodg is around. But it sure looks like
there has been a lot of activity. | feel alot of vibrant energy. It’s like a field
of magnetizecl ions. So surreal, and i Sadie wasn’t here, 'd think 1 was in a

live dream state.
“What do you think? Knock on the door?”
“Yeah, 968%, Pl gveita tap.”

Nobodg appears to be there. | notice a sliver 01C smoke coming From the
stove Pipe. We look at each other. | get bo cl, turn the door knob and

there’s a creepy creak that sends shivers down my sPine. | am waiting fora

voice. HoPing we don'’t get caug]ﬂt for tres DassIiNg, Sadie Puts her free
hand on mine, giggles and Pushes open the door. We enter, stop in our

tracts, look at each other. With clroppecljaws we clamor, “how romantic!”
“Now what Sadie?”

“We”, look) a bottle of whiskeg) a bowl of unfinished stew? And donuts!

Let’s aclcl our chcese cake to the array oF gooclies. Magbe we’” a” meet

|»

back herc 1Cor a Partg.
“So shall we continue with the investigation Sherlock?”

“Yeah, let’s g0 back out Prowl around.”



“Look, there’s a small garden. Huh, somebodg’s under garments are next
to the creek. Hcgj how about taking off our shoes and socks and wade

upstream of this meandering creek. See where we end uP.”
“I like that idea Jermg. Let’s doit! Magbe we’ll find who these belong tool”

And so we wade in the water.. . All God’s Children “Wade in the Water....”

Chapter 5: Belief or Truth

Jerry - | find mgselF wancﬂering and won&ering through life. 1 wander from
one belief to another, wondering who’s truth 1 am li\/ing. Is it beliefs that
come from outside my self. Beliefs handed down from generations of my
ancestors? Beliefs | gather from the world of thought that influences me?
Knowledge | get from books, or instruction, or another persons thinking of
how to do something. My wife Gerry, te”ing me what to do or how to do it.
Or my Christian bible stuclg group, what is right living and what is wrong,
living. It goes on and on and on. | continue to swirl in a mind of thoug]ﬁt,
And so what is rea”y true to me. Good gocl, | dor’t even know how | got
here. Sitting outside this small Pioneer cabin. I think this is the Place Jim
once told me he spent time with Julian. This is where he found her after five
years of exile and wonclering what happened Anyway, it sure feels goocl
tojust listen to this creek flow }39. Hear the breeze swish through the trees.
The birds ﬂ9 over head, chirping. | ﬁna”g am able tojust be aware of how |
am so tied to busg thought. | need some Persl:)ecti\/e. | have been asked to
join a community and the thought of it scares me. Tobe in a group setting
with exPectations of accepting different mind sets. 1 like things tojust be



black and white. That’s what 1 like about my friends from Bible Stuclg. The
written worcl) the way to |ive) to be. But these People that | have meet over
the Past couple oggears, theg are all so different. How can | ever manage
to cope with the differences of Ihcestgle | see in this group. My clanis the
Christines. That’s whg | came here, nothing against Joseph’s vision. | am
gratelcul that he has led the men’s group over the years I've known him and
Frank. Frank, the e><~Preacher who found his God again. but the Native
American concept of life and nature. Just doesn’t fit my Anglo—-American
upbringing. Gosh, | brought this lunch of sandwiches | thought | would
share with Jim and Julian. Tlncg must be on a hike with whomever’s car is
Parked bg Jim’s vehicle. ’'m not even hungrg yet, | think Pl put them inside,

out o1c t]’]C sun.

The door creaks open once again. Jerry, feels the warm coziness and its’
simplicitg. His eye catches the sunlight reﬂecting shimmering bronze like
rays on the table toP from the Whiskeg bottle? Whoa, and there’s some
other donations of food, donuts? Joni’s giﬁ: to Jim and Julian? A Pie? |
might as well add my sandwiches. Now I wonder if | should wait for them.
Seems like theg have company. | could wander around and look for them.
But | might get lost. 've never been here before. In fact if it wasn’t for
google maps | would have never found the ranch! Magbe | slﬂoulcljust g0
home. Yeah, magbe that’s best then | couldjust leave a note and not have
to engage with them. Them of a different mind than mine. I scribble a quick
note. All of a suddenlamina lﬁurrg to get out of here, before angboclg
comes back. I leave the cabin) gather my things from where I was sitting and

start For the Path. | hear some Foot steps and someone whistling a tune.

“Sammie!”



b))

“Jerry:
Both in unison, “what are you cloing here?!l”
“I was invited.”

“By Jim? Are you still chasing him down?”
“What do you mean 139 that Jerrg?”

Sammie - Of all the People to meet, | have to run into Jerrg. Man, do I feel

lﬁisjudgements upon me! What a sPontaneous question. That tells me Jerrg

is still stuck with his belief that a man should not be £ay. Or have any

attractions towarcls anot]‘xer man.

“Jerry, I am onlg here because of our Frienclship and special connection. Is
that a good enough reason for me to be here? P'm not still “chasing him
down” whatever you mean bg that. Of course | can or1|9 guess, since you

have a one track mind about gay men.”
23y
“You mean sexual PrcFerence?”

“Okag, you made your Pointj Jerry. s it the wall that Prevents you and |

from I’lavinga connection? A relationsl'uip’? A ?riencls]ﬂip?”

“| believe it’s wrong, It goes against written word. Woman is made for man.

Man is to love woman. Not other men.”

“Okag, lam consciouslg aware of that belief. 1 suffer in sehcjucigement and
tlﬂejuclgement of others. My truth is the desire to still be able to have a
human connection begondjudgcment S0 bear a digerent Cross ‘chan

gours.”



Thereis a pause, Jerry isjust staring at me. As if he is taking the time to
peer into my soul. Is he trging to understand my struggle with clualit9 that

causes my smcmccring?

“Jerry, let’s get something straight. Pun intended. In my mind - | first loved
Jim’s Phgsical presence. He sensed that and communicated hones’clg with
me and defined his belief based on his learned behavior. And, yes |
continued to purse him despite his belief. The beautg of our relationship,
and now that includes Julian, is that he shared his truth. And his truth is

based on his awareness. What | now love about Jim, i1s his fearlessness to

witness his Feelings no matter where theg take him.”

“ngou dor’t mind me asking what is your relationship with Jim?”

“My guess is that you are wonclering about the Phgsical aspect of our
connection. | can assure you that the Phgsical aspec‘c is not sexual. So you
can ﬁna”g get that thought out omcgour mind. Let me ask you something
and you dor’t have to respond. In the men’s group, you seem to still have
this ongoing clic:hotomg with Gerry. You want to be married to her, and you
dor’t want the marriage. You desire connection with others, and then you
talk of wanting to be alone. Sois it 9ourjudgements that prevent you from

Pursuing relations *1i|:>5?”

Jerr9’5 eyes searcn For angthing but direct eye contact. He slowlg turns
around and goes back to where he was sitting. He looks up at Sammie,

Jooks like you brought something for the Partg. In the cabin is a bunch of



food on the table. Why don’t you go inside and add your contribution to
the Pot luck.”

“Will you still be here when 1 come back out?”

“1 will wait for you, and iﬂjou’cl like, we can take a hike. We can talk. Check
out thc ranch. l ‘chink that’s whg there appears to be a grouP gathering or

Forming. | wonder if this is Mol|9’5 idea for another reunion?”

1))

“Thank you Jerry, for being wi”ing to connect with me

And so l g0 in and my eyes see the Whiskegl
Chapter 6: The Gardeners

Deloris - Maggje invited mgsehc and Faye to meet her at the ranch where
our sPecial community is Forming. am reaclg for an adventure. This may be
my last time to contribute to societg, as a mentor. | am excited to see what
she has in mind for us in terms of living conditions. And | want to see the
sculpture again. Faye’s tree drawing that capturecl all of us entwined with
nature. A community, ke trees are a community. Connected, caring and
suppor’ting each other. Will we be able to accomplislﬁ this venture? There
are Plentg of success stories about intentional community and as many
failures. How does the human self transcend self interest. We need to
honor our self first and Foremos’c, self care Phgsica”g and menta”y.
However, for us to succeed, we’ll need to go begond self and recognize
care of the whole. Just like c:oml:)anion Planting and building soil, the
foundation of the garclen. Getting along with each otherjust as the insect
and animal kingclom contributes towards the garden. Faye and | being the

elclers, | wonder if anybodg IS taking into consideration the caregjiving



aspec‘c that might be requirecl n communi‘cg. At least in the general Public
caregjvers get Paicl, in communitg love will have to be the clriving force. will 1

still be loved 139 the young ones”?

Faye ~ | better get over to Deloris. This will be interesting, committing to
this community concept. Of course the sketch class was a community.
Meeting at the hut, clnatting. Jim coming over helping with garclening.
Sharing his past with his long lost mate. Then us getting to meet Julian.
What a sweetheart. Witnessing the drama of Jim’s interactions with the
group ~ esPeciang Joni. What | rea”g liked was that poem he made up. The
“wrinkled knees of the wise old elephant”. | sure hoPe that Deloris and 1 will
be able to fit in with this group. | I"IOPC we can contribute and be
aPPreciated for what ever our old bodies and minds do contribute. It’s so
Fascinating to me to observe the next generation that will take over. Create
their world. It upsets me when I watch the older People still running the
show. Thwarting the exuberance of the 9outh. As we g0 Forth, | hoPe the
best Deloris and | can contribute is support and encouragement. Our life
experience will be available for this group to glean from. Pl call Deloris, I'm

reaclg to go. To adventure into the unknown. Ha Hal!
“He”o) Deloris, you reaclg to get this done with?”

“Hi Faye, gosh you are so excited, | can tell bg your voice. You are raring to

go. Just gushing with love. I made a couple of |avencler~apl:>|e Pies.”
“Two? lt’sjust us and Maggje, right?”

“| know but | gota nuclge from my inturtion.”



“We”, | Packecl us a lunch. Some cabbage rolls and cliPPing sauce. Should
be Plent9 for the three of us.”

Maggje ~ How did this shg guy | knew 20 years ago, my Little Big Man,
bring together a cross section of society. | have to ask... “Joni, I am

curious, when you and Jim meet 20 years ago what was your impression of

him?”

“It’s not like | knew him that well. The intrapcrsonal workslﬁop we were
doing was not onlg about ourselves, but it was connecting with others as
we would split off in groups and share what ever happenecl to us in
Srocesses. Jim dove right in, he was so open, | think he inspired others at

cast me to go deep. Not evergbodg did the worl<, magbe a forth of the

Darticipants were “open books”. We roomed together, there was four of
us, two women and two men. Jerod was gay and older than us. We all were
dealing with past relationships and our Phgsical desires that clouded the
love part of connecting with partners. Jimwas so accePting and wi”ing with
all of us. Both of us woman desired his touch and he would gjive us
massages. Jerod was desiring Jim. And it could have been so easy for Jim
to have either one of us as a par‘mer after the workshop. Butina graccncul
way he cngagecl with us but I think we all knew he found his true mate and

was logal to that re!ationslﬁip.”
“Was Julian the mate back then?”

“Yes, when she walked into the room cluring our last d89 celebration, we

knew For sure tlﬁa‘c she was tl’]C chosen one.”



“Hey, | invited Deloris and Faye to the ranch to show them some
Possibilities for li\/ing here when we get the communitg conce[:)t n

operation. Do you want to come with me? You know them better than me.”

“Sure, it's been awhile since I've seen them. Theg are fun to be around.
Theg rea”g enjog their Place in life right now. So much of their his’corg IS
behind them. It seems to be a life omcjog for them. It’s as if theg transcended
all the mental baggage.”

Chapter 7 The Three Sisters

Walking Stick) Nirvana, and Ste[:)lﬁanie

Walking Stick ~ From what Joseph shared with me before his cleparture,
was the special role that Nirvana and Stephanie Plagecl towards Jim’s
awakening. Nirvana the Kundalini Yoga instructor and Stel:)hanie, the
model that Mo”g used as Part of the therapg (unbeknown to Jim). Joseph
instructed me to form a suPPort group of Three Sisters. Just as corn,
beans and squash are the three sisters of our traditional garclen. We will be
the three sisters to nourish Jim and Julian for their task of community
builciing. Just as Jim and Julian are to let the Divine presence to guicie
them, that presence will be the intuitive sense that we will tap into, to
nourish their sl:)irit. Nirvana the formless one will guicle the group to the

oneness of the universe. She has learned from the Gurus Krisimaji and



Preethaji. Stephanie will be the conduit for Mo”9 as she assist the group to
get in touch with the inner most self. Each individual’s truth.

Blue Cloud is gathering the group foran inaugural sweat at the Long
House |o<:lge on the ranch. I best call Nirvana and Stephanie.

Nirvana -~ We”, that was a request to be honored. Wa”dng Stick, whom |
have never met. A descendent of Joseph the Visionaxy Medicine Man,
whom I never realized held such a tribal Position. | knew he had a Men’s
Gathering - that’s what he called it. And 1 knew Frank, Jerry and Jim went
to it. But other than that | do not know much else about JOSCPH So for
Walldng Stick to refer to me as one of the “Three Sisters” is an honor! |
think 1'll make a nice squash dish SPice it with some Indian curry and bring
some warm melted ghee to sprinkle on top. One of the Three Sisters
Plantingsl Yes, “we are what we eat” is the old saying | recall from my earlg

vegetarian clags. Magbe some of the Indian flat bread.

| wonder how Jim and Julian are doing. After my last meeting with Jim, he
threw me off, naming Julian as Julie Anne. Julian being his Perception of....
Julie Anne. I think that was all metal:)]‘xor. | think what he was clcscribing IS
how we tend to Percei\/e another. Even someone close to us. | recall my
own relationship with my ex. It wasn’tjust him that lost our connection. |
had him in a “box”jus‘c as he might have put me in a box. Especia”g when |
decided to become a sikh and Practice Kundalini Yoga. He didn’t want
angthing to do with that part of my life. We cleveloped false Perceptions of
each other based on our external interest. 1 had to Forgive mgselF for the
role | Perceived that | Plagec] which affected our relationsl'xip. When |
stopped being angry and clisappointecl | discovered my freedom from what



Krishnaji ca”ecl, a sugering state. That’s one of the lessons I learned in
TaPas. Hummm, Jim and Julian going to Tapas, with Megan. My Kundalini
class miglﬁtjust take on a new look when tlﬁeg get back.

Stephanie - Wow, what am | getting into. And Wa”dng stick? A Medicine
Woman? Three Sisters to Plag arolein community Forming? Joseph’s niece?
Joseph, the Native American from Mo”gs sketch class, when I modeled a
few times with Jim. I wonder what Joseph saw in our Poses? Theg were
intense, that’s for sure. And 1 was invited to be Part of a suPPortive
community, which does make sense to me. Consiclering the direction this
country and world order is heading! 'd much rather be connected to a
suPPor’cive group of People than some kind of tyranny, whatever that’s
going to look like. O|<agJ so let’s see where did | scribble those
directions...ah, here theg are. The end of T™M basin, the ranch where all

this is happening. A map to a sweet lodge on the ranch. This should be
interesting | never had a native sweat before. I've herd about them. |
wonder what | need to wear. Maybe a robe or swim gear. | Picture a sauna.
i Pack some loose clothing too. Wa”dng Stick can tell me what to wear.
She wanted me to bring ears of corn. Perfect timing, the corn from Harden
is now at the grocery stores. Pl Pick up a dozen ears. Magbe two dozen. |
wonder if there will be a fire we could cook them on. That would be nice.
QOo000, Pl bring some Umeboshi Paste to sPreacl on the corn. Wow, a new
direction for my life. What will transpire? What a start, a special ca”ing!
Three Sisters, three different origins, African American, Native American
and Caucasian, now that’s Fascinating. | wonder what our combination
represents? | better geton the move, oh 96811, the map. Ha Haa map to my

new life? Wow!



Chapter 8: The Medicine Man and the Matriarch

Blue Cloud and Maggie ~ Maggie is Peering out the window and sees a
ﬁgurc next to the Part of the sculpture, in the meadow. The Par’c that is
Joseph hugginga Bison. She turns towards Joni, “excuse me Joni, |
tlﬁought | saw someone out bg the sculpture. Wait l’]Cf’C, 'l be right back.
Then we’ll meet Deloris and Faye.” Maggje leaves the house. Joni looks
out towards the sculpture, but does not see angbocly. She watches as

Maggie aPPFOBChCS thC SCUlPtUFC OF JOSCPh. cee

“He”o, IS angbodg there? Can | help Qou?” Gosh, nobodg comes up here

unless theg are invited.
“l am sitting down here, on the other side of the Bison. Pleasejoin me.”

All of a sudden Maggje disapl:)ears from Joni’s view, behind the large
Bison. Joni waits, and observes the area where Maggje ducked behind the

Bison.
“And whom are 9ou?”

“l am Blue Cloud. You know me as the nephew of Josel:)h. The one who
heatecl the rocks 1Cor the sweet lodge. You may not have PaicJ attention to

the one who Preparecl the ceremong.”

“Blue Cloud, yes, lam sorry. | haven’t seen you in a long‘cime. And | must
admit to not givinggou much attention. Thank you for all you did to make

my Past sweats wonderful.”

“Sit beside me now. | have sometl'xing to share with gou.”



And so | sit. Mg curiositg IS up. | feel mesmerized and follow his instruction

to sit without any resistance. | feel his power and | feel my submissiveness.

“Maggje, it is you who is in command of this ranch. | want to thank you for
a”owing Joseph’s vision to manifest on this ranch. When it is meant to
haPPen, Joseph’s presence will return on these sacred grounds which

were once summer hunting grouncls of the Absaroka Crow.”

Thereis a pause. | am not sure how to responcl. “| thouglﬂt | heard that
Joseph is on his final Quest. That he is Ieaving this Plane, or should | say

leaving this eartlﬁlg dimension?”

“Remember, Joseph is a Medicine Man who works in mysterious ways. We
do not know how his return will occur. He chose this ranch for what it has
Proviclecl in old times to the tribes. Toclag, after your meeting with Deloris
and Faye, you are to take them to the sweat loclge.”

“How did you know theg were here?”

“Inturtion, you may leave now I think Joni is wondering where you

disappearecl to.”

Joni - I better see what the heck is going on out there. Where did Maggje
clisappear to? | walk out onto the Porch and as | am reaclg to give a gelp, |
see Maggje’s head pop up over the backside of the sculpturecl Bison. It
appears that she is looking this way. Then I see her glance down at

someone”?

“Maggje, stay away from the Whiskeg. It is bad medicine.”



| glance back down at Blue Cloud, “how do you know about the Whiskeg
bottle?”

“I am a Medicine Man”

Without resPonclingl start my walk back to the house. I see Joni waiting on
the front Porch. “Iets g0 meet Deloris and Fage.”

“You okag Maggie? Who was there?”

“Blue Cloud, we are to take the la&g’s to the sweet loclge after | show them

Potential cabins as their new residence.”
“Maggie? | sense that you are a bit frazzled. Am | right?”

| look at Joni and and am surl:)risecl about her sense of my confusion.
Yeah, [ will call it confusion as to whatjust occurred. It must be very
aPParent. “I am not sure Wl'latjust took Place. But some of Blue Cloud’s
message unnerved me. He told me Joseph will come to the ranch when the

]))

time 1s right, and he told me to stay away from the Whiskeg.

We look into each other’s eyes. There is some clepth to our stares. | feel as
it 1 am inside of Joni. There is somethingt’]at she is still dealing with from

her Past as | too am witness to my Past addiction. Is it recognizing our

Pleasures that hide our sugering for self love? Seventeen years of
discil:)line almost wasted with one thought. One memory of Whiskeg and a
way of an old lifestyle.

As we are clri\/ing to meet the ladies | inquire, “Joni, when we looked into

our bedeviled eyes what did you see?”



“You would as|<, | am still in contemplation. What | saw was what is in me. My
strugg[e to accePt what has transloirecl between me and Jim. | want to know
that | am valued bg him. A false Pretense) a search for somettﬁng external

to compensate for my internal suttering of not teeling wortng.”

“And we intuiti\/elg sensed that about each other when we were at the table

in Julian’s cabin.”

“Yes. There tlﬂeg arel”

“No mine has a rubg like you!

No world has a life like you,

For this is the diminisning WOFlCl,
And you are the expanding soul.”

- Rumy -

Cnapter 9: The Gatnering

Frank, Jim and Julian are neading down the slope) on horseback, after

viewing some Potential home sites.



Frank gent|9 Pu”s the reigns on his horse, stops and nods in the direction
of Julian’s cabin, Jooks like 5ome‘ching Is gOINg On down below. Two

streams of smoke.”

Yeah, the fire we started in the cabin this morning should have been

extinguisheci a longtime ago,” remarks Julian.

“You sUppose the other stream of smoke is from the sweat loclge area?”’ Is

my remark.”

“We'll find out soon enough what is going on. Jim, Julian, you suppose Blue

Cloud might’ve orchestrated a sweat?”

“Orchestrated? Now that’s an interesting clescription. You suppose there’s
a group down there that we should be anticipating?” My curiosity has me
guessing what might be goingon. It’s been a quiet time with Frank and
Julian. Other than small ta”<, we all Prettg much kePt to ourselves. Our
OWN thoughts, nothing shared. | can feel some tension amidst us. 'm not
sure what it is. Magbe we all feel the weigiﬂ: of Forming community.
Commitment to others’ well being. It’s so easy tojust be wrapped up in my
own world, with Julian. And there’s a lot of commitment injust our
relationship. To be intertwined with a group energy in a selfless way, is new

to a” Oic us.

Sadie looks over at Jermg. She looks so Peaceful in her resting. Her fair
skin getting lightlg tanned looks so beautiful. How will we manage with this
group. We have a nice synergy going with Julian and Jim. Theg seem to

honor our relationsl'iip as we are. Will the others’? | nuclge Jenn9 with a



gentle kiss. Her eyes slowly open.... “Hummmm, you are smiling. What are

you thinking Sadie, my love?”

‘Oh, | wasjust admiringgou, the way your bodg was absor]:)ing the sun
light.” [ feel her touch, so soft as she eases my hair behind my ear. “What
an exhilarating clag this has been. 1 am so glacl we did this Jenny. What

about gou?”

“Yes, yes...Great idea Prancing barefoot in the creek. And this spot we
ended up n tojust |89 and be with each other in nature. Here, help me sit
up.” Just like that we are so close, Peering into each other’s eyes. Sadie’s
green eyes are so a”uring. | Place a hand over her heart, and slowlg PU” her
towards me until our lips merge. | keep it brief. ljust want her to feel my

loving gratitucle for this experience.

“We Probablg should head back to the cabin see if Julian and Jim are
there, share some Pie and thoughts about communit9 and commitment.

And thanks Sadie, for having me as a Par’mer.”

“Sammie, this has been a regreshing hike. I want to request that goujust be
Patient with me Forming a relationship with you. At least we established

how my beliefs put me in such ajuclgmental state of mind. One thing for
sure, what I took as an aggressivelg forceful way about how you
communicate, is rea”y your determination to be acknowledgecl for who you
are as a person. At least I think that we, or | should say I established that

much.”



“Thank you Jerrg, for your honestg and Wi”ingness to take down a barrier
between us. | feel relived that we can find some commonalitg clespite our
gender roles. | know | g0 against your morale standard or l’]igl’] grouncl. And
| don’t mean to flaunt my choice or Prfncerence to be gay. | do have a desire
to have spiritual content in my life. Magbe you can help me in that regarc]. It
may not be a doable request for you. | wonder, can we see where that

might lead us in forming a relationship.”
g 2 P

“Humph, that is a different avenue for us to aPProach each other in
relationshil:). There’d be some cleep soul searching for both of us. You've
seen me in mens group. How | flounder sometimes, “a ship without a
rudder”. I am wi”ing to explore that we miglﬁt have some “rough waters”

you readg for that?”

“Sorry for the chuckles, but I find your metaphors simplg humorous. Yeah,
let’s give it a go. Shake?”

“Good to meet you Nirvana and Stephanie. lam glad that you heeded my
call to be here. This will be a sPecial night. Blue Cloud has gathered the
new community members for our first sacred sweat in the long house for
ceremony. We are to be the Three Sisters to Plag a signiﬁcant role in this
community of kindred souls. In Cherokee we grew corn, sc:]uasl'x and beans
together. Companion Plants that nurturer each other to grow strong as

one. This will be our role as sisters. Our service to the group.”

“And whg us Wa”dng stick? Whg choose Stephanie and mgselmc?”



“You Nirvana, are a teacher. A 3ogi that teaches the chakras in relationship
to the energy that rises from the lower bodies of the material Plane to the
heart where the energy is transformed into higher consciousness. You

understand the sPirit world.”

“And me? | am new to all of this, what is going on. The ?orming of community
and yoga and your Native American ways. How do you see me

contributi ng’?”

“Joseplﬁ saw your power tlﬁrough your abilitg as a conduit of energy. You
where used bg Mo”g to assist in Jim’s transformation. Do not think oFgour
self lightlg. You were invited into this group for a sPeciﬁc reason. You will
help to nurture these members of our new gorming tribe. Blue Cloud is the

Medicine Man and he will instruct you on how to use your Power.”

‘We are the Three Sisters. Follow me to the Loclge. We will make reaclg for
tonights ceremony. We will walk the two miles to the lodge. Observe our

SUVFOUH(ZliﬂgS on tl’]C wag.

Maggie and Joni make their way to the guest cottages and bunk house.
There’s a reception otfice where Deloris and l:age are to meet with Maggie.
As tlﬁcg arrive theg see their vehicle out front. Tlﬁeg Park behind the car.

The ladies are nowhere to be seen.
“| et’s see it theg are in the office.”

Maggie ~ 1 am still not Feeling very stable riglﬂt now. The interchange
between Blue Cloud and me is a bit unnerving. There is sometlﬁing that | am

Feeling ancl | can’t Put my ﬁnger onit. | Feel an undcr current o1C Blue



Clouds’ power. | felt so submissive, it's as if | was gving mgsehc to his every
word. Even when he said | am in command of this ranch, [ have a sense that
| no longer am. | own it but | dorn’t? And how did he know about the
W]‘n'sl«:g. | am still shaken. I recall how I let mgsehc be taken bg the Whiskeg.
My battle was not so much with the addiction as it was with who I had
become. The Whiskeg had the numbing affect so I could hide from my true
self. When Blue Cloud told me to sit, it was like taking an instruction from
Tom, in Hawaii. Sit and be still, look within. Do you know who you are? You
know nothing when you are submissive to the Whiskeg. Submit to the
universal energy and connect to it. Is that the message? How many times
do I need to be reminded. Hiding in semi isolation high up the mountain
sicle, in my cabin. Fina”g connecting with People that seem so similar,
searching for relationshil:). And theg come to me asking for the ranch as a
Place to convene. To live in community. What force is taking command over
me” Magbe | am attached to some sort of outcome, and | don’t even know
what that miglﬁt be. Okag, [ look over at Joni and she seems to respecting

to my need for contemplation.
“Maggie?
I look over at Joni’s concerned eyes. A heartfelt connection.

“Maggje, you do realize that we are all gong through a transformation. We
are all having to reacﬁust the way we live ~ alone Fending for ourself. We will

be in a state of service for the good of the whole.”

“Yes Joni, | do know that inte”ectua”g. Now | must become detached from

ego as the Buddha would say. Thank you for being with me right now.”



“Maggje, | have an intuition that Deloris and Faye are checking out the

garclen ancl green l’"IOUSCS. Wl"le’C arc tl"lég IOCBJCCCI?”

Maggje shakes her head, looks at me and sudclenlg a genuine smile adorns

her face.
“Follow me.”

And sure enough, there theg are. Walking around, inspecting Plants. And
the gardening method that is being used for growing,

“Hello ladies!” Maggie IS engagecl and | am relieved that she came back to
ear‘ch.

Ar’chur ancl Mo”g are descencling from the slope across the road. Theg
stop to get their bearings.

“Ar’thur, am so happg that we took this hike and had our talk. 1 am
especia”g grateFul that you are wi”ing to explore the Possibilitg of a

relationship.”

Arthur - Being with Mo”g this Past year, working on the sculPture and
doing the tour has given me much insight about whom this woman might be.
When Mo”9 talks about relationship) my guess is she means getting to
know the clel:)th of our being. Getting begoncl the sumcacq Penetrating our
armor. What’s my armor? Is it my cultural uPbringing? M9 art wor|<,
cloistered in my studio and pottery shop’? My aloofness towards society,

ancﬂ PCOPIC. What’s m9 armor?



“Mo”g, look over there the smoke is coming from two Places. The cabin fire
must mean Jim and Julian have returned. | wonder if theg have an outside

fire ring to enjog the evening under the stars.”

“Yes, | see it. | hope we won'’t be intrucling. Arthur, | hope you dor’t feel as
if 1 am intruding on your life? 'm not sure that’s the right word to use.

Magbe you can help me here?”

“To be honest with you | look forward to havinga different relationslﬂip
with you. Different than our working relationslﬁip. A more Personal
relationship. My honesty is that | say this with some trepidation. This will
be new for me. So 1 will re|9 on you having Patience with me. Magbe feel my
emotions like you feel your art. Know my Pain and sugering as well as my

jog and happiness. Does that make sense.”

“«Oh yes Ar‘chur, thank you for resPoncling. I will admit, I to have some
aPPrehension. lam use to being the therapist. And somehow that title get’s
inthe way oﬂ'ust being. When you saw me at the cabin) naked and a bundle
of nerves. | felt like a teenage girl. In retrospec’c, it was so real and

unpromcessional. You got to see me!”

“That was the beautg Part of Jim mocleling nude and you guicling him as a
’cheral:)ist. He had the auclacitg tojust let us know him in all his vulnerabilitg.

It will take some time, | want you to know me that way, too”
Chapter 10: The Sweat

Sadie ancl Jenng are the first ones to meander back to the cabin. Theg are
about 100 feet from the cabin, wacling tlﬂrough the creek when tlﬁeg geta

Whig o1C campﬁre smoke. Jenng Puts out anarm ancl stops Saclie From



splashing the water with her foot stcps. “555511,” she Whispers, “you see
the smoke rising above the bush tops Sadie?”

“Yeah, | thought | smelled some smoke.”

“|et’s see what that’s about. Come on, there’s an oPening up ahead. Be

quie’c.”

Theg ginger|9 exit the water and walk slowlg alonga shallow muclclg bank.
As theg peer around the corner of the opening theg see Wa”dng Stick in

her Native regalia tenclinga smolclering fire.

“Who'’s that? Are we lost?”

“No way, we came along the same creek we walked before. 1 think.”

“Sadie, when we went out into the meaclow) there was that other stream...”

“Don’t be si”g, this is the way we came, | think. Although, | dor’t recall this

clearing.”
The girls are |oo‘<ing up stream when theg hear a voice.

“We have been waiting for you. Come, show gourselves, | need to meet

»

HOU.

Sadie and Jermg glance at each other. Sadie gives Jenny a gentle shove

FO rwa !"Cl .

Sadie - She can lead the way. Jenng the esoteric one. The nature girl
alwags wanting to “connect with the universe”. This is weird. Are we in a

time warp? How'd that Iadg know we were here? We couldn’t have been

that loud.



Jenn9 ~ Ugh, Sadie wants me to g0 first? That ﬁgures, | have never wanted
to go first. In fact she’s the more domineering one in this rclationship.

OOOI’]) okag, this could be a different experience. An Indian caml:)?

The girls eclge around the bushes into the ¢ earing and are greetecl with a

warm smile. As theg slowlgj cautiously inch their way forward their

attention is clisrul:)tecl with a rustling otf to their left. It’s Nirvana and
Stephanie. Theg all stoP in their tracts and with exasperatecl looks and

ask in unison, “what are you cloing here?”

Theg all turn in the direction of the laughter. Walking Stick shrugs her
shoulcﬂers and has her Palms UP towarcls the skg. Looking like the innocent
messenger. “Did | not mention that we are Preparing the loclge for a sacred

sweat. With the whole group? Let me guess, you are Sadie and Jenng?”

“Yes, but we came to have a visit with Jim and Julian. We weren’t quite

expecting this... well this is bccoming an adventure of sorts,” remarks

Sadie.

Jenny’s turn, “if you dor’t mind me askingj first, what is your name? And

whg are you dressed like that? | mean you look beautiful, l’mjust curious.”

More |aughter, “lam Walking Stick, a Crow and a descendent of the
Absaroka tribes that used to inhabit this va”eg. We had a Pow Wow on the

“rez” toclag. A ceremony. | decided to come as is.”

Nirvana, “Stephanie and I have been designatecl as two of the Three
Sisters” along with Wa”dng Stick. We can get into the explanation later. For
NOW how about helping us prepare 1Cor the sweat. We are arranging the

seating and Wa”dng Stick might need some more wood for the fire.”



“Thank you Nirvana, yes Il nheed more fire to heat the rocks. we'll need to

heat extra rocks for the sweat with this big group.”
“Who else is here, or can | guess?” Ask Sadie.
Stepl'ranie, “the whole class, we are l'laving our initiation as a communitg.”

Meanwhile, Jerry and Sammie arejust getting back from their hike and
aPProaching their cars from the south when a vehicle aPProaches and
Parks behind theirs. Theg continue walking as theg watch Maggie, Joni,
Deloris and Faye Pile out.

b))

Joni shouts, “hey Jerry and Sammie, howclg,
Sammie, “hi, looks like Jim and Julian are havinga Partg.”
Jerry, “geah and we’re the Partg crashers!”

“No your not, | think some sgnchronicitg IS happening.”

Now Sammie and Jerry are there and in a spontaneousjester, Deloris and
Fage wrap themselves around both guys fora hug. “So good to see you

two. It has been a long while,” Deloris says with a warm smile.

Faye introduces Maggje, “Guys, this here is Maggje the gracious owner of
this ranch. She is the person wi”ing to Provicle a space for our newlg

»»

formed communit9 that we all agreecl to “give it a trg )

Maggje stePs forward and shakes hands, “‘Hello. 1 am glad to meet you. It IS
my unclerstancling that we are all going to a sacred sweat. Did you two get

an invite?”



“'m not sure how | got here. | hadn’t seen Jim or Julian in awhile and |
thought | would check out the ranch, your ranch Maggie. So it’s goo& to
meet you. Jim had gi\/en me a map to the cabin. lgot here and my mind was

all over the Place with thouglﬁts. | was reaclg to leave) then Sammie showed
P
“Yeah, | had nothinggoing on and the last interaction | had with J and J

!JJ

was a magniﬁcent massage and a clear delineation of our relationshilo. Next
tlﬂingl know, [ run into to Jerry. And somehow, we ended up with a
beautiful hike and meaningful discussion about our beliefs and truths.

What about you Joni?”

“Ha, I was wandering around Bozeman, ended up on the interstate and
went to the Grizzlg Cabin hoping to find them. I knew this Place well.
Figurecl theg were here and meet Maggje with her hand on the Whiskeg
bottle. Sorry Maggje, | Probablg should have keep that between us?”

Maggje ~ | wish you would have Joni. But I bet you have become somewhat
open with your Personal life. Especia”g with this group. 50 the Whiskeg,
what was that earlier toclag? | was mesmerized }:)9 the beautg of it, the way
the |ight shined through the caramel color and Put down a bronze shadow
on the table. What did 1 feel? was it desperation? Magbe | need support
from my mate, who is no longer with me. And all that time with him, cluring
our heg dag of hec‘ge fund trading, my real support was the Whiskeg. And
for17 years the eiglﬁt step Buddhic method has become my support. Who
am | that | need an external connection to feel secure. What about my
internal connection with my I’ligl'xer source? But is the l’xigher source still

cx‘cernal? An ex’cernal thouglﬂt xcorm ‘cha’c gives me conﬁrmation. Is that Wha’c



[ am looking for here? Confirmation that | am making the correct decision to
gve up my ranch) my business for the goocl of a whole? And what is
conﬁrmation) wlﬂg do I seek it? Magbe)just magbe | need to flow with the
nature of my life. Let the universe guide me. Listen to my inturtion be in a
different way. Not a gut Feeling but a heart felt Feeling? There is something
mysterious taking Place todag. People showing up thinking theg were the
only one to want to visit Jim and Julian. Jim and Julian unsure of how theg
are going to create community. Blue Cloud aPPearing bﬂ Joseph and the
Bison at the sculpture. And me Feeling so submissive when I have alwags

felt so in command of my clesting.

“Yeah Joni, you didr’t need to bring up the Wlﬁiskeg. But you did. |
tlﬁought magbe our dag spent togetlﬁer, our honest sharing was between

D))

us.

Joni has a look of regret, “l am so sorry that | ever mentioned that

Maggje.”
It's Deloris, “where is the sculpturc anyway”

“It’s up at my Cabin, sitting in a meadow. All the Pieces are there, all oFgou
depicted with meaning, entwined in the roots of a grancl tree. |l see it every
dag ook out my window.”

‘Us roots take to each other, Maggie. This is what we have become. Like
brothers and sisters with no secrets. Just our stuff to share. And some of
it might seem like it should stay Private. But if we don’t engage with the
other, then how do we achieve real communitg?” f:age looks over at Jerrg

and Sammie. “Am | on tract here bogs’:’”



Jerxy responcls quicker than he has ever done in any of his mens group
gatherings. “Sammie hacl thc courage to comcront mgjuclgements about
him bcinggag. And notjust lﬂim,  now am looking at beliefs that are not my

truth. What | thought was my tru‘chJ was created from external influences.”

There is no breeze whistling through the brush. The airis still. There’s the
Moose nibbling the fresh dogwood shoots about 50 9arcls away.
Meadowlarks are chirping, but can’t be seen. There’s two Plumes of smoke
arising about 200 feet away. It looks like theg are coming from the other
side of the Pathway in the direction of the Pioneer cabin. Sun has gone
over the western mountain side of the ranch. Dusk is getting close. A horse
whines in the distance. The silence of the group IS lingering. The minds of
all gatlﬁered, grasping each others words and the exchanges thatjust

OoCccu TT'CCI .

Maggie breaks the silence, “I have been instructed bg Blue Cloud to take
Deloris and Faye to the lodge for a sweat. Let’s g0, it’s time to gather with

friends.”

Coming from the other direction, towards the cabin from the back entry
road that leads to the National Forest camp grouncl are Mo”g and Arthur.

Theg descended from the mountain after hiking the State Land, and
crossed the Public road onto the back entrance road of the ranch. At
some Point, with nonchalance, hands clasl:)ecl together, Mo”g and Arthur
s‘cePPecl into the area near the cabin. Just as Maggje Pokecl through the
Patlﬁwag with a bunch of People Fo”owing.



Maggie can’t help but smile and shake her mane of hair. | should have

]J)

known. “We”, Mo”g it’s about time you showed up!
“Huh?, what’s going on?”

Sammie, “it’s Partg time, comejoin us. Whisk. ... U]’], | mean, wish you were

here sooner. You missed some of the fun!”

“Okag, Sammie, so what’s going on? We a”jus’c decided to visit the ghosts

of Julian and Jim?”

Maggje intercedesj “no Probablg not. Tl’:eg’” be ]’ICFC, with Frank |

suppose. And whom else haven’t | met 9611?”

“Hummm, this is Arthur,” Mo”g starts the introduction as theg slack their
claspecl hands. “Arthur meet Maggje, she owns the ranch and is

consiclering the communitg to be Part of the scene here?”

“Good to meet you Arthur, | guess you know everyone here.”

“Yes, of course, Hi Deloris, Faye, and Sammie and Jerry. Good to see you

all again. Sadie and Jenny, that’s whom you haven’t meet get.”
“Thanks for the update Arthur, |l bet | meet them toniglﬁt.”
“Let’s get this food out of our hands and into the cabin Faye.”

There’s a rustling on the Patl’] that Maggje et al came down, a snicker and a

hard breath of a |arge animal. Heads turn and Delﬁo[d, it’s Frank. He moves

aside so Julian, then Jim appear mounted on their horses.



“Whoa! Hello all. l:igured 9ou’c] all show up. Must be a big FPow Wow
tonight.” Frank tips his hat) “Maggje, glacl you made it.”

“You mysteriously bring us all together Frank?”
Y ybring ol

“No, but we saw two plumes of smoke from afar and fisured something was
P g g

) »

cookin’.
Meanwhile Deloris and Faye have their eye on the Whiskeg.

“Oh dear this could be a wild time Deloris.”

“You mean fun, if the heat from the sweet don’t give us a stroke!”
“L ook at all of this food. At least these youngones like to eat!”

“ Jim sure knows how to Pick his friends.” Fage has a little sarcasm with that

remark.

Deloris doesn’t miss a beat, “you mean because of his Personalitg or

nuclitg?”

Laughter from both. “But serious|9 what do you see here? Magbe the
Whisl«zg, untouched up to now has a Purpose.”

“Yeah, that little exchange between Joni and Maggje had some meaning
there. We don’t know angthing about Maggie’s backgrouncl.”

“| also, am curious how this reunion manifested. It seems like we all
wandered over here. Magica”gj we're together again. We all committed to
see it we can live togethcr. And there are some comqicting Personalities.

Wouldn’t you say so l:age?”



“That’s an understatement. Yet that tree sculpture is a reminder that we are

8” once Wl"lCﬂ we Ccan Put CgO BSiClC.”

“But we need ego. | mean the sense of accomplishment. ) .that’s ego. The
sense o1C selmc worth. ) .that’s ego. What we believe to be true.. .that’s ego.
Wouldn’t you sag?”

“tf 1 had a shot of that Whiskeg, | could tell you what’s not ego!”

“I:age, it you had a shot of that Whiskeg, whg, you would fall over, onto

the floor and you know it!” chuckles Deloris.
“And my ego would feel embarrassed!”

“Let’s g0, see what’s happening between Arthur and Mo”g. Did you see
them holding hands?”

And the door creaks open. The ladies enter the Forag of boclies, all
Wonclering how and whg they got here. Sucldenlg, out of the bush Blue

Cloud appears in Pow Wow regalia.
ChaPter 10: Whiskeg

Blue Cloud - “Stay away from the Whiskeg. It is all oFgour addictions. Your
self made beliefs. Your beliefs that have been induced into your being. The
Whisl«zg camouﬂages your truth. Whiskeg numbs you from the nature of
existence. It numbs you from what is real. Your addictions to all you think
to be true, cuts you off from what is true. So what is it that you observe?
Have you taken the time to watch the sunrise evergclay? Do you stop and
watch the Moose chomp on the bush? Do you see the focus of the Hawk
looking for its’ prey? Do you consider the other? The beings that you



engage with? How much time do you spencl Iistening to those that are in
your Presence? Are you addicted with Wlﬂat you ‘mow while theg speak to
you of their knowleclge? Are you listening? Now?”

We have all been seated on Plush animal hides. Elk, Deer, Bear and Bison
fur, so soft and natural. The hot rocks steam, the ﬂickering light of candles
are aglow. The setting captures my being. It’'s so mesmerizing and the
warmth comforts me. Am | listening? Now? | amjolted back into this inquirg
that Blue Cloud is asking of us. | sPeak, “my addictions are not aclclictions,
this is the false pretense | have lived bg. | also witness my desire to resl:)oncl
to another before theg comple’ce their thought. It’s my ego saging “I know”.
As a result | tend not to feel the other. At least this is what | recognize Now.

Not being conscious of the Present moment unless it is a Phgsical activitg.”

Nirvana Proceeds tojoin the discussion, “to be able to listen to the whole
of all beings is worth dedicating time to. To take a pause, to tune into what
s Present. A bird singing, | want to stop and listen, Perhaps find it in the
bush where the sound is coming from. Acknowleclge its’ presence in my life
at the time of connection. To make eye contact with an individual and stay
connected withou‘cjuclgcment or thought. Just being aware of another
being. This is how I like to live the c:lag. And when things are hectic and 1 am

overwhelmed, 1 listen to my heart.

“ listen to my thoughts. | seem to be Preoccupiecl with thoughts that limit
me to be a free thinker. However, I aim to remain unattached from thought.
It was so rcncreshing to be able to let down my barriers and learn who
Sammie is as a person. | listened to him and not whom | thought he was,” 1S

Jerrg’s contribution.



Maggie, ‘I saw you bg the Bison, Blue Cloud. 1 am not sure what | hearcl,
then I knew you wanted me to come. And you had disappearecL | found
you sitting against the broadside of the Great Bison, with JOSCP]"I. | felt
submissive - is that a trait? It doesn’t matter at the time U’ust was,
submissive to your concern. “Stay away from the Whis Key.” | was N a

transcendent state. | Bri@qg visited my past, and quick ylwas present with

you. Is it you who will define my role as steward of this land. Or are you
wi”ing me to Plag a submissive role? Are you saying, this is no longer my
ranch, my land? 1s it |, my human form that is addicted to ownership of who
| think 1 am? Or shall it be that 1 am to identhcg with a higher self, a higher

consciousness?”

“ We saw the Whiskeg and thought it might be for a wild party and reunion.
And now I know there is something deeper going on here.” Deloris looks at
Faye. “l am qui’ce comfortable with the life I have right now. Aging in grace |
would like to think. so whg am | drawn here? To this group? What use can |
beina community where some oFgou are more than a generation younger

than mgsehc?”

“| for one am amused. Whg Am | cloing this. Maybe it’s that ljust like the
companionship that Deloris and I have. | don’t want it to be long distance. |
can understand, Deloris, if you like the idea of down sizing. You still have
the big house and property. | amjust Fo”owing along. At least | thouglﬁt
that. Here in the Sweat Loclge, well this is different. This organic sharing

interest me. Magbe | need this connection with you gouthmcul ones’. f:age

looks around the circle.



Faye: It’s too dark to see exl:)ressions. am Feeling something that is “bigger
than me”. Magbe a new meaning for my li?ejoumey. What can | contribute?
Deloris and I are not mentors or magbe we are somehow. How did that
poem end that Jim shared a Iongtime ago” The wrinkled knees of a wise old
Elephant’:’”

Julian: Whiskeg? Did I hear him say “stay away from the Whiskeg”? My
truth serum. Mg calm go to remedg. Mg way to have a serious connection
with Frank. I was addicted to Wl’liS‘(CH. It would stay hidden l’xigh up on the
shelf above the little table. 1 knew right were it rested. Behind thejars of
oats and rice. Hiclden,just like 1 hid from societg’s status quo. Here in this
Pioneer cabin. Mincling my own business. Being with nature. Ajob that
might seem like insigniﬁcant to most. Work the greenhouse gar&en for the
ranch kitchen. Drop off the dailg harvest to whom ever was cooking and
be gone. Back here ]39 the creek, amongst the c:logwoocl. Amongst the
mama moose and her ganglg |oo1<in5 |ong leggecl youngone. The sounds
of birds, a grunt from the visiting bear, coyotes messaging. Star gazing and
once in awhile time spent with Frank and wonclering about Jim. Wonclering
whg [ left. Thoughts ﬂoating through my mind. Until | couldr’t stand them
anymore. Whiskeg, did he say | am addicted to my beliefs. Whiskeg, my

tru‘clﬂ serum??

“| have addictive, ego behavior. Was that you Maggje” Who saidjust
awhile ago, “Isitl, my human form that is addicted to ownership of whol
think 1 am?” Yeah that’s what you asked. So who am I without all of the
influence that regjsters as waves of thought. Never resting, like the ocean

waves that make their way to shore. Some gentlg washing up ona ﬂat



beach, others Violentlg crashing against a rock cliff. Is there something
better than Whiskeg to ease my mind?”

Sammie: €] am obsessed to be loved. 1 want to be understood? I want to be
treated as a normal human being. How am | going to fit in with this group?
will e\/ergboclg be able to accept me as | am? Thank you Jerry for taking
the time this afternoon, to listen to me. Now can you accept me not as a
gay man. Can you accept me as an equal’? Can all o{gou? And when I need
love and compassion tlﬂrough toucl'x, will you be able to l’lug me? At least
hug me. Will you be able to look into my eyes and connect without
Judgment?” | feel clesperate, magbe too dramatic for this crowd. But theg
have listened to me before. In the Past, at the mens group, the sex therapg
group that formed recentlg, and is ever growing. We are cﬂiscovering
habitual t]ﬁoug]ﬁt forms that getin the way of what love is. W]ﬁiskeg, Blue
Cloud, you said it was bad medicine. Beliefs versus truth, it all seems to
overlap. Seems full of contradictions. To believe in something so much that

it becomes my truth? I wonder if that bottle is still on Julian’s table.

Stephanic opens her eyes and glances around the circle of new found
friends. with eyes open, this is her time to spcak. “l am honored to be
considered as part of this community of artist. And to be asked 139 Walking
Stick to be one of the Three Sisters is a dubious honor that | accept
gracegung. As | listen to the sharingl realize how connected you all are.
Entwined like the roots of the trees. When I was mocleling for you | coglg
observed facial expressions. As you all sketched | sawjog,
disappointment, stress, anger, and seriousness. Sometimes | would see
laughing eyes, sometimes sad. And when | Posecl with Jim, | became a

conduit for energy to pass between us. | learned the subtleties of energy



being exchangccl from one person to another. It all was very Prcncound. |
felt cngagcd with your process and connection with what or whom you
were 5l<etclﬁing. It has been a very refreshing change from the norm I have
become accustomed to modeling. So | as|<, did you see the Personhood of
the model orjust my nakedness? Did you hear my thouglﬂts? Did you look
at my facial expressions? | haven’t sipped the Whiskeg.”

Joni: So what is the difference between addiction and obsession? Have |
chased after a man because of addiction. The Pleasure of sensational
love? Or was | trying to fulfill a need for Partnership. Fearing | would never
find the riglﬂt mate? | told mysehc | desired both. So how does that P|39
out? ‘I recognize my past Perio&s oﬂ'us‘c gving up on the fixation that I had
to have a mate to make me whole. And ﬁna”g the Phgsical desire for
Pleasure was tota”g non existent. Then, it came back. And when I saw
Maggje’s hand on the Whiskeg bottle, | knew that the obsession to have
Jim and the Pleasure of being with him was a fixation. And how I suffered
when Julian came back into Jim’s life. And like Maggie’s hand, | saw
trembling, holcling the Whiskeg, | knew that the desire to have him, is so
strong that the past behavior can recur at anytime. | need a strategy that
acts like the seal on the Whiskeg. Not to be broken.”

Mo”g IS gawking at Joni. She looks over at Maggje, but can’t cluite see the
expression on Maggje’s face in the low Iight of the canc”elight. She takes a
dcep breath, then another and another. With each breath I can hear the

exhalation. We all realize she is about to speak.

Jim: Do I detect a reluctance? Magbej wh9 do I need to even start to

consider angthing other thanjust prepare to listen. And so | take a deep



brcath, then another and another. The Serene Mind isn’t that what Nirvana

Sl"IOWCCl us 1IN our 9058 CIBSS?

Mo”g begins, “So, ljust want to acknowledge the Three Sisters Wa”dng
Stick, Nirvana and Stephanie? Yeah, then there’s Maggie, Joni and . Your
share Maggie is relevant for me too. Yes, | am blinc”g trusting this new
direction | am heading towards. Somewhat reluctant, magbe unconscious?
How about this, consciouslg unconscious?” Mo”g giggles at her own
awareness of tl'xought. “Oh, sl'n't, here | g0, wanting to be in control of my
presence. How can | be Present, of my presence if 1 clon"cjust flow with it
all? And Joni,” Mo”g turns her head towards Ar‘chur, “you are so bold to
share your inner most Vulnerabilitg. Your reference of the seal on the
Whisl«:g not to be broken. And Maggje, if you dor’t mind, your past truth
hauntinggou once more! And me, with trepidation, wanting the Whiskeg to
flow. 1 am inebriated with an obsession of the past. | am fixated with the
Potential of a future with Arthur. And I want the world to know I am drunk
on the Whiskeg and | dor’t care. | am naked for all oFgou to see all of me.

The real me tha’c hides uncler the armor | wore a” these gears.”

Sadie: “I am overwhelmed with the newness of this raw energy that is so

mUCl’] more sincere 8!’1(:1 real tl’]Cﬂ | l’“laVC cver bCCl”l Part O‘F. s

All of a sudden there is a strong, cleep emotional voice. It’s Frank, “My
intention is for cleeper emotions, cleel:)er love, cleeper compassion, deeper

gratitucle, ancljog, and happiness, and kindness and emotional states that

express and feel the companionship generated bg this group. | want to be
recognizecl as more tl'lan the ranch manager. | want to serve From my

hear’mcelt emotional state. IF this makes any sense. | was the one tha’c Pu‘c



that Whiskeg on Julian’s table. It was once a truth serum when Julian

needed to get me to feel. One night | walked out of the cabinin a rage of

anger. l swipecl the bottle ancl clrownecl out my emotions that night. |
replacecl the bottle. Butit’s a mgsterg wlﬁg | Felt that | needed to replace
the Whiskeg, | took so |ong ago.”

Sadie: Whew, wow, oh my gocl, what is it that | can contribute? What are my
beliefs? Is that what’s exPected of me to share? Me, the feminist lesbian
how do I fit in. Same as Sammie | suppose, but he is making some
connections. Oh yeah gratitucle, he was gra‘c@cul for his time spent with
Jerry todag. “ljus‘c want to give my gratitucle for Jim and Julian accep’cing
me for who I am. And for the tlﬁerapg group to suPPor’c me as we explore
our Pr@cerences? Or is it obsessions with sexual Pregerence? At least
Sammie and | are similar in that regard. I’'m gratemcul that Jenny committed to
have usjoin the group. Thanks for your commitment Frank, to all those
wonderful aspirations that you share. Now magbe we can have a
relationship. Magbe it’s my Perceptions that, you beinga cowbog means
you Probablg dor’t like feminist especia”g lesbians. Sorry Frank, if |
categorize you as being bias. Uh, I think that’s goocl enough for now. Just
having gratitude Is a huge step for me. Oh 968}1, love you all for who you
are.” Did !jus‘c say that? Wow, magbe [am learning to not be such a bias

ultra liberal Progressivel Magbe I need to loosen up a bit.
Arthur looks at Sadie, “your pause means you are finished talking Sadie?”

Sadie nods her head.

“I am glacl to see some cultural dgnamics in this group. As a Japanese from

a traditional JaPanese 1Cami|gJ there are some conditions that you all migl‘xt



not relate to. | aPPreciate that you have included me to be part of this
communi‘c9 endeavor. Thank you for using the tree sculpture that Mo”9
graciouslg let me be Par‘c of. To have that as a sgmbo[ of what’s to come
with this group means a lot to me. Of all the art works I have done and
Placed in ga”eries or sold at exhibits, the tree sculpture has the most
meaning for me, other than the traditional donabe bowls | make. F‘ami|9
tradition is what I am all about. | want to be part of this Familg. May we

create some sort oF a structurecl communitg that Fulﬁ”s a” oF our needs.”

There is a hiss on the hot rocks as Stephanie and Nirvana pour some water
over them. There are two Piles as the sweat loclge is full to capacitg this
niglﬂt. We are most|9 sl:)rawlecl out on the animal hides. Settled into this
sweat. Absorbing the thoughts that seem to linger in the dense humid air.

A soft voice speaks in a melodic tone. It’s Jenny, I have been listening.
What do I hear? All the Personal issues and intra related issues, that we
think are caused bg external influences. What about our internal turmoil.
The stories we tell ourselves that keep us sugering? How do we examine
the blame and make it about ourselves? Not the other? How will we heal

cach other? What is true liberation from the il usory self? 1 seem to alwags

be in contempla‘cion of my awareness. That which is internal and also the
external influences. | guess | can call mgselic a seeker? It’s not a sPirituaI
quest lam indulging. But magbe that would help. See evergthing froma
different dimension. Hummmm, 9€ah, Il leave it at that. 1 think the Whiskeg

woulcﬂjust confuse me.”

“ah Ho,” bellows Blue Cloud.



| hear some rustling. | raise my head off my bed of animal hide,just in time
to see the backside of Blue Cloud as he exits. Followed bg Stephanie and
Walking Stick. Nirvana gentlg guicles us back into our Personal meditation
of self. She leaves the ‘oclge brieﬂg and comes back with more hot rocks

and water. The steam rises off of the sizzling rocks.

We lose sense of time and space. There is some movement going on. |
suspec’t that People are coming out of their revere. This sense of honor for
each others I'lonest, Personal revelations has been reveling. Nirvana ask
that we slow|9 get up from our meditative slumber. She announces,
“Stephanie is back at Julian’s cabin. | hope it’s alright Julian) somehow we
all ended up there with food so the universe has Provide& us a Place to
celebrate our first gathering. Please, let us remain c]uiet on our walk to the

cabin.”

And that’s what we do. When we get there, food is out on a table and an
outside camp fire has been started. Dusk is set’cling and the first sightings
of stars are visible. We start to come out of our silence and mingle. We
share thoughts, there’s laughter, and conversation with clepth. We are each
sensing the Personal commitment to community. There’s discussion about
being all inclusive. We want to make sure that nobodg becomes an island
onto themself. It is such a beautiful celebration. E\/Crgbodg IS gatlﬁered
around the fire singing fills the night air. Then some’tlﬁing, a t]ﬁoug]ﬁt a
Feelingj | dor’t know wha’t, l sudcﬂenlg feel lost. Not Par’t of the whole. | slip
away and start wa”dng down the Path to the roacl, into the darkness. The
light of the stars are bright enough to see where | am going, | find my self
breathing cleeplg and slowlg. | want to be bg my self. 1 feel done for the



dag. Overwiwelmeci, that’s it. What has me feel vulnerable? 1 hear the gravei
crunching behind me. Sounds like something running. A spookecl deer?

“Hey you,” it’s Julian’s voice, “neg, Jim stol:).”

| feel a tug on my rig]'it arm and Julianis Peering into my eyes.
“Where are you going? What’s up? Tell me.”

“ljust wanted to be alone, gather my tnouglnts. | needed quiet.”
“Do you mind if U’oin you?”

“No, not at all. ljust feel so contemplative rignt now.”

A silence ensues. She feels me. Julian knows me like noboci9 else. We are
just waiking NOW. Separate from each otner, but next to each other. It’s a
moderate pace that we are wa“<ing. [ am Pretencling now...that | am in cieel:)
tlﬁougnt. But knowing she’s here, all 1 candois anticipate that she will say
sometning. And I know it will be for my benefit. And | am aware of past

behavior when | get in a mood. | will want to resist her effort to council me.

And in my mind, | am aireaclg to defend my actions. My wanting to be alone

and not interacting or socializing with the group.
“Jim?.”
“Yeah....”

“Are you teeiing overwhelmed bg the whole asPect of torming a
communitg? Do you feel it’s you who needs to be responsible for carrging

out Josepn’s vision?”

“How’d you ﬁgure that out? Is my mood that reveling?”



“Dear, | know you well enough to detect your vulnerabilities. We are all light
beings here to assist each other. When we are detached from all thought
and are in a state of pure consciousness, it is then that we are connected

In oneness.”
“Where did you come up with that?”

Julian is giggling she lets out a little laugh, “itjust came Pouring out. | dor’t
know. Magbe 'm a Guru!l” Now she is Iaughing. In a sincere and grategul

way. She throws her arms in the air and swirls in a circle.

“Hey, we are like in the song, Ong Namo bg Snatam Kaur. Let’s try to sing

it. You remember how it starts?”

“Yeah, one of my all time favorites. GOS]"I) Julian you are a liglﬂt being!
Okag, reaclg...?”

“The rainis Fa”ing down like all the souls you send here
Coming to this earth to find healing.

Mother earth takes in the rain like your heart takes my voice,
let us treat each other with our grace and our voice.

Oh my beloved

kindness of the heart.

Breath of life

| bow to you

And I'm coming home



Ong Namo Guru Dev Namo...”

There’s a soft sound of feet swishing thru the light, very earlg, dew on the
grass. We stop singing and turn.

“Halt, who goes there,” I say with a cleep baritone voice!

There’s a giggle. “It’'s me Maggie. Evergone IS getting reaclg to leave and
wondering where you two disappeared to. That would have been a nice

campﬁre song.”
We start to g0 back to the cabin.

“Oh, sorry Maggje. Some’tlﬁing came over me. My insecurity of Aoing this

venture overwhelmed me. I fled like a scared cat. Then Julian came and...”
“I| get it. What is it that you said Julian to settle Jim’s nerves?”

“I don’t know,just spoke from my heart | guess. Just reminding him that we
are all intricatelg connected. How did evergboclg get here in the first

Place?”

“Well, all the stories are the same. No invitation. Just and inkling to come
visit Jim and Marian. Then Blue Cloud appearecl at the sculPture and |
went out like a Madian in a trance. And next thingl knew we all had a bout

with the Whiskey bottle on your table. Soit’s a mgstery.”

We get back and everyone IS mingling around the Parked cars. There’s a

small cheer.... “Theg’re here...hoorah!”

Next thing | witness are the hugs star‘cing up. What a beautiful sight. | feel a
tug on my arm and swing around into the tender grasp of Joni. With pure



liberation from inhibition she has her |i|:>5 on mine. It’s quick and tenuous.
As she PUHS away her eyes are glistening and her smile is broad. “I love you

Jim, ljust wanted to feel you again. | hope Julian doesn’t mind.”

“Well we know how she feels about us kissing.” | chuckle. “Thank you for

your authenticitg. ove you to Joni.”

We let each other out of our grasp, smile and go to the next person who’s
not hugging someone else. It is quite an experience. And so the niglﬁt of
our first group meeting to form community ends in celebration. Julian and |
wave as the last of the tall Iights heads north towards the ranch gate. When
will we see each other again? There is much to contemplate on, for all of

us.

Julian and 1 walk down the star lite Patl’] as early dawn starts to emerge in
the 5‘49. The door to the cabin creeks open and there it s, the Whiskeg.
Alone in the center of the table where we left it. There is a lamp buming ,a
soft light in the cabin. We circle the table) like an animal that might be

circling its prey. We close in.
“The seal is not broken,” remarks Julian.
“No still looks full to me.”

“Do we dare? Some Irish coffee and talk? Decipher the events of the clag’:’
What say my man?”

“f will geta fire going you get the coffee reacly’?”

“Deal, my love....”

Chapter 11 Tal:)as - The Joumeg Begins



There’s a nice warmth settling in the cabin. We sl:)enc] most of our time now
in the Grizzlg Cabin. But decided to stay here after this marathon clag and
niglﬂt. Itis very carlg morning and we are ﬁna”g face to face atthe table,
coffee in hand. It quiet expect for atew coyote 96“:)5 and a crackle from
the fire once in awhile. The coffeeis soothing. We look at the Whiskeg and

the broken seal. We toast in silence.
“«Check in?” 1 ask Julian

((GOJJ

“What | observed was how much of each persons shares were similar to
some of what | g0 through. | was able to witness some of my aPPrchensions

that I visit and how much time 1 will spencl n thoughts that burden me.”
“Burden you in what wag?”

“Just like the overwhelming Feeling where ljust wanted to escape. The
sense of obligation to connect. And not rea”9 Feeling a heart connection
at the time. | wasjust there with the group, all of us mingling. Not Feeling
present with the celebration. | enjogecl the silence we had coming back
from the sweat. A time for introsl:)ec‘cion.  was menta”9 drained andjust

wantccl the comFort o1c a human bodg to squeeze ancl hug ancl. L
“Kiss, I saw you and Joni. What was that like for you?”

“Bingo, an aPPrelﬂension. [ tl'lought that we had an unclers‘cancling about
our relationship. 'm not sure if Joni was.. .l mean it was a kiss but not like a

deep....”

“I:eelings, Jim. What did you feel?”



“l wanted to hug and kiss evergbody as we were saying our good bges.”
“We are talking about you and Joni, she’s the one you kissed.”

“Well, hummmm, ah.. .the glistening look in her eyes, the smile...”

“Where you stimulated? What did you witness? A bodi!g sensation?”

“l was overpowerecl bg her advance.”

“That’s your evaluation.”

“I was bewildered, confused. | want the autonomy to enjog the moment of
our connection. My mind was te”ing me to be careful. Phgsical touch. ..

more than a hug.”

“Okag, 5O you witnessed the desire, the raPturous memory of Joni and
you in a Plﬂgsical way. And then the egojumpecl in and interfered with your
atfectionate, |oving thoughts. What are you Feeling now, besides me acting
like a t]’]erapist.?”

| have to chuckle at that last comment. Julian has a smirk on her face. |
dor’t see any hurt, hostilitg nor concern. “I feel suPPortecl. Trulg
suPPor‘cecl that | can be so honest with 9ou.”

Julian smiles, takes a Iong, slow siP from her mug, She rises from her chair

and straddles my legs, then Plops on my laP.

“Jim, first oﬁc, thanks for being real and notjust brushing off my inquiry as

it your exclﬂange with Joni meant not]'ling.”

We look into each others eyes. It’s brief, but the connection is made. Julian

moves Sllghtlg ]COFWEBFCI aﬂCl our llPS arc glUCCl, our tOﬂgUCS are



communicating. It’s as if our kiss is talking to each other. Honoring our love
for an honest rola‘cionsiwip of true Feelings. Tender, warm compassion for

our lﬁuman existence as a COUPIC. As soulmato lOVC!’S.

We don’t iinger in the moment, but the action was impacticul. Julian pu”s
back a little and says, “okag, my turn.” She gets back into her chair takes a
sip of coffee and starts, “what I felt is past, what | am iceeling IS
compassion. Compassion for the human condition. Compassion for my self
and for you and for evergboclg in the group. [am Feeiing like 1 belong. Wait,
that’s not a ieoiing. | am Feoiing included. How about involved and touched
bg the openness of the group. It was a giimpse into what’s current with
each of us. 1 felt inspireoi to share. There is an aura of trust. Do you think
that was the point of Blue Cloud getting us all togetiwor. Mind you there

were no invitations. Wasn’t that crazg?”

“Yeah, for me the way this gatlnering manifested seemed magic:al and

mgsterious.”

“Now | have a quostion | have been meaning to ask you. Getting back to
your encounter with Joni. The more time | spenol with my tnougnts, [ feel
taken for grantool, rather | feel some disappointment and hurt to be rea”g
honest with you. | need you to delve cieeper and answer trutnicung if you
still have a pngsical attraction towards Joni. And | want to include what it is
like for you with Sadie and Jenny. I sense flirtatious exc:iianges sometimes.

You are not a womanizer. At least | never knew you as one.”

“So, do you need some appreciation) or consideration magbe trust that it

IS you [Hove?”



Julian gjves me an affirmative nod, yes, “ljust want to know. After all you
are in that self created thcrapg group with Joni, Sadie, Jenny, Mo”g and

Sammie.”

“Alright, with Sadie and Jenny, theg entice me with a Feeling of
gouthxculness. After all theg are more than 20 years younger than me. If |
let my ego go wild then 1'd be thinking that at least Jenny has an attraction
for me. But that is not the case. With Sadie | enjog her verbal bantering
with Jenny, Iam enthralled with her Perception of connection with the
universal energy that is all inclusive. She seems so fascinated in connecting
with a higher energy. Am | making any sense to you. Anyway, | was
impresse& again with what she had to share toniglﬁt.”

“And Joni?”

| take a siP of my cogee, Place my cup down slowlg, on the table. Ilook at
the broken seal on the Whiskeg. Amazing, we never Poured a drop into our
cups. | look over at Julian. “rd be Iging if 1 said | was not attracted to Joni.
What you need to trust is my sincere love for you and respect for our
relationship. | choose monogamy over an open relationship. Now the way
society understands an open relationship is in a sexual context. That is not
my intention with Joni. I want to have the freedom to be able to gve her

support when she needs i, caring, and appreciation.”

“So you need me to trust you that your interactions with Joni and other

women for that matter, 1s a sincere heart connection.”



“Yes, and notjus‘c women. | feel so muchjoy when | connect with others as
cquals wi‘ch no bias andjuclgcments. Just pure CONSCIOUS Iove. That to me

IS an open relationshil:).”

“I must say, that | too want that same interaction with others and not have
to be concerned with how my actions with others might atfect you. | know
that I have to check my initial reactions from learned behaviors of the past.
| like the thought of not being a Possessive mate. Clarhcging how we want a
deeper connection with others is huge right now. | feel a true sense of
freedom and respec’c. Respect for our commitment to each other and

cmpowering each other to interact with others in a meaninggul wag.”

“It's the energy, Isn't it” The energy that flows from one being to the next.
I'm not sure what’s haPPening to me, but if | feel the energy shift. In me and
whomever I am with. Like what you observed between Joni and 1. She was
so exuberant and spontaneous that it was casy for me to receive her
being. When she moved into my field with those glowing eyes and big

smile. . .Pu”ecl me in for the kiss. Wow, there was notl')ingl could feel except
for that moment of herjog. It could have been mgjog too, excel:)t that my
thought process was flooded with aPPrehension. The lingering memory of
your comment the night we had our reconciliation with her. Do you

remember, Julian? She asked, what about a kiss?”
“Yes, and | said, | don’t know about that I've seen you two kiss before.”
“So,just as | felt herjog and spontaneitg) she must of felt my fear.”

“| see what you are saying, High Me. How about this, we might emanate

kindness, Passion or ignorance. You feel kindness towards someone ,a



person or something acat, or dog. Or it might be Passion towards or for
someone again a person or something let's call it an activitg. Or you might
l’]ave pure ignorance 1Cor wlﬁatever the energy IS. Youjust want to

CXPCFi@ﬂCC thC CﬂCfgg?”

“ |ike that, the freedom of experiencing the moment. Without any
inhibitions. So what Prevents us from having the pure CONSCIOUS awareness

of exl:)eriencing the energy of someone else?”

“The fear O]C, you name it. DePencling on what force field you are entering,
Could bejog, attraction, vengeance, unc:lerlging circumstances anything.
Go down the list. We Proceed with caution verses sPontaneitg. What are
you Feeling right now High Me? My soulmate lover who gets me highl No

D))

Whiskeg needed for this Iac‘g! This discussion inebriates me with energy!
“What now? It’s time for bed before the rooster crows!”

And that’s what we clojust before clusk, we PU” the curtains shut, Peel

back the sheets, slip out of our garments and crawl into bed with kindness,
P &

Passion and Ignorance. And | wonder what the rest of night Prevailecl in

terms of process for the rest of our friends. It has been quite a clag full of

Personal revelations.
Chapter 12: India

| am en-route, In ﬂight, on my way to India, without Julian. Her decision,
after many discussions Julian decided it best to spencl the next four weeks
dedicating her energy for the group effort of transition towards
community. She also wants to reconcile her five year self exile with our

grown children. Walking Stick came to her one evening and under the



starlet 5|<9, full of constellations that told a story. She shared her vision of
what was to come. | wondered if it was my friend and guicle who was
senéing the message tlﬁrouglﬂ Wa”dng Stick. What influence does this
mentor still have with his apprentice Blue Cloud. And I wonder, how is
Joseph cloing with his final Vision Quest. Where is he and how will he
survive the winter atop Big Horn Peak? Will we ever see him again or is he in

the next realm of existence?

Stepl'wanie will stay with Juliane at the Pioneer cabin on Maggjes Ranch.
Sammie and Joni will stay at our Grizzlg cabin. Sammie will teach massage
techniqucs to Joni and theg will aPPrentice the healing arts together. Jerry
will l"ICIP Frank manage the ranch. Deloris and Faye have a|read9 settled in
their new surrounclings. Condo living at the ranch. Theg will assist Julian
and Stephanie with the garcﬂen and harvesting of food. Mo”g and Arthur
are creating a new studio in one of the old barns on Maggie’s ranch. Theg
will build a loft for their quarters and clevelop the new part of their
relationship as partners. Sadie and Jenny will occupy one of the guest
cabins. Jenny wants to be in the garden with Julian and Stephanie. She
wants to be mentored bﬂ Faye and Deloris. Sadie wants to do pottery

under the guise of Arthur, and create her own stgle of Donabe Bowls.

Maggje has opened her home to Blue Cloud and Wa”dng Stick so they can
be in council as time progresses. However, Blue Cloud wants to stay with

his tribe. Walking Stick will alternate between their community and Maggie’s
cabin when theg sPencl time with the group. Nirvana will set up a meditation
hall and yoga center in one of the conference rooms at the main lodge. The

Plan s to integrate her Practice as a service for the guest ranch visitors. |



am beginning to recognize how a small sustainable communit9 can develop

ancl oger services to thc greater masses.

This is part of my new Familg. A circle of friends that are wi”ing to trulg
connect with each other. It seems that we are unabashedlg opening our
hearts and souls to each other. This is a beautiful process in the making. |
am encouraged to be part of this Phenomena that seems it’s the natural law
of the universe. For my Part, | chose to go to TaPa’s and continue my
Personaljoumeg, my quest towards enligl')’cenment. Whatever that migl']t

mean.

| land in Chennai India after a triP over the Arctic and Siberia. Crossing,
over desert and mountains. When I land 1 find mgsehc in the midst of chaos.
My amusement is Peel«td. 50 many People, a Packecl mass of human
existence, eagerlg waiting for their baggage to descend from the conveyor
belt. The front row of People stancling like a fence that can’t be
Per\etrated. Anxie’c9 Pushing from behind, squeezing through any ol:)ening
that can be found. Grabbing and 9anl<ing their worn suitcases, one bg one
from the conveyor. | wonder how am | going to get my bag’? And some how
the mass of bodies have flowed forward and | miraculous|9 end up next to
the conveyor and my amusement turns into l’]OPC. Magbe my bag will
appear and | can getout of here, uncrushed! And I do survive this process
onlg to be confronted }39 the next mass of uplﬁea\/al as we are herded into
custom lines. Now I am part of the anxious energy of making it through
customs with the correct documentation needed to enter the country. |
stand in waiting, like herded cattle forced through shoots at the
stockgards cluringa livestock auction. Okag, am taking this scene too far.
But there are a dozen long lines, and | notice other People from my ﬂight in



other lines, and | hol:)e | am in the right line. And | hope | don’t miss my taxi.
And | wish my line would speed up. And I wonder where do I g0 after I make
it throug]ﬁ customs. And what if | don’t make it through customs. And |
need some fresh air. And I am in Indial! Just Fo”owing the crowd, hoping
this is the riglﬂt exit. As we exit the fresh air is the air of a massive
construction site. And there are a line of metal barriers of People with
smiling faces and signs and hand waving, shouts of “come here”, “I will drive
you”, “Hello, I am Shiva, come with me!” And some how the taxi driver | was
meant to meet appears and asks me the right question that my consignor
said would indicate whom I was to trust as my driver to the hotel. And 1am
in India. And so here lamina large van with several People some of who |

recognize 1Crom Zoom ca”s that Preemptecl my venture to Ekam.

| see Megan, seated in the back of the van with an emptg seat next to her.
She recognizes me and waves me over. | feel a sense of relief. Someone |

know, | immecﬂiatelg resl:)oncl and walk down the aisle. ..

“Hello Megan, | am so glacl to see 3oul At least | am sure that | am in the

right vehicle!”
“I am glacl to see you made it too. Did Julian come?”

“No, she decided to remain back home. She wanted time with our children.
She felt that she needs more time to reconcile the abandonment issue that
still weighs heavg on her heart. Megan, | remember a Previous discussion

conceming Nirvana. She was here once”? At TaPas?”

“Yes, she is the person who introduced me to this group.”



“And 36‘: she identifies as a Sikh. Wearing the turban and teaching
kundalini Yoga. How did she get involved with Ekam?”

“I have been a goocl friend of Nirvana for many years. | knew her when she
broke up with her husband. 1t was clevastating for her. She suffered and
somehow found out about this group and the movement that was all about
reducing ones sugering states and move Peol:)le towarclsjog. Even though
she still Practices Sikhism her Personal Psgchologg has shifted. 1 don’t
think she identifies with one belief as much as she used to. She felt like she
now better understands that existence of pure consciousness is formless.
In other wards she told me that when she identifies with her bod\g, or
spiritualitg) or a “guru”, master, or God as form then the ego gets involved.
She miglﬁt feel knowled gable. She said that when she doesn’t connect with

any sort of iclentitg or perceived belief, then she receives the wisdom of

witnessing all thatis. The essence of the now!”
“Do you ever sense tha’c, Megan?”

“There are times when | think of my self as a Portal, an opening to let
energy pass tlﬁrough me and into me. I have had that sensation at times
when Nirvana has led us through meditations. One time | oPenecl my eyes
and saw Nirvana with her eyes closed and Palms out towards our group as
we |ag in Savasana. | asked her later, what she was cloing. She said she was

giving Deeksha. Just letting energy flow through her to us.”

The ride is Iong, as we travel the tumpike in the dead of night we zip pass

the city swell of human existence. The life that is so Foreign to me, city



living that I left so Iong ago. This Place was no‘ching like Paradise Va”eg
Montana. It was huge) People living 24/7. Tru|9 a look at third world
existence. The vast chasm between the wealtlﬂg and the not so fortunate.
Layers of People, cars, food smells, shanties, shrines, buildings crumbling
from erosion. Then new, modern structures being built. And boom we land

at the Palace Hotel with lavish architecture and garclens. UPPer first class

service and interior surround INgs. This is my indoctrination of India. The
west meets the east. Itis | AM in the morning and the city is still buzzing. As
is the inside of the Palace lobbg. When | ﬁna”g get to my room, | could not
believe how lavash itis. When | open a night table 1 find a Gideon’s Bible.
Out of curiositg | open the draw of the other night table and behold a
Blﬂagavacl Gita! | feel wired. No way | am going to sleep. So I decide to dive
into the Bhagavacl Gita. | open to a page with a Picture (Plate 35) of the
creation “AS IT 1S”. And it’s all tlﬂere, from Dante’s Inferno to Bosch’s
Garden of Earthlg Delights. All of the human elements and above it all are
the other realms begoncl conscious. The man clisentangling himself from

the material world clepictecl bg the uPsicle down tree with the weapon of

detachment. I look at the top of the Plate and see Krsna and His internal
consort, in Paradise above all desire. | close the page keepinga ﬁnger to
hold the Place. [ close my eyes and drift into a meditation. I feel Julian, and
Nirvana, and Josel:)h | feel their presence in my life. 1 am recognizing the
whole of all 1 have been through with the group of PeoPle now in my life
and my Past. It’s all there in the illustration. | open to the page and start
reacling the inscriptions. Where am | in these tree branches? How Ironic,
Mo”g’s tree sculpture SEEems so sgnchronistic with mgjoumeg now. This

triP to lnclia) TaPas, what am 1 in for? I was told that it’s all about one’s



state. | read some, and then slowlg fall off to sleep with a smile and a goocl

Feeling of things to come.

The room is filed with |ight. | awake look at the clock and see that it is onlg
7:30 AM! About three hours of dream state. Pleasant dreams of sPiritual
awakenings. Anyway, that's what | fell to sleep reacling inthe E’)hagavad
Gita. Beautiful interpretations of the qualit9 of life that | want to transform
towards. | know I have a ways to go, but I had great visuals during my sleep.
| take a leisurelg hot soak in the Jacuzzi tub, then | step into the shower
stall for a cold shower. 1 feel refreshed. | open the blinds and look at my
view. And from this deluxe hotel I can see the beach and ocean. 1 also see
the shanties along the spi’c of the sand bar. I turn towards the west and see
what appear to be ten story apartments. The beautiful architecture is lost
amidst the crocﬂing white concrete. A green forest rises below the
structures emanating a beautiful tree canopy of troPical trees. The white
walls of builclings have streaks and blemishes of grey. Is it mold dust or is it
from the Po”ution that appears as a stratosphere from the oceans
eastern horizon? | am waiting for the sun to rise above it, even though the
sun rose awhile ago it still hasn’t made it’s appearance above the broad
band of grey. | see what appears tobe a teml:)le, in the distance between
the white like Pi”ars that are the apartments. It’s beige looking from my
vantage Point, it’s rounded dome like towers sit above the roof line. I look
further west and | see the bustling Freewag sli‘clﬂering from the city. A mass
of buildings and a string of trathic. I take one more Peek at Plate 35 and

head ClOWﬂ ]COT' some brea|<1cast.

| enter the clining hall. 1t’s big and forks off into several other areas. The
breakfast buftet has so much food to offer from bakcrg goocls to Fruit,



cereals, egg dishes, meats and on and on goes the food carousel. So now |
know how the upper class lives. And the servers? | wonder where their
homes are and how theg are Fairing in this monetary structure of status
quo. And what 1 dois say Namaste with the hands claspc& to my chest in
prayer fashion. I receive broad smiles and nods from the Indi servers. | spot
Megan at a window table. She turns from the window and sees me. A quick
smile and wave, lures me to her table. f:o”owing me is a server and before |

can be seated he ask if  want coffee or tea.
“Good morning Megan, did you get any sleel:)’?”
“Not much, | had a lot on my mind. How about you?”

“| found the Bhagavaci Gita in my night stand drawer and couldn’t put it
down. I was up until about %:30, had some dream9 t]ﬂougl'xts of spiri‘cual
bliss and ended up in the tub for a hot soak, cold shower and now
breakfast. Magbc i get some sleep at the Pool toclag.”

“There’s People going on some temple tours or market tours. | might go on

a Teml:)le tour.”

“50, Megan what is the reason you decided to do this TaPas event? Seems

like you had some Previous indoctrination? With Nirvana?”

“Yes, | have been a longtime yoga student with Nirvana. It has been about
three or four years. We have become good friends during that time and we
both have macle some major changes. | observecl her aﬁ:er the breakup

with her longtime husband. 1 think theg were together for about ten years.

Angwag, after her break up she took some time off from her yoga class.

about two weeks. She had been te”ing me about this Place in India where a



couple, two gurus, guiclecl one’s inclividualjoumeg of inner work. She had
me sign up fora special manifest which was a three hour virtual live
broadcast from India. Nirvana had been cloing these on a montlﬁlg basis
since her breakup. Anyway, my initial experience was Progouncl. There was
a lesson, some meditation and cluring the meditation Preethaji guiclecl the
Participants through a process that had me visiting a past incident in my
life. You dor’t need to know the storg, what happened is that | had a self
realization of how that incident has atfected my well being. | had created a
mental barrier and every time a certain condition would happen | would
suffer emotiona”g. Back to Nirvana. | noticed a slight change the first time
she came back from Tapas. She went back a second time. Meanwhile |
started 5earcl'1ir1g for Ekam teachings and meditations on Utube. When
she returned and started the yoga class again, every once in awhile she
would have me share a meditation recorc]ing from Ekam. You are aware of
tlﬁat) since you are one of her students. It wasn’t to long ago when we got
into a discussion about identitg. How our ego wants to create a Personal
icﬂentitg. We identi@ with an emotion for instance, “’m sad” or we identi@

N

with something, “'ma yog.

“| see where gou’re going with this. Soin your case you identified with a
Pas’t condition and every time you would get trlggerecl, that emotional
barrier is what you would iclenthcg with?”

“Yes, good Point. S0, here we are Jim. Look out the window, across this

inlet. What do you see?”
“|_ooks like a slﬁantgtown.”

“And what emotion do you identi@ with?”



“We”, right now I’'m thinking of what to say.”

“So you might be iclenthcging with thoughts versus Feelings? Magbe
comparing what appears to be Povertg as we sit in this luxurious hotel

having whatever we want to eat.”

“Whoa, Megan, geah, ’'m Wondering how is it that | deserve this |uxurg as

you Pu‘c it. | can’t say | feel compassion right NOW, magbc |uc|<9?”

“What in your Pas’c Perhaps can you recognize that might trigger an

emotion?”

SUdclenly, | have some heavy breathing, [ look out the winclow, and my eyes

start to well up lam Fceling emotional. | face Megan.

“Survival, is that a Feeling? We, Julian and I were dead broke, a failed
business venture. We had to gve bloodjus’c so we could bug some food.
Fear of lack, that's what’s coming up right now. Across the street was a man
Plaging with some children. He saw us and came over, waved us down. He

had seen our van Parked outside a house in his neighborhood where we

were going to open a business. We told him our s‘corg and he told us to

Park our van in his clrivewag.”

Now | am quietlg weeping. lam struggling to speak, “this beautiful Familg
was bg no means, was well off. And theg feed us and offered us their

drivewag until we could find work...”
“And what are you Feeling now, Jim?”

“Gratitude, so much gratituclel”

Chapter 1% l:rienclslﬂil:), L ove, and Extraorclinarg [ ove



Julian - I wonder how Jim and Megan are cloing with their first clags in India.
It’s a cold clag with snow threatening as we are emergecl in winter.
Stcphanie is 1n Bozeman toclag and there’s not much to do around the
ranch. The winter greenhouse has been taken care of so I think 1ll £0
check on the Grizzlg Cabin and see how our greenhouse, the one Jim and |
built, is c:loing. Also, I can geta chance to visit with Sammie and Joni. I'd
love to find out how their healing Practice Is coming along. | wonder if Joni
Is going to the Bozeman Massage school orjust learning massage
techniques from Sammie. P'll stoke the fire so the cabin is warm when
Stephanie and I return. The ride to the Grizzlg cabin is uneventful until |
reach Old Yellowstone road. As | aPProacl’] the final turn 1 am greeted bg a
small herd of mountain sheep including three rams. | stop for awhile and
jus’c admire their ruggecl splendor. One of the rams has part of his curled
horn missing. He must of lost it in a battle sometime ago. | inch the car
forward and move slow enouglﬁ so as not to spook them from their grazing.
As | aPProach the cabin I see some smoke coming from the chimneg of the
cabin. Good someone is there. | am Iﬁoping to see Joni. | Park and walk up

the stairs. Looking out the window I see Sammie. He greets me at the door.
“Hey Julian, come onin. I have some tea steeping and a nice fire going.”

“Hi Sammie, thanks I'd like some tea. It sure did drop in temperature todag.
| tlﬁought 'd check on the greenlﬁouse, see how the Plants miglﬁt be

sSurvivi ng, »

“No worries, Joni and | have been taking care of your home and the

greenl'xouse. Thanks for letting us s‘cag here while Jimis in India.”

“I dor’t see Joni’s car, Is she in Bozeman todag?”



“Yes, she had some errands and is contributinga column in the Journal.”

“How has this arrangement been working for you two? It is a small one

bedroom cabin after all.”

“We have been managing and getting to know each other. She occuPies the
beclroom, | sleep out here when we are both here. We still have our Places
in Bozeman. She’ll Probablg stag at her house for a couple of clags n

Bozeman. It all works out for now.”

“How has Joni been c‘oing with massage lessons? Have you been teaching

her any techniques?”

A lit‘cle, She regis‘cerecl for the class at the school in Bozeman. And she

has engage& in herbal studies with a locale mentor, also in Bozeman.”

We are both standing infront of the wood burning stove siPPing our tea.
The warmth of the cabin has a mesmerizing effect on me. I am not sure what
to say and as I look into the eyes of Sammie, | realize that there is a very
slight tension between us. Whenever | think of Sammie I think of his
attraction for Jim. | wonder what it migl'lt be like for him as part of our
community, beingthe onlg gay man.

“Have you been in any relationships |ate|g Sammie?”
“You mean found a man to love?”
“l’mjust curious, | dor’t mean to Py about your Persona[ life.”

“That’s okag Julian. 1 know you mean well. 1 feel very comfortable right NOwW

with the direction that our relationship has taken. 1 do believe that you



sinccrclg want to kﬂOW me as a PCI"SOH. Not as someone Wl"lO clesires gOUF

»

man.

well, that is being blunt, Sammie knows no boundaries. He is not afraid to
be honest. Now | am Feeling nervous. | let out a nervous chuckle, “m not
sure how to responcl to the “someone who desires your man” statement. |

feel a bit threatened bg that statement.”

“f trulg did not mean it that way. | think the three of us have a clear

unc‘erstancling of how our rclationship s to Progress.”

There’s a SiICﬂCC as the energg n thé room has become awkward. Théﬂ

Sammie is the first to speak.

“Julian) the time that you and Jim gave me that massage it changed me and
the way | want to relate to others. Especia”g you two. What 1 would like to
do right NOW 1S pay back and offer you a massage. The room is PerFect

temperature wise. | coulcl set up the massage table. Are you open to that’?”

Julian - Hummmm, well that is a nice offer. Do I trust his sincerity? I'm
Prettg sure that we have a goocl understancling of our relationsl'xip,
especia”9 conceming Jim. Now whg IS my mind going there? Having
Juclgements that create conditions. That’s a sure Formula to squelch any

kind of relationshil:).

“Gosh, Sammie, thank you. Yes, | can rea”g use a massage. Pl help you set

up the table.”

Sammie has a beautiful smile) “alright let’s do it. I have been wanting to give

my Iove to you both. And | can’t thirﬂ( OF a better way to connect.”



We set up the room, Sammie warms the massage oil, and | get reacly to slide
under the sheets. Connection, my life has all of a sudden become about
connecting with Peol:)le at a cleel:)er level. 1 am no longer arecluse hiding in
a cabinjus‘c cﬂoing ajob. A person with a hidden past. And here | am with
Sammie, alone. What will | experience? if 1 don’t stop thinking [ won't
experience angthing but my Percel:)tion of this exPerience. Al right, | slip
under the sheets and focus on breath and then | feel gentle hands rocking
my boclg) sogtlg, side to side.

“Relax Julian, let me have you. | feel alittle resistance.”

Hummm, 3eah | need to surrender? Just that thought Pu’cs me more at

ease. Submit, surrencler, relax, trust - now |l am Feeling less fear.

“You know Julian, that Cl89 | walked into Jim’s massage office for my WCCUH
massage, and | saw you searching for something in his desk, do you

remember?”

“Yes, of course. You were not happg to see me there! Then when I told you
that | was going to be massaging you along with Jim, yes | recall your

resistance.”

“When | ﬁna”y let g0 of my emotions, there was a Point inthe massage
where | could not recognize who’s hands were massagjing, speciﬁc locations.
| want you to relax, make your muscles supple. Clear your mind of my being
gay and my Friendship with Jim. Know that | now love you too. And magbe

you will have an extraorclinarg massage.”

| can’t helP but giggle. And resPoncl, “okag Sammie, thank you for your

l’xealing touch and reassurance.”



The massage IS Progressing quite nicely. He has a wonderful touch mixing
deep ﬁrm strokes wi‘ch some sensual strokes. As he IS working on my Feet

he ask me a qucs’cion.
“Julian, how can we form a Friendship’?”

“This sure is a goocl start. | will admit when you offered 1 had some
inhibitions. I think that’s whg you felt the resistance in my boclg. When you
asked me to relax, first tlﬁing that came to mind was surrender. And |
realized that | had to surrender my distrust of your motive. My
Preconceivecl idea of who you are. | onlg know you as someone who
desires my husband. So there’s a barrier that | create out omcjealousg. | ask
mgselxc, whg does Jim want to befriend a gay man. Is there a Phgsical
attraction and what might that lead to? So that is my Perception and I have
now known facts of your relationship with Jim and | wonder, how can this
be that | am again, faced with the dilemma that | witnessed so many years
ago between Jim and a gay man. You need not know the details, that’s not
what is important. What does have meaning is how can I know you as a

friend and love you as a friend without limitations?”

Sammie, lifts my foot and slowlg Positions the front area of the ankle of
my foot over his thigh. He is siting at the eclge of the table. He starts with
his thumbs rubbing the sole of my foot. Then his ﬁngers are gentlg
squeezing the webs between the toes. It feels so goocl.

“Thank you Julian for your honestg. As you are well aware, iFgou did not
come back into Jim’s lige, Joni was sure to have Jim as a mate. So it wasn’t
just you that | had to work on resentment and anger. Jealousg and envy

too. It was also Jim’s choice not to feed my desire boclg. i | remember right



you came to one of our sex therapg groups with Mo”y, Sadie, Jenny, Joni,
Jimand I. What | realizecl, and I think all of us realizecl, that the work we
were cloing was leading us towards true Friendslﬁil:). There is sometlﬂing
about addiction groups that if one goes in with an intention to be honest,
and wi”ing, then support haPPens and Friendships are achieved as part of

the organic Process.”
“Iam going to have you turn over now Julian.”

| feel the sheet being Pu”ecl off of my torso. No clral:)ing? “Ah, Sammie, are

you expecting me to lag nude?”

“Yes, and | am going to massage your breast, check for any |umP5 or
angthing that miglﬁt not feel right. | Promise to avoia your nipples. And if
you start to feel arousal, let me know. Altlﬂough | will Probablg be able to

tell. But at angtime, you can request me to stol:). Il be Working on your
stomach and cligestive organs, your arms and hands and range of motion. |
will be givinggou a facial and scalP massage. | will work on your lateral hips)

quacﬂs, knees and do some traction. And we will be working on trust.”

When Sammie finishes his clescriPtion of what’s next, | slowlg turn, anterior
lcacing up. | watch as he refills his oil bottle. One of mgjudgements of
Sammie crosses my mind. He knows no boundaries. And 1 amin thought of
what my limitations are concerning trust. A true friend will honor and
res[:)ect your “space”. | could ask that 1 be c]rapec] Properlg, after all he is
a ProFessional masseuse. | coulcljust get up, ask him to leave the room, get
dressed and getout. Or |l could recognize my vulnerabilitg and believe in

his sincerity. | coulcljust be, and experience the moment.



| sit up cross Iegged on one end of the table. “Sammie, here’s what | want to
do before you get started. | want you to sit oPPosite of me, here on the
table.”

He looks at me with a confused look. “You do not have to continue the

massage. Magbe | went too far?”
“Just do as | ask, Please?”

Sammie takes off his belt with the massage oil holder and sets it down. He
gets up on the table and sits oPPosi’ce me with his legs crossed in a yoga
Position. Just as | am. | take my right hand and Place it over his heart. We
are staring at each other. The eye contact is intense. | feel the energy as

his riglﬁt hand aPProaches my heart. We continue to look at each o’cher.

“Sammie, | am gratmcul for this massage. You have a good concept of the
direction of my muscles. | love your smile riglﬁt now. And appreciate your
direct eye contact. | acknowleclge your accePtance of Forminga Frienclship

relationship with me. I love you for who you are,”

There is a brief silence. Then Sammie speaks, with tears streaming down
his checks, “Julian, | admire your boldness right now. | am grategul for your
truth. I love your eyes, the color of them, their intensitg. [feel as iFgou are
Peering into my soul and making contact with who | am, not what | appear

to be! You feel my Pain, right?”

“Yes Sammie, and | feel your courage to reach out and get to know me. Not
as Jim’s mate. Not as a hindrance to your Pursuit of him. Rather now as a

true female friend.”



“Thank you for saging that Julian. This means a lot to me. | have never felt

a love like this.”

Chapter 4 In Mg Yellow Room

Maggie ~ As I'm looking out my window | notice Blue Cloud s‘cancling behind
the Bison that’s part of the sculpture. He told me that’s where we’ll meet.
And there he s, goocl thingl had the intuition to be looking out there. |
wonder whg he doesn’tjust call me or knock on my door? It seems so
mysterious. After the first time, the way | felt so mesmerized, | feel
aPPrehensive to go out there. I also, feel part of something that is bigger
than me. Begoncl my comprehension right now. Hummm, his hair is blowing
looks a little chi”g todagj let’s see where’s my coat. Huh) he doesn’t appear
to see me in the window. Ok, shoes, cleep breath Maggje, do some cleep
slow breathing. | Place my hand on the door \mob, close my eyes
momentarilg and open the door. 1look out toward the Bison and Blue
Cloud gives me a nod. | guess that means we are to meet, so | proceea

down the stairs and into the meadow. | am Fceling that surrender | had last

time with him, to what is about to take Place. | don’t feel threatcned, that’s
not it. What is it that | feel?

“Good morning, Blue Cloud. Do you want to come inside, out of the chill?”

“Greetings Maggie. No this is our meeting Place, have a seat the Bison will

block out the wind.”

We sit in the ta” grass that has croppecl up arouncl ’the sculpture. | look
and next to the Bison is a bronze of Joseph, Blue Cloud’s uncle. 1 am

speechless,just like last time. 1 am determined to not g0 unconscious like



last time. | want to have some control of the conversation. | trg not to look
into Blue Cloud’s dark brown eyes. But | feel his Penetrating stare, and |
look up.

He smiles, and says, “you are to have a community meeting in your 96”0\)\/

room”.

| close my eyes, and with no conscious thought | have my hands in a prayer
pose, the Namaste greeting, | bow to the lig]ﬁt within you. At least that is
how I translate it. | open my eyes, and he is gone. | stand. | scream, “Blue
Cloud, wait! Hey, what am | supposecl to do?” I look around in a Panic.
What is going on? My Peripheral vision catches the bronzed face of
Joesph. [ look and he too is smilingl Buddha, I need the serene image of
Buddha and I run to my HC”OW room, where he is immersed in the center of

a large sunflower.”

After awhile | settle into a Peace?ul state. Now | am amazed at the role |
seem to have in this great scheme. The one with the ranch. The coveted

Propertg for a resilient communitg.

| call Frank, “hello? Frank, thanks for Picking up. | thought you were

looking for cows todag.”
| was, found a few up near Canary Peak. What’s up Maggje?”

[ need you to come up here. | have something to discuss with you. And can

you Pic:k up Julian to? I need to talk to both of you.”
“Okag Maggje, you alrlght? You sound different.”

“l am and I’'m not. | will tell you whg when you ge’c up here. Thanks.”



Frank - | wonder what is going on with Maggie. She sounded a little rattled.
We”, | guess | better find Julian and head on up to Maggie’s. | better Put on
my coat, that wind sure does bring ina chill. 1t’s starting up, coming down
from Ramshorn Peak and the Big Skg side. Would’t be a bit surprisecl to
see an earlg season snow. | get into my truck and head down the road
towards Julian’s Pioneer cabin. As | aPProach the Pathwag to the cabin |
see her and Steplﬂanie coming from the greenhouses. | cut the motor and

getout to great them.

“Hello ladies, how’s the dag been?”

“Hi I:rank,” itis Stephanie with the first greeting,

Followed ]39 Julian, “Hello Frank, what brings you over this way toclag?”

“Well, | gota call from Maggie. She seemed a little shakg and wanted to

meet with you and me.”

“Oh, | guess | could I’]OP in your truck with you now, hcgou’re reaclg. | don’t
need angtlﬁing from the cabin.”

«|| get some diner going Julian, You think gou’” be gone long. !jus’c want
to gauge the time.”

Julian looks at Frank.

“| don’t know how long we'll be Stel:)h. Maggie didn’t give me any indication
what this is about.”



“Okag. I will be with Nirvana and Wandng Stick later. We are doing a sweat
inthe loclge tonight. See you later, dear.”

Julian hops into the passenger side. Frank climbs in and starts up the
truc|<.

“I've been Wonclering how your arrangement with Stephanie in the tiny

cabin is going? You two sleeping in the same bed?”
gong pIng

Julian looks at Frank with a quizzical look, “9eah, sleeping in the same bed,
like sisters.” She lets out a little giggle, “What are you thinking’?”

“Oh,jus‘c Wonclering what’s going to happen when Jim comes back.”

“She’s setting up a Place N a spare room in the Iodge where Nirvana is
setting up her yoga studio apartment. Frank, you mind i we ride in silence

for awhile? T want to gather my thoughts and chill a bit.”
“Sure, thanks for asking how I'm cloing?”

“Ha, Frank o|<ag so | heard Jerry has moved in with you? The two
Christians.. .00ps | don’t mean to make that sound like an off hand

comment full omcjudgements.”

“I know you better than that Julian. You do have a sharp tongue once in
awhile. Yeah) Jerry has settled in with me. Plent9 of room in the ranch
l’]OUSC For extra hancﬂs. We're s‘carting a church For you agnostics to be

|»

convertecl

Theg both laugh at the comment. Theg brieﬂg lock eyes.



“l:rank, thank you for bringing the teachings of Christ into my life. 1do
have other avenues of sPiritualitg that I like Pursuing, as you are well

aware.”

“Hey, Julian, thank you for waking me up from my beliefs that | abandoned
SO Iong ago. As I ook back, the time we spent together was well worth the
sugering that | endured cluring my absence from Christianitg.”

“l:rank) thanks for recognizing our continued love in griendship. Mind if we
chill now, because now I have more thoughts racing tlﬁrough my noggjin

than I had before!” Julian lets out a sigh and a giggle.

And with a broad smile Frank nods yes to Julian. It is a beautiful ride that
up to Maggje’s. Bumpg inafew SPots, the surrounding environment is

magniﬁcent. Trees, creeks, mountain views and wildlife.

Julian - This ranch has so many trails and roads that lead to so many new
Places to explore. Theg remind me of all the different Paths | have taken on
my Personaljoumeg through life. 1 walk these trails and alwags end back at
my home base, the cabin. Wa”dng the trails aHford me contemplation. The
alone time in the solitarg cabin, afford me process. Itis rea”g interesting
having Stephanie as a temporary mate while Jim is gone. She has shared
with me the processes she went througl’] with Jim during some of their
modeling sessions with Mo”g’s sketch class. We lag in bed at night, ta“dng
like sisters growing up. lnquiring about our experiences. My time with
l:rank, with Jim, with my children and now this group of People. 5o many
entanglements. When my mind is freed up the relationships seem so easy
and connectionjust flows. Oh, 1 ache for Jim to be back, 1 want my children
with me. I want to find out about all of tlﬁeirjournegs. it will be like listening



to the news...the Familg news. And here | am with Frank going to see
Maggie to talk about God knows what. I look over at Frank. Stoic Frank)
jus‘c clriving NOW, lﬁonoring my request to be still. And 1 am not still. | close
my eyes, | breathe slow) cﬂeep and long. l silent‘g hum a soft tune in my
minc]) | recall the gurgle of the creek cluring my walk toc:lay. | hear Waheguru
buzzing through the Frequencg of my brain. That’s the last thingl recall
when I feel someone’s hand on my shoulder, somctlg shaking me awake from

a cleep, quiet Place that | ﬁna”g arrived to.
“Julian, darlin’ we are here.”

l open my eyes and feel a smile caressing my face. All of the facial muscles

involuntarilg smiling. I look at Frank and his expression is full onog too.

“It is so beautiful to see you smile Julian. 1t fills me withjog too. Where’'d

you go, darlin’?”
“Whg, l thoug}wt we were going to Maggje’s!”

Frank lets out a harclg lauglﬁ and | do too. It is so sweet to disal:)loear for

awhile into an indescribable state.

We walk up to the cabin and I can’t help but look at the sculpture. lwant to
see Jim and Stephanie with their hands on each others heart. Stephanie
told me all about her experience. | can onlg imagjne. It is such a power
connection when Jim and I do it, especia”9 as a start to, or during one of

our love sessions. Hummm, get home soon my love!

Maggie ushers us in and looks out before closing the door. | sense what
Frank was sensing somcthing has Maggie spooked She has some tea on

the low table and we sit on the cushions.



Frank doesn’t waste any time, “what’s got you so anxious Maggje? | haven’t

seen you like this since the fire!”

Maggie gives Frank a look of compassion. She knows who Frank lost that
dag not so long ago.

“He was here again, out there.” Maggje is Pointing.

“Who, where?” Frank ask.

“Blue Cloud, 1 asked him in and he insist that we alwags meet at the
bronzed Bison of the sculPture. He says that is our meeting Place. And
when | get there | am in a state of confusion, then submission. He gjves me

an instruction and disappearsl”

“Okag, Maggie, what did he tell you to do this time?”
“To have a meeting.”

“That’s it?” Frank continues to ask the questions.

“I am guessing that he means with the communitg members? Is that right

Maggie? »

“Well, yes | guess so. But there were no instructions, no hint of what to
discuss. Nothing like that. Just a smile, | closed my eyes for a second and
he was gonel | screamed for him then my eyes caught the bronze image of
Joseph Peering at me. With his smile. It was so real but surreal hcgou can

imagine.



It's my turn to ta”<, sO | ask, “Maggie, you agreecl to trg a communitg on
your ranch. So do you have any Fcars, or aPPrehension of what you may

be committi ng to?”

«Oh, Julian, yeslamso used to being in control and I want details. My

interaction with Blue Cloud seems so contrite.”

“| woncler, you know the history of this ranch. You know it was the summer
lﬁunting grouncls of the Absaroka tribes. So magbe you have some guilt of

owning Prol:)ert9 that was never rea”g meant to bc ownecl.”

“But | didn’t have angthing to do with how this countrg was structured

concerning land ownership.”
g P

“l’mjust saging Maggie, Aig clceper. Loo|<, magbe you are struggling to let
go of total ownershipjust because of the formation of communitg. We
haven’t discussed how that’s going to work 961:. Then there’s the Native

American aspect of Joseph’s vision and you bought into 1it.”
“Yes, but there’s something that’s agecting me it’s kind of unnerving,”

Frank has been quiet up until now. “Maggje, many of the Paths we take
whether it’s spiritual seeking or lhcestgle choices theg have some mgsticism
involved. Even when we think with our rational mind there is some anxietg.

Wouldn’t you agree?”

There’s a pause of silence. The room takes on an aura of contemplation.
Maggie gets up and walks towards the big window. She is Iooking at the
huge tree sculpture now. Frank and Julian follow her and stand behind her
on either side of her. The wind can be heard whistling outside. Maggje



turns slightlg towards Frank and rest her head on his broad chest. There is

a tear SIOW19 cascacling ClOWﬂ her lCFt Cl"lCC‘(. Frank has an arm arouncl l"lCl”.

“Frank, we've been together fora longtime. am so gratfncul to have you as
the ranch manager. You have been a blessing. Yeah, I feel a transformation
haPPening around here. Magbe more of a transition for me. I've cloistered
myselyc up here for such a longtime and now | am engaging with a group of
People that | amjust getting to know. Julian, you might be on to something
that even you aren’t aware of conceming Blue Cloud and his descendants.
| have a sense that, oh, | dor’t know. Forget it, I'm not even going entertain
the thought! O|<, let’s set the meeting for tomorrow. l:rank, bring some elk

meat and a barbecue oven.”
“Julian, we can meet up here earlg and put together the side dishes.”

“Okag Maggje. Too bad Jim isn’t here he could bake some Pies. Hummm, |
think 1|l get Sadie to do it. She teases him bg ca”ing him Jimmg Pie. Did
you know that?”

“What?” Frank bellows.

Chapter 16: Blue Cloud - Maggie and the Bison

The clag has turned into a warm ﬁ?ctg four clegrees, no wincl, and briglﬂt sun.
Maggje decides to putona long dress and blouse. She’s put a denim
Jacket over her button down blouse. When she comes back into the ge”ow
room, she goes to the window and looks at the huge sculpture of the tree

and all of the communitg members. She is admiring the lite of the sculPture.



All of the action ﬁgures each one in the midst of thier personage. The sun
Is warming her as it comes through the window. Maggje is drawn to the
sculpture and desires to be Par‘c of it. She walks out the door, Fceling
refreshed from the visit of Frank and Julian. She is still uneasy about Blue
Cloud and her relationship towards him. Maggje walks towards the bison
and Joseph.

Maggie ~ Ahh, my bare feet feel so cool in the tall grass. It feels so good
and this late season warm clag IS exquisite. Wow, the sun on the flank of the
bronze bison is glis‘cening. So this is where Blue Cloud wants to alwags
meet me. | wonder if he is getting his guidance from JOSCP!"I. s Joseph
sencling signals of his vision. I wonder how his vision quest Is gOINg, Alriglﬂt

Blue Cloud, this is where we meet. And toclay lam ca”ing fora meeting,

Maggie Pats the grass smooth along the bison. She lags down under the
warm sun and peers up at the blue skg with Passing bright white clouds.
She sees the tiPs of the tall ancient fir trees. She closes her eyes and feels
the warmth. She focuses on her breathe slowj full and Iong inhales and
exhales. Her chest rising and galling. Her thoughts of the meeting and
anxiety are leaving. She s Feelinga stillness. A resolve is present in her

mind, all is goocl.

It feels so goocl to slip into bliss. Just to tota”g relax and not be concerned
about the outcome of what | have committed to doing. My ranch, oPening it
up to community. That’s a good thing. A good action. A Buddhic action.
Detachment, isn’t that one of my beliefs. It is what it is. Even the mystery
of Blue Cloud and how I seem to do whatever he says no questions asked.

Just surrender, submission. That is what unnerves me. What is that



rustling where is that coming from over on my right. . .woah, whose feet in

the moccasins?
“Blue Cloud?”
“You asked for my Presence.”

ook up as he is straclc”ing over me at my feet. He is dressed in native
garb. | eather Pants leather mcringe along the outside of his legs. There’s a
leather loins clothe around his waist. | can see the slightest of flesh under

its ¢ ral:)ing. He is sleeveless and appears to be wearing a sort of armor

made of small bones and beads, some feathers adorn the armor. His long
black hair flows over his broad shoulders and his dark brown eyes stare at

me.

“50 you heard me but I never called you. And you appear, dressed with a

Paintecl face. Am 1 here in real time? Or am | dreaming?”
No response.

“Talk to me Blue Cloud, how did you get here?”

“You called for a meeting.”

[ am Feeling my shakg breath. He has taken me bg sur[:)rise again. My
confidence is shaken. 1 am no Ionger in bliss. 1 am getting that submissive
sensation again. Okag, close your eyes Maggje, breathe. Again, a long
breathe, come on one more. What am | Feeling? Nervous, anxious come on
whg did 1 want to see Blue Cloud? I want to meet him on my terms. | need to
rea”g connect with him. I need to get grounclecl in this relationship.  want

equanimitg.



| open my eyes and see this beautiful man above me. Just standing there in
his rega”g. A Medicine Man. | slow|9 slide the front of my skirt above my
goni. l reac]ﬂ up and unbutton tl’]é ﬁrst tl’]l’CC but’cons OF my blouse to reveal

my clea\/age.
“Maggje, you are gjving 9ourselmc to me?”
“Yes, Blue Cloud I need us to connect. I need to be grouncled.”

“| my culture it was uncommon to have sex before marriage. l\/\g Cherokee
woman ancestors were known to displag more freedom without clisgracing

themselves.”

I feel no clisgrace, | hope you do not feel clisgrace. Rather | graccmcung
offer my self to you as a submission. Just this once. It is not a seduction or
temptation. I need a Phgsical connection. | need your medicine and | want

to gi\/e my medicine to you. It is my way to become blood brothers.”

Blue Cloud unties his loin cloth, and it clrops to the grouncl. His Jade stem

IS exPosed.
“I'am young and fertile.”
“| am older and begoncl children.”

Blue cloud slowlg moves over Maggje and kneels over her, thcg look into
each others eyes. Theg stare and wait until all inhibitions begin to melt
away. Guilt, fear of disgrace) and desire for self gratiﬁcation. Blue Cloud
slowlg bends forward and Places his hands on each side of her head,
ﬁngers slide like a comb into her hair and their liPs meet. There is an

exchange of energy. And medicine is exchangeci



Maggje ~ | feel a calm and a gentle masculine energy that is coursing
through my boclg. [ visualize the energy ﬂowing through my blood. My
nerves are calm and sublime. | open my eyes and of course he’s gone. Like
the wind. But this time | am reconciled to the fact that is how it will be with
us. As we meet bg the Bison. I still feel a oneness as if 1 was him. That might
onlg make sense to me. | start to sit up on my elbows and Ilook down at my
chest. | thought | felt something Placed there. Itis a bouquet of
sweetgrass, and a late blooming Indian Blanket flower and an Indian
Paintbrush Flower. My skirt is Pu”ed down to my feet. Ilook up at the
bronze scull:)ture of Joseplﬁ. Itis Pcering down at me. So whatjust
happenecl. Was this a CJ89 dream or was it real? Who Put the flowers here if
it was a dream? No, this was not a dream. It was a connection and a ]ﬁealing
for me. I have come to the conclusion.. .magbe that’s not the right word.

L et’s see a self realization that | need to gve up my ownership of the ranch.
of my ego. | need to gve up the ownershi[:) of who I think 1 am. My

identification. Just as we stared into eyes of Forgiveness. That's when I felt
jog.

| walk back to the house. The bare feet of a virgin caresses the grass
beneath them. The Pebbles of the Arivewag, massages the acupressure
Poin’cs and energjzes bg boclg even more. | find a small vase fill it with water
and Place the bouquet on the conference table where the communi‘c9
meeting will take Place tomorrow. | walk to the window. The sun has sifted
now, it’s late in the dag. The bronze is clark, like Blue Clouds skin. 1 feel his

medicine and | feel the liberation from thought. [ feel gratitude. Precious
gratitucle of love for what is.



Chap‘cer 17: The Three Sisters

Stephanie - Julian wasn’t back from her meeting with Frank and Maggje. |
left her some diner that could easilg be warmed up on the wood burning
stove. | left her a note and let her know again about the sweat with Nirvana
and Wa”dng Stick. | meandered over to the trail that lead to the lodge. As |
Poked through the brush, | saw Wa”dng stick tending to the hot rocks over

the coals. “Good evening Walking Stick, how are you tonigl'ut’?”

“Very well, thank you sister. Nirvana is inside the |odge making
Preparations for our sweat. | am almos’t ﬁnishecl here. Can you take some
of the rocks into the |odge and Place them in the circle? There’s a tub over

there to carry them.”

| smile and nod. Walking Stick has such a gentle demeanor and does not
waste words. | enter the loclge and see Nirvana placing the animal furs on
the grouncl. She gives me a smile and nod as a greeting. | sense that we are
a|read9 in a mode of sti”ing our minds. | tiP the tub and watch the rocks
take thier Place in the circle. As I set the tub aside, Walking Stick is right
behind me and Proceecls to Piling her rocks in the circle too. There is some
wa’terjugs and she pours a little water over the rocksjust to generate some
steam. We take our Places around the circle. A few candles have been lit
and a soft glow lluminates our faces. After some silences Wa”dng Stick

5895 a Prager.

“«Oh Great Creator of all things, be with us in a divine way, that we might
know our Position in this great endeavor that we are Part of . Mag the

vision of Joseph our Medicine man elder be Passecl on to Blue Cloud and

may he fulfill his honored title as Medicine Man of our tribe. Aho!”



We sit in continued silence. | close my eyes ancljust focus on breath.

Time passes and | utter, “So whg me, whg am | chosen as one of the three

sisters. You two have some wisdom. Whg did you choose me?”

It’s Wa”dng stick responcling) “my sister, you have a qualit9 to connect with

others.”

“But | amjus’t a nude model for artist to Paint and sketch. How can |

contribute? What will I do on behalf of us, sisters, as you label us?”

“Three Sisters is not a lable, it is a title to resPect. | will let Nirvana speck

now ICOF 5]’16 ‘(HOWS Whg HOU havc bCCﬂ Cl’"lOSCﬂ.”

“Stephanie, when you entered this world you were naked. A pure soul. As
you grew into this world, you like the rest of us, were burdened with ego.
Metaphorica”g, you were dressed with identities. At some Point you chose
to expose your vulnerable soul. You shed your clo’chs, your armor so to
speak. As a nude model you gave those of us that engagecl with you, an
OPPortunitg to feel liberated from our inhibitions. For this Particular group
you became a conduit for energy to pass. You could see that in how we
sketched you with Jim. You realize that at some Point you became part of

the process that Mo”g created for Jim’s Psgchologg. Am | right?”

“Yes | sensed that, the first time in the heart to heart connection, then
when he was in a suPPlicant pose at me feet. And other times as the class

evolved.”

“We all started sketching ourselves taking your Place with Jim. You
modeled but we sketched ourselves with Jim. Our Personal Psgchologg

was béiﬂg CXPOSCCI. You saw some O{: our Sl(CtChCS rlght’”



“Yes, | did. It was amazing, because in another sketch class that Jim ac‘cua”9
took as an artist, he never drew me in classic lines. There was no sketch of
me as | aPl:)eared. It was alwags abstract ﬂowing forms. You’d see a face or

the Position  was hoHing but it wasn’t me.”

Wa”dng Stick interjects, “that is the mystery we hold for this group. To be
there as intuits. A source of nurturing energy as we serve in an orclinar9
way, we will have a power that is subtle and used bﬂ the divine creator.

Think of us three sisters as the feminine ray of energg.”

“| never thought of ha\/inga purpose. | amjus‘c kind of living my life. F‘incling

out who | am along the wag.”

“You didn’t know about Jim and Julian’s Past. Yet you have been a integral
art of Jim’s grow‘cl'). Even without realizing it you have a purpose. We all

nave a Purpose to connect With ‘che People that come into our lives. Just

Jeing Present with whom everis a purpose that we all share.” Nirvana’s

wisdom.

“ That's all us three sisters need to do is be present, listen and have no
judgements or Perceptions of others. If we do that with no iclentitg to ego,

then we can be a conduit for divine inte”igence. Aho!”

Stcphanie - We become still in our contemplation. We |ag down on our
Furrg mats. The air is hot, and 1 am deﬁnitelg sweating and it’s notjust my
“Pits”. There’s a soft clrumming and chanting being done 139 Walking Stick.
After awhile Nirvana creates a mood with some yoga mantras. Me, l am in
total bliss. A relaxed mode of mindless thought. Thoughts that bring me
jog as theg pass.



As we finish our sweat with a ceremonial closing prayer from Walking Stick. |
am inclined to take a cold cliP in the creek. So that's what | do on the way
back to the cabin. Under the start lit 5|<9. | shiver a bit then lag down in the
creek and let the cold water flow. Just a few seconds is all 1 need. 1 am
refreshed and hope that the fire at the cabin still has hot coals. As |
aPProach, | see a dim light through the window. I enter and look at Julian
with her head on her arms crossed on the table. The Whiskeg bottle is
open and there is a slip of paper clutched tight in one of Julian’s hands.
She s sobbing unaware of my presence. | kneel beside her and gentlg

place an arm around her back.
“Julian) my dear, what is it?”
She |oo‘<5 at me. Her eyes are blooclshot recl.

“We never touched the Whiskeg that night not Iong ago. | decided I wanted
it out of the cabin and found this poem, with Jim’s writing, under the bottle.

It's a Rumi poem...”

She hands me the paper....

The moment you left me,

Sweetness was stolen from my tongue.
| turned to wax, burned like a candle
Al night, scorched bg fire,

no honeg.

No way to reach you,



no way to toucn your beauty.
M9 bodg lies here in ruins.
My soul, a nignt owl.

Stephanie - We are staring into each others eyes now. There is movement,
and it is coming from me. I am still kneeling on the floor, Facing Julian who

has shifted in her chair to face me. | take my rignt hand and Place it over

her heart. This is an unconscious action that sudd enlg becomes very
conscious. | recall the heart to heart pose with Jim. It seems so long ago
now. In one of the sketch classes. Wa”dng Stick and Nirvana reminded me
that we all serve a purpose in another’s life. I reach for Julian’s rignt hand
and Place it over my heart. Julian’s bodg Ianguage IS limp and she seems

Wi”ing to let me take control. We continue to look into each others eyes.

“This message has a Prcncouncl meaning. Jim went to Tapas, to do inner
work. An owl can sgmbolize the c:lualitg of cnange. It c:lepencls on the
cultural beliefs. Magbe this message was left behind for the both of you.
Magbe you both have work left concerning your seParation and
reconciliation. Magbe, in realitg, there are still issues you both face to
release 3ourse|ve5 from Past wounds. Magbe you haven’t Forgiven goursel{:
enougn to let g0 of guilt and shame? Or whatever it is that you identhcg
within your ‘cl*n’nking.”

Okag, enougn said. ljust want to feel her now. Lord knows where that all

came from. Mg two sisters must be nuclging me.

Julian - Oh, now all of a sudden Stephanie Is a sage. She doesn’t have a
clue what 1 am thinking or Feeling right now. Wait slow down, whg am |



resisting this connection of coml:)assion. Gosh, | can go into some dark
Places with my thoughts. Okag Stephanie, | hear you. Yeah, what am |
i&enthcging with? Forgjveness, thatis a goocl Place to start. | wonder what
she’s thinking righ’c NOW. Okag Julian get out of your head. Just connect,
eye to eye. Her hand has warmed my chest and her eye contact has
warmed my heart. Now I can feel her compassion. She doesn’t even have to
know what is triggering my reactions to this Rumi poem that struck me
deeplg. My Pain and guilt wrappecl around my abandonment issue. So |
abandoned Jim and the Familg. And theg did Forgive me in such a way that
all 1 felt was thier sincere love ancljog for having me back in thier lives. So
way am | still Feeling the burden. Maybe | need to check out my historg of
and when | felt abandoned. Hummm, was it when the folks would clisappear
and let my older siblings take care of me? The babg sitter routine, if no one
else was around. l:eeling ignorecl? No mom and dad around for Protection,
communication, or to Plag games with? As | sink deep into the lookingglass
| get lost in t]ﬁought and the tears come again. Even more that before when

Stephanie found me in this state.

Stephanie - Yes, sister let the Pain get washed away. At least that is what |
am wishing for you right NOW. Pragir\g for you. Dear God) heal this
beautiful woman. My fellow sister. Stay with it Julian, stay with the Pain
NOW. Whoa, | can feel Perspiration coming through her garment. She shifts
her head and now I feel tears dripping onto my hand. | give her a slight
squeeze to let her know 1 am here. Her head comes up, she is |oo‘<ing at me
again. There’s a smile starting” What? She is smiling, now. She releases her

hand from my heart.



“Oh, Stephanie, thanks Forjust being here now. With me and my crazy

mixed up mind.”
“It's not mixed uP,just mixed with thoughts and emotions.”
I know what I have to do"”

| watch as Julian stuffs the poem into the bottle of Whiskegj puts on the
cap. Get’s up from the table. Swipes her tearful face with her shirt sleeve,
laughs out load and heads for the door. She kicks it open like a drunkin’
sailor kicking open the hatch that keeP him cooped up at sea too |ong. |

follow her out the cloor, what is she. ..

Julian - “Aghhhhh)” let out a mightg grunt and heave the bottle as high
and far as | can. I watch as it flies over the bush and meandering creek. It
disappears from siglﬁt. And I hear a distant thud. I turn and there’s
Stephanie now saying, “Go girl) 9eah dissolve that shit once and for alll”

Now we are both lauglning, N hgsterics. L oud and with an echo in this still
night.

Bonk, “Hey, what was that?” It’s “Poppa” Moose who'’s was nibbling on a
bush enjoginga late dinner. His eye catches the glimmer from the Whiskeg
bottle as it settled to the ground atter knocking him on his large antler.
With a shake of his head he utters to himself...”must be them party goers |
sure hol:)e theg dor’t ruin the neighborhoocl”

Chapter 18: Communitg Meeting



There’s a nice big conference table set up at one end of the Yellow Room.
Frank and Maggie hauled it up from one of the storage sheds. It was left
over from Maggjes dags as a hedge funder broker. 1t’s solid oak with Plush
chairs to go with it. SOmething you might seeina big old corporate board
room. Frank has the gri” going on the deck, People show up with dishes of
food and desserts. Everybocﬂg is here, including Walking stick. Julian,
Joni, Sammie, Nirvana, Stephanie, Jerry, Deloris, Faye, Mo”g, Arthur,
Sadie, Jenny and Frank. Maggje waits for the chatter to settle and looks

over at Julian.

“Julian, [ think you and Jim are suPPosecl to be carrging the vision for this

communi‘cg. You want to set the stage?”

Julian - It sure would be nice i Jim was here. Gosh, where do I start?
Magbe | reference the mgstical gathering that Blue Cloud manifested. Or
magbe, the ride with Frank when we looked for ideal Private home sites.

Hummm, magbe...

Jenng’s soft tender voice breaks the silence, “How about we start this
meeting with heart to heart connections. Connecting with each other’s
hands on hearts and egeba” to egeba”? The Stephanie and Jim pose, we
all experienced, that one. Well, magbe you didr’t Maggie, but it’s part of

the sculpture.”

Wow, she’s rescuing me. “That is a most beautiful suggestion Jenny. Thank
gou.” | look around the table and there are a lot of smiles coming my way. |
wi|:>e my brow and we stand and move into the open end of the Yellow
Room, amongst giggles, chuckles and l:age’s loud laughter. Itis a
wonderful site to behold and to be Par’t of. Unencumbered freedom to



touch ancl be with ano’cher person. l remember once about reacling the act
of white Tantra. Loving without the sexual context. Just pure innocent
connection. It takes about a half hour and slowlg, one bﬂ one we all take

our seats.

“Wow,” | look around the table at each person, “thank you Jenny for that
suggestion. Magbe we can do that at every meeting? Or magbc we can
make that a sort of salutation when we meet, or when there is an indifferent
energy between individuals. A way to connect and feel the other’s Pain, or

jog whatever it may be. Just &:eling the other.”

Nirvana contributes, “we might even get to the Point to recognize heart
connection even without the salutation. Just knowing each others rhgthm

as we progress n communitg.”

“Okag, [ have been guic]ed as to the course of our first communit9 meeting,
| would like to do a sort of “check-in”. Let’s £0 around the table, angboclg
can start, and gjive us what you might be Fee[ing. How has it been the first

couple o1C weeks as a communitg membcr’?”

There’s a shumcﬂing of chairs and some boclilg readjustments. | hope |
haven’t Put angboclg on a hot seat, so to speak.

Maggie—-l am and Feeling so bold rigﬁt now. | don’t care whatever

judgements might come my way. He | | am the one who ogerecl my ranch to

do this Project, this experimcnt, is that how | want to look at it. Whoa, what
is this demeanor | am witnessing. Come woman, humble 9ourse|£ | take a

CICCP breath and O{:FCF mHSCIF as a sacriﬁce.



“Okag, [ will start.” I look over at Walking 5tic|<, then at the quaint flower
arrangement. “The Sweet Grass, Indian Blanket flower and the Indian Paint
Brush flower is Blue Clouds Prcsence.” | take in a gulp of air, | feel my be”g
rise and co“aPse. “The first couple of times | meet Blue Cloud was without
notice. We met at the Joseph/fsison Part of the sculpture. He said this is
where we will meet. He told me to sit down. And 1 did, a Feeling of total
submissiveness. | felt helpless, mesmerized as if in a trance. | obegecﬂ him.
The first couple of weeks I have felt regret, remorse and surrender. A
surrender of ownership. Not onlg of the ranch, but also to my dominant
ego self. So the other dag, | went to the sculpturc. laid under the Bison
and Josephs Peering bronzed eyes. | closed my eyes and willed, demanded
that Blue Cloud meet me now. 1 felt total control. 1 knew what | wanted to
do. My need was to become grouncled In our relationshil:). | had a
Perception of how I wanted it. | want the say so of how this is all to evolve. |
openecl my eyes and he was tl’]Cf’C, stancling over me. At my feet. He was in
total warrior regalia. Sparing you what transpirecl) | received his medicine

and when | openecl my eyes he left this bouque’t on my chest.”

| look over at Wa”dng Stick, then at each person. [ feel my beng rising and
Fa”ing as| gasp for some deep breathes. Not a word is sPoken. Not a
Whisper,just stares. Okag, after what wejust did, what am | receiving?
Angboclg connecting, &:eling all of my emotions. Magbc | didr't share
cnough of my Feelings?

“So right now Maggje, what do you own in your Feeling world?” Ask Walking
stick, the Medicine Woman!



“Anxietg and shame for my seduction and tc”ingyou all about it. 1 also feel

resentment and blame”

| think 1 have said enough. But this is the truth. I look over Faye’s shoulder
at the Buddha in the sunflower. All the years spent in meditation. Living the
Buddhic way. This feels so much like my time spent with Tom Catton clrging
out. Overcoming my addiction. The Mindful Addict, that was Tom’s story.
All that resentment, blamir\g external situations. Not wanting to take
responsibilitg for my internal state of mind. That was my story. | lﬂang my
head. Embarrassed, humbled to the zero denominator. Ijus‘c want to leave,

then | hear a soo’ching mellow voice.

“Maggie) be casy on 9ourselmc. You shared with the utmost honestg. You are
courageous to have told us all you did.” 1t was Nirvana, one of the Three

Sisters, their task to nature us.

Julian is next to her, “thank you Maggje. | think you havejust inspired us.
This is the honestg itis going to take before we even think of the Plﬁgsical
Iogistics in Forming community. Tocﬂag, let’s focus on self- Angbodg else

want to share?”

So we went around the table. It was random shares. Whom ever felt like
sharing. Maggie’s share was cleep. She went for it. Sadie had a request for
more of her peer group to be invited. Her and Jenny being froma younger
generation. Her biggest fear was being acceptccl for who she s, a feminist
lesbian. Jenny came up with the idea of inviting woofers. Young People
interested in exploringa small farm ligestglc. She suggestecl checking out
wwocnc.org to I’IClP with the ranch chores. Jerry was appreciating rooming,

with Frank at the ranch house. A fellow Christian for suPPor’t in his beliefs.



Joni was still caught in the web of romance and desire. Sammie was grategul
for time spent with Joni as theg both Pursuecl massage therapg together.
He was Feeling the nurturing he was receiving from Joni, and shared how he
was recognizing the love he could gve another man ’chrough massage via
healing touch. His thoughts were less on the Phgsical desire to show love
through sex. Mo”g was in a state cncjog to be Forminga relationship with
Arthur. Both working on their art together while getting to know each
other intimatelg and notjust Promcessiona”g. Frank was a bit confused
about Maggje’s dilemma. Deloris was Pleased with her Position as a garden
consultant. She also shared some of her aPPrchension sharinga Place
with I:age. Even thoug}w theg are the best of Friendsj living under the same
roof had cl'xa”enges for someone older and set in her ways. Fage dittoed

Deloris and requestecl her own living space.

We began our feast. Frank had some elk steaks going on the gri”. The Pot
luck dishes were set on the table and discussions filled the room. Maggie
was staring out the window and looking at the sculpture. Wandng Stick

came up behind her and Put an arm around Maggie’s waist.

“Maggie, my dear sister. | our culture we have our role. You will never have
control of the vision that Joseph set forth. Itis our Position as women to
suppor’c our men. We must surrender our ownership of self to the man. You
gave 9ourselmc to Blue Cloud. You took his medicine. And he received
yours. That was no small act. I see that you are troubled bg your action. It
has put you in a state of sumcxcering. You are and honorable woman. You are
troubled because you wanted the power. You will not have the power of
the Medicine Man unless he chooses to give it to you. The best thinggou

can do right now is to have grace.”



Tl"lCl"C was a lOﬂg moment O‘F SilCﬂCC.

“Wa”dng stick, can a Medicine Man be married to a white woman, or will

that tarnish his Position in the tribe?”

But when Maggje turned to look at Wa”dng Stick, she was alreaclg gone.
She looked at the room full of People, but Wa”dng Stick was not in the

room. She was gone.

Chapter 19: Returning from Tal:)as

Megan and I leave from the dorms in a vehicle that was supposecl to have
four of us sharing expenses to the airport. It turns out to bejust the two of
us on this ﬂight, in the same cabin. Megan is sitting a couPle of rows ahead
of me but in the aisle across from mine. She’s got an exit seat. The seat
next to her has been emptg and now we are racing down the runway. [ like
closing my eyes during take off and Feeling the power of the Plane. Itis
exlﬂilarating forme. | Pretend to be an astronaut in awe of the lift off into
space. Once | sense that we have leveled off, | open my eyes and look
around. Peo[:)le chatting or reacling, Perhaps getting reacl9 to watch a
movie. Megan happens to turn in my direction and waves me over to her

side cnc tI’IC clcck. | excuse mgsel? and mossy on over to her and sit.
“Hi, Megan,” | didr’t know what else to say.
“Did you ever call yulian from Tapas?”

1 did, and she had quite a bit to say about the home front. It’s another
world aPart from what wejust went through.”



“l can imagjne. | called Nirvana, and she said theg had their first meeting. It
was the start of Forming communi‘cg. Did Julian share angthing with you?”

“She mentioned the sharing that atfected her the most was Joni and

Sammie’s simultaneous share.”
I dorm’t know them, do you mind te”ing me thier story?”

“We”, brieﬂg, Joni and I had meet 20 Plus years ago at an interpersonal
relationship workshop. Marian and | took it with two separate groups. The
facilitators thought it best to keep us in separate workshops. Sammie Is a
gay man that had an infatuation towards me. Theg are both massage
clients of mine and theg were in the sketch class that | modeled for.
Apparentlg Joni is recognizing, that what comes up Periodica”g is her
wanting a relationslﬂil:) with me that’s more than Frienclslﬂip. She also knows
that she does not want to interfere with the marriage | have with Julian. She
wants Julian to be a friend and she wants Julian to disaPPear. She is still
sugering in that regarcl. Yet, Julian see’s the wonderful relationslﬁil:) that
Joniis having with Sammie. Theg are rooming in our house Sammie teaching
Joni massage. Theg want to be community healers. Sammie is
ac‘mowlecﬂging Jonr’s nurturing of Sammie’s desire bodg. Something theg
both have in common. And through the healing touch theg are seeing how

ove, real love is transmitted to another human. The are sensing how sexual

ove is a Passing Pleasure. How it has become addictive in their lives and
keeps them from experiencing the truejog of love. God love, which is
compassion and Feeling the other. That was Julian’s biggest take away

from the first communi‘cg meeting.”



“Wow, Jim, Nirvana said there were deeplg 1Ce|t, honest shares from the

entire group. Similar to what we expericncecl at TaPas.”
“We sure did a lot of internal work. Did you.. J

“I went throug]ﬁ alot of Processing. EsPeciang with addiction. I don’t need
to getinto the details, but ear|9 in my life as a teen and young adult |
recalled what seemed like fun at the time, but how it was rea”9 canceling
any real heart connection with whomever I was with. Instead of being a
friend with Pcople | miglﬁt meet, | was selective ancljust felt safe with the
crowd | was ]ﬁanging out with. | alwags wanted to be part of a community
but | had insecurities because the drugs shielded me from the external

WOr d arouncl me. Does that make any sense to 3ou?”

“It does and for me it’s also Feeling secure with those closest to me. Once |

felt brave enough to interrelate with others outside of those whom I was
familiar with I discovered all sorts of fears. What will others think of me? Am
| goocl enougl'] for them? I'm so different | can’t relate to “that Person”? Ird
be comparing orjuclging any emotion that would block me from

connects ng, »

Megan continues, “geah, so here | am later in life and those samsara’s, is
that what theg called them at Tal:)as, are still haunting me. So | have my
friends from Yoga, you being one of them. A few close friends that I relate
to mostlg on the surface. Then acquaintances from work. And what 1 found
out at Tapas is that the comfort and security of my small world is robbing
me of real connection. It’s like the addictive habit | hacl, a safe world of
Pretencl. Pretending that | could relate in my altered state. When in fact |

was disconnected from Forming emotional relations]ﬁips. You with me?”



“Yes, even now | see how my life was so internalized with my beliefs. Beliefs |
created or absorbed as a norm. It became Par‘c of my character. We were
deﬁnitelg cha”enged to recognize the Aichotomg of our tlﬁoughts. | see
how those thouglﬁts could be a weclge conceming trust. Trust of oneself

and another.”

There’s a brief silence. Megan looks at me, “Jim do you mind i | |89 my

head on your shoulder?”

| take her hand) “no Megan, rest now. We have had a lot of Personal

transtormation.”

“Thank you,” she whispers, “Jim, do you think this community you all are

Forming could handle another Person’?”

“I think you would fit right in. You certainlgjust did some prep work and we

D))

are now Par’c omc a Oneness Movement communitg.

It’s late, we land in Seattle and have a long |89 over into the earlg morning
hours. We checkout our gate, it’s emptg but at least we know where it is. We
decide to look for a Place to get breakfast. Eggs, bacon, Potato, toast
some missing, elements from our Tapa breakfast. From a nice cleansing,
healthg diet to Piling on the Protein. Hummm, another dichotomg) magbe.
At least that’s what | am thinking , but it sure sounds good to me. And so
here I am craving! Ugh) almost evergthing is closed this earlg or late
whatever time it is. | am still experiencing the time zone changes and
realizing the great Place [ like to be... space in time. A time zone with no

schedules!



Megan, “over there.” She Points, Jooks like it’s open and it’s in a nice quie’c

zone of the airpor‘c.”
“This whole Place Is a quiet zone right now, Megan!”
“It won’t be for long. Come on, Pl treat.”

We aPProach and the COOl( and server are ta”dng to each other. Theg see
us coming, The cook ducks into the kitchen, and the server straightens out

her skirt. It looks like a nice Place with dim lighting.
“Good morning) 9ou’re open?” l\/\agen ask.
“Yes, of course. We've been expec’ting 9ou.”

| smile at that tongue in check comment. But you never know after what we
jus’c went through. Magbe she’s a divine being we are suPPosed to meet. We

get seated and are handed menus. “Coffee? Tea?”

“Yes, coffee for me,” | look over at Megan. She smiles and nods yes. We
look at each other and take a deeP breath. What does Julian call it7 A fire
breathe to get the cligestive organs going, | chuckle at the tlﬂougl'xt since
most of the time | dorn’t think of my c]igestive organs until I am done eating,
Theg let me know what theg think about the food I consumed!”

“What'’s the chuckle for, Jim?”

“OI’I, nothing but while we were looking fora Place to eat, all 1 thouglﬂt of

was what | wanted to eat. Period.”



“And | was wonclering what you might have been ‘chinking about. | guess we

were still in the silent mode from Tapas.”
“Yeah, that was rea”g something. How did you handle that?”

“We”J | did chat once in awhile. But for the most Par‘c [ kePt silent. | found
that I had to work through my Percel:)tions or first imPressions of People
even thought thcg weren’t ta”dng to me. Then I would sometimes get
smiles, or eye contact and some People would look away or keep thier
heads down so as not to be disturbed. | guess theg needed to do that. So
ﬁna”g | settled intojust absorbing thier presence. Thier aura around me. |
woulcﬂjust try to feel energy ﬂowing from one to the other. Then| thought
how wonderful it will be tojust be with someone for a short few seconds,
before blur’cing out whatever comes to mind. | was enjoging the quie’t

connection. How about gou?”

“The first time venturing out on campus | would gjve the Namaste salutation
to the People that worked there. The | ndies, that’s how I described them in
my head. 1 would get beautiful, instant smiles showing thier white teeth
such a brilliant contrast to thier dark brown skin. T]‘neg would give me a
Namaste too. A terrific welcomed connection. So 1 did that to everyone
that | would pass on the campus. There was such an exchange onog. And

if 1 wasn’t hancling out Namastes’ | would smile and nod.”

The waitress comes over to our table with the coffee pot for topping off
our cups. | notice that she is deﬁnitelg Pakistani or Hindu. Which is it? So |
decide to mumble Namaste with a smile. | mean, geez whenever | say it smile
uncon&itionallgl | bow to the lig]ﬁt within you. How can you not love saying
that? So | get this big smile with PerFect white teeth contrasting her



beautiful brown skin. And she puts down the Pot and gives me the prayer

Hose and says, “Namaste.” Wow, 9651 [ look over at Megan who is siPPing

her cotfee. And with the sweetest smile and a diminutive voice with a Hindu

accent she says. “Are you ready for your catmeal?”
Ys, Y yrory

Megan turns her head, spits out her sip of coffee and breaks out in
hgsterical laughter!

The waitress looks at me, slﬁrugs her slﬁoulders, gjves me the Indie left to
right nod which means okay, or yes, whatever. And | must have the most
awe struck, clisappointecl look because she responcls with the utmost
sincerity, “at this hour, all we have is oatmeal. A type of Porric ge. It’s very

D))

goocl with some butter and honeg. Not bad for your health either.

Now I’'m laughing, Megan is Pointing at me, still in hgsterics and the waitress
says, “3ou two have some kind of craving mara going on? You wanted eggs

and bacon?”
We are shaking our heads up and down YES! Now | am in hgsterics, too.

“l am ngithaji, your waitress. Just so you know, | am the on|9 one here at
this hour. The cook |e1ct, his shift was over. All we have is oats. Good for
yourheahhf

Megan and | are starting to settle down. Now we are cleep breathing
between chuckles and wiPing our eyes. Fina”g, Megan looks at ngithaji
and says, “sorry, we are not laughing at you. lt’sjust that we have come
from India and, well we were looking forward to an American breakfast.

QOats Wi” be Fantastic. ngou have any bananas we’” take a couple o1c those



too. With honeg and some milk. 1 will clean up the floor. 1 can follow you to

the kitchen and PerhaPs you can give me the mol:).”

ngithaji looks at us, pretty serious now, and says, “so you twojust came
back from TaPas. And I’ll bet your mara’s are are going wild.” She turns and
heads to the kitchen.

Megan turns to look at me with mouth wide open, she abruptlg turns her
head to look at 59mithaji. Back to me. She gets up and goes to the kitchen
and comes back with a mop. ljus’c observe her as she starts to mop. Not
onlg the small spi”, nope Megan doesn’t stop there she is mopping the
entire area of the restaurant. As she passes me | say her name, “Megan”.
The onlg response is a look of anxiety. And she continues to mop. The
long tangled bundle of mop goingin a ﬁgure eight flow. Back and forth.
ngithaﬂ'i Is coming with a tray of oatmeal, butter and honeg. Two more
fresh coffees. As she walks bg Megan | notice there is an exclnange without
sound. Megan rest the mop handle against a table and follows ngithaji to
our table. Okag, | decide to stay silent too. This coincidence or is it
synchronicitg, is the mystery Par‘c of the current way | am living my life. 1
dor’t need confirmation of this interaction. | Plan to erjog my Porri&ge and
coffee. OH my there is a banana, too! ngithaji sets evergthing on the
table and | give her my best Namaste. | receive her beautiful smile and a
whisper of Namaste. She departs and I watch as she grabs the mop and
clisappears into the kitchen. Megan has her head down, eating in silence.
We ﬁ'nish) leave the money on the table and exit the restaurant without ever

seeing ngithaji again.



“Megan, if you want to be Part of the communitg you will have to embrace

the mgs‘cerg forwhat itis.”
“You mean the ranch communitg or the Oneness Movement?”
“The mystery of liFe, to use a clichg.”

Megan ~ | have had a pretty routine life up until now. This whole Tapa
experiencejust keeps on surPrising me. It did not stop once the event was
over. ’m not sure if Jim noticed how my moPPing motion was the ﬁgure
eight flow. Gosh, when I went to get the mop ngithaﬂ'i was nowhere to be
seen in the kitchen. I wasn’t sure anymore if this was a waking dream or
what. All 1 could think of at that moment was to clean up my mess. | started
to iclenthcg with my Position in life. Coml:)aring it to the cook, and ngithaji
and all the workers at Tapas. The cleaning Iadies, the cooks, the Servers,
the women who clraggecl |ong heavy fire hoses, | called them the water
adies. The women who cleared weeds and dug trenches with the two foot

ong hoes. Crouched over thier work) with cliligence. The security guarcls,

bus drivers, the guy slicing coconuts with a machete and se”ing coconut

juice. All for my benefit. And | Iaughed at the mention of oats and Porridge
being good for my health? And I made a mess because of what? Was it the
irony or was it sgnchronistic coincidence to have me appreciate the beautg

of our Posi’cion to serve the whole of life!

| shared this all with Jim and bless his heart for at this very moment | am
listening to what he is saying.

“Megan, stop) look back from where wejust came.”



| turn my heacl ancl notice tha‘c ‘che lights are out at ‘che restaurant. The
closed sign IS up. I cock my head and look at Jim with a furrowed brow.

“So if we think this space in time was a mystery, wait until you meet Blue
Cloud and Wa”dng Stick who are the reigning Medicine Man and Woman. A
Position theg inherited from Joseph who is on his final Vision Quest as an

elder.”

“Nirvana told me a little about her transition into communi’cg.”

“It’s onig three in the moming. How about ﬁnc‘ing a Place near our gate.
Kind of off the beaten Path. Andjust watch this airpor’c wake up to a new
dag?”

“Sure)just observe? Is that what you're thinking’?”

“Yeah, over there. Looks like a nice couch area. Behind that Panelecl wall

with the metal art of the whale. Looks like a nice out of the way spot.”

We meander over there and Pick out our seats with a view of the terminal.
We are settled in and have a goocl view of the main tlﬂoroughgare. We close
our eyes andjus‘c take several deep slow breaths. Now we arejust silent
just being present. There’s some noise off to the left and behind us. It’s a
big floor scrubber with a man riding it like a small sit down lawn mower.1t
passes ]39 us and disappears in the distance. There is someone, a man with
a walkie talkie. It looks ancient. He stops and is |oo‘<ing at one of the airline
gates, ta”dng on his apparatus. He turns and follows in the direction of the

HOOF scrubber, awag From us.

There’s a long silence. Megan has her eyes closed and is sitting Cross

leggecl in a meditation pose. | observe her chest and be”g movement. It is



slow and calculated. After awhile meditation tends to slow the heart rate. |
close my eyes and do the same. There is a stillness now. This Present

moment is void of all thouglﬁtjust a still mind.

BESTILL

“pll bet you wish Julian was here with you right now.” It’s Megan. “Is that

true do you want Julian here righ’t now? Jim?”

BESTILL

“| am with you right NOW Megan. That’s all that matters. What time is it? How

long have we been gone?”
“It's four thirtg.”

Thereis a g0 fcart coming towards us. It has a crew in it. Stewards and

stewardess a ong with the Higl’]t crew captain. The activitg has Picked up. A

slew of people heacling towards an car|9 ﬂight. The shops are starting to
open up. An airport worker sits in one of the couch chairs next to Megan.

We nod as a greeting, | say, “goocl morning.” He responcls with another



nod. Then two more workers) same uni?orm, show up and sit on the couch

across 1Crom Megan ancl the other worker.
“Good moming} Pete” one of the workers says.
“Mornin’ Scarlet and Davg,” FPete responcls.

The guy I saw earlier with the walkie talkie shows up, “you all slackin’ on me

alreaclg’?”

There’s a few grunts and chuckles. Scarlet responcls, “we ain’t no slacker

like Josephine! What you gonna do about her, Joseph’?”

“Ah, you know, the union rules it’s hard to get her fired. ljust hope she’s
half way sober toclag.”

Joseph ask Pete, “How’d your night go Pete, my man? You look tired.”
“Huh) worked last shift at Home Depo’c, 968]‘1 | could use somejava, man.”
| decided to ask, “excuse me, are we in an emplogee lounge area?”

It's Joseph who resPoncls, “no, you two are alright. | seen you earlier. You
must be coming from India or Asia with this long |89 over. No, we meet here
every morning, ﬁling our complaints from 965t€FCl89, before the new ones of

todag arrive.”

| chuckle, “that’s an interesting way to put it. Anticipating another clag of

sometiiing to compiain about.”

Everyone is kind of chuckling, Josepi'n says, ahh it ain’t that bad at least
we have ajob, pays the bills. What about you folks, you married.”



Megan’s turn, “no not married and yes wejust spent four weeks in India at

aretreat. | guess you can ca” it that. An enlightcnmcnt workshop.”
“Oh, geah. What was that about?” ask Pete.

“We”J best explanation | have is we did a bunch of inner work, looked at
what we tend to complain about.” She laughs at her Personaljoke.
“Actua”g, we looked at the different ways our mincljus‘c keeps Feecling us

inl:)ut from all that we are influenced bg. The NEws, Peoples Dercel:)tion,

Familg or generational influences, habits, all the above and then some.”

“Woo, sounds like therapg, you could use some of that eh, Joe,” ask

Daveg.

Theg all chuckle but their boclg Ianguage is serious. It’s as it Megan made a

real connection that has them contemplating.

Joseph Pipes in, “heg we better get going or boss man will be ca”ing me

soon.” He waves the walkie talkie.

| clear my throat, “ah hum) ah we, Megan and | went througlﬂ an event
where we got blessed to gve what is call Deeksha. It’s a blessing we can
give to others too. | wonder if you all would like to geta blessing to start
your clag. From Megan and me. It will be an honor and a way to stay

connected with you toclag.”
Davey says, “in my religion women don’t give blessings.”

“Come on Davey,” Scarlet says, “don’t be rude.” She looks at me, “he

could give you a Hessing.”

Pete ask, “ s0 what’s involved?”



Megan, “what we’ll do is say a mantra that means You are me, | am you and
we are one. Consider us as friends tha‘cjus‘c want to see the most

benevolent outcome for you tlﬁroughout the &ag. After we say the mantra
we'll stand in front oFgou and Place our hands on your heads for about 10

seconds. What do you think?”

“«Ok, 'min,” says Joseph. And the others nod yes. And so we do it. So
beautigul ancl wha’t an experience 1Cor me to connect with these PeoPIe |

never met but | can relate to their Position in life.

We complete the process, Megan takes Pete and Scarlet and 1do Davey
and Joseph.

Pete has the first response, “man, | felt some heat on my head.”

Scarlet, | feel Peace.”

b))

Davey, I felt gratituc‘e to be recognizecl asa SPeCiaI human being.

Joseph looks at me with his dark brown eyes and a smile on his ?ace, I feel

like 1 know you man. Thanks. We gotta get going.”
And theg get up to leave we embrace each of them with hugs of Frienclship.

Josel:)h whisl:)ers in my ear, “You take care oFgoursehC, Jim.” He turns

abrup‘clg ancl leaves.

Jim - Wait awhile, how did he know my name? The mystery of life
continues. It can’t be the Joseph | know as the medicine man! Magbe he
checked with security since we were the onlg ones here so earlg in the
morning, And our ﬂight went through the middle east. 1 think 1 will leave it at
tha’t, but on the other hand, you never know.



Megan is looking at me as if she has seen a gnost, “Jim, you're lookinga

little flushed. You alrigtwt brother?”

“We I’'m not sure wt'latjust happened, but Joseptw knew my name! His
brown eyes looked so much like Josept'l the Medicine Man, who asked
Julian and I to form community. | can’t nelp but think of how it will be when |
get back home. At Tapas, there were so many times when my tlnougnts were
in the Past or future. There were so many Personal cna”enges at TaPas.
The mind was Probablg my t)iggest ctla”enge. l:ina”g, as the time was
ending) | had a sense of what enlightenment meant. So | have been focused
on t)eing aware of what is Present) witnessing it. Even the sensations how
tlﬁeu build into emotions. What about you Megan? How do you deal with

awareness and witnessing your emotions?”

“What | ﬁna”g did was visualize an EKG grapn that you seeona heart
monitor. There is the flat line, then you see the up and down lines that vary.
Sometimes it’s above the flat line then below all at varying neignts
dePending on the strengttx of the heart beat. So what I visualize is that the
above movement is the beautiful state and below is the suttering state. The
line is alwaus intersecting the flat line. That intersection is the calm state.
And if the heart stops and flatlines that’s the state of bliss or unperturbed

calm.”
“So your state of bliss or unperturbed calmis the sign of death?”
“Death of the ego.”

“ |ike that Megan, let’s go to our gate. It’s time to go home.”



Chapter 20: Julian

Todag IS seasona”g warm and a goocl dag to finish the winter Preparation
of the gamlen beds outside and bring the late Plantings into the winter
greenhouse. It amazes me how much Deloris and Faye can still do
Phgsica”g as garcleners. Theg are so dedicated to our Earth Mother. The
Forgot’cen Mother of us all. The universal Mother is how I view this
wonderful Plane‘c. In Her silent way she has shown me a way to nurture my
soul and Her soul. I'm observing my servitude to this small space of earth
that produces so much in it’s entirety. | have so much gratitucle for Deloris
and Faye’s contribution to this effort to care for our true mother the gjver
of all life. 1t is so easy to abandon Her. To go toil in creating a life that is so
complicated. I look over at Faye as she shovels out the results of our

compost heap. Fi”ing the wheel barrel with dark, moist earth. All the food

waste and garden waste becoming nourishment for the beds. There’s
Deloris raking leaves and she appears to be talking to the fruit trees and
even the Aspens and Russian Olives. The snowbirds ﬂuttering and diving
to the grouncl to find seed to eat. Theg scatter to the fence line as Deloris
aPProaches. | hear her say, “you stay right there, Il be finished raking this
area and you come back a find the seeds. Oh) bﬂ the way thank you for
your clroppings, Hou’ve help create our wild garclcn.” | stop what | am
doing and continue to watch as she gent19 ﬁngers the tiPs of the cherrg
tree. And | listen) “oh look at you, all this new growth you manage& this
year. Ummm, yes you will have more cherries to gjve us next season. Thank
you little one, you continue to grow and have so much to give. | never

thought your sour cherr9 coulcl taste so sweet. | am amazed how you can



Procluce in this climate, a fruit to eat. So different from your cousins up

there in the Flathead Va”ey.”

lam begond gratitucle now as | continue to transplant some of the Swiss
chard and Kale Plants into containers to transfer to the greenhouse. | start
to tear up as my emotions want to visit my issue with abandonment. I have
to chuckle and whisper to the Plants, “we”, | am not abancloninggou, you
will have a nice warm shelter this winter, you young ones that still have life
left to give.” | dor’t know how much time has Passecl. Not much, but | am
touched 139 two hands one on each shoulder. 1 am amazed to find mysehc in
a kneeling Position) head bowed down as if 1 am looking at my heart. I look
up to my riglﬂt and | see Deloris’s tender smile through the rivulets of tears.

I turn to my left and see l:age’s wry smile obscured bg a new flow of tears.

“UP with you my dear,” it’s Faye giving me a squeeze on my shoulder. 1 feel
both of them tugging and guiding me to the bench under the Russian Olive.
We sit and view the garden. Beds covered with straw Waiting for the winter

snow to insulate the grouncl beneatl'x.

“Julian, we feel your Pain. What you shared the other night at our meeting,
We knew about the abandonment issue you have with Jim and your

children.” 1 listen to Deloris’s voice.

Then Faye remarksj “and there could be generational wounds that go

Y g g
begond your childhood. And of course that rascal Jim, my word, Ietting
you get stuck with motherhood while he does his business.”

Deloris reaches around me and gi\/es f:age a Po|<e in the ribs. | get the

humor, we all have a quiet laugh.



“Okag, Faye, I get it. My self Pitﬂ is the realitg of my state of mind.”

Faye continues, Jook at the beautiful dirt we made as we fed the heap of
waste with more waste. Then left it to do what it had too, to form rich solil

full of nutrients. We abandoned the compost and it gave back beauthcung.”

Deloris makes her statement, “the Cherrg tree with all its’ new growth this
year, and we didn’tdo a thing to it. Left it all alone. Gosh this is the first
time | acknowledged it all year.”

| chuckle, “okag ladies, I love you for these insightFUI references. Yeah,
amazing, that | am still goingto a dark Place of blame and shame of mgself.
Even after my children showered me with love upon my return. And my
steadfast husband gave me the Perspective of our Personal growth while
we were seParatecl. And gosh, where is my grati’cude? WraPPed up in self
Pitg. Poor me?” | look at them both smiling NOW. “Okag, tickle my ribs until |
fall off this bench in hgsterics.”

And that’s what theg do and sure enough [ find mgselF laging on the grouncl

looking at their |aughing faces with mischievous smiles, through my tears of
jog.

“I'm going tojust lag here for awhile laclies, hcgou dor’t mind. Pl finish the
transplants in a little bit.

“I's time for us to go Julian. It’s been a nice afternoon sPent in the garclen
with gou.” Deloris has so much grace. | give them a smile and gentlg close

mg 6965.

| want to be with my Familg NOW. ljust let faces with smiles enter my

thoughts, George, Dillion, Susie, and my dearJim. Blue skies, sunshine,



grass and a ﬂowing river. Raﬁ:s, inter tubes, Iaughter, and a warm breeze. A
river island with a beach Provicles a Place to bring out the food and lag on
the warm river sand. We cliP in the cool water, splaslﬁ each other and enjog
the Plcasant fun oﬂ'ust being with each other. | drift into all of the goocl
times together. Fond memories and lots of love vibes. | pray forall of us to
stay united forever, somehow umcorgettable. | pray for our blood line to
stay strong and for the abundance of wisdom for each one of us. I send

out a blessing and dritt towards a slumber. | hear a voice in the distance. ..
“Julian? Julian, sorry to disturb you but...”

l open one eye at a time. It’s Sadie and Jenng. | smile and hold out my arms
for them to PU” me up into a sitting Position. “Hello you two beautiful

women!”

Theg look at each other and shrug their shoulders then look back at me

and smile.
Sadie, “you sure looked blissed out, Julian. Where you dreaming?”

lgiggle, “well sort of. Humm, | have be clealing with an issue. Abandonment,
how 1 left my Familg, and the circumstance that might have been the
influence to make me flee. 1 have been Aealing with it as a sin, as fate and as
chance. Whg did 1doit? It's been a recurring event that creeps into my
tlﬁoughts and wreaks havoc. Andjust now, awhile ago after being with
Deloris and Faye and Iistening to their wisdom, 1 lie down, closed my eyes

and visualized a goocl time with my Familg.”

Jenny IS smiling, “how WOﬂClCﬁCUl, that can be a strategy you can use

whenever the dark tlﬂoughts want to creep n.”



“Ha, thanks Jenny. | like that idea. A strategy next time the recurring event
Pokes its’ uglg head into my business!”

“Speaking about business, we’d like to talk to you about something.”

llook at Sadie, “here. HelP me up, there’s two more beds to prep before

winter. We can talk while we work.”

Theg gra]a my arms again and lift me to my feet. “Jenng, how about
bringing some leaves over there, the two beds under the Teepee frame is
what needs to be done. Sadie, if you want to grab the hori-hor’s and that
bag of chicken manure, Pl get some compost and we’'ll meet at the

Téepee?

We are all settled in, on our knees bent over the Plots cligging weeds out
with our hori-hori multi purpose tools. At the same time we are gentlg ti”ing

the soil without tuming it

Sadie starts the conversation, “Julian, we like the idea of being in this
communitg venture. But we are the goungest and also lesbian. When we
slﬂarec], you heard me request some younger People getan OPPortunitg to

join the communi‘cg. Have you given anymore thought to my rec]ues‘c’?”

“| did mention about the Wwoof program. So | started a membership as a
host. There’s no guarantees that People wi”join the communitg. But it’s a

Place that we can reach out to a younger group.”

“ |ike that idea, what would make angboc:lg want to consider being part of

community?” ask, Jenny.



“This Plo‘c IS looking pretty gooci lets top dress it. Jenny Whg don’t you put
down a Iager of leaves first. About six to eight inches should be goocl.

Back to your question) magbe you two can write a narrative for our iﬁosting
bio that is about community. | dor’t think you can use the bio as a

recruiting tool. But you can at least mention the name of our communitg.”

“We don’t have a communitg name get. Magbe we need to bring that up at

our next meeting?”
Sadie, “Julian, what do you think about us. As lovers, lesbians, feminist?”

“First off, whg do you ask? Seconcngj you offered up three identities of

who you are. [ wonder Jenng, do you Put 3ourseliC inthe same categories?”

Sadie, with a furrowed brow, resl:)oncls “I want to feel free to be who I want
to be. Especia”g since evergbodg is from another generation. Magbe,

there are somejuclgements or resentment icrom oti'iers ’tlﬁat | am unaware

of.”

“No matter what crowd you are with there will be People who have an
oPinion about your lirestgle. Especiang since you want to Pontiiica’ce

about it sometimes.”

“Pontificate! | didn’t exPect that kind of response. s that something Jim

shared with you about me?”

“No, he actua”9 likes your 7C€i5t9 Personali‘cg. He enjogs your bantering
with him. | don’t rea”g know you that well. Forgjve me for having that
judgement. Funny how a thoug]‘it will cross my mind and I will say it before
Pausing and resPond in a friendlier way. | accept you as a young woman,

making choices with your life. Who knows how and if those choices will



change. But that’s what you will find out cluringgour lifetime. For me you
arejust Sadie. Someone that | want to get to know. And magbc you will
give me wisdom of what feminism means, to you. And wisdom about what it

means to be a lesbian. And wisdom of how to love another woman.”
With mouth wide open, Sadie ask, “what goes on top of the leaves?”

Julian smiles) “the compost in the wheel barrel. SPreacl it out over the

leaves. Tl’]Cﬂ some Cl"liCl(Cﬂ manure over tl']at.”

Jenny ask, “looks like you have been Putting straw over it all. What will that
do?”

“It will help insulate through the winter and hold moisture in the earlg
spring. It also keeps the wind from blowing away the toP solil. Hol:)emcung) bg
the time we are rcadg to P!ant we canjust move the straw asicle, Plant then
use the straw as mulch. S0, Jenng what about you and what you ic:lenth(y
with?”

“Okag, let’s see, okag,”

| can feel Jenny’s discomfort, magbe some anxiety. She’s gathering her
thoughts, but she is a rather Private person. What Jim told me and what |
exPeriencecl so far is Jenny’s sincere desire for connection. Her heart to

heart salutation. | wait.

“Ilove because I can feel compassion. LLove as sex is Pleasure. Loving
Sadie fulfills both of those sensations. As for beinga |esbian, | do not
iclcnthcg with that label. That’s something that some activist coined to
describe a persona. Being a feminist doesn’t mean that | am equal to a man,

Phgsica”g or menta”g. All 1 desire is that we learn to live together no matter



what our gencler is. Men have a feminine side and woman a masculine side.
S0 what IS there to prove. Thé best we cando is honor each other as a
human being. Be aware of the two hemispheres we each have and

connect.”

Sadie is taking it all in. Staring at Jenng. She looks at me. “That’s what |
love about Jenng. Her Perspectives serve me in a big way. More than you
know Jermg. | feel that | have latched onto these identities, as you call

tlﬂem, and aim to become them. Along the way | have lost who | rea”g am.”

“Well our work is done here. | wonder if we gave any consideration to this

earth mother that Provicles our substance for health?”

We look at each other, then slowlg turn our heads to the garden beds.
Jenny starts a prayer...

Oh Mother Earth, | bow to thee.

Your soil replenishes me.

Sadie adds...

May | care foritas you care for me.

May | be alwags grateful for what you have to gjve.

| chip in...

May we serve the community with your abundance.

Mag we serve ‘FOT' HOUF healing.



We look at each other and Jenng reaches for a heart. Then the three of us
are entwined in the heart salutation. Hands on each others chest. There
are tears sliding down our cheeks and soft smiles on our faces. Our eyes
glisten in the last of the sun rays that hit our faces. The ray of |ight that
rips tlﬁrough the clouds is a sPotliglﬁt on our beings. We look up to the
heavens where it is coming from and scream HERE OH UNIVERSE | AM
GRATEFUL.

The three of us make it back to the “ranch central”, armin arm singing,
glecncu”g angthing that comes to mind. | spo‘c l:aye and Deloris on their way
to the “dude” ranch restaurant. Fage does a littlejig.

Fina”g we slow down and have a good 51’”9 Iaugh. Our eyes are twinkling
and we do a group hug. | feel so goocl and released from the burden 1 have
been holcling in my heart. Abandonment, not a Frienc”g state to be in. |
thank Sadie and Jenny for their time working in the garden and ?orjust

being who theg are in “real time”.

lam heading back to my cabin when I run into Frank.

“Hello Darlin. Are you done with your work for todag?”

“Yes | Frank. | had a beautiful clag in the garclen. How about you?”

“Yep, a goocﬂ clag. I've been working with Jerry. He’s going to be a goocﬂ

ranch hand. And we have been talkinga lot. He is sharing more one on one
than he ever did in the men’s group. He’s been through alotandis hanging
on to some old patterns that don’t serve him, and cleﬁnitelg won’t serve the

communitg. It's been goocl for me too, to have a Christian brother.”



“We have a very interesting mix of belief sgstems concerning spirituaiitg. l
wonder how that will all Plag out. HoPetu”9 we don’t end up in conflict

because of beliefs.”

“| sure don’t have any comment about that at this time, Julian. How about
niking up to Maggies with me. We still have enougn clag Iignt to get up and

down.”

“Okag, wng Maggie’s? How about the lower trail that SWINgS around the
knob.?”

“Somettiing IS te”ing me we need to check in with Maggie. She’s ]39 herself
up there and after what she shared at our meeting the other nigtit. | don’t

know. It would be nice for a woman’s Perspective it she needs it.”

| notice that we are alreaclg close to the trail head that leads up to her
cabin. I ook up at Frank and gve him a nod. “Okag, itgou dor’t mind 1'd
like some quiet time to start with. Jim and Megan are ﬂging back from their
Tapajourneg. | want to be with them for awhile. 1 want to send Jim some

love energy, if you know what | mean. | miss him, it’s been four weeks.”
“| neargou Julian.”

And so we start up the Patn. Somehow | feel that | exPeriencecl Tal:)as with
Jim. Just being here, and knowing the connection we have. Our deptti goes
l:)egonc‘ the external these clags. | sense that whatever he has Processecl
during his time at Tapas, some of it was centered around our reiationstiip
too. He did mention a couPIe of times when he was aware of how we

interact because of learned behavior from our generational tribe. That’s



what he called his Familg, a tribe. Crazy dude, but 9eah, my big Familg
upbringing felt tribal.

Chap’ter 21 l\/\aggie’s Dilemma

There he Is, at our meeting spot. l expccted him to return. Especial|9 since
Wandng Stick took me aside at the communi‘c9 meeting, Okag, breathe
dcep and slow Maggie. | am Feeling some anxiety. How will this work out?
What ever lead me to do such a thing. Thinkingl would have power over
Blue Cloud.

| slowlg walk out towards the sculpture. He turns his head and those dark
brown eyes begin to mesmerize me agjn. | will mgsehc to be rational. |
cautiouslg aPProaclﬂ Blue Cloud. He is injeans and a nice beige button
down shirt, His hair Pu”ed back and a band around his heacl, holcling his
Iong dark hair in Place.

“‘Hello Maggie, thank you for knowingl am here. And thank you for

honoring my request to alwags meet here.”

“Whg here Blue Cloucl, wouldr’t it be warmer and more comfortable inside

my house?”

“This Bison represents abundance of all life. 1ts’ broad shoulders carry the
burden of those it serves. And Joseph carried the vision and Passecl it

onto me.”

“The last time, when | gave mgselF to you,  was wanting the power. | fooled

my self tlﬂinkingl was a Goddess who could have my will enforced.”

“And do you still think that?”



“No, | saw how twisted that thinking was. | must tell you, that | felt your
mesmerizing, presence. I had a sense of surrendering to you, to your will.

Especial|9 after you talked to me about ownerslﬁil:) of this land.”

“Maggje, there are Medicine Men who learned their trade bg lessons
taught. Then there are Medicine Men who observe their mentor and
become intuitive like nature and the animals. 1 am of the later. 1 am here as a

nurturer. | heal through the organic Process.”

“When | received your medicine, and opened my eyes, you had
disappeareclj like a thief in the night. And you left that small bundle of
flowers on my chest. What haPPenecl there? Please explain.”

“ left you with the power to heal goursehc. [ am a healer and used energy to
help you balance mind and boclg. Itis up to you to discover who you are.
The flowers aPPearecl inthe grass. Late to bloom, this time of year. | saw

tlﬁcm asa ghct oF nature and theg Wl’]CFC a ghct to heal your lﬁear‘c.”

“| shared with the group our encounter. | felt shamej and resentment.

Please Forgive me.”

“1 did not mean to dishonor you. It was you who wanted a Phgsical
connection thinking that would ground you or should | say balance your
mind and boclg. We exchanged medicine. I felt your Pain then | felt your
sweet surrender. And now | feel your love. Maggje, know this, my blood line
who once roamed this free land, will return. It is part of Joseph’s vision. It is

a vision of oneness despite differences. That is whg this group must make



Iiving together Wor|<, despite their differences. Theg must make their

diﬁccrent dgnamics wor|< as one. And that oneness must grow.”

“So my power IS ownership of this land. And | must surrender my sense of

ownership and not think | can control of what is to come.”

“Your surrender is the surrender of ego. Your sense of ownership will be
like the Buddhic way that you follow. All the Buddha owns is his clcsting.
His Aesting is detachment.”

We stare at each other. I see Blue Cloud like I never saw him before. I feel
his goungwisdom. | feel his strength in his beliefs. | feel nurtured 139 his
presence. | slowlg bow my head, then raise it. | gve him one last glance) turn
and walk back to my home. I do not look back. | open the door of the
Yellow Room, arrange a Pi”ow and sit cross leggecl and stare at my Buddha
in the sunflower. | go into meditation and process what hasjus’c occurred. |
sense that my life is about to change in a transformative and Phgsical way. |
still feel Blue Clouds medicine. I feel Buddha’s detachment of the material
world. I wonder if I can make it last. And | realize that | will need to do a

dailg ritual that clears the chakras, to balance my boclg and mind.

It is a while later, when | hear a knock at the door. 1 am not sure how longl

have been in meditation. I have a surreal geeling) dream like. | slowlg getup
an go to answer the second knocking on the door. I crack it open and see
Frank and Julian with looks of concern. I think that’s the energy | feel.1am
gluccl to the sPot | occupy with the door still cracked open when I hear

Frank’s voice as|<, “Maggje, you gonna let us in?”



| give my head a little shake and open the door- “Sorry, was n cleep

meditation.”
“You had us worried for awhile, you alright Maggje?”

l:rank, “can we sit for a bit and chat. Julian and ljust hiked up the trail. We
wanted to check in with you. Especia”g after the first meeting. You shared

some Personal concerns. | guess ‘c]‘na’c’s the Worc] to best clescribc what you

talked about.”

Julian, “3eah. ..and there was some Personal emotions too. You and Blue

Cloud? 1 dor’t mean to Py, it's none of my business.”

“«Oh Frank and Julian) thank you for coming up here. I saw him again, at
our meeting Place. ]59 the bison and JOSCPI"I sculpture. This ranch is going
to change way ditferent than | imagined. Thcg are coming.”

“Who, Maggie, who are coming?”

“Blue Clouds’ clan. His ancestors occupied this area long ago. We
discussed the Perception of ownerslﬁip. My will to control. | saw my
vulnerabilities emerge In a big way. My odd way of using seduction to
connect with Blue Cloud was not a seduction for Pleasure. It was for
power. And there was no power to be had. Instead I received wisdom.
Once | could get past my Fo”g, | meditated on what he said to me. Now |
am able to grasp what is happening for my ultimate benefit. Look at this
card ljust opened in the mail. After | saw Blue Cloud again. He told be to
be with my Buddha. ljust finished meciitating. And, well. . here Julian you

read it.”



The Sacred

In the mountain | felt it

But in the climbingl lost it

In the animals I felt it

But as | farmed I lost it

In the water | felt it

Solswam and I ost it

In People [ felt it

So I made them mine and I lost it

In the skg [ felt it

Butin leaming about the stars I lost it
Whenever I felt it I tried to hold it

In the trying to hold 1 lost it

In thought if1held it 1 could keep it
S0 clung on but couldnt feel it anymore
Jake Wilson

Frank - Here | am with these to beautiful women, and Bertha on my mind.
My relationshil:) with Julian whom | anticipated as my lover to ease my Pain
of my loss of Bertha. And Maggie, whom I have worked for so long.
Managing this ranch, the dgnamics of which is about to cl')ange. Maggje,



someone to cling to in the future. She was going to be my woman inthe
Future) was what | wanted to muse about. And then she shares her sweet
surrender to Blue Cloucl, for all to witness. Here comes my emotion that |

can not hide any longer.

Julian - 1look over at Frank with his head slightlg bowed forward. I see a
driP of tear hit the floor in front of him. 1 turn to Maggie and I know she is
noticing the same. There is a Iong silence before | ask) “Frank?” That’s all |
have to say and he weeps. This big, burlg) muscular man is gentlg crging.
Maggje moves closer and slowlg, very slowly she wraps an arm around me
and we both gather in Frank for a soulful hug of |ettinggo. Detachment,
that’s what all the masters ‘ceach) from Jesus to Krishna) and Zen and
Buddha and all the others. Detachment from the material world is such a
dichotomg when we are so connected with each other. | don’t understand
the whg, but | get the meaning. “So | clung on but | couldr’t feel it anymore”
is such a disconnect to the Feeling world. What can it Possiblg be like tojust
be aware and witness Feelings and then to move onto the next moment of
what? I:eeling again, connecting again and then not havinga past iclentitg
with the Past? “I:rankj | am forever connected with you. ove you for who

you are. You can cling tome and trust that you have a Friencl.”

Maggje ~ Now | know whg Blue Cloud surrendered to my need. Even as my
motive was wrong, he gave his medicine so I could witness this very
Perception that the author of this poem wrote. The |anguage of this Poetic
prose IS a language | understand. I felt Blue Cloud as i in a dream. A
woman mesmerized and in a trance and then I lost it. “Frank, I feel your
Pain, feel my love and cling to it until you lose it. Let your tears mix with

ours. Ancl let a” our tears be tears oﬁog ancl not loss. We are connectecl



forever so there is nothing to lose now. Just the sensation of the emotion
until the next, and the next and the next emotion surfaces. Then there is

no morejust what is. The presence of it all.”
ChaPter 22: Meeti ng the Tapasvi s

Julian and Nirvana are to Pick us up at the Gallatin Yellowstone
International Airport. It's been a longjoumeg home. And notjust because
of the two dag ﬂigl‘nt. 50 many memories that we didr’t leave in India. And
so much that we did leave there. Inner work can be exhaustinglg grati{ying

hcgou are not in denial.

We have landed and ’caxiing to the “off ramp” gate. “How you cloing
Megan? You had a Prettg goocl sleep on this last leg of the ﬂig]'lt.”

“Yes, | was ﬁna”g exhausted. My mind ﬁna”g settled into that serene space
of calm. What about you Jim?”

“It’s going to be goocl to get two feet on the ground and be home!”

As we descend down the escalator we spo‘c Nirvana and Julian waving with
big natural smiles oﬂ'og. Suclclenlg, without a word said | am embraced bg
Julian’s loving arms. And a warm long kiss. The kiss I have be Ionging for. 1
whisper into her ear, “surround me with your boundless love”. I must have
said that loud enough for Nirvana to hear. As she says, “we all have
boundless love for you, come here you.” And | get greetecl with her big hug
too. Megan is giggling as she is embraced bg Julian and the we are all in
one beautiful group hugjust looking in each others eyes, giggling,
chuckling and laughing. A “sea ogjog”l



We grab our baggage and heacl on out. | notice earlg SNOW has se‘c’clecl n
the higher elevation.

Meanwhile back at t]ﬁe ranclﬁ

Maggie is Feelinga sense of calm and unclerstanding. It seems so siml:)le in
thought,just to be detached. Vet, it is not a learned behavior until it is. So

muclﬂ o1C ‘cl’ue emotional asPect cnC sc:|1C to overcome. Getting c!aritg sure

hell:)ecl.

Maggie ~ | am waiting for the water to finish boiling for some tea. I decide to
have a glimpse of the earlg night skg. It’s so calm out now. I walk out on the
deck and hear some light clrumming and chanting. | turn in the direction of
the sounds and notice a fire lighting up part of the sculpture. Of course,
it’s bg the Bison, he is here! At our meeting spot. | smile now, and whisl:)er
g0 ﬁgure” to mgsehc. But right now | feel so sure of mgselmc even though |
do not know what my clesting will be starting from rig]'lt now. | am
aPPreciating my new found confidence that my relationshil:) with Blue
Cloud will not be so claunting. l g0 back inside and putona coat and hat.
The carlg winter chill is deﬁnitelg in the air. A Furmg thought runs through
my mind, marshmallows, | wonder if Native Americans roast marshmallows at
the camp fire7 1 have a Personal chortle over the tl’loug]ﬁt. | head down to

our meeting Place. l am actua”9 looking forward to this meeting.



As | al:)l:)roach, ever so silentlg, | stoP tojust observe Blue Cloud as he sits,
wa‘cchingthe flames. Hummm, all of a sudden 1 feel a tightness n my be”y. |
breathe cleep. Then I hear a voice.

“Good evening Maggje, or should I call you the great Mother who owns this
land. Let’s see, that would be Mother Earth Feather!”

“Is that your sarcasm? And what’s with the feather Par‘c’?”

“Your sensuous touch is like a feather. It’s like the warm summer breeze

that flows over the grass as | lag waiting for gou.”
“Ah, are 9ou...‘?”

“Just Picking out a name for you. Mother Earth Feather. Do you happen

to have any marshmallows in your house?”
“Marshmallows! You want marshmallows?!”

“Please it you have some. | will whittle us some Pointecl sticks, while you go

get them. If you have some, Mother Earth Feather.”

This is crazy, and humorous. The bog in him is coming out. God, can’t lﬁelp
but wonder where this is going, Okag, | will be a goocl little girl and fetch
the marshmallows. So 1 nod and start up back to the house. What am |
being tested on? That is the most Positive question | can ask mgsel?.
Otherwise, lam Feeling manipulate& and violated bg my own c:loing. So on
one hand | am thinking that this is a grancﬂ |essonjust like the Buddha had
to learn. On the other hand 1 am angry at mgselmc for letting this charade

P|89 out. Hold on there Maggje, what did you share with the group. Al

these mixed emo’tionsjust keep surFacing and ! lose what is Present. The



Plawculness of Blue Cloud’s humor. And his little bog desire for a
Pleasurable comfort food. And me, 9eah, this whole scene is, all of a
sud&en) Feeling romantic. | let out a loud laugh, followed bg a scream and
run the last 50 feet to the house. | am amusecl, and ]ﬁaving fun. Tonight IS
different. Our sPecial meeting Place, ahhh!! 1 know right where I hide the
marshmallows. | open the cupboarcl and reach behind the big pot I never
use, grab the bag and ﬂg out of the house ancljog down the sloped
meadow andjump around the Bison sculpture and land abrup’clg to the left
of Blue Cloud. I see that I startled him, then he quicklg gathers himself and
smiles. The smile radiates as ljiggle the bag in front of him. He gingerlg
grabs my wrist and Pu”s me down to him. He is strong but gentle. And now
we gaze at each other. But instead of the kiss | was exPecting, he
Procluces two sharpenecl stick ends and with a glit‘cering smile says, “here
Maggje, this one I carved especiauy for you. Your name is inscribed on the

stick.”
| look and I read the inscription out loud, “Mother Earth Feather.”
“50, you Weren’tjoking before. Are you giving me a name”?”

He is serious now, “Yes, Maggje. If you chose to be known bg that name in

my presence [ will be honored.”

He slowlg Puslﬁes two marsl*:ma”ows on my stic|< ancl tlﬂen lﬂis. He nocls
towards the fire and we are roasting them to our Personal liking. | am still

Processing what hasjus’c occurred. Blue Cloud holds his silence.

“Blue Cloud) so far | have done e\/ergthinggou have asked of me. In my

Past | have been in control of my environment. Now | am s’carting to let go of



my ego state. That is the simplest way | can describe it. It has not been

6859. As much as 9OU 1ave l"CliCCl on me | have T'CSiStCCl. To tl’"lC POiﬂt Wl’"le'C

[ used sex as power. There was nothing about me beinga “sensuous
breeze as you lag in the grass” the last time we meet. And 9<3t you will be

honored if | take the name Mother Earth Feather- Whg?”

“| see goocl n you. | hear your honestg. | trust your actions on behalf of
this group and Josel:)h’s vision. | would not have given you my medicine it it
was otherwise. | am an honorable man. | felt your confusion and

determination to want to be one with me. If it is not true say so now.”

lam speechless. He takes the marshmallows away from the fire and blows
the flames out of both our treats. He sets them aside. | watch the slow
Precise movements of Blue Cloud. Then | speak, “l am so humbled that you
are giving me the name of Mother Earth Feather. I have read that a feather
s a ghct of honor. 1 will wear it truthmcu”g. lam wi”ing to deserve it.”

Blue Cloud puts the end of his stick at my mouth. With open liPs and a
wide mouth I suck the marshmallow off the tiP of his stick. I reach over for
my stick. I lick my liPs and then put the end of my stick and watch as Blue
Cloud devours the marshmallow from the tiP of my stick. He licks his liPs

and smiles.

“Mother Earth T:eather, we need to have a mee‘cing followed bg a sweat. |
want you to gather the tribe together, in the Yellow Room. Walking Stick will
guicle the meeting, Agterwarcls, you will take the two mile hike in silence and

arrive at the sweat. We will have ceremong.”

“Okag, Blue Cloud. I can do that. Do we have a relationship?”



“YCS.”
“And how s0? | am not omcgour clan and 1 am a white woman.”

“You will deserve it. | Promise to be your mate. But that is in the future.
First you must assist with helping Julian and Jim as this communitg forms.
You must cons‘cant|9 remind them that there is a Divine lnte”igence that will

be with them. All thcy need to dois the right action.”

 watch as he takes a coul:)le of bites and relishes his other marshmallow.
He looks at me sheepishlg and says, “theg are good) aren’t you going to

finish gours?”
I hod no.

He takes my stick and eats most of mine. But he holds in suspense the last
bite on his lips. He approaches me on all fours and presses his
marshmallow liPs to my open mouth. Our sweet lips touch. And Plagfu”g |
gentlg Push him back, so I can breathe. | try not to laugln, it all seems so

romantic. | swa”ow tl’]é ma”ow and laugh out Ioud.
“You are a gooc:l woman Mother Earth Feather. Now £0 N Peace.”

Blue Cloud rises in the most eloquent Posture, turns to the forest and
disaPPears from my sight. The fire is still hot. | put another |og or two on
the coals and curl up into the warm blanket that Blue had left behind. 1 am
WraPPecl in his warmth. I feel his soul and kindness. 1 smile at his humor-.

And it feels SO gooc] to be here.



Chap‘cer 25; The Return of the Tapasvi’s

We wake up, actua”g Julian wakes me from my deep slumber. I'm Feeling the
space and time differential from India and Montana. She’s got the fire
going, | smell the coffee and what? Bacon, eggs and hash browns with
bread slices toasting on top of the wood burner. No gruel? She’s |oo\<ing at
me with a smile. “It’s goocl having you back, partner. You were “Iights out”
last night. | dor’t know if you even felt me, dear. You and Megan have so
much to share tomorrow at our community meeting. | hol:)e it’s not too soon

for you two, time zone wise.”

“No, | dor’t think so. Wow, smells like breakfast is reaclg. Let’s eat and talk

some.”
“Okag, | set the table. Did you miss your coffee at Ekam?”

“No, actua”g theg had a Yogi Cafe and there was a guy who would see me
coming and immedia’celg start a brew. It was Furmg, because some times |
woulcljust pay for ground coffee so 1 could mix my Rasa with it. But I told
him he made the best coffee. And it was. Better than what | smugglecl from

home.”
“You crazy dude. Come on let us eat.”

Sowe dig in, and I am savoring, each bite. 1 did enjog the meals we had
there. But there was not a breakfast like this. However, a light stomach

made it easier to cligest the lessons, processes and meditations.

“What do you have Plannecl todag?”



“I am going to be helping Frank and Jerrg build a new greenhouse. Want to

Join us?”

‘I would like to prepare for this meeting and sweat that Blue Cloud
requestecl. At Tapas we would sPencl a night in the forest. It was a special
end to each week. At first 1 had a lot of resistance to being there. Then |
saw the value of the whole ritual, and ceremony. SO what 'd like to do is
spenci the night up at Maggies. And camp out at the tree sculPture. You
okag with that?”

“Oooh, | rea”g missed you in our bed. Steplﬁanie was like a sister, you are

my lover. Reall ou want to do that, camp in the cold tonight?”
Y Y Y ; P g

“lﬂjou dor’t mind, it will bring back memories.” | say this tongue in cheek
because my resistance at Tapas was not Preparing menta”g ancl P]’]gsicang

for the Weeklg event.”

"Hummm, yes | recall your clesperate call. You, reaclg to come home. What

changecl your clisposition?”

“The first two weeks | wasjourna”ing. Writing up a storm oﬁuclgements,
comparisons, thinkingl have alreaclg done this several times. Oh, | had
beautiful realizations too. But, it all seemed the same as before. You know,
same content. | stopl:)ecl writing, then | started to absorb the wisdom.
Listening to others share. Getting some clarity about ceremony and ritual

as devotion. Realizingthat in India and in particular to Ekam | not on|9 get

to realize the states of my conscious mind, | also understood the benefits
of spiritualitg. It didn’t matter to me what form | connected with as a source

of wisdom. God, The Divine, The | Am, The Great Creator, | realized my



Personal wisdom gainecl Wasjust being aware of my conscious mind and the

state of it.”

“I think I was there with you, Jim. | felt our connection many times. | would
just sit and stare at the forest, the creek, the garclen and visualize you

there doinggour soul searcning. And | opened the Wniskg bottle. ..
ook up on the toP shelf and see it missing.

«...and | drank the truth serum and was drowning in my state of guilt and
shame. I had no way to get out of that STATELE, as you call it. And
Stepnanie, one of “the three sisters” cheered me on as | heaved that bottle
to the neavens, over the bush and lord knows where it landed. But | was

freed at last from my abandonment issues.”

We have a long serious stare. And slowlg, ever so slowlg we start to break
out in a smile until we are both chuckling and letting out siglﬁs of relief. we
reach for each others hands and say no more. We look at our Plates of

food and s’ceaming cotfee and rePlenisn our bodies.

“Okag, Love, so you will not be home tonignt? And will 9oujus’c stay up

there until the meeting?”

“Yes, you know there are times ljust need my solitude. Like when 1 ski or
hike on my own. | never know what | mignt gan from the natural

environment. Just like you and the garden, your connection to the earth.”

“Thank you for that explanation. | know itis nealtng for us to have some
space once in awhile. And | aPPreciate your need for Processing what you
navejust gone tlﬁrougn Heg, let’s clean up. [ have to meet up with Frank
and Jerry in half an hour.”



We have a SOUlFUl hug and lOﬂg embrace W!tl’“l mang ‘(iSSCS. TI"IC warmest

sense O]C love that | can Feel From another.

Julianis on her way. | take my time to acclimate back to these
surroundings. | take a walk across the stream. Shoeless, to feel the cool
earth and cold water. I feel the gravel, the mucl, the stiff winter grass, and
the feet getting used to the cold. 1 am Feeling exhilarated. Then | spot it.
Hung up in the lower branches. The Whiskeg Bottle! And there’s my note,
the Rumi poem.

The moment you left me,

Sweetness was stolen from my tongue.
| turned to wax, burned like a candle
Al night, scorched bg fire,

no honeg.

No way to reach you,

no way to touch your beautg.

My bodg lies here in ruins.

My soul, a night owl.

What ever made me leave that Rumi poem under the Whiskg? It sounds so
dcsperate now. What was my intention, my motive? Connection? So she
thinks that throwing the bottle dissolved her state of suﬁcering? That’s her
situation to ﬁgure out. We Iaughecl at the Whiskg bottle throw. But rea”g,
she drank a Pint of Whiskeg. My hunch is that she numbed her mind. And



‘cha’c she sugerecl even more. It’s bouncl to show it’s uglg heacl again. Oh

there are so many ways to Fool ourselves into a resolve.

l rea”g want tojust still my mind now. Be quiet Jim. Go Pack your bag and
take a slow hike up to Maggie’s.

l get back to the cabin and look at the bed. It looks so com?orting right
now. | have all Cl89 so | decide to Iay and rest a bit. When | awake it is late
afternoon. | am readg to go. | have all | need, sleel:)ing bag, a Iiglﬁt blanket,

a grouncl cover and water. Mg Plaﬂ s to ClO %! camP ﬁf’C and SlC@P under thC

stars. Temps will be in the 30’s but I think | can handle it.

There’s a big meadow to walk through before ascending the final animal
trail that leads up to Maggie’s. It is surrounded bg forest. There’s a horse
trail that guest use at the ranch. I cross it and continue onward until I reach
a large rock field that looks across the meadow with a view of the distant
mountains. A goocl Place to rest and enjog the view as earlg dusk settles in.
| find a rock that acts as a lounge chair. | Place the blanket on it for some
warmth. The skg IS changing hues. There are streaks of orange clouds with
an azure skg. Further towards the distance Peaks are clouds going from
Pin|< to Purple to gray. | see the first of the stars. Just a Few, but there is a
very bright one. | wonder what Planet is in view. The moon is starting to
Peek over Emigrant Peak to the northeast. I take in the whole scene. I can

feel the temPerature dropl:)ing. It’s time to continue this last leg of the hike.

As | come up the crest of the final Pitch) the tol:) of the bronze sculpturecl
tree rises over the crest like the moon rising over the Peaks. Oh how|
missed the sculPture and it’s signiﬁcance for this group. The inspiration for

communitg. The care of others. That is what it means to me. Just as the



real trees care for each other. Roots entangled. Branches touching and
hugging as theg follow their geometry of the golclen ratio circling each
trunk from bottom to top. | wonder what nappens when I trim trees, the
lower branches. Or bushes around the nomeJ do tneg hear me asking for

mcorgiveness and encouraging new growtn’:’

| see the bodies in all forms, Jerry, Frank, Sadie, Jenny. Oh, there we are
Julian and 1. All the others come to view, but my focus now is on Josel:)n
and the Bison. I notice a Pile of wood and as | get closer I see an alreaclg
made fire Pit. | consider that magbe Maggje is drawn to this Place to sit bg
the fire. Wow, how fortunate | am to have this fire Pit set up alreaclg. | pay
nomage to Josel:)n, my guicle and mentor. That is what | recognize him to be
for me these dags. | am here tonignt as | seek to prepare for this special

communit9 meeting.

It’s dark now, so | set up my camp over the flattened grass. | start a fire and

begin my meditation.

Joni had come to visit Maggie carlier in the afternoon. Theg are completing

the last of their diner.

“That is quite a relationslnip you are starting with Blue Cloud. It seems like

he is accel:)tinggour advances.”

“Ha, | wouldr’t call it like that. Let’s say for now I am Feelinga magnetic PU”
And a surrender to what is taking Place between us. Right now | amjogfu”g
intngued and wonder if he is developing some Feelings for comPanionsniP

with me.”



“After what you clescribecl, Ke harc”g say that it’s companionship. | sense

some love elements taking Place. Whatcver love 1s.”

“Hey, let’s have some after diner tea and a couple of muffins before you

leave Joni.”
“Okag, Il take the cups and Plates out to the Yellow Room.”

The gals put e\/ergthing on the table, when Maggje spots a flicker of fire.

]JJ

She whispers, “Joni, he’s here
“Blue Cloud?”

“Yeah, look over there. I see a fire. By the Bison. That’s our meeting Place.

Hey, come with me. My guess is he'll be glad to see you.”
“Okag, Il come with.”

“Wait, | want to bring some marshmallows. We'll have some fun with Blue

Cloud. He likes marshmallows on the fire. And he burns tlﬁemjus’t right.”

The two of them slowlg and silentlg head down to the bison. Maggie

Wﬂisl:)ers, “ssh, be quiet, you surPrise from the left side rll take the right

sicle, ssh.”

As theg quie‘cly Peek around the Bison and Joesph, there is someone
sitting bg the fire. Meditating actua”g, and it’s not Blue Cloud!

“Jl’m?”
With a suddenjolt llook to my riglﬁt, “Maggie...” then to my left, <Joni?”

“What are you cloing here Jim? Where’s Julian?”



“| guess | could have given youa call. It was a spontaneous decision. |
needed some time before the meeting tomorrow. | am still processinga lot
from the India trip. Between the Tapas and long travel | wanted some time,

up here in Joseplﬁ’s presence.”
“Julian knows you are here?” Ask Maggje
“Yes, she is working with Frank and Jerry on a new greennouse.”

“Mind if wejoin gou’? This is where Blue Cloud and I meet when he needs to
talk to me. Seems like he uses Joseph’s bronze image like you are. As a way

to connect?”
“Yeah, a way to connect with his vision.”
Joni, “we brougnt some marshmallows to roast. Blue Cloud likes them.”

This connection with the gals IS seeming a bit awkward. 1 am iceeling Maggies
disappointment. “How you cloing Maggie’? lam sensing some

disappointment? s that true?”

“I am surprised to see you. Yes, | am clisappointed. | was anticipating Blue
Cloud. Especia”g tninking he mignt have sometning to say prior to

tomorrow.”
“Maggie. ..you have told me more than that.” Joni chips n.

Maggje smirks, “O|<a9, lam cleiiniteig attracted to him. There is more than
that nappening. I am not sure how to explain it. Come on let’s get some

marshmallows on some sticks and talk.”



It’s Feeling like a special reunion. The marshmallows are sizzling. “Well laclies,
here we are twenty some years later. How'd we get here? What are the
odds that we would reunite. Even tlﬁought our Past connection was brieﬁ
there must have been some kind of universal, mgs’cical energy? You get

what | am saging?”

“Yeah Jim, how odd 1 would find your name tag from Stream of Life and
track you down, based ona 20 year old memory. And how about you
Maggje?”

“| Forgot all about Jim until I meet him and once he shared about our
sPiritual discussions, the memory flooded back in a hurrg. Jim, when did

you know about me?”

“As soon as Julian mentioned your name and being from C]’licago, |
described your features added some gray tones to your hair. Boom, she

couldn’t believe it!”

We pause and relish our mallows. We have some quizzical smiles and lick our
lips. The fire crackles. Joni reaches for a log and Places it on the fire. We
are silent for awhile. Just observing the flames. 1 feel bodies sliding closer

to me ancl then arms chaPecl over my shoulcler.

“You know, there is a reason why we cross paths with certain people and
Y P pPeep
either thier likeness or actual presence reappears in our lives. I would not
be doing what | am doing right now if it wasn’t for you Jim. This ranch is
g grg Y

oing to change, it already has. My life has changed. Itis a pleasure to be
gong S Y Y S P
Part of this undertaking. Communitg and Familg in this world that is



heacling N a strange direction. ljust feel blessed that we have the
abundance of this beautitul Par‘c of the countrg.”

Joni turns to me, “thank you Jim for our relationship, even after you
reunited with Julian. It means a lot to me. You mind if | spencl the night with

you? Out here, under the stars. | would like to share some of my insights.”

“| have an extra slecping bag in the house. We can goup there and get it
Joni.” Maggie states as she atteml:)ts to interrul:)t Joni.

“I was wondering it 1 could slip into your sleeping bag, with you Jim?”
“As long as you keep your cloths on!”

“ah, Joni, Jim? Are you considering Julian?”

“Yes, no kissing) that’s her requirementl” Replies Joni.

l |augh at that comment. “Maggje, Julian and 1 have a lot of trust built into
our relationship. As far as the three of us, we have a special
unclerstancling. Just like Julian, Frank and 1. We worked out our situations. |

trust Joni will respect that. No worries Maggie. Thanks for your concern.”

And with that, Maggje gives us a nod and wry smile. She rises, “You all have
a sl:)ecial relationship, the four oFgou. | pray that the special rela‘cionshil:)
you are builcling Is contagjous for the Forming of this community. Good
niglﬂt.”

| bank the fire. Joni is crawling into the sleePing bag. It's a double, one that
Julian and 1 like to use for our night time sleeps outside. | slip in and here

we are Facing cach other.



There’s a smile on Joni’s face. | am Feeling nerjog n accepting her rec]uest
for this moment. | am not sure what to say, but | awkwarc”g start anyway,

“the last time | did this was with Julian...”
“Did she have her clothes on?”

“No, we were In the Baja, it was not, we were under the stars, in an alcove
overlooking the desert to the sea of Cortez. Her request was tojust talk.

Get to know each other.”

“Hummm, that sounds beautiful. This was before we met at Stream of

Life?”

“Yes and before we became a unit. Like I have told you be?ore, | chose to
st39 with Julian because we had so much alreaclg invested in each other.
She was alreaclg taking me to Places | had never been before. Especia”g

concerning relationsnip.”

“Okag, the reason | asked for this time with you is first of all 1 want to thank
you for our time togetner. Even tnougn it did not £0 the way | had noped
for, 1 have ﬁna”g come to a Place where the desire for love as Pleasure has
ceased. I have recognizecl my 160”9 and how I tricked mgsehc into
rela‘cionsnips that ended because of my internal craving, | wanted the
Pleasure but wasn’t wi”ing to make an honest effort towards connec’cing
emotiona”g. When we reconnected nere, in Montana, where I tracked you
down, [ was in the midst of rea”g recognizing, love in Frienclsnip. And we
started that way, and I honored your desire to slow tnings down. But that’s
when I reverted to my desire for Pleasure with you. | knew Julian was gone

From HOUF l!‘FC FOF ]qVC 9ears. | became iﬂCCI’]SCCl to l"IaVC QOU ]COF a mate. AﬂCl



when we ﬁna”y did connect romantica”g, well it was so different than | had
ever experienced before. So when Julian came back into your life 1 was
crushed and I lost my moral compass. ljust want you to know how gra’ce?ul |
am to you and Julian, for how you both tried to ease my Pain. This time
spent at your Grizz|9 Cabin with Sammie has been life changing. As he
teaches me massage and we both studg healing Practices together. | and

he ha\/e also ta”<ed about our &ichotomg omc what love 1s.”

Joni isjust staring at me now, with a heartfelt tear coming from one eye. |
Place my hand over her heart and she knows what this means and Places
her hand over my heart. We absorb this energy flow of a heart connection.
Compassion for the other. Coml:)assion as God Love. | gentlg Place a kiss

on her forehead. As | retract my [ips | see her warm smile.
“Thank you, Jim. [ can love you clhcmcerentlg now. More Fu”g.”

We sustain this pose and fall off to sleeP with the flicker of Iight from the

ﬁre, under a star lite skg.

Maggie ~ | come out of my cleep meditation. I'm rea”g connected with my
divine source. Buddha is the form I choose. We talked, 1 was asking for
guidance concerning this up coming meeting and ceremony. | look at the
clock and see that it is late. Iwas in a very deep Place, not having any recall
at this moment of where my meditation went too. Was | in a dream state, or
a transcendent state. | getup and see a faint glow coming from the bison
sculpture. My meeting Place with Blue Cloud beingtaken 139 Jim and Joni.
Come on now Maggje, you surrendered the identitg of ownership. l Put on
my Pancho and grab a thick comforter and head out the door. When | get
to the bison, | slowlg and quietlg circle around it and see that theg are



sleeping. Theg are Facing each other and there are soft smiles imprintecl on
their faces. How sweet, | know theg have affection for each other. | gentlg
Place the comforter over them and fuel the fire. I stand off to the side and
watch as the fire rekindles to warm flames. | can feel the warmth of both
their hearts. | see the marshmallow bag and Pick it up. As | rise and gve
them one more glimpse | feel movement behind me. Before I know it there is
a strong arm gentlg embracing me. Somewhat startled I look up along my
side and it is Blue Cloud, looking down at me. “You are here, this time of

night. | should say earlg moming. Whg?”
“You called for me.”

He is smiling now. | have a faint memory of my dream? Meditation? Prager

answered? A telepathic connection that became Present’?

“Oh, Blue Cloud, you are so magniﬁcent.” His smile broadens. “What’s with

the spear? Bears?”
“No, to roast marshmallows!”

With a shake of my head and a smirk on my 1Cace, | hand him the bag)
“how’d I know 9ou’cl ask?1am going back to the house and get some

sleep. Would you like to come?”

“No, Maggje, this is our meeting Place. You go, | need to talk with Jim

before our ceremony toc‘ay.”
“You’re not going to wake them,” [ Whis[:)er.

“No, | will feast and silentlg send him my message. Thank you Maggje, for

the marshmallows. How did you know | craved for them?”



“You told me to bring them when | called to see iFgou were coming ‘conight”
He chuckles, 1 smile and with a ﬁnger at my liPs | whisper, “ssh.”

With a mischievous smile, he takes my hand away from my lips and kisses

me goocl night, sweet dreams. ..

Chapter 24 The Communitg Meeting

Evergboclg received “the memo” and we are all getting into our Places,
greeting each other and sitting around the huge conference table that
Maggie confiscated from her hedge fund office years ago. We are in the
Yellow Room. This is our meeting Place. The Last to be seated are the
Three Sisters, Nirvana, Stel:)hanie and Wa”dng stick, who is the

chairwoman of this gathering.
The room quiets down. Wa”dng Stick opens the late afternoon gathering.

“Thank you all for coming to be part of this community. Tonight we will be
having a ceremony welcoming back Megan and Jim from thier Pilgrimage to
India. Theg may have a lot to share and each one of us will be sharing as
Prel:)aration for the sweat |odge. When we finish slnaring we will slowlg hike
down to the Iodge taking slow sacred stel:)s. StoPPing along the way to
admire our surroundings. Being grateful for the Great Creator’s ghcts and
each other. Blue Cloud is Preparing the sweat |oclgc. Soletus begin. Who

would like to start?”

Surprisinglg Jerry is the first contributor, “I can start.” He takes a Iong

SlOW lOO‘( around tl’TC room ancl Wlth }'NS CQCS) BCkﬂOWICClgCS each O{: us.



“When I decided to be Part of this group, [ was not sure how committed |
wanted to be desloito naving aireaclg known you all from the sketch class. |
had a lot otjuclgemonts and saw each otgou tnrouglﬂ a critical ions) a
critical mind. Now I see how my beliefs have shackled me for such a long
time. When I look back as a child 1 recall the critical eye my parents had.
Theg were cﬂisciplinarians, not with a noa\/9 hand, rather with a critical eye.
The rignt and wrong way of oloing tnings. Tneg both had Prominent roles
as a scientist and Protessor. Their emigrant parents, my grancl folks, were
Proud of thier neritago and from what | recall, the stories and lessons my
folks had along the way, were strictlg enforced. By the time | entered
adulthood, I lived in fear of how I lived my life, in the eyes of what others
mignt think. 1 ended up boing somewhat reclusive. Relationsl'iips became
strained. It was hard for me to make decisions. This community concept IS a
big 5toP for me. | want to thank l:rank) my Christian Brother for his
suPPort. Heis snowing me tnrougn his actions, accopting what lessons
God gves him. We talk, it’s not casy for me to accept. My time spent niking
with Sammie, was a liberation tromjudging someone for who tnog appear
to be. 159 that | mean Sammie’s choice to be gay, does not Preclude my
getting to know him }39 his character. I am |earning new Pngsical work as a
ranch hand. I am getting Pngsica”g stronger and itis also snowing me that |
can Participate in life, without teoling the need that life needs to be on my

terms. Thank you all for accopting me as | am and whom | am bocoming.”

Thereis a |ong silence. We are all looking at Jorrg. As | look around the
room, | see so much compassion. My gaze catches Megan’s eyes, and we

lock in.1am guossing that we both have some memories of our Tapas



oxl:)orionce. About the same time | start to smilo, Megan is doing the same,

we nooi and ioo|< arouncl the comcoronce tablo at our Frioncis.

‘Ah hum,” it’s Jenny, “If you all dor’t mind I would like to follow Jerry’s most
eloquent oiescription of his cliscovery.” She giggles. “Thank you Jerry, you
inspired mojust now. As you are all aware I tend to be on the quiet side of
our conversations. Sometimes | get this sense that there is a type of
power?. .| dor’t know if that’s the right description. But what happons IS
that I'm beingguiclecl to do somo‘cl’iing. Like the heart to heart salutation
that | asked us to do that one clag. It’s not like | tiiought about o]oing that,
itjust came to me. And so | suggostocl that we all do it. And wasn’t it
wonderful? There’s times when | can feel the other persons Pain orjog
whatever it is thog migint be oxPerioncing at the time. But not onlg can | feel
the emotion, 1 feel as if 1 am them! Pm not sure what 9ou’cl call it. An out of
boolg experience? I don’t |<now, for me it’s the doopos’c comPassion | can
feel for the other. I dorn’t know, is cioep compassion the rigiwt description.
And so when it’s hard for me to communicate what | want to say but don’t

understand, | get cluiot. Rather shg and introverted.”

Nirvana spoaks) “thank you Jenny for bringing up an esoteric quanclarg.
We all have a Personal divine. And that is a Phonomona that is hard to
describe. Some of us gveita form and some of us see it as a formless
source of energy. Some of us call it the hoig spirit that dwells in us. A God
gjven giict. However you want to describe it, or whatever you believe it to
be, when we allow the Divine lnte”igonce to operate on our behalf then we
do not have to indulge in thougiit. Then our intention becomes pure
energy. We connect with the universal energy of humans, Piants, animals

you name it



Wa”dng Stick rubs Nirvana’s back with a gentle stroke, “thank you sister,
thank you for that wisdom. And you to Jenny, your young wisdom is
ancient to me. | ask mgselg many times, how is it that | am a medicine woman,
and where do | get my intuitive powers from. You both have shed some

serious knowleclge on my quancﬂary too.”
There is a reverent silence. Eyes are wandering around the room.

“Right NOwW toclag, | have a Feeling of liberation. with the help of our sister
Stephanie and our wisened elders Deloris and Faye. | have been blessed
with unclerstancling my abandonment issues without guilt. [ feel now that
guilt is the real issue. Guilt of past actions that have been part of my life up
to this Point. And whg should I want to suffer with guilt? what happened
then, inthe Pas’c, has lead me to “now”, the Present moment of my life.
And in-between was Forgiveness) claritg and freedom. The freedom of not
clinging to past actions. Especia”g since theg dor’t serve me now. I also
feel liberated to know 1 can choose. I feel liberated in ‘mowing that
whatever circumstance evolves from my cl'loices, | get to Poncler the
outcome without guilt or shame. All of us here sat with the Whiskeg that
first sweat we were destined to come too. It stagecl cappecl until one clag
when Stel:)lﬁanie found me clrowning in it. Yes,just for the record, my guilt
and shame raised its uglg head, and 1 called w]*nisl«:g the truth serum, Frank
and Jim are aware of that. And the truth is it did not dissolve the guilt and
shame I was dealing with. And all of that whole scene is in the past. And
todag, | am liberated from it. Compassion for self is what | needed the
most. When I am hard on mgselmc it tends to be Passecl onto others. And
when I start in that course of thought my dark side has power over me. My

escape had been the Pioneer cabin, the gardening, and seclusion



surrounded bg nature my friend. But now | know I can be liberated from
that dweller on the threshold that lurks to mock me into submission of
suﬁcering. Tlﬁejog of gratitucle for lﬁaving this insiglﬁt has given me a course
of action that leads to a “Beautiful State” as Jim cxplained to me upon his
return. He asked. “Julian, are you in a smcmcering state or a beautiful state?”
This was after he found the Whiskeg bottle | had tossed over gonder,
where the moose hide in the bush. 1 had found a Rumi poem that Jim had

P aced under the bottle. And 1 blamed him and mgsehc for my stupor. How

about that. What self Pitﬂ can lead too! So that’s my share. | feel liberated
to know that | can share honestlg with all oxcgou. l have nothing to hide.
You geta | of me when | am not hicling from all O1C90U.”

I feel inclined to g0 next. Thejoumeg of love, that has been mgjourneg.
That poem Julian referenced was Powem[ul. “My soul a night owl” is how it
ends. The poem it self laid blame on the other, the other lover for the loss
of love? But now I know love is about connection and Feeling the other.
When I am indulged in my own thoughts or distractions I lose the
connection. How can | be with the other. As Jenny alluded to, not onlg
lceeling the other, but also being the other. | get it Jenny. Hard to explain, it
requires full attention to be and stay connected to another person. Love
has no‘cl'xing to do loving someone “non~conclitiona”9”. That has to do with
accel:)‘cance. Julian, when I found the bottle in the bush, with the poem
rolled into the bottle, | asked my selﬂ what made me do that. What was the
message | was conveying to you? And whg g0 back to grieving my loss in
that distant Past now? | came up here to spend the night alone. I wanted to
prepare for this meeting. | did not know what | was Prcparing for, all 1 knew

is | wanted to contemplate more, alone about my Tal:)as exPerience.



Instead, | ended up inthe slceping bag with Joni.” | can hear a few chair
reacﬁus‘cments going on, and a slight gasp coming from somewhere. But |
have direct eye contact with Julian now. We are emotiona”9 “naked now” in
front of this group. “We talked, like that night you and me spent inthe
Baja, under the stars and galaxies. And now | realize how that poem must
have renewed your sense of self. we laughecl at that bottle throw, but |
had a sense that your truth serumjus’c numbed your state. | knew that you

must have suffered more.”

| can feel Julian now, is it Paimcul for her to know about my time spent with

Joni?

“Right now at this moment, | feel a sense of anxiety, some Pain and
remorse. Is that what | am sensingJulian? That I would crawl into a sleeping

bag with Joni. Do you have c‘isaPPointment?”
Julianis noclclingges. | can see her vulnerability right NOW.

“My |ove,just aslam Feelinggou right now | felt Joni’s strong desire to get
to a final resolve concerning our relationship. You, me and her. Our
relationship together. And what happenec‘ in that sleeping bag was

Jenng’s Heart to Heart Salutation.”

Julian’s bo&g language changes, she starts to smile and slightlg shakes her
head.

Like Jenny mentioned, my compassion IS SO deep, when I am connected
that | not onlg feel the other, it’s as if I am the other. And what that does is
Put me in a state of sweet surrender. All  want to do is be there for the

other. Sometimes | resist wanting to fulfill another’s need then other times |



jus’c do it without thinking It's as if | am Fulﬁ”ing my own need. And so
getting back to the poem, interesting how it affected both of us in
different ways, but we felt the other even tlﬁough we weren'’t in each others
company at the time. ’m not sure where | am going with this, l’mjust

rambling now...”

Julian and 1 are still locked in, as if nobodg else is in the room. Someone is

clearing their throat.
Julian responds, “You could have stopped at sweet surrender.”

There is an overwhelming silence now. A few chairs shufle. Mo”g, rises and
gets some tea. | slowlg clro[:) my eye contact with Julian, bow my head and
brieﬂ9 close my eyes.

Stephanie is the first to sPeak, “Jim, that pose we did with hands on our
hearts) you all remember it heck you all sketched it. And all of your
sketches replacecl me with you. Mo”g showed them to me. We all felt the
other that d39 didnt we? The power of connection as a group. And so
magbe we are Forming community begondjus’c a Phgsical form of living
together, but rather community is connecting with each other. Loving each
other. Connection is love. Love is compassion. And compassion is God

| ovel”

“Boom, well said Sister!” It’s Maggje. “Thank you for this raw honestg.
Wow, where shall | begin?

Everybody is reengaged in this epic moment of community forming.
ybody £ag P Y 4

“Control, power, attachment and surrender. These are the areas | have

been struggling with. Believe or not, the pretense of me living in a Buddhic



way has been shattered. I still wanted control of this whole unclcrtaking. It
IS my ranch | am ogering. I, my and mine. That is what was rattling around in
my brain. But unlike a true Buddhist, who uses control of the mind for
insight and mindfulness, my control was about owncrship. To lose control
of what goes on here and how community will function on MY ranch was
causing me to suffer. And concerning power, | still have the sense of power
over others. My management skill set left over from hedge fund clags. In
business with my ex. When I ook back, when 1 first meet Jim twenty years
ago, we engaged in spiritual conversations. We talked about the spiritual
Path. And how that can bring us happiness.  lost my SPiritual direction
along the way. An in losing it, | used control and power as a means towards
afalse sense of happiness. My sense of power became very apparent in

my interaction with Blue Cloud.”

Walldng Stick intercedes, “Maggje, Mother Earth Feather, Please honor
your special moment of awakening . Consider Blue Cloud and your current

relationship with him. You have transcended into a sPeciaI Place on your

Buddhic Path.”
Maggie is somewhat startled. Butjust nods her head.

“Thank you Walking Stick and thank you for honoring my new namesake,
Mother Earth Feather. Well that takes me to detachment. Letting go as we
say in Buddhic terms. | was inclulgecl with my sense of power. You Jim,
Frank and Julian, coming to me to ask about Fulﬁ”ing Joseph’s vision for
this group and ranch. It was ﬁna”g with Blue Cloud that I saw my denial of
who I was or had become versus my Pretense of whom I wanted to be seen

as. | rea”y was sugering bCCBUSC  was ChSCOﬂﬂCCtCCl From m9 FCCliﬂgS. |



wasn’t rea”g engaging in life. Now I see if | rea”g am in the flow of lhce, then |

am not at‘cached to thc outcome. Ah Ho!

Jim - It seemed that Maggje ended rather abrup’tlg. | think that shejust had
another self-realization that she has not explorec‘. | wonder i she
recognizes sPiritual self righteousness? At least that is what | am seeing in
myselyc right now. How once my ego mind gets involved in thinking how
Present | am to the moment, then that Present moment does’t exist
anymore. But | am so eager to share it with everyboclg. How special itis to
be in beautiful state. | develop the l:)retense that I have reached the state
of total detachment. Of alwaysjog. No more sugering. However, | may
Pretencl that | have dissolved the sugeringj but it comes back to haunt me.
So it’s a constant cgcle. What is a strategy to witness the sugering, know
it’s there, but not let it linger. Move on with the next moment. What did
Krishnaji say? The great c:lelight, clelight inthe sugering and c:lelight inthe
beautiful state. Yea, | canjust be &elightecl with all this life has to offer.

From trials and tribulation to celebration andjog.

Sadie - Okag, nobodg IS Volunteering to be next. Heck, Pl £0, “goocl
evening evergboclg. Wow, evergbody IS SO For‘chcomingl Whew, where to
start. Just to get my request out of the way again, rd like to request more
PcoPle In my generation to be included in the future. 1 know we talked
about Woomcers, so I'll leave it at that. Okag, so here is what | am
recognizing about my self. 1 have been basing my life on a bunch of outside
influences, belief systems that are created bﬂ others. It’s like brainwashingl
guess. My mind gets indoctrinated to distrust men, to replace them with
woman power. To rebel against a system of governance and old ways. | can

goon, but you get the Picture. Jim and Julian opened their hearts to me, |



could feel it. Deloris and Faye, gocl bless you bo‘ch, are like the
granclparcnts | never had. I’'m not so sure of Frank and Jerry yet, you guys
| still have my doubts about. | guess tlﬂeirjudgements) that you do not
approve of lesbians or have a disdain for feminist. That’s okag,just lctting
you know my hesitation around you guys. | do want to thank you both for
what you do around here. Can you accel:)t me for who 1 am? Not as a
person you might think “lost their way” or one you have to “convert” or as
a “sinner”? Mo”g, momma, where have you been? Hiding out with Arthur
the classic Japanese male? You seem untraditional, are you? How do you
see me? Do | mean angthing to you? Joni, Joni, Joni, when will you get over
your crush? And Sammie, well at least your gay, too. So there, | said

something. L

It's Megan that soothes the energy, “Sacﬂie, you started with so much
gratitucle for Jim, Julian, Deloris and Faye. Do you recognize the
difference between aPPreciation and lack of discernment? You gave
gratitucle to Jerry and Frank for the Phgsical work theg do, then turned
right around ancljuclgecl their person. How does someone open their heart
to you hcgou close your heart to them? 1 ask you are you d@cendinggour
feminism? Because you chose the lhcestgle you Prcncer? Do you have to

Protect all the suPPosecl belief sgstems that 0 along with it7

Sadie - “Mg father left us, walked out on the whole Familg. Mg mother was
shattered. Left with three children, nojob and no support. She keep us
together determined to make life work without the need for a man to “head
the household”. 1 hated him for what he did. And that hate still lingers. It
seems like gesterclag that he left! I never felt his love for me. 1 felt my moms

love through her labor. But | never knew if it was a labor of love or to prove



something to the world. A world that benefited men. Yeah, [ think you all
Jus’c witnessed how my life was influenced bg somcthing out of my control? |
don’t |<now. You a” can help me l’]ere. Not now. Not toniglﬁt. But Please
don’t Forsal«:n me For my truth. M9 mixed up truth. ljust don’t ha\/e a
compass to guic:le me. Jenny, ’'m SOrTy. Magbe love you for a selfish

reason. Magbe | need you because you are gentle and kind ancl, and...”

Sadie is in tears, she is shook. It’s Wa”dng Stick that slowlg looks around
the table and says “Jet’s gjve our sister some love”. And before she had
even finished her statement, there was Jenng, and Deloris, and yes, Frank
with arms around her- Sadie, turned her sobbing head into Franks big
chest and broad shoulders. Frank hugging her so tight, that | too started
to shed tears. With a forlorn face 1 looked at others, in Mo”g | saw with the
tears of a mother, and Julian whom | suspectecl revisited abandonment. We
all surrounded Frank and Sadie a huge circle of friends committed to be

one big?amilg.

It took some time to settle down. And we were still wiping tears on our shirt

sleeves when Sammie “took to the Pulpi‘c”.

“Thank you Sadie, thank you so much for being real. Here | am, harboring
much of the same emotional conflict as Sadie. I have been fortunate to feel
a transformation start to dissolve my anger towards the social standards
that | believed distanced me from evergboclg else. So much so that I could
not tell when someone was sincerelg trging to understand me. Now | am
Feeling a transformation taking Place. It started with my relationshil:) with
Jim. He has been so accep‘cing and caring. He shared his Vulnerabilitg

towards my steadfast desire to love him as a gay man with a Phgsical



attraction. And Julian, the true lover and snowering me with her
compassion for the situation. That added to my slow transformation of
opening my heart. Jerry, it was rouglﬁ being N men’s group with you. That
d89 here at the ranch the hike you referenced and our understanding of
each other broke a barrier that | never suspectecl would be broken. Not
with you. Like Sadie, I had mgjuclgements towards you and Frank and
rea”gjudgements with People I did not even take time to know. Joni, it has
been special with you as we become healers for this community. Learning
tnrougn the touch of massage that we can be close to another if we focus
onthe nealing energy, as we heal ourselves. Thank you for all of the
discussions, and late nignts snaring with each other. Getting begoncl our
sex addiction. Might as well call a spacle a spacle. My desire boclg acting as
if a demon or demons controlled my every tnougnt. On, to get beyoncl
tnat,just to notice them for what tneg are. | still don’t have a total handle

on it. Tlﬂat’s not wno lam. | |<now ‘cha‘c | nave more compassion now. | am

unc‘erstancling better how love is tied to a comPassionate mind.”

Sammie is done. He has a smile on his face as he connects with Joni. She

smiles ever so sneepisnlg and nods at Sammie, yes, yes, yes.

“Unitg,” it’s Deloris, “unitg) lam Fceling that rignt now. It’s strong, | feel all
of us wi”ing to listen. Connecting energjes with each other. Like the tree
roots connecting with each otherina community of trees. We have our
tentacles reacning out to touch each others nearts, and souls. 1 am getting
goose bumps. | tnougnt that this would be a nice Place to retire to. You
know down size. Be on a beautiful rancn,just “cni”ing” as you young ones
say. Now | am inspirecl to Partic:ipate more than | tnought I would. In all my
years, | dor’t think | have ever been Part of a group of People that were so



For‘chcoming with their raw selves. Naked models that’s what you all are!
Gosh) and the talk about 5u1c1cering state and beautiful state. You all miglﬂt
think | am a wisened woman because of age, but you a”, looking within, NOW
that is wisdom. Let it ripen. My guess is bg the time | wake up tomorrow my
past will have been woken too. And Ilook forward to revisiting what |
thought was dissolved and witnessing it all new again. From childhood to
now. What ajoumeg of love this is going to be. Thanks for having me. |
have a lot to learn about mgselﬁ you all and the way of the mgsterious

universe.”

“Deloris my dear, | think we came here on blind faith.” It’s Faye chiming in
on “the heels” of Deloris. “You know) l miglﬂt not be around long cnough to
see the final results of this changing world we live in toc{ag. But of course
it’s alwags clﬁanging. Faster now than ever before. But | have faith that we
are going to recreate something that is more connected to human
existence than what any globalist) or marxist, or totalitarian government
can even accept. | see us having the oPPortunitg to remain free thinkers in
a society that relies on domination. Working toge’cher. That unity that
Deloris mentioned. Hey, don’t count us out we can still work the hoe and
shovel. Magbe not as fast as you young ones, but we need to do it for our
continued health. There’s many a gardener in their nineties still l'xarvesting
todag. A harvest of health tied to the earthly delights. | still delight in the
wonders of this great earth. I can’t think of angthing else to put my energy

in but this communitg. There was a song | reca”) | think it was John Prime,

“Blow up your TV, throw away your paper, go to the country, build
gourselmc a home, Plant a little garclen, Eata lot of Peachesj trg and find

Jesus on your own.. .”



It went some‘ching like that. Shoot | don’t recall the whole song but it was
about a soldier and dancer and the soldier listened to the dancer and
tlﬁat’sjust what tlﬁcg did...blew up their TV. And that’s what | did before
movin’ out here! YCP, blind Faitlﬁ, | sure don’t have a crgstal ba”, but I know
you all mean well and have blind faith that mag]ae Joseph has the right

idea.”

Mo”y has a smile as wide as a crescent moon, “Wo00 wee, l:age and
Deloris. That’s what you alwags sketched, the beautg of nature. Trees and
Plants, and birds) bees and butterflies. And you gave me insPiration and
this group a focus of connection, streng‘ch, ﬂexibilitg and change. The tree
sculpture caPturecl all of that and then some. And all oFgou in this room
have given me your honcstg In sO many different ways, that | was and still
am being more honest with my obsessiveness that blocked my heart
connection in my Pre\/ious relationship with my ex. |am able to see more
clearlg that same obsessive behavior cncjudging, blaming andjus’t thinking
about my self. How I think, in a relationship, what affects me. Not even
consiclering the effect of what | may be Projecting towards another. Jim,
many times | thought that the poses | had you do was therapg for you.
Then after awhile I realized that theg were agecting me. Once | let g0 of my
obsessive behavior, I was able to ﬁna”g open my heart. I feel so much more
alive now. Just being aware of the energy of another person. Engagecl in

the other versus obsessed with mgsehc.”
Mo”g gives us all the Namaste salutation. | bow to the light within you.

Arthur clears his tlﬂroat, “Itis aPProPriate that | follow Mo”g.

Obsessiveness of cultural upbringing, Is a reason | came to America. Yet



what happenecl is that the tradition of my ancestors are still part of my
being. My work with the donabe bowls and my art are all classical
Japanese. My relationsl']il:) with Mo”g Is a stigma on our tradition
concerning mixed marriage. Even though we are not marrieo‘) itis Par‘c of
what | struggle with. will my Familg honor Mo”g as theg would i my
relationship is with a Japanese woman? Josel:)h, Blue Cloud, and Wa”dng
stick follow their cultural traditions. Now that I sense a sPecial relationship
between Maggie and Blue Cloud, magbe we can helP each other
concerning tribal traditions. My Personhoocl has been somewhat of a
hindrance in my relationships. My Japanese Zen Buddhism Practice
contradicts my concern with Familg tradition. There are Japanese men who
marry Foreign women. In my case my Familg lineage is very traditional
Japanese. Theg will be kind but will it be kindness from the heart or out of
consideration for my choice. So on one hand 1 feel liberated from
attachment to ?amilg tradition and on the other | am burdened Oy It. Also,

our tradition is the male as bread winner and female as stag at home with

children. There are these norms that are Par’t of the traditional cultural
marriage. Yet here I am, in America with a woman who is liberated and not to
be thwarted bg what might seem normal to being a traditional wife. Wa”dng
Stick warned Maggje about honoring her new name sake? Honoring Blue
Cloud’s Position? Is that what | heard before, when Maggie shared? Is there

a relationshil:) Forming similar to mine with Mo”g? And is it of my concern?

All eyes turn towards Mo”g who looks over at Walking Stick and she
immec:liate|9 responds, “we are all a liberated group of Peoplejust Forming
this union of varied beliefs and culture. If this group is to survive we need

to hOﬂOF each other na wag that BHOWS us to ]ZDC ]CFCC From SCl]C O}DSCSSiOﬂ.



We neecl to honor the o‘cher Person N a way that lets the energy cnc the
oneness ﬂow. We neecl to be aware o1C the natural ﬂow o1C this earth ancl a“
earthlg beings. Your concern will be love as connection. Love as

compassion. And compassion as God Love!”

Joni~1am Iooking around the room and seeing a lot of different
exPressions. Frank has his eyes cast down. Sadie seems like she is in a
state of anticil:)ation. Jenny has a sweet smile) Sammie isn’t giving angthing
away. Deloris has a c]uizzical look. Faye has her egebrows raised. Jerry is
looking at Jim who is looking at Julian who'is looking at me. | am reminded
of an old John Magha” tune “l am looking back at her to see if she is
looking back at me to see if I'm looking back at her « . Just being quiet to
gather my thoughts feels so goocl. ’'m Feeling empowerecj. | don’t feel
vulnerable and emotional right now. Calm that’s what 'm Feeling. | clear my
throat.

“We”) you have all covered a lot of territorg and I felt each one of you
emotiona”g. That’s to say that | connected with you all at some level. My
time spent with Sammie has had an impac‘c on me too. A Psgchological
healing. One thing for certain chasing for Phgsical love in relationships with
men left me emptg with a lack of real connection. 1 was so focused on
having a special relationship with Jim that | didrn’t have the wherewithal to
form other relationships within this group. When Julian reached out to me
and offered a suPPorti\/e ?riendship that is when | realized my obsession
with self. Last night [ was ﬁna”g able to connect with Jim ciigerentlg than
ever before. When | first met Jim and we did a Workshop together the theme
was loving unconditiona”g. Despite that knowleclge what I found was

there’s alwags been some sort of conditions. What | am realizing now is that



loving someone is about connec‘cing with that person. Listening and being
inthe “space” of the other Person’s presence, if that makes sense. Now |
have the wisdom to live my life exPerientia”g. And tonight I have

experiencecl all of 5ou.”

| can’t help but let my smile shine. | am exhilarated to feel a release of Pent
up SOrrow and self Pit9~ Now as | look around the entire room, the
expressions have softened and slowlg expressions clﬁange from
wonderment to smiles. | sense that everyone agrees what real connection

means .

“Beau’chcu”g said Joni.” It’s Megan the last of the group to speak. “Ilwant to
thank you all for a“owing me the OPPortunitg to be with this gamily. Before
| left for Tal:)as with Jim I had read a book bg Gary Chapman called The
Five Love Languages. It is all about the different ways we gjve and receive
love. It filled me with more knowledge. More teaching. | have been taught
many concepts. By attenc‘ing Tapas | have obtained wisdom through
exPeriencing my internal Feelings through meditation and self realization. |
dor’t have the sense that | know it all. Every ounce of knowleclge | learned
does not compare to the wisdom | recentlg gainecl. l want to gjve a shout
out to Nirvana for her support, encouragement and inspiration to attend

Tal:)as.”

“Letus Prag.” It's Frank with his eyes closecl, head bowed and hands
clasl:)ecl. “To the spirit that dwells in each one of us. To the power of Gocl,
the great creator of all that is. To whatever form or formlessness He
rcpresents to each of us, let us recognize the Great Creator of all that IS,
no matter what our belief is on how we got here, let us honor each other as

the special beings we are and the sPecial energy that is in all life forms.”



“Well said F‘rank, thank you. Blue Cloud is Preparing the sweat loclge. As
we hike down the mountain side take time to prepare for this ceremony of
going inward bg stoPPing every so often and taking in the natural beautg
of this basin. Honor your individual Path that you have taken throughout
your life. The evolution of this group and the clgnamics that continue to
evolve might lead to a more Peace?ul life than the urban life you have come
from. But no matter where you are it is up to you incliviclua”g to make
peace with your soul. Then peace with others and Familg will come
natura”g. | am Wa”dng Stick and 1 am so fortunate to be with you all. You
gjve me hope in these turbulent times. And I am Feeling so blessed that you
have welcomed mgsehc, Blue Cloud and Josel:)h and our indigenous

ancestors into your worlcls.”

“As you take the triP to the loc:lge, you might consider going in silence,” a
suggestion from Nirvana. “This is a goocl time for some contemplation.
Perhaps something that was shared bg your c:o”eagues resonates with
you. And take your time. E‘njoy the hike. There are several trails down so

9OU)” have some SPBCC. We Wl” Slolw 9OU at thC IOClgC.”

We shuffle out the door. | hanga right and g0 towards the end of the deck

to |inger awhile. Julianjoins me. She takes my hand in hers and we have a

tender exchange with our eyes. She snuggles up to me and | place my arm
around her back with a hand on her side. We look out over toward the

meadow and the scull:)tures. The bronze tree with ﬁgures. Mg focus is the
Bison and JOSCPI’]. Where can he be? I wonder how his final vision quest IS

tuming out. And how will his vision manifest.



“It's beautiful, isn’t it Jim?”
“You mean the scuipture or the view?”

“Boti*n, all of it. Even this evening as the sun sets and all of the sharing. A
communitg torming of triencisl'lips. And magbe relationships of lovers? Do
you get the sense tiwat Maggie anci Blue Cloucl have more than a one time

sexual encounter manitesting’?”

“Most certainlg, That’s their meeting Place, under the Buffalo. When I came
up to camp, there was alreacig a fire Pit set up complete with stacked
firewood. The grass has been matted down as if deer or elk bed down
there on a niglntlg basis. And the way Walking Stick reminded Maggje that

she didn’t need to share too much.”

“1 did Pick up on tnat, yet there are the cultural aspects same as what
Arthur shared.”

“Yes both of those relationships will be interesting to watch. Will there be a

new way towards marital relationship or will theg follow old traditions? |

would say that our relationsi'iip broke the mold of our tamiig iineage. And it
was not easy, between our traditional tribal exPectations and even us
going tlﬂrough all we've been through. Breaking the old Patterns of whom
was resPonsiHe for what in raising a tamilg and relating as “husband and

»n»

wife” versus as “friends and soulmates”.

“Hummm, 3eah it was not casy. Even now, to be honest with you, l was, oh
how should | put it, | was surpriseci when Joni shared her stay in your

sieel:)ing bag. | ttiought you needed some space for contemplation.”



“1 did not expect that at all. Just as I did not expect to find a camp site set
up under the buffalo. What was different is that | went with the moment,
and trusted the strength of our relationslﬂip. Especia”g what we had to
deal with between Frank and Joni. So 9ea|1) old patterns of Fearing an
outcome that might result in clivicling us. Or being present for another’s
needs to be met, in an honorable way. That you must know for sure. There

was nothing other than discussion.”

“What is it with you guys, how you describe what I am sure Proclucecl some

emotions as it it were a business meeting. Did you have some emotions with

whatever you and Joni...DISCUSSED?”

That Procluced a smile and chuckle from me, “well yes, she teared up and |

felt her emotiona”g. And no, | did not tear up, | gave her a Pec|< on the
forehead.”

“Ugh, you sound SO, SO oh compassionate! Pl gjve you that only because |
know you. And you didr’t gve her a Peck, you kissed her on the forehead
with a breath of tenderness. Am | riglﬁt?”

“Thank you Julian, thanks for the acknowledgement. Yeah, there was a
sweet flow of energy and a true sense of completeness. How she can love
more Fu”g now. You heard her share. There is a light slﬁining from her eyes
again. She has seen her Fo”g.”

“Thanks for te”ing me that Jim.”

“l want to make you aware of some of the ways we men actua”g do show
some emotion. Start Paging attention to when we choke on Wordsj or take

deeP breatlﬂs, or go into deFencling or denial. Those are times when we are



getting emotional butjust have a hard time cxl:)ressing. | have witnessed it in
the mens group. We sPencl time ﬁncling the emotion in our bocly. Sometimes
wejus’c have to scream, and bang tlﬂings before we can rca”9 cry. You
noticed the boclg languagc from Frank and Jerrg, how he kind of choked a
little when he shared about his walk with Sammie. You know how sometimes
it will take hours or c:lags for me to process a situation before I can rea”g

connect with emotion.”
“What are you te”ing me?”

“Don’t gjve up on us guys. We need to connect with our emotions and
those of others. That’s the onlg way we will change the Pat’cem of the male
and female roles. The cultural change IS happening. Kind of mixed up in
some ways, with the pronouns and gencﬂer conclitioninggoing on. But |
trust with sincere guiclance we will all benefit in a way where normalitg will

Prevail and men and women will be more accepting of their diferences.”

“Hummm, | hear you Higlﬁl\/\e, [ am glacl neither of us gave up on the other. |

love you. Shall we start on our hike?”

“Yeah, you go ahead. I want to take in the scene right now. Remember

when I told you about ﬁnding that you tube music with the Picture of the
clouds and glowing light. l thought | saw small ﬁgures sitting in the clouds.
Loo|<, see evergbodg spreacl out througl'x the meadow? | am grooving on

the scene. You g0 love, l Wi”join you at the loclge.”

We embrace with a longgentle kiss and heart felt hug. Julian, ﬁna”g backs
away and lets go of my hands. With eyes glistening, she turns andjoins the

others as Part of the wanclering souls. When she reaches grass, she takes



off her shoes. I watch as she starts her descent. | am mesmerized NOwW, and
slow|9 make my way Pas‘c Joseloh and the Bison. | Pack the sleeping bag
and head down. I think 1 hear a voice, “My White Buffalo Man”. 1look up at
Joseph and recall his |aughter when I asked him long ago, wlﬁg do you
sketch me like a bison and he said, “because you are hairg like a butfalo! 1

mumble to the sculpture of Joseph, “thank you for being in my life.”

We are all gathereci near the fire Pit being tended to bg the three sisters as
tlﬂeg walk hot rocks into the loclge. We are all here excePt for Julian. Blue
Cloud is giving some instructions, “Jim I want you at the west end of the
medicine wheel. Each oﬂjou gravitate near where you are &:eling inclined
to sit. Let’s keep a circle so we can pass Pil:)e.” We maintain a silence and
hear a splash in the creek and a thrashing in the bush. It’s a moose. She
gjves us one look and continues on. A few seconds pass and Julian in all
her gloxy aPProaches with a smile on her face. Her hair is blowing in the
breeze, there’s some sphagnum moss tangled in her curls, a few small Pine
cones glued to her skirt bg the sap. She has a handful of flowers and her
bare feet are muddied. Blue Cloud speaks, ““h Ho, let us go into the Iodge

now. Julian you will sit 139 me, in the east under the ausPices of wisdom.”

We enter the loclge and evergboclg grabs afur Piece to sit and |89 on. We
start to find where we want to sit. | am surPrised to see that we are all
gather towards the west quaclrant. Liberation. Nobodg on the North or
South nodes. Blue Cloud starts to |augh. Fina”g he sPeaks, “so the white
man thinks he is liberated. How can this be? What are you liberated from?
We need a circle. 1 would like to Place you along either the north or south
side of the circle. Jerry Please come sit along my right side. Joni, Please

occupy the South node for you are tlne woman of the south. Maggie you



take the North Node woman of the North. Mo”9 and Arthur sit on either
side of Maggje. Sammie you and Sadie Please sit either side of Joni. Jenny
| am not sure where to Placc you, but I think you and Frank can sit on
either side of Jim. Deloris and Faye, how about Deloris you sit next to
Julian and Faye you keep Jerry company. Good thank you all for this
special gathering. We are going to pass PiPe now. As you Pug, considered
your Position in this circle of friends. The Pipe represents both the
masculine and feminine. Our Passing Pipe is for peace between our core
group. Letus see a union of cooperation and unclerstanding. Your
Pcrceptions will not serve angboclg. Self obsession will not serve the
group. The Medicine Wheel is a Place to pray and meditate for your
l’lealing. Healinggour inner struggles. Create a vision and clarifg the
changes you Persona”g need to make to become a Fu”g integrated person
to serve societg withjo% kindness and love in your heart. You can onlg do
that when you dissolve all that you iclenthcg with or latch onto, tl*n’nking
“this is who | am. This is what | have become” Yet the seasons Change, the
wind blows, evergtlﬁing changes. Even the earth goes througlﬁ erosion and
it’s Phgsical asPect changes. Contemplate on nature and the nature of

your being.”

The air is filled with smoke. Steplﬁanie and Nirvana Put some more hot
rocks in the fire ring. A little water is sprinklecl on top and the hiss of the

steam Permeatcs the air. We are still.

“Frank, | would like you and Jim to reconstruct the old barn near here. The
one with all of the ancient equipment. We will call it Mo”g’s Barn. This will be
a meeting Place for connection and therapg as you like to call it. Jenng will

work with you. Jenn9 you will be in charge and clesign the space. I know



some of you have started a group, keep it going. When you counsel
together and you gain wisdom over your demons, you will be elders or as
you call it mentors for others. As you all bare your soul) you will see what
counsel you need. You will all gain the wisdom to serve others. There will be
others that come to live as community. Joseph’s vision for community
amongst this group is what he felt could be achieve for he saw all oFgour

compassion for each other. And it is that compassion that will serve you

and others the best. There is a different world developing. As you are all
aware the man made forces of power are shhcting. The economies will be
different, alliances will be different and choices will be made. Try will be
attempts towards a free world away from a totalitarian tgpe of governi ng.
Not to mention the mechanization of man and Al. This community will
require being and living with nature. God’s true abundance in this creation
is of nature. The incligenous People are the true nationalist of this country.
And tlﬂeg are true nationalist of all countries. We have waited a Iong time to
return. So be it. It is time now for us to lag and be still. Drift off nowto a
transcendent state knowing we are all one as brothers and sisters of the

Great Creator.”

Drumming starts and there are native chants echoing from distant voices.

And so I drift off. with thoug]ﬁts of the essence of existence. What is the
purpose of life? When 1 had my glimpse of bliss, whg is it that | have to exist
on this Plane’t’:’ Service with gratituc:le? Was | cloing karmic yoga all these
gears? Is my purpose to do bhakti-yoga? The cloucls, above the clouds |
drift. Breathe in breathe out. Inhale, exhale. Images of Mo”g, Sammie,
Frank, Joni, Sadie, Jerry, Megan, Jenny, Arthur, Blue Cloud, Wa”dng stick
and Julian my soulmate lover. Their images, ﬁading. Are theg leaving this



Planc too? | dri?’c, as | drift who is that in my vision, Nirvana? | she her in this
dream state, smiling at me as she did once before. The Bliss of Nirvanal |

| et It Be. And the chimes of a heavenlg choir burst through, it crescendos
into full sounds of Trumpets and Horns and 1 drift into the Delta State and
then | sense the explosion of Gamma Rays! | awake startled. I sit uPright
and look around the circle. It’s Julian I see, also uPright at the wisdom
node. There is some steam and | notice we are the only ones left in the
sweet loclge. She 961[:)5 our customary “HU”. | gelp back. I see her rise and
beckon to me. Come my love, let us meander to the cabin this is a special
night. We have completecl a critical stage of the vision. We are part of
community. | rise as she takes my hand. 1 feel alittle WObb19 and her
strengtlﬁ settles me. We walk to the creek and as we Cross, the Moose
Familg greets us. Theg watch and give us a nod. We smile Julian,
acknowleclges them, “you take care oFgour Familg, papa. We Promise to
take care oFgour natural surrounclings. This is you space we will live in

harmong.”

We make it to the cabin, someone started the fire, it's toasty in here.

There’s a note on the table, | Pic:k it up and read it out loud,

Julian and Jim, “that mockingbird’s gonna sail away, that big fat moon is
gonna shine like a spoon, you’re going to let it, kick your shoes off, do not
?ear, that bottle over there...” and we both take a Peek at the bo’t’clc, “Is
Reeds Ginger Ale, drink it up and celebrate your love tonightl” We both
love you dearlg, signecl Frank and Joni.

And SO that’s wl'xat we clo. Enjog tlﬁe colcl Montana night n the Warmtl'l o1c

CBCI"I other’s lOViﬂg embrace.
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The Sawtooth Communitg - This is the finale of the Journeg of Love

series. It is currentlg in Procluc:tion. Here’s an excerpt;

We are seated at the small table in the Pioneer cabin where it all started a
second time for Julian and 1. The fire has warmed the cabin, food has been
eaten hours ago. We ate in silence. It was hard to look at each other. S0
many memories and thoughts. So much love bursting in this little cabin. The
energy wanting to blow out the walls. Wanting to escape the moment. I felt

it, she felt it.



“You’re going through with this, this vision quest? Now? Without me? This
time it’s your turn to abandon me and 1Cami|9. And your Familg has grown
begoncl angthinggou ever imaginecl. How do you explain 9oursel1c?” Julian
stands and reaches the toP shelf and Places a Whiskg bottle on the table.
It hasn’t been touched.

«Oh my love, Julian, all omcgour sugering is mine and all oycgourjog IS mine.
The beautg of the sugering s it passes intojog, if you let it. And you know

how to witness the sugering and move tojog.”

There’s a knock at the door. 1t’s rather loud. The latch is turned and it

slowlg creaks open. “Jim, Julian?” It’s Frank.
“Come in,” we both mumble the simple greeting,

“How are we c‘oing here my friends? Jim, there is a sadness Permeating the

lancl around these Parts.”

Julianis streaming tears. Tlncg started the moment she abruptlg Placecl the
Whiskeg on the table. Frank Puts an arm around Julian. His big heart full of

so much comPassion for this woman he once loved and alwags will.

“So you are going up to the Medicine Wheel on Big Horn Peak? Where
Joseph started his final Vision Quest? It’s winter coming on and up there it

has started in earnest. Whg not wait unti] the late sPring at least.”

“Itis my time Frank. Julian knows it cleep in her heart. The gricnc is hard to
let 2o of. f:rank, Please take care of Julian. And Julian live your life to the
fullest. Care for Frank. When you grieve, grieve not out of Pitg for your

loss. Grieve for the times we have sl:)ent toget]ﬁer. Make it a celebration of



a” the rough oceans o1C emotion that we navigatecl through and a” oF the

clouds we floated on.” Julian takes my hand in hers.

There’s another knock on the door, the latch turns again and as it creaks

open wejust stare as Maggie enters.

“Oh, sorry but I think | belong here too. To shed a tear? Julian, my sister |

feel your clespair. Jim, reconsider who you are leaving behind.”

“| wi” never leave any of you behincl. How couH that ]36: when you a” have
buried me cleep in your hearts. If I do not return in form, you will still know
me as being and you can communicate with my presence. [ will never leave

»

HOU.

“It1s amazing that we crossed Paths 5O many years ago to “be here now” as
the saginggoes.” Maggie chuckles at the memory of our school clag
discussions. “Thanks you James for all that you have done here. For this

communitg.”

“We”, Maggie, f:rank, Julian, all 1 have done is let energy pass through me.
And it came in so many different ways. Througlﬂ this human form a divine
spirit flowed. Nobodg can define how that happens. When the opportunit9
to grab onto that energy passes onto ano’chcr, if it's beautiful energy do
not let it go. Hangon to it, love it be grategul for those wonderful
moments. Never let that beautiful state g0. Witness evergtlﬁing, but stay in
that beautiful state and all gri@c will dissipate.”

There is the third knock on the door and a swift oPening of the creak9
door. It’s Joni, full of crying eyes. She looks at Julian, and Julian gjves her

a nocl, ‘yes Joni, shower him with your love.”



And Joni Places her full lips with tears on them, and encapsulates mine,
our tongues ta”dng. Communicating with the memory of a long ago kiss.
There is no time or space. All in this room had been waiting for this moment
for a very long time. Fina”g with an cxasperatecl rasp, “thank you Julian for

a”owing me with all your grace to have this moment.”

The last knock on the door? It creaks open as the image of Wa”dng Stick
slips into the room. “Friends, it is time for Jim’s sweat with Blue Cloud.
Julian, I will walk you and Jim to the loclge. Please say your goocl bges and

leave this area. Tonight is a sacred night for Jim and Julian to be in union.”

Walking stick closes the door behind her and waits outside. We all stand,
looking at the Whiskeg, untouched but know the signiﬁcance of what was

once called the truth serum. We hold hands in a circle of friendship and
love. There is an energy | can feel sizzling between us all. | am certain that
we all feel it in our own way. With tears of sorry andjog we silcntlg touch
foreheads as a sign of brotherhood and sisterhood. A sense of oneness

PCFV.SCICS.

As we file out of the cabin, Julian and 1 follow Wa”dng stick. ook over my

ShOUICICT' FOT' one last connection.






