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      By James Kozlik

           A Journey Of Love



The Sawtooth Community


Introduction: In the previous titles, Circumstance and Consequences, A 
Hero’s Journey, The Essence of Existence, and Tapas Jim and Julian 
along with a group of acquaintances whom became dear friends, had 
been asked to form a small community. Joseph, Jim’s Medicine Man and 
guide leaves and does his “last Vision Quest” atop Big Horn Mountain 
where a great medicine wheel still exist to this day. Relationships and how 
they evolve are of upmost importance for this endeavor. Blue Cloud is 
Joseph’s nephew and new Medicine Man that guides the “self guided” 
group. The Divine Intelligence of each individual plays out in their lives as 
they struggle to create new identities of Self. And as this happens 
relationships change and honor and respect for each individual pervades. 
Once this happened, the group formed from Molly’s sketch class were 
ready to build the physical community, aware that their personal growth 
and interactions will always be an ongoing process.


“ Without community service, we would not have a strong quality of life. 
It’s important to the person who serves as well as the recipient. It’s a way 
in which we ourselves grow and develop.”


                                                                    Dorothy Height


“We shouldn’t measure everything in terms GDP figures or economics. 
There is something called quality of life.”


                                                                Nigel Farage




Chapter 1: an Avalanche of tears


We are seated at the small table in the pioneer cabin where it 
all started a second time for Julian and I. The fire has 
warmed the cabin, food has been eaten hours ago. We ate in 
silence. It was hard to look at each other. So 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 
family. And your family has grown beyond anything you ever 
imagined. How do you explain yourself?” Julian stands and 
reaches for the top shelf and places a Whisky bottle on the 
table. It hasn’t been touched since Julian’s abandonment issue. 
It was always her truth serum. Until the day Stephanie found 
her in a suffering state of drunkenness. She heaved the bottle 
far into the brush. Thinking that was the end of it. Not so, 
what we seem to need to work on the most raises it’s ugly head 
to surface back into psyche. She replaced the bottle not to 
long ago. As a test of will power.


“Oh my love, Julian, all of your suffering is mine and all of 
your joy is mine. The beauty of the suffering is it passes into joy, 
if you let it. And you know how to witness the suffering and 
move to joy.”


There’s a knock at the door. It’s rather loud. The latch is 
turned and it slowly creaks open. “Jim, Julian?” It’s Frank.


“Come in,”  we both mumble the simple greeting. 


“How are we doing here my friends? Jim, there is a sadness 
permeating the land around these parts.” 


Julian is streaming tears. They started the moment she 
abruptly placed the Whiskey on the table. Frank puts an arm 
around Julian. His big heart full of so much compassion for 
this woman he once loved and always 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. Why not wait until 
the late spring at least.”


“It is my time Frank. Julian knows it deep in her heart. The 
grief is hard to let go of. Frank, please take care of Julian. 
And Julian live your life to the fullest. Care for Frank. When 
you grieve, grieve not out of pity for your loss. Grieve for the 
times we have spent together. Make it a celebration of  all 
the rough oceans of emotion that we navigated through and 
all 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 we just stare as Maggie enters.


“Oh, sorry but I think I belong here too. To shed a tear? Julian, 
my sister I feel your despair. Jim, reconsider who you are 
leaving behind.”


“I will never leave any of you behind. How could that be when 
you all have buried me deep in your hearts. If I do not return 
in form, you will still know me as being and you can 
communicate with my presence. I will never leave you.”


“It is amazing that we crossed paths so many years ago to “be 
here now” as the saying goes.” Maggie chuckles at the memory 
of our school day discussions. “Thank you James for all that 
you have done here. For this community.”


“Well, Maggie, Frank, Julian, all I have done is let energy pass 
through me. And it came in so many different ways. Through 
this human form a divine spirit flowed. Nobody can define 
how that happens. When the opportunity to grab onto that 
energy passes onto another, if it’s beautiful energy do not let 
it go. Hang on to it, love it, be grateful for those wonderful 
moments. Never let that beautiful state go. Witness 
everything, but stay in that beautiful state and all grief will 
dissipate.”


There is the third knock on the door and a swift opening of 
the creaky door. It’s Joni, full of crying eyes. She looks at 



Julian, and Julian gives her a nod, “yes Joni, shower him with 
your love.”


And Joni places her full lips with tears on them, and 
encapsulates mine, our tongues talking. 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. Finally, with an exasperated rasp Joni says, “thank you 
Julian for allowing me with all your grace to have this 
moment.”


The last knock on the door? It creaks open  as the image of 
Walking 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 
lodge. Please say your good byes 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 Whiskey, 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 I can feel sizzling between us all. I am certain that we 
all feel it in our own way. With tears of sorry and joy we 
silently touch foreheads as a sign of brotherhood and 
sisterhood. A sense of oneness pervades. 


As we file out of the cabin, Julian and I follow Walking Stick. I 
look over my shoulder for one last connection. I see the backs 
of my dearest friends as they single file down the pathway 
back to their homes on this scared land. We cross the creek 
and get to the opening in the bush where the sweat lodge is 
located. The fire is smoldering and still holding some rocks. 
Walking Stick moves the entry flap aside. Julian and I enter. 
Blue Cloud motions for us to sit across from him in the 
western quadrant. The direction of liberation. Julian’s 
avalanche of tears finally cease and her blouse above her 
chest is saturated, like the ground in the late spring or 
summer when some avalanche victims are found. At the 
bottom of the hill, if the rescue team is lucky.


We sit and I can feel Julian’s eyes on me. Blue Cloud speaks, “my 
friends, I can feel Julian’s emotion of fear that you will not 
return. I can feel Jim’s desire and determination to find 



Joseph his one time mentor. There was reason Joseph asked you 
two to form community.  The strength of your relationship 
and the truth you both desire for yourselves and those whom 
are in your sphere of influence is what Joseph saw in his 
vision. You may not realize how you have affected those 
around you. but you feel deeply about the influences in your 
lives and you are so willing to give your whole being to all. 
You live by the notion of a sweet surrender. A surrender to 
the divine as you say it or the great creator as we say it. 
Either way that is why you have been assisted in this endeavor 
in so many ways. Now it is time for you to know deep in your 
heart that you will not be separated. You have been chosen to 
accomplish a small gathering of people to live as one. May 
this new community that is forming strive like the world was 
meant to live in this great creation. Tonight will be your 
final night together. Tomorrow morning I will drive Jim to 
the Big Horn Medicine Wheel. He will find Joseph alive and 
well or he will find his spirit. Jim, you will know what to do 
either way. So tonight take in each others medicine as if it is 
the last time. Take in each others truth, as if it is the last time. 
Take in each others joy as if it is the last time. And honor each 
other. grieve as if it is the last time. Aho, I have spoken. Oh 
yeah, Julian, stay away from the whiskey. Let Frank be your 
council.”


Julian starts to laugh, “oh yeah, Frank used the same truth 
serum. So who put the bottle back in the cabin?” 


“I did.” Is Blue Clouds final retort as he rises and leaves the 
lodge. 


The three sisters enter with furs and blankets, more hot rocks 
and candles. Nirvana even burns some incense. 


Walking Stick speaks, “relish this night like two lovers who 
can not be separated. Love as if you are one. I think you two 
know how to do that.”


As they exit, Stephanie turns and gives us a beautiful smile and 
a peace sign.


Julian looks at me and beckons me over to one of the furs. I 
ask,  “were do we start my love?” As if  it was the first time. 




She takes my hand and places it over her heart as we face 
each other and like second nature I receive her hand over my 
heart and we peer into each others soul. Rather than say 
anything we remain silent. And in this way we enter each 
others soul. 


At some point we make it back to the cabin. I don’t even recall 
when or how, but we find ourselves awake in our bed. One of 
the three sisters must have started a fire for the cabin is 
radiating warmth. There is coffee brewing and smells of a 
full breakfast are on a warming tray on one side of the 
stove top. The table is set. The whiskey bottle is gone, but I look 
at the top of the shelf and there it sits in temptation. We have 
our arms around each other and roll into each other with 
smiles on our faces. 


“My love, you take care of yourself on the journey to find 
Joseph. My guess is you are taking your skies. So be real 
careful. You are not real familiar with that mountain.”


“Yeah, after all these years of back country skiing where I 
know the terrain and avalanche potential, I don’t know 
anything about the Big Horn. I did check the early season 
weather for that area and it sounds like a foot of snow on 
top of about 16 inches. So at least the snow pack is not in mid 
season depth. But still. I hear you.”


“Say this with me…I pray, come on you have to say it. I pray 
for the most benevolent outcome that I (we) find Joseph or his 
spirit. And we pray for Jim’s safe return home.” 


“Thank you Julian. Let’s eat this wonderful breakfast that the 
three sisters left for us. It feels so luxurious to be taken care 
of like this. I feel like a warrior.”


Julian giggles, “you are highme, you are my spiritual 
warrior.”


We finish eating and I have a sense of time, finally. I have a 
hunch that Blue Cloud is waiting for me at the road. 


“Okay, Julian, I think it’s time. My guess is that blue cloud is 
waiting.”




“It is something, how comfortable we could be right now at 
the Grizzly cabin. Just you and me and nature. How’d we get 
involved making a commitment to being in community with 
people we didn’t know much about?”


“I have thought often about that. But remember at molly’s 
last sketch class reunion how she wanted to make it all about 
us. Like reunited lovers in a romance novel. And how we all 
realized it was about all of us in the room that day.”


“It was you my love, that reminded us about that. The oneness 
that the tree sculpture represented. Yeah, I remember the 
feeling of serving something greater than us. Serving the God 
or krsna consciousness the spirit that resides in us all. Serving 
God the highest form of spiritual awakening.”


I raise my eyebrows and with a sheepish smile I say, “your 
spiritual warrior is ready for this mission. The vision of 
community as it shall be.”


We have nervous giggles and chuckles, hug and kiss and I am 
sent on my way. As I walk the path to the road with a dusting 
of snow that fell sometime during the night, I feel refreshed 
and whole, and suddenly I feel alone.


I get to the opening where the path meets the main ranch 
road. And sure enough, Blue cloud has the truck idling and 
and waves a hello. I climb in.


“We’ll have to go to the grizzly cabin so I can get my gear.”


“Yes sir, thank you for doing this Jim. I often dream of my 
uncle and wonder what realm he lives in right now.”


“Yes, I have often wondered myself. He is or was quite an 
inspirational man.”


I turn and look back at the sawtooth. A ridge that looks like 
the teeth of a saw cutting into the distant sky. A good portion 
of the eastern side of the ranch sits below it. Blue cloud must 
have taken notice.


“Jim lets remain silent on this ride. Enjoy this basin as you 
always have. As your native brother, I appreciate how you 
have admired this part of the world.”




Chapter 2: the avalanche

It’s a good six hour drive to the bighorns. It is a very steep and 
slow ride to the top where the medicine wheel is still in place 
as a monument for visitors. There is still plenty of light. It’s 
about one in the afternoon. Our discussions along the way 
mostly evolved about the relationships that formed. The 
bonding of the group and determination to move forward 
without know exactly how it might turn out. We talked 
about how communities of the past are either existing by a 
thread or tend to have a transient feel with the main group 
trying to keep it as a sustainable community. We talked how 
people get restless with a simple lifestyle. But one that requires 
physical work. One that requires the appreciation of nature 
and living with nature, rather than man vs nature. Be one 
with all living things. We never touched on the subject of 
land ownership, or a blue print we might follow. We never 
discussed growth in community. We did discuss how we all took 
the time towards the important first step, making sure we all 
connected with each other. How we all shared our personal 
fears or suffering, however you want to look at it.


And so it’s time. We unload my gear and give a Mano hug to 
each other. Blue cloud climbs back into the truck and I watch 
as the exhaust fumes condense with the cols air. 


And I feel alone again. But I refuse to dwell in loneliness. I put 
on my ski pack, get my skies over my shoulder and with my 
light weight tele  boots already on I trudge over to the west 
direction of the medicine wheel. I look around and see what 
appears to be a long not too steep of a grassy slope. I say that 
because I don’t see stumps or rock outcroppings. I can only 
hope that there is enough early season snow to have a nice 
glide down. At a certain point I notice that the slope narrows 
with trees on both sides. I also notice what appears to be a 
finger of a chute on the right. It’s hard to tell, all I can guess 
is that the break in that tree line must be hiding something 
coming off the steep side slope that goes into this draw. So why 
am I picking this as the place to look for Joseph? Well, first off 
it is facing west and the west is the direction of liberation. I 
also see what appears to be a large pond near the bottom of 
the slope. I see what appears to be a teepee. I could be wrong 



but my sense is that would be a wonderful choice for a vision 
quest. It is something of how many times when I made my 
ascents that I thought of yogis, or buddhas or indigenous 
people, even the pioneers making treks in all sorts of 
conditions. Just to be alone and discover meaning in their 
lives? Was that it? Or was it to discover what looms around 
the next bend in the road? And what where their thoughts? I 
decide not to use toe clips since I am uncertain of how this 
slope or that chute to the right might behave. If there is a 
slide I want my skis popping off. I adjust my poles and slide out 
in a horizontal line to the slope. I jump and kick hard to see if 
I can set anything off. snow in motion, or a fracture line 
anything that would tell me not to ski it. The base seems pretty 
good. Not icy under the top layer of fresh pow! You might be 
thinking if I am prying or asking for the most benevolent 
outcome. But instead I am in sweet surrender to the snow 
gods. And if this is my liberation to another realm, perhaps 
the glimpse I had after death, floating above the clouds, is 
meant to be. Okay, I am set to go. I don’t use pole straps around 
my wrist. I make the commitment to go. I start with a few 
tentative turns and everything feels good, the snow feels 
stable with a nice cushy feeling below the surface. My turns 
become less cautious and I am on my way with concise 
measured turns. As if I am lead in a figure eight contest. It is 
so exhilarating, the first turns of the year. Effortless, no 
thought, just presence. I get nearer to the right hand chute 
that caught my attention when I was scoping out the line. The 
route I am on has narrowed and as I pass the opening on my 
right I take a quick look up and notice that it is a pretty steep 
and narrow chute. It doesn’t take long before I hear a 
rumble of sorts…a slide has started. There is no way I will out  
run it. so I continue to ski anticipating when I might feel being 
dragged under. There is some sluff passing along side me and 
it’s not from my turns, it is moving much faster. I feel my skies 
being grabbed and a force of snow like I have never felt 
before. The poles are ripped from my hands and I start a 
swimming action with my arms, trying to stay above the 
onslaught of heavy snow. I pop out of my three pin bindings 
and have the freedom to kick my legs but it’s not enough. I 
fight to stay in the swimming action and suddenly I see a 
moccasin whizz by my right side, followed by a long stick that 



zips past my head. A spear? I am being pulled under so I quickly 
get my hands in front of my mouth. Then it’s “lights out”. 
Everything has stopped. I feel for my legs and realize that 
they aren’t pinned in some awkward position. Okay, I 
immediately start moving my fingers to make an air pocket 
around my mouth. I make it bigger and bigger. I seem to have 
more movement than I anticipated. I feel what seems like a fist  
poking my right rib. I can use my left hand to make a bigger 
opening to my right and somehow it feels like I poked through 
a cavity in the snow. I can move my hand and feel a face? I 
scream “hello?”  


“Hey,” is the response. “Whose there?” 


“Me!”


“Dig”


I dig and make a bigger opening. I can turn my head a little 
and through my goggles I see, in amazement, “Joseph?, Joseph!!”


“Jim, get us out of here!”


“There’s not much time before this snow starts to freeze.”


“Can you stand up?”


“I don’t know.”


“Stand up.”


“How”


“Like a buffalo, you’re my white buffalo. Stand up!”


And I can get in a kneeling position easier than I expected. I 
push myself up and poke through the snow. Big chunks fall 
away and I can see that we are at the bottom of the slope and 
avalanche. Wow, how fortunate. It’s not that deep. I wiggle 
myself out and immediately start digging for Joseph?… with 
my little avalanche shovel that was on my pack. I go easy so I 
don’t jab him. I start using hands again and clear a space 
from around his head. My Joseph!


“What are you doing here?”




“I came to see you!”


“Get me out of here, it’s cold.”


It doesn’t take too long. I thank God that it was an early 
season slide. Not much snow base yet. My guess is that right 
hand chute slides several times throughout the season.


“Pull me out now Jim.”


“Your a pretty big guy Joseph, let me dig a little more.”


“My brother, bison have broad shoulders and big strong 
necks, pull!!”


And so I do and before you know it Joseph is laying on top of me 
face to face and we are laughing. Maybe at our luck with 
fate. “I knew it in my bones that I would find you. Blue cloud 
didn’t know if I’d find you or your spirit!”


“You found both,” he rolls off of me and we get up.


“Let’s go my foot is cold.”


I look down and he is missing a moccasin. “Here I will give you 
a sock.” I unbuckle my right boot and luckily I have a thick 
sock over a thin sock. I give him the thick sock to put on his 
foot.


“Over there,” Joseph nods.


I look in the direction and notice a teepee about a hundred 
yards away. Near the pond. We hurry over there. I open the 
flap and peer inside, “wow, you are well fortified. I thought a 
vision quest was a minimalist activity.”


“Not for me, especially since I was told that I was still needed 
to go over the vision with you all!” Joseph chuckles. “Now let 
me inside, I need to get wrapped up. there’s a stack of wood 
behind the teepee, you can start a fire and we will smoke pipe, 
my friend.”


So that is what I do. Gather wood, and make a fire over some 
smoldering coals. Joseph is packing his pipe. A beautiful, long 
stemmed pipe made from an antler. With a bead work wrap 
and some leather strands and feathers hanging down from 



the bowl end. Both ends show a lot of use, shaded with a 
brown resin from the tobacco. 


“Joseph, did you suspect me to eventually show up, looking for 
you?”


He starts sucking, getting the filled bowl to light. Here come 
some puffs of sweet smoke. He blows out a large puff and 
answers, “good question my friend. Let’s just say it’s all part 
of the mystery of why we connect with whom we connect with 
when we are supposed to connect with a particular life 
form.”


“You’re sounding like a sage.”


“Thanks for finally acknowledging me that way Jim.”


“Guru, sage, wise one, whatever. It has always been hard for 
my ego self to acknowledge that someone has a better 
understanding of life than me.”


“So when did you become humble?”


“When I modeled for molly’s sketch class. I was determined to 
use that phase of my life as a metaphor to bare my soul. And 
let other souls be my guru’s, sages, therapist whatever.” The 
pipe is passed and I draw in some sweet smoke. 


“So my friend, you skied the west direction of the great 
Medicine wheel. The direction of liberation. And you have been 
positioned in many sweats in the lodge, with Julian by your 
side at the western node. You have trusted blue clouds 
council. Correct?”


I nod yes. Joseph takes a draw and gives a puff, hands me the 
pipe. There’s a brief silence. “Does Julian trust her divine source 
as you are doing?”


“She keeps me on track. Keeps reminding me to trust the 
universe. I know it now as divine intelligence.” I place a few 
more logs on the fire. The teepee has warmed up nicely with 
the top flap open just enough to act as the prefect chimney. 


“I am starting to warm up this ancient body. My soul feels 
renewed to have you here. This vision quest can be lonely at 



times. Fortunately I have become part of my natural 
surroundings. And I relish chatting with the birds and 
talking with the moose and deer. Gathering the roots and 
berries.”


I watch as Joseph packs the pipe away in its’ special sack. He 
treats it with such reverence. Part of what I take as a ritual. 
Much like making the first slow brew of coffee in the 
morning. I am thinking, how wonderful it is to observe 
another culture. Same as when I was in India. How each 
culture has it’s ways, and not just the culture, but people who 
have garnered the methodical way of life as a hedge against 
this fast passed society. 


“You know, Joseph, I have been thinking how our worldly 
system has progressed from using simple tools and preforming 
simple tasks as a means towards our survival within the 
kingdom of abundance. How we became over time so 
industrious that soon we used up resources faster than they 
could be replaced. And how we needed more and more and 
more until we grew so big and invented things so much better 
than whatever came before the previous way of doing things 
that we went from being people to being consumers for a 
small band of wealth seekers. I always wondered why we 
competed to out do the other. A viscous cycle of madness with 
little time to enjoy what was already plenty to enjoy.”


“Enough said Jim. You have the vision. My white buffalo 
friend. There is some jerky over there in that pouch next to 
you. Let’s eat. I have some dried berries that the bears left for 
me over here. We will feast and sleep soundly. This is a 
campground that not to many people use. Tomorrow we will 
follow the draw down to a hunting lodge. I know the people. 
They keep me supplied. We will stay in a cabin for a few days 
and they will feed us good and get you some other clothing if 
you want. After we discuss how the physical community might 
continue to take shape. they will call blue cloud and he will 
come get you. He is not far from here. He is on the res.”


“How did he know to stay close by?”




“It’s as much as a mystery to me as to you. I say that without 
really knowing. Just a sense since we are connected as wise 
medicine men.” Joseph laughs hardily!


Chapter 3: the grand plan

It is early morning. The sun has not come over the top of the 
ridge yet, even though the dawn has broken and there is blood 
sky above us. I had already started a fire and found Joseph’s 
coffee stash, and have that brewing. I can hear some gentle 
snores coming from his bed roll. It’s a big twenty foot teepee so 
I have some room to do a few sun salutations. I sit and 
meditate on each chakra. Then I do a meditation I learned at 
tapas. The soul sync meditation. I start out with eight full 
conscious breaths, using my thumb and fingers to count. I 
follow with eight more full breaths but this time I hum on 
the exhale. I hear a grunt from Joseph and hear him roll 
over. Now I breathe eight times and pay attention to the 
slight pause between the inhale and exhale. The next eight 
breaths I silently say on the exhale, ah hum, meaning I am. 
And I visualize Now I hold the tips of my thumbs and index 
fingers and just meditate on a golden light permitting every 
cell and tissue in my body. I am unlimited consciousness. I am 
pure energy. I set an intention for our safe exit out of this 
area to the hunting lodge. And I also visualize the community 
at the ranch. I open my eyes and Joseph is looking at me.


” Your morning ritual, Jim?”


“Yes, it has become that. And a cup of coffee as I sit in 
contemplation. It is starting to smell like bacon in here.”


“I have some eggs scrambled too, with baked beans. We will eat 
good, the lodge is not far from here, but if we get in another 
avalanche I want to be buried with a full stomach!”


“I like that thinking Joseph.”  He pours me another cup of 
coffee and we set our gaze on the fire and red hot coals. 




Julian - it’s early morning. There is a glint of light poking 
through the ridge line of sawtooth peak. The coffee is brewing 
and I have a favorite breakfast cooking on the stove. I am 
looking out the window and up the slope that I have watched  
a lone figure trudge up for many years. The only thing 
missing on that slope or at this breakfast table is Jim. Where is 
my soulmate at this hour? Something tells me that something 
has happened. But I don’t grieve in fear. I had a morning 
reading from the book frank gave me long ago. The way of 
mastery - the way of the heart. What I read rang so true this 
morning. right now I know what ever is going on with Jim, I 
am confident that he is finding his way home. “Beloved 
friends, your life - your life - is your way home! If you do not 
live fully, how can you ever arrive home? Therefore, fear 
not your greatness. Fear not the power that comes from 
embracing your life and claiming its value. Live it full out 
with every bit of passion you can muster! Embrace every 
second of it! every time you wash your dish and your cup 
after breakfast, look upon these things and say: my god! This is 
my life! This is my pathway home! And I am going to live it!”


There is a knock at the door. I invited frank for breakfast.


“Come on in.”  


“Good morning darlin’. It smells good in here.” 


Frank meanders over to the shelf and grabs a cup then pours 
himself some hot, dark coffee. As if he has lived in this cabin 
before. Which he has. Several years ago.


“You by the window, looking up at Jim’s private ski hill, brings 
back a memory Julian. A day in time.”


“You can sense where my mind is wandering, eh?”


“Yes little lady, so much emotion that day and the days that 
followed. Lost lovers found and other lovers lost. I am going 
to leave it at that. But I do have some news for you.”


“What is it frank?” I turn my whole body around to face him.  
“But before you tell me, I just want you to know how 
comforting it is to know you are still here for support. I am 



so lucky to have found two men in my life that treat me as a 
best friend.”


Frank motions with the cup, and I nod yes. He places it on the 
table and gets another for himself.


“Food is ready so dig in big guy.”


We both serve ourselves and sit at the table. We peer into each 
others eyes and after several seconds frank says, “let us pray. 
Thank you lord for your spirit that resides in each of us. 
Thank you for the lesson that “I am you as you are me.” And 
thank you for this wonderful, soulful woman that prepared 
this he man breakfast and sits across the table from me!”


Now how can I not appreciate that prayer. With a twinkle in 
my eye and a giggle from the depth of my heart and soul I 
grab his hands across the table and give them a squeeze. We 
freeze in this space for a short while.


“Ahh hum,” frank clears his throat. We go from holding 
hands to holding eating utensils. “So, Molly and I went back 
to our old contacts when we investigated missing people cases 
with Joseph. We found out that Joseph is alive and well. He set 
up camp on the big horn. Below the medicine wheel. We also 
have been informed that the hunting lodge that is located on 
the north slope of the ridge across from the medicine wheel 
heard an avalanche go off late in the afternoon a couple of 
days ago. There is a chute up there that faces south and slides 
often throughout the winter.” 


Frank stops abruptly and takes in a heap of beans then a half 
slab of bacon and starts chewing. Great, I am left in suspense. 


“I had a sense that something happened. Any more to your 
report? …please, after you get done chewing.” 


Of course he shoves in a fork full of egg scramble and half a 
biscuit first. A pet peeve of mine. But I have learned to just 
smile as if it’s all good. When in reality, I want to remind him 
of his manners. Let’s see, me having the pretense that frank 
stuffing his mouth just when I expected him to speak is okay, 
when it’s not. Is that a denial? The part where I make it seem 
like all is good with me when I am actually suffering because 



his gut is more important than communicating with me? 
Especially since I am clinging to his every word? Wait awhile, 
this krishnaji guru had a great explanation that Megan 
shared with me. But holy moly, it can get confusing. 


Shoot, I am not okay, so I say, “frank before you stuff your 
face one more time, the news of the avalanche, is there more 
or are you done speaking?”


He raises an eye brow, then his head as if I distracted him 
from his present task at hand…eating like a cow. And he says, 
“darlin’, I was about to go there,” then takes a gulp of coffee 
and finally responds, “no.”


I am flabbergasted. All I can do is blow air through my loose 
lips. “Man the way you are demolishing breakfast, Maggie 
will have me as breakfast cook for the dude ranch guest 
instead of gardener.”


“You’d make a good cook Julian.”


“So which no is it?”


“No as in no whereabouts of Joseph and Jim. And no as in I am 
not done speaking. We might want to have a meeting at the 
yellow room and maybe discuss some topics relative to action 
steps for the community to start taking.”


“Is there a request from blue cloud?”


“No he actually is on the res. He told Molly that he sensed 
something might happen so he is there until he gets some news 
from the people at the lodge or hunters.”


“You mean hunters as in hunters finding human bodies?”


“I am glad you put it that way Julian. Julian?” I can see that 
she is finally shook up. She looks distraught and the tears are 
a big giveaway. “My dear,” I stand beside her, kneel and place 
my arm over her shoulder. She turns to me and cries, long 
hard sobs. She cries “just like a woman”. 


Meanwhile…




“Alright Jim let’s start our journey to the hunting lodge. That 
draw, over there takes us around the north side of the ridge, 
where the avalanche came from. That side is safe. There is a 
trail we can follow and it takes us right to the lodge. About 
five or six miles.”


“Okay, can I borrow one of your hiking sticks? You have quite 
a beautiful collection.”


“I have much time to whittle designs and make leather hand 
holds.”


And so we start. It is a mellow incline for a while. After 
about a mile I can see the top of what appears to be a drop off. 
as we approach it, Joseph moves to the south facing slope of the 
deep ravine. The early snow has melted off from this side of 
the ravine. We are able to traverse in such a way that the 
sheer drop off of the middle of the ravine is not as much of a 
factor. There is plenty of loose rock so the walking sticks 
come in handy. We hear some scrambling above us and look 
up to see a mama black bear and her cub heading in the 
opposite direction. They don’t even take notice of us. Joseph 
mumbles something in native tongue, but I don’t know what 
and I don’t ask. We continue on and the forest starts to 
thicken and snow is underfoot. My ski boots are light weight, 
very comfortable and stable in this terrain. Joseph is wearing 
some light weight hiking boots. I would be amazed if he had 
moccasins on. But then again, that’s what he had on when I 
rescued him from the slide. We go maybe another mile and 
stop. There is a small clearing in the sun. Joseph sits on a stump 
and opens a pouch and offers me some bison jerky.


“Jim, has blue cloud mentioned the return of my people to the 
basin?”


“Not directly that I can recall. But Maggie has shared that 
with frank.”


“The bison used to go from the park through yankee Jim 
canyon then paradise valley and eventually end up in the 
grassy plains that surround Livingston. Yellowstone was 
mismanaged a long time ago. The elk and wolf where hunted 
freely. The bison where forced to stay in the park. Any that try 



to roam freely are hazed back into the park. Our people have 
been waiting for the day to mange the wildlife in the greater 
eco system of Yellowstone in a more sustainable way. Part of 
the vision is to see that happen. The world events that are 
taking place will hopefully be a distraction to what will 
happen at the ranch.”


“Are you saying that we, our little group will learn to live 
under guidance from those of your tribe that still know the 
old ways?”


“You are wise to be aware of that. Stay steadfast to blue 
cloud’s and walking stick’s counsel. We will spend the next 
few days going over a plan. One that can be adjusted, just as 
nature makes it’s adjustments. Let us go now.”


And so we start agin. I am so grateful for this reunion. 
Joseph’s words are simple, his meaning is sincere. My thoughts 
are deep. How will we live together? How will we grow and 
not mismanage our resources. How will we be invisible to the 
outside world that is going digital, and artificial, and 
totalitarian? Maybe, that all won’t happen. There is 
definitely a battle raging. But I do not want to let my mind 
wander in fear. I am not wanting to do this out of 
indifference to the world as it is. Rather I choose a lifestyle 
that seems more sensible. That’s all. My sense is that as a group 
we all just want to do this together because of our love for 
each other. And our attraction to a more natural means of 
survival. I see some smoke in the not too far distance. Joseph 
stops again and places his pack down. He motions for me to do 
the same. In silence he takes his pipe out of his pack. Unrolls his 
pouch of tobacco and fills the bowl. 


“My friend, we will smoke pipe. We will offer the Gods our 
gratitude for our safety. We will ask for peace and a place 
to rest and plan and just be. Let us remain in stillness now. 
Feel the breeze, listen to the tree tops and the gurgle of the 
creek, the song of the birds and the mating call of the elk.”


I close my eyes until I smell the puffs of tobacco. Then I open 
them just enough to see where the pipe is handed to me and I 
take it. I relish my first inhale and let the smoke swish in my 
mouth. I taste the sweet tobacco and exhale a puff of smoke. I 



open my eyes and find Joseph’s hand and pass pipe. He is smiling 
and I smile too. There is much joy in knowing my guide. It is 
Joseph I call to when I swing my pendulum. It is Joseph I call to 
for confirmation. It is Joseph that is not just a mentor but 
rather a connection to a mystery that I don’t need to solve. I 
am just a dancer in this dance of life to coin a phrase. It may 
be all folly, but I’d rather believe that it is a connection to a 
divine realm of grace. 


We complete three rounds of passing pipe. A ritual I have 
learned to appreciate with reverence. With meaning and 
context.


Joseph packs his pipe. I hand him some water and we drink. 
Then we silently move in the direction of the smoke. Soon I see 
some roof tops and a clearing that looks like a small parking 
lot. There are a few cars and trucks. There is an elk hanging 
from a rack. Blood draining out of the meat. We stop at the 
bottom of the steps and jus stand for a short while. A man 
appears at the door. 


“Joseph, we were hoping that you were not affected by the 
avalanche.”


Joseph just laughs, “my friend, this is Jim. Blue cloud might 
have mentioned him. Can we have a cabin for a few days? We 
have big plans to discuss. And I told Jim you have good hardy 
food.” He smiles.


The man laughs, “you’re my best advertising. Let me get you a 
key to three.”


He disappears. Joseph looks at me and gives me a thumbs up. 


The man reappears, “Jim, I am ed, my wife is Julie and we 
manage this place with four other people. Another couple 
with a child and two men. We are all part owners. You’ll see 
them around and at eating time. Enjoy your stay. And don’t 
believe anything Joseph tells you!”


They both laugh, “thanks for the compliment, ed. I told him 
the food was good. Did you lose your cook, or are you cooking 
tonight? I don’t like to lie!”




“Room three my friend see you at dinner. Barbecued moccasin 
is on the menu.” 


Chapter 4: considerations

We head to the cabin. Joseph seems to know his way around 
and we find cabin 3 tucked into a pocket of great smelling fir 
trees. We have a couple of bunks and a small wood burning 
fire place. 


“These are good hard working people Jim. We will enjoy our 
stay. Let us get a fire going. I will smudge the room. You can 
start the fire?”


“Sure Joseph, my pleasure. I am impressed how you handled the 
hike. You sure don’t seem like the old body you had referred to 
when you decided to leave us.”


Joseph chuckles, “the Gods have been good to me. They keep 
surprising me with health and good friends. I have so much 
support I don’t know what I do to deserve it.”


“You must be really connected to the universal law that the 
great creator, god has promised us if we use it for good 
action.”


I have the fire going and the cabin smells of sage. Joseph has 
his pipe and tobacco on the table. I see a bag of coffee on a 
shelf next to a blue porcelain coffee pot. The kind you might 
see in a hunting camp fire. I get a pot started. With the fire 
roaring it won’t take long. “Joseph you suppose I can get an egg 
at the lodge to settle the grounds in the pot.”


He smiles, “yes my friend, as long as you don’t ask ed, ask Julie!” 
He laughs as if he is still bantering with ed. I nod and wink. I 
head for the lodge. I see the back of a woman through a back 
door window. I climb the stairs and tap on the window. Oh my 
god, if she doesn’t resemble my Julian. She comes over and 
opens the door. 


“Hello, what can I do for you?”




“I’m Jim, staying with Joseph. I wonder if I can get an egg, if it’s 
no trouble. I want to settle the coffee grounds in the pot we’re 
using for coffee.”


She laughs, “there’s a coffee maker under the shelves, behind 
the curtain. But here let me get you an egg.” 


She turns and goes to the refrigerator. “By the way I am Julie. 
Did you loose something in the avalanche?” She is looking 
down at my ski boots.


I look down then up and peer into her eyes. Eyes that sparkle 
like Julian’s. “Yes, I did but I found Joseph and I found my wife’s 
eyes. And I am so grateful for the egg.” And I must be three 
shades of blush. 


She is looking at me now, after a quick giggle, she is seriously 
looking at me. “Jim, your being willed you to live, it willed you 
to find Joseph and it willed you to carry on whatever it is 
that you need to do now. We will see you guys at dinner. There 
is so much to discuss.” She puts a hand on my stunned shoulder 
and turns me towards the door. “By the time you get back to 
your coffee, it will be too late for the egg.” She giggles again 
and says, “use the coffee maker.”


I stumble the first few steps, kind of in a haze. Then I 
straighten out my waddle and continue on towards the 
cabin. What in the hell just happened. This mystery stuff keeps 
getting weirder. Guides, indigenous people, tapas, look a likes, 
binding relationships. I was always kind of inquisitive of how 
the universe worked miraculously, but I was always a skeptic. 
One foot in one foot out. Hedging my bets. And now, now? I am 
all in. How can I not be anymore?


I enter the cabin and there’s two cups of coffee steaming on 
saucers on the table with a packed pipe. Joseph has his eyes 
closed with a smile on his face. I take off my boots, and walk 
over to the coffee pot on the stove and place the egg in the 
boiling water. At least I can enjoy a hard boiled egg later.


When I turn around, Joseph is looking at me with one eye open 
and that insidious smile on his face. Then he opens both eyes 
and lets out a hardy laugh. 




“Come, let’s smoke pipe and get started.”


So we do, Joseph gives a prayer and intention. As we finish our 
last puffs of sweet tobacco.


“Are you still getting this tobacco from blue cloud’s clan in 
Carolina?”


“Yes.”


There is a moment of silence. Joseph is looking at me directly 
and then ask, “Jim, I understand that you and Megan? Is it 
Megan? Went to India. On a spiritual journey? Please explain.”


“Nirvana had gone to the same place, ekam, years ago. we got 
to know each other during nirvana’s yoga class. Eventually 
we committed to go. Julian was “on the fence” and decided to 
stay back. The four week excursion was all about liberating 
the soul from the Maya and dissolution we live with. The 
whole premise was to recognize what causes us to suffer and 
then to get to a beautiful state. So there’s two states. we are 
either suffering with stress, sadness, anger whatever or we 
are in a beautiful state of joy, happiness, detachment.”


“Has the group discussed how spiritual, religious or other 
beliefs will be accepted by all. Not just tolerated, but 
graciously accepted and honored.”


“We have so many differences. relationship work has be in the 
forefront of our community meetings. Once we established 
what we need to do concerning relationships, blue cloud said 
we are ready for the physical part of building community.”


“Good, then our time can be well spent.”


There is a knock on the door. “Come on in,” Joseph’s deep voice 
beckons.


Blue Cloud walks in with a roll of what looks like maps. We 
look at each other and his smile tells me he notices my 
surprise. “Ah, hello….”


“I was hunting up here. That’s my elk hanging out there. I am 
glad that you found my uncle before the blood drained out 
of the elk. Otherwise I might be heading to the butcher.




Blue Cloud puts the maps in the corner of the room and sits 
down. They are both looking at me. Blue cloud is the one that 
speaks after a long silence. 


“Jim, it is time for you to choose a master. Not a guide, or a 
philosophy or some other thing to validate a belief that 
changes when you need it to. You went to India and received 
teachings from gurus. What impact did that have on your 
state of mind? Was your experience profound enough that you 
found a teacher to help you on your journey? What is your 
source?”


“Well I have this molecular theory…”


“We have heard about your theory. Problem is there is a 
missing link. You talk about the soul. But when you had your 
experience with death before who do you think gave you a 
nudge and told you that you weren’t done yet? When you were 
just buried in this avalanche, who do you think gave you a 
nudge to dig and whom do you think helped you find my 
uncle? And who do you think has had an impact to bring 
miracles in your life? Or do you still think life is fate?”


“I hear what you are asking. The missing link is my 
commitment to the divine and the divine intelligence. that is 
what I have not acknowledged in my conscious mind. I made 
myself as god. My soul or spirit is the gift that my body 
carries to function on this material plane. But to recognize 
the higher self or realm? I’m not sure how to put it, but the 
content that I received thus far from Krishnaji and preethaji 
has given me more understanding about myself than 
anything I might concoct to validate my existence.”


“And so I ask, who are your teachers, or gurus if that is your 
choice? And can you say it with conviction? And are you 
willing to pursue the teachings with sincere commitment?”


“Yes. Yes, my gurus are Krishnaji and preethaji. I have finally 
dissolved my resistance to acknowledge a master.”


“Your ego has been humbled?”




I shake my head, “yes, the ego, my ego has always been the 
culprit. I am not the knower of all things. I am a seeker of 
truth!”


“Good then our time can be well spent.” Blue cloud gets up and 
grabs the maps from the corner. Joseph and I clear the table. 
As I reach for a cup, Joseph grabs my hand and we peer into 
each others eyes. There is so much fatherly love emanating 
from his deep brown eyes and I am feeling it.” 


There are topographic maps, with elevations and blue lines 
for creeks and water. Wells are marked and terrain 
changes can be recognized. There’s another map showing 
locations of all the existing buildings and other cabins 
throughout the ranch used for guest cabins. There is a third 
map with main roads and old ranch roads or jeep trails and 
hiking trails. The forth map shows the public lands that 
border or are in the interior of the ranch. Theres state 
lands, bureau of land management lands and national 
forest. Peaks, with elevation are on the map. We are all 
looking at the map that shows the locations of all the 
buildings and cabins on the ranch. There is a long silence.


I speak, “something has occurred to me. Especially after what 
we just discussed and my commitment to the Gurus. We have 
quite a variety of spiritual, religious, and agnostic believers 
in our small group. Julian and I have questioned how that 
might work out. It seems like in the worldly view, people 
gravitate to other like minded people, whether a religious 
sect, or political beliefs, culture, or gender preferences. If we 
are living separate from each other for instance, Sadie and 
Jenny in the cabin over there,” I point to a dot on the map, “or 
Frank and Jerry remain at the ranch hand cabin, or Maggie 
and Joni at Maggies cabin…you get what I am saying? And 
when your clan returns, where will you locate on the 
ranch?”


“Jim has a good point, uncle.”


“Jim, does Julian have the same commitment to the Ekam Gurus 
as you do?”


“No, at least not right now.”




“And yet you remain under the same roof. How is that? What 
keeps you together? Is your love making that good?”


We all laugh at Joseph’s wry humor, once again. 


“Our love making has become special. But our respect for each 
others liberation or personal journey is what makes our 
relationship thrive.”


“How has everybody been doing concerning relationship as a 
group?”


Blue cloud answers, “walking stick has formed the three 
sisters for supporting individuals. Just as corn, beans and 
squash support each other in our customary garden. 
Walking stick has watched this group bond and accept 
wherever an individual is on their journey.”


Joseph - “Yes, Molly told me that is why this group was so 
special to her.” 


“What if we visualize a town where we live and keep the 
cabins for ranch guest, since that will be one of our 
businesses. It will also make it convenient to be where most of 
our business is done and during the winter months when 
much of the ranch and cabins are snowed in.” 


“I have asked frank and jerry to convert an old barn into 
molly’s barn. A place where the group can meet for 
relationship building.” 


“And what about community meetings blue cloud?”


“Those can still be held at the yellow room, Maggies cabin, 
where the sculpture is located.”


There is a silence. Joseph puts his pipe over the map and pulls 
out some tobacco. He sets a box of matches next to them. Still 
silence. Then Jospeh says, “we are thinking, thoughts are the 
energy in this room right now. Let us still our minds for some 
minutes.”


We close our eyes. It takes awhile for me as my mind has taken 
over my being. It wants to problem solve, or have the answer. 
Thoughts racing to and fro. So I go to breath. The serene mind. 



A quick meditation we have done many times in nirvana’s 
yoga class. And at tapas. I stay with breath until thoughts 
begin to fade. Now I hear the wind making the fire place flue 
squeak. I hear the wind gust outside. The fire crackle. A chair 
leg scrape the floor. Then I listen to nothing. I visualize a 
small flame in the middle of my brain. Silence. Then I hear 
Joseph, “let us smoke pipe.”


He lights the pipe and we pass it three times. The bowl is snuffed 
out. Joseph looks at us…


“My friends, next to molly’s barn, have Molly and Arthur 
sculpture a vision that shows unity of all religious and 
spiritual or agnostic beliefs. A vision that will represent the 
entire group accepting and honoring the existence of this 
material world. Utilize the barn for a sketch class and let 
all contribute their vision. The same as how the tree sculpture 
was created from our sketches.”  


I am steadfast looking at Joseph. Wondering what he might say 
next. And guessing that I might not be sketching.


“You are reading my mind Jim. I would like you, frank and 
sammie to be the models.” He is smiling.


“Well at least you didn’t say nude models.”


He chuckles and says, “we’ll let Molly decide.”


And I suppose you are still in contact with Molly and will 
have an influence?”


Joseph is laughing now, “my white buffalo friend, blue cloud 
let’s go eat.”


I am shaking my head in amusement. I get up and stoke the 
fire. Blue cloud plucks the cracked boiled egg out of the 
coffee pot and gives it to me with a smile. Joseph has already 
disappeared. 


“My uncle is alive and well. Up to his same old tricks. Thank 
you for finding him Jim. This has been a special day.”


I say all I can think of…”Aho!”




Chapter 5: the last super

We are in the lodge at a Buffett there are a few tables with, 
I’m presuming hunters. At least they look like hunters with 
their clothing statement and unshaven faces. There is a long 
table set up at one end of the dining room. Some people are 
getting food, blue cloud and I wait our turn. I look over at 
the table and see some new faces. Must be the other partners 
of friends of ed and Julie. I look at the food choices and my 
mouth is salivating. Looks like elk roast juicy and in some kind 
of gravy. Real mash potatoes with roasted garlic cloves and 
melted butter. Boiled carrots with sautéed onion and 
mushrooms, wholesome looking rye bread and steamed 
cabbage leaves with dill leaf and caraway seeds. Wow, I load 
up and then pass the dessert! Cherry strudel? And a coffee urn 
next to it. I walk over to the table and take the last chair 
available, across from Julie. Ed is sitting to her right side. 
Somebody at the far end of the table is clanging a spoon on a 
glass. I look over and it is a little boy with his sister?, Next to 
him.


Ed speaks, let us pray and thank the lord for all this food 
and abundance. Without a word spoken we all bow heads, 
place hands over the food or close eyes. There is a reverent 
silence. While I am in silence I am reminded of the vegetarian 
diet at tapas. A simple but very tasty Indian cuisine. A healthy 
meatless diet. I am reminded of when I stopped hunting. The 
killing of animals. I wonder how that might relate to any 
after life? What do I need to finish on this plane? I thank my 
divine for the nudge once more. Something to consider, a 
meatless diet henceforth. After about a minute I hear ed say 
amen and Joseph say Aho! I look up and smile, and I am 
magnetized to Julie’s glittering eyes and broad smile. I am 
shaken, and hope that I don’t show it. I tend to “wear my 
emotions on my sleeve” as the old saying goes. 


The kids are digging in and so is Joseph. As I pick up my fork ed 
says, “some introductions, Jim. To the left of Julie is Pedro a 
long time friend from restaurant business days. He gives me a 
nod and smile. “Good to meet you Jim, I hope you like the food.”
next to Pedro is Margie and David also old friends. “Margie 
and Julie are the bakers.” Between bites David gives me a nod 



and Margie smiles, “I am glad you are here and that you 
rounded up that guy over there.” She jesters towards Joseph.


Mark over there is a maintenance man and construction 
guy along with me and sue also helps maintain this place. 
Mark says, “good to meet you, blue cloud warned us about 
you!” He laughs at his own comment. I can’t help but smile. Sue 
smiles and says, “the glass clanger is our, son max next to him 
is heather. Pedro is my husband not mark the jokester. 
Heather is max’s older sister and our daughter.” Heather 
gives me a shy smile and averts her eyes to the heaped plate in 
front of her.


By now we are all eating and after a few mouth watering 
bites I wipe my mouth of the dribble running down my chin. I 
take some time to savor the taste of the elk roast. Thinking 
now it might be my last desire for meat. It is melting in my 
mouth. Surprisingly soft. I am thinking it could be pulled like 
a barbecue pulled pork sandwich. As I am savoring the taste, I 
am looking at Julian! Whoa, Julie? Wait, I finish chewing and 
swallowing. Julie looks up and raises an eyebrow. Puts down 
her fork and looks directly at me gawking at her! In my 
peripheral vision I see ed looking at both of us. 


I have to ask, “Julie, you don’t happen to have a twin sister, do 
you?” 


Julie, puts down her fork, wipes her mouth with her napkin, 
looks over at ed, then me and answers. “Yes I do.”


“Her name?”


“Julian. Julian brewer. You are married to her!”


All sounds are suspended. The children ask to be excused. My 
heart stops, I am short of breath. It’s as if the only people at 
the table are myself, ed and Julie. 


“Excuse us,” it’s ed’s voice. I watch in shock as ed stands, places 
a hand on Julie’s shoulder and nods over at me towards an 
empty table in the corner of the room. We both stand and 
follow ed.




We sit, and I notice a tear emanating from Julies right eye. 
There is a silence. All I hear are some chairs scraping the 
floor, some footsteps, coffee cups being put on saucers, some 
whispers about dessert. And I sense that the room has emptied 
out. 


Julie purses her lips. she looks up at me,  swipes at the tear and 
says, “twenty some years ago, I left our family tribe, if you 
want to call it that. I was young, wilder than Julian and 
just wanted to be on my own. I headed west and joined 
communes. Where I met people that wanted new identities. 
Drugs, freedom without guilt. We got rid of our phones and 
hooked up with whom we trusted as companions. I never 
contacted my family and twin sister. I knew I crushed mom 
and dad but I knew that Julian was beyond crushed. How do 
you abandon someone who was an integral part of your life 
without the impact affecting the other. I did grieve and still 
do sometimes when I think of her and wonder what she looks 
like. That’s silly being an identical twin, but we probably look 
different now.”


There is a moment of contemplation. Nothing being said. So I 
figure it’s my turn. “Julie, when I saw you earlier and asked 
for that egg, I could not get your image out of my mind. Just 
awhile ago I thought I was looking at Julian sitting across 
from me. There is not much of a difference. Maybe your voice, 
but the way you giggled at me about the egg for settling the 
coffee grounds…that was pure twin sister mimicking!”


“How is she Jim?”


“There is a story to tell, but you are the missing link to Julian’s 
abandonment issues.”


“I am so sorry to hear that. So many times I wanted to 
reappear in her life, but my guilt and shame was so heavy, I 
just couldn’t.”


“Have you ever heard the Hawaiian prayer of forgiveness?”


Ed chips in, “ho’oponopono?”  


We say it together, “I’m sorry, please forgive me, thank you, I 
love you.”




Julie shakes her head, “of course, ed says it a lot, to me.” She is 
smiling now. “I’m not sure it would be that easy.”


“Well…have you ever just silently said it to your family? To 
Julian?”


“Hummm, I have thought it in my sleep, but never really said 
it.”


“Julian used to tell me when she had a disagreement with 
your dad, she would talk to him while he slept.”


“Yes, she used to tell me to do that. But I was to stubborn. And 
it sounded to hocus-pocus to me.”


“Gosh, well, I wonder if you could or are you willing to go 
back to emigrant with blue cloud and me? Reconnect with 
your sister. Heal a wound that you both suffer from?”


There is a long silence. Nothing needs to be spoken right now. I 
can see that Julie has been affected at a deep level. Tears are 
welling up and she turns to the comfort of ed’s shoulder. I 
slowly rise and quietly leave. I do not know what else to say 
or plea, is that what I am doing. And should I be medaling as 
a go between these sisters? I go and get a coffee and a couple 
of strudels. The place has cleared out. I am shaking a little. 
My nerves are kind of shot. I leave the room and head back to 
the cabin. There sits Joseph with eyes closed. Blue cloud is gone. I 
place my coffee and strudel on top of the map which still 
occupies the table.


I quietly go stand by the fire to warm myself and ease the 
tension I am feeling in my body. I sway and close my eyes. I am 
visualizing Julian and Julie. There is a gentle drumming and 
a chant coming from Joseph. Oh how I appreciate that energy 
of compassion that I am feeling. I see the sisters hugging in 
childhood. Will they ever hug and love again?


The drumming stops and the final chant is done A-cappella. I 
open my eyes and Joseph motions for me to sit. He has coffee 
brewing and has a couple of strudels on a plate. With my 
contribution we have four strudels. Yum! Joseph grabs a cup 
and pours some coffee and tops mine off to warm it. He sits. We 



peer into each others eyes. “My friend always practice 
goodness and you will be rewarded as above so below.”


“Thank you for the soothing chant and drumming. I felt your 
compassionate heart.”


“It was a chant to clear a pathway for Julie and Julian to 
meet.”


“Have you known about Julie? And connecting her with 
Julian?”


“No. I mostly do business with ed. but I saw the resemblance. So I 
am happy for you that you were courageous enough to ask.”


“Blue cloud knows that Julian still suffers from the 
abandonment issue. He told her to stay away from the 
Whiskey. Her truth serum she has used in the past. Stephanie 
found her one day. An empty whiskey bottle and a flood of 
tears.”


“We will pray for the most benevolent outcome between the 
sisters. Let us say it out loud.”


And so we do, “we ask the divine, the great creator and god’s 
will to reunite Julie and Julian and for their most 
benevolent outcome to transpire. May they both be blessed.”


“Good Jim, here, let’s drink and enjoy that strudel, while we 
talk about the community.”


Chapter 7:  the sawtooth community

As we are are nurturing our first taste of the huckleberry 
filled strudel, Joseph is first to speak. “You are well aware of 
the changing world climate. Not climate change, but the 
migrations of foreigners into other countries, war and 
skirmishes worldwide. The economies collapsing or about to 
collapse. The shifting of power and currency dominance. All 
that and more, especially the divisions of people and culture. 
That being said, starting a small community where people 
honor each other and strive for a self reliant sustainable 
system might be a way to survive outside of what might be a 



new normal. So what has been discussed thus far at the 
community meetings?”


“Well, one thing we know is that we have a lot of talent with 
art, gardening, ranching, healing, therapy, spirituality and 
homesteading to support the start of self reliance. Also, as you 
are aware, the dude ranch brings in outside income. And the 
cattle ranching is also a source of some income. We are not 
sure how and if we want outsiders still coming to the ranch. 
Tourist and vacationers are a whole different breed of mind 
sets. Plus, the exposure might bring too much attention to the 
lifestyle we want to create.”


“Tell me what are people getting involved with contributing?”


“Arthur and Molly are making the donabe bowls and will be 
creating a new sculpture that you indicated. So maybe both 
endeavors might mean a source of funds. Frank and jerry 
are building new green houses for more winter food 
production. Maybe we can sell prebuilt greenhouse or hoop 
houses. And both manage the cattle ranching aspects of the 
ranch. Nirvana and Megan are creating a yoga and 
meditation retreat center. That could be a source for like 
minded visitors as opposed to the dude ranch wannabes. Sadie, 
Jenny, and Julian are setting up a WWOOF hosting membership 
account which will attract younger people and become a 
recruiting tool for a next generation of young people who 
want a rural lifestyle. Maggie is working on marketing the 
ranch as a retreat center for individuals that want to 
focus on changing their lifestyle and connect with their 
spirituality.”


“Jim, blue cloud has mentioned his relationship with Maggie. 
That is fine by me. Walking stick knows and both have told our 
clan that Maggie is willing to learn our ways. Our culture.”


“That all happened while I was in India. So you know as much 
as me. You know their meeting place is by you and the bison 
part of the sculpture. I have also used that special area to 
connect my energy with yours.”


“Thank you. That is special that you follow the ways of blue 
cloud. He told me that you used it before your journey and 



had a finale reconciliation with Joni. Is your relationship 
with her finally free of passion?”


“Yes.”


“Good.”


“Yes, and Julian has helped a great deal with Joni’s healing 
process. I forgot to mention, Joni and sammie are learning 
massage and the art of healing. They are also students of 
hands on healing. So it is imperative that they overcome their 
physical passions. There is a group of us, including me that 
meet to work on that aspect of our lives.”


“I am glad to know about that.” Joseph swipes the crumbs off 
of the map and we set our empty plates and cups to the side. “I 
like the idea of the town as opposed to the scattered cabins. 
There is plenty of room to have space between buildings and 
privacy. I just wonder if my clan will feel comfortable about 
living amongst the group.”


“I sure do envision that happening.”


“Good. Counsel with blue cloud and walking stick about that.”


“How do we keep people from accessing the national forest 
and state lands. And will that be a problem with the locals?”


“Well, the great flood took out cabella’s  bridge. That has keep 
a lot of traffic out of the area. But maybe we can work 
something out with the national forest service or a 
conservation group.”


“Wouldn’t that close off land use for hunting?” 


“Yes, but there is enough ranch land that we could just put a 
small portion into conservation. Say two per cent of the 
land, just enough to block access. These new corporate and 
rich ranchers are doing that in emigrant. It will have to be 
researched.”


“Might bring up some law suits.”


“Maybe.”




“We have discussed a lot tonight. The main part of the ranch 
where the town might form is under the sawtooth. Have you 
thought of a name for the community yet?”


“No.”


_________________________________________________________________


Julian - it feels lonely tonight without Jim. I am grateful for 
frank and Molly tracking down some information about 
him. God, he had to do that, just leave me. Thinking the answer 
to my sadness was knowing frank would take care of me? I 
am feeling a heaviness tonight. And what is it, some guilt, 
shame about leaving Jim? Still after all the reconciliation 
and forgiveness. I reach up for the whiskey and place it on the 
table. I go under the bed and pull out a lock box that Jim 
doesn’t even know about. I get the key that I hide under a bed 
post. I open the box and pull out some old family photos. And 
there she is, my twin. At what, eleven, twelve is that what we 
where in this photo. With mom and dad. God why did she leave. 
All of us. Just broke our hearts. I can feel the tears starting. I 
look over at the whiskey and get a shot glass off the shelf. I 
place it next to the unopened pint. I wipe my tears with my 
shirt sleeve. I am not about to start up with emotions right 
now. What was that like when Julie left like a thief in the 
night? Hummm, the fear we all had, just a note of why she 
had to go. Like it was supposed to reassure us that all was 
well and it wasn’t about us. No fault of ours. Well at least 
she was clear about that. Then I left my family that came 
from my womb and the man that provided so much. I left no 
note. I witness my hand on the whiskey. I hear blue cloud’s 
warning, “Julian, stay away from the whiskey”. And he is the 
one that put it here. My other hand has the shot glass and I 
am tapping the table with it. I feel jittery. I close my eyes and I 
see Jim and me wrapped in each others arms comforting each 
other. How do single people cope? Joni and frank having to 
step out of the way when Jim and I reunited. And here I am lost 
without my twin sister all these years. It’s crazy having a 
connection with another human that came from the same 
egg. I release my grip on the glass and bottle. I decide that it is 
best to take a walk. A slow contemplative walk in the 



darkness of nature. I place the whiskey back from where I got 
it. I get up and get on some winter gear. I am out the door, the 
crisp cold air wakes me and clears my head. I look up at the 
magnificent star lite night sky. I take a few steps away from 
the cabin and look north. The sky is lite up with a curtain of 
color. The borealis, I did not expect northern lights let alone 
a full blown aurora borealis. I am awe struck. I walk 
further from the cabin, near the creek and see more of it. It 
has been 15 years since I have seen such a spectacle. I smell 
smoke from fire and it’s not from the cabin chimney. I look 
over towards the southwest, over the bush and see that it’s 
coming from the sweat lodge. I cross the creek and meander 
towards the lodge. I see smoke coming from the fire pit where 
hot rocks wait to be put into the lodge. The tarp that acts as a 
door for the lodge is pushed aside and it’s walking stick that 
comes out. I quietly move closer as she bends down and shovels 
a few more rocks into a bucket. 


“Walking stick…”


She looks over at me as she straightens out, “hello sister.”


“You are taking a sweat by yourself?”


“Yes, I am in morning. I want to visit my clan sister.”


“Oh, I hope I am not disturbing you.”


“No, do you have anybody that you want to talk to this night? 
You can join me if you do.”


“I have been thinking about my sister, too. Can I join you?”


“Yes, come.”


I enter as walking stick pulls back the tarp. I smell burnt 
sage. There are four candles lit and each sits in the four 
directions, north, east, south, and west. The hot pumice rocks 
are steaming. There is a bucket of creek water with a large 
ladle in it to pour water over the rocks. She motions me to sit. 
I choose the north node. Woman of the north. She sits at the 
east node…wisdom. There is a silence as we say our personal 
offerings and connect with our sisters. After a few minutes I 



interrupt the silence and ask, “walking stick, is your sister 
older or younger than you?”


“My dear Julian, my younger sister passed a few years ago.”


“I am sorry to hear that. How old was she?”


“Thirty nine, I am 42 in answer to your next question.” 


I see a slight smile on her face in the dim lighting of the 
candles. “Do you mind if….”


“She died of whiskey. She was with the wrong crowd of people 
and one night there was a terrible accident. Their car went 
off one of the sharp turns on chief Joseph highway. Above the 
clark fork canyon.”


“I am sad to hear about your family tragedy.”


“I will tell you about my sister, then you can tell me about 
your sister and then we can be at peace as we offer our 
blessings to them. My sister’s name was antelope run. She was 
an early crawler and ran like the wind as she got older. She 
was a restless one. She did not want to be controlled by any 
outside influences. She wanted control of her life but she did 
not understand how to live with the clan’s way of life. She 
rebelled much like one of our great chieftains, chief Joseph of 
the nez prece tribe. But she was not at peace whenever she 
resisted our fate as an indigenous people. To live life as the 
fate that one is given in this lifetime, is not what any culture 
wants. For our small absaroka clan that hunted this land 
where we are right now it has been a long patient time to be 
given the opportunity to live side by side with our visitors of 
this nation. Antelope run must have felt the ancestors 
resistance and loss of this land. There are three ways of a 
tribe member to live. One is to stay connected to it’s culture 
and not lose the way of the clan. The other is to subsume  the 
white mans ways. Or one can rebel against both and try to 
control everything that is not what one desires. My sister 
tried to be in control and lost her way. Her frustration was 
to reject anything that did not fit her way to live. So she was 
always in conflict.”


Walking stick stops talking. She waits as she looks at me.




“Thank you walking stick for sharing your loss of a family 
member. I feel your love for her despite her choices. I will 
share my sadness with you, now. I am a twin. I have an 
identical twin that left our family when she was nineteen. 
She left a note letting us know that she loved us but wanted to 
live her own journey without the influence of our ancestors 
and immediate family. She was always the extrovert of the 
two of us. She acted fearless with anything she did. I mimicked 
her but as we got older in our teen years we had different 
friends and influences in our lives. When she left that was the 
end of all contact with her. My mother, father and I were 
crushed. My parents were shaken, thinking that as parents 
they did something wrong. Maybe too much discipline. They did 
the best they could. All they know was the way their parents 
raised them and the influence of a christian upbringing. You 
know about my issue with abandonment. When I left my 
family with Jim, I did not leave a note. I reacted with malice 
and forethought. I buried my emotions very deep into my being. 
Blue cloud told me to stay away from the whiskey. And then he 
places the whiskey in our cabin. He knows that I claim it to 
act as a truth serum. I fool myself. So tonight I almost broke 
the seal of the whiskey bottle. And instead I am here. In the 
grace of your presence. And even though I morn for my 
sister, I do not know if she lives or if she too has passed, like 
antelope run. But you have given me some perspective. Maybe I 
should use the skills of Molly and frank to find out about my 
missing sister. They and Joseph found me and reunited me with 
Jim.”


“That is something you might consider. But tonight let us be 
with our sisters. Let us visit them as we knew them in the past. 
And how we might release them from our future. Let us send 
them our love energy for our energy is great and it can 
travel. And let us also use this time to visualize how our 
community might exist in acceptance of cultural influences. 
let us hold the vision of acceptance and a willingness. Let us 
learn and appreciate what the other cultures bring us. And 
let us honor beliefs whether they personally serve us or not. 
and finally let us not try to control the others that will join 
this community. Maybe we will finally become what the 
untied states was meant to be. The balance it was supposed to 
hold for the world. Not through war, but through peace.” 




“Yes, observe one another from a loving heart. Just that 
thought brings joy to my soul and an instant smile on my face 
when I see all of our new tribe. And not just our immediate 
clan but the inclusion of your clan. And I see blue cloud and 
Maggie, how they have accepted each other and their 
willingness to see through each others eyes, so to speak. I know 
it is early in their relationship so we can only hold the vision 
for their relationship as an example of two cultures getting 
along”


“Well said Julian. I am glad you stayed away from the whiskey 
tonight. I am so glad that you joined me. Did you see the 
aurora borealis tonight?”


“Yes in all it’s glory.”


“We have a lot to be grateful for tonight. Let us give 
gratitude to the great creator tonight.”


And with that comment we stay silent. Oh how grateful I am 
for this interaction. I can see clearly now. And I know deep in 
my heart that Julie is alive and well. “Julie, listen to me. Mom 
and dad are alive and well. And so am i. Just let us know that 
you are too. Connect now. Please.” I lay in supplication at the 
feet of god, of krsna, of the great creator. It’s all one and 
the same for me. That pose of Jim at the feet of Stephanie in the 
great tree sculpture takes on the meaning of what Jim felt 
then, that day. I heard about it. He told me. It’s what he calls 
the sweet surrender. Hummm, walking stick never mentioned 
if blue cloud connected with Joseph or Jim yet. But I have this 
sense that I will see Jim soon. He has not finished what ever it is 
his divine had in mind. When it told him “you’re not finished 
yet”.  You are not finished with me either buster. And I know 
we still have much to work on in our relationship. and I am 
so grateful. And concerning you Julie, my twin, we are not 
finished yet. Feel me tonight, feel mom, feel dad. ‘Please 
forgive me, I am sorry, thank you, I love you.’ And I ask for the 
most benevolent outcome that I might see my twin again!


Walking stick - I am so grateful for this soulful sister. How 
we connect seems so different than how our brothers connect 
with each other. Maybe I am missing something. I sense that 
sammie, frank and Jim have a different connection than 



other men. I see it with jerry too. Is it because of the men’s 
group that Joseph started. Will blue cloud continue with it 
when molly’s barn is finished and used for special 
gatherings? Therapy as the white man calls it. I sure hope so. I 
feel such a yearning from men to understand their emotions 
better and connect with each other. I can see it in the eyes of 
men who witness how us sisters connect. What holds them 
back? How might that change? 


Chapter 8 “you’ve got to serve somebody”

                                                                                              Bob Dylan


Joseph and I walk over to the main lodge for breakfast. We see 
blue cloud heading over there too. From his cabin. He inspects 
his elk kill, and gives us a wave. We continue on in silence. 
Since the time we woke up Joseph and I have not spoken. I 
started the fire, he made the coffee. We rolled up the maps 
and just sat in silence. We looked at each other and just smiled 
ever so slightly. I was about to say something and he put his 
index finger to his lip indicating silence. When we finished our 
coffee I was about to place another log on the fire and Joseph 
shook his head no. so we exited the cabin and headed for 
breakfast. The lodge was empty. The hunters had an early 
morning start, before dawn. At one table sat ed and Julie. 
Blue cloud had a plate full and was on his way to joining 
them. I noticed two other open places, for Joseph and I. We 
served ourselves and headed over to the table.


 We sat and there was a motion by ed to hold hands. With 
heads bowed he lead a prayer. “May this auspicious day be 
blessed, we thank mother earth for it’s abundant supply of 
food and resources. We thank the gardeners and farmers, 
the cooks and those that delivered the food to our kitchen. We 
are grateful for our guests and friends and that they are 
alive and well. Amen”


There is a brief silence as we all “dig in”. The food is delicious. I 
have my head down, looking at what I want to put in my 
mouth next, when I here Julie’s voice. “I want to go to the 
ranch with Jim and blue cloud. When will you be leaving?” 




There is a pause and blue cloud speaks, “my elk has bleed. We 
can leave after breakfast.”


Joseph is next, “the road to my camp is buried by the 
avalanche.”


Ed, “you will stay here until spring when the road is cleared.”


“Thank you my friend.”


I had put my fork down and watched as people spoke. Now my 
eyes have settled on Julie who has her eyes on me. I hear forks 
and saucers being scraped as the others continue to eat. 


“What has swayed you to see Julian?”


“I was awakened in my sleep. There was a song that came to 
me, “I Shall Be Released”, do you know it?”


“Yes,……


“So, it called to me. To connect with my soulmate from birth.”


I give her the slightest of smiles and nod. It is a moment of 
immense gratitude I feel in my heart. I am choked up. Ed nods 
at me as if he knows what I am feeling. Joseph and blue cloud 
seem occupied with their food as if nothing has been spoken. 


We eat in silence, for awhile. Then Joseph says, “Jim we have 
finished what we set out to do. At least to start with. I am sure  
the group will have a lot to contribute. First name the 
community and have Molly create the next sculpture. Let 
everybody make suggestions. Just like that last reunion we 
had. When the theme was about all of us as a group. Together, 
as one body of people.”


Blue cloud ask, “ed can you help me load up the elk into my 
truck?”


“Sure, of course.”


“Good, we can leave in about an hour, will that work for 
you Julie?”


“Yes, blue cloud. Thank you for bringing Jim to the medicine 
wheel.”




We all go to our respective cabins to gather our belongings. 
When Joseph and I enter, Joseph beckons me to sit. “Let us pass 
pipe for the last time.”


“Whoa, what do you mean for the last time.” 


“For now. Let us stay present.”


He gets his pipe and tobacco and starts the process. It is a 
ritual I have come to expect and enjoy. Actually anticipate. It 
usually has a profound meaning, especially for peace and 
goodwill. Joseph takes the first draw, and hands it to me. He 
blows out a puff of that sweet smoke.


“Jim, during your community meetings you might want to 
discuss the type of culture you all want to base your living 
together as a people.”


“You mean how we will care for each other? Be an inclusive 
community?”


“Yes, that is one area. How about the economics. Will you go 
back to a barter type system, or trade time? How will your 
economy interface with whatever comes about…such as the 
digital currency or some people are hoarding gold and 
silver. You know what I mean?”


‘Yes, that and how will everybody contribute to the food 
aspect of things and maintaining our natural resources.”


‘Good Jim, you might have to consider growth. New families, 
how much can the ranch sustain.”


“There will be building homes too. Hopefully people can 
embrace homes made with the resources already on the 
ranch or maybe build with recycled wood and windows from 
demolished homes and barns.”


“Good, I think my clan is done living in teepees. But there might 
be a few that will. Like blue cloud and walking stick.”


We take our last puff. Joseph places the pipe down and hands 
me a hand drum made from buffalo skin stretched on a 
round frame. He too takes one and with our drum sticks 
begin a beat. Just like we used to do in our men’s gatherings. 



The beat gets louder and melodic. Joseph starts a simple chant 
that I can follow and join. The energy is becoming trance 
like. As we start to slow down the beat becomes slower and the 
chanting stops. Then we stop at precisely the same Time. We 
place our drums on the table close our eyes and be still. I am 
seeing Julian and connecting with her from another realm. 
Just feeling her from afar. After so many years of being 
together, it is easy to do. I know she must have done the same. 
We have shared times when we did that, when we were 
separated. That was always the strength of our marriage 
and union. Despite all disagreements, and any other 
discordant energy. I am looking at Joseph and he opens his eyes.


“Jim, the chant was to open a pathway for Julie and Julian.”


“Thank you.”


There is a knock at the door. Joseph gets up and opens it. Blue 
cloud enters, “it is time for us to leave uncle. I am happy that 
your vision quest has lead you to this place to be with ed and 
Julie for awhile. They are good people to trust.”


“Yes blue cloud. We have discussed a lot. Council this group 
and consider the ways to unite all the differences.”


“I will, you have taught me well, and I have the power of 
walking stick to assist me.”


“Jim, my brother. My white buffalo man, let us hug, until we 
see each other again.”


We embrace with a warm, long forgotten hug from our 
souls. I put on my ski boots. And Joseph ask, “if you find a lost 
moccasin make sure ed gets it. He has a barbecue recipe he 
wants to try.”


We laugh, and raise our hands as a departing salutation. I 
see Julie already in the truck which is warming up. Ed is saying 
his farewell and giving her a last kiss. At least for a few 
days. I wonder if they connect from afar like Julian and I. 
Blue cloud must have heard that from the inner. He turns to 
me and remarks. “True lovers never leave each others hearts. 
True love stays forever.” 




Chapter 9: the sign for peace

As we enter the ranch blue cloud parks in front of the ranch 
house where frank and jerry live. There are horses in the 
corral and frank’s truck is parked at the house. Julie looks a 
little bit apprehensive. Hesitantly she says, “is this where my 
sister is?”


Blue cloud gives her a long look, “no, you will walk about a 
mile, follow this road, there will be a small bridge that 
crosses a creek. Just before the bridge on your left you will 
find a path. Follow it until you come to a clearing and see a 
pioneer cabin. You will find Julian. It will give you time to 
clear all of the thoughts you had as we drove here. Best to 
meet her as if it were for the first time.”


“Julie, we will bring your bags later, wherever you end up 
tonight,” I reassure her.


Blue cloud and I get out and Julie takes my hand as she exits 
the truck. I hang onto it and she turns towards me. There 
seems to be no words to speak so I keep my mouth shut and give 
her a nod. Her eyes show so much emotion that nothing needs 
to be said. I am feeling how scared she might be but what do I 
know. And really I don’t want to know anything. All I want 
to do is feel the gratitude that I have for her presence right 
now. We slack our grip and she looks down the road, back at 
me and blue cloud and mumbles, “thank you.”


Julie - I am so glad that our conversation was limited on the 
six hour drive. And I am so blessed that I have this time to be 
with my own thoughts. There was so much role playing that I 
imagined during the ride. I really do need this time to get out 
of my head and take a slow walk under this late afternoon 
sun. I start my walk unencumbered by physical baggage. 
Especially since the mental baggage I carry seems so heavy. 
Will Julian be joyful, shocked, upset? That is what I need to 
clear out of my mind. How can I just be still. This is a good 
strategy by blue cloud. As I walk and admire the surrounding 
peaks and forest, I slowly start to settle down. Jim shared a 
small memory he had with his India experience, and his ski 
trek to find Joseph. How the walk and appreciation of the 
surrounding natural elements always seemed to get him out 



of his head, eventually. And that is what I am starting to let 
go of. One thought at a time. I can see what appears to be a 
small flat bridge crossing about a hundred yards ahead. 
That becomes my focus. Now I am focused on a destination. As I 
get closer I see a moose on the right off the road about one 
hundred feet to the right of the bridge. She is busy gnawing on 
some branches. I keep my eyes on her and then I am at the 
bridge. I look to my left and I see the pathway blue cloud had 
mentioned. Now I feel some nervousness. I tell myself It’s okay, 
what did I expect. There is so much unknown I might as well 
just let it be. Of course the mind wants to confuse me. Put the 
fear of what might happen into my consciousness. Let’s see, I do 
have a stubborn streak in me, still, after all these years of 
living. So I say, ‘no way are you going to put the fear of 
retribution into my being. Begone all you discordant energy.’ I 
see the clearing and as I approach the opening, off to my left I 
see the cabin. Just a slight stream of smoke coming from the 
chimney. I stop and take a couple of deep breaths. I admire this 
special spot. I see a small garden plot, the creek about forty 
feet from the cabin. So this is where Julian has been living? 
For how long? There is so much for us to share about our 
personal geographical lives before we get into our personal 
emotional states and history of our life after separation. 
Wow. ‘Okay, settle down Julie, not so fast. One thing at a time. 
Like how about moving towards the cabin and knock on the 
door. Come on girl you can do this.’ And so I do. There is no 
answer. I slowly turn the door knob. It’s open. I crack open 
the door ever so slowly and see a made bed. I open the creaky 
solid door all the way and move inside. It is cozy. And it looks 
like they both live here. Jim and Julian. The sun is just about 
setting on this early December afternoon. It is ducking behind 
the mountain and I am well aware of how quickly the 
temperature will drop. There are some split logs beside the fire 
stove so I decide to get comfortable and close the door. I put a 
couple of logs on the fire. I look around. The eastern window 
with its prism crystals, the bed with it’s thick log bed post. An 
amore for clothes. The refurbished and stained logs, the wood 
flooring. Shelves with plates and foodstuff. And a pint of 
whiskey on the very top of the shelf. Hummm, Annie Oakley? I 
chuckle at my own joke. The wild woman of deadwood! I pull 
out a chair and sit. And wait. I close my eyes and just sit. 




Julian - it’s been a good day with frank, jerry and Sadie. We 
are designing a forest garden green house. A beautiful book 
with full instruction by Jerome Osentowski. A how to manage 
and design a permaculture indoor, year round garden. Full 
instructions. What I liked best is that this guy has been a self 
taught gardener in the Colorado rockies. So he had a bunch 
of challenges and turned his self education into an awesome 
learning tool for the passionate gardener. I am on my way 
back to our cabin, and am just relishing the connection 
today between all of us. We all had a say and listened to each 
other. Frank actually started the digging with the back hoe 
and front loader. Jerry tidied up the trenches with shovel 
and rake. Sadie and I started to lay some of the perforated 
pipe that will capture the soil temperature from the earth. 
We are digging below frost line and hope to catch the 
natural temps of fifty to fifty five degrees. There was quite a 
discussion how far down to dig. So we decided at a 3 foot frost 
depth if we went another six or seven feet we should be good. 
That would mean that we could draw at least fifty degrees 
into our submerged green house. I was still deep in thought 
and envisioning the process and design when I got to the 
opening of our pathway. I looked up and saw a pretty good 
flow of smoke coming from the chimney.  Yeah, I rejoiced, Jim 
is back! I ran and screamed, “highme, woo…it’s you!  Humph 
you’d think by now his head would be poking out of the door. I 
swing the door open and….


She is standing, she, she, Julie? What, no….WE cautiously 
APPROACH EACH OTHER. She is not smiling, she looks rather 
awestruck, like me? I reach over and softly stroke her face. I 
wipe a tear. And she does the same. Like two nurturing 
monkeys taking notice of each other. I can feel her breath 
because I can feel mine. So deep, so strong that the exhale is a 
sigh. “God you are so magnificent!” 


She smiles and giggles. She giggles like me. We pull at each 
other and our faces are nestled into each others shoulders. 
We a crying, laughing feeling chest and stomachs ricocheting 
off each other. 


“God, God oh my god,” we are saying it in unison now! WE PULL 
AWAY FROM EACH OTHER BUT ARE STILL HOLDING HANDS. 




JULIE TALKS FIRST. “JULIAN I AM SOOO SORRY.”


“DON’T, NO YOU DON’T NEED TO SAY THAT. AT LEAST NOT TO ME. 
MAYBE MOM AND DAD. YOU WILL CONTACT THEM RIGHT?”


SHE SHAKES HER HEAD.


OUR GIGGLES AND LAUGHTER HAS SETTLED INTO SIGHS. WE RELEASE 
OUR GRIP AND WIPE OUR TEARS WITH OUR SHIrT SLEEVES. 


“I DON’T BELIEVE IT. I WAS TALKING TO YOU LAST NIGHT. LIKE I USED 
TO TALK TO DAD AND YOU THOUGHT IT WAS HOCUS POCUS.”


“I heard you, at least I heard a song, “I shall be released” sung 
by Nina Simon. 


“Yes I know it! Oh my god, wow.” We smile big smiles. It’s like 
looking in a mirror. We giggle again.


“Oh Julian, I was scared how you would react. It was Jim who 
figured out who I am, your twin. He called me Julian. And I 
knew my life was about to be changed. And I feel released 
from a burden I carry deep inside. He said I was the missing 
link to your burden. He did not try to sway me. This decision is 
mine. To reunite with my blood family and sister. Can we go 
see mom and dad together?”


“Yes, yes we will. Sit and I will share my disappearance and 
how my family, my family from my womb and Jim’s seed was 
so joyful to see me that…oh, it is hard to describe. We’ll leave 
it at that for now. We can talk later. We can eat here or go 
to the community kitchen. There might be some people there 
that will freak out. But we don’t need to tell them our story 
yet. How do you feel about that. Or would you rather eat in 
our private little cabin?”


Julie smiles, “I don’t know. I think that will be funny to see 
your friends expressions.”


“Yeah,” I giggle, “and you can stay here with me tonight or 
how very long you are staying. Hopefully for more than a 
night.”


“Of course, we need to talk. But what about Jim?”




“Oh, he’ll find a place to stay. Plenty of beds. The winter guest 
are few.”


“Ok, ed, that’s my husband, he showed me this place on the web. 
Quite and operation.”


“Yes, but it is about to have some major changes. We are 
creating a small self reliant community. Complete with blue 
cloud’s clan from the res.”


“Wow, sounds like an endeavor or and adventure?”


“Way more than either of those. More like a lifestyle choice.”


“I get it, when I left I bounced from one commune to the next, 
thinking it was the best lifestyle for me. But in those days they 
where all full of transients. People moving in and out. No 
stability. And that was me too.”


“Did you ever miss the family?”


“Yes, I did. Maybe I was trying to prove to myself that I could 
live without any support. There were so many times when I 
wondered about you and mom and dad. I was so torn and 
prideful that I could do life on my terms. And the drugs and 
influences of other people keep me from connecting. When I 
look back at my folly, that’s what it was, I have a lot of 
regret. So much so that I just couldn’t muster up the courage 
to come home and ask for forgiveness. Even though by the time 
I was done bouncing around I still was aloof of family.  I 
distanced myself so much from the family structure and why 
it is important. My influences at the time was indoctrination 
into marxism, and feminism. I was rescued by ed. he needed 
help in a kitchen. After several years we became more than 
friends. We married. I settled down. And you where on my 
mind, but for whatever reason I could not get myself to look 
you up. One day I did. And, well Jim appears and realizes who I 
might be. He did not mince words. But it was so cute, I knew he 
recognized something about me when we first met. He could 
barely talk, he stumbled down the stairs. And he never took 
his eyes off of me. Then he called me Julian. And point blank 
asked me if I had a twin!”




“And to think I was so pissed when he took off on this ski 
venture to find Joseph. He made it sound like it might be the 
last time for our relationship. I used to think he had a death 
wish with snow, skiing and mountains.”


“Yeah, well it was a close call. There was an avalanche… “


“I heard about it.”


“We both have good men. Men who love us for who we are 
and men who want to make sure we are cared for. You know, 
when I was galavanting around, the only one I knew who 
“had my back” was God. Can you relate? I developed such an 
aversion to religion, spirituality or belief systems that were 
out there. So many conditions went along with “getting to 
heaven” or reaching a higher consciousness. Yet I never lost 
contact with God. Heck, I felt he was the only one that I could 
talk to. And there were many times he had to listen to the 
garbage that was screaming from my mouth! So many times 
when I would just break down and totally surrender to the 
way of what was as a lesson learned. Just god, and I am still 
in that place of one on one with my god. Is that crazy? Am I in 
denial of what it means to be? I just want to be. If you know 
what I mean?”


“Oh, Julie, yes to it all. All that you said resonates with me too. 
There is so much out there pointing to the “right way, the only 
way, the best way “ to joy and goodness. And what I am finding 
out for myself is stilling the mind amongst the chaos of 
humankind, is to live my life in reverence of this gift of 
nature and the earth. To be grateful for what I am given. 
And so yeah, I do the same as you. My god has the form of Jesus 
right now. I am being influenced by a book that frank, you’ll 
meet him, gave me. So who knows what will influence me next. 
But what you said, about just wanting to be is what I desire.”


“And who is frank?”


“There is a long story to tell. And frank is part of the story. 
You know when Jim mentioned to you about you being the 
missing link, did he paraphrase that as missing link to my 
abandonment issues?”


“Yeah, I think so.”




“Well, frank picked me up, wandering on the highway, when I 
disappeared from my family. I will catch you up with that 
part of my life later. Lets go eat and meet.”


“Okay, I am so happy I had the courage to do this. I am so 
wanting to know your life and all those years we missed 
connected to each other.”


Chapter 10: good food, cheer, and the 
sculpture

Julie - I throw another log on the fire and put some fresh 
clothes and winter boots in a pack for Jim. I am guessing that 
he knows he will be sleeping elsewhere for the next few nights. 
We take the path back to the road, cross the bridge and take 
another path that I had worn over the past few years, 
towards the main part of the dude ranch buildings. We 
approach the garden and green house area. Julie is walking 
in front of me and I am gushing that she wants to know 
about my life. Her head is turning and peeking at the turned 
garden plots, hoop houses and the new green house project. We 
reach the end of the path and she stops to look at the lodge. 


“This is where it’s all happening for you now, Julian?”


“Yes, and in here,” I point to my heart. She smiles.


“Okay, I am a little nervous. I hope there’s not a lot of 
explaining to do about you prodigal twin sister returning 
into your life.”


“I hear you, I am hoping for the same. Lets go I am hungry. We 
did a lot of physical work today”


We climb the back stairs that lead to the kitchen. Scott, one of 
the chefs has his back to us. He turns. “Hey, Scott, this is my 
sister from Wyoming.”


“I would have never known. I thought I was seeing double. Bad 
greeting. Hi…”




Julie, “good to meet you. I cook at a small lodge in Wyoming. 
You have quite a set up. Garden to table concept?”


“Yeah, thanks to her.” He nods in my direction. “Dinner is 
ready ladies, better get some. the whole crowd is here tonight. 
They must have been tipped off about our special guest.”


I smile and am so relived by Scotts nonchalance. I look at Julie 
and she is smiling. Radiating joy. I sense that the nervousness 
has been replaced by curiosity. We enter the dining hall from 
the kitchen so people don’t take notice right away. Until we 
move towards the buffet. Nirvana is the first to notice and 
gives us a radiating smile, her bright white teeth in contrast 
to her beautiful dark skin. She has her turbine on, just nods 
with mouth open and heads for the tables that have been 
arranged in one continuous table to fit about twelve people. 
We are approached by deloris and Faye.


“My word, there’s two of you walking this planet? Or did I 
finally die and go to heaven?” It’s Faye. Deloris is just smiling 
then she keeps it simple, “I love surprises. But I am too hungry to 
say anything.”


Julie swipes at her brow in mock relief. We all chuckle.


Jim sneaks up behind us and I feel his left arm over my right 
shoulder and as I look up Julie, too, is looking at Jim as he has 
his other arm over her shoulder. Wow, amazing 
consequences. He looks at me and says, you didn’t happen to 
pack a bag for me, did you?”


“Of course, I left it at the kitchen door.” I look down, he is still 
in ski boots. Man they must be comfy. “Boots too, kiss?” I get a 
sweet peck.” He heads for the kitchen. 


Blue cloud waves us over to the buffet, where we get a lot of 
looks and raised eyebrows. Frank intercepts us, ”julian’nnn…
you are teasing me now darlin’”


“Julie, frank, the guy I told you about.” I look at frank’s 
startled eyes, “I’ll tell you all about him later.” I give him a 
little giggle, “you should see the expression on your face 
frank, my dear.” He smirks and gives a nod to Julie.




We make it through the buffet and all are seated at the table. 
Blue cloud stands as Maggie clangs a glass. “Good evening. I 
am glad you all made it here tonight. This will be a special 
dinner. First we have a surprise guest, Julian’s sister Julie. Eyes 
are on us. Let me introduce our tribe. Walking stick to my 
right, Stephanie, nirvana. These are the three sisters. They feed 
us their nurturing wisdom and care. Next is jerry, he has 
become an all round master of servitude. Joni, a very special 
woman whom you will know about during your visit. (I think 
she is blushing a little.) she is one of our apprentice healers. 
Next to her is sammie. Another healer along with Joni. You 
met deloris and Faye the master gardeners and 
permaculturist. Megan, who just returned from India with 
Jim, whom you have met when he fainted after seeing you the 
first time. (Laughter breaks out. Good move blue cloud.) and 
our beautiful young souls Sadie and Jenny. They carry a lot of 
wisdom beyond their years. (They sit with mouths wide open, 
then break into a smile and giggle.)  “frank, a special person 
who brought Julian to this ranch.” Let’s see am I forgetting 
anybody? Blue cloud gets a sharp elbow in his thigh. He looks 
down with loving eyes. There’s a twinkle in Maggie’s eyes as she 
looks up. “Oh yeah, Maggie, who used to have ownership of this 
ranch and her life. Now she is detached from this material 
plane.” Maggie responds, “not quite, enough with the jokes. 
Let’s dig in before this becomes a community meeting.” 


“Wait, hold on,” it’s Molly. “Hi I am Molly and this is Arthur. 
Arthur bows his head, Molly remarks with authority, “there 
will be a community meeting according to blue cloud. Gosh, I 
can tell you took your medicine man apprenticeship from 
your uncle. Next you’re going to tell us you saw him 
recently.”


“He is here Molly.” Blue cloud motions to his heart, “and yes we 
will speak after we eat. Thank you for reminding me of this 
very auspicious gathering.” 


And so we all start to eat. Sadie is sitting across from julian. 
There are several side conversations going on. Frank and 
Jerry are giving details of the greenhouse construction to 
deloris and Faye. Arthur and Molly are discussing some ideas 
for a sculpture. The three sisters are talking about 



something, Joni, Jim and Jenny are just slowly eating and once 
in awhile look at each other and just smile. Maggie and blue 
cloud are talking about where the placement of the new 
sculpture will go. Sadie ask, “ if you don’t mind me asking, did 
Jim always know about your twin, Julian?” 


She looks over at Julie, who gently swipes her mouth and 
answers for Julian. “No Sadie, is it or are you Jenny?”


“Sadie.”


“No Sadie, I skipped out on my family and my twin many years 
ago. I went AWOL. If you are interested in the details I will 
invite you right now to come visit me at the Big horn lodge 
and hunting camp.”


“Thank you. I will appreciate that. I am curious because it 
might help me. I left my home and way of life following the 
feminist movement and was influenced to the point where I 
am still mentally entrenched with that philosophy and belief 
system. I need someone else’s perspective.”


“I am more than willing we may have similar reason of the 
path we chose and how it affected us over time. You seem to be 
the age when I was fully into that culture.”


Sadie, with a furrowed brow, shakes her head and says, 
“thank you. Can I refer to you as sister?”


“Absolutely!”


As the diner is winding down, Jim, Megan and nirvana start 
to clear the table, taking everyone’s dirty dishes. It is blue 
cloud that speaks when they return to their seats.


“Just so everybody knows, Jim found my uncle and they slid 
down the hill to the hunting lodge where I was staying.”


Julie has a big smile on her face. Julian has a raised eyebrow 
and Maggie is shaking her head with a quizzical look.


“We had a meeting and discussed some concerns about the 
community. About growth, building, economics, self reliance 
and more. There were several issues that came up. One is the 
acceptance of our clan on these grounds. How will we accept 



you people and how will you accept us? Our cultures are 
different. The people of the clan that still pass on the old 
wisdom is different than the people who took on the ways of 
the white man. Another concern is mix of spiritual and 
religious beliefs. Two things that were most visual to Joseph 
was a new sculpture that will carry the meaning or 
inspiration of who we are as one. Much like the great tree 
sculpture. We are to decide what it will look like. The other 
was naming the community.”


Walking stick looks at blue cloud who nods as if to let her 
speak. “Let us take some time in stillness and contemplate the 
vision of the sculpture and the name of this great endeavor. 
Blue cloud will pass pipe. Our ritual to allow the great spirit 
to answer our call. Whomever it is that you ask for to guide 
you on your great journey, ask for a sign or counsel. Then 
you can speak after we pass pipe.” 


And so the pipe is lit just as we have done in our first sweat 
lodge meeting as the new community. The day of the whiskey 
bottle lesson and the mystical gathering of all whom are 
here tonight. The last puff is from blue cloud. He snuffs out 
the pipe and places it on the table. 


“Let us speak.”


It is Sadie who contributes first, “I want to thank all of you 
for acknowledging my relationship with Jenny. I want to 
thank you for the impact you are having as an influence on 
my life. I never thought I would question my perception of 
who I am until now.” She looks over at Julie. “I think this 
sculpture will be all about what we are seeking as a group 
together. Different than the inspiration of the tree sculpture 
up at Maggie’s.”


There is a silence. Blue cloud states, “when one has completed 
their contribution let us say, Aho!”


Jerry who usually is last to speak, opens up, “I want it to 
incorporate our different beliefs or spirituality as one way.”


Frank, “amen brother. I wonder how we can agree to show 
acceptance of each other as individuals and incorporate 
our personal beliefs. ”




Sammie, “what I am listening to in my head is John and  Yoko 
Lenon singing “Imagine”.”


Joni is looking out the window, “what I see under the full 
moon light tonight is the jagged ridge of the sawtooth.” She 
points outside.” 


Jim notices that, “The reflection of interior lights on glass 
obscure the view.”  We all slowly make our way from the 
table and onto the deck outside. And there it is, with white 
snow showing brilliantly in it’s higher crevices. It is the ridge 
where I do most of my skiing ventures. The one that always 
attracts my attention. 


Nirvana, “look there is a planet shinning close to the moon. I 
wonder what planet is showing right now. What is it in 
conjunction with?”


Maggie, “there is such inner peace I get from meditating on 
the buddha. The buddha always reminds me of detachment.”


Julian, “when I was separated from Jim all those years I 
would look out my cabin window that faces east. I’d look and 
see this lone figure trekking up the slope under the sawtooth. I 
knew it was Jim. I would watch to see how far he would go. It 
varied, just like the Ridgeline.”


Frank again, “it was under the sawtooth that I lost my 
bertha in the fire many years ago. I am finally at peace in my 
heart. My grief is never over, but my sadness has dissolved. It 
was at star lake, a night long ago when Julian questioned my 
resolve and I knew that I was not forsaken by my god, i 
forsook him.”


Jenny, “your thoughts and words are so heartfelt. Just full of 
appreciation, gratitude. I think that the sawtooth needs to be 
part of the sculpture.”


Megan, “I am new to this group. Thanks for including me. I 
have such a strong sense of your oneness as a group of people. 
Oneness, a term used over and over when Jim and I went to 
ekam in India.”




Stephanie, “the connection that depicts the moment of deep 
connection I experienced with Jim. it seems so long ago. Do you 
remember when Molly had us with hands on hearts peering 
into each others nakedness. That is what I would like to see 
captured in this sculpture. 


Deloris, “you young souls are so beautiful. This sculpture needs 
to recapture the strength of the tree sculpture.”


Faye is the last to speaks, “the full moon


                                                Over the sawtooth


                                                nourishes our garden 


                                                At night.


                                                The morning sun


                                                Is there to worship.


                                                The heat of the spices


                                                Set off the fire in the stomach.


                                                And the digestion of the Maya 


                                                Brings peace to our souls.”


Arthur, “we can have the sawtooth as the base.”


Molly, “we can all pose in a peace sign entwined in vines of 
flowering vegetables.”


Frank, “you thinking swimming trunks,” he looks over at me, 
“or nude?”


Blue cloud let’s out a chuckle. “Let us pose in honorable 
positions. Fully Clothed!”


Walking stick, “how is this choice for everybody?”


We all shout “Aho.” Which we all forgot to say after our 
personal say.


Maggie, “and the name? How’s Sawtooth community?”




Frank, how about The Sawtooth Community? The makes it 
special. Eh?” 


“AHO” says every body and soul!


Molly, “Arthur and I will let you know we we have the art 
studio ready for some poses. We will have to do them three or 
two at a time. Maybe you can choose partners and decide how 
you want to pose. Your choice, we will see how the poses can 
fit together.” Aho!


Walking stick, “let the three vegetables be corn, beans and 
squash. The vines and leaves connecting to all.” Aho!


Jim - so that is how we came to the name and inspiration of 
our community. We went our separate ways after some hugs 
and chatter. Nirvana, Megan, Julian, Julie and I were left in 
the room. 


Nirvana offers to put me up at the yoga studio. “Julian, I’m 
sure you and Julie have a lot of catching up to do the next 
couple of days. We can have Jim stay with us, if that’s alright 
with you Megan?”


“Yes, I would enjoy comparing our experiences at tapas.”


Julian looks at me,  “okay that is gracious of you both. I want 
to spend a little time with my man if you all don’t mind. Julie, 
there’s a flash light in the backpack. I’ll find my way back 
under this full moon. Thanks ladies for your offer.”


They give Julian and I the namaste sign. We bow and give it 
back. “I bow to the light within you.” At least that is my 
interpretation. We are left alone. There is a twinkle in 
Julian’s eyes.


“Come here buster, hug me. I am so glad that you made it back, 
alive and well. Oh god…”


I finish the sentence with her, that we say so often, “…you are 
so magnificent.”  


I will leave it up to you the reader to imagine the connection 
and create a loving seen of god love. Just meditate awhile. 
what type of love and compassion might be in your heart. 




“Imagine all the people, living a life of peace…” John and Yoko


Chapter 11: the immersion

 I make my way to the yoga studio. There is a soft light 
emanating from the main window. I enter and nirvana and 
Megan are chatting. They look up from the cushions they are 
seated on. The setting seems like the inside of an Arabian tent. 
There are some plush Persian rugs, a low sofa and plenty of 
large pillows with beautiful designs around a medium size, 
low round table. The rest of the room is open floor with yoga 
equipment and mats stashed in a corner. Nirvana waves me 
over to the table. “Jim, we are so glad that you choose to stay 
with us for a few days.” 


“Thanks for the offer. I am happy to be with the both of you. It 
will be good for Julian and Julie to have their private time. 


“We have some tea, go ahead and pour yourself a cup. Megan 
and I where just discussing the differences of my tapas 
experience and hers.” 


“Yeah, we all seem to come away impacted by the teachings 
depending how they relate to what comes up for us. And there 
was a lot that came up for me from one week to the next.”


Megan, “I came away knowing how necessary detachment 
from thoughts benefited my staying present with what was in 
front of me. What I am currently engaged with. I found my 
thoughts coming at me while we took silent walks or just sat 
looking at nature, our surroundings. I would miss out on the 
crystals in the soil or the moon in the sky. Instead I was 
engaged with past situations that already occurred. I would 
go deep, you know look at patterns that had an affect on my 
behavior. Problem was I would dwell on old patterns so much 
that I would get sucked into the suffering. I would forget 
that I was just  to observe. My awareness became my state. It 
took awhile for me to just feel, cry if I had regret but not to 
wear it like a badge of victimization. Does that make any 
sense?”




Nirvana, “yes it makes a lot of sense. I attended after my 
marriage broke up. I was in a lot of pain and blame. I was 
blaming me and blaming my ex. I saw myself as victim and 
perpetrator. I wore the badge of martyr because I chose to be 
a sikh and he had no interest to even consider a spiritual 
path. I would chid him constantly to believe in something and 
he would ridicule my choice of a path. I blamed him for our 
distance growing like a big fissure in the dry earth. He would 
mock my disciplines and disparage my choices of having little 
worth. I was glad that I did four weeks in one chunk of time. 
It took that long to start being free from me being a victim 
and reacting as an aggressor. I saw the roles of my folks 
interaction as a similar pattern of my marriage. I tried to 
instill guilt while he tried to blame my new beliefs taking 
precedent over our relationship. His favorite line was, “you’re 
married to god not me!” How silly was that, but now I realize 
my zealous behavior fell on the deaf ears of an atheist.”


I sensed it was my turn to share, “the deaf ears of an atheist, I 
never thought of my self as an atheist or an agnostic. When I 
was at ekam, the first week I questioned what teachings am I 
listening to that I don’t already know. I paid for what? And I 
was attracted to other “doubting Thomas’s” and this was 
after I had gone on a temple tour and saw the grave of St. 
Thomas and read about him. But when I committed to being 
silent and searched for the other participants that stayed in 
the silent mode I was no longer influenced by doubts. It 
became very clear why I was there, especially during the 
processes. And I also realized that “the god in me”, doesn’t 
mean I am god.  And when I listened to what was being taught 
and not my thoughts, that is when I started to turn a corner. 
That is when I started to get beyond the surface and meet my 
dwellers, the mara’s. Funny how that first week was about 
ego and I was so into my ego, I missed out on the knowledge. 
When I looked back at my journalling I saw all of the 
misinterpretation. I wrote what I wanted to believe was true. 
As time went on my “I am god ego” become humbled. I cried, I 
was shaken. I gained wisdom of self. I am still working on 
those maras, but now I have the tools to recognize them, to 
detach from their grip. “Kick them out of the guest room.” I 
chuckle, nirvana and Megan have a laugh, there is meaning 
behind that comment.




“So how do we have an impact on our friends without 
preaching?” Ask nirvana. 


“Julian told me that when frank had his reckoning up at 
star lake, under the Sawtooth, he made a remark that his 
church will dwell inside of him. You know he was a preacher 
before Bertha died in the fire.”


Megan and nirvana shake their heads…no. “I like that 
though, my church will dwell within me. My wisdom is 
within me.” Megan comments.


Nirvana responds, “I am not a messenger, my personal wisdom 
has an impact.”


“I am calm, I am at peace with who I am and whom you are. 
No more and no less,” I chip in.


There is a knock on the door, a twist of the knob and a soft, 
“hello?” It’s molly’s voice.


“Come in Molly,” we all say sort of in unison.


“Hi, thank you. I saw the light on and just felt drawn to be 
here!”


“Come sit, join us. Tea?” Invites nirvana.


“Thank you, it is so cozy. Yes tea if it’s not a bother.”


“Jim, good to see you. It’s been awhile. Seems like we have all 
been busy with our physical contributions towards 
community and setting up our special places. At least I have 
been caught up in do, do, do, and out of sight. No wonder why 
blue cloud had his fun with me.”


I respond, “Hey, good to see you to Molly. Somehow, I feel all of 
us connected and I think this new sculpture will show that.”


Nirvana sets down the tea saucer in front of Molly, who 
gives thanks. She doesn’t hesitate, “we have been having a 
therapy session Molly,” she lets out a laugh and follows with, 
we were just discussing Megan and Jim’s recent India trip.”


“What have I missed?”




Megan, “the difference between scratching the surface and 
going deep into ones psychology.”


“Not easy to be willing to expose oneself, is it?”


“You did a good job with this guy over here,” nirvana nods 
towards me.


“You were so willing back then Jim. So willing to be venerable.  
You have changed so much over the last few years. You have 
had an influence on me and several of us, by just being your 
honest self.” Says Molly.


I must be blushing, I can feel it in my cheeks. But the lighting is 
dimmed so how will they see?  “It has been and still is an 
amazing journey. I am so grateful to still be living it.”


“Arthur and I are so inspired by the human form peace sign, 
as a sculpture. The different ways we all contributed 
towards the vision of it. So word has it you found Joseph? You 
suppose he had anything to say about it tonight?”


“Oh, of course. You saw blue cloud’s response to your 
comment.”


“I am curious, what was your discussion? Before I barged in.”


Megan goes right to a response, “we were sharing how our 
India trips had an affect of how we delve into our inner 
being. Our ego, mind, cravings and the duality of it all. It’s a 
little complicated to explain. And we learned how the 
chakra centers have an affect on our thought patterns. You 
think I have that right? Jim, Nirvana?”


“Hummm, you know anything about chakras, we do a lot of 
yoga poses to open up these chakra centers. There’s a chakra 
related to stability, creative energy, self-esteem, compassion, 
communication, intuition and purpose. That’s just the most 
common that people relate to. Google chakras.”


“Yes, I have some inkling since they have been referenced in 
some of the western psychology that I have practiced. I mostly 
practice carl jung. He did visit India and spent a couple of 
months there. He gave some lectures and took in various 
lectures of Indian Psychology. He learned experientially 



rather than just knowing the knowledge of the “masters” he 
learned from his own understanding. His trip to southern 
India was the most beneficial. His personal journey 
influenced his belief of the collective unconscious. So much of 
the work I did with Jim utilizing various poses especially when 
Stephanie modeled with him seemed to open up some past 
memories and behaviors. Wouldn’t you say so Jim?”


“Yes, I recall a day when I was upset and asked if you where a 
therapist, not just an art instructor. You remember that 
interaction.”


“Yes I do. You had shared with me once when you first started 
modeling naked. It was then that I realized you where 
bareing your soul, your whole self and grasping to gain some 
insight into your life up to that point in time.”


“I remember to, after I was amused to see you as the model. 
You came to yoga the next day, in shock that I was a 
participant in the class. We discussed the kundalini energy 
which evokes the opening of the chakra centers. It was quite a 
combination for you. Kundalini yoga and molly’s creative 
experiment with you as a willing participant,” nirvana is 
looking at me with such compassionate eyes. 


We are locked in. I am not so sure how else to take our 
connection. I am loving her sparkling eyes and broad 
natural smile. I am not sure how to react, so I just get into 
being still. Stilling all nervous thought. I just want to stay 
connected for as long as we can. Minutes pass. I take a deep 
breath. I nod and slowly look away, into two other sets of 
eyes. There is no escape from this compassion. Now I am feeling 
loved for who I am. I don’t know what to do. I feel so humbled 
and shy. It takes me back to teenage years and early 
adulthood. I did not know how to respond when a member of 
the opposite sex looked at me like that. 


“Alright ladies, I am back in high school as shy jimmy. I don’t 
know how to receive this love.”


Megan, with the most loving voice, says, “feel the god love. 
Feel the collective oneness. Wasn’t that a profound take away 



from the mukti gurus…the oneness movement….our collective 
consciousness as one.”


“Thank you, I don’t feel so nervous now. You are all so 
beautiful, so soulful and nurturing. I am so fortunate to 
have landed here, with new friends.”


I like to think of this new life as a rebirth, another chance at 
completing my cycle of personal purpose and destiny. The 
pathway to the higher realms. A chance to reconcile past 
karma through Goodness and service. And that’s what christ 
taught and what good people believe. So how is it that there 
are humans that counter the good of humankind? We all 
sigh, with solemn faces and nods.


“Okay, you all, I have all of the inspiration I need for the 
sculpture. Arthur, he is a traditional Zen Buddhist. I will be 
getting much of his insight as we develop the plans. Thank you 
all for this great encounter and contributing to this great 
experiment, Of oneness.” Molly rises from the cushions, and 
departs. 


Chapter 11: cultural standards

Deloris and Faye - we, Faye and I, are sitting at our little 
breakfast nook that connects our condos. Condos sounds 
better than a dorm room at our age. It’s actually nice the 
way frank and jerry remodeled this space for us. It is isolated 
from the rest of the lodge rooms that are used for ranch 
guest. We have our own private entrance that faces the 
garden area of the main ranch compound. They even poured 
a slab and created a screened in porch with a view of the 
distant peaks at the south end of the basin. Our rooms are 
separate with our own bathrooms. These are suites, and we 
even have walk in bath tubs that frank and jerry installed. 
We have our separate little living rooms with couch and 
shelves and end tables and a writing desk. All separated from 
the bedroom. The hallway area was partitioned off from the 
rest of the hall. They created a nice space by a window that 
faces the western foothills and meadows. There is a table for 
two and a small counter area with shelving, a two burner 



stove top, and toaster oven. There’s a small refrigerator like 
you’d get in a motel. So we are being taken care of in our old 
age. Isn’t that what is supposed to happen, at least in some 
cultures and with some families. Take care of those that came 
before you just as they hopefully took care of you. So why am I 
feeling sad. I look at Faye as she sips her coffee and looks out 
the window.


“Faye, I need to talk a bit.”


She looks over with full attention, “sure my dear, what’s up?”


“I was just being so grateful and admiring the handy work 
that frank and jerry did to keep us comfortable. It is nicer 
than expected and I am not even missing the big old house. Are 
you missing your condo.”


“I can’t say I am. Plus we have the gardening here to keep us 
occupied and with all of Julian, Sadie and jenny’s efforts we 
are doing more here than we ever did.”


Faye cocks her head and looks at me, “so is it gratitude that 
you want to talk about or am I too noisy with my loud 
music?”


Ha, she sure knows how to lighten up the mood. “No, thanks 
for your humor, I hope you don’t mind my tuba playing?”


Faye slaps the table and dead pans her remark, “I have been 
meaning to talk to you about that!”


We have a good chuckle. “What has me sad is that at the end of 
my parents life, I wish I could have been around more for 
them. When I left home to live across country, I never 
considered that they would age in place and want to stay in 
their home. Our generation was so different.”


“So you have some regret that you didn’t take care of them?”


“Yes, my dad took on quite a burden as a caregiver. In the end 
it wore him out. I would visit a couple weeks of the year and 
they where so thrilled to have me around. Cooking, taking 
them to the store was a huge event. And fixing things that 
didn’t work anymore. When I would have to go back to my 
family and work, well, it broke my heart to leave.”




“And what prompted this mood? Sadness and regret is what I 
heard you say.”


“Well the meeting last night, how we are included as an 
integral part of this community despite our age. I know in 
some cultures the elders are respected as they age. When I see 
all of the older people in the high ranks of government 
messing up this country for the next generations to come, I 
just wonder if we are getting in the way of what they need to 
accomplish here.”


“Well now you just threw me a curve ball, and I can’t hit a 
curve. You started out sad about not being around enough 
for your folks and now you think you are dead weight for 
the young ones here at “The Sawtooth Community”. Concerning 
your folks, you obviously where limited unless you and your 
husband would have quit your jobs, sold your home and 
moved your family. Oops, I am justifying your predicament.”


“Yes, you don’t really have to say anything. This is not the 
first time I’ve been “down that rabbit hole”. I guess I am just 
thinking at what point do we stop being a contribution to 
society?”


“Never, we can be the anchor for the generations that 
follow us. I think there has been a few.”


“What do you mean by that?”


“We can support them. They can hopefully learn from our 
mistakes and not repeat history. And maybe we hold the 
balance for folks who had a tough childhood, and didn’t 
have parents or a good example to follow.”


“I see your point Faye. Maybe help change the patterns that 
are forming someone’s life in a negative way. By just 
nurturing and supporting the young ones just like the three 
sisters, walking stick, Nirvana and Stephanie.”


“Yes, now your seeing a bigger picture. We ain’t done yet 
Deloris. In fact it will be interesting to see where we will be 
placed on the peace sculpture.” 




Maggie and Blue Cloud - Maggie is looking out her window. 
It’s late afternoon and this time of winter the sun sets early. 
The temperature has dropped into the low twentys. She is 
looking at the sunset effect over the sawtooth and also at he 
bronze tree sculpture. 


I wonder how the relationship between blue Cloud and me  
will workout. I wonder how the women fit into the crow 
culture. Are old traditions still relevant? How do I keep my 
honor. Both blue cloud and walking stick made me very 
aware of my action and commitment to having blue cloud as 
a mate. That term seems too loose for someone of blue clouds 
stature. Wife, I will be his wife. Will the rest of his clan accept 
me. What changes in my ways will I have to change. I 
surrendered everything to blue cloud. And what is everything 
that I own? My destiny is what I was reminded about when I 
came to my senses.  since I follow the buddhic way, my 
Detachment from the material world is my commitment to 
that way…. Huh, don’t tell me he’s here. At our meeting place? 
Who is that out there, all wrapped up in a big colorful 
blanket. The way he or she is looking around doesn’t seem like 
what blue cloud would be doing.


Maggie pulls a coat from the rack and puts on a hat and 
winter boots. She trudges through the tall grass that was 
laid down by the wet snow from a few days ago. As she 
approaches she raises her voice from a short distance, “hello, 
who are you, what do you want?” She stops waiting for a 
response.


“I am Fire clouds. I am from blue clouds clan. Come here. I 
will not harm you.”


Okay, deep breath Maggie. I feel nervous. The marked white 
woman. What am I thinking? This is modern times. There must 
be dignity honored here. I am blue clouds woman. “Okay.” And 
so I make up the last fifty feet and am standing in front of 
this tall crow man! I am feeling very venerable.


“Maggie, you have nothing to fear with me. I did not come to 
steal you from blue cloud.”


“Well, that’s reassuring. Why are you telling me that!”




“There is an old tale of men stealing wives in the spring. It is 
winter. You are safe.”


“Get out of here. You are scaring me even more than I already 
am!”


“You are pretty brave for being scared. Nothing to worry 
about. I am just teasing. But it was an old tale. At least I know 
blue cloud has a brave wife. I want to call you his wife even 
though there hasn’t been ceremony yet. Is that alright?”


Wow, right to the point. Nothing like testing my fortitude and 
commitment. What am I feeling? Not commitment, no I am 
honored to be considered blue clouds, ugh do I dare think, 
property? “Wife, that sounds good. I feel protected to know 
that you consider me as blue clouds woman.”


“I am happy to hear your response.”


“Tell me, did blue cloud send you? And are you related to him. I 
mean you have a similar name.”


“I am related. I am an elder to blue cloud and he is clan to 
me. His father was my brother. Blue cloud is family. I am here 
on my own. I wanted to meet you and share what might be 
helpful when you mingle with our clan as blue clouds 
Madian.”


Whoa, Madian, fire clouds has a way with honoring me. “It is 
cold, will you come into my house to talk more?”


“Yes, thank you. It is cold when one is not moving.”


We go to the house and take off our coats and outer wear. I 
beckon him to sit and we do. I have some hot coffee and I pour 
him a cup. He nods in appreciation. We sit in silence for a bit 
and sip coffee. Then we are looking at each other.


“Maggie, what you did, surrender ownership of this ranch, 
follows a tradition of women in crow culture. If they have 
land or riches it is bestowed upon the man. You are beautiful 
and have an influence on this community that is forming. 
Blue cloud tells me that you have patience and are ambitious. 
Women are expected to take care of food preparation, 



clothing, housing and what you white people call domestic 
tasks.”


“Fire Clouds, from this day on I will prefer that you see me as 
just a woman of no color. Will you do that?”


“Yes, I can give you that honor. Thank you,” fire clouds 
continues, “since blue cloud is a medicine man, you will be 
involved in ceremony at the sweat lodge. And you will plant 
the tobacco. You will also be able to do vision quests to gain 
spiritual power. You have been a warrior in a mans world. 
Now your feminine traits are what will shine. Let that be 
your new destiny. It will give much honor to blue cloud. I 
have spoken.”


“Thank you.” I close my eyes and take it all in as if I am 
meditating. I here some rustling and grunts. Then I hear the 
door open. I look up. He is standing at the open door. I say, 
“peace be with you.” He smiles, nods and is gone. 


I go to clear the tea and tucked under the saucer is this note. 


￼ Edwin T. Denig 

The woman eventually known as Woman Chief was born to the Gros Ventres people; her birth name is 
unknown. At the age of about 10 she was taken prisoner by a raiding party of Crows, and was adopted by 
a Crow warrior who raised her among his people. She showed a disposition to assume traditionally male 
activities, and her foster father evidently encouraged her pursuits, as he had lost his sons to death or 
capture. She earned acclaim for her horse riding, marksmanship, and ability to field-dress a buffalo. 
However, unlike other Two-Spirits, she wore typical female clothing rather than adopting men's garments. 
When her father died, she assumed leadership of his lodge.

My dear friend Maggie, 

I leave this history of  Pine Leaf. Tale has it that she was a woman warrior. There were many woman warriors in the 
Crow tribe who fought and hunted with the men. Know that you did not surrender your power. Know the difference 
between service and your freedom as a woman.  

Fire Clouds 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gros_Ventres
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Two-Spirit


Molly and Arthur - Molly gets back to the art studio barn 
and goes upstairs. Arthur is sketching. “Hello love, what are 
you sketching?”


“I’m just working on the design. Thinking How the Sawtooth 
ridge will intersect with the peace symbol.”


“I was thinking about how we will place the people round the 
peace sign. And I thought of the differences of our ways, some 
of us being single for a long time. our etiquette and cultures 
came up big all of a sudden. Maggie and Blue Cloud, and you 
and me. You being from a traditional Japanese family and 
also a zen buddhist.”


“And you want to know how men and woman relate in that 
culture?”


“Yes.”


“I live as a zen buddhist but carry on some of the traditional 
family culture. So it is very confusing for my parents. That is 
a reason I moved to the united states. What I find is that the 
old culture is still prevalent with many families whose 
lineage came from another country. For me my choice of 
spiritual belief conflicts with my parents traditional 
culture. If we as a couple follow the old tradition of my 
parents, you will live in submission. Finances will depend on 
me. And you my not be acknowledged very highly since we will 
be a mixed marriage.”


“And the zen part of you…”


“Marriage is a choice. The sexuality is for both male and 
female to enjoy and make the partner happy. Sensuality is a 
road block towards spiritual awakening. According to the 
famous Buddhist Thich Nhat Hanh, true love consist of loving 
kindness, compassion, empathic joy, and equanimity.”


“So, Arthur, I really like following the Zen way. How do you 
feel about me in regards to how your family might view 
you…us…as a couple?” 


“Living so far from them gives me a sense of freedom from 
having to address the issue.”




“I am asking you, personally. Do you feel guilty, worried? 
Anything that you feel right now.”


There is a long sigh, he has stopped sketching now that we are 
on topic. 


“I love you Molly and what we do together. My emotions 
concerning us is pure joy. My emotions towards my family is 
resentment. The thought that I would even have to consider 
living in the traditional way they have chosen.”


“So what is it you said, true love, and in my book that includes 
others, true love consist of kindness, compassion, empathic joy 
and equanimity.”


“And my struggle is to give that to my family despite our 
deferences.”


“So when you say struggle, is there another way to look at it 
or maybe a better word?”


“Acceptance? Me accepting the way it is and not keep you a 
secret from them. My secret life.”


“Thank you so much. To me our relationship includes your 
family. It does not matter their perception of me because I 
know that can change.”


“Next time I go home to get the special clay for the bowls, we 
will have a vacation in Japan.”


Love is radiating from me. “To feel accepted and know that 
you  are willing to include me in your family…well that 
makes me feel like we are soulmates” 


“Molly, in Zen soulmates are real. We believe that 
consciousness moves from one life to the other. The way our 
artistic talents complement each other is a very good 
example. How can I put it? We are on the same wave length, 
Most of the time.”


We smile, we hug, we kiss and we head for the bed.




Permaculture - All the lights are out on the ranch. It is late 
and I am guessing I am the only one awake. Maybe Julian and 
Julie are still catching up with their estranged life. renewed 
and connected again. How wonderful. The surprises that 
occur in our lives when we just stay connected to the flow of 
life. And right now I am awake because I am wondering how 
this life will flow. The life of the world. I am realizing that 
that I can be an a silent advocate for a lifestyle that makes 
sense to me. I am a big fan of the permaculture motto, taking 
care of people, taking care of the earth and sharing supply. 
This group has totally gravitated to the permaculture 
concept without even realizing it. We just seemed to click as a 
group how lucky is that. So what I am tossing around in my 
head is what our concerns might be in the future. We are 
definitely taking care of each other. And it seems like we all 
realize that we need to consider future growth. We don’t 
necessarily want to close off this community to the rest of the 
world. How will we know who has right intention to join us? 
Without playing god. And what kind of economy will we 
create that will be accepted by other locale communities? We 
may need other supplies and what kind of currency will be 
acceptable if this country’s currency changes. Let’s see maybe 
we stock up on some junk silver, coins. Our neighboring states 
of South Dakota and Wyoming have gold dollar bills. So does 
Nevada and Utah. Hummm, I wonder if the Lakota res still 
has it’s own banking system backed by gold? I seem to 
remember checking that out once. Maybe the LET system? How 
will the physical tasks get done? Who is going to manage 
whom? Transportation, gas, and electricity might all be a 
concern depending how the next administration runs the 
country. At least we will not be so dependent on the economy 
of the world. The worrisome thought I have is what will 
become of this community if we don’t conform to societal 
norms. At least most people think permaculture is socialism. 
So we will be good if the globalist take over. If America 
remains the land of freedom then we’re good again. If 
America becomes communism then we might have problems. 
Remember what Mao did in china! And why am I thinking like 
this? Fear? Worry? My mind is in the future even though these 
are present thoughts. Wait, wait, Jim, you are in what state? 



Suffering? Ugh, good time to visualize the new greenhouse, 
Molly’s barn, the new sculpture, blue clouds clan moving 
onto the ranch, the relationships being strong and loving. 
Now this is a much better way to fall asleep. Just flow, baby! 


Chapter 12: The way of peace

 It’s mid-day and I decide to check in on the twins. So I take a 
hike down the pathway past the gardens and into the bush. I 
arrive at the cabin clearing and see Julie, outside on a bench, 
her back against the building soaking in some sun. It’s a great 
day unseasonably warm in the fifties today. I approach and 
Julie senses my presence. She places her index finger on her lips 
and whispers. “We had a late night. Awake until the wee 
hours of the morning. Julian is napping.” I shake my head and 
raise my hand in recognition. I very quietly turn the knob 
and gently open the door part way, and dang it if that 
obnoxious squeak doesn’t “kick in”. I look at Julie and we both 
purse our lips and shrug our shoulders. I squeeze through the 
opening and am inside looking down at Julian curled in an 
almost fetal position. My heart swells and my love for her 
position in life, right now, is swelling with compassion. What 
must be going through her subconscious mind right now? 
What memories, what emotions did she go through last night? 
I give her a namaste sign and let her know telepathically 
how much I love her and to take care of her being. A soul to 
soul connection that I am positive she connects with. We have 
talked about it before, so many times when we are connected 
with the same thoughts and our action actually responds to 
what the other was thinking. I think the longevity of our 
relationship speaks volumes about how we connect now. I 
squeeze back out of the cabin and lift gently upward on the 
door and miraculously it doesn’t squeak. Humph, maybe the 
upper hinge needs tightening?


I whisper, “Julie, you up for a little walk and talk?”


She nods and rises. We start towards the way I came from and 
as we get further from the cabin she says, “good morning Jim, 
or is it afternoon.” 


I just shrug my shoulders, “yeah. Thanks for the walk. So how 
did it go last night?”




“Lots of tears and hugs. Lots of regret and sadness about the 
past. A lot of connecting the dots concerning our past and 
how it has affected our lives. And a lot of joy for our 
reunion and being found. We shared the similarities of when 
you were found and how she wasn’t ready for accepting you 
back into her life. How the shame was greater than the 
humility of asking for forgiveness. Same with me in regards 
to Julian. But here we all are. So wow, isn’t it lovely.”


I smile and get emotional. I can feel it in my gut, like between 
the stomach and the heart as it rises. Kundalini rising? 
“Thank you so much for being willing to finally heal the pain 
for both of you.” 


“Julian shared with me what she thinks is your quest to your 
self knowledge. She showed me where you climb to ski in the 
winter. How you go solo in the pure white snow. And even go 
despite the elements. She thinks that you are on a quest during 
this lifetime to discovery of total liberation from this 
material plane, so to speak. She told me of your NDE. How you 
took that experience as nothing other than being afforded  a 
glimpse into what might be after you leave this physical body 
and what you are destined to do during this life time. It all 
sounds like an esoteric trait to me. Sometimes even hard for 
her to follow your… personality.”


There is a silence. Julie’s news has me in contemplation. 


Finally I respond, “Julie, Julian and I share a lot of our inner 
truth. How we respond to the life around us and how we 
connect with that life. I observe her, how she connects with 
plants, animals the same as she does with humans. I wonder 
sometimes when she connects with the animal and plant life 
if they give her a response. And with people, her desire is to 
connect at the depth of the soul. Sometimes I don’t even 
understand what is her message. Now that I know she has a 
twin, it’s as if she talks to me like I should already know what 
she means. As for me? I am an open book as the saying goes. Did 
she tell you how this whole group formed? It all started 
when I posed nude?”




“Yes she did. She reunited with you as a result of what sounds 
like pure circumstance. How everything just evolved as if in  a 
story created by a playwright.”


“Yeah, you could say that. But in my innocence, all I was 
doing was baring my soul. And by doing that my life and 
purpose continues to be revealed to me in a mysterious way. 
Sometimes the way I connect with people doesn’t make sense to 
me. I used to feel like I was on the outside looking in. And the 
solo journeys I do wether it’s skiing or other types of ventures 
is where I get a better handle or understanding of my 
existence. I no longer think of being different or separate 
from others. We are all grasping for some kind of meaning 
and support as we figure things out. So to be part of this 
group, this community and it’s evolution is special at this point 
in my life. I feel connected to the path that keeps winding with 
surprises around every turn.”


“Is that pun intended as in skiing, and avalanches and finding 
Joseph then finding me? And…well convincing me to reunite 
with my twin. Convincing isn’t the right word. Maybe it was 
coincidence and the universe, god? Used you as a tool? Do you 
consider yourself as a conduit to the supernatural energy 
that is a source for all of this life. This material world?”


“My dad’s favorite pray was the prayer of Saint Francis, “Oh 
Lord make me an instrument for thy peace.” I tend to make up 
my own lines but I do say it often. A sweet surrender to what 
is.”


“Sweet surrender, I am hearing that from Julian, Maggie 
anybody else?” 


“Now you.”


Julie gives me her sweet smile. We stop as we come to the main 
road. She is looking at me…”thank you for the avalanche.” 


We part ways, she heads back to the cabin, I go towards the 
greenhouse to visit Frank and Jerry. See if I can contribute. 
When I get there I see Sadie with frank and jerry. As I 
approach jerry says, “your just in time Jim. We need some help 
getting this center beam up on the end post.” There is 
scaffolding set up at each end and both post are built with a 



slot to place the beam into. Somehow they already have the 
beam ends on the scaffolding. Frank and jerry are at one 
end, I climb up to be with Sadie. 


“Howdy Sadie, you been helping these guys?”


“Yeah, along with Julian, but we’re short handed today.” 


I look over at Frank and jerry. The way the scaffolding is set 
up their end of the beam is lower then ours. 


Frank shouts out, “we’ll have you guys lift your end in place 
and we will slowly give it a push in your direction as you lift 
it into the slot. Ready?”


We both shout, “okay!”, Heave our end unto our shoulders and 
then as we feel the gentle push we start lifting it above our 
heads. Sadie is behind me and as we get the end close to the top I 
can feel her body pressed against mine. Then there is nothing 
in my hand. There is a grunt from Sadie, I look up and our end 
of the beam is in place. 


“Good work shorty,” Sadie jokes.


“Seems like you have been on the construction site for awhile. 
You even have the commenting down!”


“Well, you haven’t heard the cussing yet.”


“You, cuss? I would have never guessed.”


Frank shouts, “hey when you two are done gabbing we could 
use some help here!”


And so we finish off the beam placement the old fashioned 
way. Before there where cranes and pulleys. Just pure brawn. 
Lucky it wasn’t a heavy beam. But it is good to mark that most 
of our building should remain simple enough so we don’t need 
to spend money on heavy equipment. All we have is the back hoe 
which can do a lot, but is still limited.


We get off the scaffolding and are standing in the middle of 
the greenhouse. 


“Thanks Jim,” it’s frank, “you have any construction skills?”




“Yeah as a matter of fact. I built a few houses including the 
grizzly cabin.”


“Great we’ll need to put a crew together as time goes on. Sadie 
here is a big help.”


“Frank is just saying that to keep me on the job site.” She gives 
frank a smile.


“Jim, you see Julian or Julie today?”


“Yes. I just left Julie, she’s heading back to the cabin. Julian is 
sleeping.”


“Guys, I want to catch Julie and talk with her. I’ll see you all 
later.”


“Good thing we’re not paying you,”  jokes jerry. 


We watch as Sadie disappears down the path. 


“She has really pitched in around here. It’s great to see.” 
Comments frank. “You know I was thinking, the gals have 
thier three sisters as support. Maybe we should get the mens 
gathering going again. What you guys think?”


Jerry,”sure, there is the five of us as a core group from 
before.”


I chime in, “let’s do it. Great idea. Maybe we can have meetings 
at molly’s barn, and sometimes do a sweat like the old days 
with Joseph.”


“How’s the old guy doing Jim?”


“Really good. He just amazes me how he has been living in a 
teepee all this time. Julie’s husband has been supplying him 
when he needs something. The avalanche has changed his 
plans a little. But he is still alive and well.”


“Think we’ll see him around here again?”


“I don’t know. But with his clan coming you never can tell. I 
really sense he is on some kind of peace mission. But he did not 
really tell me anything. I do believe he has a huge influence 
with what is going on here.”




“So tell me a bit about this idea for getting energy from the 
earth using copper. Julian mentioned it. We did some copper 
wire in our forest greenhouse at the grizzly cabin. We did 
some spirals and circles and poked the wire into the beds. 
Julian noticed some better growth and production compared 
to last summers garden here. She said you had a good idea 
frank.”


“Well it’s an idea. Everything is an experiment. So I was 
thinking we get some copper ground wire and bolt it to an 
above ground copper pipe water system that will be the main 
line to the irrigation lines in the beds. Can you picture that?”


“I can and will the main line come from a gravity feed 
cistern? Do you have to be concerned with frozen pipe?”


“Yes and yes, but we can wrap it with some heat tape, or at 
least the insulated foam wrap to eliminate using electric.”


“Something like that sounds good. I wonder if we could put 
together a filtrated grey water system to catch the kitchen 
sink water from the restaurant kitchen and dump it into the 
cistern”


Jerry inserts his research, “there is a copper fungicide that we 
can use for slugs, too.”


“Sounds like we are going to consider experimenting with 
copper this year! Are there going to be raised beds?” I ask.


“There will be a combination. Jenny and Julian are designing 
and plotting out the garden design.”


“Nice. If we have a crew, you think we could offer a locale 
service, say within a radius of 50 miles, building or designing 
these? You know, a small income producer for the community 
businesses.”


“Yeah,” jerry, “not a bad idea. We could even just supply copper 
designs to put in garden plots or sell our copper slug mix. 
Gosh, with Arthur and Molly they could do some simple 
artistic copper designs for gardens. Even stuff like bird baths, 
anything related to gardens.” 




“Wow, I like the creativity coming out of our discussion. Hey 
count me in for construction. I like physical labor. I am 
going to pay a visit to Joni and sammie. I understand they are 
here today. I’ll mention forming the men’s group to sammie. 
See you guys later.”


“Adios partner,” replies Frank. A wave good by from Jerry.


I get to where the healing center is going to be created. I see 
Joni’s car out front. I go up the two stairs, cross the covered 
deck and open the door. “Hello, Joni?”


It’s sammie that answers, “Jim good to see you here.” He crosses 
the room and immediately gives me a hug and a peck on the 
check. “I am so glad that you dropped by today.”


I hear Joni’s voice, “avalanche man, did you bring in this 
warm weather?” She comes over to us, “my turn sammie.” And 
she gives me a hug and peck on the lips!”


“Woo, what a welcome. I am so happy to see you two here. Fill 
me in on the details. This is such a nice space. Big enough for a 
reception room with a couple of couches?” There is a hall 
with two doors on both sides. Four private rooms. 


Sammie starts, “yeah, a couple of couches and a desk for a 
little office space. Maybe have frank put in a counter, 
something like you’d see at a doctor office, but more open. Just 
to divide the room and have the desk behind it.”


Joni, “Maggie gave us four rooms which is great we thought 
you and Julian might be giving some massages too.”


“Me for sure, but we’ll have to ask Julian since her main 
focus is on the gardens.”


“We are thinking of asking Frank or jerry to fill the walls in 
the rooms with blown insulation to deaden the sound.”


“Hey, I just volunteered on the construction crew with frank, 
jerry and Sadie. So I can do some of the remodel in here. It will 
be great to work with you two. Especially in the massage 
clinic.”




“Oh Jim, we have some surprises to. Joni and I have mastered 
doing tinctures and herbal formulas and other things to 
truly make this a well rounded clinic. Including some aroma 
therapy.”


“Walking stick is willing to do special sweet lodges for certain 
clients that come for a week long detox retreat. Anyway we 
have been talking about that too.”


The door swings open and jenny’s smiling face brightens up the 
room, As we all turn our heads in her direction. “Jenny! We 
say in unison.”


She comes into the room. “Hey, you guys are buzzing in here. I 
can feel the high energy!”


“Yes we are. A reunion of sorts.” 


“I saw Joni’s car earlier and decided to stop by. as you know I 
am working with Molly on designing the therapy barn. But I 
really have something on my mind that has been percolating 
for awhile. I feel that I have a gift. I am not sure where it is 
coming from. But I have been wanting to approach somebody 
about using just hands to heal.  Not massage, just hands on 
healing. I have done some research and found some 
information about how certain people have the ability to 
heal by seeing auras and being a conduit for energy to flow 
from somewhere or something.” Jenny lets out a giggle. 


“You mean like reiki?” Ask Sammie.


“Maybe, but something else, like I get a message? Anyway you 
know how I asked for the group one time to do the heart to 
heart “salutation”? “


“Yeah, yeah, that was beautiful Jenny.”


“Well, Jim, you know when we have exchanged some massage, 
you Julian, Sadie and I. Well sometimes when I was working on 
the body I had my hands a few inches away, and I could feel 
heat or energy in certain areas that maybe needed work.”


“Jenny, maybe that is the divine working through you. Maybe 
you have a natural healing energy that passes through you. 
Maybe you have strong kundalini energy. I felt that from you 



a long time ago, that first time you and Sadie invited me for 
dinner and we placed hands on hearts and formed a human 
mandala. That was you who initiated that. It was so beautiful 
and the connection so deep. It had a lasting affect on the 
three of us.”


Jenny is smiling, rather sheepishly. I love that about her. How 
she deflects praise, egolessly. but in a humble way she likes the 
acknowledgement. 


Joni, “lets explore that aspect of the healing modalities. We 
have four rooms so we can easily take appointments.”


I am thinking how deeksha is healing through a transmission 
of energy. There is such a forcefield of energy to tap into and 
I for one don’t take the time to feel it. If there is one thing 
that really stands out from my India trip it is to slow down. 
Check out the environment around oneself and in oneself. 
Pause, that was a key word for me. That pause keeps me present 
to feel the intuitive self.


What I am feeling right now is how we are all creating 
community in a flow that just unfolds. Seems like we are a 
bunch of self starters and that is what is so special about this 
group. Everybody has a purpose and sees the benefit of the 
whole. Permaculture means permanent culture. It’s not just 
about growing food. What did bill Mollison say?  The grand 
daddy of this movement; “I deeply believe that people are the 
only critical resource needed by people. We ourselves, if we 
organize our talents, are sufficient to each other. What is 
more, we will either survive together or none of us will 
survive.”


I recall this quote, that last doomsday comment, “…or none 
of us will survive”. I take it to heart. Because we can still 
survive just in an adaptive way. After all the earth adapted 
to major changes in the past, and we are witness to that 
phoneme in this century. And I think of how I continue to 
adapt to this whole group of what has become a close nit 
circle of beings.  




Chapter 13: Partnerships

Julian, Julie and Sadie - I (Sadie) am doing a slow walk to visit 
Julian and her twin. I need to get some perspective about 
myself. All this time it has been hard for me to relate at our 
group shares. I feel like I live in a fog of judgement. Me 
judging others and others judging me. Judging for what I 
perceive them to be. I better qualify that. Them as the 
heterosexuals. Okay and them for thinking I am wrong for 
taking a position of equality as a feminist  and being judged 
because I love another woman. I wonder why Jenny doesn’t 
seem to be bothered by this…whatever it is I am going through 
it, mentally. Mentally, maybe that’s what prevents me from 
really feeling free. My mental images of them and me? Frank 
and jerry seem to have adjusted to my choice as a lesbian 
woman. Heck they let me be on the construction crew. Ha, I 
lifted that beam over shorty’s head like it was a tooth pick. 
Showing off my muscle!  Jim, seems like he has never had a 
personal problem with me. I have to chuckle at our first 
diner date. the memory of the twister game and the turtle 
sex! The humor of the whole scene. And my accepting him 
without me being sexist. Oh, there they are, the twins. hanging 
laundry? Were is Jim, he should be helping! 


“Hey!”


They both look in my direction, a bit surprised. Come on please 
be glad to see me? “Hello twins!”


“Well, Sadie, good to see you. What brings you here?”


“The whiskey, I know you have good truth serum!”


Julian laughs hardily and Julie just smiles. Her smile is as big 
as when Julian smiles. Wow, what it must be like to be a twin. I 
approach and we are close.


“How about helping us hang the rest of these cloths then we 
can go inside and talk,” Ask Julian.




Go figure, Jim you’re not needed we can do this ourselves. We 
are good at it, better than you men anyway, is my thought. 


Julie, “I am glad that you came Sadie. I mentioned that you 
might want to drop by before I leave, so this is a good time.”


We finish the task and enter the cozy cabin. I bring in a chair 
from outside since there’s usually just two in the cabin. We 
settle into our chairs. I notice a bottle of whiskey on the top 
shelf. Julie pours some coffee.


Finally, Julie speaks, “you are a beautiful woman Sadie, and I 
am happy to know that my sister has a friend like you. She has 
mentioned the time of first getting to know you and how 
Julian, you, Jim and Jenny did massage and cared for each 
other especially when she reunited with Jim after their long 
hiatus.”


“Getting to know Jim was a lesson in me opening up to a man 
and letting go of my judging him before even knowing him. I 
had Jim in a box from day one of the sketch class. It was Jenny 
who prompted me to invite Jim for diner. But that is not why I 
am here. I need perspective. The home I was raised in had 
strong beliefs about a woman’s roll and it was not the way I 
wanted to live. My folks said I was getting brainwashed and 
that I was being indoctrinated with socialism and marxism. 
The destruction of family norms. I really didn’t think like 
that. You know becoming a marxist. That wasn’t what I 
desired, I just wanted equality. Why do we have to relate 
equality to a movement? As time went on I became determined 
to stand for woman rights and boom…”


“Do you mind if I interrupt for a second Sadie?”


“No, go ahead Julie.”


“It seems like The emotions started to snowball and in your 
head feminism became a movement. When it is not. But once we 
take a side and a stand we lose sight of what it is. Heck, a man 
can be a feminist if he believes that men and woman are 
equal.” 




Julian, “I think when we do not take the time to have a 
personal connection with someone we only see our illusion of 
what is perceived as being real.”


“Hummm, I can see that, how I have let other influences creep 
into my mind. But what about the combination of me being a 
lesbian?”


“Yeah, well I know sexuality is a whole other dimension to 
womanhood and manhood. Let’s not forget about gay men. I 
learned back when I was “a wild woman” as the saying goes, 
that if I thought about being a rebel than I would always 
notice resistance and be in conflict. When I wore my beliefs as 
a badge of honor, I was a target,” remarks Julie.


“And lesbianism? Either of you have a comment about that?”


“Question yourself, are you making a statement with your 
lesbianism or do you prefer a sexual relationship with a 
woman. Is your attraction based on exterior infatuation or 
internal interaction? A Bodily sensation or a heart to heart 
connection? At a certain point one comes to the realization 
of self gratification and passion in relationship versus 
support and god love. Goodness, kindness, and compassion or 
the ignorance of animal mentality. You ever see two monkeys 
fornicate?” Chides Julian.


“Oh no, is it like two turtles?” 


There’s some hardy laughter, “worse, it’s accomplished 
quickly!” 


I wonder what’s with the Whiskey. But I don’t ask, that seems 
like a private matter. But if I ever see her in a stupor, I will 
intervene. After all I love her too much, not to.


“Gosh, thank you both for taking the time to chat with me. I 
know you two need time with each other. Wow, yeah, thank 
you.” 


And I am struck by their resemblance and what must seem like 
a miracle in their lives. I get up and am out the door. There is 
a male and female moose in the creek looking at me. I stand 
for a short time looking at them and wonder about 



relationship. I am beginning to feel more and more accepted 
by this community. Maybe, that is my illusion, that I am so 
different. When in fact everyone of us is different.


Joni, Maggie, and Jim - “sammie, you mind if I take Jim for a 
bit? I want to go up and have a visit with Maggie and Jim.”


“No problem, I am going to continue setting up my room, let 
me get my massage table out of the car.”


Sammie grabs the table, “Jim, you mind helping me and grab 
that duffle bag?”


“Sure,” I follow him into the building. 


“You can put it right there for now. I’ll see you when you two 
get back?”


“Yes, maybe we can catch up, it’s been awhile.”


“I’d like that, spend some time together.”


Joni has the car started and we are off to Maggie’s. Joni takes 
a quick glance in my direction, “so you never knew about 
Julian’s twin sister?”


“Nope, not until my big horn adventure.”


“I’m sure glad you are back alive and well. I would have been 
devastated if you left us, me. You know what I mean.”


“Thank you Joni, I am glad to still be part of your life and 
that our relationship is still is strong despite how everything 
turned out.”


“Yeah brother, you are embedded in my heart. Deep in my 
heart. Sometimes it is still a struggle to let go. When Molly 
gets the therapy barn going again, I sure hope you remain in 
our group.”


“I like to think the barn will be a place to process vs therapy. 
Therapy sounds to psychological to me. Next stop the nut 
house. You know what I mean?”




Joni has a laugh, “yeah, yeah sometimes I used to think similar, 
next stop the sex addiction recovery center. You know what I 
mean?”


“We might be getting into some dark humor if we don’t stop 
this line of thought.”


“Humor, we might get into suffering. Isn’t that the state you 
and Megan talked about? At least I might go there.”


I reach over and squeeze her shoulder, “I won’t let you go 
there.”


“Oh, so you promise me joy?,” she says this with tongue in cheek.


“At least we can process until you get to a beautiful state.”


Joni is smiling, “just driving up to Maggie’s with you has me in 
a beautiful state.”


“Ah, wonderful. And if I weren’t here?”


“I’d have to process I guess and see what would be holding back 
from enjoying the lonely ride.” 


“I think I see your tongue in cheek again?”


“Yeah, I am having fun with you, but seriously you will have 
to tell all about your experience at ekam.”


“One thing for sure it is an ongoing process. But at least I have 
direction, some tools, and support even now that tapas is over. 
It’s a whole different kind of kind of community at ekam. 
Whoo, we got here quick.”


“It was the conversation and the excitement of us having some 
time together. I am glad that you want to get back into 
massage and be part of the clinic.”


“Yes, I feel good to make that commitment.”


“Commitment, you heard it here folks, he is committed!”


Joni toots the horn, we get out and climb the steps. Maggie is 
already at the door to greet us.


“Come on in you too memories of my past!”




“Coffee? Am I smelling coffee?”


“Yes you are Jim and Joni had left some donuts from the hut.”


“Just like old times my friend,” is a soft response by Joni.


“Let’s go to the table and chat.” Maggie leads the way.


“Ummm, this is a nice prelude to the rest of my day.”


“Speaking of which, when we finish our short visit I am going 
to spend the night up here with Maggie. You can take the car 
back down. It’s up to you, but I know sammie really wants to 
connect with you. That is one of the reasons for brining you 
up here.”


“Well, that is a beautifully orchestrated manipulation, in a 
good thoughtful way. Thank you Joni.”


I have a pause, and a sip of coffee. I reach for a cinnamon 
cake donut, with just a smidgin of coconut sugar sprinkled on 
top. Wow, it has been a long time since I was at the hut or even 
the wildflower where the proprietor served them on my 
behalf, since that was the place Joni would hang out. Our 
meet up place.


Maggie, “that was quite a shock, meeting Julian’s estranged 
twin.”


“They are not estranged anymore.”


“Have you checked in with Julian since the other night?”


“I went over there. Julie was soaking up the sun outside, I went 
into the cabin and Julian was curled up on the bed in a deep 
sleep. I could feel her energy, intensely grateful and relieved. 
That’s what I felt just looking at her. I let her sleep, Julie 
walked me back to the road.”


Joni, “will Julie be here for awhile?”


“Yes, at least the week. We will see them around the ranch. I 
am sure of that. But for now, it is good that they are alone.”


Maggie, “why do you think blue cloud will not stay with me. 
With the snow and cold, we won’t be meeting by the bison.”




Joni, “stay with you? Or bed down… with you?”


“Easy dear, bed down as in providing him a bed to sleep, just as I 
am bedding you down tonight.” Maggie smiles.


“Hey ladies, you see the color of my face?” I am feeling flushed 
as I reach for another donut.


Maggie, “I still have to pinch myself that here we are moving 
forward in a community after briefly knowing each other 
twenty years ago.”


“Yeah, it feels like we are old friends. Souls that were destined 
to meet again for some higher purpose that we weren’t even 
aware of.” Joni observes.


“What about Joseph? Think we will see him again? Jim?”


“I am not sure Maggie, frank asked the same. You two have 
known him longer than me.”


“He has been somewhat of a mythical figure for me. Frank 
has had the most contact with him. My strongest connection 
has been when I meet blue cloud at the bison. There stands 
Joseph. The the great peace warrior of the nez perce tribe.”


“Amazing and this land, this place has so much history of the 
crow the absaroka tribe. This whole valley. So to have Joseph 
and blue cloud’s clan live with our group…”


Joni, “and the fact that you, Maggie, have your special 
relationship as soon to be wife?”


“Hmmmm, my life is going through a major transformation.”


“You seem to be handling it well. Are you?”


“I must say, I had to become fully detached from the idea of 
being a land owner.  When I surrendered not only the land 
ownership, but my physical body to blue cloud something 
changed right then and there. You know in the crow 
cultural what wealth or land ownership belongs to the 
woman becomes the mans. It boosts the mans value. a few 
nights ago, I had a visit from fire clouds. A big grand 
fatherly figure in blue cloud’s clan. And he schooled me on 
my position as a wife. He left me a note And I felt so honored. 



Just sharing this with you two, I never knew what it is to be 
really detached from thought. I do not know how to explain 
it. It’s as if everything that was my life is gone. What my life 
will be like hence forth? I don’t know. So there is an emptiness 
inside. But I feel full. Full of life, right now. Just as you must 
feel full of donuts Jim!”


I grab for another one! “Oops, I was listening. The addiction 
did not prevent me from hearing what you said.”


“What about feeling, do you feel my joy, and wonderment? 
Bewilderment? Amazement?”


“I feel full of these amazing donuts!”


“This guy is full of it!” Exclaims Joni.


“No, no, I do feel you. What I feel is grace. And I feel the grace 
you both have, given the circumstances that is transforming 
your lives. To surrender to the transformation is not easy. I 
too am going through transformation. And that part you 
shared Maggie, the emptiness. Well I sense it as the now or 
present part of my life. And when I am not in thought, it can 
happen so quick. So what I am slowly training myself to do is 
to absorb the moment. Like the ground absorbing the rain. 
Slowly the moisture seeping deeper. But gosh, it comes and goes 
so fast. So what we did at tapas, was set aside a time of just 
observing. Being still. Usually at sunrise and sunset. In the 
morning it was watching this golden, or orange ball rise. I 
would observe the night sky be absorbed by the day sky. The 
form of god, in the evening it would drop behind the 
mountains and I would watch the day sky be absorbed by the 
night. During that time my thoughts would be absorbed by 
stillness”


Joni, “like the energy comes and goes? And in-between is 
everything else. So taking a time out every so often has made a 
big difference in my life. I gain some perspective and then for 
at least a moment I feel that emptiness you two are talking 
about.”


Maggie, “I am so happy that you two showed up today. Hey, let’s 
get this guy on the road. You can bed down here tonight Joni. 
Wasn’t that the plan?”




“I don’t remember, but I am here now!”


So beautiful this fun interaction. How can it not be when we 
share freely. 


 ________________________________________________________________


Sammie - I drive back down to what will become the healing 
alternative energy clinic. My guess is that at some point we 
might have a small clinic for a medical doctor and to 
handle EMT patients. I park the car and enter. There is quite a 
transformation that has happened in a rather short time. 
The reception room actually has a couch set up with some 
large plants and a nice carpet. A couple of photos on the 
wall one that catches my attention of a boy bent over in a 
yogic Childs pose with what appears to be his soul looking 
down and a set of hands radiating light. Awesome, I am 
looking at this when sammie enters the clinic with a bucket 
full of river rocks. 


“Hey, Jim, you made it back.”


“You have been busy. I sense that you are eager to get this 
clinic in operation.”


“Yes I am. And I am excited too. Just knowing that we will 
have a team of therapist. I can see a lot of clients once the 
summer ranch programs start up.”


“I think there has been some discussion about targeting people 
who want a healing retreat experience rather than the dude 
ranch experience.”


“Yeah, that is what has me excited. Jim, it has been awhile 
since I have felt your massaging hands. Do you think we can 
reconnect while massaging each other?”


“I had that thought in the back of my mind. Joni mentioned 
that you will appreciate some connection with me.”


“Oh, beautiful. I have been so blessed to be training with her. 
She has been so empathic and treats me like a soulful brother. 



I remember our early encounters how edgy she would get 
with me. Especially when we both desired you as a mate.”


“Hmmmm, amazing how personalities and circumstances can 
lead to a transformative state of mind and acceptance.”


“Thanks again to you and Julian for arranging the use of the 
grizzly cabin for us.”


I just noticed how sammie referenced “the grizzly cabin” 
versus “your grizzly cabin”. How Maggie has surrender her 
ownership of the ranch for the great good of this group. I 
don’t feel ownership of the cabin right now, all of a sudden I 
see it’s potential use as part of the community. I don’t feel 
“socialistic” as in a political sense, I feel like part of a social 
undertaking, good for the collective of this group. 


“Jim, you drifting or what?”


“Just contemplating on how you phrased the grizzly cabin 
rather than yours and Julian’s cabin. You know how Maggie 
has been sharing about surrendering her ownership? Anyway 
the way you said it just struck a cord in me. Julie has observed 
how she has heard the phrase “sweet surrender” around here. 
I recall early on in our relationship how you desired me, 
physically. And rather than rejecting you like I might a 
demon, I surrendered towards a respectable relationship. Do 
you recall the early pains between us, a heterosexual and a 
gay man?”


“Yes. That is all I need to say as a response. Yes and thank you 
for this relationship and how it has evolved into a solid 
friendship.”


“Jim, I want to do you first.”


“Ok, I was contemplating on this picture. Where did you ever 
find it?”


“Oh, that, yeah a local artist. She does some illuminating 
work. This one grabbed me. let me know when you are ready.”


 Still the mind, still the mind, still the mind, still the mind




*So this is what I’m noticing as I become more engaged with less 
ego. I’m seeing it slip away I can really recognize now when 
the ego takes charge and when it doesn’t, When I’m in the 
realm of oneness, everything is different music sounds 
different. The flow of the day is different, and the energy of 
the moment is different. It’s huge to notice the freedom from 
all of the outer circumstances created by craving. Real 
illumination becomes so noticeable. The illumination is the 
energy that seems to direct my state of mind away from the 
material aspect of thought. maras of the mind. Even now I 
want to stop writing and just be….


Epilog:


And so I realize that I have come to the end. This 
was going to be the *next chapter. After 
describing the Jim and Sammie connection. But if 
you read all of the series “A Journey of love” up to 
this point, there is no need for me to continue. 


*Chapter 14: The Dancers


Joseph


Jim, Julian, and Julie -


Blue Cloud and Walking Stick -


Nirvana, Megan, and Stephanie - 


Frank and Jerry -


Deloris and Faye -


Arthur and Molly - 


Sadie and Jenny -


Sammie -


Frank and Robin -




If you are inclined, maybe you can create the rest 
of the story. About 90% of all this writing became 
an exercise in creative writing. My ghost writer 
was the Divine intervening. Sometimes the 
creation was faster than the mind. I tried best to 
self edit. The amazon effort cost “mucho dinero”.


When I decided to go to the unedited PDF file 
concept that is when my desire to be noticed as a 
writer diminished. 


And today, February 14th 2024, I had just gotten 
done with the craving tapa night. I was 
fortunate to be able to do it a second time. And 
the result came to me. How much hope, and lack, 
and wanting, and not wanting and craving, 
and more craving and not enough craving 
rattled my brain. 


I was on a walk with Marian, my true soulmate. 
I mentioned that I was ready to end the writing. 
In the middle of the final book to the journey of 
love series. I had come across the above *journal 
writing I did once upon a time. And mentioned to 
Marian how I felt complete with this venture. 
And she thought it was a great idea. “You can 
invite people to finish the rest of the story,” that 
was her comment. 


What a relief I felt. Despite all of the fun and 
excitement and laughter and joy it had bestowed 
on me the obsession became a craving of lack. I 



need more story. I need a better blog, I need, I need, 
I need a perpetual existence of material thought. 


I gave you my heart, my soul, my emotion of 
tears, and laughter and concepts and mostly 
pure unlimited consciousness. Enjoy your own 
journey of love. 


Blessings!


James Kozlik
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