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3 IS Balance 

It has been an expanding minute since I last wrote and posted!  

It is amazing to me how many lives can be lived in One. How time can go from being a prison feared or 
hated, into a being in whom we have relationship with. And how balance, when once seen as 2, now 
reveals itself as 3. Unified, distinct.  

In moving from one life and into another, I came across a piece of writing written a few years ago. 
I'd like to share this as my ushering-point back into the forming of many writing pieces expressed 
from my journey. 

There is a place, amongst so many, where life is teaming in its own way. There is a purity in the 
white-light laden snow.  
A bright moon crests a horizon where even the back drop pf sky is imperceptibly woven in to the 
dreamy scene, more real than the air I breathe.  
Crystals for doors pulsating with many lights, colors... never spoken of. 

I am always in more places than one, and my everything burns to be equally aware. All within myself 
for I am in He and He in me. Not a simple container or vessel, but an existence where All finds itself 
in me, for I am in them, in Him.  

Companionship beyond a flat empty place, I long for. With each passing "day" I grow weary from 
the mundane. I feel a fatigue from remaining in this flat place, in the way I do. I don't quite 
understand but trust I must remain in the place of Origin to rightfully be in any other place.  
I seek help, continually. His love for me, more than I am able to bare (for this is You), remains my 
only resting place, harbor and womb.  
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The husband I have doesn't understand me and grows tired of who I am, as though I steal something 
from him. This too I do not understand but by divine wisdom, which I dare not dwell on for I fear 
becoming cold. Love for him is all I desire to be. 
I must witness Yeshua, his life lived upon the Earth while remaining in Heaven and moving through 
All simultaneously. Even as I write, we write together. 
My emotions at times cause me to worry over "us." How silly these moments are, as though you'll 
ever cease in teaching, guiding, loving and maturing me. Within my hands remains Choice. Not many, 
but One. 

Laser beams of pure light pierce my eye sight, etching out new memory, so my "______" may have an 
anchoring. 

I mustn't ever neglect or forget how I am one with many. With All, to be accurate.  As my love 
matures into wonderment, child trust and privileged responsibility, I see how love w/o condition - 
shaping another - shapes me. 
The mystery for me is how love is expressed. For this is always shifting. Never permanent in its 
relational dynamic.  

I began to see Heaven through the eyes of Earth. And then, I began to see Heaven through the eyes 
of Jesus. And at the same point I veered so deeply into seeing only through Heaven's eyes, I 
neglected the process of my beginnings... 
Wonderment remains to be seen, for I believe through my perceptions fullness comes. Manifests. 
Patience - Trust - Wonderment - Beauty 

Spirit of the Lord, I treasure you. Spirit of the fear of the Lord, I honor you. 

I must study to find myself in wonderment. And so Manifest in All. 

Yahweh has come to me as an essence appearing as pink coral, plastered upon my sight. In the night 
or day, I remember not which, I was found traveling at a speed I knew not of. There was no 
breathing, no thought, but simple movement. I realized as I moved I was moving through each of 
these openings in which Yahweh revealed himself as. Over, then under, turning, ups an downs... 

I continue to seek further stretching of capacity to go further, remaining aware longer and 
longer. But I clearly see, in this moment, that I must not neglect nor forget the Heaven that is the 
Earth. All truth contained within, hidden from those unwilling to perceive. Revealed to those 
longing to see. And so my beginnings begin again... 

I have also discovered I needn't question my resolve when choosing, decision making, word spoken - 
for I have resolved to do or be not in vain. And if there be a moment lived in vain, my conscience 
shows me by convicting me and my being burns to make right what was against my Lord, not me... but 
my Lord. 
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I have so many writings from so many walks of life, and though my awareness and understanding 
expands and my perceptions shift, I can still see truth as this pure seed nestled within my packaging 
of words - no matter the season I wrote them. No matter my ability to articulate them. Truth is 
love, is life and is pure. And because I live not in vain, truth - my breath - is found in all my steps. 
Relational, pure and true.  

As I sit and write my angelic friends are close. Clive is close. Enoch, close to me always. I am so 
very grateful.  

Our days are bright and our shadows readied for the illumination that is Light. Rest well my 
friends. We are together. 


