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What eparke the flame
and expands and pregerveg an experience
into a vivid memory
that can open the doorway to time paget?

Thie experience hag been referred to by many
ag a flagh bulb memory.
[t can ferry ug back into time
to relive from a personal point of view
a particular event in one’s life.
So emotional, so powerful
that a flagh of light illuminates the moment
and createe a enapehot that can eurvive a lifetime.
That’e one theory.
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Blue Bird Memoirg ic a collction of gnapshot momentg gtored in my

heart and mind. Remembranceg from the distant and not o digtant past. Rich
in detail they bubble up giving me pauge to congider and recongider. One affer
another they take form, illustrated fondly. Memorieg pleagant or not o pleagant
—each with value—deseribed and caid just co.

“You are the aperture through which the universe ig looking
and exploring itgelf.” Alan Watte

[ wag introduced to the worke of Alan Watte and hig thoughte on the Universe
ome yearg ago— opening doors, playing with ideag, discovering what
regonateg. [n any creative adventure there comeg that not knowing what wil
pop up around the next corner. To my urprige and pleasure it wag the Univerge
that appeared unexpectedly and became an important part of the etory. [t
offered me a new way to look at my memorieg in a lese eubjective way. With the
Univerge ag the central character a new game beging. We are pregented with a
wonderful—what if—magic bean. New and at the same time old. [t ig a belief
that hag been expresged by man throughout time.

“Who ig that invigible one
who gees through my eyes
and hearg through my ears.”  Upanighade



“We are the witnesses through which the univerge
becomes congcious of ite glory of ite magnificence.”
Alan Watts
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Vagatnegg of the Soul

“lt does not require a large eye
to gee a large mountain. The reagon ig
that, though the eye ig gmall, the soul
which seeg through it is greater and
vagter than all the things which it
perceives. [n fact, it is g0 great that it
includes all objecte, however large or
numeroug, within iteelf. For it ie not <o
much that you are within the cogmog ag
that the cosmog is within you.”

Meher Baba






Let’s exp[o’ze
like childven p[aying c!’ze-ssup

—

!Je one with the Universe.







“Through our eyes,

the univerge i¢ perceiving itself,
though our earg, the univerge
ig listening to its harmonies.
We are the witnegges
through which the univerge
becomee congcious of its glory
of ite magnificence.”

Alan Watte













The Univerge takes
a walk with Grandma
up the road to the grocery store
and digcovere goldfigh
in Mre. Clouds back yard!







The Universe wag there watching
through your eyeg that morning
and knew that you knew, gsomeday,
you would become an artigt.






From your chair the Univerge
can cee what it’e like
to jump from one world to another.






You are the Univerge
opening the door
to the secret garden.






“The seed of everything ig in everything elee.”
Anaxagorag









The Univerge pretended to be a cloud
hung high over the world that day.
Below, Grandpa, keeper of the garden
gave interloping turtles the togs, ag wag hig duty.
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Together ag one experiencing time
and the changeg that come,
ag you awaken to new posgibilities.



Through you the Univerge feels

the quiet warmth
of a eummer breeze
in all ite glory.
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Poppa warned the child
be careful of the carsg
and the Univerge imagined
what the child imagined.
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“Now when God plays hide and
pretende that he ig you and |,
he doeg it g0 well
that it takes him a long time
to remember where
and how he hid himgelf.
But that’e the whole fun of it
—juet what he wanted to do.
He doegn’t want to find
himgelf too, quickly
for that would spoil the game.
That ie why it ie go difficult
for you and me to find out
that we are God in digguige.”

Alan Watte
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At the foot of the Univerge
we found death
radiant ag a golden finch.







The Univerge pulled the wagon acroge the field

out to the burial mound
and there we laid our feathered friend to regt.









“You have geen that the univerge
ie a root a magical illugion
and a fabuloug game,
and that there ig no separate “you”

to get something out of it,
ag¢ if life were a bank to be robbed.
The only real “you” ig the one

that comee and goeg, manifeete and

withdrawg itself eternally in ag every
congcioug being. For “you” ig the univerge
looking at itself from billions of points of
view that come and go ¢o that the vigion

ig forever new.”

Alan Watts







“You are the univerge experiencing itself.”

Alan Watte



“There are two birde in the tree
a mortal one and an immortal one,
gide by side.
The firet one negte and flieg about;
the other watcheg.”

Jameg Hillman



An intangible gift bloomg
when you and the Univerge
Commingle.



Alan Wilgon Watte

Wag born January 6, (915, Chiglenhuret, Kent (now
in eoutheagt London) England.

He died November 16, 1973, Marin county,
California, U.S. at the age of 58.

Watte wag a Britich-born Ameicam writer,
philosopher, and lecturer who i¢ credited with
introducing and popularizing Eastern philosophy and
religion among Wegtern audiences in the mid-20+th
century. Watte wae widely recognized for hig ability
to convey ideag and pergpectiveg aggociated with
Buddhiem, Daoiem, Hinduiem, and other Eagtern
traditione through writinge that were entertaining
and accesgible to general readers in the Wegt. Hig
writings became influential, helping to ¢pur the
counterculture of the [960¢ in the United Stateg
and Great Britain and making Watts one of the most
widely discuesed philosophers of hig time. [n a
review of his work, the Log Angeles Times famously
described Watte ag “perhaps the foremost
interpreter of Eastern digciplines for the
contemporary West who digplayed the rare gift of
writing beautifully the unwritable.”

Encyclopedia Britannic






what it meang to me

No. | — Thig doodle experiment came before the booke concept. Thig often happeng in
advance of a project, sketches and ideag will begin to appear and are collected.

No. 4 — “Rejoice” (3’ by 4) an oil on canvag painting wag completed a few years
ago and geemed to have been waiting to illugtrate this quote.

No. 6 — Thig color sketeh ie from the painting called, “Out of the Way.” Caught in the
moment of contemplating the Universe—a positive realization of being part of it all.

No. 8 — Here a young woman began ag a little Procreate drawing from several years
ago. Ae a collector in many areas, my method when rearranging a room or putting
together a book of thoughte—when in need— [ look around and see what [ already
have on hand. The image wag rediccovered and developed, reviged and embellished to
find ite place here with the words.

No. IO — “Tree of Life Birdbath” etarted out ag an illustration for another bateh of
words. Scketchy, neutral toneg bloomed and bloomed on their own and then, when
added to the quote bloomed again.

No. Il — A enapshot ingpired by a day

the circug wag in town. Children from all
around came to have their picture taken.
The thing that created memory for me wag,
_juet before being helped up, the elephant
put hig trunk on my foot and gave a ittle

friendly enort. The bulb flaghed
and [ wag there.







No. |4 — Greatgrandpa and Grandma Carter shared thier gimple and rich world with
me from birth. Their friend Mrs. Cloud lived up the street. Maybe this memory comes
from my firet fime vigit to her houge. A firet time experience often adds an extra
punch to most any event. The yard wag adorned with a picket fence and che had a
line of white concrete ducks up by the front door. There wag a chady tree in the
back yard and under it she had put eeveral eang into the ground. They were filled
with water and goldfich! Grandpa Carter wag my ctory teller. Grandma Carter
introduced me fo arte and erafte. The fun you can create in your own yard wag a
gift from Mre. Cloud.

No. |6 — Ag a gecond grader [ enjoyed art clase, but | don’t remember ever
thinking much about it. One day the art teacher gaid to me, while looking at a picture
[ had done ('m thinking it wag an lustration for the nurgery ryhm “Three Men in a
Tub.”) “Linda when you grow up you chould become an artit.” That moment flached
with light and the realization came that she was correet. [ would.

My courge wag eet from that day on.

No. I8— The goldfich story continues. When [ wag around twelve yeare old we had
a goldfich bowl in the kitchen. The fish surprised us one day by jumping out of the
bowl onto the floor. My first thought wag that for the figh it must have been like
being shot into outer epace, out of hig world into another world. | put the <lippery
fellow back in fo he bowl, ag fast ag possible. That idea of what it's like leaving one
world for another ig &l with me.

No. 20 — My method of degcribing the world around me ig not photorealictic. What
| create ie more like what it felt like to be there. Once [ painted a picture of my
grandfathers garage. [t wag an average garage for thoge dayg in the country, cet
away from the house next to the garden. Alwaye dark and very mysterioug ingide. |
don’t remember venturing in, maybe we were told to etay out? When my mother saw
the painting of the garage she said, “that’s not the way [ remember #!”

No. 24— Grandpa Loties garden wag well taken care of. He carried the remaing of
the depresgion in hig gardening duties. Turtles eat the vegetables that were grown for
the familiee needg, o turtles must be removed. Whenever he diseovered one in the
garden he gave it a toge into the neighboring field. At that age [ did not question hie
method—not until [ wag in the 7th grade or go. The lady that lived behind ug at that
time had a little garden and [ often visited with her. One day [ spotted a furtle
paceing through. So [ picked it up and fosced it into the open fielde. She caid to me in
alarm, “Linda you could have hurt that turtle.” She wag right! This time, [ jumped
from one world to another.



No. 27 — [ had a pet erow when [ wag thirteen or fourteen. He flew away one
day without a word. A year or o later he returned and landed on my head
while [ wag waiting for the echool bug. [ think he came to say “hello—and
goodbye.” | never saw him again. [ congider the crow my pooka.

No. 30 — What it would be like to be left alone in a big dark hole forever?
That wag my fathers special way of warning me what might happen.

No. 32 — Part of the early image collection. Just seeing what might happen.

No. 33 -A couple of years ago walking back from the studio, [ looked down.
There on the gravel walkway to the house [ eaw what seemed unbelievable!
At my feet lay a lifelese little yellow finch. The sight of death and beauty
together ag one wag unexpected. The shoek rippled through me.

No. 36 — Ducke and goate have hared our lives for years now.. One of our
two white jolly ducke had become the victim of an accident and died. [ placed
her in my green wagon and ceremonially crossed into the goat field. They
followed along and we became a funeral procegsion trailing out to the the burial
mound. For come reagon [ often gee the picture from a view above. Like a bird
gitting on the branch, just watching. Thig picture is a rendering of the enapshot
[ received that day.
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After all —==—

“Linda, what will you do, if someday you are not able to paint?”
The reply [ remember hearing myself cay ig,

“Cll arrange rocks.” | think what | meant by that statement
ie— have no fear, a creative nature will find a way to express iteelf
with whatever ig given. Thinge ceem to come together at the right time.
[t happene for me that way.

[’'m not a digital designer or that gkilled in the Procreate arts.

[ know just enough and am lucky to have help to advice me
and do all the things beyond my limitations.

Words, shapes, colors, ideag appear and are all
shuffled together and explored to create the story.

[t’e a process.

Who knows what will come forth in the endeavor
to exprese one’s gelf. What will be discovered
and what will be left behind?

Here | am, developing a perconal gtyle,
uging what ['ve been given
and crazy quilting it altogether.

LCH
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