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FPREFACE

What il yeu slept, and whal il in your sleep
yau dissmad, ang what | in your draam
you wan® |2 heaven and there you plucked o shange
and beariful Hower, and whaot IF whan you oweks
you hod Ihe flower in your hand? Oh, what thea?

= Somuel Taylor Coleridge

My rirsT pooK, Wiy of the Peacefil Warrion celares my adventures,
training, and tests with an old servicestation mechanic whom |
named “Socrates.” Readers of Peacefiel Warrior will remember how,
after expanding my view of life, he sent me away ro assimilare his
teachings and prepare myself for a final confrontation described at
the end of that bock.

This period of exile, preparation, and initiation that 1 am
abour 1o relate begins with personal strugples char send me on a
quest to reawaken che faith 1 had found wich Socrates, then some-
how lost.

Sacred Journey stands alone, and it can be read independent of
Wity af the Peaceful Warnar. However, yau should undersrand that
this story takes place nor after, but within J’".‘:ﬂrq'fti' Warrior. In
ather words, you could read Way of the Peacefiel Warrier to page
184, then read Sacred Jowrmeey in its entirety, and then read the rest
of Way of the Peacefiil Werriar. Thar's how the saga acrually unfolds
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in chronological order 1t is not necessary to red them dhis way,
bue ar least now vou understand where this story fits within the
larger picture.

In the future 1 expece ta write other books in chis series, But
now we turn 1o Sacred Jonrney.

[ have, in facr, rraveled around the world, had unusual expe-
riences, and mer remarkable people, bur this baok blends face and
fiction, weaving threads from the fabric of my life into a quile thar
stretches across different levels of reality. By presenting spiricual
teachings in story form, | hope w breathe new life intwe anciemt
wisdom, and ta remind you thac all our journeys are sacred, and
all our lives an adventure.



PROLOGUE

A Suggestion from Socrates

Free will does nol mean that you astabiish the curriculum;
enly that you can alect what yeu wanl
to mke al g given hime,

— A Course in Mirocles

Lare ar sicaT in an old Texaco service station, during training
sessions that ranged from medition o cleaning toilets, from
decp massage to changing spark plugs, Socrates would sometimes
mentian people or places I mipght somaday visic for my “conrinu-
ing education.”

Once he speke of a woman shaman in Hawaii. On other
occasions, he referred 1o a school for warriors, hidden somewhere
in Japan ar China, and of 1 haok or journal he had lost same-
where In the desert.

Macurally, these chings intrigued me, but when [ asked for
derails he would change the subjecr, so I was never cerrain whether
the woman, the schael, ar the book actually existed.

In 1968, just before he sent me away, Socrates again spoke of

the woman shaman, “l wrote to her abour a year age, and |

mentioned you,” he said. “She wrote back — said she might be

v
X
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willing to instruct you, Quite an honor” hie added, and suggested
thar 1 look her up when the time felr tight.

*Well, where do | find her?” 1 asked.

“She wrote the letter on bank srationery.”

*NWhar bank?™ I asked.

*I don't recall. Somewhere in Honolulu, 1 think.”

"Can [ see the leter?”

“Dan't have ir anymore.”

“Does she have a name?™ T asked, exasperated .

“She's had several names. Don't know what she's using right

Nony.
"NWell, what does shz |pak like?"

"Hard 1o say; 1 haven't seen her in years,”

“Socrates, help me out here!”

With a wave of his hand, he said, “T've told you, Dan — I'm
here to support you, not make it easy on youw. If vou can't find her,
you're not ready anyway.”

I took a deep breath and counted to ten, “Well what about
those other people and places you mentioned?”

Socrates glared at me. “Do [ look like a travel agene? Juse fol-
low your nose; crust your instincrs. Find her first; then one ching
will lead to the next.”

Walking back toward my apartment in the silence of dhe sarly
morning heurs, | thaught abour whar Socrares had rold me —
and what he hadn't: If 1 was “ever in the neighborhood,” he had
said, 1 might want 10 contmct a nameless woman, with no address,
who might stll work ar a bank semewhere in Honoluly; then
again, she might not. IF] found her, she might have something
teach me, and mighr direct me to the ather people and places
Socrates had spoken of.

As | lay in bed that night, a parc of me wanted o head
straight for che airpert and carch a plane to Honelule, bur maore
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immeadiate issues demanded my artention: T was about to compete
for the last time in the NCAA Gymnastics Championships, then
graduare from callege and ger marricd — hardly the best rime 0
run off to Hawaii on a wild-goose chase. With thar decision, [ fell
asleep — in a sense, for five years. And before | awakened, [ was
to discover that in spite of all my maining and spirivual sophistici-
tion, [ remained unprepared for whae was to follow, as | leaped out
af Sac’s frying pan and into the fires of daily life.



Where Spirit leads

The imzariant =irg is this:
To b jeady ol any momen
ko soifice whot you e
b what you could become,
= Charles Cuboks

blinliial prHoghds o Sargchos o bulo
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Out of the Frying Pan

Erlfigf:le,:'nm_'rl consizls ol "III:,.‘H_':""
in the seeing of luminous shapas and visions,
but in making the darkness vizible.
Tha latter procedura is more sithicul,
ond thareloie, vnpopules

= Carl Jung

1 was sarmieD on a Sunday in che spring of 1967, during
my senior year at U.C, Bedkeley. After a special dinner, Linda
and T spent our hrief honeymaon in a Berkeley horel, T remem-
ber waking befare dawn, unaccountably depressed. With
the world sill cloaked in darknese, 1 slipped our from under the
rumpled covers und stepped softly vut onto the balcony so as
nnt e disturh Linda. As sonn as | closed rhe sliding glass doar,
my chest began to heave and the tears came, 1 could nor under-
stand why [ fclt so sad, except for a croubling inition tha |
had forgorten samething imporrant, and char my life had some-
how gone awry. This sense would cast a shadow over the years
o follow,

After graduation, [ left the familiar college routine and my
athletic carcer behind me. Linda was pregnant, so it was time for
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me to grow up and find work. We maved ro Los Angeles, where |
sold life insurance. [ felr as if T were inhabiting someone else’s life,
Then | learned that a coaching pesition had opened up at
Stanford University. [ applied for and got the job. We moved hack
to northern California; our daughter Holly was born. To all
appearances [ led a charmed life — s0 [ continued to deny che
feeling that something fele fundamencally wrong,

Four years passed. The Vietnam War, The moon landing,
Watergate. Meanwhile, T immersed myselfin the insular warld of
university politics, professional aspirations, and family responsi-
biliries, My experiences with Socrates — and his words abour the
woman in Hawaii, the schoal in Japan, and some kind af book in
the desert — faded into the dark recesses of my memory and then
were lost in the shadows.

In 1972 I left Stanford to acoepe a faculty position ax Oberlin
College in Chie, hoping thar [ might outrun my depression and
strengthen our marriage. Bur these new surroundings only served
ra clarify our diverging values: Linda was ag hame in a conventional
world that repelled me for reasons | couldn't explain, [ envied her
comfort. | looked ax myself in the mirror of our relationship, and 1
didn't like what I saw. 1 had ence viewed myself as a knighe in shin-
ing armor, Now the armor had rusted. Even as | played the rale of
a wize collepe professor, T fele like a charlacan,

Deiapite Socrates' lessons abouc living in the present moment,
my mind burzed with regrer and anxiery. 1 was no longer good
company, not even for myself. Overstressed and our of shape, |
lost my physical edge and self-respect, Bven worse, [ was going
through the marions, having lost any sense of the deeper purpose
or reason for my existence. | started o wonder: Could [ continue
ta pretend thar everything was well when my heart and gues told
me something else! Would T have 1o pretend for the resc of my life:
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Linda sensedd my discontent, and we drifted further apart —
she found other, more sacisfing relacionships, unril the weaken-
ing theead that held us rogether finally snapped, and we decided
to scparate. | maved our on a cold day in March. The snow had
turned ro slush as [ carried my few possessions to a friend’s van
and Found a room in town, Lost and miserable, 1 dida’t know
where to um.

A few weels later, while glancing at a faculry newsletter, an
iwem caught my eye: It was an invitation for interested faculty 1w
apply for a travel grant to pursue “cross-cultural ressarch,” A sense
of desriny coursed through me — | was cerrain thar | was meane
to do this. Two hours later | had completed the application, Three
wecks later, [ was awarded rhe grane. A window had epened; 1 had
a direction once more, if only for the summer,

Bur where would | travel: The answer came during a yopa
class 1had joined to ger back into some kind of shape, The breath-
ing and medirative exercises reminded me of rechniques T had
learned from Joseph, ene of Soc’s students who had owned 2 small
café in Berkeley before he died. Joseph had lived in Mysare, India,
for a time, and had spoken positively of his expetiences there, I
had alse read books an Indian saints, sages, and gurus, as well as
on Vedantic philosophy. Surcly, in India. I might rediscover that
transcendent sense of freedom [ had experienced with Socrates.

1 would travel light, taking only a small backpack and an open
airline ticket for maximum Aedbilite. 1 stucied maps, did some
research, and got a passport and immunizations, My plans made,
[ told Linda the news and explained thar I would send our daugh-
ter posteards and would eall when passible, bur thar T might be
out of wuch.

“Thar's nothing new,” she said.
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On A WARM SPRING MORNING just before the school vear ended,
I saron the lawn with my four-year-old daughter. "Swevtheart, |
have to pn away far a while.”

"Where are yau going, Daddy?"

“To India.”

“Where they have elephanrs!”

Yo

“Can Mommy and me go with you?"

"Mot this time, but someday we'll g0 on a trip rogecher — just
you and me, Okay?”

“Okay.” She paused. “Which way is Indial”

“That way,” I poinred.

“Will you be gone a long time?”

"Mot so very long, Just the summer — maybe a linde longer,
You'll have summer camp.”

"But | won't have you. Who will read to me before | go to
sleept”

“Your mommy will.”

“You're funnier. And why can't you move back home with us?”

I had no answer to that. | eould only say, “Wherever [ am, U'll be
loving you and remembering you.”

“Do you have ro go, Daddy?”

It was a question I had asked myself many times. And
answered. “Yes, | da.”

She sac with this For a fow moments. “Qlay. Will sumemer
camp be fun?”

“I expect it will.”

"Will you send me postcards?”

“Whenever [ can,” I said, putting my arm around her, We sar
this way far a while, and [ think it made us buth happy and sad at

the same time.
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A week later, the school year ended. After 2 hiterswert good-
bye to Linda, 1 hugged my litde daughter and slid into che taxi.
“Hopkins Airpore,” T said 1o the driver. As we pulled away, 1
looked back through the rear window w see my familiar word
growing smaller, until only my own reflection remained, staring
back at me in the rear window. 1 had the summer to search, and
to see what waould unfald.



The Journey

# ship Is sale in herbar,

bul that’s net whal ships are lan

~ lohn &. Shead

RESTING BETWEEN HEAVEN AND EARTH, [ gazed out the window
of the 747, down into the hlanker of clouds covering the Indian
Ocean, and | wondered if the answers [ soughe lay somewhere
below. As | warched chesz thoughts floar by, my eyelids slowly
closed.

Moments larer it seemed, | was starded awake as the jers
wheels ouched down in the ancient land and bustling metropolis
of Delhi. 1 had arrived in the humid monsoon season — constantly
drenched by rain or swear, I traveled by antique raxis, rickshaws,
buses, and trains, then walked along muddy mads and through
noisy bazaars where Hindu fakirs demonstrated unusual powers,
disciplines, and auscerities.

Days passed in dreamlike impressions of bright coloss and
strange scents as incense and cow dung blended in the oppressive
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hear. From Caleura to Madras 1o Bombay, [ moved among
milling crowds. Sacred India, overburdened with bodies compress-
ing inro every square mile, every square foor, it seemed,

I found my way into numerous schools of vopa, where T
learned a variety of postures, breathing systems, and meditations
like those Socrares and Joseph had shown ta me. In Caleurra, I saw
the poorest of the poor, living in squalor. Everywhere I terned, [
mer beggars — men, women, crippled children in ragged cloth-
ing. Days later, in stark contrast to sepualar, | stood an the bank of
the Yamuna River in Agra, awestruck by che grandeur of the Taj
Mahal and other remples of beaury and spiritual balanee, as well
a1 lesser-known ashrams potent with spiritual foree,

On my pilgrimage | met sages speaking the ancient wisdom of
Advaita Vedanta, a nondualistic philosophy which reaches thar
samsara and nirvana, flesh and spirit, are not separate, and whose
holy rriniry are Brahma the Creartor, Vishnu rthe Susrainer, and Shiva
the Destroyer. [ also sar at che feet of purus who spoke simple wis-
dom and emanared a loving and powerful presence. | fele the decp
devotional fervar of the bhatta, of holy men and women. 1
trekked with Sherpa guides to Tibet, Nepal, breathing the raceficd
air; T sar in caves and medirared,

Bur as the weeks passed, | grew more dejected, because I never
found anyone like Socrares, nor did | learn anything that wasn't
available in 2 West Coast bookstore, 1 fele as if I'd gone scarching
for the secrets of the East only o discover thar the "East” had
apparendy maved o California,

I have the greacese respece for the spirimual raditians of India;
1 honor its cultural heritage and human treasures. But everywhere 1
went, I fele as iF I were on the ourside looking in, fishing in an
empry pond. lrwasn't India’s failing: it was mine. After five weeks,

dishcarrened bur resolute, 1 decided o return home and oy ro put
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my broken family life back together. It was the right thing to do,
the responsible thing. [ would rake the eastern route home, flying
from India ro Hawaii for a few days rest, then back to Ohio — o
my wife and daughter. Somehow, [ thought, things might scll
work our. Maybe coming up empry in India was a sign that my
time with Socrates was all the spiritual rraining 1 was meanrt o
have.

Bue if thar were true, [ thought, why is this restless feeling
prowing stronger?

The departing jet flew thraugh the nighr, it wing lighis
flashing like tiny stars as we passed over a sleeping world. 1 tried
to read but couldnt concentrate. 1 tried to sleep but dreams
assailed me, Socrares' face kept popping up, along with fragmenis
of things said long ago, By the dme we landed in Hawaii, the
"pay-anention-there’s-something-you're-missing” feeling became
intolerable, like a fire in my belly. | fele like screaming, What am
I suppased o ao?

As 1 cLeanep cusToms and emerged, strerching, into the hrighe
sun, the moist Hawaiian breezes soothed me, at least for the
moment. Legend had ir that these islands — horn af earth, air,
fire, and warer — radiated a powerful healing energy lang before
sailors, priests, develapers, and history opened Hawaii as a tourist
arrracrion. | haped char benearh the vencer of civilization seme of
the healing energy remained, and thar it mighe quiet chac barking
dog inside me that wouldn't let up.

After a snack ac the airport, a noisy bus ride through the busy
streets of Waikiki, and an hour on feot, 1 found a small room ofi
the beaten path. [ tested the leaky twilet, then quickly unpacked the
few belongings 1I'd stored in my old backpack, The half-open
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drawer of the nightsmand revealed o tog-eared phione directory and
a barely used Bible. It would do for a few days,

Suddenly rired, T lay hack on rhe squeaky, sagging marress,
and 1 remembered nothing moze — until my eyes snapped open and
[ jolred wpright. “The woman shaman!” | yelled out loud, half
asleep, hardly knowing what [ was saying, Then my brain awoke
fully. “How could 1 have fargoreen!™ | pounded my forehead.
“Think!” What had Socrites told me! First one memary
surfaced, then anather He had urged me o find somecne in
Hawaii, and he had mentioned a school in — where was 2 —
Japan? China? And...soniething abour a book or volume from a
journal he had lost in the desert.

One day | might find thar journal. Bue firse [ had ro find the
woman, OF course — ghark why U'm heee I realized; thaek the sense
of destiny thar had been gnawing ar my insides. Finally, | knew the
real reason I'd waken this journey, It was as if I'd been wandering,
lost in a forest, then stumbled back onco the path, Once this fell
into place, my belly relaxed, and the ache changed to excitement.
[ could hardly canrain my energy: My mind raced: Whar had he
told me about the woman? She had written 1o him on some kind
of stationery — bank stationery, thar was it!

I grabbed the yellow pages and looked up "banks"; I counted
ewenty-two of them in Honolulu alone, “Who am | kidding?" |
muttered w myself, He hadnt wold me her name or address, or
whae she looked like, I had almost nothing 1o po an, Tr scemed
impossible.

Then the sense of destiny filled me again. No, this couldn't all
be for nothing. [ was here, and somehow [ would find her [
loaked ac my warch. IFT rushed, T could check our a few hanks
before closing time,

Bur this was Hawaii, nor New York City; peaple here didn®
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rush anywhere, And what would [ do ar the firse bank anyway —
walk in wearing a signboard that said, “Looking for sumeone spe-
cial™f Would T whisper, “Socrates sent me”™ to every teller? [ could
oaly hope that somehm this woman might recopnize the name 1
had given him — if"she still worked at a bank, ifshe existed atall,

[ scared our the window ar a brick wall across the alley, The
beach was only ten blocks away; 1'd get some dinner, go for a walk
in the sand, and decide whae to do. | made it to the waters edge
just in time for sunset, only e realize thar the sun ser on the west-
em side of the island, and | was on the eastern shore, " Terrific.” 1
said under my breath. "How am [ going o find my mysrery
woman if 1 can't even find the sunsec”

I lay down on the soft sand, still warm in the evening air, and
gazed up aca palm tree overhead. Watching its green fronds sway-
ing in the soft breeze, 1 searched through my mind for a plan,

The next day, as [ walked by the office of a local newspaper, ic
came to me. | entered the building, and quickly composed an ad
to appear in the "Personals” column, It read: *Young friend of
Socrates, seeking like-minded female banker. Let's make change
topecher.” | added my morel phone number. Probably a lame idea,
with about the same odds of success as stuffing a note in a borde
and rtossing ir into the zea. A long shor, bur ar leasr a chance.

SevERAL DAYS PASSED. | visiced arr galleries, went snorkeling, and
lay on the heach — waiting, just waiting, My personal ad had
come up empty, and pounding the pavement seemed like an exer-
cise in furilie. Discouraged, 1 called rhe airpore and booked a
flight home. Twas ready to call it quits.

On the bus tide to the airpore, 1 sar in a kind aof stupor,
unaware af my surroundings. 1 found myselt standing in front of
the airline counter, Then, in the boarding lounge, as the agent
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called my flight, 2 voice inside me said, Mo. And 1 knew I couldn't
give up. Mot now, not ever. 1 had o find this woman, the link
berween my past and future,

I eanceled my Highr, boughr a city map, and caught the nexe
bus back to Honolulu, On the way, | marked the location of every
bank on my list.

THE FIRST BANK, featuring generic bank decor, was nearly empry
at this time of day. Seanning the reon, | spotted a good possibil-
ity — a slender, athletic-looking woman, maybe in her late forties,
She turned and pave me a brief smile. When our eyes met, [ cxpe-
rienced a flash of intition — dhis was incredible! Why hadn't 1
crusted myself from the seare? She finished talking 1o one af the
bank officers and returned to her desk by the safery deposic boxes
and the vault, 1 waited patieatly for the right moment; then, rak-
ing a dezp breath, T walked up to her.

“Exeuse me,” | said, wearing my brightast, clearest, mose alert
smile sa I wouldn' appear torally crazy. “I'm looking for a woman
— nn, let me rephrase that — I'm looking for someane wha
happens to be female, bur [ don't know her name, You see, an old
gentleman — well, he's not exacdy a gendeman — uh, an old man
named Socrates suppested I find her. Does char name mean any-
ching to you?"

“Socrates” she said. “Isn't he a Greek or Raman guy — in histony®

“Yes, he is — was — " [ answered, my hope dampened.
*Maybe you don't know him by that name. He's a ceacher of ming;
I mer him in a gar szaion, " [ whispered empharically, “a gas srarion
in Calffornia. " Then I waited, and held my breath.

Slewly, her eyes grew wider and then a light went on, “Yes! [
had a boyfriend oncz who worked in a station in California. Bur
his name was Ralph. So vou chink it could have been Ralph?”
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“Uh, no,” I answered, disappointed. “1 don't think so0.”

“Yeah, well, 1 gorta ger hack o wark. 1 hape you find
Archimedes — "

“Sacrarer, "] correcred her. "And I'm noc leoking for him, I'm
looking far a woman!™

I fele a chill, and her twne shifted. "Excuse me, please, [ hope
you find a woman soon.”

I fele her gaze on the back of my neck as | walked over 1o
another bank employes and did a variation of the same routine
with 2 waman abour fifiy years old wearing heavy pancake
makeup and rouge, Mot a likely candidace, bur 1 had 1o be thor-
augh, She exchanged glances with the first teller, then looked back
ar me, her eyes filled with suspicion. "Can I help you?” she ashed.

They must leam some kind of bank celepathy, 1 thoughe.

“I'm looking for a woman who works ac the bank." 1
explained, "but I've misplaced her rame. You wouldn't happen o
know anyone named Socrates — "

“Perhaps you'd better ralk to an officer,” she interrupred. At
first [ thought she was referring to a securicy officer, bue she
pointed to a third woman in a dark suir, sitring behind a desk, just
gerring, off the phane.

With a quick nod of thanks, | walked over to the officer,
looked her in the eyes, and declared, “Hi, I'm a peaceful warrior
looking for a friend of Socrates.”

“Whae?" she replied, glancing roward the security puard.

“1 said I'm a petential customer looking for a fund of securities.”

“Oh," she said, smiling and straightening her coar. “Then |
think we can help you.”

"Oh gosh, will you look at the dme!” | said, looking at my
warch, “T'll ger back to you, We'll do lunch, Good-bye, cing,
cheers, aloha.” 1 lef.
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1 used the same peaceful warrioriporential customer line the
rest of the afterneon. Then 1 found a bar and had my first beer
in a long time. And 1 don’t cven like beer, As T walked through
the crowded streets of downtawn Honoluly, [ thoughr abour the
woman, and realized she would have 1o be considerably alder than
forty ar fifty ar even sixny: IF Sacrates had really been in his nineties,
as he claimed, she would have o be in her late seventies, Almost
certainly retired, [ chought, disheartened, Srill, someone mighe
kmow, might remember her,

Eight banks later, 1 sat against the wall of yet another insi-
turion of higher finance and reminded myself, Mever, ever, even
think about becoming a private nvestigator, My back ached and
[ fele like 1 was developing an ulcer. The whole thing seemed
crazy. Maybe someone had piven the woman the bank stationery,
Why would a shaman work at a bank? But, then, why would an
old warrior like Socrates choose to work at a gas stacion?

More confused and discouraged than ever, | had no more illu-
sions abour magically bumping into a shaman in a bank who
would immediately recognize me as her prodigal son, Any remain-
ing Faith in my intuition was smashed as flar as the soda can near
me on the sidewalk. I picked it up, stood, and rossed the can in
the trash — a gond deed. Ar least the entire day wouldnt be
wasted,

The next day, [ made the rounds ac anocher ten banls uneil,
exhausted and numb, 1 could do no mare, | was asked ta leave by
the security guard ar rwa savings and loans and almest gor arrested
ae the last bank when 1 became belligerene. My nerves frazeled, |
decided to call it a day.

Thar night, I dreamed [ kepe walking right past the woman |
was secking, narrowly missing her — like a scene in the movies
when the two main characrers arc abour o meet bur turn their
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backs at the last minure and miss each other. This scene kept
repeating itself in a maddening series of recakes.

| woke up tired. | was ready and willing to do anpthing tha
day — anything at all — excepr search for a nameless female bank
employee. But somehow — and here my training with Socrates
really paid off — | willed myself o get up, get dressed, and gec
going. Lirle disciplines [ike thar can make all the difference in the
world,

The following day rested my limits. [ did find one bright spet,
however, an casis in a sea of frowning faces: At the fourch hank of
the day, I met an extraordinarily precty teller, about my age, When
1 1old her T was lonking for a specific woman, she asked, with 2
dimpled smile, "Am { specific enough?”

“I...uh...as a marer of fact, you are one of the most specific
women I've seen in a long tme” 1 grinned. [ certainly doubeed
she was the woman shaman, bur stranger chings had happened,
and with Socrates — well, you never knew.

She stared into my eyes, as if waiting for something, Maybe
she was just flirang. Maybe she wanred me ro make a deposit in
her bank. Or maybe she knew something. For all 1 knew, she
could be the shamans daughter. Or somerhing. 1 couldn't afford 1o
pass up any lead, [ cold myself. Anyway, 1 could stand a licde fun.

“Da you know who T am?™ [ asked.

"You look familiar,” she answerad.

Damn. Did she know or didn't she? “Loak, uh.” | glanced at
her nameplate on the counter, “Barbara. My name’s Dan; I'm a
college professor visiting Honolulu, and well, ics kind of lanely,
vacationing by yourself T know we just mer, bur would you con-
sider having dinner with me after work? Maybe you could show
me where che sun sets, or we could ralk abour gas starions and old
reachers.”
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She smiled again — definitely a good sign. "I chat’s a line,”
she said, “ar least ic's original. T gee off ac five; I'll meet you our
front.”

“Hey, thar’s werrific! See you then.”

1 walked out of the bank feeling good. 1 had a dare, maybe
even & lead. But then why did a little voice inside me say, “Idiot!
What are you doing? Socrates sends you on & quest and you pick
up a bank teller?”

“Oh, shut up!” I said aloud as a passerby turned and gave me
a look,

My warch read 2:35. [ could stitl make it to cwe, maybe chree
more banks before five d'clock. [ looked at my sueer map, now
speckled with crossed-our bank sites; the Firse Bank of Hawaii was
right around the corner,
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Fool’s Gold

Wwhen ons is willing cnd eager, the god: join in.

= haschylus

As S00N AS | ENTERED THE LOBBY, the guarnd planced in my diree-
tion, sarted toward me, then walked right by; 1 ler aur my breach
and glanced up ar the cameras; they all seemed focused on me.
With a businesslike air, [ walked over to a counter, pretended o fill
our a depasit slip, and cased the joint,

A few feet away sat a functinnal desk, hehind which sat a fune-
tional bank officer — a tall, aristocratic-looking woman in her
fiftics. She glanced wp at me as [ approached. Bur before [ could
ask her anything, she stood up. "I'm sorry — U'm taking a late
lunch — bue [ chink Mrs. Kaneoha ean help you,” she said, poinr-
ing back roward the other desk. Then she tumed, and lefe.

“Uh, thanks,” [ mumbled afrer her.

Mrs. Kaneoha offered no help, nor did any of the other tellers
ar officers at thar or the next bank, where | was helped outside by
the security officer, whe invited me not 1o come back.

18
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Ready 1o laugh — or ery — I slumped apainst the lust bank's
polished stone exterior and slid ta a sitting position on the side-
walk, “T've had it,” 1 said our loud. “Thar’s ir, forger ir, no more
banks."

1 undirstwod the imporainee of pemevering, but there’s a
point to stop banging your head apainst a wall. And this just
wasnt working our. 1 would go on my date, warch the sun ser, and
then head back 1o Ohio.

As 1 sat there feeling sorry for myself, | heard a voice ask,
“Are you all right?” I looked up to see a small but plump Asian
woman with silver hair, wearing an aversized muumun, helding
a bamboo cane. She looked about sevenry years old — maybe
older. She smiled down at me with an expression of maternal
concern.

“T'm okay, thanks,” 1 replied, standing up with some effort.

*You don't look okay,” she said. "You look tired.”

Trritable, 1 almost snapped, Whar business is it of yours? Buc
[ wak a deep breath instead. “You're righe,” 1 confessed. “I am
tired. But I've been tired before; I'll be fine, thanks.” I expected
her to nod and walk away, but she stood there, string at me.

“Tusr the same,” she said, “T'll bet you could use a glass of
juice.”

“Are you a doctor or something?” [ asked, half in fun.

“Ma,” she smiled. “Not really. But Vicror — my godson — he
burns it at both ends, wo.” Secing my puzzled look, she quickly
added, “You know, his candle.”

“Oh," I replied, smiling. She seemed like a nice lady. *Well, [
guess | could stand a plass of juice. Can I get vou one, 100?”

“Thar's very nice af you,” she said as we entered a sidewalk
cilé next door m the bank. I naticed she walked with a pro-
nounced limp.
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“My name's Rurh Jahnsan,” she informed me, leaning her ald
bambao cane apainse the counter and reaching our ro shake hands,
Johnson —— it wasn't your cypical Asian surname; | guessed she was
married w a Cancasian,

“Dan Millman,” I said in return, shaking her hand. | ordered
a carrot juice,

“The same,” said Mrs. Johnson. As ghe mirned her head roward
the waitress, 1 studied her face — part Hawaiian, [ guessed, or
maybe Japancse or Chinese, with an overlay of an.

The waitress set our juices down on the counter. | picked
mine up, then noticed Mrs, Johnson staring ac me, Her eyes
I::ug’ht ming, and held them. She had dl:l:p oy, like Socrates. Oh,
come o, | thoughe Stop imagining things.

She continued to stare, “Dio [ know you from somewheri”

“1 don't think s0," 1 said, “This is my first time here,”

“In Honolulu?”

Mo, on planet earth, | thoughr, *Yes," | said aloud.

She examined me incently for anather moment, then remarked,
“Well, then, it must be my imagination. So, you're visiting?"

"Yes, I'm on the fculy ar Oberlin College — here on a
research crip,” | replied.

“Ma, go on! Oberling One of my nicces wene ta Oberlin!”

*Oh, really,” 1 said, locking at my warch.

“Yes. And my godson, Victor — he's considering it for next
year. He just praduared from Punaho Schoal. Say, why don'’t you
conie over to the house tonight? You could meet Victor: hed be
thrilled o talk with an Obelin prafessad”

“1 appreciate the invitation, but I have other plans.”

Ner at all discouraged, bur with a trembling hand, she
scrawled an address on a piece of paper and handed it to me. “If
you change your mind.”
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“Thanks again,"” [ said, ssanding to leave.

“Thank you, " she said, "Tor the juice,”

“My pleasure,” I answered, tssing a five-clollar bill on the
counter. | hesitted for 2 moment, then asked, “You dont happen
ro wark in a bank, do youl”

“Mo,” she answered. " Why?"

“Qh, it's nathing.”

“Well then, alaha,” she waved. “Creare a nice day.”

I stopped and turned back toward her. “What was thac you
said — ‘Creare a nice day'?”

*“Yes.”

“Well, most people say, ‘Have a nice day,””

“1 suppase they do.”

“It's just that an old teacher of mine — he used w say that”

“Really,” she nodded, smiling at me in a funny kind of way.
"How interesting,”

My reality meter started buzing: my tongue wene a litdle
numb. Was someching a linle off?

She stared ar me again, then impaled me with a look so
intense the café disappeared. “T know you,” she said.

Suddenly, everything grew brighter. [ felt my face flush, and
my hands starred ro tingle. Where had I Tase felr like this? Then I
remembered. An old gas station, one starry nighe.

“¥ou know me?”

“Yes, I wasn't sure ar first, bur now | recognize vou as a good-
hearted person, buc | think a licde hard on yourself.”

“That’s it?" 1 said, ler down. “That's what you meant?"

“And [ can rell that you're lonely, and that you need to relax a
livtle miore. A barefoor walk in che surf would relax you — yes, you
need a barcfoot walk in the surf,” she whispered.

Dazed, [ hear mysell ask, "A barefoor walk in the surf?"
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*Exactly.”
In a fog, I started toward the exir, when I heard her say, "See

you fonight — about seven o'clock.”

I poNT cLEARLY REMEMBER leaving the café, The nexc thing |
knew, [ found myself carrying my shoes, walking along the clean,
wer sand of Whikiki, my feer washed by rhe shallaw surf.

Some time later, a seagull landed nearby. [ glanced ac it then
suddenly looked up and around as if waking up. What i {
doing bere? Tn a moment it came back o me: Ruth Johnsen. ..
the café.. her house. .. seven o'clock, | looked ar my warch; it
said 619,

A quarter after six, a quarter after six, I repeated to myself, as
if that meant something, Then it dawned on me: | had just stood
up Barbara, the precry bank teller.

[ ft pretty, too — pretty dense.

And so, with nothing else to da, | caughr a bus to an attrac-
tive suburh of Honoluly, then walked unedl 1 found the address
Buth Johnson had swritten dovwn, At least [ thoughe | had found
the right address; her handwriting wasn't very cear.

At 715, 1 walked up the driveway of a well-kept home, Cars
filled the driveway, dance music poured out of the open doorway,
and an elder woman sar on a porch swing, gliding in and our of
the moonlight, 1 climbed the sreps and saw that she wasn't Ruth
Johnson. Inside [ heard people mlking loudly. Someone laughed.
[ had a sinking feeling that this was the wrong place.

The woman on the swing said, "Alcha! Go on in!”

I nodded to her and entered the house, surveying the large liv-
ing mom, crowded with reenagers and a few older men and women
— dancing, talking. cating — the women in flowered dresses or
halrer tops, and the men in jeans, T-shirts, and rank rops.
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The music siopped for 2 momenr; T heard a :.'1:|:u.'|1 % &OTTE-
one jumped, or fell, inte the swimming poal juse visible chrough
sliding doors. Loud laugheer followed.

I rapped a young woman an the shoulder jusr as a rock-"n"-roll
tune started; | had o yell 1o be heard above the music. “I'm look-
ing for Ruth Johnson.”

"Whei" she yelled back.

“Ruth Johnson!™ [ yelled louder,

“I don't know too many people here,” she shrugged. “Hey,
Janet,” she called to someone clse. "You know any Ruth Johnson?”

Janer mid something 1 couldn’t hear. “Mever mind,” | said,
and headed for the door.

Walking down the front steps, | stopped, and gave it one last
uy. Tuming w the woman on the swing, 1 asked, "Does Ruth
Johason live here?"

“MNa," she said.

“Oh.” Depressed, [ murmed o leave. Couldn't | de anpehing cight?

“Ruchic’s staying with her sister down the street,” the woman
added. "She went o buy more seda.”

Just then, a car pulled up in front.

“There she is now,” the woman peinted.

Mo ane got out of the cr at first. Then I saw Ruth Johnson
climb slowly to her feer. | quickly ran down the steps ro meer her,

anxious to get to the botom of all this, one way or the other.
She was reaching to pick up a grocery bag when [ said from

behind her, “Let me help you wirh thae.” She turned and looked
delighted — but not surprised — to see me.

“Mabhalo! Thank you!™ she said. "You see, I was right about
your being a kind person.™

“Maybe not as kind as you think,” 1 said, a5 a piciure of my young
daughrer, and the wife ['d left behind, flashed through my mind,
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I walked slowly up the frant sreps to keep pace with her, “So,
why did you really invite me herei” | asked.

“Sorry to slow you down,” she said, ignoring my question, |
had a small — well, stroke, you could say. Bur I'm gerring herrer
all the time.”

“Mrs. Johnson, can we ger ta the paing”

“I'm glad you found the house,” she said.

“I've came a lang way — °

“Yes, people come from all over for one of our parties. We
really know how 1o have a good rime!”

“You don't really know who 1 am,”

“I don’t imagine anyone really knows who anyone really is,
Bur here we are anyway.” she said brightly. "And while you're here,
wh:..- d;‘ltl"t you come in, meet Yictor, and l:l'lju_'r the purly!"

Disappointed, [ leaned up againsr the wall and seared at che
ground.

“Are you all right?” she asked, concerned.

“I'm okay."

“Hey, Ruthic,” someane yelled from inside. "Did you bring
the soda and chips?™

“Have them righe here, Bill."

She mmed o me. “Uh, what did you say vour name was?"

1 looked up at her. "Dan.” It came eur like "damn.”

“Well, Dan, come on in, dance a linle, meet some people.
That should perk you up.”

“Loak, [ appreciate the offer — you seem like a nice lady — bue
I'd better be going; I have a lot to do tomorrow.” Suddenly tired, 1
ook a deep breath and stosd. “Have a nice party, and thanks — ub,
mahala — for your kindness.” [ curned roward the streer.

“Wair 2 momene,” she said, limping after me. “Laok, it was
my mistaks, having you come all the way ouc here. Let me give
you samething for the road.” She reached inro her purse.
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"Ma, really, T eouldn’e. Telon®t neead —

She grabbed my hand and looked me in the eyes; the world
started spinning, “You take chis,” she said, pushing whar looked
like crumpled bills into my hand. “Maybe we'll meet again,”

She turned abrupty and entered the house. The sound of
music grew louder, then suddenly quiet as the door slammed shuc.

Clenching the money in my fise, | shoved it ineo my pocker
and walked on, into the warm night.

Coconut and banyan trees and landscaped lawns fainely shane
under the light of the stree lamp near a bus stop, where | collapsed
to a simting position, oping to clear my head. Samerhing was off
here; nothing made sense. 1t e 10 be her, but it wasn't. | was back
to zero.

I didn't know if | could bring myself to visic another bank;
was tired of perting rreared like a nur case. Mayhe it was hopeless;
maybe [ was just a strange person, as my wife had said. Maybe she
was right abour everything, Why couldn’t 1 just be 2 normal guy
and go to bal] games and movies and have barbecues on Sunday?

1 was seripusly cansidering flving home the nexe day and see-
ing a good therapist when the bus arrived with a sighing of air
brakes. The door opened; [ got o my feer ane reached inw my
pocket for the money — and saw thar Ruth Johnsan hadn' given
me any money after all,

“Hey, buddy,” the bus driver said. *You gerring on or not?”

Intent on opening the crinkled pieces of paper, 1 hardly heard
him, and didn't answer. Then my eyes opened wide and 1 stopped
breathing. Vaguely aware of the bus pulling away withaur me, |
stared ar the two pieces of paper in my hands: The fist was 2
newspaper ad, dipped from the “Personals” section. It began,
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"Young peaceful warrior, friend of Socrates,” [ heard myself
beeathing rapidly; my whole bedy tremblel.

On the second piece of paper, I found a nore Mrs, Johnson
had scrawled in a sllalqr, nr_:lrly iii:gibl: hand. Tt read:

Tin frona ihe old schoal— the hard schovl. Navhing it given with-
it desire, preparavion, and initiation, There i a questian of truse,
and faith. On Tharsday evening, three nights from now; the curvenis
will be exacely righe. Jfyau widh to continue, follow alf these instviee-
ttons precisely: Go fo Makapun Beach in the carly evening,

I tuened the note over. It continued:

You will see a rocky aren toward Makapun Foine. Walk towsard
the paine seil youe find @ sncall ibed. One side &5 caved in. Befind i,
you'll see a farge snrfboard, Wihen youe ave alone — ar dusk, not before
— wrle the board and paddie aur beyand the sarfl A srvang tide will
e gaing aut; let the currenn take you Be swre ...

Strange — that was all. "Be sure...” The note ended there,
Whar did she mean by char? I wondered, stuffing the note back
inta my packet.

Then my wonder changed to excitement and a prafound sense
of relicf, My search was over. 1d found her! A fountain of encrpy
welled vp inside me. My senses opened: [ fele the temperature
of che air, heard faraway crickets, and smelled che fresh aroma of
newly mowed lawns, wet from an earlier rmin. [ walked all the way
back to my motel. By the time | arrived, it was nearly dawn.,

I Iell vio the bed with a bounce and a squeak and stared ar
the ceiling, Much larer, 1 drifted 1o sleep.

That night, | dreamed of skeletons — hundreds of them —
bleached white by the sun, washed up on the rocky shore, lying
atkew on black lava mek. A wave erashed, and the shore was
washed dean, leaving only the lava, black as night. The blackness

swallowed me. [ heard a roar, soft ar first, then growing louder.
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Awakened by the whine of a garbage truck owside, 1 opened
my eyes and srared ar the eeiling — bue the stark images of skele-
tons remained in my mind, along with a sense of awe and ferebod-
ing, Thucsday evening, ir would begin.

THiNGS WERE PICKING UP; 2 new wave was rising, Just like the old
days. This intensity and excitement made me realize how sleepy
my life had fele these past few years: | had become an armchair
warrior whose bartles were championed by alter egos on television
arar the movies, Now [ was on my own feet, wairing for the bell.
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A Fire at Sea

Whaot is 1o give light must endure barning.

= Yiklar Fronkl

I HAD MADE NO SPECIAL PREPARATIONS, because apparently none
were called for - juse find a big surtboard and go for a paddle.

Thursday afterncon, 1 checked out of my hotel, ready o
camp on the beach, ready for a change, ready for anything, Or so
I thoughe. | carried my belongings, stuffed inte my backpack,
down o Makapuu Beach. Breathing inn the fresh, saley air |
wialked toward the point. In the distance ahead, atop 2 mound of
lava rock, | saow an ald lighthouse sanding scarkly apainst a erim-
son sky.

The walk was farcher than I'd thoughe; iv was nearly dark
befare 1 found che shed. The surfboard was chere, just as she'd said,
It wasne the screamlined fiberplass 1'd expected, bur a massive, old-
Fashionad stab of wood, like the boards used by the ancient
Hawaiian kings — 1'd seen a piccure of ane in Meronal Geagraphic,

28
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I looked our over the deseried beach and calm acean. In spice
af the serting sun, the balmy air was comfarable. | stripped o my
nylon trunks, stuffed my clothing and wallet inte my pack, and
hid my pack in the bushes. Then I carried the heavy board out
inta thigh-deep surf anel ser it down with a loud slap on the glassy
surface.

With a last loak down the beach, T pushed off, glided out, and
paddled awkwardly through the waves. Panting with exertion, 1
finally broke threugh the last phosphorescent whitecap, barely
illuminated by a waning moon that appeared and disappeared
with passing clouds, Resting on the ocean’s gentle rise and fall, T
wondered about this strange initiation. Pleasant enough in the
tropical sea, but how long did Ruth Johnson want me to flaat oue
here before coming back in. All night?

The thythmic ncean swells soothed me into a pleasane lassi-
tude, I lay on my back and pazed up into the constellations of
Scorpio and Sagittarius, My eyes scanned the heavens and my
thoughts drifted with the current as I waited for wha knows whae

— maybe further instructions from a spaceship for all T knew.

[ MusT HAVE FALLEN ASLEED. | sat up, waking with a gasp, not
knowing where I was, | found mysell straddling the board as it
rocked with the swells. Unil | awole, [ hadn't realized thar 1'd
been asleep. | wandered il enligheenment was like that.

1 was leoking around, rrying wo make our the coasdine in the
darkness when it struck me: the current. She had written some-
thing abour the current being “exactly right.” For what? 1
scanned the horizon o every direction, bur with the sea’s rise and
fall, and the cloud cover, | was effectively blind until dawn; | saw

na stars, no land.
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[ had left my watch on shore and had no sense of time or
bearings. How long had 1 drilted? And where? Wit a chill, | real-
ized [ mighe be drifting seraight our to sea, Gripped by a sudden
panic, | forced myself to calm my breathing. Paranoid fanwasics
plaved in the theater of my imagination: Whar if ehis old woman
is an eceentric, or even cragy? Whae if she has a score ta serrle
with Socrates? Would she deliberately. ..} Mo, it couldat be, I
thaught, Bur | had no eertainty, no reference points. My usual
metheds of realicy testing weren't helping me here,

As soon s | fought off one wave of Fear, another would roll
in. My mind sank beneath the surface, and | shuddered as [ imag-
ined monstrous shadows swimming bencath me. I felr small and
alone, a ﬂu:l.:ing speck in the ocean, a thousand feer above the
ocean floor.

Hours passed, as far as 1 could reckon. 1 lay still, listening for
the sound of a Coast Guard baat, scanning the heavens for signs
of a rescue copter. But no one knew where 1 was — no one except
Ruth Johnson,

The clouds blarred our the moon and srars, leaving the sky so
dark T couldn't tell whether my eyes were open or closed. 1 drifred
in and out of consciousness, afrid 1o sleep. Bue the gende, lullaby
rise and fall of the ocean swells won aut, and | plunged down,
slowly, into silence, like a rock sinking inta the deprhs af the sea.

| AwokE w1TH THE FIRST LIGHT oF pawn, realized where | was,
sat up suddenly, and fell off the board. Sputtering and spitting out
saltwarer, | climbed back an the board and loeaked areund with
rising apprehension. | saw nothing but ocean; the douds sl
obscured any sight of land, For all | knew, | was far out in the
Pacific, 1 had heard abour strong currents chat could pull sumeens
straight out to sea. [ could paddle, but in what direction? Again
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fighting off panic, I forced myself 1o ke another deep breath and
tricd to relax,

Then an even more disturbing revelation dawned on me: [
had no shirt ar sunscreen, no food, no warer, For the first rime, it
accurred to me that | might really diz out here — thar this was no
middle-class adventure, I might have made a very big mistake.

Ruith Johnson had weitten that it was “a question of trust and
faich.”

“Yeah,” I murttered vo myself, “trusr, faith, and blind spid-
iry.” Whar had possessed me? | mean, whe takes a surfboard our
into the ocean currents at might becuse an old woman writes him
a note?

“This can't be happening,” | said aloud, startled by the sound
of my awn voice, quickly drowned by the vast spaces above and
belaw. 1 could already feel the hear af the morning sun an my
back.

The clouds digsipated, leaving a burning azore sky: | had rime
to consider my situation — nothing bur time. Except for the ocea-
sianal call of an alharrass or rthe faine drone of an airplane far
above, silence was my only companion.

Once in a while, 1 splished my feet in the salty warter, or
hummed a mune o reassure my cars. Bur soon enough, the runes
died. A sense of dread crept slowly up my spine.

As the day wore on, 1 grew thissty, and my fear inrensified
with the hear of the sun. Lt wasn't the sudden fear of a gun in my
ribs or a car weaving head-on inta my lane — just a quiet kind of
knowingness, a stark incvitability that unless someone rescued me
soon, [ would burn to dearh on the conl green sea.

The hours passed with agonizing slowness, and my skin
staried turning pink. By the late afrernaon, chirse became an
absession. ] tried everything [ could think of to procece myself: |
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paddled the board around e face differens dirccrions; [ slipped
inte the cooling water many times, under the sheleer of the board,
careful ro mainrain my hold on its cracked surface, The warer was
my only protection from the sun and cirricd me into the blessed
dark.

All nighe, my body bumned with fever, then shaok with chills,
Even the slightest movemene fele painful. T shivered az 1 hupgped
myself, overcome with remotse. Why had 1 dane such a foolish
ching! How could I have trusted chac old woman, and why would
she have done this to me? Was she cruel, or merely mistaken?
Either way, the aurcame was the same: [ would die withour ever
knowing why, Win? I asked myself again and again as my mind
clouded over.

WHEN MORMING CAME, T lay still, my skin blistered and my lips
cracked. 1 think 1 would have dizd, but for a gift from the sky:
Dark clouds appeared with the dawn, and a rainstorm swept over,
giving me a few hours of shade, and of life. Raindraps, mixed wich
wears of gratitude, stung my blistered face.

[ had nothing wo hold the warer save my open mouth. I lay
back with my jaws wide, trying ro carch every drop, uniil my
muscles began to spasm, | removed my trunks so they could soak
up every possible bir of rinwarer.

Toe soon, the scorching sun returned, rising higher in the
empty blue sky, as if the storm had never happened. My lips cracked
into deep fissures. Surrounded by water, | was dying of thirse.

Mabatma Gandhi once said, "To a starving man, God is
bread.” Mow, water had become my god, my goddess, my one
thought and one passion — not enlightenment, not understand-
ing — I would have rraded them in an insrane for anc plass of
pure, coal, quenching warer.
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1 sm:,-cd in the warer, clinging o the board, for most of the
morning, Bucicdid noching for the horrible dinst. Lacer, in the after-
noon, I thought [ sw a dorsal fin circling nearby, and [ quickly
scrambled hack onte the hoard. Bur az my skin blisrered and [ grew
more parched, the thought entered my mind that a shark's jows
mighr be my only deliverance from stow deach. Like a deer thae
bares its throar to dhe lion, & small but growing part of me wanted
to give in, to just slip into the sea and disappear,

When night came again, [ again bumed wich fever. In my
delirium, I dreamed of swimming in a mountiin spring, drinking
my fill, lying in a calm pool, and letting the water seep inw my
pores. Then the smiling face of Ruth Johnson appeared, with her
silver hair, her deep eves macking my foalishness.

Drifting in and out of consciousness with the rise and fall of
the sea, my rational mind faded in, then out, like a ghost presence.
In a lucid moment, 1 knew chae if 1 didn't find land by the next
day, it would be over.

Dictures flached by: home in Ohio, in my backyard, siceing back
in my lounge chair in the shade of a birch tree sipping a lemonade,
reading a novel, plying with my daughter, eacing a snack just
because 1 was a little hungry — the comforts and safecy of home.
MNeow, all thar szemed a far-off dream, and this, a nightmarish real-
ity. If 1 slept at all, | don't remember.

Morning came much tan saon,

Thae day I l=amed aboue hell: pain and burning, fear and wait-
ing. 1 was ready to slip off the board ard swim away in the cool water,
tn ler Dieath take me — anything to stop the pain, 1 cursed the body,
this morral body, It was a burden naw, a source of sulfering. Bur
another part of me hung on, determined w fight to my last breath,

The sun moved with agonizing slowness across the sky I
learned o hate the clear blue, and 1 gave silent thanks lor every
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cloud that covered the sun as 1 clung to the board, submenged in
the water 1 could not drink.

I lay exhausred through the next nighr — neicher awake nor
asleep — floating in purgatory. Squinting through swollen lids, 1
saw a vision of cliffs in the distance, and imagined 1 heard the faint
pounding of surf against the racks. Then, suddenly alere, [ realized
it was no vision, [t was real. Hope lay ahead, and life. 1 was going
to survive. [ starced to cry, but found [ had no tears lefr.

A surge of enerpy conrsed through me; my mind, now eryseal
elear, snapped into focus. 1 couldn®t die now — 1 was wo cdose!
Wirh all my remaining strength, 1 srarred paddling roward shoce,
I was going e fice.

The cliffs now towered above me like gigantic skyscrapers,
drapping straight down o the sea. With increasing speed, driven
by the surf, | moved toward the rocks. Abruptly, the surf umed
angry. [ remember grabbing for my board as it snapped into the
air and came crashing down. Then 1 must have passed our,



CHAPTER 5
New Beginnings

Haaling 1z @ mallar af tirea,

but somelimes also a mater ol eppatiunily

— Hippacrates, Precepts, Chapter |

On THE 151aMD oF Morokal, in Pelekunu Valley, sec deep among
moss-covered crags, lay a small cabin, Inside thag eabin, a woman's
screams pierced dhe air. "Mama Chial* Mama Chia!” ghe cried oue in
pain and fear as she struggled in the chroes of a difficult childbich,

Movroial — where, in the 18005, the lepers had been exiled, left
to die, isolated from the rest of the world by fear and ignorance.

Molokai — home of narive Hawaitans, Japanese, Chinese,
and Filipinos, with a small American and European population; a
retrear for counrerculture and altermative lifesryles; home of hardy,
independent falk who avoid development and the tourise trade of
the other islands, whe work hand and live simply, who weach their
children basic values and love of nature,

*Chia is pranousced “Chec-ah,”

35



36 DAN MILLMAMN

Malakai — island of narure spirits and legend, secret burial
place of the dafwna kuguts, the shamans, magicians, and healers,
the spiritual warriors artuned m the enerpies of the earrh,

Muolokai was ready to welcome another soul 1o the carth.

Mrrsu Fupimoro, a small Japunese American in her early foreies,
tossed her head from side ro side, soaked in sweat, She prayed and
moaned and cried for her child, calling wealdy, “Mama Chial”
Pushing on, panting with each contraction, she fought for her
baby's life.

Hours or MiNUTES LATER — | couldn't tell — after drifting,
delirious, in and our of consciousness, I awoke, desperately thirsty:
IFT fele chirsey, I was alive! The logic of thar realization shocked me
to my senses and, for a few rational moments, [ scanned my body,
taking seack inside and our. My head theobbed; my skin burned.
And [ couldn’t see; T was blind! I moved my arm, now incredibly
weak, and felt my eyes, discovering with great relizl thin they were
covered with gauze.

I had ne idea where | was— in a hospital, in a reom, in Ohio,
or maybe back in California. Maybe I had been ill or in some kind
of accident. Or maybe it was all a dream.,

MrTsu's LorG BLACK HAIR lay tangled and macied aceoss hier face
and pillow. Alter her first child had died, nearly ten years before,
she had vowead never to have another; she couldn't live through che
pain of another such loss.

But when she passed the age of forty, she knew thac this would
be her lase chance, It was now or never, So Misu Fujimero and
her hushand, Sei, made their decision.

Aleer many monchs, Mirsu's face grew radiant, and her helly
rips. The Fujimotas were o be blessed wich a child.
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Sei had run into the valley to find help, Now Mitsu lay con-
torted an her mattress, panting and testing between contractions
— exhausted, alone, and afraid thar something was eebly
wrong, that the haby was turned around. As each ridal wave of
contractions hardened her urerine wall like stone, Mirsu screamed
agin for Mama Chia.

Waen [ Recainen consclousness, the world remained dark,
my eyes still covered with gauze. My skin was on fire; all [ could
da was moan, and hear ir,

1 heard a sound — what was it? — like someone wringing out
a wet cloth over a bowl of water. As if in answer, a coal cloth
touched my forehead; then a soothing ador filled my nostrils.

Me emodons very close to the surface, I felc a tear run down
my cheek. “Thank you,” | muttered, my scratchy voice barely
audible.

I reached up slowly and clasped che small hand that held the
cloth, now cooling my chese and shoulders,

I was surprised by the voice of a girl — a young girl, maybe
nine or ten years old. "Rest now” was all she said,

“Thank you," 1 said again, then asked, “Warer. ., please.”

The gid’s hand, behind my neck, gendy lifted my head so I
could drink. [ grabbed the cup and poured more, until it spilled
over my lips and down my chesr. She pulled the cup back. “I'm
sarcy; ['m only supposed to let you =ip a licde ac 2 time,” she apolo-
gized, letting my head back down. Then, | must have slepe.

Mirsu's rpan coNTINUEDR, bur she was now rao exhausted ra
push, too weary to call our, Suddenly, the frant door opened, and
her husband rushed in, panting from the exertion of the steep dire
road. “Mitsu!™ he called, “I've brought har!”
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“Fuji, I necd clean sheets — now.” Mama Chia said, going
straight to the exhausted mather-to-be and checking her vical
signs. Then she quickly scrubbed her hands. "T'll nead three clean
rowels as well — and boil a gallon of water. Then run back down
to the truck and bring the oxypen.”

Working quickly and efficiently, Mura Chia — midwife,
healer, kahuna -— again checked Mirsu's viral signs, and prepared
to turn the baby. This might be a difficule birdhing, bur God will-
ing, and wirh the help of the island spirics. she would save the
mother and, rogether, they wauld bring a new life into the world,

Tie surninGg HMan sunsipen from incessanr pain o a mild
throbbing. 1 tried, cauticusly: to move the muscles of my face.

“What have I done 1o myself:” I asked in despair, still hoping
o awaken from this nightmare — erazy, stupid, unnecessary. Bur
ir wasn't a dream. Tears stung my eves. So weak [ could hardly
move, my mouth cracked and dry. | could barely mouth the words
again, “Water. ,, please,” Bur no one heanl,

| remembered something Socrates had rold me aboue the
search for ultimate meaning. “Better never o begin ... but once
begun ... bereer finish.”

" Berter never begin.. .. " | muttered, before dropping off 1o sleep.

THE cry OF THE 1NFaNT BOY resounded through the open win-
dows of thae tiny cabin in the rain forest, Mitsu managed a smile
as she held the child to her brease. Fuji sar nearby, beaming, touch-
ing his wife, then his baby. Tears of joy ran down his ched,
Mama Chia cleaned up, as she had done many tmes in the
past. "Mitsu and your son are poing to be fine, Fuji. I'll leave them
in your care now — and, I'm sure, in very goad hands." She smiled,
He cried unabashedly, raking both her hands in his and lapsing
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frum Hawsiian w Japanese v English: "Marna Chia, mahalol
Mahalo! Argate gozaimasu! How cin we ever thank you?” he
asked, his eyes still wee with wcars.

“You just did,” she answered. But his expression told her that
neither his thanks nor his tears would be adequare paymenr in
Fuji’s eyes — it was a matter of pride and honor — so she added,
"I love some vegetables when you harvest. You grow the bese
yams on the island.”

“You'll ger the best of the best,” he promised.

With a last loak ar Miwu's cired but radiant Face as she nursed
her baby, Mama Chia gathered her backpack and left for her slow
hike down into the valley. She had anather patienr 1o see.

[ AwDKE As THE smaLL, now familiar hands lifted my head and
gently poured seme liquid onto my rongue. [ sucked it down
greedily; it tasted strange, bur good. After a few more sips, the
hands earchully smoothed some kind of salve aver my face, and
then over my chest and arms.

“This is a peultice made from the fruit of the noni tree, mixed
with aloe,” she said in her soft young veice. "It will help your skin
heal.”

When T next awoke, 1 fele becter. My headache was nearly
gone, and my skin. thouph it felc fght, no longer burned, |
opened my eves; the gauze bandages were gone. Glad o have my
sighr once again, [ wirned my head slowly and looked around: 1
wis alone, on a cot, in the corner of a small, but ¢lein, one-room
cabin built of logs. Light poured in through makeshifc shades, A
wooden chest sar at the foot of the bad. A chest of drawers stood
apainst the far wall,

Many questions passed through my mind: Where am ¥ 1
asked myself. Who saved mie? Whao broughr me here?
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"Hello?” I said. "Hello?" 1 repeated louder. I heard foatsteps, then
a young girl entered. She had jer black hair and a Leautiful smile.

"Helle,” she said. “Are you fecling any bereeri™

“Yes," [ answered. “*Who. .. who are you? Where am I?

“You're here,” she answered amused, “And T am Sachi, Mama
Chias assistant,” she said proudly. “My real name’s Sachiko, but
Mama Chia calls me Sachi for short — "

"Who is Mama Chia?” [ inrerrupred.

"She’s my auntie, She's reaching me abour the kahuna ways."

"Kahuna =— rthen I'm sxill in HawaiiF”

"Yes," che said, pointing to a faded map of the Hawaiian
Islands on the wall behind my head, “This is Molokai,”

Incredulous, [ could only repeat the word. "Molokai? 1 drified
o Moloka?”

Mana Cuia made her way slowly down the winding path, [t had
been a busy week, and these past few days had left her dired, Bus
her work called forth an energy beyand dhat of her physical bady.

She continued down the path through the forest. No time to
rest now; she wanted 1o check on her new patient. Her flowered
dress, still damp from a min shower, bore spois of mud on its
lower barder. Her hair elung to her farehead in wer srrands.
Unconcerned about her appearance, she quickened her pace the
bese she eould an the slippery forest trail on che way o her parient,

She turned a final bend in the path — her body remembering
it 5o well she could walk it on a moonless night — and saw the
small clearing and the cabin nestled, almost hidden, against a
green wall of trees. *Just where 1 lefr it,” she joked to herself. She
passed the nearby storage shed and vegetable garden, and entered.

I Triep siTrive Up and locking out the open window, The
late alternoon sun slanted in and lit the opposite wall. Feeling
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woozy, | lay back down. "Sachi,” 1 askexd wc:l.ld.:,',, “how did I BT
here? And —"

Then, with a shock, | st up again, and nzarly passed oucasa
woman limped into the room and wmed around.

“Ruth: fohnson?" | said through cracked lips. 1 tried to sic up
then thought better of it. This was no dream; the pain was real.
The wonran who had sent me out on the surfboard was standing
DVET mE now.

*You almost killed me!” 1 yelled.

The old woman set her cane against the wall, fluffzd up my
pillow, and gently pushed me hack on the bed. She wasn't smiling,
but her face had a tenderness [ hadn't seen before, She wrned 1o
the young girl. “You've done a pood job mking care of him, Sachi;
your parents will he pleased.”

Sachi smiled and left us alone.

“Who are you?" | asked the woman. "Wtk ging on here?”

She didn't answer right away, but as she massaged another
salve inro the skin of my Face, she said quictly, “[ don't undemstand
— you don't seem like a foolish young man — why did you ignore
my directions? Why did you go out without any sunscreen, or
food, or water?”

1 pushed her hand away from my face and sar up again.
*Wikar directions? Why would I need sunsereen at night? Whe
takes food and water out on a surfboard? Why didn't vou tell me
what | would need?”

"Dut I dia tell yau,” sheintermupred. *1 wiate it dawn — told
you te be sure ro take three days’ supply of warer, food, and sun-
screen, and — "

*There was nothing abour any of dhat in your noee,” [ inter-
rupted,

She paused, puzzled and thoughoful, “How can thae be?” she
asked, smring into space. “On the second page | wrote down
everything — "
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“Whart da you mean, ‘secand page't™ [ asked. "All you gave me
was the newspaper clipping, and a nore. You wrote on rhe fronr
and back — "

“Bur there was another pagel” she sid, cutting me off,

Then it dawned on me: “The note,” I said, "It ended with the
words, 'Be sure.. ] thoupghe you were juse eelling me o be cereain.”

As she realived what must have happened, Mama Chia cdlosed
her eyes; a mixture of emorions passed aver her faze for 1 momenr,
then disappeared. Shaking her head sadly, she sighed. “The next
page rold you everything you'd need and where the currents would
tike you,”

“I — [ must have dropped the other page when 1 was purring
the papers in my pocker.”

I lay back againse che pillows. | didn't know whether o laugh
or crv. "And 1 assumed, ouc chere on the ocean thae you were just
fram ‘the hard school,'”

“Mor that hard!™ she replied. We laughed, because there was
nothing else to do, and beeause the whele thing was so ludicrous.

Still laughing, she added, "And when you're leeling stronger,
to finish the job, we can throw you off a "

I laughed even louder than she; it made my head hure again,
And, just for 2 mament, | wasn'r sure whether ar nar she was
SELLOUS,

“Bur whao are you? | mean—"

“On Oahu, [ was Ruth Johnson, Here, my friends, students,
patienrs — and people I've almase killed — call me Mama Chia,”
She smiled.

“Well, Mama Chia, how did [ ger here!”

She walked over wo the island map and pointed: “The currents
rook you across the Kaiwi Channel, around Ilie Paint, and east-
ward along the north share of Molokai, pasc Kahiu Poine, toward
Kamakaw, and you landed — ungracefully, | mighr add, bue righe
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on rime — at Pelefunu Valley, just as I knew you would. There is
a veail, a sairwell known by few people. Some friends helped carry
you here”

“Where are wei”

“In a secluded place — a forest reserve,”

1 shook my head, then winced as it throbbad, *1 don't under-
stand any of this. Why all the mysteny?”

“All part of your initiation — [ told you. If you had been pre-
pared...” Her words trailed off. “1 azeed earelessly. I'm sorry for
what you had o endure, Dan. I intended 1o give you a test of
faith, noc ger you deep-fried,” she apalogized again, “Bur like
Sacrares, | suppase | have a flair for the dramaric.”

“Well,” T said, “can I ar least consider myself iniriared?”

She sighed. “1 should hope so.”

After a pause, | asked, “How did you know [ was coming to
Havadi? Uncil a few days age, [ didnt even know, Did you know
wha [ was when we met, ouside the bank? And haw did yau find
me in the first place?™

Mama Chia gazed our the window for a moment before she
answered. “There are other forces at wark here — that'’s the only
way | ean explain ie. [ don't aften read rhe local papers, and 1
almost never read the ‘Personals” column, But | was staying ac my
sister’s hause an Ouhe, for Vierar's parry, when [ found rhe paper
on her coffee table, We were going our, and while | was waiting
for her to get ceady, | picked up the paper and skimmed through
ir. When my eyes somehow locked onra your messape, a surge of
electricity passed through me, 1 felt a sense of desting "

I lay very still, but chills ran up and down my spine.

“When I read that ad,” she continued, “I could almost see
your face, as dearly as [ see you now.” She tenderly touched my
blistered cheeks, “1 was so glad you had finally arrived,”

“But why would you be glad? Why would you care?”
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“When [ read the ad, ic all came back to me — whar Socrages
had written about you,”

"“What did he wrire?”

“Mever mind that now. It's time you are something,” she said.
Reaching inta her backpack, she pulled oura mango and a papaya.

“I'm nec really hungry,” I said. “My stomach has shrunk. And
I'd rather hear whae Socrates wrote about me.”

“You've eaten nathing for seven days,” she gently chided.

“Tve done that befare,” 1 r:p!i:r]. “Besides, [ nesded ta loose
welght.” 1 pointed to my waist, now much leaner,

“Perhaps — bur this fruic has been Blessed, and will help you
hzal more mpidly.”

“You really believe chag?"

“1 dan't believe; I £moiw,” she answered, curting open a fresh
papaya, scooping out the black seeds, and handing me half.

I loaked at che fresh fruit “Maybe L am a litde hungry." 1 said,
and nibbled 2 small picce. s sweemness meleed onto my ongue; |
inhaled its aroma. “Good. And it has healing properties?”

“Yes,” she said, handing me a slice of ripe mango. “This, tao.”

Eating obadiently, 1 asked berween bites, “Se how did you
find me — back in Honoluhs?™

“Another rwist of fate,” she replied. "When 1 found your ad,
1 decided to somehow make contact — or perhaps observe you tar
a while, o see if you could find me.”

*1 never would have found you — vou don't even work ar a
bank."

“Not for six years.”

“I guess we found each other,” | said, waking another bite of
manga.

Mama Chia smiled. "Yes. And now its time for me to go and
far you 1o rest.”
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“T'm feeling much bercer, now — rl:uu}' — and | sill wanr o
know why you were so glad [ arrived.”

She paused belore speaking. “Theres a bigger picture you
don't yet see — one day vou may reach out to others ... and find
the right leverage and make a real difference. Mow close your eyes,
and slesp.”

Leverace, | thought as my eyes clased. The word sruck in my
mind, and pulled me back to an incident years before, 1o a rime
with Socrates. We were walking back toward the Berkeley campus
after a breakfast ar Joseph's café. As Soc and [ neared campus, a
student handed me a flyer, | glanced ar ir, “Soc,” 1 said, “will you
lerak at this. It’s about saving the whales and dalphins, Last week,”
I sighed, "I gor one about oppressed peoples; the week before it
was about starving children. Sometimes | feel so guiloy, doing all
this work on myself when there are so many people in need owt
there.”

Socrates looked at me without expression, bue kept walking as
if T'd said nothing,

“Did you hear me, Socrates!”

In response, he stapped, turned, and said, *I'l] give you five
bucks if you can stap me on cthe cheek.”

“Whatt Whar does that have to do with — "

“len bucks,” he interrupred, upping the ante. | fguced it was
some kind of test, so after a few feints, | ook a swing — and
found myself on the ground in a painful wrist lock, As Soc helped
me up, he said, "Notice how a livde leverage can be quite effective”

“Yeah, | sure did,” 1 replied, shaking my wrist.

“To really help people, you first necd o understand them —
but first understand yourself, prepare yourszll; develop the clariry,
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the courage, and cthe sensitiviry w exert the righe leverage, in the
right place, ac the righe ime. Then your acrions will have power.
History," he added, “haolds many examples of individuals and
nations who acted withour the wisdom ro foresee the conse-
quences...,”

That was the last thing | remembered before Rlling into a
deep sleep.

TE NEXT MORNING, Sachiko arrived with some fresh fruit and a
pitcher of warer. Then, with a wave, she said, “Time far schoal,”
and ran out the door.

Soon after, Mama Chia entered. She rubbed more of the
clean-smelling salve on my face, neck, and chest. "You're healing
well — as | expecred.”

“In a few days, [ should be ready to travel.” 1 sat up and
stretched, carefully.

*Travel?" she asked. “You think you're ready to go somewhere?
And what will you find when you get there — what you found in
India?”

*How do you know about India?” [ asked,

“When you understand how | know.” she said, “you'll be
ready to conrinue your journey.” Mama Chia gave me a piercing
stare, "Abe Lincoln once said chat ifhe had six hours to chup down
a tree, he'd spend che firse five hours sharpening the aee. You have a
greac tusle ahead, but you are not yer sharpened. Ir will rake time,
and reruire grear tn::g]r."

“But I'm feeling better all the time. Soon I'll have enough

energy.”
“It’s not your energy I'm talking abour,” she said with a sigh.

“It’s mine.”
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1 lay back down, suddenly feeling like 2 burden. "I really
should go," T said. “You have ather people to care For; 1 don't wane
to impose,”

“Impase?” she responded. “Does the diamond impose on the
gem polisher? Docs the steel impose on the swordsmith? Please,
Dian, Stay a while, [ can chink of no berrer way to use my energy.”

Herwords encouraged me, “Well," [ said, smiling, “it may nos
be as hard as you rhink. P've trained a5 a pymnase [ know how o
work. And | did spend time with Socrates.”

“Yes,” she said. “Socrares prepared you for me; U'm to prepare
you for what follows.” She dlosed the container and put the salve
on the bureau.

“What do you have in mind? What do you do around here,
anpway? [ don't see any banks in the vicinin.”

She laughed. *1 play different roles, wear different hars for dif-
ferent people. For you, no har av all.” She paused. “Masr of the
time, | help my friends. Somzeimes [ juse sir and do nathing ar all.
Sometimes | practice shape-shifting.”

“Shape-shifring!"

“Yes.”

“Whar's thae”

“Oh, becoming different things — merging with the spirits of
animals, ar racks, ar warer — thar sorr of rhing. Seeing life from
anather paint of view, if you know what | mean.”

“Bur you don't actually — "

*I need 1o po now,” she said, eutting my question in half, “1
have people to see.” She picked up her backpack she had set down
neur the bookease, grabbed her cane, and walked out the door
before | could say another word,
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[ sar up again with same effore. | could barely see her chrough
the open front door as she limped, swinging her cane, up the
winding path into the forest,

[ leaned back and warched the narrow rays of sunlight passing
through holes in the drawn curtains, and | wondered if I'd ever
feel good about the sun again.

['d suffered a setback, but I had found her. My body ringled
with a rising excitement. The road ahead might be difficult —
even dangerous — bur at lease it was apen.
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Barefoot on a Forest Path

The clecrest way into the Universe
is thiowg b o farest wildernass,

= John Muir

Tue vexr MorNING found me mvenous, glad fur the bow] of fruic
on the nightstand. [ found a knife and spoon in the drawer and
ate two bananas, a passion fruit, and a papaya in quick suecession,
followed by some macadamia nuts and raw sunflower seeds. |
reminded myself 1o slow down and chew, but the food just seemed
o disappear,

Feeling better alier breakfast, 1 decided 1o explore my
surroundings. Swinging my legs aver the edge of the bed, 1 grew
dizzy for a few moments, waited for ir ro pass, then stood, Weak
and unsteady; 1 looked down at myself; Id losc so much weighr,
my swim trunks neatly fell off. "I'll have wo write a dier book,” 1
mureered. “I'll call ir “The Surthoard Dier’ — probably make a
million dollars.”

Still shaky, 1 wowered roward a pircher of water on the dresser,
took a slow drink, then made my way to some kind of chemical

49
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toilet in a currained-off area. Irwauld do juse fine, At least my kid-
neys were still funcrioning,

[ stared ar my face in an old mirror. With its cozing sores and
scabs, it seemed like the fice of a stranger Parts of my back were
still bandaged. How could that livde girl Sachi bear w look ac me,
ler alone rouch me?™

Making my way outside, resting often, I srayed in the shade
of the cabin and trees. The solid ground fele good under me, but
my feer were still eender. Withour shees, T enuldnt go far. | wan-
dered it my backpack, with all my belongings, had been discov-
cred, If s0, they might think | had drewned. Or, | thought darkdy,
rn:l}'hc: a thicf had found my waller, my air rickers, my credic cand,
Mo, 1'd hidden the pack roo well. It was set in a deep thicket,
covered by dried brush, I'd mention it to Mama Chia the next
time | saw her, which, as it tuened out, wasnt 10 happen for
several mare days.

[ managed to walk up the il a lircle ways undl | found a
paod vanmage point. High above me, in the distance, scood the
bare lava cliffs jutting skyward in the center of the island, above
the thick rain forest. Far below, through the lush crees, 1 could just
make aue bits of blue sky. My cabin, 1 estimated, lay about halfway
berween the upper cliffs and che sea below. Tired, and a licde
depressed by my infirmity, I made my way hack down the il 10
the cabin, lay down, and slept again.

As THE DAYS pAsSED, my hunger returned in a flood. | are tropi-
cal fruir, then sweer yams, potataes, corn, faro, and — although
my dier was normally vepermrian — a small nmp]ing of fresh fish
along with some kind of seaweed soup [ found on the bureau each
morning, delivered, [ suspeewed, by Sachike. Mama Chia had
insisted | eat the soup “to help relieve the burns.”
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Early momings and late afternoons, [ started walking farcher,
hiking a few bundred yards into the bash valley, up through the
rain forest filled with the smooth-skinned kulkui tree, the owisting
banyan, the rowering palm, and the eucalyprus, whose leaves
shimmered in the sea breezes, Red and whire ginger planes grew
everywhere among the delicate amavman ferns, and the red earch
wiis covered with a rich carpet of moss, grasses, and leaves,

Escepe for the small clearing thar surrounded my cabin, every-
thing srood on a slanc here. At firse | dired quickly, but ] soon got
my breath back, elimbing up inta the moisr, healing air of the rain
forest. Bedow, a few miles away, sheer cliffs, the paff, dropped o
the sca. How had they ever carried me up to the cbin?

The next few mornings, traces of dreams lingered in my
awareness — images of Mama Chia and the sound of her voice.
And each moming I felt unusually refreshed. With amazement, [
noticed that my sores had peeled away rapidly, leaving tender new
skin, naw nearly healed — almase 25 good as new. My strength
was returning and, wich ir, a renewed sense of urgency: | had
found Mama Chia; [ was here. Now what? What did [ need 10
learn or do before she would direct me ro the next step of my

journey?

Tee nexT pay, the sun was already rising as 1 awake, lisrening to
the shrill eries of a bird outside, 1 rose and ser oue on another short
hike. My bare feer were getting used to the earth.

Lacer, rerurning from the hike, | saw Mama Chia entering the
cabin, probably expecting to find me in bed, | walked quickly down
the grade, nearly dipping en wer leaves, slick from an earlicr
dawnpour. Thinking I'd have a linde fun with her, and proud of
my speedy recovery, [ hid behind the shed and peered our as she
emerged, puzzled, and looked around. I ducked behind che shed
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again and pur my hand over my mouth to stifle  laugh, then took
a deep brearh and peeked around rhe corner apain. She was ne
longer there,

Afraid that she had gone away to look for me, T stepped owr
from concealment and was abeut to cll her when a hand wpped
me on the shoulder; | turned ra see her smiling ar me. “How did
you know where [ was?”

*I heard you call to me,”

“I didn't call you.”

“Yes, you did.”

“No, | didn't. | was going to, bur — "

*Then how did I know you were herc?”

*l asked you thad”

“Then I guess we've come full circle,” she said. "3it downs |
brought lunch.”

Ar the word "lunch,” 1 abeyed promply, siting on a thick
carpet of damp leaves in the shade of a tree, My stomach growled
as she offersd me sumpruaus yams — the hese I'd ever rasted —
specially prepared rice, and an assortment of crisp vegetables, |
don’t know how she got irall into her backpack.

The conversation died while we concentrted on eating:
finally, between bites, | said, “Thanks. You really know how 1o
cook.”

"l didn't make it,” she saul. “Sachi did.”

*Sachiko? Who taughr her to caok like thar?™ [ asked.

“Her father.”

“She’s quite a ralent, Her parents must be proud of her.”

“They are more than proud of her.” dama Chia pur down bBer
food and gazed past the clearing into the thick emerald forest. “Lee
me tell you a true stary: Nine years agn, I helped hring Sachi into
the world, When she was four, | also welcomed her litile brother,
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“Soon after her brother was born, little Sachi began to ask her
parenis 1 leave her alone with the new baby, They worried that,
like maost faur-year-olds, she mighe feel jealous and wane ta hit or
shake him, so they said no. But she showed ne sipns af jealousy ar
all; she treated che baby with kindness — and her pleas to be left

alone with him became morz urgent. They decided va allow ie.

“Elated, she went into the baby's room and shut the doar, but
it apened a crack — enough for her curious parents to peek in and
listen. ‘They saw litcle Sachi walk quietly up 1o her baby brother,
put her face close o his, and say quietly, ‘Baby, tell me what God
feels like. I'm starcing ro forger.””

“She said tha” | asked, in awe.

“Yeu."

After a long pause, | remarked, “1 can understand why she's
your apprentice,”

We sat in silence a while, in the shade of a tree, untl Mama
Chia exid, “Tomorrow we go for a hike.”

“Together:" 1 asked.

“No," she teased. “You'll take the high read, and I'll rake the
low raad.”

I seill didn’t know Mama Chia very well, and it was sometimes
hard to tell whether she was joking, Seeing my confusion, Mama
Chia laughed, and said, “Yes, we'll hike mopecher.”

[ had a fecling things were about to pick up. Then 1 looked
down at my warn trunks, and bare feet and chesr. | looked up ar
her and explained, *1 don't know if T can hike far withour — *

Smiling, she pointed behind me, “Look behind the tree.”

“My backpack!" I eried, amazed. As she grinned, [ ran aver to
it and looked inside. My wallet — with a few dollars cash and
credic cid — my waich, a clean pair of shors, my sneakers,
toothbrush, and razor — everything was there.
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*Sachi'’s father was working on a carpentry job an Oahu,” she
cxplained. “I sent him w Makapuu Point to find your things. He
said you'd hidden them well,”

"“When can 1 meer him and thank him:" 1 asked.

"He’s locking forward t meeting you, to, but he had to go
back to Oahu to finish the job; he'll rerurn in a few weeks. I'm
glad you have new shorw,” she added, holding her nose with one
hand and pointing to my ragged rrunks with the ather, “so you
can wash those.”

Smiling, I took her hand, “Thank you, Mama Chia. ['m really
grateful for all you've done.”

*Yes, I've cerainly done a lo,” she said, brushing off my
thanks with a wave of her hand. “Have you heard about the new
breed of dog thar's a cross berween a pir hull and a collie? First ir
takes yaur arm aff, then it runs for help.” She smiled. “I've already
done enough damage; this is my way of “running for help,"”

Packing the remains of our lunch, she swed. T sared w
stand, too, but [ was so weak [ could barely get up. "I feel like such
a wimp." | said as she walked me back into the cabin,

“Your muscles only feel weak bosuse your body is using the
enezgy to heal the rest of you, You've been chrough a great deal; maost
peaple wauld have given up and died. Your Basic Self is very strong,”

"My basic whact” I asked, puzzled, as 1 sar down on the bed,

“Your Basic Self," Mama Chia replied. “A pare of wha you are
— an awareness separate from your conscious mind, Didn'
Socrates reach you about the three sebvest”

“No," I replizd, intrigued. "But it sounds like an interesting
concept.”

Mama Chia stood, walked ro the window, and gazed outsice.
“The three selves are much more than a concepr, Dan; they are as
real to me as the carth, the rrees, the sky, and the sea.”

Mama Chia sar againse the windawsill and said, "A few hundred
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YIS ago, before the invention of the microscope, almost no one
believed in the existence of bacteria and viruses, and so, humaniry
remained powerless before these unseen invaders. Those whe did
believe in their existence were labeled ‘crackpors.”

“I, ron, work with elements invisible 1o most people — with
nature spirits and subtle energies, But ‘invisible” is not the same as
imaginary, Dan, Bach new generation fargets this, and so the cycle
repeats irself — che blind leading the blind,” she said withour a
trace of rancor. “lgnorance, as well as wisdem, is handed down
from one peneration ta the next like a precious heirloam.

“The three selves — the Basic Self, Conscious Sell, and
Higher Self — are part of a secret teaching. The secrets have never
been hidden, really, but few peaple are intereszed, and fewer siill
have the eyes to see”

She paced, in her limping style, across the raom to the doar-
way, and turned back toward me, “When | speak to you of ‘invis-
ible things," know thac rhey are nos imvisible to me. Buc whar is crue
for me does not have to be wrue fur you; I'm not telling you what
ta belicve — only sharing my experience.” She poured a plass of
water and handed it to me. “When you're strong enough — if
Socraves has prepared you well — I'll be able to take you to the
edge, and point the way; all you'll have wo do is open your eyes and
leap.” She walked to the door and said, “Now rest.”

“Wair," [ said, sicting up. “Before you go, can you rell me a
little more sbour the three selves? 1'd like o hear more — "

“And there’s more 14d like w tell you,” she interrupred. "Bur
first you need ro sleep,”

“I am tired,” | said, yawning.

“¥es. Tomorrow we'll walk, and romorrow we'll ralk,” Through
the open doorway, 1 watched her swinging her canc and limping
back inta the forest. 1 yawned again, then my eyes shut and the
world went black.
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Illuminations

The real voyoge of discovery consisls
mal in saeking new kandscopes,
bl 1 hoing new eyes.

= Marcal Proust

Malele sokgico por desa s de mia



Matarinl proleg'do por deoreshos da nab



€ H A PERandiss,

The Three Selves

You cannct monscend whal you da not know,
To ga bayond yoursell, you must krow yoursall,

— 5ri Misargadatta Maharaj

THE NEXT DAY, THE BIRDS 50NG sccmed sweerer and the world
more beautiful. My strenpth was returning: only a few seabs
remained. Running my hand across my two-week growth of
beard, 1 decided I would keep it for now.

Alter hilling up an tropical fruir and home-baked bread dhae
had mysteriously appeared an my chest of drawers — anocher gift
from Sachi, I guessed — 1 stepped ourside, stripped naked, and
showered in a warm, drenching downpour. The rain passed as
guickly as it had come, leaving clear, sunny skizs,

1 had juse finished combing my wee hair and smoothing on a
thick layer of sunscreen when Mama Chia came limping down dhe
pach wich her familiar backpack, cane, and a larpe muumun dress
— her typical hiking ourfir, [ learned.

Aficr a bricf grecang, she led me down a narrow, winding
path toward the sea, As she lumbered along the slippery teail, a few
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feer ahead of me, | could see it wasn't casy for her to et around
and was struck by her determination.

She stopped a few times — once, to point out a colorful bicd,
another time to show me a small waterfall and pond, hidden from
the casual eye. After we sat a while, listening to the sounds of
warer falling inta a pond, | offered to carry her backpack for her,
bur she refused, saying, "Maybe next time.”

Conversation was sparse after thar, We both had to concen-
traic on our footing along the perennially muddy trail, cnss-
crassed by tree roots.

Finally, we made our way down a steep ravine and emerged
into a small .u.im:l:.r clearing, ane of the few heach arcas amang the
rocky cliffs. On either side of us, lava rock shot scraight up into
the sky o form the wwering cliffs.

Muma Chia rook a light blanket out of her pack and spread it
on the beach. The ride had just gone our, leaving the sand smooth,
hard, and wer. The relaxing sea breeze felt good on my face and
chest.

"Mama Chia,” I asked, "maybe its my imaginadon, bue I've
only been here abour ten days — is that righe®

“Yes,”

“And didn't | nearly die of exposure and thirse”

“Yes," she answered again.

“Well, aren't | healing awhully Fase?”

She nodded. *I've been working with you ar nighe.”

“Whar do yon meani”

“When you sleep, your Conscious Selfsteps back; thar’s when
1 can wark directly with the Basic Self — your subconscious —
which is in charge ol healing your bady.”

“You were gaing ro rell me mare abour chis ‘Basic Self™™

Mama Chia stared at me, as if considering something. Then
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she picked up a nearby rwig and drew 1 circle in the snd. "Berter
ro show than tell,” she said, serarching che figure of 2 human body
within the circle, his arms ourstrerched — a crude rendition of
Leonarda da Vinei's famaus drawing.

Without further comment, she sat down on a mound of sand,
crossed her leps, and said, "I need o do some inner wark w0
recharpe my batteries. Unless you've learned to dao the same, [ sug-
gest you take a nap. Perhaps later we can ralk.”

“Buat —"

With one breath, Mama Chia seemed instantly to go into a
decp mrance. [ watched her for a few moments, then my attention
turned once again to her drwing in the sand, Feeling suddenly
drowsy on this sulery day, glad for the shade of the sheltering cliffs,
I seretched out on the blanker and dosed my eyes.

My thoughts tumned to my wile and daugheer, back in Ohio
— light-years away, it seemed, from this hidden cove, where |
rested a few feer away from a woman shaman whose full powers
were yer o be revealed, and whose existence had been unknown
to me a few weels before, And 1 had found her, againse all odds,
agalnse all hope,

Life is amazing, I thought. And the next moment, 1 fell head-
long into a dreamlike vision,

I was AsLEED, YET W1DE AWAKE, Mama Chias smiling face flashed
beafore me, then vanished. In dhe blackness char followed, a human
form appeared: 2 man’s bady wirthin a circle, his arms ourstrerched
— not the figure Mama Chia had sketched in the sand, but a vivid
image of da Vinci's ariginal.

Then, in the blink of an ey, 1 saw my own body appear
within the circle, and ir srarted spinning, carrwheeling through
space.
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From my point of awareness, | saw my physical form come ro
rest, standing uprighe in a foresr, under a starry sky. Muminared
by the pale meon. clothed only in 2 pair of shorts, the figure stood
with arms open wide, a5 if to embrace life iself, wich head o ling
slightly up and w che lefr, gazing up cheough the rrees ar the stars
sparkling in the black velver sky, I could see all this in the sharpest
derail — every moon shadow on every leaf.

Then, three glowing lights appeared within and around the
body, scparate and distinct from the bady's auras or enerpy fields.
First, my avtention rested on an earthly reddish glow illuminarting
the belly region, [ recagnized this instandy as the Basic Self.

My attencion shified o the head, where the white light of
awareness filled the Conscious Self, shining so brighily that the
head disappeared.

Then my awarencss rosc above the head, where 1 began 1o soc
a swirl of radiane, iridescent colars, ...

Suddenly, everything tilted crazily, and thunder exploded in
the distance. Flashes of lightning ripped the sky. The wind wailed,
and trees came erashing down. Then the physical form in front of
me split into three separare beings.

The Higher Self, which 1 had enly hegun to see in the blaze
of radiant color, vanished. The two beings that remained changed
into disriner physical forms. The Basic Self now appeared as a
child, surrounded by a reddish glow. It quailed and shrank back as
the nexe flash of lighening licits face, revealing primal fear.

The Conscious Self rook the form of a gray robor, whose
computerized head glowed wich electricicy: it whiered and ¢licked,
then looked up saffly ar the sky, expressionless, as if sordng infor-
mation and weighing the best course of action.

With the next crack of thunder, the child bolred, and ran

instinctively for the cover of a hollow cee, [ found myself following
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it, amd warched a5 i huddled there. The child seemred xh:.-', and didn’
speak. As 1 gazed at it, T felt myself driwn deeper inte its glow,

In 2 microsecond, my conscigusness had merged with that of
the child. I saw life through its eyes, and experenced all its emo-
tions. Confused by myriad images of past storms and sssociations
going hack lifetimes, [ huddled instinctively as fearful pictures —
a patchwork of genctic memorics — Hashed through my childlike
awareness. What | lacked in clear logic, | impravised wich primal
instinct, | kel 2 vast scorchiouse of viral enerzy; my emotions were
wide apen, amplified. Motivated by a primitive impulse to sus-
vive, to seck pleasure and avoid pain, 1 felt more inclined o act
than contemplate. My inner world was untamed, unrefined by
culeure, rules, or logic, In my wildness and fleshiness, | was energy
in motion — closely ded o the natural world, completely at
home in the body, with its feelings and impulses.

I had litde means o perceive refined beaury or higher fairh; T
knew only gaod feelings and bad feelings. Righe now, I felta cam-
pelling need for guidance, for someone to interpret for me, 1o reas-
sure and direct me. | needed the Conscious Self.

Just then, having devised its plan, the mbot-computer also
entered the hollow tree. But it ignared me, the child, almost cam-
pletely, as if [ didn't matrer. Resentful and feeling unappreciaced, [
nudged it to ger its arrenrion. Why didn’t it lisren ta me? After all,
I'd found shelter firse. It still ignored me; I pushed it and shapped
it, with no better results. Furious, 1 ran ouuide, got a rod:, and
smashed ic into the robaor's leg, Thar gor its accention,

"What — do — you — want?” it asked in 2 monotone.

“Lisren to me!” [ eried,

In the next instant, my consciousness lefe the child and
merged with the rabot-compurer. [ loaked through the eyes of this

reasoning machine, and saw the world with ahjeetivity and oy
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calm, The child I had been now appeared as a distraction. I for-
mulated a solution to appease it

Just then, the stanm passed, and the child ran ourside ra play.
I set this problem aside and walked stiffly inw the forest
Untroubled by emotions or sentiment, my world was orderly,
structured, and tersibly limited. [ saw the forsst in shades of gray.
Beauty to me was a definition, a category. [ knew nothing of the
Higher Self, or faith, 1 sought whar was useful and constructive,
The body to me was a necessary burden, a machine that enabled
me o move and reproduce — 1 tool of tee mind.

Safe within the computer mind, I was immune to the vagaries
of cmotion. And yet, without the playful spirit, the emotional
energy, and the virality of the child, [ didn’t really live; | only
existed in a sterile world of problems and solurions,

My awareness awole, as if from a dream, and feeling a sudden
and overwhelming urge to feel the forest once again, 1o experience
the nsing encrgics of life, 1 broke froe of the Conscious Self,

From my new vantage point, I saw both the Conscious Sell
and the Basic Self with their backs o each orher, in their own
worlds. If anly they were together, haw much richer both dheir
lives would be.

[ appreciated the childlike innocence and instinccive body
wisdom of the Basic Self; 1 valuad the reason, logic, and learning
abilities of the robor-eomputer, the Conscious Self. Bur without
the inspirution of the Higher Sell, life felt insipid, shallow, and
incomplete.

As 1 realized this, [ heard the Higher Self calling me from
somewhere in the forest, and [ felt an intense longing to merge
with it. 1 recoprized this longing as ane I had felt for many years,
perthaps my whole life, For the first time, [ knew what | had heen
searching for,
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Moments lacer, 1 was capeured by the Conscious Self again,
Trapped within its seeel mind, 1 heard its droning voice, slow at
first, then mare rapidly playing again and again: “1 — am — all
— there — is. The — Higher — Self — is — an — illusion.”

My awareness snapped back into the childlike Basic Self once
again. Maw all | wanted to do was play, and fezl good, and pow-
Erﬁ.‘l.l.. ﬂﬂd SOULITE.

Again, | snapped back inro the Canscious Self and saw ane
reality — then rebounded back into the Dasic Self and felt
anocher. Faster and faster, | bounced back and forcth beoween
Conscious Self and Basic Sclf, mind and body, robor and child,
thinking and feeling, logic and impulse. Faster and faster.

I SAT UP, STARING INTO SPACE — terrified, sweating, crying out
softly. Then, gradually, | became aware of my surroundings: the
sheltered ocean cave, the warm beach, a skv ruming pink and
purple above a calm sea. And nearby sar Mama Chia, unmoving,
gAzing ar me.

Shaking off the remnants of chis vision, I wied w slow my
breathing and relax, [ managed to explain, *[ — I had a bad
dream.”

She spoke slowly and deliberarely: “Was it a bad dream, or a
mirror of your lifc?”

“I don't know what you mean,” |said, Bur | was lying: | knew
this as soon as the words were out of my mouth, With my new-
found awareness of the three selves, | could no longer mainrain the
pretense of being “together” [ was a self divided, wavering
berween the self-centered, childlike necds of the Basic Self, and the
cold detachment of the Conscigus Sclf — cur of wuch with my
Higher Sclf.

These past years, my mind had consandy smothered my
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feelings; it had ignored and devalued them. Rather than acknowl-
cdge the pain and passion 1 felt, my Conscious Sdf had main@ined
control and swept my feclings, and my relationships, under the rug.

I now understood that the physical symptoms 1 had cxperi-
enced back home — rhe infeerions, rhe aches, and the pains —
had been my Basic Self, erying for atcention like a young child; it
wanted me to express all the feelings inside. Suddenly | under-
stood the aphorism “The organs weep the tears the eyes reluse w
shed.” And someching Wilhelm Reich had ance said came into my
mind: “Unexpressed emation is stored in the muscles of the body.”
Thesz rranbling revelarions depressed and dishearrenzd me. [ saw
how far [ still had o go.

“Are you all righe?” Mama Chia asked.

“Sure, I'm okay,” I starred ra answer, then stopped myself,
“Ma, | dan't fesl all righe. T feel drained and depressed.”

“Good,"” she said, beaming, “You've learned something, Now
you're back on the right track.”

Nodding, I asked, “In the dream, I only expericnced twa of
the selves. My Higher Self vanished. Why did it leave me?”

“It didn't leave you, Dan — ir was there all the time — but
you were sa preoccupied with your Basic Self and your Conscious
Self thar you cauldn't see it, or feel it love and suppore.”

“Well, how can 1 feel it? Where do [ go (rom here?”

“A good question — a very gond question,” she said, laughing
to herself as she stood, Then she slipped her pack aver her shoul-
ders, and starced slowly up the racky trail. Seill full of unanswered
questions, I followed.

The zand rurned o stones and earch as we climbed up a steep
path along che cliff face. | umed and locked back at the cove,
slightly helow us. The ride was coming in. Tiwenty yards away, a
wave rushed up close to the figure Mama Chia had drawn in the
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sand. I blinked and looked again. Where the figure and circle had
been, [ thaught 1 saw three figures — a small body, like that of
a child; a square, boxlike figure: and a large oval - just before a
wave rushed past, washing the sand clean,

The climb up was more difficult than the hike down, Mama
Chia seemed in high spirics, bur my mood was glum. Neither of
us spoke. An array of images from the vision passed through my
mind as | followed her up the path inco the darkening forest.

By the time we cnwered the clearing, the halfomoon had
neared its zenith, Mama Chia hade me poed nighr and enarinued
up the path.

1 stood ourside the cabin for o few momens, lisiening w the
crickers’ song. The warm night breeze seemed to pass right
through me. [ didn't realize how fatigued 1 felt until T entered the
cabin. I vaguely remember visiting the bathroom, then falling
onta the bed. I heand the crickets a mament mare, then silence.
Thar nighe, in a dream, [ searched far my Higher Self, bor found

only empriness.
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Eyes of the Shaman

A geeal reacher rever sitives o explain her vision;
she simply Invites yau 12 stand baside ker and sze for yoursalf

— Tha Rev. R. Inman

MoT ver PuLLY AWAKE — in more ways than ane, | concluded —
L opened my eyes and saw Mama Chia standing by my bedside. At
first [ thought [ was still dreaming, buc I came back ro earth
quickly when she velled, “Our of bed!” 1 jumped up so fast |
nearly fell over.

“T'll — T'll be ready in a minute,” | slureed, still groggy,
vowing to get up before she arrived next time, 1 stumbled into
the bachroom, slipped inta my thorts, and stepped ourside into a
rainsquall for my morning shower.

Dripping wer, [ stepped back inside and grabbed a towel. “Ir
must be nearly noan,”

“Just afier eleven,” she said.

"Whoa, [ —"
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“On Thursday.” she interrupted. “you've been out cold for
thirgy-six hours.”

1 nearly dropped the rowel. “Almost suwe days?” [ sar down
heavily on the bed.

“You lock upset. Did you miss an appointmenc?” she asked.

“Mo, | guess nat.” [ looked up at her. “Did 12"

“MNot with me, you didnl; besides, appointments are nor
native to Hawaii.” She explained, “Mainlanders cried ro imparr
them, burt it's like trying o sell beef (o vegetarians, You feeling
better?”

“Much hetrer,” T answered, roweling off my hair. “Buc I'm not
exactly sure what I'm supposed to be domg here or what you're
supposed to help me with. Are you going 10 help me see my
Higher Sclf?

“That remains 1o be seen,” she answered, smiling at her play
on words, and handing me my shirr.

“Marma Chia,” [ said, putting on the shirt, “those chings 1 saw
— thar vision on the beach — did you hypnatize me"

“Mot exactly, What you saw came from the Inner Recards.”

“Whart are they?”

“Thats nor easy w deseribe. You can call it the ‘universal
unconscious,’ or the ‘journal of Spirit Everything Is written
there.”

"Everytiing!”

"Yeu," she rcpliﬂl. 'Ew:r}'thing."'

“Can you . .. read these recordsi”

“Somerimes — it depeneds.”

“Well, how did  read them?”

"Ler's just say [ rurned the pages for you."

“Like a mother reading to her child!®

"Something like chat,”



7a DAN MILLMAN

The rain stopped, so she stepped ourside. I followed her
to a log near che shed and sat down, “Mama Chia,” I said,
"l need to wlk with you abour something char's really searting
to bather me. It seems like the more 1 learn, che worse ic gers.
You see — "

She interrupted me. “Just handle what’s in front of you now,
and the furure will rake care of ieself, Otherwise, you'll spend most
of your life wondering which foot you'll use 1o step off the curb
when you're srill anly halfway to the corner.”

"Whar abour planning ahead, and preparing for the future?”

“Plans are usehul, bur don't get attached o them; life has oo
many surprises. reparation, on the other hand, has value, even if
the future you planned never comes.™

*How's thac"

She paused befare answering. “An ald friend of mine here an
the island, Sei Fujimoto — you haven't met him yet — has
worked as a gardener and handyman most of his life. Bur photap-
raphy was his first love. | never saw a man so passionate sbout
images on paper. Years ago, he would spend most of his days
searching for the perfect shot. Fuji especially loved landscapes:
the shapes of trees, waves breaking with rthe sun shining through
them, and clouds by the light of the moon, or the moming sun.
When he wasn'e mking pictures, he was developing them in his
own darkroom ar home.

“Fuji practiced photography for nearly thitry years, accumu-
lating in that rime a rreasury of inspired photographs, He kept the
negatives in a locked file in his office. He sold some phoras, and
gave others o friends,

“Then, abour six years ago, a fire desmrayed all the phoro-
graphs he had taken over those thirty years, and all the negatives,
as well as mase of his equipmenr. He had no fire insurance — all
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the evidence and fruits of a generation of crestive work — g 1ol
and irreplaceable loss,

"Fuji meurned this as he might maurn the Inss of a child.
Three years before, he fed lost a child, and he understoad very
well char suffering was a relative ching, and char if he could make
it through his childs death, he could make it through anything.

“But more than that, he undersood the bigger piceure, and
came to a growing realizaton that something of grear value
remained that was never touched by the fire: Fui bad learsed tw
see life in a different wap Every day, when he got up, he saw a2 world
of light and shadow, shapes and rextures — a world of beaury and
harmony and balance,

“When he shared this insight with me, Dan. he was so happy!
His realization mirrors that of the Zen masters who share with
their students chat all paths, all actvities — professions, sports,
arts, crafts — serve as a means of internal development, mercly a
boar to get across the river. Once you ger across, you na longer
need the boar.™ Mama Chia ok a deep breath and smiled
serencly ar me,

“I'd like ta meet Sei Fujimera,”

“And you will,” she assured me,

“I just remembered something Socrares once told me: 'It's not
the way fo the peaccful warrios; it's che way ofthe peaceful warrior.
The journey ieself creates the wwrrior,' "

“Socrares always had a way with words,” she said. Then she
sighed wistfully. “You know.. . he and | were once lovers,”

"What? When? How? What happened:”

“Everything. . .and nothing happened,” she said. “We were
together for o dme. [ believe it was healing for him, after. .. we
won't speax of that — you'll have o ask him. In any case, he was
called elsewhere. And so was 1. So we never — well, thar was a
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long timz ago. Years later, | married my late husbend, Bradfiord
Johneon, He was a special man, toa — bue mare eonventianal —
not I[!.i[ 5:“.'[“':51 ba .—

"'l"\:"i“ J-'-.'Ju 1‘(‘“ me rnnrc.," I ﬁﬂidq “;l.|.‘lnur 'I'-']IE[I }"n'l.l Mer
Socrates, and abaur his life? What was his real name? Surely not
everyone called him *Socates.""

A wisthul smile appeared on Mama Chials Tice, "1 may el a
few steries abour my life saome other time. Bur its for. .. Socrates
to share the rest §expeer thar be'll ler vou know in kis own way,
inn his own time. But right now, [ have other business, and you
nead mare time o conside: whart you've learned, before — ™ she
stopped heself, “Before what will come.”

"I ready anypzime.”

Mema Chia stared at e a moment but said |1ul|'|[u5,. She
reached inte her pack and tessed me a small package of

macadamiz nuts, “See you omorrow,” With thet, she left,

| BID FEEL STRONGER, but despite my bravade, | wasn't really
reacly for anything rigercus. [ spent the zest of the morning in a
restful reverie — siwing and gazing at the trees surrounding my
home here on Mo
me, bur [ didnt have woreds Fee i per. Preoceupied, T hazdly

vaai, A troubling feeling was growing inside

tzsted the small chunks of bread, the mazadamia nuis, or the
fruie | cansumed.

As the afteznaon sun tovched the tips of the trees at the edge
of the clearing, I realized [ was lonely: Scrange, T redlected, 1 used
to like being alone, | had chesen solitude for most of my college
vears. But afver Hoatieg cut an that surfboard — when [ thought
[ might never see another human being again — something
chiamged, And now —

Wiy thoughts were interrupred by a brighe *Hil™ off 1o my I«
Cachi I:uppl:l], 5kiH1c:', and daneed soward e, Her J'cl: black ]mi,r,
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cut shart like Mama Chiak, beuncad and swirled with sach move-

ment. Jur g o a srone oo log, he dedpped over and ger down

a small pacdage. "1 brought some more bread — made ic myself”
urllilﬂ"k }'l:ln, S:l:l'l [a II‘]'lil.E WAs \":]'}" Tl\(]llg‘h'{ﬁ.ll.l,

“No, it wosnt,” she replied. “1 didn't think much ar all.
How're you Feeling?”

“Such betier, now that you've deapped fn, Uve been alone so
much | was starring o wlk ro myself.”

*I cla thar sometizies,” she said.

“Well, then. now that vou're here, we can sit and both wlk o
surselves — pa, wair,” T reased, ®| have an idea: Why dan’s we sit
here and walk o sach athe?"

She smiled at my eorny arcempr ar humar “Saunds akay.
Want 1o see the frog pond?”

“Jure,”

“Irs nat fir. Fallow me,” she sid, scampering inta the forest.

Duing' ny best to Ll:cp up, | suw her up '.llu.-ud, ;lp].l:.]r:ng‘ el
disappeacing about ten yards away, dodging arcund orees. By the
time | cought up with hes she was siving oa a lege reck, paint-
ing 1o a eauple of Foags. One graced us wich a loud croalk.

“You weren't kidding, girl; these are sorme great frogs.”

“That’s the queen sver there,” she said, “And 1 eall this anc
here ‘Crumpy’ bacause he always heps away when 1 pet him.”
Sachi reached slewly down and seecked one of the frogs. "My
lirather lilees e Feed "am, e T don't lilee sqquishy hugs — wsed ra,
but ner anymore.” Then, like a linde woeds sprice, she bounded
off, buck toward the cabin. | said a silent good-bye to Grumpy,
anel walleed after hee, As [ lelt, T heard 2 lowd “Grrrulhp]l." I
turned so see the warer splash as the Frog dove under,

Pack in the clearing, Sachi was practicing some dance steps,
“Mama Chia showed me this," shez said. “Ske reaches ne a lor of
things.”
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"I bet she doss," [replisd. Then |had an idea. “Maybe [ could
reazh you semething, roo. Coan pon de o earpwhesl s

“Surt of,” she replicd, throwing ber arms down and legs up. "1
bet [ ook like ane of thase frogs,” she giggled, “Can you show me
el

“I puess sa — | used to be prerey good ar is” [ aaid, doing a
one-arm carcwheel over the log,

“Wawd” she said, imprm:d. “That was smaath.” |I,'m_7$ir:d, ske
teied again, improving slighdy,

“Flere, Sachi, ler me show vou again,” T said.

-r I'l‘: rest l}l-lll'lﬂ |1j1|.‘:r!'|‘:|:||] F!.l.fiﬁE[J LIUiL:';.l"-. f‘llld. 5||.L'|:'|E IWI’JIEL‘I a
graceful carrwheel,

| spotted a bright red Lower growing nearby, and on impulse
I picked i and placed iz in her kair, "You know, | have a dacgheer
named Holly — younger thn you — I miss her, I'm glad you
carae by 1o visie.”

“Me, to0.” e replied. Touching the Nower, Sachi graced me

wich the sweercsr sreile. "Well, 1 zorea go, Thanks for showing mea
cartwheel.” She ran up the trall, then tumed and called back o me,
-]:t.'ll'l.t t‘{lfg‘i.'l: :.'I::-ur bl‘f_‘.'ll'i!n

Fler smile made ny day.

When Wlama Chia acrived the nexr moring, [ was ready and
wiiting, wasing pebibles aca trees "Want seme fresh bread?” [ said,
I alrzady ate, bu il you'rs hungry — "

| "1'| Ff_"lr," .&]1: -mi{l. : |_.:l‘15 Er.l n1r|‘.ri|1g. W |'\.:1'l.r‘r. |1|r|f.¢ oy Cover
by sundown.”

“Where are we geing?” | asked a5 we left the cabin and headed
”P t!lc l'“'l[h.

“That way" She poiated up o the central range of ridges
formed of Black lava rock, several thousand feer above us, Handing
e her bawkpuck, she saidl, siply, “You're strong enough now
carry rhis,”
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We hiled slowly upward along an ever-stespening ceail, with
many turns and swicchbacks. Mama Chia walked steadily upward.
The Forest was silenr, cxcept for the cry of an vocisional bird, awl
my rhythmic tread, beating a countenempe w her swinging cane
and limping gait.

She stopped every now and then to admire a eolorful bird or
to point out an unusual mree or small warerfall.

By late marning, my concerns bepan rising o the surface, and
I called to her, “Mama Chia, Socrates once rold me | haven's really
learned something until [ could do it.”

She stepped, mmed to me, and nodded, saying, “There’s a
proverb: *1 hear and [ forger, [ sec and | remember, | do and 1
understand.'”

“Thac’s just it," ] confessedl "'ve heard about and scen a lot
of things, but I haven't really done anything, 1've learned 2 linde
about healing, but can 1 heal? [ know abour the Higher Self, but 1
can’ feelit”

My words finally spilled aue in sudden fruseration, “I was a
world champion gymnast | graduared from the University of
California; [ have a beauriful daughter. T rake care of myself, cat
right, do the right thing. I'm a coliege professor for God's sake —
s0 why do | feel like I've done nothing? [ have this sense that
there’s something else I'm supposed 1o be doing, It drives me
crazy. And even afrer my training with Sacraces, my life feels
like it’s falling aparc. 1 used ro believe thar if T leamed enough,
if I made all the right moves, rhar life was going o ger easier,
mere under control, bur now it anly Feels warse — like some-
thing slipping away and 1 don’t know how e stop it It's like [
got lost along the way, | know there are people @ lot worse off
than I am. I'm not being victimized by anyone: I'm not living
in poverty or hunger or oppression. | guess it sounds like I'm
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whining ar complainiag, bur I'm ner feeling sorry far myself —
I just want it to stap.”

[ looked into her eyes and twld her *1 onee broke my leg
precy badly — my thigh bone was shanered in abour forry pisces
— so [ know what pain feels like. And this feels just as real to me.
Do you understand?”

She nodded in a way that showed she understood. “Main and
suffering are a part of evervone’s life. They just ke different
forms.”

"Da you belizve you can help me find wharever it is I'm look-
ing for?” | asked, an edge of desperation in my vaice.

"If I didn't believe 1 could help, we wouldn't be here,” she
answered before trning and continuing her steady, limping gai
up the eeail.

AS WE ROSE UP OUT OF THE FOREST, the trees thinned our; the moss
and leaves beneath our feer gave way w reddish brown eacth, which
turned to mud as & torrential min came and passed quickly. 1 slippad
naw and then. Mama Chia, though slew paced, was sure-foated.
Finally, jusc when I chought she had forporten my plea, she spoke.

“Dan, have you ever considered that no ose persan could ever
create a building? No matrer how smart, how strong, a single indi-
vidual may be, he can't make a building withoue the combined
efforts of archirects, contracroms, laborers, accountans, manufac-
turers, truckers, chemists, and hundreds more. Mo one is smarzer
than all of us.”

*Bur whar does that have o do with — "

“For example, mke Socrutes,” she condnued. "He possesses many
talents, bur he understood thar he could nat force-feed your psyche.
He could only teach vou what you had cars o hear or eyes 1o sec.

“When Socrates wrote to me, he predicred 1o me thar you'd be



Eyes of the Shoman 7

hard on yourself — that you got excitable — and that now and
then 1 might have to calm you down." She curned back, smiling,
before she continued her slow dimb. "He also told of the seeds he
had sown within your mind and heart, I'm here 1o nourish them
— ta help them quicken and grow:

“Socrates helped you clear away some of your deepest illu-
sions, He could not awaken you — you weren't yer ready — bur
he did make you aware thar you were sleeping, and revealed to you
an array of passibilities, a preview of coming artractions. He estab-
lished a foundarion so thar now, even if you can't always hear,
you're at least willing to listen. I he hadn't done his work well, you
would never have found me.”

“Bue I didn't find you. You found me.”

“Mo martter how strange the circumstances of our
meeting, [ don't believe ir would have happened had you not
been ready. That's how these things work, [ might not have cho-
sen to wark with you; you might not have come ro the paroy.
Whe can sayi”

We stopped hrietly to survey the view as we entered the high-
lands, not far from the base of the racky peak. Green treetops
stretched almost as far as | could see. The moist, humid air damp-
ened my arms and forchead. As | wiped the moisture from my
brow, Mama Chia put her arm on my shoulder and said, “In any
event, here we are — and we're all in raining rogether. I can help
¥Ou tum your experience into lessans, and your lessons inta wis-
dom. For now, I can only encourige you o trust the process of
vaur life, and to remember the law of Raith.., "

“Like believing in God?™ 1 asked.

“Faith has litrle ro do with belief,” she answered, “Fairh is the
vourage to live your life as if everything that happens does so for
vour highest good and learning, Like it or not.”
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She stopped, and knelt down next o a yellow flower, growing
up through a small erack in a large scane. “Our lives are like this
Hower, We appear so fragile, and yer, when we meer obstaclss, we
push through them, always growing roward the Light,”

I touched the yellow petals. "But flowers grow slowly. [ den't
feel I have thar much time. 1 feel like | should do samething now,
like it can’t wait any longer.”

“Flowers grow in their own good tme. [t's not casy, secing the
path rwist and disappear ahead, knowing ir's a long climb. You
want to act beeause that’s what you have been tmined e do, Bur
first understand.”

“Understanding withour acting does nothing,” [ said.

"Yet actng without understanding may create even more
problems. Somerimes you need 1o simply relax into life, and o
trust.” She took a deep breath. *No marter how pressing life may
feel at times, Dan, theres no need to rush, and nowhere to rush
to. You have plenty of time to accomplish whar you wish.”

“This life?”

"Or the nexe.”

“I'd like wo start a linde sponer than chae,” [ said. *1 have an
ache inside — mayhe it's a message fram my Basic Self — and it’s
prodding me to get on with it. Whatever 'it' i,

Mama Chia stopped agrin and looked at me. “In the darkest,
most chaotic times — when things fall apart — such times ofren
mark quickening as your mind readies itself wo make o lemp. When
you feel like you're poing nowhere, stagnaring, even slipping back-
ward — your soul is only backing up to get & running start.”

“You really believe this?"

"What I believe isn't the point. You have to go beyand belick
to direct expetience. Consider it for yourself. Look at yaur life
deeply, right now. Ask your inner knawer: your Basic Self knows
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— it has already rold me thae you're abour to make the leap —
maybe not mday, or tomorzow, but soon encugh, And juse as
Socrares prepared you for me, I'll do my part w get you ready for
the nexr step,

“You make it sound simple.”

"

“It is simple; juse not easy. But it could be far easier if you
weren't still stuck in your drama, so serious, You're like a gnat on
a TV screen, Dan — all you see is a bunch of dots. Open your
eyes! There is a bigger picture, Each of us has our role ro play, You
are playing your part to perfection. And when the rime is right,
you'll not only find your purpose; you'll realize your never lose ir.
You're searching for your path in life even as you walk upan it, For
now, fully embrace all three selves, Let them work rogether in har-
mony and cooperation, your head in the clouds and your feer on
the graund.”

Cazing ahead, she added, "We cerminly have work o do
ragether, you and I We're going to prepare you cthe same way we're
climbing this moumtain — oue step at a tme." At that, she trned
and conrinued upward. | Felt encouraged by her words, bur my
bedy, feeling the exertion, was growing weary. Yet Mama Chia
somehow limped on and on.

“Where exactly are we going, anyway?” | asked, panting.

“To the top.”

“And whar arc we going ta do when we ger there?”

“You'll find thar our when we arrive,” she said, heading up the
racky crail,

The hike soon became sieeper, like an endless stairway. The
air grew thinner and our breathing more labored with each step as
we climhed toward the peak of Kamakau, almasr five thavsand
feer high.
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Two wours LATER, just before dusk, we reached the peak and
stepped at last pneo level pround. Wich a wave af her hand,
Mama Chia directed my eyes to an incredible panorama of the
island of Molokai. Turning slowly around. [ gazed our over
the expanse of lush green forest ar the sea. The edge of the sky
was ablaze with colar as the sering sun painted the clouds red,
purple, arange, and pink.

“Well, here we are,” | said with a sigh.

"Yes, here we are,” she echoed, snll pazing ac the semng sun,

“Now that we're here, what are we going 1o do?”

“Gather some wood. Well camp nearby tonighe. | know a
spor. Tomorrow, we reach our destination.” She poinred roward
the eastern tip of the island.

She led me 1o a small warerfall, where we drank deeply of the
sparkling warer, rich with minerals, Nearby seacd a mock overhang
that wauld shelter us in case of sudden min. Glad to rest my wob-
bling legs. 1 swung Mama Chia’s pack off my shoulders. [ had no idea
how this eldedy woman, smaller than I but heavier, limping along
mile after mile of rugged rermin, could sustain chis kind of cfforr.

We made a fire bip enough 1o hear some rocks and bury them
with foil-wrapped yams, Served with some raw vegerabies, the
yams tasted as delectable as any meal I'd ever caten.

We made our beds of a thick moss, and put some small
branches in the fire — nor for warrnreh, bur for the glew, and the
camfarting crackle.

As we sertled in for the night and lay gazing up through the
palm frends inta endless space, | said, “Ever since 1 was floating
out there — on the surfboard — 1've been thinking a lot about
death. A few nights ago, the face af an old friend appeared ro me.
He was a student at Oberlin, so young and full of life. Then he
was diagnosed with a terminal illness, He told me thar he prayed
a lor. Bur he died jusr the same.”
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“Qur prayers are always answered,” said Mama Chia. "But
somedmes God says no.”

“Why would God say no?™

“Why does a loving parent say no? Sometimes childrens
wants run counter @ their needs, People turn to God when their
founcations are shaking, anly o discover it is God wha's shaking
them. The conscious mind cannot alwaiys foresee what is for the
highest good.”

“Easy for you to say —

“Mot so easy, but this is how [ live, . .." She was silent for a time,
hur then [ heard her voice again: “As a younp girl...when I hine
met the man you call Socrtes — my body was slim and
supple and full of life. Now [ have physical challenges — painful at
times, but every challenge has brought hidden pifts, though [ didn'e
always appreciate them at che time, One gift is deeper compassion.
Far snmenne clse, the gifr might be greater sensitiviry to the hud_]-r, or
a stronger motivation to take better cars of oneself, or to relax and
play more."

“Discomfort is one way aur Basic Self gets our attention,”

“lr sure works for me,” 1 sald, gazing into che fire,

“Yes, but 1 dont recommend it as a habit,” she added,
“Althaugh pain may serve as a wake-up eall, if's usually the Basie
Sdf's sccond-to-last resort. It only sends harsh messages when the
pentler anes — your intuitions and dreams — have been ignored.”

“Whar's the Basic Self’s last resort!”

“Death,” she said. "And it happens, in one Form or the other,
w0 many who were unable or unwilling to listen. Basic Selves, like
children, are loyal and nor easily alienared. They may receive a lor
of abuse. But when they've had enough .. "

She didn't need o finish her senence. In dhe silence, | asked,
"If ehe Basie Self is in charge of the bady, it can cause or cure any

disease, right?”
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"Under the right circumstances, if it’s permicced within the
destiny of that individual, yes."

“Then medicines don't really matrer.”

“Medicines are one way to assist the Basic Sdlf — they're a gifi
from the natural world,” she said, reaching up and plucking a
seedpod from a nearby bush, Qpening the pod, she showed me
the small seeds, and said, “Basic Selves, as you've experienced, have
a close connection o the natural world; each plant and herb car-
rics specific messages and energies that the Basic Self underscands.
So does each colot, or aroma, or sound. Or dance, for that marer.

"Healing is a great mystery, even for today’s physicians; we are
still discovering nature’s laws of balance. But as we ger in closer
touch with our Basic Selves and the subile forces at work, we will
see more ‘miracles.”™

“Most physicians tend to rely on their Conscious Selves, on
their minds rather than en their intuitions, don't they?™

“Ie's not a marter of trusting the Basic Self or the Conscious
Self,” she replied. “It’s a macter of trusting ot — each ac che
appropriace time, The Arabs have a saying: *Trust in God, bur rie
your camel.” [t important to trust the Basic Self to heal a cut, for
example, bur the Conscious Self reminds us to use a bandage,

“If you overeat junk food, smoke cigarettes, drink wo much
alcohol, or use other drugs — if you exhaust yourself, or hold in
your emotions — you make it harder for the Busic Self 1o do its
job and maineain a scronp immuane system; it cant always heal
without the cooperation of the Conscious Self; it can only send
painful bady messages ro get your arcention. Prayer alone may nat
be enough; alsa do whar pou can to assist. Francis Cardinal
Spellman onee said, "Pray as if everyrhing depended on God, and
work as if everything depended on man,'”

[ watched Mama Chia with growing admiration and wonder.
“Mama Chia, how do vou know so much? Where did you leamn all
these things?”
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She said nothing ar firse, [ glanced over at her in the firelighr,
thinking she had fallen asleep, Buc her eyes were wide open, as if
staring into anather world. Finally, she answered, “1'll think on ic
tonight. Perhaps I'll tell you same of my story tomorrow. We sall
have a long hike ahead.” With thar, she urned on her side and
went quickly to sleep, [ lay awake a while before joining her, star-
ing at the dying embers of the fire,
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A Well-Rounded Woman

God combarls the disturbadd
and disturns the canfartabla.

= Unknawn

IN THE MORNING, 2 refreshing shower under the waterfall helped
clear the stiffness from my legs, back, and shoulders, Though 1
hadn't regained my full serength, the simple dier and aurdoar exer-
cise broughr renewed viwliny

Afrer a small breakfase of papaya, banana, and warer from rhe
falls, we continued alang the range of voleanic rock thar burst
from the sen a million years befare, breaching ta the rhythn af ous
focrsteps. Mama Chia must have known this range intimately; she
seemed instinctively to know the comecr path ar every torn.

As we walked, | once agin asked her to tell me about her life.

“I don'e usually talk much about my life,” she began. “But 1
feel it's important for you to know a licle.”

“Why is thar?”

"I'mi not eercain, but | trust my instinces,”

B4
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“Well, you have my acrention,” 1 said, walling closely behind
her an the narrowing erail.

She began: “1 was born here, on Molokai, in 1882, My father
was part Hawaiian and part Japanese, the same as my mother. Like
this iskand, I have a cich heritage. Nonetheless, as a young girl 1 felr
fatigued most of the time, and had many allergies and illnesses. [
was confined to bed much of the time and couldn't arrend school
regularly.

“My facher would sit at my bedside and tell me stories, He
told me of grear women, like Queen Kaahumanu, wha helped
npen Hawaii ta Christianiry, and Harrier Tubman, once a slave
in America, who escaped bur returned many rimes 1o the South
ar great risk te bring many of her peaple to freedom. His stories
gave me hope that [, too, mighr grow into someone more than
1 was, despite my early infirmities. Years later, author Jack London
echoed my father’s encouragement when he wrote, 'Life is not
always a matter of holding good cands, but sometimes, playing a
poar hand well.'

“I suppose I played my hand as well as | could,” she contin-
ued, taking some macadamia nurs out of her pack and giving me
a handful, *When [ was seven, my parents heard abaur a bahuna
Eupris — a shaman — pamed Papa Kshili. A powerful healer, he
was revered by those whao knew him, and his repuration grew
among those who understood the ancient ways.

“As devour Christians, my parents miscrusted dhose who
spoke of narure spirits, Bue finally, because | was growing wealer
and no one clse had been able ta help me, their love avercame
their fears and they asked Papa Kahili to see me.

“The first time we met, he offersd no medicines — nor any
of the ceremonial magic that my parents had expected. He just
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spake with me quietly. [ felr thar he ceally cared about me. That
day, though I didn'c know it, my healing had begun.

“Later, he broughe herbal medicines, and spoke of many
things — of the healing power inside me. He twold me inspiring
storics, painting beauriful picrures in my mind. Papa Kahili took
me on many journeys, and each rime [ retumed, [ was srranper,
Bur he rold my parents, and me as well, thar I wanld never bear
children, This dark prediction troubled my parents more chan it
did me. At that age, bearing children was nor foremosr on my
mind. And besides, we did net believe thar any man could know
the future.”

"Did your parents cver accepr himi” | asked.

"Months later, yes. They would call him a ‘pricst of Ged.' and
they liked how he never took credit far my impravement, bue said
it was the Holy Spirit thar guided and worked dhrough him. He
was part of the seeret history, like the underground spring thar
gives life to fields aF flowers, The history Boaks wanld never rell af
hirm; yet, in our smaller world, he was one of the greatesr of men.

"At the tuen of the century, when [ was eigheeen, | immersed
miyself in what 1 had missed in my early years: | taveled o Qahu
and the other islands, [ socialized as much as was allowed i those
diys, and gossiped with the other girls. But evenrually, such things
lost their meaning to me. I had always felc different from other
peaple, as if | were only a visitar ro this world. [ had always
believed this sense of not belanging was due to my illnesses, But
even now [ fele like a stranger even among my Friends, They
enjoyed nowsy social gatherings and walking of things char held
lieele meaning for me. I preferred siming our in the moonlighe
among the trees and stars,” she said, gestunng with her walking
stick up toward the towering kukui trees above and around us.
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*1 t]'tl:mght thatr ma}rb{: all chose years oonfined o hed, in soli-
tude, and all my reading had made me thoughtful abour other
things, bigzer issucs. Bur lager it scemed as if | had some kind of
foreknowledge, as if I had always known or sensed things others
did nor see. [ began ro spend mare time alone, When | was nine-
teen, my father died suddenly. Soon after, my mothers eyesight
failed and she suffered a number of ills beyond my powers to
alleviate.

“When Papa Kahili rerurned 1o Molokai after a decade study-
ing with an African shaman, | asked him to help my mother. By
this time he was very old, and his service wark in Africa, facing
starvation, dysentery, and a host of ather afflictions, had taken its
toll en him. He told me that Spiric was calling my mather, and
that she would soon be free of her painful body — and thart he
would follow.

“He spoke with my mother and counscled her and, one week
after his return, she died quieely in her sleep, After char, [ was
alene, and [ spent every day helping Papa Kahili. Gathering my
courage, I asked him if he would veach me the kahuna ways; I rold
him [ felt this was my destiny,

“He was so moved by my announcement char Papa began ta
cry, because he had seen something within me, bur he had ro wait
for me o ask. So, he adopred me into hiz family, and inro che
kahuna radicion.

“Papa Kahili soon departed for the spirit wordd, but his pres-
ence has remained with me always.

1 carried on in his place, helping people he had served; 1 ook
special training as a midwife as well, After secing my parents die,
[ wanted to welcome more life into the world. In chis way, | could
participare in the miracle of hirth, even if the babies weren's

my own.
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"Then, in the early 19c0s, while in my mid-twenries, | was sent
an invirtion by an unusual man ro meer wich a gathering of masters
from various spiritual tradicions, 1 felt a deep thrill and inner confir-
mation, So, despite my fear of leaving my isfand home, 1 made che
long journey westward across the Pacilic by stcamship. [ was mer by
a man named Chen ar a prearranged site on the coast of Ching, and
[ rraveled with him ta a place called the “roof of the warld,” where,
about a yeur later, I joined this gathering. [t was there 1 later met a
man ahaut ten years my senior — the man vou refer to as ‘Socrates.” ™

"“Where did he come fromi™ | asked. “Whar was he daing
there? And whar was his real nune?”

"I can rell abour my life, Socrates will have w tell you abour
his own,” she said, and would speak no more of it.

Disappointed, [ walked in silence, thinking about Mama
Chias past. Until 1 realized something: “Wait 2 minure! If vou
were in your rwenties back then...and now its 1973... then
you're ... neardy ninety years old! [ dont believe it — *

“And | don't keep track of such things,” she mid. "How old
wauld you be if you didn't know your age? Thac is all char mamers,
In any evene,” she continued, *I lawr craveled widely on my way
back to Hawaii. I'm glad [ waired uneil 1 zould see with the eyes
of my heart, Otheewise, I might have passed right by the school,”

“Whart schoolt™ | asked, remembering Socrates’ words abour a
hidden school in Japan er China.

“After Chen arranged for my passage through China,” she said,
*I visited Siam, now called Thailand, and pares of Indonesia — *

"What schoof?" | repeated.

"A hidden schoal — "

"How was it hidden?" 1 asled.

“Nart really hidden, bur few people could see clearly enaugh
to find ic.”
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“Can you tell me more? [ think it's one reason I'm here — 10
learn is bocation.”

“Now is nor the time,” she repeared. "You have ta learn
cerrain things from your own intuition, your own experience.”

We had reached the summit — the highest point for miles
around.

“A good place to finish my story,” she said, surveving the nin
forest far below, “to help establish where we are now, and whar we
are to dao together. As soon as 1 returned home, 1o Molokai, in
910, [ was filled with new enthusiasm and energy, ready to call
forch miracles, perhaps even heal the lepers.

“What happened nest is difficult 1o explain from my current
perspective. Bur fram high hapes and expecrations, ane risks a fll.
And my crises came from a single incident: Soan after beginning
my wark, 1 was called upon by a distraught young man whose
infant son had suddenly taken ill. He begged me w0 accompany
him te his small cabin, Az we hurried to the road, he explained
thar his child had gene inte convulsions, then passed our. The
young father was numb with panic, and his wike was beside her-
self when T arrived.

“They were poor, and isolated, so no other belp would be ariv-
ing anyrime saon. The child was in a bad way — thar much was
clear.” Mama Chia ssopped, zar down, and gesmred for me o do the
saime. We sat on an outcropping of rock overlooking che valley below
as she rebared sadly, “T seill can't explain whar came aver me, Despite
the buna tradinon of doing positive wark and then srepping back in
faith, [ fele personally responsible for this child’s survival — as il he
were the last and only child in the world. T fele 1 Sad'ro save him, [
did everything within my knowledge and power to help chac child;
[ exerted every last ounce of my will and energy. T prayed, 1 whis-
pered to him, 1 called 1o him. But he died, just the same,..."
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Even now, many decades larer, Mama Chia's eyes misred
over, “The child had died in my arms. And something inside me
died as well, 1 believed T cauld have saved him — shonfd have
saved him — if only [ had studied harder, known more. And
perhaps 1 was secredy grieving for mysell, and for the children
T would never have, for [ remembered Papa Kahili's prediction, |
decided thar this failure was a sign thar I wasn’t meant ra heal
others; that I had chosen the wrong path. This theught consumed
me beyand all logic, and — over the pratese of those people I had
helped, and in spite of the parenes’ compassionace thanks for my
effores on hehalf of their child — I vewed never o pracrice heal-
ing again. | had lost Raith in myself and in Spirit.

“I maved to Oahu in 1911, just before the Fiest World War,
and starced warking ar the bank. As rime passed, 1 had many
dreams of the home and wark [ had lefr behind, But | ignored
them as mere illusions. [ts not without a certain irony, Dan, that
[ — rrained in the fuat ways — wauld ignore my own dreams
and intuirions, [t was nor surprising that | developed...” she
looked down and gestured toward her body, “this ... roundness. |
just didn't care enough, or have reason enough, o change. | sank
into a secure routine, going through the motions. wearing a smile
as [ exiled myself from my crue life....”

We st quiztly for a licle while, until another question
popped into my ever-inquiring mind: “Why was your name —
when 1 met you on Qahu — Ruth Johnson?”

"I was gerting vo that,” she said, "The name "Ruth’ 1 ook on
as part of my 'other existence.’ 1 no longer fele like the young
waman named Chia. As for my last name... it was my married
name.

“When least expecied, one day in 1918 g the end of the war,
1 was leaving the Honolulu likrary when a hook slipped from my
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arms. Before [ could even reach down, a handsome soldier appeared
from nowhere, scoopad up the book, and handed it to me with a
smile. He was a tall haole scacioned there, His name was Bradford
Johnson, We began o alk, and never stopped. We were married in
1919. [ used to rell him I st have saved his life in a previous incar-
nation, and that he owed me one,

“After his discharge from the military, he found a teaching
pest in Honolulu, Afer chat, we lived for some years in a sem-
blance of happiness, or ar least a quier sacisfaction. I had a hus-
band and a home. And wirh both of our jobs, we made do.

“Two years later, | learned I was pregnant. Bue § lost dhac baby,
and the next, Things changed after thar, We just. . . drifeed apart.
We separated amizably and Bradford maved east o the American
Midwest, He wrote regularly at first, buc then his letcers stopped,

I stayed on in Honolulu. [ missed my heme island, bur visit-
ing for me was painful — a kind of grieving — so [ served people
in a safe, conventional way, In one sense, 1 fir in. Bur secredy 1
remained a world apart. Only iny dream-life was rich with possi-
bilicy. In che night I traveled back o the reof of the world, and
met with your Socraces. We were quice close those many years agn.
But he had traveled, and we had no conract for many years, uncil
one day he found me here — I dont know how. I was working in
another bank ar the time, and my joy at seeing him was mixed
with a tereible shame ac whar I laoked like, and whae T had
become.

“Yer his eyes showed nothing but affection and gladness to sce
me, and the effece — | cannor deseribe irs full impact — was a
healing as powerful as any | had ever experienced with Papa
Kahili. It was the second greac healing of my life, secing myself as
he saw me, 1 felt young again, and beautiful,

“I 1ook a leave from the bank and we journeyed together back
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te my true home, here on Malokai, | inrroduced him to those |
still knew. We spenc some rime wopether hefore he moved on —
he had pressing business elsewhere. So [ rerurned to Cahu, and o
the life ro which [ had grown accusmmed. Socrates wrore o me
several times over the many years that followed — through the
iwenties, and the Grewr Depression, and the Second World War
that struck so clase to home.

“I lived from one day w the nexe, uneil | finally retired when
[ was sevenry-five years ald, in 1957. That's when I moved back ra
my beloved Molokai. Somehow, reurning 1w Molokai with
Socrates — and seeing it all freshly, through his eves — relieved
me of a burden | had carried for so many years. Together, he and
I began the first in a long line of new and happy memories, Thar
is how it hos been widh Socraves: although he doesn't rake on che
mancle of a “healer,” his presence and intluence have thar effeer on
those around him,”

"Yes.” 1 said, remembering. ..

After a few quiet moments, Mama Chia continued, *1 had
money saved. and 1 crated a guict and comfortable home, But
few old friends still lived there, and many bad passed on. | gar-
dened, and 1 read, and I volunteered o work with childen, And
sometimes, when a child was ill, I said or did a few quier, simple
things to help if | could. But it frightened me, samehow, and |
held back from anything more.

“Then, six vears apo | received a lewer from Socrages. ., "

“Thar would be 1967," 1 said.

“Yes. | had no idea how his letter had found me, or why he
might be writing afrer all these years. But his letter, like his visie,
changed my life again, [ was reminded of things | had forgotcen:
his words strengthened me, inspired me, and gave me a purpose
onece again.”
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I smiled, remembering. “He's good ar char. Bur he can also
kick butt when he needs ro.”

“Yes," she said, “Thar, roo. He's iy good ac “kicking burt,”
And in that lerver he told me abour you — thar you mighe one day
seek me out. Soon after it arrived — and perhaps because of ir,”
she continued, *I recurned to the wark T was born to do, and have
since practiced my work as a midwife and kahuna. 1've since
welcamed hundreds of infants into the world, And all the while,
I've kept my inner eyes peeled for you. So you see, helping you,
Dan, is in part a way to show my gratitude for Socrates’ love and
healing in my awn life."

“1 love happy endings,” [ said.

Mama Chia stopped, and turned ro me. Her smile faded as
she said in a faraway voice, "1 hope that when your ending comes,
you will be as happy.”

I shivered as a cold wingd blew in from the west,
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The Razor’s Edge

Fargaet anaut lkas and dislikes; thay ae of no consequence.
Jusl da whot musl be dere.
This may ral be happiness, but | 1z grearness

= George Barnard Show

By THE EARLY AFTERKNOON, the steep descent gave way o a gende
grade. Following the cresr as we were, the racky rrail had shrunk ro
the width af a balance beam, with a nearly vertical drop of hun-
dreds of feet on either side, and ne margin for error. Conversation
was out of the question. From the air, T thought, this ridge must
look as narrow as the edge of a mzor. Fighting vertigo, 1 forced
myself to concentrate an Mama Chia, ten feet in front of me, bal-
ancing like a mountain goat a3 she continued her steady, limping
stride. With looss rocks, strewn along the razorback ridge, fooring
was treacherous, and a misstep would have been disasraus. We
continued in this manner, single file, gradually descending o the
east, until the pach widened, and Mama Chia gestured for us to rest.

With a decp sigh, | remeved the knapsack | carried and sat
down next o her, Mama Chin reached inside the knapsack and
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took out ewo sandwiches. She handed me one. "Kawkan. " she said,
pointing to the sandwich. "Food.”

[ kit inra che thick shicez of bread. *Ummmm, dlicioes,” T
said, my mouth full. And [ remarked on the courage she showed,
walking along a ridge thar gave me, an ex-gymnast, knots in my
stomach,

“So you think I'm courageous?” she said.

“¥es, [ da.”

*Well, maybe so — bur thar's because I've had some inspiring
teachers. Ull tell you abour ane of them: Many years ago, when
I worked as a volunteer at a local hospital, I'd gouen o know a
licde girl named Liza who was suffering from o rare and serious dis-
ease. Her only chance of recovery appeared to be a bloed transhu-
sion from her five-year-old brother, who had miraculously survived
the same disease and had developed the anribodies needed ro com-
bar the illness, The doctor explained the situarion o her licde
brother, and asked dhe boy if he would be willing o give his blood
to his sister. | saw him hesitate for enly a moment before wking a
deep breath and saying, "Yes, I'll do ir if ir will save Liza.’

"As the transfusion progressed, he lay in a bed next e his sis-
ter, and smiled, as we all did, seeing che calar returning o her
checks. Then his face grew pale and his smile fadzd. He looked up
at the doctor and asked, with a trembling voiee, "Will | start to die
right away?'"

Mamia Chia looked over ac me. "Being young, the boy had
misunderstood the doctor: he thoughe he was going te have ta
give her ail his blood.

“Yes, I've learned something of courage, because I've had
inspiring reachers.”

After that we ate in silence. Then | lay down for a bricf nap.
Ax 1 drifted off, | thought abour thar stery, and abour her story,
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tao. Somehow it gave me perspective abour my awn life and
difficulties, which suddenly seemed small in comparison.

It seermad | had just drifred off when Mama Chia jarred me to
wakefulness. “Time to ger poing: we have w ger there before
nighefall,”

“Are we visiting someone!”

She paused before answering. “In a manner of speaking.”

Dark clouds moved overhead, obscuring the sun, now sinking
bechind the trees, falling toward the harzon. We wrned down aff
the ridge, back into the forest.

“Hurry!” she urged, quickening her pace. “It's getting late,”
Wi pushed across the uneven termain, Another hour passed,
and we pushed through mangled branches. The hike had taken che
better part of a day, and [ was ready w drop. | called ahead w
Mama Chia as we descended farther, *We must have walked five or
six miles teday. Can we rake a rese?”

“Mo rest yer,”

A light drizale searted, bur the cover of rees aver our heads
kept us relatively dry.

“I still don't understand how you can move so fasc. . . for some-
one whe's so — substantial,” | sid, nearly running to carch up.

“] can access a bot of energy,” she explained.

“How do you do i

“A new mother, oven though she’s very dred, can get up again
and again during the nighe, responding ro the calls of a sick child.”

“Yes, | puess s0.”

“That’s how I keep going with you,” she said,

She continued to ser the pace; 1 followed, dipping occasion-
ally en some mass-covered rocks — up and down ridges, past
many small warerfalls fed from the constanr runoff an this part of
the island, then on through the forest for several more miles.
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Az we headed up over anorher rise, and then down, imo
Halawa Valley, 1 felc unaccountably refreshied. This leding of vigor
incresed as we descended fucther. Finally, we came to a small
clearing, protected on every side by the thick cover of trees.

Rays of sun, low on the horizon, cut through the thick faliage,
creating ribbons of light through the greenery, “Make yourself
camfortable,” she said.

1 sat down heavily on a sofi bed of leaves, only slightly damp,
and dropped her backpack on the forest Noor. She remained
standing, next to the branch of a kukui tree, staring inta space.

1 was just lying back loaking up through the branches when 1
heard Mama Chia's vaice behind me: “Do vou recall whar | said
befare ... abour shape-shiftingi”

“Uh, you didn't really say chat much abour — " Just then,
startled by che loud chirping of a bird, | umed toward her, but
she had vanished, and in her place, near where she had been stand-
ing, an the low branch of a wee, sac a bind, swring inw spacs, per-
fectly still, as if wairing for something, "Ic can'c be!™ I said aloud.
*You're not..."

The bird fixed me with an unblinking gaze; 1 stared back,
waiting far a sign, when Mama Chia’s grinning face pecked aur
from behind the mree rrunk. The mament she saw me gaping, her
smile turned 1o laugheer. “Dan, 1 wish I'd had a camera; your
expression was priceless,”

She stepped forward and winked ar the bird; it flew o her
shoulder, “Sa, you thought I'd become a bird."

“T've seen stranger things,” [ said.

“T expect that you have,” she replied. "And many everyday mir-
acles go unnaoticed. Bur people don't physically wm into lile

birds. Shape-shilting involves the transterence of consciousness, a
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form of deep emparchy. Nothing more, nathing less, You feel your
way inte ‘hird awareness.” "

She stroked dhe little bird, smoothing his bloodred chest and
white belly Feachers, as he chirped. *This is an ipapane bird, Fle's
sort of a per, and follows me ccaasionally,” she said, rouching his
curved beak. 1 call him ‘Redbind,””

“Is he rame?” 1 asked, recovering from my embarrassment,
“Can 1 hold him?”

l-'I dun'l. k.l'lw- .Yl.l'l.lr].l II.'I."-'L' 14 ] :51: |:|i|'|'|..."

“What am | supposed to do — whistle in bird language?”

She shared a look with the bird, who appearcd to roll his ey
in his head as if to say, " Who i this guy?”

[ reached out slowly, and the semiwild Apapaine allowed me w
stroke his belly,

“I have o admir, rhat was a nice rick. You had me fooled.”

Her expression dackened, like the shy ovethead, and she swood.
"What we are about 1o do tonight is not aboue ‘rricks,’ " she
declared, taking the small bird into her hand. "1t about life and
deweh, " Suddenly, she closed her hand tightly on the bird, squeez-
ing hirn uncil he lay seill and limp in her hand.

In shock, 1 stammered, unbelieving “How condd you?”

1t's also about death and {ife, "she interrupted, wising dhe linde
bird up into the air, where he spread his wings, flew up into a tree,
and started to sing beaurifully, undisturbed by a sudden drizele, and
apparently no warse for wear.

The rain would soen pass, but would this sense of dread?

Marma Chia, unperturbed by my concerns, lay curled up like
a mother bear, her eyes closed, her breathing slow and deep.

1 rested for sbout Lfteen minutes but couldn’t sleep: [ was wo
full of anxiety aboue whatever waited lor me ahead.
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When she frally stiveed, then strecched, 1 asked, “Where
are wed”

“Inside the boundaries of Kalanikaula, a sacred kukui grove.”

“Sacred?” 1 said, sitting up and leaking around.

“Yes. Can you feel itd”

I looked up into the gray bark, light green leaves, and whire
flewers of the beauriful trees, then elosed my eyes and realized thar
the beauty wasn't so much the look, but the feef, of the place. “1
feel. . .a kind of fear — no, not cxacily fear, bur. . awe.” Then
[ added, "Why did we come all this way?®

“You go to a scred place for a sacred eaching.” Abruptly, she
stood. “Come. It will soon be dark.” Erasing any signs of herself,
she turned and walked inte the forest. 1 stood quickly, and fol-
lowed her example.

“You want to well me whar this is abour?” [ asked, walking
swiftly through the trees, trying to keep her in sight.

“When we get there,” she called back.

“(Get where?”

Though muflled by the trees, the sound of her voice carcied
clearly enaugh. “The hurial ground,” she said.

“Burial ground? Tonight?” The hairs on the back of my neck
stood up — a clear message from my Basic Self thar something
was coming — and I had no fondness for burial grounds at night.
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Tower of Life

Symhelically, ther, a lower wos ariginally corceived
a5 o vehicle for connecling spinit and mater. ...
The gads must find o woy to enter — by force iF necessary

— Sallie Michals, Jung and Tara!

By e TiME | Looken ve, Mama Chia was already twenty pards
ahead. 1 jogged o stay dose w her. As we climbed our of the kuku
grove, over the narrow ridge on the way o the burial ground, the
forest changed. As far as the eye could see, in the silver sheen of 2
half-moon, lay miles of withered foress — trees thar were once
the proud o and beautiful £oq, now gaunt skeletons scarring the
ridges above Wailau Valley, "Dieer were inrroduced here to sarisfy
the hunrers wha kill for spore,” Mama Chia explained. “The deer
eat the seedlings, so young trees never grow. Most of the older
trees are dying of dry ror and choked wich sticky grass and vines
even the deer won't ouch.”

We walked upward, over the ridge, and downward, passing
these gnarled parriarchs, the last remains of the dying trees. In the
moonlic forest, Mama Chia began 1o speak, and her words, like a
powerful magnet, drew me into a new vision of reality. “The
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human body is like 2 tower of seven stories,” she said. “This has
been known for centuries by inner explorers who have mapped the
subtle hadies and energy centers. The Indian myseies ealled these
seven levels ehakry, Here, let me show vou.” She siopped, reached
hehind me inro her backpack for a pen and notebook, and, squa-
ting down, she drew a diagram:

THE TOWER OF SEVEN FLOORS

Seventh e “pr
i 7t TRANSCENDENCE
Sixth Mure Spirir; no self remains,
i UNITY
Fifih Pure Light; communion with Spirir,

s: MYSTICAL REVELATION
Pure Imspimion: inner eves wimed

roward Spirir.

4 TRANSPERSONAL LOVE
Open heart; ega no lanper center.

I'ri"lilr}' l.'.,."l'l'.l]'iLHH l.'ﬂl'll]ﬂ.'ﬁ!il,ﬂ'l. ]ﬁﬁuﬂ
How bese vo serve,

3: PERSONAL POWER

Fl'ir'l'lill."]" ‘.'II'.U!iIJIL'ri AJIEL'I' {“.'I‘..hiﬂl'l}.
Issues: Discipline: commirment; will,

z: SEXUALITY/CREATIVITY

Primary emotion: Sarrows wealaiess,

lssues: Reaching own; embracing life
encrgy and relarianship.

i: PERSONAL SURVIVAL
Primary enotion: Fear (paraivsis).
Issue: Loaking cue For self alone,
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As Mama Chia finished, she mpped the diagram with her pen.
“This conveys the essence of what you need w knaw for now,” she
said. “The tower of life is within you, And each floor has distiner
qualitics, and cach, from the lowest 1o the highest, represenis a
more expanded srate of awareness.

“The lowest three lloors, survival, creativity, and power, are
the domain of the Basic Self; it is neicher interesced in, nor respon-
sible for, the higher floors. Clearing the lowest three Noors and
dealing with the issues there strengrhens the Basic Self.

"On the fourth floor, the realm of the heart, you first make
contact with the Higher 5elf.”

“What abour the upper three floorst” | asked. “That’s where |
want 1o live.”

Mama Chia looked up from the disgram, and said only this:
“Unless the roots of a tree are decp, it can't blossom; unless che
tower has a scrong foundarion, it will crumble. You've par o clean
up the baseiment befure you move inw the penthouse, The upper
floors are not yet your concern,”

1 didn'e agree, bue 1 let it go for the moment. “What do these
words mean, here in che middle?” | asked, poinring w the dia-
granw. "The Great Leapi”

“It refers to che most diffieulr and wonderful leap any human
being can make,” she said, “up out of the personal concerns of the
lawer three fleors, inro the heare. Onee you ger o the fourth floor
..« the rest is an elevaror ride,

“All our exrernal goals and dramas reflecr chis universal inner
quest, and every human being will eventually ascend these seven
steps to the soul. The only question is when, For you, I believe it
is possible now, in chis lifetime.”

She sarred ro say something else, bur stopped and came
around behind me. “Sit down — that’s right, ger comforble.”
She staried o rub my shoulders.
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“Hey, thie ie really nice, Mama Chia. If you wanr, after, I can
also give your shoulders a —" Just chen my legs began o twitch as
she pressed her lingers into & point on my neck. | saw flashes of
light.

“Relax as much as you can.” she urged, as she pressed her
knuckles inva my emples — harder, harder. Her voice began to
fade as 1 heard her say, “There are archetypes within the deepest

recesses of every human mind...." | felt my eves closing, then

heard the sound of a faraway wind.

[ orenED MY EVES and blinked as clouds of dust blew across a gray
plarean, stark as a crarer on the moon, stretching far miles in every
direction. The wind gusted again, moaning, howling, across the
vast expanse. Then my attention focused on a distane abjece, still
too far to distinguish clearly. Was it a tower? Yes, a white tower.
And 1 knew | must go there. By an acr of will, and withour efforr,
[ fele myself drawing closer. The rower grew larger, until it loomed
above me.

Overwhelmed by a wonderful, terrible sense of awe, 1 found
myself outside a window at the base of the tower — the first floor
— and I sensed thar this Aoar and those above it were each clur-
tered wich the debris of lifetimes: unezamined issues, symbols, and
fears — hideden arrifaces in a dusry basement,

As my awareness penerrated che dim lighe inside, 1 saw a deso-
late, empty world, a dust-Blown plareau populated only with
opponents and encmies.

1 soon discovered that each window of each floor oftered a dif-
ferent perspective on the wordd, because inside the second-fleor
windew | viewed a brighrer realm of rrees and streams and prasses,

where couples were engaging in every kind of pleasure, and T was

filled with desire,
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The third window revealed a world of order, archirectural bal-
ance, and beauty, where strucrure rose in a creative crescenda, and
people stood straight and tall, On this Noor, | spied the gray robor,
the Conscious Self, looking our through the window of the senses.
And somehow [ knew thar the Conscious Self had irs riny offize
here, because this was the highest level it could maintain, in my
case,

My awareness then rose to che fourth windew, through which
| saw all the peaple of che warld, of every enlor and enloure and
belief, clasping arms, loving and helping one anocher and singing
in harmany. Peelings of compassion washed over me, and 1 heard
the voices of angels,

My awarcness rose swifily, then, through the upper three
floors and, in a wave of rising bliss, I fele, saw, heaed, rasted, and
smelled far beyond the range of everyday senses, beyond the veils,
as | uned in to subtle energies, to other dimensions and realities,
and then — ah, the Light!

In the next jarring instane, like an elevator Falling, my aware-
ness dropped down, distracted by alarms from the lower three
floors — and I knew that my Conscious Sell would be draown
down, apain and again, to the issues of fear, s=eual enerpy, and
power, until chose issues had been cleared.

1 remembered, then, with intense longing, thar in peaceful,
expanzive moments of my childhood, I had been invited o the
higher floors by angelic energies. | wanted so much o retum,
because pare of me had always known that above the tower, in the
place af Light, lay home.

This was my soul’s tsk, my sacred journey: As a Conscious
Self, beginning on the ground floor, | needed to find the lights on
each rising floor and mrn them on, secing the issues and artifacrs
there — dealing with them, clearing them. Bue this would only be
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possible if | were firse willing to see and accepr what i, cather than
clinging ra dreamlike illusiens.

Returning to a vantage point out an the dusty phin, | once
again saw the rower standing before me, sirerching up e the heav-
ens, a swirling mist of violer, pink, and gold, and a lighr shone so
brightly above the wwer that [ couldn’t fix my attention there for
long.

The next thing 1 remember, 1 was sitting, leaning against a
tree. My eyes were wide apen, bur [ seill saw the tower; then it dis-
solved as [ came back vo normal consciousness and saw only the
leaves of the kukui tree, blowing in a warm breeze,

1 =i, unmoving. Even after all thar Socrates had put me
through during our rime together, 1 never ot used ro these reve-
katory visions, They were not like watching a movie, but rather,
like being in the movie, which then became a reality more intense
and real chan my waking life. Filled with wonder, [ tool a deep
breach and wrned slowly to sec Mama Chia siciing quietly, not far
away. Her eyes were closed.

Finally, I was able to speak. *Wharever you did, | — [ under-
stand now, about the tawer."

*Mae, you dont — net ver,” she replied, opening her eyes,
“But you will.” Slapping the noteboak shur, she stood, and started
down the path. | jumped w my feer, grabhed her backpack, and
followed.

“What do you mean, ‘not yee?" [ called out.

Her reply was almast lost in the wind. “Before you can see the
Light, vou have to deal wich the darkness.”
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The Jaws of Fear

Imrinent honging sharpens o man's wits,

— Somual Johnion

“Suow pown, wiLl you? What's the hureyi” 1 ealled oue axs |
followed on the moonlit tail.”

“You'll know when we ger there,” she said. Her tone was dark,
and her answer gave me no comfort, Dodging vines and bushes, [
followed as best [ could.

Years before, when | pracriced gymnastics, fear had been my
friendly adversary. Mearly every day, | auempiad dsky movements —
perfarming cwisting somersaulrs, soaring fram the high har or on the
rrampaline. [ could handle that fear because | knew exactly what | was
alfraid of, and 1 was in contral. But nows a formless terror spread like a
chill inside my chest and belly, and I didn’t know how to deal wirh it.
Like my first raller coaster ride as a young how | remembered being
pulled clickety-clack up the steep ascent, where there could be na turn-
ing back, where giggles tuned w0 sereams, as we rounded e wp,
Then the bonom dropped out, and my nerves shredded into ternor.

106
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Mama Chia spoke with an wrgeney 1 hadn't heard before.
“Fallow me — this way!" she commanded, turming at a sharp
angle. As we headed down, nearer ro the burial ground, my mind
raced. What could 4 graveyard have to do with the tower? Filled
with foreboding, 1 fought the urge to run away,

“Walk exacely where | do.” she mid, her voice muffled by the
thick air, “Ilo nor stray from this pach; da you understand:®

We broke inw a clearing. 1 saw gravestones ahead, and my
solar plexus started eramping as if I'd been punched.

“Why are we doing thisi” | managed o say. 1 — [ thought
you were teaching me abour the three selves.”

Mama Chia wook a deep breath, tumed o face me, and ges-
tured For me ta follow. Her expression was somber, and another
wave of fear passed up through my abdomen and chese. This
increased my conhusion, because | had been in cemererizes before,
but I didn’t remember when | had ever been this frightensed, My
Baste Self was patrified, my body numb, as we walked through the
ancient burial site. | wanted ro tell her, *1 don't think 1 can do
this,” bur I couldn’t even speak. 1 didnt consciously know whar
was frighrening me. Bur my Hasic Self knew; thar much was
obvious.

The night was warm bue my ceerth were chatering as |
followed Mama Chia on a narrow pach chrough the graveyard.
Some of the wombstones swod upright: others were tilied slightdy
askew. | tiptoed carctully over the graves, unel she stopped by a
vacant space, and turned o me.

“We are here 10 confront the dackness of the firse floor.” she
said, “the realm of survival, isolation, and fear. This is a sacred site,
protected from the eyes of sumiders. Only kahunas are buried
here. Can you feel the power of the place?”

"Woves," | stuttered.
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“Lanikaula, the guardian, is here, with us now — bchind
you,” she pointed.

1 whirled arsund, bur saw nathing, ar firse. Juse an overpaw-
cring presence, a force that made me take a step backward, My
body tumed to ice. It wasn’t evil chac I felr, bur something that
could turn me into ashes in a moment without batting an eye —
an energy of great compassion, but no mercy.

“He was, and is, a powerful kahuna, and has been here,
warching over Malokai, since his death, four cenruries agn, We
need o ask for permission to be here,” she said with grear rev-
cTence.

"How:"

"Have you ever asked permission 1o enrer someones homei”

“Ves — 7

“Then [ advise you to do it, sen; " she hissed,

She closed her eves; 1 did the same, As soon as | closed chem,
I saw him — righe in front of me, in my mind's eye. | snapped my
cyes open, and saw anly the tees in the distance and the grave-
stones in this small clearing. | clesed them again, and there he was,
staring ar me with a Aerce bur somehow loving expression — a
large man, wearing some kind of ceremonial Hawaiian headdress.
He looked as if he could embrice me or wipe me off the face of
the earth, | was reminded of Shiva, the Hindu god — the
changer, the transformer, the destrayer.

Silently, respecrfully, T asked for his permimion 1o be there,
explining my scarch. All this happened in a few seconds, He
smiled, nodded, and faded aur af my vision.

“So be it,” [ heard Mama Chia say.

Almost immediately, the atmasphere changed. | was barhed in
awarm breeze, where before the wind had blown celd on the back
of my neck. [ opened my eyes.

Mama Chia nodded. “He said you are welcome here,” she said.
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1 think he actually likes you. That is 2 very pood sign.” She reched
behind one of the gravestones,

I relaxed. “I'm glad o hear th — " | seapped ahropdy az she
shipped a shavel inte my hand and led me o a bare spoc in the
earth,

“Time 1o dig.”

“Whar!" 1 did a davble rake,

“Dig here,” she said, ignoring my reaction.

“Dig? Here! A hole? Are we looking for somethingi™

YA grave.”

“Loak,” 1 said. “I'm a grown man; | make responsible choiees.
Before I starr, I'd really like 10 know whar this is abour.”

“And I'd really like you 1o stop walking and starc digging,” she
responded.

“What you are about to dois necessary — based on a Tibetan
ricual thar invelves facing all your fears. IF somcone who chooses
this way is unprepared, it can result in permanent psychosis, | feel
vou're ready, bur there is no way 1a he eermain of ir. Are you will-
ing to go ahead?”

There it was: Do or die, Or mayhe: Do end die, Socrates once
told me 1 could “get oft the bus™ anytime 1 wished — iF 1 was will-
ing to let it pull away without me.

*1 have to know now, Daip.”

1 jerked my head roward her as if I'd been slapped. " Oh, uh,
well — " | paused to ke a breadh, and decided o follow the
course I'd always set for myself: When a challenge was there, |
wene for it. “Yoyes," | stammered, “R-ready as I'll ever b-be,”

This was abeur facing fear, sa | started o dig. The carth was
soft, and the work wenr faster than I'd expeeted. As Mama Chia
watched, her arms folded, 1 stared with a iwo-foor-wide channe
and lengrhened it o abour six feet. The hale decpened to three
feet, then four. [ was sweating profusely now. The deeper 1 dug,
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and the more it got to looking like a grave, the less [ liked dhis,
And I hadn't been all that enthusiastic ro begin with.

My fear expanded, then turned to anger. "Na," [ said, climb-
ing out of the grave. “l dan't have o do this, and I don't wanr w
play mysterious games in graveyards withour knowing whar ir's
abaur. I'm not some pupper! Wha is this grave for? Why am ]
doing this?” | demanded.

Mama Chia stared at me for whar seemed like 2 minure, then
said, " Come here.” She led me to a nearby gravestone and pointed
to the epitaph written there, 1 peered ac ic.

The wriang was old and faded; [ could just make ivout

Remember, friend, ac you past by,
As you are now, so ence was |,
Ar f an noas 12 you muse be.
Prepare yourself to follaw we.

[ looked over ar her face, dead serious. "1 chink you know who
this grave is for," she responded.

[ stood and faced her 1 have a choice here,” 1 said,

*You always have a choice,” she agreed. “You can starr dip-
ging, or carch the next surfboard home.”

[ didn't think she meant it — about the surfboard — bur ic
wis clear thar if | wanred ta continue as her scudent, I was going
to have 1o see this through. T had come dhis fas [ had 1o see where
it led. Managing a wan smile, [ said, "Well, since you pur ir o
nicelp.” 1 climbed back down inte the grave, and continued
digging until she said, “Thats deep enough. Hand me the shovel
and come on our,”

“You men I'm done?”

“Yeg,*
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"Whoa, | have o admit — thar was pretry Fightening, all
right,” 1 said, climbing up out of the damp grave and laying the
shovel nearby, “Bue all in all, i wasn't roo bad.” 1 strerched my
weary muscles.

“Lie down here,” she said, pointing 1o a sheer she had placed
on the pround next 1o the open prave.

"Another massage? Dozsn't this strike you as a litle strange?”
1 asked.

She wasn'e smiling, juse painting. | lay down on my stomach.

*On your back,” she said.

I tumed over and stared up at her, snding above me. "Mow
do 1 play dead, or what?”

She gave me a fierce loak. “Sorry,” 1 said. “T guess I'm jusc a
liecle nervous.”

“This is no game; if you offend the spitits here, you'll have a
lot more 10 be nervaus abour.”

Trving to relax, [ said, “Well, [ could use a rest.”

*A long rest,” Mama Chia said, picking up the shavel, and
bringing its blade down, 1 threw my arms up protectively, thinking
for an instant thar she was abour to stab me with it, bur she planred
it firmly into the earth beside the grave. Then she knelt down
lrchind my head, on the edpe of the grave, and closed her eyes.

Lying there, ] gazed up at her face, upside down in my visian,
and pale in the moonlight. For a rerrible moment of paranoia, |
fele 1 didn'e really know this woman ar all. Maybe she wasn't the
one Socrares sent me to; maybe she was the Enemy.

She began to speak in a voice that resounded through the bur-
ial ground. She spoke an invocation, and I knew this was
definitely no game.

*Grear Spirit, called by many names,” she intaned, "we ask o
be placed in the Light, We ask for your protection for this soul. In
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the name of the One, and with that authority, we ask that any and
all evil be cut off and removed fram him, sealed in it own light,
and rerirned to it saurce, We ask thar whatever may come be for
his highest good. May thy will be done,”

“T'he metallic taste of fear rose in my threat. Then Mama Chia
slowly began pressing, with her knuckles, along my collarbone,
chest, and armiz — genely ar first, then with increasing pressure. [
saw flashes of light again, then heard popping sounds. Then she
grabbed my head s Socmtes had done, years before. My reerth
stacted to chatters then the curtain of darkness descended.

I sEarD THE win, felt che dust blow in my lace, and saw the
tower directly in front of me. This didn't feel like a disembodied
vision, with my awareness merely an observer. | Jooked down and
saw my body, T was here,

Then | was standing in the dovrway. The huge door swung
apen, like a gaping maurh, and 1 enrered, stepping into dhin air, |
fell, somersaubed, and landed in a heap. 1 quickly stood and
looked around, bur barely made out anything in the darkness,
*This must be the firat Honr — the hasement,” 1 said, My voice
sounded muffled. My clothing clung to my skin, and the dank air
and ferid smell of decay was somehow Familiar. Find the lighes, 1
said to myself. Be willing to see.

Before, | had only looked through the windows of the tower.
Did T really want wa see what lay inside me, in his, the lowest
realm?

“Yes," 1 answered our loud, "Yes, [ wane to see.” | proceeded
farward slowly, reaching out in the darkness, My hand felt some-
thing — a large handle, a switch, [ pulled it, heard a humming
sound that changed o a soft whoosh, and squineed as dim lights
slowly began w illuminace the scene in front of me,
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Why was it sdll so dark? As my eyes adapted, the answer
came. [ had entered the tower and fallen to the Brsr Moor, bue i
somehow contained the nighe irself and the same burial ground
— the graveyard of the kahunas. Buc this time, [ didn't feel wel-
come at all, And chis dme, ] was alone, | saw the gaping hole of
the apen prave nearby. My bedy began to shiver; my mind
crossed the border of nervousness, over the raw edge of fear as [
was pulled by an unseen force roward the open grave. | turned
and twisted, levicating in the aie. Then my body became as stiff
as a corpse in rigor mortis as [ Aeared down on the sheer nexrra
the grave.

I tried 10 gt up, but 1 couldnt move. My lungs stasted pump-
ing, breathing deeper, fascer, deeper, faster. Then 1 heard Mama
Chia's voice, from far away: "Your Higher Sell is your guardian angel;
whatever happens, remember that it will always be with vou.., "

"Wy can't  feel it with me? " | cried out. "Wy do | feel alone?”

In answer, [ heard Mama Chia’r recenr words echo back to
me: “Before you can see the Light, vou have to deal widh the dark-
ness...."

Then something pushed me. Faralyzed, | had no contrel; 1
couldn't resisr, 1 fell, rumbling down in slow marion, landing on
my back with a soundless thud in the open grave, A sheer was
wrapped around me like a shroud. Then, in a moment of absolute
rerror, | felr shavelsful of dir rain dewn onte me. My hearr began
to pound wildly in my chest,

1 heard dhe seund of disant thunder Flashes of lightning
exploded in the darkness. Then, as dirt covered me, [ heard the voice
of Jesus. But he wasn't speaking to me as he eried out from the eross
at Golgotha as lightning Aashed: "Wy fase thvn forsken me?”

Then 1 realized that 1 was calling out those wards. It didn't

matter; no one could hear me. The shower of earth had covered



14 DAM MILLMAM

my face complerely, blotting our any remaining light and muffling
the sound of my screams,

Winie! 1 r]‘lmlght_ T'm noe n::1r|_1.r! I can't! Scop! Fin aor Aeveed! my
mind shrieked,

The carthfall ceased. | felr a stillness and silence more com-
plete than any I've ever known. All I could hear was my labored
breathing and pounding heary, like a kerde drum. Alone in che
cold earth. Absolute blackness. [solution. Frozen, gut-ripping fear.
I was buried.

An instant of rational reflection: Why did 1 let this happen?
Then thar, o, was smothered, and ! fell over the edge of mad-
ness. My hands, clawlike, desperate, pushed upwand against the
impossible weight, Soundless screams. Just as the earth began o
crush the air oue of my lungs, dhe ground beneath me suddenly
caved in, and [ fell inte an underground runnel. Clawing wildly,
gagging and choking, spitting dict out of my maouch and nose, |
foughit my way lree of the moist carch.

| begun crawling, slithering like u snalée, on my belly, up or
down — 1 couldn'r tell which — through a long tunnel, 1 had o
get our, Out! Our, aur, ourt, out, ., repeated irself in a rhythmic
babhle of dread. 1 could only squecze forwand; there was no way
to turn around. Scon, terrified, | norticed the runnel was geaing
narrower, tighter, unril | could searcely move.

Onee, as a child, bullies had stuffed me ints a burlap sack and
threatened to bury me. Instead they stuck me in an old storage
trunk, Trapped in the blackness, | went absolurely berserk —
drocling, wetting miyself, hysterical. My crazy screams must have
worried them, so they let me out.

Ever since chen, I'd had recurring dreams abouc being trapped
in smadl darke places, Now my worst nightmares had beeo realived;
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I fele sheer, unendurable teeror, 1 was so afraid, 1 just wanted o po
unconscious, o dic,

My eyes stinging with sweat and dire, | fought on, narawing
my shoulders, but it was no use. | could go no farther, Noises of
desperation, fright mixed wich cries of anguish, were quickly
extinguished. Twas stuck, suffocating 1 started o scream again, 1o
whimper.

Bur — was my imagination playing tricks? — I choughe I saw
a dim light somewhere aliead. | managed to squeeze a few inches
more and saw around a slight curve in the tunnel, The tunnel
opened slighty, just enough. [ inched my way, sweating, with dirt
falling in my eyes, wward the light

Mow it was imprinted deep in my body’s memany: Whenever
1 could go no farcther, 1 would remember — just a few more
inches, just a few more minutes, just a few more seconds. ..

I looked up through doudal vision, and thought | saw an
opening ahead. Yes, | was sure of it! | reached ir and cried o
squecze my head through. 1 was suck! Too righd My head fele
crushed by a thousand hands, Desperately, 1 pushed. The apening
started ro give, then, suddenly, [ burst through. Space! Freedom!
Like being borm.

Blindly, 1 pulled the resr of my body our, then fell into an
abyss. Below me, impuossibly, [ saw the gaping mouth and fangs of
a piganric secpent, and [ plummeted.

THE NEXT THING | REMEMBER, | was sitting in a room ['d never
seen before, huddled in the comer, gripped by paranaia. Ourside,
the Enemy was waiting far me. All of them. No one understooed. |
was alone, but 1 would survive, They wanted what | had — a nearby
storage froczer with food. 1d kill the bastards first! On a small mble
next to me lay cises of ammunition, Surrounded by a variety of
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carbines and semiaucomatics, | wore a shoulder holster with a
Glock nine millimzter, its dip holding nineteen rounds, insened,
the safery off. Cradling an AK-47 in my arms, | seared Fxedly
at the deor, waiting for them. They would not rake what was
mine. Id kill chem first — 1'd kill them all.

A canister exploded through the window, and suddenly the
room was aflame. In an instant, | was engulfed by scaring heat.
The air was sucked from my lungs and my skin started to melt,
That moment, 1 remembered a past like as a young gid, biding in
 trunk, hiding from the Huns, burning to deadh in o room full of
flames rarher than being raped and enslaved.

The flames shot up and [ saw the bepinning of the earth:
volcanoes exploding everywhere, burming lwva searing everyrhing
in it path,

And in the heat, the burning hear, [ relived every nightmare of my
childhood, every fear dhat v ever visived o forced iselfupon me.

[ orenen My eves, | was lving on my back ar the botom of my
grave, on a sweat-soaked sheet. But | wasn't covered with dirt.
Realizing where 1 was — and that | was holding my breath — |
let it out with one huge gasp and began to calm down. Exhausted
and disariznted, | was glad o be alive. It was a dream. I was over.
[ wonld sir up and elimb our. Bue my legs wouldn't work; neither
would my anms.

I heard samething above me. “Mama Chia?" 1 called weakly.
“Is thar you?" There was no answer — only 2 soft, padding noise.
Someone, or something, was approaching from above.

I heard a sofe prowl, then the face of a tiger appeared above
me, Theee are no tigers in the rain forests of Hawaii; still, this was
a tiger, looking down at me. 1 smred back; 1 couldn’t take my eyes
off it I'd seen tigers in the 200 — so beautiful, like big pussy cats,
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This one was so close I could smell its breath. Oh, please, [ said wa
myself. Ler this be o dream,

Completely helpless, | played dead, undil it reached down and
prodded me, giving me four deep rest gashes, 1 gasped and utrered
a bricf; stifled cry.

The tiger reached down, elamped irs jaws on my arm, and
dragged my limp form up ouc of the grave, then began ripping me
apart, I'd felr pain before — searing pain — but now 1 understood
agony.

I tried ro go unconseious, to leave my bady, o dissociate. But
I was attached enough o experience fully the beast tearing open
my chest and abdomen, and chewing an my organs.

Shock-bome adrenaline poured through my body [ fell
screaming into a cauldron of terror as the huge car ripped my
chest asunder. Then, clamping his jaws around my face and head,
the beast tore away part of my face in a sccsawing mation, and
began to pull my head from my shoulders. Fear is the ultimare
pain. It filled my universe, then exploded.

Instantly, the fear, che pain, the tiger, and the universe all van-
ished, What remained was the decpest peace [ had ever known,
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Realm of the Senses

Gad gave vs memaries
o thot we might have rases in Decamber,

= lomas Barrio

| LAY CURLED ON MY SIDE, nexe to the grave, my head in Mama
Chias lap, The sheet, soaked with swear and maybe tears, was
twisted beneath me. | sar up, unahle 1o speak, my eves wide, star-
ing at nothing, | rocked back and forth, hugging myself and shiv-
ering, Mama Chia embraced me procectively, seroking my mated
hair, " There, there,” she said, “Ir's over now, It really over.”

A few more moments passed. Slowly, I realized 1 sdill had eyes,
and a face, and a body. T was safe, here in Mama Chia’s arms, |
relaxed; then my chest heaved, my breathing came out in gasps.

Panting, | gripped her hand and sammered, “It — it f-fele
like a rour of hell”

*Only your hell, Dan — we each creme our own, You just
toured the Arse floorn, rthe realm of isclatian and fear of mindless

inseinet 1o survive ar any price.
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“Warriors confrant their demons head-on; by doing so, you've
dissalved them,” she said gendy,
My hreathing Fnally calmed, and 1 fell intn an exhausted slecp.

When 1 awoke, the sky was light, “ls ic dawni™ I asked weakly.

She swod, pointed around us, and said, “What do you
notice?”

I stond slowly, drained of all rension, and loaked around. A
bird landed on a gravestone and began to warble; its song earried
up into the blue sky, Lime green lichen and moss decorated the
stones; a feeling of peace and reverence pervaded che scene.

“Ir’s different,” [ said.

"Ma," she replicd. “You are.”

“You mean ['ve deared fear from my life once and for all?”

“Fear will still arise — but you've changed your relationship
to it. You'll know how to deal with iL”

“IF | weren's afraid of anything, wouldn'e thar be dangeroust™

“¥es. Fear is a narural response of the bady, bur you can release
the tension; you can breathe through it and acr or remain siill —
whartever is needed. Fear is na longer your master; now it is your
servant. You will see a differeat world through the windows of the
sceond floor,

“But the first loor isn’t only abuvat fear and survival; its abour
‘self against the universe,” ahaur the self-prarective hoarding of
encrgy for oneself, Now, apen and wvulnerable, you're ready 1o
bring thar energy fully into life, to share it in relarionship.”

“You mean I'm ready to find door number cwo?”

“You already found it Here, in my arms, when you eried.” As
she said chis, Mama Chia began to shimmer, and she dissolved
into the air, right in frant of my starded eyes. Then, everything
around me vanished. 1 saw a fleeting image of the tower, and



120 DAaAM MILLMARM

found myself standing in a sylvan glade, on the second floor. | was

certain of it

Bur wuar poes 11 mean? [ asked myself as | surveyed the rich
meadow, bached in solt sunlight and cool bieezes. This could have
been an idyllic forest in lusty old England. “Stange,” | caughe
myself sying out loud. “Why did I think of the word "lusty’?”

Then, gradually, | became increasingly aware of energy; build-
ing up in my whole body — maore energy than | had felrin years.
I felt so awake and alive! 1 had o mave, o ler the enerpy flw
Sprinting through the forest, | felt as if 1 could run miles and
miles, [ leaped, I mened handsprings, and then [ ran some more.

Finally, 1 resred in the warm sunshine. Somehow, the seasons
had changed. Spring was, as they say, in the air, when a young
man’s fancy tams to.. ..

The energy starced building up again as a familiar, uncomfore-
able pressuce in my loins. Mama Chia had said the second floor
deale wich “energy in relationship,” Thar mean: ereative energy,
sexual energy. Bur whar was I going wo do with it

Cut of nowhere, 1 could hear the words of Socrates, from
years befare, “Every human capacicy,” he said, “is amplified by
energy. The mind becomes brighter, healing accelecates, suength
increases, imagination intensifies, emotional power and charisma
expand, So energy can be a blessing. . "

Yes, | said to myself, 1 el all those things.

“But energy must flow somewhere,” his veoice continued.
“Where energy meers obstructions, it burns — and if energy
builds up beyond whar a given individual can tolerare, it demanas
release, Anger grows into rage, sorrow terns o despain, concem
becomes ohsession, and physical aches become agony. So energy
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can alse be a curse. Like a river, it can bring life, but untamed
it can unleash a rging Aood of destruction,”

"What can I do nowi” [ asked, ralking to the air.

Memories of Socrates' voice echoed from the past: “The body
will do whatever it has to in order 1o bleed off excess energy. If it
isn't spent consciously, in crearive endeavors and physical acriviry,
the urge far release will rake che form of angry outhursts, or cru-
dty, or nightmares, or aime, or illness, or abuse of alcohol,
wobacco, other drugs, foed, or sex. Blocked energy — and the
desire 1o feel release — is the source of all addictions, Don't try o
manage the addictions; instead, clear the obscructions,”

I was so distracied by the building pressure that [ could barely
concentrate. The energy continued to grow, demanding release. 1
eould run some mere, or | could make something — yes, some-
thing creadve. Thark it, 1 decided. 1'll make up a sonp. Bue all |
could come up with was “There once was a beaut from Killervy,
whose body was nubile and curvy; a man found her chere, in her
lace underwear, and . .."

[ couldn’t think af 2 damn ending I eouldn't think at all. T juse
wanted a woman. Any woman.

[ was about ro take care of this surging desire myself when |
remembered thar this level of che tower was abour bringing energy
into selarfonship. Damn! How was [ going to manage char?

The next instant, [ found myself in a cave — not a gloomy,
foreboding cave, but what appeared 1o be a luxurious bedroom.
Thick rups overlapped on the floor; rays of sunlighe bathed the
room through a natural skylight. The entrance, concealed by a
thick growth of small oees and bushes, rendered che place com-
pletely invisible (o oursiders,

In the center of the cave stood a sleeping platform, covered by
a thick bed of saft leaves, a few feet off the cave flooc [ heard the
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comlorting trickle of a lovely warerfall pouring into a miniamre
pond and smelled the sweet fragrance of wildflowers.

Then | gasped with surprise and excitement as a soft breere
blew over my endre body; a sensual wind, a beauriful ghose,
caressed me with invisible hands. I felt 2 aneness with the earth
and with all my physical senses, now amplified. 1 was so happy w0
have this bady, to feel the body, to he the body complecely.

All T needed was a loaf of bread, a jug of wine, and — I could
forge the bread and wine, bur...

What was that! Was that veices 1 heard? Fermnale voices?

I peered our chrough the leafy door and saw a picture of an
artists dream. The picture wauld be titded Maildear of Sprivg.
Theee young women, all veluptucus, were laughing, running
under some apple tees, their rosy cheels reflecting the reddish
glow of the froit above, They wore dark, lowing skirrs and low-
cut, frilly blouses that highlighted their feminine charms. | fele like
a hormane-crazed teenage vayeur as [ spied on these women,

Two of them waved good-bye, and the third, a flaxen-haired
angel whose green eves flashed in the sunlight, stopped, looked
lefe and righe, then, smiling: ran streight for my hiding place.
“Oh, dama!” [ said to myselF, half afraid she was going 1o find me
here, half afraid she wasn'r,

She slipped inte the cave and saw me standing there like a
love-starved lunatic. Her eves met mine, and grew larger,

I started 1o sprak but my voice was stilled as she fell inw
my arms.

My mind was empty, except for three words: Thant you, God,

Then passion overtook me compleely. We laughed, we cried,
we were lost in each other. | don't know whar happened o aur
clothing: whatever got in the way of our union was cast aside,
Time paseed; 1 don't know how lang. W lay there, cradling each
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other, completely spent, asleep in each other’s arms. Bue not for
long.

When T awoke, the stond over me, draped in a robe made of
flowers. Her angelic face, surrounded by silken hair, shone in the
soft light. She let the robe slip off her shoulders; her luminous skin
shone like 2 baby's.

For a moment, questions arose — Who was she? Should [ be
doing this? — but oaly for a moment.

She knelt down and kissedd me on the forehead, then on my
cheeks, then lips and chest and worked her way down from there.
Sexual enerpy coursed through me as Bacchanaliin imapges
appeared in my mind — rites of fercility, earthy, sensual — and
deep within me [ heard and fele the pulsating bear of drums. She
kissed my body unil it hummed and throbbed co the beat of the
drums, and my questions fell away like leaves on a windy day.

I drew her 1o me, we cradled cach adher, and 1 rerurned, in
kinnd, what she had given uniil chere was no her, and no me. Only
us, then ene, and wild, mindless sexual play 1 had experienced in
rare moments when my mind was free and my heart open. Bue
now ir intensified manyfold — not just because she was a desir-
able woman, but because 1 was so...open. Having just faced the
blackest death, 1 was now fully capable af celebrating life and all
char ir entailed. The monk inside had succumbed 10 Zorba the
Gireele. Nothing siood berween me and life,

The feeling intensified many times over, as waves of pleasure
pulsated, not just in my loins, bur in every cell in my body. Buc |
was taken slightly aback, juse for a moment, when | noticed chat
[ was making love with a man. And the man was me — Dan
Millman!

I sar up with a shock. | lnaked dewn ar my hands, my
legs, my breases: [ was a woman! [ was her! T fele her insides, her
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emotions, her enerpy — soft, buc strong, The energy flow was
different than [ was accustomed o, and in my srate 1 could sense
a larger, more sensitive emotional aura. It felt so good — like a
completion,

Then we embraced again, and 1 lost all sense af separarion. |
was her, [ was him, | was her and him.

[ srayed with the hody. | rrusted ir. Undulating in ecstasy —
naked, free of any assumed limits, T was sking [ was necves and
muscle and hlond — ringling, pulsing, delighting in the realm of
the senses. Shapes, touching, moistness, sucking, stroking, feeling,
throbbing, smoath, warm — | entered the moment compleely.

We were locked in a passionare embrace building like a wave,
racing teward the shore, when she vanished. No! my bady cried
out, frantic with wanting. Overcome by both desire and sorrow, |
felt the snares of the second floeor.

[ sat up, panting, ready o explode, the energy churned inside
me like a caged panther, pacing madly, seeking escape. 1 reached
out to pleasure myeelf when again something stopped me — an
understanding that I had to wse the energy, circulare ic. [ didn’t
fight my body; 1 didn't deny it — instead, 1 breathed, decply and
slowly, until the force of desire spread from my genirals upward,
up my spine, up my tosso, o the tps of my Angers and toes and
the center of my brain.

My mind became light. A gateway had opened; energy rose up
from the earth irself, through my spine. Energy that had been
trapped Below now flowed upward. [ tasted cthe puriny of being,
the bady electric, singing,

But | wasn't fully prepared for this, or practiced, and despice
the good intentions of my Conscious Self, my Basic Self appar-
ently had other ideas. The waves conrinued, growing stranger,
until [ could stop i no lonper. Images passed through my mind
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like nocrurnal fanrasies, body parts, moaning sweetness, and sud-
denly, inevitably, though not of my vwn accord, the tidal wave,
the pulsing wave, crashed inta the share, and suhsided.

Aher a time, 1 stoad up. | Fele a gentle, unaccountable sorrow,
a sense of loss — not in my mind, but in my body. Perchaps it
menened the loss of thar briphtness, thar energy. She was gone; the
object of my desire had vanished, as all objects do. Mow, there was
only the wind blowing through the rrees. Undl Mama Chia
appeared, snapping me back to wharever reality 1 could hold on o
in My present state,

I swood naked before her; she could see my body and my
mind. She knew everything about me, and all thae I had just expe-
rienced. And she accepred me complerely, as 1 was, Any traces of
embarrassment dissolved. 1 stood before her, naked and uncon-
cemed, like an infant. There was no shame in being seen, no dis-
grace in heing human.

On the fiest floor, 1 had broken che thread of fear; now, 1
hroke the thread of shame. For the remainder of my days, however
long thar might be, 1 would allow life eneegy o flow frecy
rhrough me. | wauld learn how o use it wisely, chonsing where ra
channel it, celebrating life, but not exploiting it [ was not a mas-
ter of energy, by any means, bur | was a willing apprentice,

Two things happencd in quick suecession: [ saw thar I was now
fully clothed, and then my surroundings, the cave and glade bevond,
flickered and vaniched. Neither of these things surprised me.

My MEXT MOMENT OF AWARENESS found me standing somewhere
high in the mountains, The wind whistled londly past rocky crags
and granite crevies, almost drowning out Mama Chias voice
behind me.

"Come,” she said. "Time to move on.”
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“I was alone before; why are you with me now?™ | asked, my
voice echoing strangely from the cliffe facing over a deep sorge.

“You had 1o be alone before; now you're in relationship with
the warld. Besides, we're in drecam time, and [ wasn't doing any-
thing. Welcome to the third floer.”

As we hiked upward, | garhered strength from che ground
beneach me, from the stanes, the mees, the wind — flesh of my
flesh, No langer ac war wich my body, accepting my physical
imperfections, trustng my own human nawre, [ fele a cleser con-
nection 1o the earth.

We found a small lake, and swam chrough the cool waters,
then lay on warm roda w dev. My body opened 1w the natueal
waorld; [ felr the lake's setenity, the river’s power, the stability of the
mountain and the lighimess of the breeze,

Mama Chia looked over at me. “In this place, [ feel what vou
feel, I am what you are,” she smid. "You just shape-shified — at
lease the beginning srages.”

I dide”

“You did. Shape-shifting begins with a gesture of imagination —
a sense of curiosicy and wander: What wenld i feel like oo be a moun-
tain, 4 lake. a bird, 2 stone? Larer, you learn 1o resonate with the dif
ferent frequencies of these elements or beings. We humans have the
power to do this becase, after all, we'se made of the same spiric.

“And speaking of shape-shifting, | think you know | was
attuned o you in that cave an the sccond Hoor, Quite an adven-
ture!” she said. “Made me feel young again.”

“You'll always be voung,” [ said.

“You're right abour that,” she said wich a smile. "Unil the day
[ die...”

"You'll probably outlive me at this rage.”

She looked deep inro my eves. Her gaze made me sad, rthough
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I diefn's kners 'wh}-f. 1 saw the love in her oves, but also smu:rluingelsﬂ
= concern, an inwiton = but I couldn’t fachom what it meant.

Mama Chia quelled my preoccuparions as she led me fuorward,
reminding me of the lessons of the second floor: "You created your
own experience, Dan, just as you did en the hrse floar you expe-
rienced exactly whar you nceded, The energies are the same for
everyone; the experience is differenr. Each of us chooses how ra
respond ta and channel our energy. Some hioard i others squan-
der ir. The warrior channels the flow of life energy lile a farmer
irrigating his crops.

*On the firse flaor, alone and Rghting for survival, you fear-
fully hoard che energies of life like a lonely miser with his money;
because the energies are blocked, they ciuse pain,

“On the second floar, you are in a relarionship with life, with
other people; both the male and female principles are active and
in halance,

“T'he second floor is not just about sex it's about celebrating
the energy of life. Energy is Spiri energy is sacred. You have a
choice before you each day, whether you will master the energy of
your life, or squander it, The myth of Pandoras box is not
aboue letting mischievous imps or demons out of a container; ic
is abour ways of dealing with life encrgy. When energy is thrown
away without purpose or wisdom, you feel an instincive loss of
life, a sense of sorrow.”

“Why sorcow?” | asked.

“Fear is the shadow side of the first level,” she answered.
"Sorrow is the shadow side of che second.”

“And tke third?" 1 said. “Whar do you have planned for me now?"

Mama Chia only smiled.



CHAPTER 14
Flying on Wings of Stone

Moliing racl can ba thraatenad, Mathing unreal exiss,

Therein lies the peoce of Gad.

= A Course in Miveclas

Mama Cuia Lep me through a rocky canyon, through a shon
runnel of stang, then up enre a narmow trail along the spine of a
razorback ridge. “First, let’s sit here a while.”

She closed her eyes. Mot wanting to disturh her with ques-
tions, [ did likewise. There wasn't much else to do up here, orso |
theught.

When [ opened miy eyes again, | could see the sun setring over
the far western edge of wherever-we-were. Then Mama Chia
opened her eyes and handed me some corn and nuts from her
nevee-cmpty backpack. “Eac this; you'll need ir.”

“Why do | have to car? This is a dreamn, iso'c ié? Come o think
of it,” | noticed, "this floor fecls more teal than the others, This #
same kind of vision, isn't ic?”

Ignoring me, she said, “The third level is about power, not
power aver others — that is dhe negative side — bur personal

128
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pawer aver the impulses of the Basic Self and the desires of the
epo. Here you lind the challenges of self-discipling, clear inten-
don, duty, respansibiliy, foos, commitment, wall — thasc things
that most apprentice humans find so difficulr,

*Mow that you've cleared the second level and have a sense of
connection to athers, your arcenrion is freed for higher impulses, It
will be easier for vou to take others’ needs into account as well,
though rrue aleruism doesn't exise on the chird floor. Your Basic Self
is still in control, but better disciplined. What you do for others,
you do out of duty and responsibilicy. Love siill eludes you.”

“Are you saying | can't really love?” 1 asked, disturbed by her
sTtement.

“There are many kinds of love,” she said, “Jusr as chere are
many kinds of music or filns or food or drink, There is first-lloor
love, limited ro the most primitive, even abusive, sexual encoun-
ters. Second-floor love is viml and pleasure-oriented, and e
parmer is also taken into account. Third-floar love is an arsful,
conscientious praciice.”

“I asked you about love, and you keep wlking abour sex.”

“Uniil you are sentled on che fourth floos, dhar'’s abour ic”

*Go on.”

“No need to; you ger the idea.”

“Whar ahour the love on the higher faarsi”

“Let’s deal wich thac when you're ready,” she said. "Just under-
stand thar the world mirrars your level of awareness. Like arcraces
like — and peaple whase hame base is the fizst floar ane areracred
to first-faor kinds of music, baoks, films, drink, foad, sports, and
so forth. The same is wue of the sexond and third Hoars. Undl
your awarencss rests stably on the fourth Aoor, in the heart, your
motives are ultimately self-serving,”

“You're saying that when my awareness resides more on the
fourch level, [ won't be so self-centered?”
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“We're all self-centerad, Dan — the queston is, which self”
are you centered on — the Basic Self, Conscious Self, ar Higher
Self? And as your awareness rises from the third to che fourth level,
:r'“Ll. FCI‘:‘ﬂ.VC ETII'J n:xpl:ril:nr_‘l: =] Llif'.ﬁ:n:nt kiTli] {JF Iir: = }rﬂll h‘:gin
to live as a Higher Selfin che world.”

"What does all that have to do with where we are now?”™ [
asked, gesturing roward the mountain peak on which we stood.

“I'm glad you asked me thar,” she said. “Because | have a small
task for vou that may help you rise beyond the third floor,” she
saic, as we stepped around an outeropping of rock, and she pointed
to & narrow, level bue rocky path about hfty yards long.

“What am | supposed to de?” | asked.

“For starters, walk alang this path as far as you ean; see what
there is o see”

"Door number four?”

She shrupged and, wirth a graceful gesture, pointed the way.

I walked carefully down the narrow ridge but stopped shore as
[ eame ta the edge of a precipice — a chasm that dropped 1o noth-
ingness as far as I could see — maybe two thousand feer —
straight down. I ook a step back from the dizzying height and
looked across the gaping abyss at the opposite cliff wall about
thirry feer away. It Inaked as if the mounrain peak had been shiced
in half by a gigantic knife.

Suddenly behind me, Mama Chia said, “The door iz there.”
She pointed across dhe abyss 1o a small ledge, litle more than an
indentarion an the opposire oliff wall. Bur, sure enaugh, there did
appear to be a doorway there. "All you have to do is leap across.”

I gauged the distance again — obviously too far to jump, 1
looked 10 Mama Chia to see if she was joking. Her face showed no
sign thar she was.

“Thac’s not possible,” [ angued. “First of all, it’s twenty-five or
thirty feet away, and I'm no long jumper. And even if 1 made the
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jurmp, 51 miss that narrow ladge 1l slam oo the <lill face end
slide down vo ehlivien."

“You're not afrald, are you?" she ashked.

“Moy not really — bue P'm pos stopid, eicier [t suicidal.”

She looked at me with an iriaring, knaw-ie-all smile,

*| said no. Mar a chanee.”

She waited,

“This isn't o drewm aow,” | bellowed, "And 'm not a bird,”

“Ie can be dare,” she said, painting acrass the chasm.

I staried to wall with her bacl ap the trail, shaking my head.
“This isn't azour fear, Mama Chia — vou knaw that. [ewould just
be fealish, | dan't mind cesting my limirs, bue if | everreach myself
here, I'm dead.”

I fele her hand even befare ir rauched me. The hairs sher up
on my neek and goose bumps maised; then [ saw a Hash of light.
Something changed. Or had ir? Everyrhing lacked the same, bue
fele differ=nr. T was still standing there, talling to her. “ls this a
dream?”

“Pverything is a dream,” she replied.

I'Illll'.if'i.. .E:lll.L | MmeIn F;glﬁt Naw — 1I

“There is always cthe chance,” she added, “that you may fail.”

“IET fail, will 1 really die?”

“Your physical bady will be undamaged, bur the pain will feel
very real, and. yes, a part of you will mest ezctainly die”

“Bur iF chis is sore kind of vision, | car do smyhing | wane.”

"Te's not that simple,” she replied, "You'll anly ke able 1o accom-
plish whar you belizve you can: it will sill take a leap of faith 10
ke ir across, Thic ben'r really 1 rese af your body, bur of your mind
— vour focus, discipline, intention. and, in a way: your inzegrity, or
II”"I:E:]L:“;'.I-

"You've already accomplished much — o lifstimes warth for
many, Only accepr this challenge if yan tealy wish o go on. Ask
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yourselF: Can you wnfl yourself acrass? This is yaur test of personal
pawer. And there,” she pointed apain across the chasm, “lies che
path to the fourth door”

[ stared once more our over the chasm. [ wested my abilities in
this realm by jumping up off the ground, expecting that I might
float upward like a man on the moon — bur [ came down with a
physical sensation of landing, and rosc no higher than I normally
wauld in my physical body 1 rried once again with the same
resule, This is crazy, [ thoughe, Maybe it was a wick, a st of my
judgment, She had said thae if T jumped and failed o make it
across, “a part of me would dic.” Maybe [ wasn't supposed o
accept a foolish challenge, What if | declined ro jump ar all? Yes,
that muse be ir, T choughr. Tr was a test not of my will, bue my
judgment. [ turned to Mama Chia, but she was gone,

Then I heard someane ealling for me. “Danl Help me, please!
Help!" I looked across the chasm, to where the voice echoed from,
and saw Sachi. dinging to the ledge near where | was to land. It was
impossible, Surely a trick of the mined. Then she eried our again. |
cauld sze her slipping, strugpling ro elimb back ro the ledge.

“This isn't fair!™ I said. “Its not real!”

*Daanaannnnl” Sachi yelled desperarely. She por a foothold,
then lost it

Then I saw che riger. It padded along a narrow ledge on the
cliff face, moving toward Sachi. She didn't see it.

“Pleasel” she ealied again, | had no choice; [ had o oy, 1 ran
quickly back along the narrow path for abour thirty yards, rned,
and took off,

Aﬁ I Fid’iﬂd I.IP ﬁpﬂd. dﬂllhtﬁ Hl‘iﬁ-'l‘l.l.ﬁl.l mes Wh'ﬂt am I l.l-'.:ril‘l.g?
[ don't think [ can make this, Then a kind of cold anger over-
whelmed me. Mor anger af anything or anyene — jusr a forceful
energy, like a giant wave that washed away everything in it path,
MNoching was going to stop me.
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Accelerating, focused completely on my goal, 1 raced roward
the precipice. With a surge of power, my mind forgut past and
furuee, tgers and chasms, as [ locked on 1o one thing: the landing
spar. | leaped,

For 2 moment, floating through space, [ fele that T might not
make ir. Sl aloft, T soared through space and time, as if in slow
mation. | felr the heavy pull of gravicy mking control. I felt myself
dropping. Then, someching happencd. Maybe it was my imagina-
tion, but drawing an everything within me, T wilfed mysell across.
1 Felc like | was fiying.

An instane later, [ landed with a very real thud, and, rolling inte
the shallow cave, [ hit the wall. The dger was running roward us,
Dazed, | sumbled ra the edge, reached down, and pulled Sachi up.
Themn, just as the tiger leaped, | pulled her through the doarway.

I must have hit the wall prerry hard. As soon as I was thraugh
the dowr, 1 passed out.

[ AWOKE, MOMENTS LATER, in the dim light. My arms were
bruised, and my head hure. [ hure all aver. 1 leoked at my wrist; ic
wiis crooked — broken, Then, as | warched it, the weist suaight-
ened irself our, the bruises disappeared, and rthe pain subsided. [

closed my eyes far 2 few momenis,

When [ oreneD THEM, [ was sitting up, on an old sheet, beside
an apen grave at the sacred burial site of the kahunas,

The morning sun struck Mama Chia's face, bathing it in a
rosy glow. But she looked pale and drawn, in spite of ir. Noticing
me staring, she smiled wanly, and said, “The lase few days have
been challenging, ftar both of us. If you think [ look bad, you
should see yoursel£”

She handed me a plastic bottle with warer. "Drink this.”

“Thanks."” | was parched, and grazefully I toak the water, Since
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my episode our at sca, | had lictle volerance for going thisty. Thar
fear, at least, seemed to remain in the depths of my Basic Self.

When | Anished drinking, Mama Chia stoad, "Came on, We
bavea ]ung walk back.” We said a I'E.IFI:’“ETFI.I[ pood-hye o Lanikaula,
and though he didn't appear to us in the daylight, 1 could feel his
presence and blessing.

On the way back, it struck me: Although ' cleared the third
Moor and shown sufficient discipline, focus, and selfmastery 1o
hind and pass chrough the door to the fourth floer, my vision had
ended theny; | had not made it w the fourdh Aoor. [ had some sense
of whar had happened, bur I asked Mama Chia for her view.

She gave a simple, straightforward response: * You aren't ready
yet. Your psyche rejected ir, You came back.”

"So 1 blew ig,” I said.

*That's oversimplifying, but it comes out 10 about the same
thing,”

“Sa whar do 1 do naw?”

“Well. . .your training with Socrates helped you with the first
three floors, as I've said. You ate prepared to enter the fourth level,
It may bappen ar any dme. Burt, you see, dhe Grear Leap requires
thae the Conscious Self, the ego, loosen its grip. That may be
what's halding you back.”

[T soon TURNED DARK. We camped in the rain [orest, Tomarmow,
I thaughr, we would have an casy walk — a couple of hours, then
home,

Soon after starting oue in che morning, however, we came o
the Toar of a dramatic warerfall, dundering down from a shelf
forty feet above.

*You know,” 1 said, gazing at the pounding falls, "Socrates
once cautioned me about getting oo fascinated with inner stff,
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with visions and such, He said it can lead some people, who aren't
teer gronndad re searr wieh, Tnre all kinds of illukione He nsed o
tell me, even alter seading me on aninner journey, to keep the Jes-
son and throw away the experience,

‘o, I've been thicking — maybe all thess visions don't prove
anything eenclusive, 1 a lot casier to be courageous or uninhib-
ired or disciplined in a deeam than in el life. | don’ really fecl
that different. Hew do I know anythings really changad:”

What youlve gone through was much more than a dieam,
D And keep an apen ming abaur whar you eall freal life”

“Mur T sull went 1w rove HJH:IElhil]E Lo mj':«:“'-."

Mama Chia smiled and shook her head, amused, She gazed
intently at me for o few moments, then looked at the falls, then
baes ar me. "Olkay,” she said. "Yau nead ro srove something? Go
meditare under thas wacerfall for a while,”

| tank o fresh look ar the falls, and considered ir. Thar was a
lot of water crashing down; it wanlda't be like tling a shower.
Yeah, 1 can da thar,” [ answered easually. T had ance seen same-
thing like chis in o martial acts movie, *Oleay. [ accepr. UL do jr Far
rwenty minuces,”

"Five hours would prove a lot mare,” she said quickly.

“Five howesi I'd drown in Gve hours! Or suffer brain damage!”

“I'd sy the darmage has already been done,”

“Wery furny Okay then, maybe Il tey ic for ong houz, bue
that’s teps, [den't even kaow i sl Jang is possicle” 1 removed
miy shice and stareed 1o ke off my sneakers, then decided apains:
that and left them on. [ stepped cacefully on the slippery, moss-
E-L!\'le rl.':-l:!c.'i‘ ﬂl'lf] :! iTrlhf!‘ [N | llf'.tl:' '|.|'|C [ﬂllﬂ.

I was almost koocked flac by the loree of the water, Fighting
my way in, almes: slipping rwice, [ found a place ro perch on a flac

I'[!L'lli- 'ull'l--i-l sk, }'U-‘-I'I]I'IH my 31|_"i|:'.‘ :'ill'nlisl'll up ll!'lﬂ.['.‘-'r |.|'|= rli'll.-'f L!rlllf
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deluge. The water was cold, but in this dimate bearable. I'm glad
the wearhers warm, | thaught, before the liquid avalanche drowned
out all chaughis.

Thraugh sheer derermination and a growing tension
headache before everything got numb, I stuck it out For whae felt
like an hour, so | figured thar ar least twenty minutes had passed.
1 was preparing to call the game on account of rain, when some-
thing stappad me. Mapbe it was courage, or determination, or dis-
cipline, Or just pigheaded stubbornness.

Years before, when the coach would ask for fifteen handstand
push-ups, 1 would always do wwenry. I'd always been like thar, as
long as | could remember. So, while 1 kept wanting to get up, get
our, quit — samething kept stopping me. Somewhere in the back
of my mind (the frone of my mind had already drowned) was
Mama Chia’s challenge, playing again and again like a manera: five
hours, five hours, five hours. ..

In my years of gymnastes, my Basic Self had been crained o
respond to the word “challenge” by pulling out all the stops. [ felc
a surpe of energy rising up through my abdomen and chest as |
realized that | was actually geing fur the full five hours — anl chat
[ might just make ir. Na, | would make ir, do or die.

Then the world disappeared in the deluge, and my mind was

no mare,

SOMEWHERE 1N THE POUNDING, in the noise that grew fainter
and farther away, 1 heard the wind, and | gaw a whire tower flving
toward me in my mind’s eye.

[ faund myselfin a tiny room, Acrid smells filled che air, odors
of sewage and decay, partly masked by strong incense, [ recognized
the dress — caolarful saris even in this terrible poverry. There was
no mistaking this place. 1 was somewhere in India.

Across the ream, a woman, wearing the garh of a nun, was
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caring for @ Ledridden leper, his face a mass of sores, He bad a
deep, apzing Assuwre in kis chezk, Tooved with disgust, and he was
missing an ear, He was dying, Recoiling from che sight, revolted
by the smels, and the s'ckness, | stepped back, in shock, and
withdrew,

The wind gusted; I leaned against a worn brick wall in an
alleyway in Franee, just off the narrow rue de Pigalle, A gendarme
was picking up a drunk, covered with vomic, smelling of the gut-
ter, ta hels him ine die police van. Disgusted, | stepped back, and
this scene, too, receded in the distance,

The wind Blew againg s ike o ghost, unseen, on the bed of
a teenage boy, in an upper-clas suburban house in Los Angeles.
He was snilbng powder up his nosz=, Stupid kid, I though:. Getme
out of here.

The next instant, | stood ouiside a hut in Afriea, gazing
through the doorway ac a very old man, moving paintully, wvicg
te ger same warer inra the eracked mourh af 1 vourg baby, irs
belly swollen, it ribs almose breaking thraugh the skir.

“What is this:" [ eried our loud, feeling like [ was back in hell.
“What do these people have o do with me? Tike me away fram
here! | can't cake rhis; [ don't want any more.”

My eyes closed, | shook my head backs and focel o shue our
these people and their sulfering. [ heard 2 vaice calliog me, grow-
ing lauder. “Dan ... Dan. "

| pEcamE vacuewy aware of Mama Chia, under the vwarerfall
with me, pulling my arm, yelling, "Dan...come oue! Youle
hinished.”

“Vop-you c-c-an say thethat again,” 1 managed to murrer.
Shivering like 1 waterlogged <ai, | stggersd out from under the
Falls, shaking mv leaed, veying e elear iv, T sonmbled and fl upan

soine soft grasses and lay in che sun, letring the rays slowly seep
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into my chilled bady. When 1 Anally gpened my eyes, Mama Chia
was sitting quictly nearby, gazing up at the falls.

“I'm nar raking a shower for a year.”

Mama Chia apened a mange and handed me a picce.

“I chink T grew gills,” [ said. “Anyway, thar proved something,
didn't ie"

“Yes it did: While you were slowly drowning, 1| hiked o my
hause, took a nap, visited with a friend, walked back, and enjoved
this mango.” She rossed the large pic into the bushes, “Iv proves
sumething all right — thac one of us is a fool.”

Mama Chia laughed so sweetly that [ had s chuckle, roa.

"You have a good spirit, Dan. 1 knew chat from the starr.
Sncrates helped you ro turn on the lighes of the chird loar So
now; when your Conscious Self resolves o do something, your
Basic Self knows your level of commirment and gives you the
energy to accomplish it I'll grant you that much,” she said wich
solemnity. “You have become a human being,”

"That's all?"

"Quire an accomplishment — it means you've done some
housecleaning on the first three floots. You've gotten In touch with
your bady, with the world, and with vour humanity.”

"But, something happened under the warerfall,” 1 wold her. *1
saw all these poor people — the sick, the dving. Somechow, 1 think
I visited the —"

"Fourth floor,” she finished for me. "Yes, | sensed that —
down at the cabin, In my sleep.” She nodded, but her eyes looked
a licde sad.

“NWell, whar did it mean? Did 1 pass”

*The waterfall, yes. The fourth Hoor, no.”
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| slect, ond | dreami thot life was oll joy.
| waks, and saw thal lifa wos bul zervice.

| sarvad, and discovered thal sarvica was [av,

~ Rabindranath Tl::g-ura

As WE wouND ouk way powx inte the forest, [ asked, “What
exactly happenad to me back there.. . leaping that chasm...and
then under the fallst”

Limping upward, Mama Chia responded, “For you, as well as
for many others, the third floor remains an arena of bacde.
Cluttered with issues of discipline, commitment, will, and self-
restraing, that level of awarensss represents a “finishing schoal’ for
the Basic Self,

“Undl you clear the issues av this level and atrain a secure
foundation of self-mastery, your life will reflet a conswnt saruggle
o bridge the chasm berween knowing whar e do and aerually
doing it. The warrior has mastered the Basic Self — erained it —
so that wanes and needs are rthe same, na longer in oppasition.

“In leaping the chasm, you showed a strong will; stherwise,

you would have fallen into the abyss.”

139
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“What would have happened thent"

“A long climb back,” she said, smiling.

"Was Sachi really there?”

“In your mind, yes — 1 believe she represents die davghter
you left wairing for you back in Ohio,”

Pangs of regret, responsibility, and love washed aver me as
Holly's little face appeared in my mind. *I sheuld be geeting home
to see her,”

*Of course,” the agreed. “But will you bring her a whole
facher, ar a man with onfnished business

Apain Socs words resounded inside me: "Once bepun. ..
better finish.”

“Have yau finished here yer?" Mama Chia asked, reading my
thoughts.

1 still don't understand what happened o me under that
waterfall —°

El'l‘: cur me F}fl:- u‘l:rl.lll m’dl: i | trc‘ln:nl:iuu.‘i j'l."'l'lP HCTONSS tl'l;l[
chasm. But an even greater leap awaits you.”

“To the fourch floor™

“Yes — into the hearr.”

“Into the hearr,” I repeated. "Sounds kind of sentimental.”

“Sentiment has nothing to do with it,” she said. “It's a matter
of physics — merwphysics. And you can make chis leap, Dan. But
it will rake grear courage, and geear love, These qualiries are zom-
ing alive in you. It all begins with a longing, as you've describad.”
She paused, then added, "I know you better than you know your-
self, Dan. All your adventures are nothing more, and nothing less,
than Spiric searching for Tself, Your Higher Self, fillad with love,
waits for you with infinite patience. That mecting s so close. [
only hope | live to see — " she caught herself and stopped in mid-
sentence,
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"What was tha? What did you say"

Marta Chin losked as iF she were abaur o speak, bur enly
resumed her imping gair, and canzinued talking where she lek
el “You'll meet your Higher S0 the moment your awareness
rises out of the sea of personal concerns, into the heart, You don's
havz to climb the mounting of Tibet, you see, lor the kingdem of
heaven is within, " she remivdad me, “In anc up — the heart cnel
.'|,|JI.'!-'|.-'I: . i.l“:'i 'I|| leﬁl'fr"

“What abour the Hoors above?”

I‘]"..'-: [-ul{l VoL — anie siepoali e, .Fill{[ |;|1,.|_- ||.l.-.'u‘l, FJL'EI,' l:|1|:||.
the higher flears will take care of themselves, bue yaud'll be teo
busy laving and serving o eaze.”

‘1 dont know if I'm cut out o play Saiac Dan.' " | grinned ac
her. "Far one thing, 1 like cookics 1o much.”

“Well,” Mama Chia replied, smiling. " When vou leap into the
heart, you'll couly teve coolies, 1laow fde!™ She laughed, bu: said
nothing more far 2 while, a8 if 12 let all she had said sk in, the
way a gardener lets water seep down deep, toward the roats.

I loaked up and sreund; clouds passed aver the midday san,
Mama Chia's words had reached in and touched .mmciﬂ.l.:.‘c E|El.'|1
inside me, We continued walking. in silenze, uneil mare questions
arase in my mind,

"Marma Chia, I've seen peaple who have unusual powers ar
abilities. Daes that mean they are on the higher floors?”

"People sometimes have gifts due o the work they have dane
it past embadiments, Bar most ofren — unless they've cleared all
the deb:is belew — they only have o ‘temporary pass’ to the upper
Moors to contace those paints of energy and see chrough dhose
windows."

"Hovw .Ll:l'.nll hll:ri‘:.l.l.lll ||1i|-'l::r:-'?‘

“The awarensss of o genuine master is preseac ar birtk, bue
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may remain lacent — even through periods of inner turmoil and
confusion — undil it blussoms rapidly, cawlyzed by an event or
teacher. Greatr masters can acoess the higher floors — indesd, they
manifest gret love, energy claring wisdom, charisma, compas-
sion, sensitivicy, and power — but if they haven't also mastered the
lower Hoors, they end up absconding wich the money or sleeping
with their students.”

“I'd sure like to experience chose upper flaors.”

"Certain mystical technigues and substances have been
known for centuries to provide glimpses of the upper Mloors, These
are best ereated as sacred, mdher than recreational, activices; chey
can be useful as “previews of coming atrractions.”

“Many well-intentianed, lonely, bored, or desperare peaple
generare spiritual experlences through a variery of techniques,” she
condnued. “Bur then what? Whar have they goc? They teturn 1o
their normal states more depressed than ever,

“Spiric is always here, always with us, around us, inside us, But
there are no shorteuts to this realizadon. Mysteal practices gener-
are heighrened awareness, bur if experiences aren't grounded in a
responsible life in ohis dimension, they lead nowhere.” She said,
fallowing a turn in che pach,

"Those who seek to escape the world through spiritual expe-
riences are barking up the wrong tree, hecause their search only
intensifies the sense of dilemma chat mocivared the search in the
first place,

“The desire 1o risc above che boredom, fleshiness, and maral-
ity of this world is natural and understandable, Bur those who
practice self-involved techniques wa disrracr themselves from che
dilemmas of daily life are going to ascend the ladder only to find
out ir’s leaning against the wrang wall.

“You meet the Higher Self net by imagining colored lights or
doing lovely visualizations, but by accepting its will — by bevoming
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ihe Highcr Selll This process cannot be lorced; it |1uppcr.:.' of s
pwery aconned.,

"Daily lite is your wraining ground,” she contnued. " Spirit
ghves you everyshing vou necd, here and now, You evolve nor by
seeking 1o go elsewhere, but by paying arcentizn vo, and embeac-
ing, whads righ: in frenc of yeu, Only then can you rake the nex:
step un whatever loor you are working,

“And then,” she suid, stopping and Facing me, when the
lwer flenars are cl:':'.r, .-u:urut'rhiug very sulatle anel rtv:iling DECTSD
Your matives make a rare and dramadie shilt from seeding happi-
eSS o ovatiag it

ILUI'-illIi.l:.f{:-'. i.L LM B 'l]“wri 1% h:T'fiL":- JI.'JiI.'.:i h:'-l.id| 'ﬁlllun'ﬂ:r
woald be the prezrese amang you is the servant of all.” This, Dan,
is e Wy Lo the h{'urf,, ihe |J|.'|I|'| up the iner mountoin, And mark
|'.|'|:|" “'I.'Irdﬂ: Dnl: I:I.'I:iII }"'l}'l.'l “’ill Berve nl:l'l::‘rﬁ nol oLt n:' ﬁﬂh.:—il'lh.'rﬂﬁt ar
guilt or social conscience, bul dervuse thered wothing ele youdl
rather do, lvwill feel as simple and pleasuralle as sesing 4 wonder-
ful flen chas mokes vou feel bappy and wantlag to share I with
others.”

“I den't knaw if I'm capable of making service the center of
my life, Ic sl sounds liks a burden,”

OO ronerce ic daes,” she rc|‘.u|ir.:v:|. “hecanse you are still seeing it
from the chird flzer. But from che fourth-floor window, from the
epes af the heare, convenience, ;rcfsm‘.-.ﬂ camfarn, and satbsfaction
are no longer the center of veur existence, You will lask forward
I gn:rtlng ||E| I,.'IlL':'1 ﬂlﬂ}" ]llﬂT Ia !'Il:lE'? .'I|.'.n'.'|'|£'.r Eﬁlll, .'|.I1r|I‘|'|::T l]'l.rr ij
your Self,”

Mama Chia stopped talking as a rainsquall made our foating
treacherous, Stepping over twisted voots, it wis hard 1o walk and
talk a1 the same dme. [ concenrrared on my mud-caked sneakers
beating a squishing codence an the wet earth and thought about
what she had teld me We sleshed down through the rain tha:
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saturated the forest, passing several seall but scenic waterlalls
alang tais navrew, slizpery parh.

Later, when the path wideaed, Mama Chia glinced back o
my cancerned expression and said, "Con’t bz roo hand on :ﬂ.‘ll]l’.‘ElE,
Dan. Accent where you are, Trust vour Higher Self, It has been
calling te you since you were a child. Tt brought you to Socrates,
and o e, Accept vourselfard juse serve, Serve our of dury vl
vou can seeve ont of love — without artachiment to the results,

"And when youd be content te spend a hundred liferinies —

o an eternity — serving others, vou no longer need w sracice a
way, beause youve bevanre the Wy, Throogh service, you,” the
Conscious Self, evelve tnro o Higher Self, sven while in human
form.”

"Eaw will | know when this happensi” | asked her

“Yeu won't, You'll be too ecstatic to notice, As the ego dis-
solves into the arms of Ged, the mird dissolves into the will of
Gad. MNe langer reving ra eonreal your lifz or make ie wark cut in
a particular way, vou stop living and start fefgg Sved, You menge
with a larger purpese — you becore the Wy by zecting aur of
the way”

"I don't know,” | sighed. 1t sounds impossible.”

“When has that stapped you before!” she asked.

Yow've gata poing,” | sald, smiling,

“When Jereph de Veusrer was a boy” she added, "if samenne
had wold him he would spend his adule e miniscering w lepers
on the island of Melekai, he mighe have chonghr thar impassible,
toa, But Joseph became Father Damien, and when the lepers were
abandoned here to languish and diz, be found Lis calling, and
served them for the rest of his life. And look at Mether Teresa,
and Maharma Candhi, and — "

“And laek ar you,” 1inerjecred.

We passed down Into the rain forest, down toward v cabin,
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and a needed rest. The tree roots and rocks gave wey to grass,
leaves, and demp red saceh, Woe were both weary, and we ceaveled
ity silence, | concensrated on Lreathing slowly and deeply; lkeeping
my angue on the rnnFuFm}* mauch, allowing my Basic Self ra cir-
culate and balanes the energies thar flowed through me. Finhaled
not anly air, but lighs and energy and spiric,

I became aware af hicdsong, and the ever-present trickle aned
rushing ef streams and waterlills — runofl from cae rain showers
— drew mie enee again inte the beauty and myvstery of Malakai.
Bur the nagging issue of service, certainly a weak Ink in the chain
af my life, kepr rising ra rhe surface of my ming, pressing me,

“Mama Chia," | sald, breaking our silence, “when you men-
tioned Father Dhamien or Mocher Teresa, T realize how far [ am
from anything like shat. The idea of warking with lepers and serv-
ing the poor just docan’t appeal te me ar this poine in my life,
thaugh | know it wauld be a gaod thing ro de.”

Without wening around, she answered. “Mest of huntanity
joing in your seadments. Gaod deeds are dane for many marives:
O the first floan you only find selfservice; an the second foar,
sErvice -.1]“'?.:.'5 bats .&:r'ingh‘ ﬂlial’.‘l".ﬂ]; on the third |]|::aur. il i% moti-
vated by ducy and responsibilicy. [ say again: Tiue service beging at
the Fourth level, when awareness resides in the heart,”

We walked an inta the afternoan, stopping ance ro pick some
|'.|1:l.|.‘.g:|l:5. Jl..'!'t:r' ]'ll.'l]]g:l' unl.}' Sl.igllll}' IFPCJS:LL I f:!t gla-‘] Fl:'r tll:
remaining nus fram Muma Chiay pack. She juse nibbled, content
with her meager Farz.

“Keep cating like thizs,” | said, "and yau'll seon be slim as a
model.”

i madel whati"

“ﬂn Il'lﬂil.fl .':.ﬁnl',” ] 5.1'il{|

Mamta Chia shook her head bust said nothing,

As we resumed the final leg af our downward hike, T asked
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Mama Chia, "How am [ ever going to make that leap you alk
about? Aleer all, T have w joh, a Family w suppore, and ather com-
mitme:its, | can't just go around giving things away, spending all
my rime volunceering,”

“Whaoever suggested you shoulé? And where have you gotten
all these ideas?” she asked, "Maybe fram the same plaze | did”
Slewing her pace, she added, "When [ was young, ideals cdicdn't
come any higher, | was going tor the Holy Cril, and that was
that. Mot a day passed thar [ dida'’t feel puiley rzading backs and
studying and atvendicg hilms — while other children were starv-
ing in ather parts of che warld, T vewed char T wecld help rhase
lese Forrunate than

“Druring my zravels, my ideals suffezed a rude jolt. 1 had saved
sare maney to give to the pacr and, 25 seon as 1 gar aff the train,
a child appreached me. She was beantiful — near and clean, with
shining teeth in spice of her poverty. She bepged paolitely, and 1 was
happy to give her a coin, Her eyes lit up.

“Then three more children ran vp and, smiling graciously; 1
gave each of chem a coin as well, Ther 1 wis surrounded by fifteen
::|'.i]|:|t'i:|'|1 and that was ius.l the stari. Ev-:r:rw]u:rt, there were mare
children bezzing 1 scon ran our of coins. | gave away my carrying
bag and an umbrella; 1 gave away nearly everyiaing but the clothes
I was wearing and my aiir tickers, Soon, if chis kepr up, fwould be
b%:“g. oo, IL I'l.:.’l.d. ta SDJP sl.lllll:k\":'.:ll:n:'. 1 I‘l:ll'J. T I.:J"'l. J.'I.L'ﬁw Lo 5!1}'
no withour hardening my heare, le was painful for me, but neces-
sary. | hod oot mixen vows of poverey — and peither lave you,

“Yes, this werld needs more cempassion. But we all have
different callings. Sorme people work i che stock marker, erhers in
the prirons, Some live in luxury, while others are homeless. Some
Fﬂil‘.‘]: ds:“l‘n:r.‘l,l: on \.".']'lill.‘ r:fp: ﬂr iln|'.'l.‘-:'h:i| rn.xrl‘u': T F.ll-'ll:‘ i.n
thelr indoer poals, while otlers starve on the streets as Christmas

shoppers pass by Daes this make villaing ef the rich ar saines of
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the poor? [ think not. Complex karmas are at work. Each of us
plays our role, Each of us is born inte life circumstances ro
challenge us and allow us w evolve. A beggar in this life may have
been wealthy in another life. Insquity has always existed, and uniil
the awareness of humaniry rises ar faasz 1o the third floor, ir will
continue.

"Over dme, | have come to accept my guilt about being com-
fortahle and having enongh ro ear,” she explined. “Orherwise,
1'|uw LA Wo tﬂ]‘i’: a bil’ﬂ ﬂ‘FﬁJ‘{JI’J W].'I;IE ﬂthﬂTﬁ sta.rw.:?"

“How do vou deal with these feelings?™ 1 asked.

“The question itself reveals your awakening heart,” she said.
“The way | deal with such feclings is [ act with kindness ta the
people in my immediate surroundings. 1 accept the rale [ have
been given, and | suggest you do the same. It is all righre for a
peaceful warrior to make pood money, doing whar he or she loves,
serving other people. All three elements are important. It is all
righc ro hurr, w love, ro be happy in spite of che difficulties of this
world.

"Find your own balance, Do what you can, but take time 1o
laugh and enjoy life. Yer, ar the same time, know that as your con-
scinusness rises up into rthe rower of life, your lifestyle narurally
changes. Your needs simplify; your priorities — how you spend
your time and money and energy — all change.”

“I have high ideals, voo — I want ro get closer to them, [ want
e chanpe,”

“The first step to change, as | expect Socrates showed you,
is accepring your realiry righr now. Honoring your process.
Compassionate self-awareness leads to change; harsh self-eriricism
enly holds the patterns in place, creating a stubborn and defensive
Basic Self. Be gende with yourself as you would with a child. Be
gentle bur frm. Give yourself the space to grow, Bur remember
that the timing is in God’s hands, not yours.”
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= Wirgil, The Aanaid

11140 ABSORDED ALL [ courp, My mind and hearc Felt rested, bur
not my feet — | was running an empry;, carried downhill more by
momentum than by any reserves of energy. Again ir struck me as
incredible thar this elderly waman could have rraveled all chese
miles, limping every step of the way.

When we were nearing home, Mama Chia led me anteo
another trail than the one I'd remembered. A few minuces later, we
came to a small cabin nexe 1o a cascading siream. As we approached
from above, 1 could see a Japanese rock garden with one large rock
— an island in a sen of mked gravel — with a bonsai tree arching
up in perfece balance with cthe whale, Abave it lay another rerraced
garden with vegetables and flowers.

The cabin irself srood up off the pround an stiles, *'We some-
times ger a lot of warer,” she explained withour my asking, as we

148
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went up three log steps and inside. The decor was perfect Mama
Chia: a long, low futon couch, green carpeting like the forest
leaves, a few paintings on the walls, and some zafis — medirarion
cushions — and assorted pillows.

“Can [ make you some iced reai” she asked,

“Sure,” 1 said, "MNeed any help?”

She smiled. “While this is tea for two, it doesn’t ke two to
mike tea. The bachroom's aver there.” She painred o my left as
she headed into the kitchen area. “Make yourself ac home. Spin a
recard on che wrntable if you wanr,”

Coming out of the bathroom, 1 laoked for the record player
and found an old windup model, an antique.

When she broughr our the rea, and some fresh papaya slices,
Mama Chia seemed so peaceful — a1 home in her environment
— a5 if she'd been herz all the time instead of raking me on a
grucling cross-country hike,

When we finished sur wea, | cleared our plares and washed
them. She mid, "We're only about a mile from your cabin. You
could use a rest, | imagine,”

"Yes," 1 said, “You, toa.”

Mama Chia knelt, Japanese style, on a cushion in fronr of me,
and gazed directly into my eyes. “1 feel I've come o know yau well
these past few days.”

“The feeling's murual,” T replied. “You amaze me! Socrates
sure knows how to pick friends.” [ smiled.

“Yes, he daes,” she added. | guessed she was referring ro me.

“You know, it strange — we've only known each other for a
few weeks, bur it feels like so much longer.”

“Like a time warp,” she said.

“¥es, exactly — and it’s going ro rake some rime for me to wke
in all that I've leamed,” I tald her.



150 DAN MILLMAMN

She paused for a moment, then said, "“Perhaps dhat’s whar life
is for — giving us time to take in what we learn”

We sar quierly For a while, enjoying the serenity of her house
and the pleasure of cach other’s company. [ was suddenly moved
o tell her, *T feel so grarcful o you, Mama Chia.”

“Grateful to mea!" She laghed, appacenily thinking this
humorous, or even absurd. “I'm happy for you; grarinude is a
good, wholesome feeling. But when you're thissty and someone
gives you water, are you grateful to the glass, or w the persan whe
gave you the warer?”

“To the person,” [ answered.

"l am only the glass,” she said. "Send your gratimde o the
Source.”

I will, Mama Chia, bur 1 also appreciate the gliss.”

We shared a laugh, and then her smile faded slighcly.

“These’s something | feel 1 should tell you, Dan, jusr in
case....” She hesitared for a moment. "1 have trouble with blood
clots — a high risk of strokes, The last one gave me this limp, chis
shaky hand, and some sight loss in one eye. The nexe one, if it
happens, will be fatal.”

She said all this marer-of-facily. [ felt a shock pass through
my whole body. “The doctor who originally diagnased ir,” she
continued, “and the specialist whe offered the same diagnosis, said
[ could function normally — except for the usual cautions — hur
thar my life expectancy ac this point is very tenuous. There's not
much they cain do — they give me some medicine, bue.. "

She sar still, as 1 absorbed chis. [ stred into her eves, to the
floor, and into her eyes again, “Did these ‘usual cautions’ the doc-
tors tald you inclade not pushing yourelf w your limis on
endurance hikes?™

Mama Chia smiled at me with compassion. *You understand

why [ didn't well you before.”
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“Yeg — hecause | would never have gone.” Feelings of anger,
concenn, sorrow, fear, renderness, berrayal, and guile washed over me.

A heavy silence settled on the reom. “You said the next strole
woubd be faral, Don't you mean sigle be faral?®

She hesicated, then said, *1 sense I'll be dying soon. | an fel
it. T just don't know exactly when,”

“Is there anything I can do?” | finally asked.

“T'll lex you know," she said with a comfarring smile,

“With everything you know — all your rapport wich your
Basie Self — can'r you heal yourself?”

“I've asked myself that question many fimes, | do whar |
can; the rest is up to God. There are some things ane must
accept. All the pesitive thinking in the world will not grow back
a missing leg; my preblem is like that”

“That friend I told you abour — the one who died,” I
reminded her. "When he Arse found cur he weas i1, he Fle all those
things peaple feel in his siwuation — the shock, the denial, the
anger, and, finally, the acczprance. Well, ir seemed 1o me thar he
had an epportunity either 1o conquer the illness — to commir all
his time, energy, and will to healing — or, 10 accept on the deep-
est level char he was poing to die, sumender, make peace with the
world, take care of business, and somehow use it for his evolution.
Bur he never did. ..." I thoughe about him and a sadness setgl=d
over me before | continued, "He did what | imagine mast people
da. He wobbled with halfheurted <fforws, never really hpghiing
death ar accepting i, undl che end. [ was. .. disappoineed in him."
Le was the first time | had ever shared chat feeling with anyone.

Mama Chia nodded slowly. "I've szen people complerely surren-
der to death, and in that surrender, they were haaled. In my own
case, | will highe for my life even as [ aceepr my dearh. In the mean-
time, ['m going te live— really live — wniil I dis. Whether it today,
temorrow, next month, or nexe year. Tharts all anyone can de.”
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She looked ac me, amd 1 think she could sense how much 1
wanred oo help her “There are to guaranrees in this life, Dan., We
Ii"r"'_' [lll: 1'.'!5:. 'ﬂ'li.}' Wi .;I:'IUW .,'Il.'l"l\'.. I Iibll:" I.U ;I.I'll'.l. lru.liL I!|1r_' ]]IEEHEE}
from my Basic Sclf. Burt samerinies, in spite of everything — " She
finishzd her sentence with a shrug,

“Haw da you deal with thar — with knowing thar ar any
tme, ..

“| don't fear deaths | understand it Far too well. But | do [ove
life, And the moce [ lacgh, and the more | play like a child, the
mare engepy my Ragie Self gives me to keep riehr en dancing,™ She
‘L]uf::ﬂ.flj IJ'.II':'l |'|.1}" I:“ll'ldi. I...‘l";'l'l,.lrll'f: Fi'r'f" IME S '.UII. ffl:ﬂ"l’ SOMME
|a|,:gh5 these las: few r|:1:,.':. "

My eves started 1o sting, [embraced her and she weleamed i,

“Come on," she offered, "'l walk you heme."

"Ma,” I zaid quickly "1 mean — 1 can find my way. You get
soric resr”

“That sounds appealing,” she said, strerching and yawning.

As T rerned ra pe, she called ea me and said, "Maw thar vou
mention it, there is something you can do for me.”

“MName ir.”

“1 have some erzands w run, people e see. You can assist me,
if you like — carry my exrra pack, thar sorr of thing, You doing
anything tomorrow?”

"T'll check my sppoirtment book,™ T aaiel. happy for the invi-
Lakion,

“Okay," she responded. “See yau then. And, Dun, please,
don’t be rrousled by this™ Then, with ¢ licdde wave, she wmed
,.'“t':l:;". I '.'-'ﬁ]l{:'.i Slll“l'l'kl ‘ll!\v” I'LCr EIEHIII‘ .‘:ttpfi I ﬁl'l\'.{ ".l1: |'.|:Jt|'l '|E-ur_'r-:
to my cabin, As | headed down threugh the trees, T wondered if 1
weuld ever feel the way she did — lelping athers jusr fer the love

ul i, with no thougho of mysel? Then svmething else accurreld 1w
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me. Was it possible that Soerates sent me here not only o receive
her help but w somechow help her as well? Tr siruck me once again:
He worked at a service station — a serofee station.

By the time I got buck to the cabin, 1 realized two things: first,
thar Socrares had sent me here o learn how 1o serve; second, thar

I had great debts 1o repay.

THE NEXT MORNING, brighr and early, | heard the loud chirp of a
bird right in my ear and felt 2 tiny weight on my chest. | opened
my eyes cautiously and saw Redbird, Mama Chia’s friend, che
upapane bird. “Hello, Redbind,” I said quictly, not meving. He
just tilted his head, gave another chirp, and flew our the window,

“1 sec the early bird gor here before me,” said Mama Chia as
she entered, gesturing toward a tree juse owside, where he was
singing,

“I'm vendy 1o go,” | said, tying my shoes, cemembering that
1'd promised myself not ro 1ce ploomy and maudlin around her.
“Whart's frsc?™

“Breakfase.” She handed me some fresh bread, seill warm,

“Thanks!” [ said, sitring on che bed and munching, "By the
wity; I've been meaning to ask you, does this cabin belong to you?”

“It was a pift; Sachi’s father buile it a few years apo.”

"Pretry nice gift,” | said wich my mouth full.

“He's a pretry nice guy.”

“So when do 1 meet him?”

"He's away, warking on a building job, There's nor much con-
struction on Molokai these dayvs, so when an apportunity comes
up.,.” She shrugged.

“NWhere's Sachi been?”

“She aughr to arcive any minute now. 1 said she could come
along."
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“Goad; I've developed a real fondness for thar lirele lacy.”

Sachi walked in, blushing as she heard this.

Mama Chia picked up one backpack and painted to the one
I was wo carry, | reached down, *Whoa, this is heavy," T said, “Ts it
full of rocks, or whac*

“As a martter of ficr, it is," she said. *l wanced to bring Fuji
and Mitsu some chaice stones — for their rack garden. And the
exercise will do you good.”

“IF it gers too heavy for you, I ean carry it." Sachi volunreered
with a dimpled smile.

“If it gers oo heavy, you can carry sre. ° 1 grinned back, and
turned to Mama Chia, “Isn't Fuji the phorographer you rold me
abour? Didn't he and his wife just have a baby?”

“Yes. Mow he does landscape gardening — warks ar Melokai
Ranch. Very handy with tools.”

Fuyt ano Mitsv greeved us with warmth and courtesy and incre-
duced us o dheir infane son, Toby, who was unimpressed, and
sound asleep. “He arrived only a Few weeks ago, with Mama Chia's
help," Fuji announced.

“The same is rrue of me. [ hope his trip here was easier than
ming,” 1 said, grinning at Mama Chia and slipping the rock-filled
pack ofl my bacle I placed it on the porch wich a thud.

“Rocks for your garden,” Mama Chia explained o Fuji while
1 stretched my anns and shoulders. Then she offered, mosely o
my benefir, “If they aren’t exacely whar you want, we'll be glad to
take chem back.”

One look at my expression and they all laughed.

Their cabin was filled with bric-a-brac and memora-
bilia, neatly arranged on many shelves. 1 also noticed beauriful
phatos of the surf and trees and sky — prabahbly taken by Fuji.
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" Surrounded by trees on every side, with hanging plants decorating
the walls, it was a beautiful house, a happy house. We heard che
squalls of the baby, waking up hungry.

While Mama Chia atended to Mitsu and her newborn son,
Fuji offered to pive us a rour of the parden, “Mitsu and Fuji have
¢ beautiful garden,” Sachi said enthusiastically.

And so they did: cabbages, cornstalks, rows of beans, and
squash. | saw mmro root greens sticking up threugh the seil.
Bordering the garden on one side was an avozado rree, and, stand-
ing sentry on the other, a hg tree. “We have goed potatoss, ton,”
Fuji said proudly.

I eould feel nacure spiries all over the place; my Basic Self, 1
nated, was speaking ta me more dearly lately — or maybe I was
juse listening bemer.

After our tour, we saton the porch and ralked abour landseap-
ing, photography, and orher things, until Mama Chia emerged.

When we suid poad-bve, Fuji made a point of shaking my
hand. “If there’s ever anything [ can do lor you, Dan, please ash.”

“Thank you,” | said, genuinely liking this man, bur nat
expecting to see him again. "My best to your family."

Mitsu waved from the house, her baby at her breast, and we
rurned down toward the road.

“We're going to town,” Mama Chia wold me. *I borcow Fuji’s
pickup when he doesnt need it.”

She squecred herself behind the wheel of his livde cruck and
mioved the seat back so she could breathe. 1 slid into the passenger
side; Sachi hippiry-happed anta the back of the truck. *Hold on
for dear life!” Mama Chia velled our va Sachi, whe squealed wirh
delight as we bumped down the dire and gravel road, to the two-
lane main highway.

“Going to own,” T thought, "Whar a phrase.” T hadn't seen
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much af civilizarian since | walked down thar beach oward
Makapuu Point, weeks apn.

Tue rown oF Kaunakakat, an the southern side of the island,
reminded me of a false-frone Hollywood set — a three-blodc-long
commercial scerion, with buildings of wond, brick, and faded
paine. A sign ar the outskires read "POR 2,200." A wharf extended
far out into the harbor of this seaside town,

Mama Chia wenr into a store to shop, | waited ouside with
Sachi, now entranced by a gift shop window display nexe door. As
we stood there, | glinced over at four Hawalian boys in cheir Jate
teens a5 they approached and stopped next o us Ignoring my
Basic Self’s “something is wrong here” feeling, | didn't pay much
attenrion te the youths, undil one of them suddenly mimed and
snatched the fower our of Sachi’s hair.

She rurned to them and said indignancly, “Give me that!”

Ignoring her, he started to pull off the petals, ene by one, “She
da love me, she don't love me, she de, she dont, . .*

Another boy said, "Whe cares — she ain’ big enough w do
nathin’ bug — "

“Come one, give me the flower,” I said, in a show aof bravado,
Or stupidity. They tumed and glared at me; now I'd done i

“You want dis flowai” said the biggest of the boys, six inches
taller and abour a hundred pounds heavier than I, with a beer belly
wid, I suspecred, some muscle under his flabby bulk, "Why don’
you take it?" he challenged, grinning ac his friends.

As the other young wughs surrounded me, Beer Belly sug-
gested, “Maybe you wanna wear itd"

“Nah,” said anather punk. “He ain’ no queer; [ think she his
girlfren’,” he said, jerking his head coward Sachi, now embar-
rassed, and a livtle afraid.
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"Just give me the flower,” 1 commanded — a big mistake.

Beer Belly stepped up and shoved me backward, “Why don’
vou take it fram me, banle,” he spir.

I. E‘rﬂhbﬁl hi.s wl'iﬁl' "-lu'i [h ane h:lnl.‘l, md I.Ti:d 14 Er[ d'l: Etm'cf..
He threw it away and took a swing at me.

The blow glanced off my scalp as [ hurred o avoid it, | didn'
want ta hit this guy; | just wanted ro get Sachi out of there, Bur it
had gone too far. 1 shoved him with all my might. He stepped
backward, wripped on a beer can, and fell awkwardly, One of his
friends laughed. He came up furious, mad enough 1o kill, and
fully capable of ir. Bur jusr chen, the storckeeper ran our in ume
o save my skin.

“Hey! You boys!” he yelled as il he knew them. "Ne fighting
around here if you want to come back, you heari”

Beer Relly stopped, looked ar the storckeeper, then glared and
pointed at me. With his finger jabbing the air like a knile, he said,
“Mext time, bro', you dead mear.”

They sauntered off. *You just made a bad enemy,” the store-
keeper said e me. “Whar were you fighring aver?”

“This,” 1 answered, picking up the flower and blowing it all,
“Thanks for chasing them off.”

Shaking his head, the storckeeper went back inside, muner-
ing, “Crazy rourises.”

As Sachi came over and touched my arm, | realized | was
shaking.

“Are you all righe?” she said,

“I'm fine,” | answered, but [ knew thar was only pandy true, My
Conscious Self had smayed cool, bur my Basic Self was shaken up.
Ever since | was a litthe boy, 1d been told, "Never lighe! Never lighd!”
by an idealistic mother in a notso-idealistic world. | had no
brothers, and | just didn®t know how 1 cape with physical
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confrantations. [ wished Socrares had rught me some of his mar-
tial ar,

“I'll be okay," I repeated. “How are you doing?”

"Okay, | guess,” she said,

I handed her the flower. "Here — nearly as good as new.”

“Thanks." She smiled, then her smile faded as she warched
the rowdy pang walking away. *I've seen them before, they're just
bullies. Let’s go inside. T think Mama Chias done.”

As 1 carpiep THE crocemies o che ruck, T locked around for
thase boys and resalved thar [ would learn how to defend myself,
and prowect others, i necessary. The world could be a danperous
place, and people weren'talways peaceful. Ific wasn'ta street punk,
it might be someone else; [ couldn’t ignore this arca of my life. IF
that storekeeper hadn't come out... [ vowed never to let some-
thing like this happen again.

“You two have a good time?” Mama Chia asked as we got into
the rruck.

"Sure,” | said, giving Sachi a look. "I even got 1o make some
new friends.”

"That's good,” she said, smiling, “Adter we put away these gro-
ceries, I'm going to introduce you to some special people,”

“Thars nice,” I said automatically, ner having the Faintest

notion about whe they might be,

By LaTe APTERNDON, our errands complete, we returned ﬁ.lji‘s
truck, Sachi hopped our of rhe back and, with a “See you [azer,”
wok off with o running swre, up the dirt road.

“The keys are in the truck,” Mama Chia called to Fuji wich a
wave of her hand, and we starred up the pach e her cabin. [
insisted on carrying most of the groceries — three large bags —
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bur left Mama Chia wich one small bag, *1 don't see why [ have 1o
carry this bug,” she whined loudly, “After all, [ am an important
kahuna shaman and your elder — and you could easily have
carried this in your teeth, or bevween your legs.”

“You're right,” I said, shifting the middle bag so I could see
over it. T am truly a lazy persan, bur [ knew you'll frez me from
my slothful ways."

"The slothful warriar,” she said. “Definively has a ring to it.”

| helped her put the groceries away, then headed our the door.
T heard Mara Chia eall after me, “T'll meer yon ar your cahin in
about an hour.”
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Courage of the Outcast

I Eam not for myself,
YWha wil ba tar met
&nd if | ar arly fat mysell,
What om 12

and i nal naw, whead

= Hillel, Soyings of the Forhers

As 1T TURNED OUT, this hike was nzarly as far as the previous one,
bur in the opposire direction, Bur this time we hirched a ride pare
way with o Molokai mncher up a long dirt road, nealy w the
ridge, and from there stayed on the mail until it dropped steeply,
then climbed again.

Every rime Mama Chia starred breathing hard, | asked her
haw she was doing, When 1 did this che fourch or fifth ame, she
tirned 1o me and, as dose o angry as 1'd seen her, said in pidgin
English, "You ask how 1 do ene mo’ time and | sen’ you back
home wida swift kick! You understan'?"

In the late afternoon, as we cleared a fnal rise, Mama Chia
stopped quickly and put her arm ouc w hale me. I she hadn't, the
nexe moment [ might have had a shore-lived career as a bird. We
stood ar the edge of a cliff, dropping a thousand feer down 1o 2

160
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dramatic view: clouds Aoated past a blue-preen sea, and an alha-
tross plided across the surf far below, My eyes followed the soaring
bird unril I noriced some kind of serlement, surrounded by all
palms. "Kalaupapa,” she pointed.

“What's down cherei” | ashed.

“A key ro the elevaror,”

I enly had a mement to cansider this before Mama Chia
wned and stepped down into @ hole in the varth, As | cought up
with her, | found my footing en some kind of hidden stairwell in
the dliff face. Tt was sreep and dark, We didn'e talk ar all; e was all
I could do to stay on my feet.

As she led me down the stairwell, we were treated to a dane-
ing play of light and shadow as beuns of sunlight penetrated the
holes in chis winding seaiccase. Finally, we emerged fram the cliff
wall inta the sunlight and descended farther, relying on handholds
to avert a fatal plunge to the rocks below.

“Only a few people use this tmil,” she said.

“T ean understand why; are yau sure you're akay — "

Shooting me a fierce glance, she interrupied. “Theres u mule
crail, bur ir has twenty-six switchbacks, This s quicker.”

We said nothing mare until we rounded a steep bend and
walked down into a broad valley herween the higher ridges, cliffs,
and the sea. Lush foliage and rows of trees bordered a small seule-
ment ahead, and, beyond char, sand and water, Orderly rows of
harracklike apartments, simple and sparse, and some small cot-
tages stood by the sea amidst che palm erees. Even in this sheltered
cove, the sertlement was more spartan than luxurious — more like
an army ourpost than a vacation getaway.

As we drew doser, 1 saw a few people ourside. Some older

women were working in what locked like a garden arcy; a lone
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man, also elder, was working wich some kind of grinding machine
— [ couldnt quite make it out from this distance.

As we drew near and walked through the serdement, people
looked np ar us, with friendly, bur often scarred, faces. Most
rurned toward us and nodded, smiling ar Mama Chia — appar-
enty a familiar face here — while athers remained intenrt on their
work. “These are the lepers of Molokai,” Mama Chia whispered
softly as a warm driezle passed over us. *First abandoned here, out
of fear and ignorance — quarandned and left o die — in 1866, In
1873, Father Damien corme here and served this communicy wntil
he contracted the disease and died sixreen years later,” she said,
“when 1 was seven pears old.”

“He died of the disease? Its catching?”

“Yes, but it's not casy o cawch; T wouldn't warry abour ie”

Despite her assurance, 1 wer worried about ie. Lepers! 1 had
only seen them porrayed in biblical movies, when Jesus per-
formed healing miracles, He wasn't concerned about carching any-
thing — after all, he was jeue. Bur | was. .. worried.

"There are convenrional decrors who serve these peopls,” she
said quictly as we walked into the village. “Though the lepars are,
for the mase pare, full-blooded Hawaiians, many are Christian and
don't believe in buas medicine. But there are o few | counsel,
These are the people who have had unusual dreams or experiences
— things their doctan don't understand.”

Teying not ta stare, [ saw a few people with obviaus dis-
figurements. One woman sar in a chair, reading; she had
only a tiny stump for a leg. A man was missing both hands,
bur that didn’t stop him from grinding something with an elec-
tric taol. “He makes hne jewzley — silver dolphins,” Mama
Chia said.

Mare people emerged fram their bungalows as word of our
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arrival spread. The poungest person T saw was in his forties. His
head was bandaged. An older woman with seraggly hair came up
o us and smiled; there were sores on her face, and she was miss-
ing a few reeth.

“Aloha,” she sid ta Mama Chia, then to me. Her smile was
bright, friendly, and curiows. To Mama Chia, she gestred with
her head toward me " Who dis fawe [man)i”

“He's came make delus [helpl,” Mama Chia replied in her
et pidgin English. "My packhorse,” she addald proudly, peinting
to me and generating a beaming, if fragmented, smile fram the
crone. “Maybe he stay a few days, help out — enly way I ger these
good looking bovs out of my hair,” she added for good measure,
The ald woman laughed and said something in Hawaiian, Mama
Chia raised her eyebrows and laughed hearcily ac chis,

Puzzled, I turned ta Mama Chia. “Did you say we're staying
a few days?™ That was the fist 1d heard of ix

“Weke nor sraying: yor are.”

*You want me 1o sray here a few days? Is this really necessary?”

Mama Chia looked ar me a little sacly, bur said nothing. 1 fele
ashamed, but [ had absolacely no desire to stay here,

“Look, 1 know vou mean well, and it might be good for me
and all thae, and there are peaple whe like to da this kind of thing,
— like chat Father Damien — bur the outh s, Ive never been che
type @ hang around hospirals ar soup kirchens. 1 respect people
who do those things, bur it's just nee my calling, vou know?”

She gave me that look again, and the silent erearmenr.

“Mama Chia,” | tried to explain, *I jump backward if some-
one sazezer in my direetian. | dan’t like ro hang around illnesses.
And you're suggesting | stay here and mingle with lepersi”

“Absolutcly,” she smid, and rurned rowand a corage down an the

beach. 1 followed her 1o some kind of central building, a dining hall.
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Just before we srepped inside, she said to me, “Excepr for the
doctors and priests, visitors here are not common. Your eyes will
be a mirror far these people; they are sensitive 1o you, If you look
at them with fear and revulsion, that s how they will see chem-
selves, Do you understand?”

Before 1 could answer, we were surrounded by several men
and wamen who rose from their food, obvia usly glad o see Mama
Chia, who rook her backpack from me and broughe out a package
of nuts and what looked like some kind of fruitcake she had
baked. “This is for Tin," she said. “Where's Tia?"

People were coming up to me, too, "Aloha,” sid ane woman,
wuching me lightly on the shoulder. [ tried not 1o shrink back,
and [ noticed both her hands looked normal. “Aloha,” T answered,
smiling on the outside,

Just then, T noriced people making way for a woman, the
voungest | had seen here — in her late thirties, 1 guessed. She
looked abour six months pregnanc. It was a sighr o warch her and
Mama Chia anempt o hug, Smiling, they approached each other
warily, leaning sideways, like rwo blimps trying to dock.

Tia actually looked very pretty, even with a erippled hand and
a bandaged aem. Mama Chia then gave her the cake, “This is For
you — and the baby,” she said.

“Mahalo!” Tia said, laughing, then tumed o me. “This i
vour new boyfriend?” she asked Mama Chia.

“Mo,” she declared. “You know my boyvirends aze bever look-
ing — and younger." They laughed again,

“He insisted on coming here w help out in the garden for a
few days; he's a strong boy and was glad to hear the rule thar val-
untecrs work uncil dark.” Mama Chia umed toward me, and with
a flourish said, “"Tia, this fella named Dan,”

Tia hugged me warmly: Then she rurned back 1o Mama Chia:
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“I'm o glad to gee vou!” With another hug — they had it down
now — she walked oft ra show Mama Chias cake 1o the others.

We sar down to ear. A waman affered me a tray of fresh fruig
she was very gracious, bur I ceuldn’e help noticing chat she had
only one eye on a scarred face, [ wasn't very hungry, and | was
abaur 1o rell her so, when [ looked up into her one eye. And we
rade some kind of con tact; her eve was so clear, and bright — for
a mamens, [ think [ saw her soul in there, and ir looked juse like
mine. | accepred whar she offered. "Mahals,” | said.

Larer, wiiLe Mama Cuia and 1 sar alone on twoe old wooden
chairs, [ asked her, *Why was that woman Tia so grateful for a cake?

She laughed, “Thar wasn't abaur the cake — though [ do
muke wonderful cakes. She was graceful because 've found a home
for her baby."

“You whar?”

She looked at me as if [ were very dense, and the was going re
have to move her lips very slowly. “Did you nerce thar dhers are
no children here? Mone are allowed, because of the disease.
Children bormn of lepers do not usually have the disease, bue they
are mare susceptible, so they cannor live heze, Thar's p:rhapsl the
saddest thing of all, because these people have a special affection
for children. Two monchs befare the birth of a child, the woman
must leave, have it elsewhere, and say good-bye.”

“¥ou mean Tia won't see her child — she has o give ic up?”

“Yes, bue | found a family nec oo far away, She'll be able o
visit her child: chat’s what shes so happy about.” Mama Chia
sraod abruptly. *T have people ro see. and things to do, so Il see
you arcund,”

“Wait a minure! I didn't say [ was staving.”

"Well, are you?”
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[ didn't answer sight away, We waked in silence, down toward
some burgalaws, and the beach area a few hundreed yards fuzsther.
Then | asked, Do you come here to teach theny?”

“Ma, o leam from them.” She pauacd, ssarching (or words,
“These are ordinary people, Dan. Were it not for cheir disease,
they would have been working in the cane fielcs, selling insurance,
practicing medicine, warking in banks — whatever ather peaple
do. I den't want 1o idenlize them; they have the typical problems
and sarie bews 43 anyone else,

“Bur courage is like a muscle i gets stronger with pracrice,
People don't tese their spizic enil they're Fuced with adversioe
These people have faced some cf the hardest emenional as well as
physical bactes: Ostracized by fearful people, chey live in o village
without the laghter ef children. The word ‘leper’” has become
synonyinaus for ‘ooe whe s toenel away from,” — o parah -
abandoned by the world, Few bave faced as much, and few have
shown such spirit,

e averacted anpswheee there’s a ot of spint, Thaos why e
taken special intersst in chese people — not as a halor — as a
friend."

“Aren’t they the sume thing?”

"Yes," she smiled. "I suppose they are”

Well, 1 guess [ can be a friend, oo, 1l stay — Lo jus: fora
fow days.”

“If yan geiz vour reeth and juse puc in your time, you'll have
wasted i, This week i about apening your heart — as much as
vou cat.”

“Aweek? | thought you said a few daysl”

“Aloha,” she said, tossing me a bottle of sunscreen and head-
ing off to visit 2 nearby sectlement. Shaking ey head, T rurned and
“'u'l.!]i.l_'lj 1.':ill::{ l.{nwrl. tﬂ\\rﬂfd tl'l.\'." oy ﬂ_F l:l.'lt:ﬂg_‘!‘:, |.|Ii|'|_]'|:|,!'|l\|-:'| il]'_"ﬂllt
aclversity, ane abaur spirir,
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I found my way o the main hall, and entered. e turned owe
to be the infirmary, full of serange smells and people in beds,
behind curtains, A very lean, emaciated man about Mama Chias
age rook me by the arm. “Ceme,” he said, releasing my arm as we
lefe che infirmary, indicaring [ sheuld follow him.

Then he pointed w another larger, barmck-style building
“Where you ear. Larer,” he said. Then, peinting to himself, he
added, "My name — Manow,"”

“Aloha” T maid "Glad 1o meet you, Manoa," Not sure he
understood me, [ pointed w myself and said, “Dan.”

He exiended a stcump with dhree fngers o shake hands; T hesi-
rated anly a moment. He smiled warmly, nodding as il he under-
stood, then gestured for me to follow.

We walked ta a large plat of earth, now being cleared.
Someone else greeted me, handed me a hoe, and pointed o a sec-
tion of earth, That was thar.

1 spent the rest of thar day, until nightfall, working in the gar-
den, Disorientating as it was, | felt glad to have a clear task to do
— 1w be helping out — giving something for a change.

Manoa snowen me where 1'd sleep; at least | had my own room.
[ slept well and wake up hungry.

In the main dining hall, 1 sac acrass from some people who
smiled at me bur spoke mastly to one anather in Hawaiian with a
bit of pidgin English. Everyone at my mble was fricndly, handing
me food again and again, while T tried to ignore cheir lesions.

That day, we — the gardening zrew and | — made= goed
progress, turning and breaking the soul, as rainsqualls passed over
anel were gone. | was carcful to wear the sunscreen, and someene
had loaned me a wide-brirmmed har.

The first few days were the hardest — the srrangeness of being
alene in this differenr warld, The residents seemed 1o understand
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this. Anather day passed in thar garden. [ was getting used 1o che
routine.

‘Thaugh nothing changed outwardly, something shifred inside
me. As che peaple of this eolony had come to accepr their lives, |
came te aceepe them, tog, not as “lepers,” burt as peopls. [ stopped
being an observer and started w0 feel a sense of community.

After this, [ was able to tune in ro a special camaraderie here,
born of isolatian; from their own suffering came a deeper compas-
sion for the pain of the world.

THE NEXT MORNING, returning from the Jacrine area, [ saw an old
man with twisted, deformed feet making his way across the com-
pound, trembling as he leaned on a pair of crurches. Just then, one
of the crutches broke and he fell. I ran aver to help him up. He
waved me off, murtering something and smiling a toothless smile,
then stood up by himself. Halding the broken cruech in one hand,
he hobbled on dhe other one off toward the infirmary.

There was no more work to be done in the garden uncil che
seed arrived, bur I was able to find plency ra do — in facr, 1 was
busy maming till nighe, carrying water, helping change bandages.
Someone even asked me to cur his hair, which 1 boiched, bur he
didn't seem o mind ar all,

All the while we chartered and laughed, anly half understand-
ing cach other. These were among the most sarisfying days I'd ever
spent — lending a helping hand. And on the fifth day a wave of
compassion washed over me — like nothing | had experienced
before. Ever. And | understoad Mama Chia's purpose. On that day
1 stopped worrying abour gering "rainted” by the disease, and
started wanting, really wanting, to be of service, in any way I could.

My heart was opening. | searched for something more [
could coneribure. 1 couldn't teach gymnastics: most of them were woo
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old. [ didn't have any other special skills that 1 knew of. Then, as
[ walked past a peaceful area just off the central compound, it
came w me Id help make a pond. That was it! Something of
beauty [ could leave behind.

I'd worked for a landscape gardener ans summer and had
learned the basics. I found our thar the communiry had some bags
of concrere stared in a shed and all the rools we'd need. A picture
formed in my mind: the vision of a beautilul, serene pond, a plice
to sic and medirate, or jusc ke a brief rese, The ocean was just a
few hundred yards away, but chis pand wauld be special.

1 shawed a sketch to Manoa; he showed it 1o some of the oth-
ers. They apreed it was a goad idea, and a few men and 1 began

digging,

THE MEXT DAY, just when we were ready o mix the concrere,
Mama Chia shawed up. *Well, Dan," she said, “a week has passed.
[ hope you've stayed out of mischief.”

“It hasn't been a week already, has i ™

“Yes. One week.”

"Well, you see. ., look, we're right in the middle of a project
— can you come back in a few days?"

“I don't know,” she said shaking her bead. “We have other
things 1o do — your training..."

“Yes 1 know, but I'd really like vo fnish chis.”

Mama Chia sighed and shrugped her sheulders, “Then we may
not have time for a special technique to get in ouch with — "

“Tuse a few mare days!”

“Have it your way,” she sid, mirning roward ene of the bun-
galows. | caughr a glimpse of her face. She looked pasitively smug,
I only gave it & moment’s reflection before lifting anather bag of
cancrete,
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Mama CHia RETURNED just in time o see us camplete the stone-
work. And che moment it was done, [ knew it was time 1o leave.
Several men came up to shake my hand, We'd formed a bond based
on working on a commeon goal, swearing vogether — a bond men
must have experienced for thousands of years. Ir felr good.

I was going to miss themall, I fele even closer o these ourcasts
fram society than o my professional eolleapues back in Ohia.
Maybe bearuse | had always felt like an outcast, too, Or maybe it
was hecause af aur shared task, ar their apenness, direceness, and
henesty. These men had nathing lefe to hide, They weren't rying
ta look good or save face, They had dropped cheir social masks,
allowing me w drop mine, too.

[ was rurning 1o leave with my well-rounded kahuna when Tia
came over and hugged both of us. | hugged her renderly. feeling
her sorrow and courage, knowing rhar she would span have o give

up her baby.

As Mama Cuia led me down toward the beach, other feelings
surfaced, 1o0: All the gratitude, sorrow, and love for Mama Chia [
had ser aside these pase ten days floaded in. Facing her, [ placed
iy hands en her shoulders and looked into her eyes.

“You've heen so good o me,” [ rald her *1 wish there were
samething more | could do for you....” | had o take a slow, decp
breath o hold ofl my soow, “You're such a.. . kind person...ic
just docen’t eeem fair, and.. .| don't deserve all the rime, the
enerpy. the life you've given me. How can T ever repay you?”

In answer, she hugged me far a long time. 1 held this ald
woman in a way I'd never been able to embrace Socrates.

Stepping back, she flashed me a bright smile: "1 fore what [ do
— sameday you will undersrand this. And whae [ do is nor fer

you, nor for Socrates, so chanks aren't necessary or appropriate, |
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act far a larger cause, 2 higher mission. By assisting you, Il be
assisting many others through you. Come,” she said. "Le’s go for
a walk on the heach.”

I surveyed the village, now back to its normal routing, and |
fele inspired by the aloha spirir of these people. [ saw them with
different eyes than those 1 had come with, Even though other
memaries might fade, this would remain one of the mast vivid —

more real, and lasting, than any vision,



CHAPTER 18

lluminations

in the Dead of Night

The ieed af Cod Is in us:
Pear seeds grow inlo pea’ lrees;
Hozel seeds (e bozel 1ees;

Ard Cod seads inte God.
— Maistar Eckeharl

MeiTHER OF vs salp mucH & we walked along the sceich of
white sand; we just lisiened to the rush of waves, and the shrill
cries of the albatrass, patrolling the coast, Mama Chia scanned the
hortizon, watching the long shadows casc by the late afternoon sun
like a car, seeing things not visible to most of us, [ examined the
dribtwood, pushed far up onw the beach by an unusually high
cide, generated by a storm che nighe before, | combed the beach,
loaking for shells, Sachi wouldn't be impressed by shells, but Holly
would like them. My little daughter, | thought, pictusing Holly's
sweer face, and missing her. [ thought of Linda, roe, and won-
dered if perhaps our lives were meant to po separate ways.
Glancing back, | saw the shadows cut across our meandering
trail of footprines in the wet sand., 1 gazed down, searching for sou-
venirs from che sea, and Mama Chia continued 1o scan the hori-

zon, and the stretch of heach ahead.

172
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We sleshed our into knee-deep surf o go around a rocky
point, She rook a deep breath and 1 thought she was going to @l
me samething. Bur Mama Chia was reacting ro one of che saddest
and strangest sights ['d ever beheld: Thonsendr of starfish, washed
up by the recent storm, litcered the beach. Beautiful five-poinred
stars, pink and tan, lay in the hot sand, drying aur and dying.

I sopped in my tracks, awestruck by this massive marine
graveyard, ['d read about grounded whales and dolphins, but I had
never actually seen one. MNaow, canfronted by thousands of dying
creatures, | felt numb and helpless.

But without missing a single limping step, Mama Chia
walked over to a nearby starhish, bent over to pick it up, walked
to the water’s edge, and placed it in the water. She then
walked back and picked up another little star, and returned the
crearure to the sea.

Completely overwhelmed by the sheer number of starfish, [
said, “Mama Chia, there are so many — how can what you're
doing make any difference?”

She looked up at me for 2 moment as she lowered anather
starhsh inra the =ea, “It makes a differenece o this one,” she
replicd.

OFf course she was right, 1 picked up a starhish in each hand,
and followed her example. Then [ delivered anather two into the
sea. We continued through the afternoon and into the evening,
under the light of the meon. Many starhsh died anyway. But we
did our best,

Mama Chia kepe bending down, again and again and again.
Bur chere was nothing 1 could say to dissuade her, She would live
until she died. And as long as | was here, on the island, [ would
help her. We worked long into the night. Finally, bone weary buc
feeling good, we lay in the soft sand, and slepr,
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1 AWOKE AND SAT UP ABRUPTLY, thinking it was dawn. Bur the
light that flickersd in my cyes was a cmckling fire, with Mama
Chia sitting nearby, her back o me.

“Couldn'r sleep?™ | said as | approached, 5o as nor 1o stare her,

"Had e¢nough sleep,” she said, never taking her eyes from
the fire.

| stood behind her and massaged her shoulders and back.
“What do you see in the fire?” [ asked, without expecting a reply.

“Whar if | tald you I wasn't from this planet!” she asked.

“Whar"

“Suppese | tald you that neither was Secrates? Or you?”

1 didr't know whart to say — whether to take her sericusly. “ls
thar whar you saw in the firet” was all 1 could think o ask,

“Sit dawn,” she said. “Sce for yourself"

| sat, and gazed into the dancing flames.

Mama Chia rose slowly, and began to knead the muscles of
my back wich her strong hands. “You asked me why I've been here
for you. It's because we're family,” she revealed. "Part of the same
spiritual family,”

“Whar do you mean — 7 1 never gor to finish my sentence,
Mama Chia gave me a solid whack ar the back of my neck. I saw
stars, then only the fire. .. deeper. . . deeper. ..

I saw THE BeGIMNiNGS of time and space, when Spinir became the
“ten thousand things™ the star forms, the planets, the mountains,
che seas, and the crearures greacand small that spawned there.

Bure there were no humans. Before history, in a rime of magic,
when Mind allowed it, che lepends wese born. The animals
evolved on earth, growing from all that preceded them. But no
human seuls exisred on the planer.

1 saw a vision of the ancient universe, where, within the curves
of space, angelic souls played in realms of freedom and bliss. This



Mleminatiens in the Dead of Night 175

mcmory, stared within the most ancient records of the psyche,
became the archecype for thar place we call heaven,

A wave of these souls came down to earth because they were
curious abouc the material realm — about che animal forms, and
ahour sexual-creacive energy — abour what it would be like in a
body.

And so, they overshadowed the primirive forms of animals
thar roamed the earth; chey entered them, saw chrough their cyes,
felc through dheir skin, and experienced the macerial realm and life
on arth,

[ saw them, [ felt them, as they grew ready ta leave rtheir ani-
mal hosts, and return w their Source, Bur these souls misjudged
the magnetic arcraction of the marerial realm; they became
trapped, identified wich the animal consciousness, Thus began a
great adventure on this planer.

These soul energies, and their humanlike higher conscious-
ness within the animals, impacted the DNA structure, causing
immediate and radical evoluionary leaps, This was revealed ro me
in visions within the genedc spirals chemselves.

The next generation of creatures provided che basis for the
Greek myths — centaurs, mermalds, satyrs, and nymphs; half ani-
mal, hall human, they were the source of legends, the Olympian
gods cohabitating with animalk and humans.

The first wave had forgotten that they were of Spirit, not
of lesh; they had become identified with their hosts. So a wave of
missionary souls came down to rescue the first wave, to pull them
out. But they, oo, were trapped.

Tiruc flashed h)f, centurics in an instant. A second rescue mis-
sion was sent; this time, only the most powerful souls made the
arrempt — and very few sapad. They, o, remained, trapped by
their own desire for power. They became the kings, the queens,
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the pharaohs, and che chiefs — the rulers of the lands of carch,
Sorne were like King Arthur; others, like Acila the Hun,

A third and final rescue mission was senr, These very special
souls were the most cou ragrous of all — the l“:u;:fi]l warrinr souls
— because they knew they weren'c coming back; they knew they
would be destined to live within a moreal bedy for acons —
suffering, losing loved ones, in mortal pain and fear, until all souls
were free.

They were a volunteer mission. And chey came to remind all
others wha they are. They include carpenters, students, doctors,
artists, athletes, musicians, and ne'er-do-wells — peniuses and
madmen, criminals and saints. Most have fargotten their mission,
bur an ember still glows within the hearts and memories of those
whe are destined w awaken m cheir heritage as the servants of
humanity, and o awaken others,

These rescuers are not “hetter” souls, unless love makes them
so They may be lost, or found. Bur they are awalkening, now,
Hundreds of thousands of souls on the planet — becoming a spir-
itual family.

I roLen my eves from the flames and turned o Mama Chia,
sitting next 1o me. Still gizing into the fire, she said, "My soul is
one of those who came in the final rescue mission. As was the soul
of the man you eall "Seerares.” And your soul as well.. "

That explained that sense of recognition | had felt in meering
her — and a few others in my life as well.

*There are many others,” she continued, “hundreds of thau-
sands, scattered across the planer — who feel a aall 1o serve; who
know deep inside that they are here o do someching, but cannot
guite articulare whar char something may be, Mare coming in all

the time, many of our children, searching to find out whe they are
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and whart they are here to do. All have in common a certain rest-
lessness — a deep sense of being somehow differenr, of being odd-
balls, visitors here, never quite fieting in. We feel at times a longing
to 'go home,’ bur we're not exactly sure where that is. We often
have giving, but racher insecure natures,

“Well, we are nat here ta fir in,” as much as we mighe like ro.
We are here to teach, to lead, to heal, o remind orhers, if only by
our example.

“The carth has heen the school for most human souls, bur our
souls are not yer completely of this earth. We have been schaoled
elsewhere; there are things we just know without knowing haw we
know — things we recognize, as if this is a refresher course, and
we are most definitely here on a service mission.

“Your search, Dan, will be for ways 1o make a difference — firse
1o awaken yourself, then to find the right leverage, the best means o
find the calling most nawral and effective in reaching out to others.
It is like this for all the peaceful warriors who share chis mission.
One of uz might beeame a haireurrer; another, a reacher; a third, 2
stockbroker or pet groomer or counsclor. Some of us become
famous; others remain anonymous. Each of us plays & pare.”

We sar there, staring out ro sea for 2 while — 1 don't know
how long — before she spoke again. “Se here you are, one of
many like-minded souls in a very different ‘wrapping, treading
water in the ocean of karma, but there’s a rowboar nearby —
miuch eloser 1o you than o many others. Before yau can help oth-
ers into the boar, you have o ger in yourself.

“And thar is what your preparation is about. That is why you
met Socrates, and why [ am here working with you. Not because
yau are snmehow special or more deserving, bur because vou have
within you that unstappable impulse to share yourself with others.”
She pauscd. "Someday, you will write, teach, and do other things,
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toa, to reach our to vour spiricual family, o remind chem of their
mission, o give the clarion call.”

The weighr of respensibilicy hir me like a falling safe. "Teach
these things? I can't even remember half of whar you say, And ['ve
no ralent for writing,” 1 pratested. "My grades in English weren's
sa good,”

She emniled. *1 see whar [ see.”

In another few hours, it would be dawng the fire had died
down to embers when [ spoke apain. “You say there are many souls
like me —"

“¥es, bur yau combine a parricular set of ralents and qualiries
that make you a goad transmitter. So you and Socrates found each
nther, and he sent you 1o me.”

Mama Chia then lay down, curled up, and slepr. 1 stared our
to sca until the frst hine of the sun lic the sky at the castemn tip of
the island, anel sleep finally came.

Monming. Strange, waking up on a beach, the warm rrapical air
my only blanket. Here the air felc comfortable even at dawn, like
a summer morning in the Midwest,

Sleeping in the open air whetted my appetite, and breakfast,
courtesy of Mama Chixs bonomless backpack, was both simple
and memorable: & handful of figs, a few macadamia nuts, an
orange, and a banana. An illuminating night had passed; 1 won-
dered whar the new day wauld hring.

As it turned out, the day was uneventful. We spent most of it
hiking home, and the evening having rea and listening to music
on her old phonograph. Mama Chia retired eatly; | slepr on her
living raom floor.

The following day, | would meet a ghost, and set ing motion
a series of events thar would again change the course of my life,
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Revelation and the
Warrior’s Way

Take time 1o delibaioie,
Eul wharn tha time far aztion arlas,
stop hinking and go in.

— Andrew Jocksan

IT cAME DUT OF NOWHERE, DR an mdirl.ary d:-l:,-v. as surprises
do. It came from seeds planted in the pase. "1 thought you might
like 1o meet Sachis family.” Mama Chia said as we walked along
an unfamiliar path into the forest. Why was she smiling like a
Cheshire cat?

Half a mile later, we entered a dearing where a lovely
house stoad, larger than Mama Chia’s but similar in design, with
a garden to the dde.

A little boy, abour five years old, emerged, jumped down the
two steps, and ran straighe at me, down the path. With a "Hi,
Dan!™ he jumped up into my arms, laughing, as if he'd known me
all my life.

“Well, hi..."

"My name’s Socrates,” he said proudly.

177
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“Reallyt” 1 said, surprised. “Well, that's a fine name.” 1 looked
up to see a small, slim woman, very lovely, wrapped in a deep blue,
Howered sarang, following her son. Buc she had no intention, i
turned our, of jumping into my arms,

Smiling graciously, she held sur her hand. “Hello, Dan, I'm
Sarah,”

“Hello, I'm ... glad ta meer yau." Puzzled, 1 glanced ar Mama
Chia. "Does evervone wround here know me?” 1 asked.

Mama Chia, Sarah, Sachi, and lirde Socrares all laughed wich
d:lighr; [ didnt understand what was so funny, bur rhey were cer-
tainly enjoying something,

“Sachi and Soc's father has wid them a lot abour you,” Mama
Chia said, painting behind me.

I murned, “Well, who — "

"Hello, Dan.” a voice interrupted me.

1 turned and stared, then paped, my jaw open wide. [ had
never seen o ghost before. Bur there he was — wll and slim, with
a curly hland beard, deep-sec eves. and a erinkled smile. *Joseph?
Is chat really youi”

He gave me a bear hug and slapped me on the back. Then |
stepped away. "Buc.. . but he told me you died — of leukemia. . "

“Died?" said Joseph, still grinning, “Well, | aw a licde tired .. "

“What happened?” [ asked, “How — ™

“Why don't you two go for a walkd” Sarah suggested. “You
have same carching up to da.”

“Good idea,” |oseph answered.

As we walked slowly into the forest, Joseph cleared up the
miystery of his apparent deach.

"I did have leukemia,” he confirmed. "l sdll do, bue with
Mama Chias help, my hady is handling it akay. Bur in a way,
Sacrates was rghe. | did die w the world Ter several menths. |
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became a renunciare, 2 hermir. [ eold him | was going to disappear
inta the farese, fase, and pray until | died or healed. Come to think
of it.” he said, “I'd better go back a few years ta fill you in.

“T was raized in the Midwest by a family of strangers, 171
always be gratcful to them for getting me through my childhood
diseases — all thase nighrs | kepr them up — and far giving me
food and sheleer, But [ never quire fir in, you know! It was as if
they had adopted me, found me somewhere”

“Yes," 1 said. "1 know.”

“50 the first chance | got, I hic the road — worked my way
across the councry, headed our toward the West Coast, deing odd
jobs, mostly. And when I got to LA, | just kepe going, [ ended up
here, on Molokai, [ had 4 friend who lived here, He encouraged
me to settle. So 1 became a young, agricultural entreprencur,” and
cultivated cannabis — "

“You grew marijuanat”

“Yes. Thar was to6o, and it just seemed like the thing 1o do. 1
dan'e do that anymore, because — well, now it just docsn'e seem
like the thing to do. | still cook when | get a chance, but there
aren't many chances around here. So 1 build cabiners and bureaus
— thar sort of thing. [ like working with wood. It pays the bills
and keeps me out of mischicf.” He smiled.

“Anyway, back then, I made a lor of monzy, and abourt thar
rime, 1 married Sarah, In 1064, Sachi was born, and..." Joseph
paused here — I think it pained him wo recall ic — *1 just splie.
[...” He scarched for the right wards, “Dan, you understand
abour the three selves, righe”

I nadded. *1 am acquainced with my Basic Self, but | sor of
lost eouch with my Higher Self.” [ answered.

"Just the oppasite with me,” said Jaseph, " rejecred my Basic
Self. All 1 wanced was 1o be up and our of here — w0 go home,
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wherever that was. | tried everything to ger high. I couldn't cope
with the hassles of daily life. 1 told myself 1 was a ‘spiritual being,'
a ‘erearive artist’ who didn't have to deal wirth ‘realing’ 1 spent most
af my time meditating, communing with namre, reading — all the
time hoping to go ‘somewhere else’ — anywhere [ wouldn't have to
deal wirth the drudgery, the derails, the physicality of this realm.

“Then, when Sachi came along — 1 wasn't ready 1o have chil-
dren, ta wark an a relationship or responsihilities: 1 didn'e know
how to deal with it So [ wook half our funds and splic 1 didn'
know where to go, but | ended up in Berkeley, California, and
after a few weeks, I ran into this old guy —7

“Ar a gas station,” | laughed, completing Jaseph’s sentence
far him,

"You can imagine the rest. Socrates insisted [ get responsible
work before he'd teach me, so 1 starred the café, We made a deal,”
he said. “I fed him some good food, and he turned my lite upside
down,"

"Sounds fair o me.” [ said, grinning.

“More than fair." Joseph agreed. *l got my money’s worth; he
really kicked my ass. | haven't seen him for about five years,
though. Went back to visit two years agp, but he'd gone. He once
said something abour going to the mounrains, maybe somewhere
in the Sierras — [ don't know, | doubr we'll see him for a while.”

“Well, how did you turn it around? [ mean, you came back
here, made a po of your relationship — you build cabinets, main-
tain a business. ..”

Joseph smiled ac me as I counted all che responsible dhings he
dic on my fingers. "I still isn'e easy,” be said. "But do you remem-
ber what Soc used to remind us? You know, aboue a chain break-
ing ar its weakest link — and so do we? Well, T juse decided I'd
better work vn my weak links,”
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*1 still have my work cut out for me," 1 said. "Bue I'm really
not sure how to ‘work on' getting into my heart. Mama Chia said
it had 1o come of its own accord.”

Joseph paused, thoughrful, and said, *T chink ir's just a marrer
of becoming mare and more aware. Simple awareness can ser in
motion many kinds of healing.”

We sat quietly for a while, then | reminded him, “You said
you were ill.”

Starled out of reverie, Juseph replied, "Yes — and 1 had
intended to go to the mountains to fast and pray, as [ told you
Bur then | remembered something Socrares had rold me about life
being hard either way, wherher you space out and give up, or
whether vou go for ir. Well, it sank in. I realized that the moun-
tain hermit ching would be another way to get our of the body, o
escape. | probably would have died.

“Bur I decided to return o Molokat, come whar may, o rake
up where I'd left off — bur do it right — wirh as much time as |
had left to de it in, if Sarah would have me back.

“She welcomed me with open arms,” he said, “Everything
worked our so incredibly,” he mid. "As soan as | commired o
coming back and digging in and going for it, it all fell inco place.”

“How?™

“Well, chat's when [ starred working with Mama Chia. She
raught me a few things, and helped me o heal.”

*It sure worked.” [ said. "I've seen your Family.”

Joseph gave me a look of complete contentment — a look [ en-
vied. And [ reflecred sadly abour the shambles in which I'd lefe my
own marriage and Bimily. Bur thar was poing 1w change, [ told myself.

Juseph seaod slowly, “T'm glad to see you again, Dan.”

“Best thing thar’s happened to me in a lang rime,” [ replied.
“And 1 lor of good things have happened.”
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I believe that,” he said.

“Amuzing baw we hoth fonnd eus way ro Mama Chin”

“Tesure is," he echoed. "And 5o is she”

“Fep and speaking of amazing, thar daughrer of yours is a
wonder,” 1 said — then | remembered what had happened in
vown, “She did ger a bic of a seare, though.”

“T know. .. Sachi wold me about it But from what [ Leur, she
wasn't the one whe was in rrouble.”

Yo got char dighe,” Ddeclared, “Boe thas ineidear avgin me
samething: 1 need ro leaen some miarrial arrs.”

"I’ M.erri sl Socrates never I.'.'l.u;_.{h L yau. He was I'll'fll;_}' W=
ing ar ih, Y{lll I{l'l.ﬂ'l'u".“

Yeal, T knew, Bue 1 was so focused an gymnastics — you
remember.”

“Oh, that’s right.” Joseph loaked thoughtful, then said, "Well,
Fuji used to study same Eind of karare. He'e a pood man. Maybe
e can help vou, but, Dan, for this sizuation, T dont think leam-
ing 1o fighe is really the answer. [ know those boys. They're not
really bad kids. Once they helped me push my car halt a mile 1w a
gas station, They're just bozed, and frustrared. There aren't many
jolas: I|1|:lyl pruhnl:l}' ot leel l:|.'ri1‘:|:r guur.l. about hemselves —
same old srery.” He sighed.

Yeal, 1 linow,” T replicd, | leoked at Joseph, "l gl you're
alive.”

“Me, ton,” he answeped.

As WE EMERGED from the forest and approached Josepl's front
i:fl!ﬁ, ]ill |E Suﬂr:l’:.\: e rlll'lHEl'lg.‘ jllr“ I'll:l'j ll:'. i:’:ll‘l:'l Jﬂ!’l: PI'|15 arnis,
then turned his dad’s Face so they were nose o nose. Tt was clear
hz waneed his Eather's undivided arrention.

; " A—
Joreph kissed Soe an the noss and torneld oome " Ton going
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back to Oahu romorrow ro complere a job, and, well — 1 need o
spend some time with my family.”

“Oh —sure,” Tsaid. “Mayhe I'll see you when you ger back.”

“Count on ir,” he smiled. Sarah came our, oo, and put her
arm around her husband. They waved as | murned back dewn the
path. [ heard Sachika's voice from their cabin as she called to her
family, “Food's ready.”

Walking back o my cakin, [ fele a seab of regrer as [ chouphe
of Linda and Holly. I wondered if' I'd ever have a happy family of
my own,

THAT AFTERNOON, wandering through the forest paths, | found
my way to Sei Fujimora’s house, Mitsu answered the doar, *1 just
put the baby down,” she whispered. "Fuji's not here, but he should
be back any rine. You want ro waic insidet”

“Thanks, Mrs. Fujimow — "

“Call me Mitsu."

“Thanks, Mirsu, bur ['d like va wait in the garden for a while,
if that's akay."

“Play with the garden spirits, eh?” she said, smiling.

“Something like that,” 1 replied.

I had always had a special feeling abour gardens, abour sitring
in the dirt, surrounded by planis. So | lay on my side, fecling rhe
warm, rich earth radiace pleasant heat on my chest and stomach,
and 1 E_ﬂ:d up close at a squ:sh hlossam, its vellow Hower so deli-
cate, with the most subde fragrance, waving in cthe gentle breeze,

And T did feel the garden spirits — a distincrive cnergy
so different from the cold, funclional concrete of the cities and
sidewallks, expanses of stark gray blecks, wich their sriffness
and rigidiry, Here, I felt ar peace. . ..

The hank of Fuji's truck broughe me back to the business at



186 DAM MILLMAN

hand. [ walked over to him, waved, and helped him unload some
bags of fertilizer to complement his compost pile. "Nice 1o see
you, Dan — glad to have some help.”

"H.:tll:lll:.-‘. Fuji, 1 caime o ask Fnr_}'.unr hi.'lp." 1 said.

He scopped and looked over at me, cueious, “How can | help
youl"

*Joseph said you used to know some karate,”

A smile of recopnition passed over his face. “Oh, | see. Yes,
I've studied a livtle of this, a lintle of thar, I'm nor as quick now —
have to hir the bad puys with bags of fercilizer, or with my car,” he
joked. “What do vou want with karate — somebody you want me
to bear upd” His smile broadened as he strack a pose, puffing up
his chest in mock bravado.

“Mo,” | laughed. “Nathing like thar. It's juse char | think |
should leam how o defend myself.”

“Not a bad idea; you never knaw when you'll need ir," he said,
“There’s a prewy good schoal in rown — I've stopped by and
warched a few times.”

"Oh, | don't think I'd be able to take lessons in wwn right
now; | dan't have the time,”

"What you want w do, tike a selFdefense pilll” he ushed.

“Ma," | answered, laughing again.

“1 was wondering if you could wach me someching.”

“Me?" He shook his head, “Its been too many years, Dan, I've
forgaten more than [ know.” He took a stance, kicked the air
then held his back, comically. “See what | mean?"

*Fuji, I'm serious. This is important to me.”

He hesicared. “I'd like to help you, Dan, but you betrer study
with a real reacher. Besides, I've por 1o run up o the ranch and
mend some fence,”

"Well, I've gor nothing else o do; hew abour if 1 help you
with the fencei™
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“Okay. Then ar least [ can teach you the fine art of fencing,”
he punned. "'l tell Micsu we're going,”

“And think about the other lessons, roo, okay?”

He called back to me: *1 don't like ro think too much abour
anything.”

WE SPENT THE REST OF THE DAY mending fences, Ie was hard wark
— digging pestholes, pounding the uprights, sawing and chopping,
Fuji loaned me a pair of his gloves or my hands would have blistered;
it reminded me of the old gymnastic days, Mitsu invited me for a
vegetarian dinner of steaming rice, vegerables, and tofi. Then the
baby's ery was Mitsu's signal to say good night.

“You did a gaod job, raday, Dan,” Fuji said, handing me a ten
dollar hill — the fime money I'd earned in a while.

"I can't take yaur money, Fuji.”

“Mot my money — vours. | dan't work for free; neither da
you,” he insisted, pressing ir inta my hand,

“Well, then, maybe [ ean use it 1o pay you for a marual arc
lesson.”

Fuji knit his brows in thought before answering, "I could give
you one painting lesson, bur that wouldn't make you a painter.”

“Sure it would.” [ said. “Just not a very good one.”

Scratching his head as if the idea pained him, Fuji said, “Ler
me think about it.”

*Good enough, and good night.”

The next moaning, Fuji woke me. “Olkay,” he said. *1 can show
you one ar owo thinps.” 1 opened my epes 1o sce him standing over
mie "Il waie outside,™ be said.

Jumping out of bed, T made a quick pit stop, then emerged
fream the cabin with shors on and shire in hand.
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I followed him to a spot of leve! ground about wenty feet
from the cabia, where lie turned, and said, “Stacd here, Face me”

“Uh, shouldn’ we warm up or somethieg? Tacked, acens-
tomed to my old gymnastic hahies.

“Dan’t need a warm-up in Hawaii,” he said. “Hawaii i a
warn-up. Besicles, a0 warm-up required for what we do; we get
warmer as we go, Olay?

“Okay; now U'm gonna show you a very good martial arss
mavemert,” Taking a conforrable stance, he said, "Copy me.” He
let oth arms drap o his sides, then Segan te bend his righs arm
ar the elbaw, rasing hiz hand. 1 did the same. Then he extended
his hand forward, toward rie. [ mirrered each movement as are-
cisely as [ could, As 1 did this, he reached oo with char hand and
.':‘.".lrtl.'d ﬁl-lull'{il'll; I'l'lil'l‘. “H‘ll'l.'ul' I.'Il'.l l""ll'l l‘lfi.hl !'I‘: .'i-'l.i‘-'!l grdll‘lnzng, I‘I'Iil..-l:'
to meet you, let’s be friends, akay?™

“Fufi, " 1 zaid, lerting go of his hand. "Quir playing around;
I'm1 serious!™

“Me, wo,” he assured me, “This is one of mv Fvorice tech-
niques, Its called ‘making friends” | always reach it firsr,”

“Then there’s more?” 1 asked. hapelul.

“Sure, bur il the Brse technique works, veu don't nzed any
otheri. T alio have a move ealled ‘handing wallet o chief!
Sometimes avaids pain”

“Fujl, i those bully bovs 0 towa ever run Tnto me again, |
may not be able to shake hands, and they don’s want my waller
they wans my head.”

“Oleay.” he said, serious this time. "1 berer show you a fow
things.”

"Kicks anel punches?”

5 poou
No — they hurt people,
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Getting frustrated, T ashed, "What kind of mardel arcist are
you, anyway!”

“Pacifist kind,” he replicd. “You hurt ather people enough
tires, you ger tired of seeing blood, Anyway, [ can help you with
self-defense, not offense,”

For THE NExT sEVERAL Houns, he proceeded ra show me a series
of evasive manewvers, owists, and rurns, and ways o shield myself
with circular mavemenrs of my arms — simple, and elegant, “1
likz to keep ic simplz,” he said. "Easier to pracrice.”

He tald me to visualite actual semckers, larger and meaner
than I would ever be likely o meer. Soon, the defensive elemencs
took on a life of their own,

I reached inte my pocker and offered him back his 1en dollacs.

“Mo," he waved me off. *This wasn't a lesson -— this was play.
Braughe back some good memories. Keep your maney — may
came in handy,”

“Thank you, Fuji.”

“Thank you, 1a0, Dan,”

We shook hands. "Stll my Faverite mave, that ene,” he said.

“Fuji.” [ asked as [ walked with him back to his cabin, “did a
spry ald man wich whirte hair, a friend of Mama Chia’, ever visit
around hete? His name is Socrates,”

Fuji knic his brows, then a smile came 1o his face, “Yes, 1 chink
£0 — ance, same years ago — short whice hair, wearing che hrighe-
est Hawaiian shict | ever saw. Must have come from California,”
he added with a grin. *Very inkeresting man.”

I could just imagine Socrates in a Hawaiian shirt, T wondered
if | would ever sec my old reacher and friend again, and all at once
T missed him terrbly.
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Odyssey

The seciel of siccess In tile:
Pregare for cpponunity when it comes.

~ Benjamin Disrosli

As wE NEARED Fuji's HOUSE, the strs wers just coming our, and
the moon was nearly full. Except for the crickets, and a solt wind, the
silent forest was asleep.

*You sure you won't stay for dinnert” he asked. “Mitsu is
always happy o szt aut one more plare.”

"Mo, really, I have some things to do,” 1 mid, but the truth
was, with the buby and all, 1 didn't wane to impose. Fuji siopped
and stared into space, He laoked serious.

Just then, | had a kind of premonition — not bad, exactly, but
unsettling.

“What is it, Fuji? Do vou feel something, oo™

“¥es," he said.

“Whar could it — " My thoughts narurally drifted 1w Mama
Chia. *Mama ChiaZ" | said. “Do you think — "

193



194 DARN MILLMAM

Fuji looked at me. "I'll drep by — just in case.”

“I'll go with you,” 1 said.

*WNa,” he replied. “It may be nathing.”

"l want o po.”

Fuji hesitated, then said, "Olay.” We walked quickly up the
parh roward her hause.

The feeling of forcboding grew stronger for both of us as we
drew near her house, *lc's probably nothing," I said, trying to con-
vince myself that everything was all righ.

We were asouTt To co ixsipe when Fuji sparred her, slumped
against a tree adjacent w the garden, She looked so peaceful there,
so still, with the moonlight shining on her closed eyes. Fuji rushed
to her side and started to check her pulse.

In shock, 1 knele slowly down next to him and stroked her
silver hair. My eyes Rlled with tears. "l wanted to thank you,
Mama Chia,” | said. “I wanted o say good — "

‘We jumped back in surprise as Mama Chia sar up quickly and
yelled, "Can’t a woman take a nap under the stas anymore!”

Fuji and [ looked at each other, delighred. *We thoughe you
— you — " | srammered.

*I was checking your pulse — " Fuji fared no better.

Then she realized whar we had assumed, “You thoughe T'd
kicked the hucker, did you? Well, don't worry, 1 was just practic-
ing. | want to get it right. We may have 1o rehearse every day until
you two can stop acting like bumbling foals,” she said, laughing.

A delighted Fuji excused himsell; dinner was waiting. But
before he left, he stopped to give me some good advice. “Dan,
abour those boys in town — "

“Yes?* 1 asked.

“Sometimes, the best way to win a fighe is o lase ic.”
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“Whar do you mean?”

*Think about it,” he said, then he tuned and headed home

for Misu’s VEZECACEAN Stew,

Thar nigurT, in Mama Chia’s living room, she and | roasted cach
other's health with several glasses of sake, My system was so clean
from the exercise and simple dier char the sake’s effece was devas-
tating — which is o say 1 got even more maudlin than usual.
Wich moist eves, I swore everlasring devation to Mama Chia, and
said good-bye to her “forever, just in case.” She parred my hand
indulgencly, smiled, and remained silent,

At some point, | muse have Fillen asleep on the oor, because
thar's where 1 faund my=elf the next merning, my cars Anging like
the hells of Nore Dame. | wanted desperately to distance myself
from my throbbing head, bur thers was nowhere to run.

Mama Chia got up looking obnoxiously chipper and made
me one of her “special remedies — worse than deach jrself"

“Speaking of death,” | said, each word sending stabbing pains
through me, "I don't think you're the onc who's going to dic soon
—— i's me, | ean ell — and | hope it's real soon,” | added, mlling
my eyes, “Oh, 1 feel sick.”

“Stop rolling your eyes," she suggested, " That will help,”

“Thanks. 1 didn't know I was solling them.”

An haur later, [ fele much better, much elearer, and with thar
clariny came a new wave of concern,

"Wou know, you really seared me lase nighe. | juse stood dhere.
I fele helpless — like there was nothing | could do.”

Mama Chia sat on a cushion on the floer and looked ar me,
“Ler’s ger this szraight once and for all, Dan, There is nothing
you're supposed to do. If you want peace of mind, [ suggest you
resign as general manager of the universe,
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“I'm relling you, Dan, ir's homestrerch for me — wharever
you do or don't do. Maybe romorrow, maybe a few monchs — bur
soon. I'm packed and ready w go,” she said, puing her leec on
the edge of the couch and gazing up ar the ceiling.

“Mama Chia,"” 1 confessed, "when 1 firsr came here, [ helizved
I needed you only to tell me where te go nexe.”

She smiled ar this,

“But now, I don't know whae 1 could learn that you and
Sacrates haven'r already taught me.”

She looked ar me. “Theres always more 1o learn; one ching
prepares you for the next,”

“That plice in Asia — where you met Socrates — is that
where I'm to go nexe?”

She offered no response.

“What is it — don't you trust me enough o tell me?”

“These are all Fair questions, Dan, and | understand how you
fecl. But I can't simply hand you a nune and address.”

“Why noi”

Mama Chia ook a breath as she considered how to respond.
“Call it the House Rules,” she said. “Or call it a safery device, an
initiation. Only those sensitive enough, apen enough, are meant
to find ic.”

“Socrates was abour as helpful ac you in erms of specifics, He
told me thae if T couldnt find my way o vou, [ wasn't ready.”

“So you undersrand.”

“Yes, bur thar doesn't mean 1 like it.”

“Like it or not, theres a bigger picture here,” she reminded
me. “And more people are involved than just you and me and
Socrares. We are only a few interweven threads in a larger quile.
And there are mysceries 1 dont even try to fathom; [ just enjoy
them.”
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“Sncrures nnoe gave me g business card,” 1 told her. “Ic's ar
home for safekeeping. Below his name, it says, 'Paradox, Humor,
and Change.'”

Emiling, Mama Chia sid, “Thacs life, all right. Secrares
always did have a way of curting to the hearc of things." Then she
vouched my arm, and said, "So you see, ity not a matter of
whether or not I trusr you, Dan, Ir's more a matter of you trust-
ing yoursclf.”

“I'm noc sure whar you mean.”

*Then rrust char, too.”

“But I remember Socrates saying vou would show me the way.”

“Yes, shoir you the way — not send you a telegram. To find
the hidden schoels, you have 1o discover the Inner Recards. The
House Rules don't permit me to tell vou directly; I can only train
youi ta see, to help prepare you, The map is inside.”

“Inside? Where?"™

“The hidden echoole are often in the middle of a ciey, or ina
small villagpz — maybe right nexr doar o where you live — nor
invisible ar all. Bur most peaple walk right past — oo busy visit-
ing the cves in Mepal and Tiber, searching where they expeet o
find holiness. Uncil we warriors explore the caves and shadow
places within our awn minds, we see anly our own reflections —
and the masters suund like fools, because only fools are lisrening,

“Mow,” she continued, “is the time when the invisible
becomes visible again, and angels rake wing. Yau are one of these.
It has been my dury, my happy dury, to help you along. Like
Socrares, I'm a cheerleader to the soul,” she saiid. “We're here 1o
support you, not make ir easy for you.

“You have to find the path ahead, as you found me, All 1 can
do is point in the right dircction, push you amvard, and wish you
Godspeed.”
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She saw my expression. "Relax your brows, Dan. And swop
teying 1o figure everyihing our Youdan’ have re know everything
abwut the oeean o swirain it”

“[ha yau think I'm ready 0 mave ont”

"Ma, not yet. IF you left now — 7 She laft the sentence
unfinished, and ehanged saurse. “You're almost there — maybe an
hour from now, ar a few years. [ hope to remain here long enough
Fa see Yol — 4

"Make the leap,” | haished for her,

“Yes, Hecanse, as ve said, after the fewrch flaoe, (s an express
:.'lc'.-'rllnr.':

ut.‘.'.l mﬂ.i{: [hl.' lﬁi’lF ml.'!:!r', righ'l' T, H‘I knt’\" |'|If'l"-'l'|'I| T Hﬂi{L
frustrated, "Ud do wnyching for pou; just tell me whar w do.”

I wish i were thas simple — o jusr tell you. Bur change has
to come from inside you — like a flower from it seed — yow can't
rusgh ir. We don'r zonerol the rimetable,

“In the meantime, just do whar feels righ deal with whateves
szands in frane of you. Use everything o graw, to uplifi. Take care
of any unfinished business on the lower floors. Face your fears; do
wharever yau have to da ;o maximize your health and energy
Clannel and discipline that energy: you lave 1o mster voursell
before yau can go keyond chat self”

She paused, sl took another deep breach belvrs saving, “1ve
shown you whar you nced o knew lo will help you, or ner,
depending on what you dowith "

Heavyheared, [ stared ar the Mloar, and said iv 2 hushed wane,
almost w myself, [ keep lasing wachers. Fiest Socrates sends me
1“('”.:'." Hl'll': v }'Hll hl.'l[ me }"ﬂl.!.ll |.'H: Il:ﬂ'.'il'lg IIHT:’!.“

“You don't ever want to get tow attacaed o any one teacher”
she said. "Doa't misrake the wrapping For che gift. Da you under-

senelE”
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“1 think 1 do," [ replied. "It means I have another wild-goose
chase in store — looking for someone without a face in a place
with no name."

She smiled, “When the studenr is ready, the teacher appears,”

"I've heard that ane before,” 1 said.

“But do you really understund? Thac statement really means
“When che studenc is ready, the teacher appears — everpiehere’ in
the sky, in the trees, in taxicabs and banks, in therapisis’ offices
and service srations, in your friends and in vour enemios, We're all
teachers for ane anather. There are teachers in every neighbor-
hood, in every city, state, and country — teachers for every level
of consciousness, As in every field, sonve are maore skilled or aware
than others. But it dossn't matter, Becuse everything is an orade;
it’s all connecred; every piece mirrars the Whole, when pau have
eyes to see, and ears wo hear. This may sound abseraer to you now,
bur one day — and thar day may not be tao far away — vou will
ﬂhmlutrly understmnd ir. And when you da,” she mid, picking up
a shiny stone, "you'll be able 1o gaze into this stone, or cxamine
the veins on this leaf, ar watch a paper cup blowing in the wind,
and you'll understand the hidden principles of the universe.”

Afrer pondering this, 1 asked, “Is chere something wrong with
human teadhers?”

“Of course there is! Because every teacher in a human bedy is
going to have some kind of imbalance, eccenericicy, or weakness,
Maybe the problems are big, and maybe licde. Maybe it's sex or
food or power — or wane, the teacher may go and die on you.”
She paused here, for effecr.

*But tor most people,” she continued, “1 human teacher is the
best game in town — a living example, o mirror. I eusier w
understand a human’s writing or speaking than the languape of the

clouds or cats or a shalt of lightning in a purple sky.
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“Humans, too, have their wisdom ta share, bur human teach-
ers come and go; once you open the Inner Records, you see ic all
directly, from the inside, and the Universal Teacher appears.”

“Whar can | do now to prepare myself2" [ asked.

Mama Chia paused, grew very guiet. and stared at nothing,
Then she rurned 1o me. “I've dane what 1 can to help you prepare.”

“Prepare for whar!™ | asked.

"For what's to come.”

“I've never liked riddles,”

“Maybe that's why like has given you so many.” She smiled.

“How do | know I'm readyt”

*You could know by faith,” she said. “Buc your faith in your-
self isn't strong enough. So you need a challenge — a west — 1o
mirtor and prove whar you have, or haven'r, yer leamed.”

Mama Chia stoed, and bepan pacing acrass the room, then
gwing out the window, then pacing some more, Finally, she
siopped, and said to me, “Thers is 2 cressure on this island — well
hidden from unprepared eyes. 1 want you to hnd it IF you do,
then you're ready 1o leave, and go on with my blessings. If nor —"
She didn't camplete the sentence except 1o say, “Meet me ar sun-
ser, tonight, in the foresti 'l explain everything to you then,”

Redbird landed en the windowsill ouside. Warching him, |
said, *I'll be there. Where exactly shall we meet?” When [ looked up,
she was gone, “Mama Chia?" I called. “Mama Chia?" No answer. |
searched the house and our in back, bue T lenew [ wouldn't find her,
until sunser. But where? And how? Thay, | sensed, was 0 be my
Fiest task.

[ RESTED MOST OF THE AFTERNOON — no relling whae I'd have
o do afrer the sun wenr down. 1 lay un my bed, wo excited 10
sleep. A part of me kept sorting through the files of everything Id
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learned about the three selves and the seven floors of the 1ower of
life; images and feelings kept Roating by,

I couldn’t even remember how the world looked befire 1 met
Mama Chia, [ wondered how | saw anything at all. Bue visions
were ane thing: real-world rests were another. Whae did she have
in store?

I thought af ull the likely, and unlikely, places she would walt,
but [ soon concluded thac trying to figure ic our would be froidess.,

Then I chought, Basic Selves are in concace, so my Basic Self
should know where hers iz, [ anly had e pay arention ro irs mes-
sages through my intuitive sense, my gut feelings. 1 could home in
on her like a Geiper counter! Mow T knew hew — bur eould 1
acrually do i

I knew I'd have o relax my body and clear my Conscious Self
in order 1o sense the messapes from my Basie Self So, in rhe lare
afeernoon, [ found a mound of dirt ar the edge of the forest and
st in medimtion. Letting my hreath rise and fall of irs awn accord,
L let my thoughts, sensations, and emotions rise and Fall like waves
on the sea. Unperurbed by the currents of the mind, I warched
them come, and let them go, without clinging or artachment.

Just before sunsex, | rose, strerched, took a Few deep breaths,
breaching out any tension, concern, or anxiety that might interfere
— and strode 1o the center of the clearing, Stay confident,
reminded myself, Truse the Basic Self; ir knows.

Firee | eried to visualize where che was, | relaxed, and waited
for an image. Her face appeared, bur it felr like a picrure I had
constructed from memory, and [ couldn't really see her surround-
ings. Then I listened with my inner ears for some kind of clue,
maybe even her vaice, Bur that didn’t work either.

As a trained athlete, 1 had developed a refined kinestheric
sense, acutely aware of my body. So 1 used this sense, turning
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slowly in a circle, feeling for a direction. Then my mind inter-
vened: She'll probably be sitting right on her front porch. No,
she'll be at the frog pond. Maybe she's in the forest near Joseph
and Sarab’s, or Fuji and Mitsu's, Or she'll sneak into my cabin and
wait for me to give up. Suddenly aware of what | was deing. |
threw all that away. This was no time for logic or reason.

Fecl it! I vald myself. [ silencly asked my Basic Self to rell me,
I waited, stll curning slowly. Mothing, and then, "Yes!" In my
excitement, | had shouted out [oud. | pointed my arm, ar it
pointed itself — 1 don’t know for cermain — and felt an inner
confirmation, like gut feclings 1'd had in the past, only stronger,
My Conscious Self jumped in with all kinds of douhts: This is
silly — just your imagination. You cant know this, you're making
ic upe

Ignoring my choughs, 1 followed my arm, up ac an angle,
to the left of the path toward the ridge. | starred walking, and
the feeling remained serong. [ headed decper into the forest, off the
path, and stopped. I turned, feeling like a blind man, relying on
new inner senses. She fele cdloser; then doubts assaubied me once
again,

But the feeling was stronger than my doubts, and it told me
she was near. [ turned onee again in a circle, stapped, and walked
forward. Righe into a rree. As | ouched the ceee, it said in o loud
voice, “Thar was oo easy; next time, I'll make you wear a blind-
fold.”

“Mama Chia!" | eried, thrilled, stepping around the tree to see
her sinting there. ] did it [r worked!” | was jumping up and
dewn, “T didn't knaw where you were; | couldn’t have known. But
[ found you,”

This proved ro me that there is more to this world, more w

human beings, and more to me, than meets the eye. Actually
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crusting my Basic Self, and seeing how the Conscious Self could
get in the way, broughr all the conceprs | had learned into focus,
and into reality, “This is ineredible!” [ zaid. "What a magieal
world!”

With a considerable but gallant effore, | helped her to her feer
and reached around her in a bear hug, “Thank you! Thar was
really fun.”

“Like any child, the Basic Sclf loves to have fun,” she said.
“Thar's why you feel so much energy”

1 soon calmed, however, and 1old her, “T'll find this mreasure,
wharever it is, if thar’s the challenge you have for me. But I don't
really have ro look anpwhere else; you're the ereasure. [ want to stay
here, with you, as long as I can.”

“Dan,” she said, taking me gently by the shoulders, “this rells
me vou're close to making the leap, so very close, Bur I'm nor the
one you'rs here to serve. Um just & way station. Remember me
with gratitude, if you will. Bur not for me — for you — because
gratitude opens the hearr.” In rhe lase pink light of the sunser, her
face laoked beatific as she smiled at me, mircoring back all the love
I fele For her.

*And now.” she said, “the time has came for you to begin.”
She sat down ance again, ok her notepad and a pen our of her
pack, and clnsed her eyes. As | watched her, she juse sar and
breathed. waiting. Then she began 1o write in her trembling hand
— slowly ar first, chen Faster. When she finished, she handed the
note to me. It read:

Over waier, uneer ez,

in the forest high youlf be,
Trnst your instinct, in the sea;
bring the easure home 10 me,
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I you find is, as you mighs,
you will el diay and wight.
As you see it you will o,
ax abave, then so belon

Owce you grasp it. you will be
ready then to cross the sea,

I read the note a second time, "Whae does it meani™ | asked,
lenking up. She had disappeared again. “Dramn it! Hew: da vou da
thacd” [ yelled inte the foresr, Then, with a sigh, | sar down and
wondercd what to do next.

So, I was o go on a treasure hune — some kind of odyssey,
Well, 1 could start in che morning — that made sense. Bur dhe
riddle said I would travel "day and nighe.” On the ather hand,
there was no use starting until 1 knew where | was going. | looked
at the riddle again. Clearly, | was o go a number of places: aver
water, under seca = that part had me baffled — and in the foreses,
too. Most puzeling was the last part: "As you see it, you will know,
as abave, then so below.”

On an impulse, perhaps hoping for a sign or clue, [ decided ra
hike up into the forest to get a better perspective, A full moon was
rising in the east, lew on the herizon, but eneugh o lighe my way.

"Walking alone in a forese at night playing hide-and-seek with
the meon,” I sang aloud, in time with my foowteps as | hiked
rhythmieally up the damp, moonlic pach. 1 felr Fresh, alere, and
alive. The lforest didn't really change much at night, buc | did.
Myseertaus and unaccustamed activiy broughe my Basic Self ra
the surface. 1 enjoyed the excitement.

A warm glow began in my abdomen and, like an expanding
energy, bubbled up through my chest so thae T had to let out a ery
like a bird, “Escaaahh,” 1 screeched in a high-pitched tone, T felt
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likee 2 bird, then like 2 mouncain lion, padding silently chrough the
night, I'd never had a challenge quite like this ane.

As | climbed higher, a light sheen of swear farmed on my face
and chest in the warm night. And | wondered abour the mystery
of this life. This magical night seemed unreal, or rather, as real as
a dream. Maybe I was dreaming. Maybe I Fell off char surfboard
into the sea; perhaps [ was in a delirium in another body, another
liferime, or in my bed in Ohin.

I stopped and surveyed the forest below: the dark trees were
highlighted by silver brush strokes of masnlighe. Mo, this wasn'e
a dreamn; this was real sweat, and chat was 2 real meon, and 1
wais really tired. Soon, itwould be dawn. The ridge was juse above
— anather half hour, maybe. So I pushed on, racing the dawn o
the top.

When [ made it, breathing hard, | found a sheltered spot and
slepr until the sun pecked aver the rocks and touched my face. [
looked out over Molakai. Now whae?

Sec's voice came ro me then, in my memorny:. He had been
speaking about the koan, an insolvable riddle designed to frustrate
the conscious mind, The “"solurion” or answer was not the right
words, but the insight behind them,

1 wandered if Mama Chix's riddle was a koan, as well. A pare
of my mind began w conemplae this quesdon, and would
continue contemplacing ie many hours, whether 1 was awake or
acleep,

Then I thoughe abour shape-shifring. Mama Chia had called
it a “deep form of empathy.” When | was a child, 1 had played
“what-if" gamess Whae if T were a tiger — what would thar be
like? What if | were a gorilla? And in my own childlike way, 1
would mimic these beasts, nor skillfully, hue with real feeling.

Maybe that would help me now.
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As thar idea came o me, 1 saw an albarrass, flying quire low,
soaring on a thermal, siteing almose seationary in che air above me.
With a shock, 1 realized that for a single instant 1 had become the
albatrass, secing through is cyes, looking down at me. With a loud
caw, the bird flew, in a straight line, as if coasting down an endless
slide, toward anather tawn, And 1 knew the next place 1 would go
— yee — the 1own of Kuanakakai, Whar a miraculous nighi!

Before I scarted my descent, T surveved the entire island,
bathed in meonlighe. Its perfece thar [ carne here, first, ta per an
overview, | thought. I was abour to leave when | noticed a feather
of the albatross ar my feer, T picked it up, then felt an ancienr urge
rising inside me. [ was beginning a quest — why nor smare with a
cerelnony?

| mised the feather over my head wich my [ef arm, and pointed
my tight arm to the ground — connecting heaven and earch. 1 felr,
and looked, like the magician card of a waror deck T remembered.
Then, I saluted the North, the South, the Ease, and che West and
asked the island spirirs for assistanze,

My Basic Sell gave me renewed strength as | heuded down, as
quickly as my legs could cacry me. | stopped only ance for a brief
rest, in the late morning, picking some papavas on the way, ear-
ing them apen, cating them sloppily, with no regard far manners,
and rossing the skins o enrich the soil. T walked with a vengeance,
with a purpose, although [ had no idea yer what it was, Ah, yes, |
told myself. Going to town.

A helpful rainsquall washed the papaya juice from my face
and hands and chest; then the sun dried me, and the wind blow-
dricd my hair and beand.

| hitched a ride partway in the Lack of a pickup ruck with
“Molokai Ranch” stenciled on the side, and I walked the rest of
the way to Kounakakai, T Felt quite the rogged mounmin man
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when | sauntered into rown — steaight into rhe arms, so o speak,
of my recent acquaintanee and eld nemesis, Beer Belly, alang with
his companions.

By this time, 1 wasn'r corally grounded, 1o say che least, Up
must of the night, fueled by a few papayas, 1 felt past tired —
approaching punch-drunk. As the glow of recognition slowly
fRlled Beer Belly's round Face and his hsts started clenching, | heard
mysell say, in my best cowboy voice, *I hear you bushwhackers
bin' lookin® fer me.”

This stopped their advance for che momene. *Bushwakas,”
mused Beer Belly, “Dis puy called us "bushwakas.' "

"l don' think dat’s geod,” oue of his luger friends volun-
teered.

*I don’ pay you te think,” their fearless leader announced.

"You don’ pay me at all,” Big Fella retorted in a stroke of
genius, | naticed rhar the smallest of these young gentlemen our-
mreched me by six inches and mavbe fifty pounds.

As their discussion continued, Beer Belly recalled his original
intent and inspiration: w wen me inte poi. Uswly you mash up
taro root into a white paste, bur | would do fine, [ belizved he sur-
mised, as he stepped forwand to clean my chaps.

Beer Belly swung and | managed to driw upon enough of my
recent training o dedge the blow, rolling wich chat punch, and the
next, and the nzxe. He throw punches like & major-league pircher
— specdballs, curves, and baseline screamers. My Basic Self must
have learned its lessons well. Force comes in, get out of the way, |
theughe, evading each punch.

[ was no martial arts master after one lesson. But it had been
a very gond lesson, And if the ruth be known, Beer Belly may
have already had a few oo many and was not really ac his best.

I had to hand it to chis kid; he was persistent, Turning red in
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the face. hufling and sufliag, he iried t swat this hippic baale boy,
prohably from Califorcin And he waxs filling. [e frant of his
friends,

| continued slipping andd bobling and weaving, stanting w
feel like Bruce Lee. | sven had tinwe to send a silens thanks ce Fuji.

Then I remembered something else Fuji had coughs mes
Samerimes, the best way to win a Bght is 10 lose i

I|1:-:r.-1:1r|:.r, | torned in m chis Hnung fedleows, 1 felr what be was
teeling. and I grew sad. This was his deinain [ had inveded — and
fighting was anc af the few chings he prided himselfin, and ke was
falling apare in frone of the only fiends be bad, As asual, I only
h:h:n t]linl{irlg F.!:l[:l'l.lt Imie. Fllji WS TEE]'l | .dl.n imF[:lf':lln.T I".H.rl.' (4] Pﬂ:lr—
defense is knowing when nar to defend the self,

I et down ay guard and rollad with the punch ay Beer Belly,
with one kst heroic effore, let loase a right heoX thae glanced off
my cheeklione, [r was [ke gemivg bic with ¢ (vieg bam, [ heard o
lewd sound as my head snopped w che side; 1 saw scars and found
myself lying on a pile of seattered trash.

Half sicting up, rubling my head, T aaid, "That was one hell
o 1 punch. You have brass knuzkles, or whart"

He had saved fuce, [ was the vanguished enemy. | saw his
expressian change as he held up his fist.

“Dreer kruckles made of frmr, " he said,

“Felp me up, will you” | said, reaching up. "Let me buy you

puys a hear”
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Sunlight Under the Sea

n the 1oa covas, thore's a thirsl, thare’s a lowe,
thre's an acslasy, ll hend lika shalli,

vou can Fold tham in your palm.

= CGeame Seferis, Book of Fxarcizes

He sesitaten, then reached down and pulled me up *l can
drink a lot of beer,” he said with 2 smile that revealed two missing
teeth, As we walked towarnd the stare — the sign over the doos sajdl
“Spiries” — [ rubbed oy bruised cheekbone, glad for the ten-spo
Fuji had given e, sinee | kad almaose no ather 2ash. | thoughe to
mysall, This is ene hell of a way ro make new friends.

But make new [ziends I did. Especially with Beer Belly, whose
real name was Kimo, He seenced to ke o liking to me, wo, The
other guys drifted off after my money ran out, but Kime stayed
araund, He even offered ro buy me one,

"Oh, thanks. Kime, buz I'm full up — hep" | said on
impulse, “do yeu know where | can get hiold of a sailbaa™ [ really
don’t know where that idea came from, but T was going. as they

sy, witly the Naw,

209
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To my surprise, Kimo, who had been staring ar the bar and
sipping his beer, came alive. His cheeks por more colorful, and he
turned to oie, excited as a young schoolkid. You wanna sail? I got
a boat, I'm the best sailor in dis town,”

To put i mildly, we were out of there. And half'an hour luter,
we were eruising our to sea on a stiff breese, bouncing over the
slight chop. “I know dis pood spot for fishin'. You like fshin'?"
This question was, of course, purely rhetorical, as if he'd said, “You
like breathin'?™ — leaving little room for a negative respanse.

“I haven't been Bshing in years,” [ said diplomarically. As it
wurned our, there was one rad, so Kimo fished, lost in his own
world, and |, E';u! far the company, lea ned over the side and g;nr.n.l
benearh the surface,

The chop had calined to a glissy surface; the water was clear
as crystal, [ saw schools of fish swimming below, and wondered
what it would be like ...

WiTHOUT ANY CONSCIOUS EFFORT on my part — mayhe thae was
the key — 1 found my awareness flying with the fsh, That's what
it was — flying, To the fish, the sea s ain T felr an unaccustomed
sense of aquatic mastery: with a flick of my tailfin, [ was a rocker,
a shooting star. The next momenr, | was romally relaxed and
gliding. ..

Relaxed, but always alert. Death came From any direction
here, and suddenly. 1 saw a larger fish snap and a smaller one was
gone. The sea was a living machine of movement and reproduc-
tian, eating and death, bur in spite of it all, grear beauty, and

P,

I smarrep sack As Kimo saip, *You know, Dan, dis boar — and
dis veean — i feels like my lilke,”
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Sensing that he was sharing something personal, | listened
intently.

“Seem like sometime it’s peaceful — like now. Udder times
dere’s a stonm — can’t control da scorm — bug can crim da sail, tie
things dewn, ger tru dat storm and you're a lot scronger — you
know?!”

“Yeah, [ know what you mean, Kimo, My life's a lot like that,

taa.”

“Yeah?"

“Yeah, [ guess we've all got our storms,” [ said.

He grinned at me. “You're all rght, you know? [ didn't think
50, before, Bur | do, now.”™

[ grinned back at him. "1 think you're all righe, we." 1 really
meant it Kimo seemed like a different person, now that T had
looked beneath the surface.

Kimo was about 1o say something else, [ could tell, He hesi-
tated, mavbe working up the nerve, then confided, “Someday,
I'm gonna hnish high scheol, an' ger a goad job. Learn 1o speak
berma, like you." He waited. Somchow, my opinion meant some-
thing ra him,

“Well," I suid, "anyone who understands the sea as well us you
do — 1 think he can do any damn thing he sers his mind mw."

[ saw a glow spread across his Face. "You really think sod”

“I really chink so."

Thoughtful, he didn't say anything for a while, so 1 just s
and gazed into the clear warer below. Then, abruptly, he pulled in
his fishing rod and set sail. “Dere’s someplace | wanna show you.”
Tacking, we headed sourth, uncil we came ra a reel, just visible
beneath the water's surfuce.

Kimo trimmed the sail, kicked off his thongs, and dove into
the water like a seal. His head quickly reappeared. Cleady in his
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clement, he reached inside the boar, grabbed a diving mask, threw
me 2 pair of popples, and gaid, "Come on in!"

“You bet!” | said enthusiastically. Sweary and dirty, 1 needed a
swim. I slipped off’ my shiet, rid myself of my sneakers and socks,
adjusced and slipped on the gopples, and followed him as he glided
smoothly dhrough the water, directly over the beautiful, razor-
edged coral rect, about ten feet below the surface.

Kimw swam about twenty yards more, then stopped, treading
WAlCH, and waited For me. Mot Lll'.'lllE" & very :'[mug swimmer, 1 it
the exertion; by the time | reaclied him and started treading water
like a landlubber, I was already tired. So [ had my doubts when he
said, "Follow me down.”

“Wair a minute,” I said, panting, wishing 1'd spent more time
doing laps at the callege pool. “Whats dawn there?"

So at home in die waer himself, Kimo didn’t really appreciate
that I might net be entirely comfortable. Bue he saw my doubeful
expression and, floaring on his back, ouerlike, he explained,
"Dere’s a cave. Mobody knows about it but me. I'm gonna show it
o you,”

“But, it’s underwater. How're we going to breathe?”

“Ar first you gotta hold your breath. Bur once we get tru da
tunnel, we come up in dis cave, an’ dere’s afr, ” he said, sharing his
discavery with growing excitement.

Far less enthusiasric, | asked, “How long do we have 1o hold
our hr — " He suddenly turned botrom up and dove straighc
down beneath the shimmering surface. "Kimo!” [ yelled after him.
"How long is the tunnel?”

1 had a few seconds to make my decision. Would | follow him,
or just swim back to the boat? That was safer, and probably wiser.
Bur that linde voice Id henrd many times before, said, Ga for 7!
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“Oh, shue up! Theard mypsell say aloud, as [ vook some deep,
rapid beeaths, and dove, following Kimeo,

The goggles fir okay, and T was acnually more relaxed under-
water than wying o hold myself above, And all the breathing exec-
cises I'd done in the pase, and the few | did daily, helped. | could
take a deep breach and hold it longer than most people, but not
necessarily while swimming fifreen feet down, then through a run-
nel char went whe knows how far,

My ears started hurting from the pressure. 1 held my nose and
blew, rhen straked madly e carch up with Kima, focusing all che
while on that cave, with air. | saw him go into a large hole in the side
of the reef. and I followed him inco the dim lighr,

Ta my dismay, the wneel nacrowed as we swam; | archully
avoicled the sharp coral. A meneal image of an eel made me look
riphr and lefr inte the many dark spaces thar could hold a sea crea-
ture. My lungs told me it wis dime 1o breathe — now — but dhe
winnel continued as far as T could see, Then, it began o narrow
even more. In a mament of panic, 1 realized T couldn’t curn
araund. My lungs were pumping madly, but | clamped my lips
topether and foughr en.

1 saw Kimao's feer disappear, and just as my mouth was abour
to burst upen to leel the choking water rush in, T angled upward,
then gasped like a newborn infint as my head emerged intwo the air
of an underwarer cavern,

My moad much improved, [ lay panting, half submerged, on
a rock ledge.

“Some kinda place, hub?” he asked.

“Uh huh,” I managed o sy, Recovering, T loaked up and
around ar purple, green, and blue coral, dramatically colored as if
it had been decorated by a movie ser designer, Then | naticed
something vdd: A single beam of sunlighr shone chrough the roaf
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of the cave. But the whole reel was underwater! How could there
b an opening?

You nevicad da light, huld” Kinco said. "Up dere, in da eeil-
ing — see dar plece af glasst It covers an apening, so da water
dan’t come in.”

"How — "

iz — Japanese divers from a long tinte ago, T think. Mayle
dey explare dis cave — pur da glass dere,” hie pointed.

[ nocded, still puzeled, “Bur hew did the air get in here!

“Comes in a few times a year when da tide's low, Somerimes
iv leaks. I firsz foun’ dis plase when © saw some tiny bubbles com-
ing up @ da surface.”

Feeling better, T sat up, and felt the excitement of being in this
I‘iflrll:l'l -'llfl'."'ﬂ'kf. 5.1.:1.:' rlrrr::l Tl'H.' wnr!'.l. 1'&':: b?inlh;‘:{ Ak L'.'IEIl ::llh.'.r Iil:‘:'
rwe bogs in their secret clubhouse. “Da you think aayone else has
ever been here?” | asked.

Kimo shrugged, "Jus’ dase ame divers an' me”

We were silent after that, gezing in awe, feeling the energy of
this uaderwater cove where the sunlight streamed in,

Kimo lay back and scared ot the ceiling. | explored, crawling
carclully ever the sharp coral, Ia this subsea ride pael, algac and
seavweeed prew thick, clinging o the eoral, giving the cave an ecerie
greenish hue,

[ was turning to crawl back, when my anm slipped. It plenged
down into a crevice in the coral, vight up to my shoulder, 1 was
srarting to exiract my arm when ney hand elosed araund some-
thing — maybe a chunlz of rocl. I pulled iv ovr, apened my hand,

and was amazed 1o see what appaared w be a small stae, so

encrusted with dny barnacles and algee it way bard w be sure,

*Leok e dhas!” 1 ealled w Kine,
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He came over and looked at it, a5 awestruck as |, “Looks like
a statue or something.” be said.

“Here," I said, handing it to him. [ didnt wanr ta give it away,
bt ir seemed the righr thing o do.

He looked ac it, and clearly would have liked it, but he had his
standards, too. “No. You found it. You keep it. To remember.”

“Thanks for showing me this cave, Kimo.”

“Yau keep it a seerer, okay?”

“I'll never tell anyone where it is.” | promised, mcking the
sIatue into my pants,

The swim out was challenging, but ner as difficelr as the way
in, becanse now | knew hew Far it was, and had time to rest and
rake many deep breachs to prepare,

By THE TIME WE GOT BACK to shore, it was getting dark. Kimo
insisted that [ could stay ar his place. So | gor to meet his three sis-
ters and four brothers, two of whom 1d already mer with him on
the streer. They all nodded, curious ar ablivious, as chey passed
quickly chrough the raom in which we sar and ralked, He offered
me a beer, which [ accepred, and sipped slowly, and some pungent
weed he called “Maui Mindblow.” which | declined.

We ralked late into the nighr, and [ gor to understand the soul
of anether human being very differenr from me, yee che same.

Before Kimo flopped onto his unmade sleeper bed and 1
stretched out on some blankers on the floor, he shared something
else with me: He reld me how hed fele different from ather people
his whole life, “like | was from another place or something,” he
added, “And I got a feeling dere’s something I'm supposed to do
wit my life, only 1 don't know what. ..” he trailed off.

“Maybe finish high school firse,” I said. "Or sail the seven

Hism,
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“Yeah,” he said, closing his eyes. “Sail the seven seas.”

Ax I drifted off ra sleep, | choughr back on chis incredible day:
starting out on a mountaintop, ending with Kimo and the under-
warer cave. And finding thar barnacle-encrusoed state, now safe in
my pack. I'd have to sxamine it more closely the next chanee | gor.

In TiE MonMiNg, [ said good-bye te Kimo and [ ser our alone,
back into the rain forests of Molokai, toward Pelekunu Valley, 1
had the feeling thar the “treasure”™ Mama Chia had spoken of
might be absorbed in linde bits and pieces, not all ar once, bur dha
they might add up to something. And if [ just stayed alert and
open, and traveled where my heare led, 1would find the rest of the
teeasure, whatever it was.

As 1 walked along the back roads, gewting shor rides with a
rancher or town person, and then entered the forest, T dhought
abour Kime, and the other people T'd mer, from all walks of life.
Remembering my vision in the fire, | wondered abour their pur-
pose, and how we all fic into the bigger picture. Someday I'd find
the wols w help them understnd, and 1w find dhat purpose, |
knew this, if 1 knew anything,

WALKING AFTER DARK in o strange part of the rain forest, | felr
disoriented, and sucdddenly weary, Mot wanting to travel in circles,
I devided 1o sleep where [ was until the first light of dawn, then
continue, [ lay down and Fell quickly asleep, wich a vague fecling
of ill ease, as if maybe | shouldn't be there, bur iv was only a very
subtle fecling, and it was probably jusc my fatigue,

In the night, Thad a strange and dark Lut campelling sexigl
dreamn. A succubus — a fernale seductress — both darkly danger-
aus and rerribly eratic, came o love me...to deach, She wore a
filmy blue gown thar revealed creamy skin.
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1 half woke up, and realized where | was, but an icy feeling of
horror gripped me as 1 felt her presence and then saw a womans
shape, bluc and gauze covared, floating, moving twoward me
through the trees. 1 quickly looked left and rghr and saw thar [
had stumbled into a place of unmarked burials, and restless souls.

"The hairs stood up on the back of my neck as my Basic Self
told me ro ger our of there. Now.

As the spirit’s cold, shapely form loated closer, [ could sense
that fear and seduction were her only powers, bur | had been pre-
pared for this; 1 had revurned from hell, and neither fear nor
seduction had the same power over me. “You'lf nor fave me, 71 said
with anthority. “I'm not here for you,”

1 forced myself to wake up fully, and 1 walked slowly out of
that place, nor loaking hack, knowing all the cime thae she was
following me, close behind.

Ar some poing, [ fele her give up and fll away, bur | kepe
walking through the rest of the nighe, just the same. Something
else wis troubling me — a vague Feeling again, like | was missing
something imperaat. Buc this time the feeling clarified, like a
word on the tip of my tongue.

A phrase from Mama Chia’s riddle came to mind: "As above,
then so below,” Now what could that mean?

1 was “above” in the highlands. [ was “below” in the town. |
had been “beneath the sea™ It was all the same. As above, so
bedowe. Dilferent, yet the sume. Beenuse wherewer [ wene, | was
there! The treasure wasn't in any one of these places; it was in olf
of them. Mama Chia had already reld me the answer; irwas inside
me — as close as my own heart,

This was more than an intellecrual understanding, Ie hic me
with an overwhelming force, an ecstatic realizaton. For a
moment, | lost all awareness of my body. T collapsed an the wee
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leaves, | had found the creasure, the mose imparanr secrer of all.
Energy welled up inside me. I wanted to cry, 1o dance!

Bur in the nexr moment, ecstasy gave way 1o another feeling:
a sudden sense of loss. And T knew, without knowing how, that
Mama Chia was dying. “Nal" I cried into the trees. “Na. Nar yer.
Please, wait for me!”

I got to my Feet and started to run,
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Living Until We Die

True teachers use themselvas as bidges
over which they invile their studants 1o cross,;
then, having lacilitnted thair crossing, joylully collapse,

encoutaging ther |o creale bridges of their own.

— Mikas Kazontzokis

I ponT kwow How LoMG [ raw, climbed, serambled, and ran
again. Covered with mud, exhausted, cur and bruised, then
cleansed by a heavy rain, [ hnally stumbled and Fell ar the oot of
Mama Chia’s stairs abour cwo hours after sunrise,

Fujis Mitsu, Joseph, and Sarah came out, and Joseph helped
me inside. Mama Chia was lying peacefully on the futon bed,
surrounded by flowers.

My friends, supporting me at first, stepped back as [ went 1w
her and knele by the bed, my head bowed and tears sereaming
down my cheeks. 1 rested my forehead on her arm, so cool, so cool.

I couldn’c speak ac first; stroking her face, 1 said farewell, and
offered a silene prayer. Mitsu sar nearby, stroking Sachi, comfort-
ing her, Scerates, in che blissful ignarance of childhood, slepr next

to his sister.
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Tnseph looked like asad Dian Quixere, his eyes dark, one hand
on Sarah’s shoulder as she rocked in grief.

A stillness pervaded the valley, a sadness, unbroken by the
crics of Redbind, the gapawe Here had passed a very special
woman. Even the birds were in mouming,

Just then, the apapane landed on the windowsill, tilted his
head w one side, and leoked ar Mama Chia. Birds have o ory of
sadness, and we heard it that morning — an unaceustomed sound
— as Redbird flew m her side, made the call again, and Hew away,
like her sout.

[ walked inte the maist warm air toward the case, the rising
sun just now lighting the sky, sithouetting che hills. Joseph walked
with me. "She must have died quietly, in the nighr,” he rald me.
"Fuji found her only an hour ago, Dan, we heard you were away;
how did you know?"

[ gazed up at him, and my eyes told him what he needed to
know,

Nodding in undersianding, Joseph told me, "Some time ago.,
she left me instructions,” he said, “abour where to take Tid's baby,
and other business marrers. She asked oo be cremared, in the bur-
ial ground of the kahunas, U'll be making che arrangements.”

*I wanr to help with anything | can — with everything,” |
told him.

“Yes, of course — if you wish. Oh, and rhere was this,” he
revealed, holding up a picce of paper. "1 think she wrote you chis
last nighe.”

We looked ar the note; in Mama Chia’s scrawled handwriting
were six words: “Among friends, there are no good-byes.”

1 went back inside, sat near her, and just loaked ar her. When
I was young, death was a stranger o me — a phone call, o lecter,
a piece of information, & solemn announcement abour people |
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rarely saw. Deach was a visitor vo ocher homes, other places. People
just Faded inte memory,

Bur this was real, and i hure like a razor cut. Sircing chere,
with the body of Mama Chia, Death whispered into my cars with
cold breach, bringing intimations of my own morwality.

I stroked her cheek, feeling an ache in my heare thar no meta-
physical philesaphy could remedy. 1 missed her already; T felr the
void she lefr, as if a piece of my life had been mken away, And |
refleered char, ultimmely, we have ro conmal in this life — no
ability to stop the waves char come crashing down, We can only
learn ro surf those waves, embracing wharever comes and using ic
to grow. Accepring ourselves, our strengths and weaknesses, our
fonlishness and our love. Accepring evervthing. Doing whar we
can, and Howing with che rest.

It may seem strange (o sonte peaple that L would be so arached
to a woman I'd only mer a short dme before, hur my admiration
for Mama Chia — for her goedness and courage and wisdom —
made up for the brief ime ofour acquaintance, and made her pass-
ing all the more painful. Perhaps I'd known her for lifetimes. She
wiis one of my most beloved wachiers who had sormehow been wair-
ing for me since my birth.

Josern contactep Mama Cuials sister, who informed her
other relatives. “We let the body rest far owo days, as Mama Chia
had requested. Then, an the third moming, we prepared for the
ek up Pelekunu Valley to the sacred kukui grove and the burial
site beyond, The old pickup truck became her heatse, decorated
with leis and parlands of flowers. MWe drove carcfully over the
makeshife mads as far casr 25 the roads would carry us — Fuji
and [, followed by Joseph, Sarah, Mirsu, with her licdle boy, and

Joseph's family. as well as Viceor, her nicees, other relacives, and a
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When my turn came, my mind went completely blank, | had
prepared something to say, but icwas gone, | sared another long
moment, in silence, ar the pyre, as images fAashed through my
mind — meering Ruth Johnson an the street, then ar the parry,
then as she nursed me back oo health — and then a long-forgoten
quedation from Marthew came to me: *I was hungry and you fed
me; | was thirsty and you gave me water: | was a stanger and you
welcomed me; naked and you clothed me; ill and you comfarted
me.” | spoke these words not just for me, but for all the people
gathered chere.

FFuji came up to me, and wo my surprise, handed me the rorch,
“She asked in her instructions that you light the pyre, Dan, if you
were still here on Molokai. She said you'd know how ro give her a
good send-off" He smiled sadly.

| lifted the torch. And I understood that everything she had
shawn me came ca this: Live uncil you dic.

*Good-bye, Mama Chia,” [ sid aloud. 1 touched the wrch wo
the dry grass and sticks, and the flames began o crackle and
dance, And the body of Mama Chia, covered with a thousand
petals of red and whire and pink and purple, was embrazed by the
flames, and engulfed.

As the smoke rose m che sky, [ stepped back from the blazing
hear. Then, in the dying lighe of day, as this small group of people
gazed into the flames, 1 recalled how Mama Chia enjoyed quoting
sources of wisdom, and from ouc of nowhere, the words of Gearge
Bernard Shaw came to me — words she herself mighe have said —
and [ found mysdf calling them out loudly above the crackle of
the roaring fire for all o hear: “T want to be choroughly used up
when [ die, for the harder [ work, the more [ live, [ rejoice in life
for its own sake. Life is no "hrief candle’ i me; it e a som of splen-
did rorch which [ have got hald of for the momenr, and [ wane to
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mitke it burn as brightly as possible — ™ My vaice quivered then,
and 1 could speak no more.

Orhers spoke, as Spirit moved them, but | heard none of it 1
cried, and [ laughed, as Mama Chia would have laughed: then
I fell o my knees and bowed my head. My heart was open, my
mind silent,

I Lookep vr suppenNLy because | heard Mama Chia's voice, as
loud and clear as if she were smnding in front of me. All the
others still had their heads bowed. or were staring ar the fire, and
I realized thar the words resounded only in the quiet halls of my
mind. In her soft, sometimes lilting voice, Mama Chia spoke m
me, and said:

D not stand at wey greve and weep,
Fam not there; [ do not sleep.

Farer a thoasavd winds thar Elan

I aw the diamond gline on snow,
Farm the sunfight en ripened grain.
Fam the gemile ancumn vain,

Do not seand at my grave and cry.
Fant ot there, 1 olid nor die,

When 1| heard these words, my heart broke opea and my
awareress leaped ra a place T had never been before, | felt the nature
of mortality and death within the greac circle of life. Overwhelmed,
1 swooned with a searing compassion for all living things. 1 fell ar
once into the depths of despaic and soared 1o the heighes of hliss —
these two leclings alternated within me at the speed of light.

Then, | was no langer on Malokai, bur sranding in the tiny
room [ had seen in my vision under the waterfall. Acrid, pungent
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smells of sewage and decay filled the air, pactly masked by burn-
ing incense, 1 saw a nun caring for a bedridden leper. In the blink
af an eye, | hecame the nun, wearing heavy robes in the sweler-
ing heat. I reached out to smooth an cintment on chis poor man's
face, my heart completely opened to the love, o the pain, to
everything. And in the lepers dishigured face, 1saw the fages of all
those [ had ever loved.

The next moment | stend on the rue de Pigalle, warching a
gendarme help a sick, drunken man into a police ambulance. Then
I became that police officer, | smelled the drunkard’s putrid breach,
A light flashed, and 1 saw the drunkard @s a child, huddled in a cor-
ner, quaking as his own father, in a drunken rage, lashed our ar
him. 1 felt his pain, his fear — all of ir. Locking through the gen-
darme’s eyes, [ carried the drunkard gently ro the waiting van.

The next moment, | found myself gazing, as if through a mir-
ron, at a teenage boy in his bedroom in o wealthy suburk of Los
Angeles, He way sniffing powder up his nose. 1 lenew his guile, and
regret, and self-hatred. Then | lek only compassion.

Mexr, [ was in Africa, gazing at an old man, moving painfully,
trying to give o dying baby warer. | cried out, and my voice
echoed in this timeless place where [ stond, | eried for thar baby,
for the ald African, for the teenage boy, for the drunken man, for
the nun, for the leper. That baby was my child, and these were
my peaple.

[ wanred so much o help, 1o make things berwer for every sufe
fering soul, but I knew that from where [ stood 1 could only love,
understand, rrust in the wisdom of the universe, do whar [ could,
then ler go.

As T saw all chis, 1 felr an explasive surge of energy, and [ was
catapulted up, through my heart, in a stce of perfect empathy
with existence irself.
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My body bad became rransparent, radiadng shifring colors of
the spectrum. Below, I felr red, rising chrough orange, and yellow,
and green, changing into gold, Then, surrounded by a radiant
blug, my inner eyes were drawn up o the cenrer ni:rn}r farehead,
rising into indigo, then violer.. .

Beyond the confines of personal identity, no longer concerned
with a physical bady, I Noated in the place where spirit meets flesh,
fram avantage point high above the planer we eall carth. Then the
cacth receded in che vastoess, then the solar svstem became a Jdis-
appearing speck, and the galaxy, oo, uniil [ was beyond the illu-
sions of space and matwer and nime, secing e All: paradox, humor,
and change.

Whar fallowed goes far beyond wards. | ean write that *1 was
One with the Light,” but such words fall like dust on the page,
because there was no “1" ro be “One” with anything, and no one
lelt 1o experience Tt. Tiying to describe this experience has chal-
lenged and frustrared che mystic poets for cenrries. How da you
draw the likeness af a van Gogh painting with a stick in the mud?

The universe had burned me to cinders, consuming me. Mot
a wace remained. Only Bliss, Realicy. Mysery.

Mow [ understood the Tapist saying "He who says does not
know; he who knaws dees not say” — nor hecause the wise don't
speak, bur because [r cannoc be spoken. Wards fall as shore of It as
a rock thrown at the stars. And if thess wands sound nonsensical,
so be it. Bur one day, and that day may net be far away, you, oo,
will know.

1 REENTERED TIME AND sPacE — whirling, disariented —as if I'd
fallen out of an airplane in the night sky, sill kneeling before
Mama Chia's funeral pyre, set against the clouds that floated pase

the moen. The ground plistened from a fresh raing 1 was soaking,



Living Until Wa Die 227

The rain had dowused the last embers of the pyre that had con-
sumed her. An liour had passed in a few momenis,

The others had gone only Joseph remained with me. He
knelr down nexe to me and asked, “Flow are you doing. Dani”

I couldnt speak, but | nodded. He penely squeczed the back
of my neck: I could feel the love and understanding through his
fingers. He knew | would be staying a while, so, wich a lasr look
at the charred pyre, he left.

I rook a deep breath, smelling the wer forest, mixed with che
lingering ador of smoke. Mone of it seemed complerely real any-
more, a5 if | were merely playing my role in an eternal drama, and
chis dimension was bur one small practice hall in the infinie
theater of God.

Slowly ar firsr, questions rrickled hack into my mind, then
came in a rush, 2z [ fell from prace, back ints the mind, into the
body, into the world, “What had it all meanc?

Maybe this had been "the place beyond space and time”
Mama Chia had wld me about. A the time, her words had
seunded abstrace, empry, begause they had been beyand my expe-
tience. Now they were a living reality. She liad wld me, "In dha
place, you can meer with anyone you wish," | wanted so much o
o to thar place again, just to see her one more tine,

I stood, shaley and stiff] staring into space until darkness cov-
ered the forest,

Then I wirned and started to follow che path taken by che
others, back through the min forest. High above, 1 could just
make aut the flow of the tarch-lit procession,

But samething wouldn'r ler me leave. The feeling was clear, so
I sat down, and waited. | sat through the night, occasionally nod-
ding out, then stirring again. Sometimes my cyes closed, as if in
mediration; other times they just opened and stared,
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WHEN THE FIRST RAYS OF SUNLIGHT cur through the farest
and shone upnn the remains of the pyre, Mama Chia appeared,
tangible but eranslucent, standing in front of me. | don't know if
any of the others would have seen her, or whether her image anly
appeared in my mind,

Bur there she stood. She raised her arm and pointed to the
hillside on my tight, gesturing toward a thick glade of crees.

"You want me 10 go up thered” [ asked her aloud. She anly
smiled, serenely, [ closed my eyes for a momenc against the brighe
sun. When 1 apened them, she was gone.

From my altered — or perhaps refined — perceprion of real-
ity, all this seemed entirely normal o me. 1 got up dowly, and
went where she directed.

Sull disoriented from the recent evens and revelations. |
wound my way through the thick bushes - caughr once or twice
on sticky vines — before the foliage thinned out and a narrow
path appeared before me.
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Lessons of Solitude

We musl pass thiough soliiude ana difficully, izolation and
silance, to fina that enchanted pince whete we con dance aur
clumsy dance and sing cur samowful song. But in thal darce,
ard in 1ol sorg, the most orcient rites of aur conscience fullill

Ihemselvas in he owaraness of beirg homon,

— Pobla Maruda, Toward the Splandid City

THE rATH LED TO A TINY HUT, about cight feet on cach side. |
entered and surveyed the darkened interior. Only a few rays of sun.
shine penetrated the tharched roof and log walls, As my eves
adjusted to the dim light, | saw, coming down through the ceiling,
a long, hollow piece of bamboo char earried rainwarer, gathered on
the roof, into a larpe waaden tub sitring in ane carner. In the appo-
site corner of this spartan rwom, 1 could make out a hole in the
ground thar scrved as a vailer and a nearby bucker for flushing, The
earthen floar had a bed of thick leaves to one side for sleeping,

From the design of the hur, [ assumed char ir served as a place
af isolacion and retrcar, | decided 1o sy here until 1 received a
clear sign about what to do nex.

I shurt the thatched door behind me. Weary, 1lay down and

closed my eyes.
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Almast immediately, [ sensed a nearhy presence, and sat up.
Mama Chia sac in frone of me, her legs crossed, as iF in meditation
— bt her eves were open, and bright. | sensed that she wanted to
communicare someching, so I waited in silence, not wandng
to disturl this tenuous apparition.

She gestured with a sweep of her arm, and | heard her say as
her image began ro flicker and fade, “Everything is a dream wirthin
a dream.”

“T don’t undersrand, Mama Chia, Whar dees it mean?"

“We make our own meaning,” she said as her image disselved,

“Wait! Don't ge!” [ cried our, | wanted to touch her face, to
embrace her bur I knew thar chis was neicher appropriare nor
puossible,

In the dackness, | heard her fnal words, echoing from far
away. "It’s all right, Dan. Everything will be all righe....” Then
silence,

Sue was coNe — L could feel it in my banes, What would 1 do
now? As soon as [ asked the quesdon, the answer appeared: There
was nothing to do, except stay put and wait for clarity.

Surveying the narrow confines of my quarrers, [ maok stock of
my situation: [ had no foed, but 1 had dealt with chat before, My
Basic Self was no longer afraid of not eating, and the wooden b
concained plenty of warer.

After a few lumbering strecches, 1 sar and closed my eyes.
Soon, bits and pieces of memories, sighrs, and sounds replayed
themselves in my mind. as [ relived my entire adventure here in a
random montage of fleering images and emorions.

[ recalled chae Mama Chia had once told me, "Outer iravel i
best only reflects che inner journcy, and ar worst subscicures for ir,
The world you perceive anly provides symbols for whar you scck.
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The sacred fourney s insids you: before you can find what vou're
loaking For in the wearll you hove ta God e within, Otherwise, o
masier mﬂ:l' ﬁr‘.‘fl _:r't‘.u. l'.l“'. _'rr.lL:.ll “"-U.Jk r]q‘l'll. IJJL "!IIIi lIle.]. I'I E.lrillg.

“When you leam inner wavel rhrough che pspchic spaces of
the wurld, your consciousness will never agaia e limited by spece,
of time, of the confines of the physical bady”

Although [ had heard chis Lefare, only now did 1 underscand
i, Hr.::nn: [ eeritld cantinae m]'j:\urh-.'.:,.‘ in the wr.-r]cl, | I:‘ncl ko jnur-
ney within my peyclie, Would | he able i accemplish this? Could
my awireness 2o o deep within thar i conraered the gareway
|:nl:]'n|1|.i 'II'I]' Pl]rﬁi'_'ill .:‘-:l'lht.'i?

| considered rhis incensely, thae nighs and che following day: 1
had found Mama Chia in the forest, T koew thar T had hidden
eapacinies, as we all do. Bur where were they? Whar did chey lock
like, and feel like?

Socrates had ance hinred that there was “mare ta imagination
than meets the eye.” Hesald i was the "lddge 1o clairvapant sigh
— a firsr srep As i expands,” he adéed, ®ic becomes something
else. Saplings grow inm trees, but imagination is like the cater-
pillar — onzeser free of the cocaon, i flies,”

I would begin these, T closed my eves and let inyages oot by:
kului trees and Kime's underwarer cave, the palm oumide Mama
Chia’s bouse, and the thick, twisting trank of the banyan, Then
my daughrer, Fally, appeared siving in her room on the Hoor,
playing quietly. T fele a bittersweer sadness ar the karmes of this
life, and 1 sene a messape of lave from my heart o hers, hoping
thar, in some way, she would veceive it [ sent Linca my Slessings,

HE ] ".'.-'EIL .1.I'Il.| |t| gﬂl.

I SPENT THE ENTINE NMiGHT in vivid dreams — nat surprising,

considering reeent events, | ovisited other places, worlds, and
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dimensions of color, clarity, and feeling char Blled me wich awe.
Bue, of course — or g0 | thought — it was juse a dream....

As one day followed the next, day and nighr ceased to have
much distinction for me; the dim light of day only gave way to the

darkness of nighr,

THE MORNING OF THE FIFTH DAY, as well as 1 could track time,
broughr a deep sense ef lightness and peace. My hunger pangs had
vanished, As | did a few yoga postures, the walls of dhe hut caught
my eye as specks of sunlight penecraced che darkness like stars in a
nighe sky. [ used the specks aflight an the wall as a medianion, As
I breathed slowly, deeply, the stars began to fade, uniil [ saw only
my mind, projected against the darkness like a magic lantern
show, 4 carousel of imagery and sound thar played on and on. 1
spent the entire day gazing ar the wall, Boredom ceased o exise as
my awareness tuned in 1o finer, subtler energies. When you don't
have TV, 1 reflecred at one point, you find other things wo do.

The days passed one like the next, yer never the same, |
stretched, breathed, and watched the show. Rays of sunliaht, then
maonlight, swept slowly across che dire leor like a pendulum of
light. Time passed softly, with infinite slowness as [ adjusted o the
subrle thythms and floared on an accan of silence, disturbed only
occasionally by the flotsam and jetsam of my mind.

At one paint, something shiftad; ir was as if, in the face of my
peniistene awareness, a barcier fell away and a door opened. |
understood how the Basic Self and Conscious Self, working
together, provided the keys to motivadon, dis:ipli'nc. healing,
visualizacion, incuition, learning, courage, and power. [n a few
moments, | felr as if I'd digested an encyelopedia of meraphysics.

However, like the sorcerer’s apprentice, [ didn't know how ro
turn it off. Images flooded my mind uncil it went inro overdoad.
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My lungs began pumping like bellows, deeper, faster — the energy
building unril 1 thoughe I would burst.

My face started 1o righten; | fele my lips curd back and, ta my
surprise, I growled like a wolf Then my hands spontancoushy
moved into mudras, or postures, like those [ had seen in India.

In the next moment, my mind stopped, and 1 found myselfin
the forest, face to face with the three selves: the childlike Basic
S5elf, the robotlike Conscious Self, and the Higher Self, a being of
radiane colors — swidling pink. indigo, deep vieler hues. This
being of light reached eut with apen arms 1o the ather two.

Then the three selves merged.

I saw before me my own body — naked, except for a pair of
shores, illuminared by the pale moon, standing with arms spread
wide, A reddish glow shone from the belly region, the head was a
ball of light, and above the head iridescent colors swided —
reminding me of my vision on the beach so many weeks before,

Thie time, | entered the physical bady that stood before me. |
entered it fully, feeling the uniry aFis form, I fele the power of my
navel, the puriy of awireness illuminating the mind, and the
inspiring call ra ascend up inro Spirie.

My lang preparation had brought completion; the three selves
had become ane. There were no inner bardes, no resistance within
ar without, so that my attention rested nawrally and spone-
neously in the heart, Wharever thoughes or images arase were dis-
solved there, in feeling and surrender. | becarme a point of
awareness within the domain of the heart, rising up oward the
crown of my head, o a point above and behind the brows.

I fele the healing, loving lighe of the Fligher Self surround me,
embrace me, pervading every cell and tissue down 1o the atlomic
strucrire, | heard ins call, and fele a bridge of light strewching fram

that peint of awareness thar | am o the Higher Self, standing



234 DAN MILLMARN

above and behind me. [ fele irs strength, its wisdom, its tenderness,
its courage, its compassion, irs mercy. [ became aware of its con-
nection to past and future, in the eternal present.

[t called again, and I fele myself as char poine of light, moving
up the bridge, into the conscicusness of my Higher Self. | moved
wichin chat form of lighe, warching over my physical farm, below.
My awareness and that of my Higher Self began w interpenetrate
one another. | ook in all of i qualities of serenity, strength, wis-
dam, and compassion,

[ now knew whar it knew, fele whar it felr, as ecscaric waves of
unbounded love flooded through me. [ saw how angelic energies
had crafted the body, and [ undemstaod the full opportunity thac
physical embodiment represents.

Juse then, | became aware of ather beings of light araund my
physical farm. Waves of happiness washed through me as [ real-
ized I had known these beings since childhood, but had somehow
ignored their presence. Some were fellow students, others were
familiar images from forgotten dreams — angelic energies, heal-
ers, puides, and reachers — my spiritual family. [ felr their love,
and knew I would never again feel alone.

An angel of destiny stepped forward then, and raised irs hands
to offer symbols to guide me. | couldn®t scc it gifts undl the
hands of light came forward, into my vision, and opened. First |
saw a bole of lighming, then a hearr. Then a golden eagle
appeared, holding a laurel wreath in s talons, 1 recognized these
as symbols of courage and love, the signs of the peaceful warrion

Then, as irs final gift, the angel revealed the shining imape of a
samueai warrior, his sword at his side — not standing, but kneeling
in a medicarive posture. Though 1 conldn't see his eves, 1 fele they
were open, and shining. Then the image fded. 1 thanked die angel
of destiny for these gifts, and it, wo, stepped back and dissolved.
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From this place wirhin the Highl:r Self consciousness, [ knew
that ungc's of wisdom, ]IE:I“I'IH, and L‘Illfii_\" are FII\'-'II.:I-"S- avitilable, 1
could look o the future, or past, and send love w anyone in the
universe. And from this place, 1 could extend my vision effort-
lessly, beyond the physical bady; and soar like an eagle.

With this revelation, | felt a pull back 1o my physical form; |
felt my awareness ride down the bridge of light into the center of
my farchead, and once again [ became aware of the sounds of my
nervous system, and of the beating of my heart.

Befreshed and at peace, | opened my physical eyes, feding a
rising wave of encrgy and bliss. In this state of decp reverie, |
seratched a message on the floor:

Thers i o Joaty 1o peace;
Peace is the Wins

Thhere i no woay to happines:
Happiness is nhe Wy

Tirere is no vy to love;

Love s the Wiry

I THE DAYS THAT FOLLOWED, cven in relatively normal con-
sciousness, 1 started seeing clear images of places outside the hue,
and in the world, My "imaginavon” could now take me further
than 1'd ever dreamed — to any world, any realiry; the physical
realm was anly home base, the grounding place.

The universe had become my playground — filled with an
infinite number of dimensions, times, spaces. | could be a knighr
in medieval Europe or a space advenrurer in cthe fifry-eighth
dimensian; I could visir ocher wotlds, or spend time within the
molecules of a copper penny, because the awareness thar we are
can never be limited by time or space,
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After this, T traveled every day — flying thraugh the forest, or
araund rthe world. 1 visitad my lirtle daughter every day and saw
her playing with new toys, or reading, or sleeping, Mo langer lim-
iteed ta the physical bady, T now perceived it as enly one of my
domains, [ could never again feel imprisoned by any walls, or by
flesh and bones,

And T remembered whar Mama Chia had wold me: “You can
speak of ‘my body,” because you are not the body. You an also
refer to ‘my mind,” “my selves,” "my soul,’ because you are not thess
things. You manifest as pure Awareness that shines through the
human body, yet itself remains untouched and eternal.

“Awareness diffraces threugh the prism of the soul to become
theee forms of light — the three selves — each with a different
kind of awareness uniquely suited to its purpose, funetion, and
responsibilirics.

“The Basic 5<If cares for and protects the physical body in
cooperation with the other selves, providing support and balance.
A foundation and vehice for the soul’s journey in the world, it
connects the Conscious and Higher Selves 1o the earth like the
roots of a tree

“The Conscious Self guides, informs, interprets for, and
somerimes reassures the Basic Self, as a parent would a child, edu-
cating ir to hest serve this embodiment. Bur this parenr must enl-
tivare loving ears o hear thar child, respeering thar child’s
individual spirir and growing awareness. Parenthoad is o sacred
traning ground.

“The Higher Self radiates love, reminding, inspicing, and
rekindling the spack of light within the Conscious Self, drawing it
up inte Spirit, ki accepts the process of the Conscious Self, and
waits, eternally patient and understanding.
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“Each ol the three selves is here wo sssist the others, integrat-
ing, forming o whele, grearer than the sum af i pares.”

Trem a mysrcas vision played jeelf ourc in my mind, shedding
Eghtan hier wosds: I saw 2 menk hiking through e foothills of a
mouttain range i lae avtoein. Mulicolored leaves — red,
crange. vellow, green — showered down [rom the branches, wav-
'I:'Jg in the chill h‘ind. 5|Ii.1.‘ﬂ'in§, t'|'|: menk found a cave :Lln:l went
inside, sweking shelier from the elements.

Inside rthe cave, the manl: faend a |..11'g:.' hear. '|"|'||.“:..' [ leed exch
other vves; far a few tense moments, the menk didol know whether
I"Il:' \Wlu]:! 1I:i"|'-'l.' lh‘:‘ [ L i'.'lJi"r'I;". s [:."lE !':l:'.’.l.' ﬁln"-\"l!r' ﬂpprf‘ﬂ{'h:d him.
the monk spoke. "Ler us help each ather, Brather Bear, 1 you let me
live in chis cave with you, and if you gacher woad for che bire, | will
bake bread tor you every dav” The bear agreed, and they became
friends — the manr always warm, the bear abvays fed,

The bear represented the Basic Sell, and the monk, the
Conscicus Self. The fire, the bread, and the shelrering cave feself

were all blessings of the Higher Self. Each aspect served the others.

AFTER MANY DAYS OF [MNER TRAVEL, returning from L juarnecys,
[ came back o earth and inre my aumar form. Then T remem-
beree the fnal gift given 1w me by the angel of desting, Belore
paing w sleep, T asked my Basie Self te reveal ro me whar this gift
might menn, and to shew me in o way Tmight understand,

In the maraivg, [ had my answer: [ was tald o examine the
ehjec: I'd Found in the underwarer cave. All those loose ends came
Ingn:lllcr, -'I.Hf.l ] kllm it wWas [ill'l."ll: (£ ] '.:'.nn: fhf I'l“t.

| stepped cutside and squinted o5 a llood of sunlight stng ney
eves and meurze thraugh me. [ smelled the forest afrer a fresh rain.

| hae been i solivade for tweniy-one days,
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Weak from lack of food, | walked slowly chrough the hills,
I-cr|il‘|5 as i 1 weren' quite mace of Aesh oo bones — like a new-
baom, fresh our of my thatched womb., With a deep breaca, 1
surveved the sighes and sounds of @ new werld,

I k=ew that the peace and bliss [ now experienced wauld pass.
Once | remuened o the everyday waorld, thoughts would return,
but that was all righr. [ .mu::ptn‘] my human condizion, [ would,
like Mama Chiy, live until I dizd. But for now, 1 bathed happily
in the cestasy of consclous rebirth,

[ passed a papaya wree jusc as one of the Frai Fell 1 saughs iy,
soiled, and thanloed Slmirir Fear all ol fes h'rmingi:., |:|rgr: ancd small,
Chewing s]uwl}'. I inhaled the sweer aroma.

Then 1 naticed a tiny sprout nearby, rising thiough the red
carth, pushing upward, roward the sun. Within the seed of this
vy sprout lay the mature ceee avd all the laws of natore, As cha
seed evalved, s would we all: Basic Selves evalving inta Conscious
Selves, expanding and relining their swareness; Conscious Selves
rising thravgly the heart to becante Higher Selves by surcendering
to the laws of Spirit; and Higher Selves evolving back inre the very
Light of Spirit.

And each lifes and guides thar which is belaw: each supparts
that which s above,

If a riny spraor cauld reveal this o me. would the sley somes
day reveal its own seeren? And what could the stones rell me, or
the trees whisser? Would Hearn the way of thie flowing stream, the
ancient wisdom ef the mouarainsg? Thar was siill 1o be discovered.

What did ie all add ap ro? [ cementbered a story abour
Aldous Huxlew. In his lacer vears, a friend ance asked him,
“Pruﬂ:nur H'.Ibdl:'}", after .l” your s|.1irill.||l.| stadies :alld I.!ruul.'lr:t'1

what have yau learned?”
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His eves still shining, he arswered, "1 can summarize all ve
learned in six wards: Try o be. oa linde kinder”

Lictle things make o big cifterecce, | thought, And 1 breathed
i a'l;jh uf COHTprans i for those |1|.'up]|.:, stuchk i ths desails of life,
whao had, like me, lost sight of the bigger picture, the liberating
truth ar the core of our lives,

Then | rememiercd Mama Chias final wards: "10s all right,
Dan. Everything will e all right.”

My Least epened, and teass of happiness Hawed, bur alsa cears
of socrow for thase who srill feel alane, cur ofF, in cheir own
huts of solicude, Then, in a rising wave, [ lwoghed with jow
|'!lt'|:9:'|.|5-|: ! k“:'r‘n' \"l'i'l'l :l‘ﬁ”ll:n‘_‘ Eﬂrtﬂ;n'.}' thﬂt El!:}". Coags, '-V(:l'llld I‘E
able o feel the love and suppost of Spivit — if only they would
ppen the eyes of their heazt,
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There Are No Good-byes

There are ne maps; no maia sreeds ar philosephlas,

From hewe or in, the direchons coma shoight raw he Jamorse,

— Mkshara Moor

Az s00¥ a5 [ RETURNED TO MY CaBIN, | reached inte my pack
and took zus the encrusted abieet from Kimos cave. [ spent
several hours cleaning ity carelully scraping with my Swiss Army
kaife. Afte: numerous washings and serutbings, 1 begar 1o make
oan, with grawing undersanding and awe, che shape of 2 samurai
warrior, knseling in medization — revealing the nexr srep an my
jeurney — co Japan, or somewhere in Asia, where [ would find e

master of the hidden schocl,

Taar migeT, | dreaned of an elderly man, ar Asian, his face sad
and wise. Something welghed heavily en his heare. Bekind him,
acrebas somersaulied through the air. And 1 knew | would find

him — ot only w receive, but o serve

240
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| 5510 QUIET FAREWELLS, without cersmony, to esch of the
friends wha had hecome so dear to me — o Joseph and Sarah, 1o
Suchi l'l.“d li'“.]c Sl.:lf.'r-.'lii."ﬁ, s ] Puii ﬂl]d ]"(’jil:ll.l “ill] |I'H'.'i[ .l.’-\.l.l_'l:u". L]]d
re Manoa, Tia, and che arthers [d come 1o know and care abous
eeply.

Jasepls had old mz the location aF a small boar Mama Chia had
lefe fur ime, anchored i saallew cove hidder by trees ar Kalausapa,
the leper colony: This time, 1 brought sufficient pravisions to take
me home, Onoa warne moening in Movember, with che son dising
eut of rthe sea, T tossed my pack under the sear, slid
the boat down the sand intw the shallow saek, and climbed i, A
I?I'I:'ﬂi' C'-'lll!-;.l'll. II'II:' H:Lil-

Out past the suif, an the gentle rise wnd fall of the sea, 1
loaked back 1w see rain streaking the cliffs with myriad ewscades,
soime exploding into wind-whipped miscand iabows before they
reached the sea.

A larger rainbiow, glorious in i calars, Farmed and sretched
the length of the island as it arched across the shy. Then, pazing
once more toward shoce, just for o moment, [ saw the lmping
EEUT: Ur u I:l:g.‘-', "JLI!'EI“I WArTHEN r.'nu:rE[nE i'-runl tl'l: -:url:'L'Ln 'U}.
trees thraugh the mist, Hler haed reised in farewell, then she was

Lo

| ruksep rorwarn, into the wind, tacking across the channel
teward Oaliu,

On that little island of Molokai, guided by an urexpected
teacher, I had seen the invisible werd, the larger view of life, with
eyes that see na duality — no “me” and “echers,” no separate self,
na light ar shadow, nathing within er witheur nar made of Spiric

— and that visioe would illaminoe all e doys of ny like
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[ knew the visioes and experierces would fade, and the rest
lese feeling would cantinue, beeause my journey wasn's over —
not yer, | would return aome to see my danghter, clear up
unlinished business, and put iny allairs in order, just in case, Then
| wauld find the school in Japan, and discover anather part of
Socrates’ and Mama Chia's past — and my own future, Throwing
my life 1o the winds, T would follow, ance apain, where Spirit

Irﬂ I'].'i.,

Tite 151.ann nEGan to fang, then disappear under the cover af

clouds, A pust of wind Blled e sil, snd o sweet Frogrance per-
rllm:d t]'l: air. I I(]nl’.ﬂ] 'JP.. g:ﬂjng 'I'ritl"l ‘Wlndfr' ax FI:‘W.Tr Pftﬂ.]\ (]r
every color rined Cown fram the sky. Awestruck, [shur my eves,
When I opened them again, the petals had vanished, Had his
shower really happened? 28d e matcer?

Seiling, 1 gaged out o sea, About ¢ hundead yards away, a
prear humpback whale, rarely seen this time of vear, breached the
surface and slapped the waser with its magnificent tail, sending a
wive (0 greet me, pushing me opward, sending me surling, like the
ancient Hawaiian xings, roword home. And 1 knew rthar, ke
this small boat, Spiric woud cory mey, as i canies us all, inex-

vrazly, toward the Light.
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and experienced, in one form or another, elements similar to those
described tn this book. But in cantrast o what 1 implied in earlier
editions of this boak, I never left my family for years in order to
“find myslf.” In fact, | maveled enly through the summer, But
those three months changed the course of my life.

On che firse leg of my journgy, 1 participated in a forcy-day
intensive raining created by a Bolivian maseer, exploring a unique
array of practices, including meditadon techniques, relaxation,
breath wark, eonceneration, and rools of self-ohscrvacion. This
experience contribured o an expanded awareness, a more relaxed
and energized body, and a greater openness to the Divine Spirit
thar pervades self and world,

All of thar occurred mare than thirgy years ago. Things
change; everything has it time. ['ve since set aside esoreric
methodologies to simply live in direet relationship with life as it
unfalds, moment 1o moment. Daily life has hecame my spirimual
practice, and this moment has become my life,

Each af us, particulacly those of us involved in the arena of
personal and spiritual growth, are shaped by our own specific
lineage of mentars and life experience, In my case, each new
source opened a floodgate of information, insight, and practice
that generated, in curn, 2 new phase of my eaching work. Afier
learning the way of the Hawalian kahunas, | intended 1o write a
sixty-page bookler enrided “Awakening the Three Selves.” Bur
then | theught: Why not use Molokai as the setting of a story?
Thus, Saceed fowrney was born, and a new weacher, Mama Chia,
came into being,

While the character of Soctares is based upon a wise ald
mechanic | mer in a service station decades aga, Mama Chia is
modeled after a gifred incuitive named Bella Karish — about
ninety years old ac the time of this writing, — who has for years
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provided “Three Selves Readings” for enunrless peaple, [ wrote
Sacred Journey 1o convey a clear understanding of the three selves,
and to deseribe, in a fresh way, thar ascending scale of human
awareness and evolution known in Chinese and Hindu wraditiens
as the chakras,

Since 1950, after the first edition of Sacred fourney was pub-
lished, whenever | was exposed to unique models, methods, or
other lumined perspectives, | would, as Socrates had advised,
integrare the marerial inco my own life undl | had sufficient clar-
ity 1o write abouc it. My books No Ordinary Momentr, The Life
You Were Born to Live, The Laws of Spirit, and these thar followed
reflect these successive waves of insight and informarian,

But afrer all the methods, models, cheories, and esoteric
“secrets” are revealed, anc etemal law of realicy remains: The qual-
iny of our lives is shapad by whar we do, moment ta moment —
by each chnice we make and each acrion we take. Will we choose
the main highways or the back roads of life? Will we travel the
mountain paths or seek che forest wildernesst Will we contrace or
expand, struggle with or embrace life unfolding? Each of us must
answer such questions for ourselves and make our own choices on
this sacred journey, as the winding path appears beneath our feet.

My next book in the FPeacefid Warrar saga will be a major
novel about the life of Socrates — how the peaceful warrior found
his way. And as the years unfold, [ intend to write more stories
that reflect the tiumphs and heartbreaks that remind us of our

commoen humanity, our courage, our spirit.

Dan Millman
Spring 2004
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