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What il yeu slept, and whal il in your sleep
yau dieamad, ang what | in your draam
you wen® o heaven ond there you plucked o sirange
and beasiful Hower, and what IF whan you awcks
you hod Ihe flowear in your hand? On, what then?

— Somuel Taylor Coleridga

My rirsT noOK, Wiy of tie Peacefiel Wiarrion telates my adventures,
training, and tests with an old service-station mechanic whom |
named “Socrates.” Readers of Peacefiel Warrior will remember how,
afrer expanding my view of life, he sent me away ro assimilare his
teachings and prepare myself for a final confrontation deseribed at
the end of that back.

This period of exile, preparation. and inisiation that | am
ahour 1o relate begins with personal struggles char send me on a
quest o reawaken che faith I had found with Secrates, then some-
how lost.

Sacred fourney stands alone, and it can be read independent of
Wity of the Pearefid Wizrrior. However, you should understand that
this story takes place nat after, but within Peacefid Warrior. In
ather words, you could read Wiy of she Pracefil Warrior to page
184, then read Sacred Janrney in its entirety, and then read the rest
of Wiy of the Feacefil Warrior. That's how the saga acrually unfolds
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in chronological order. 1t is not necessary to red them chis way,
bue ar least now vou understand where this story fits within che
larger picoare,

In the future 1 expece to write other books in chis series. But
now we turn to Saered Jonrney,

[ have, in fact, rraveled around the world, had unusual expe-
ricnces, and mer remarkable people, bur this book blends face and
fiction, weaving threads from the fabric of my life into a quile thar
stretches across different levels of reality. By presenting spiritual
teachings in story form, | hope w breathe new life into ancient
wisdemn, and ta remind you tha all our journeys are sacred, and
all our lives an adventure,



PROLGGUE

A Suggestion from Socrates

Frae will dogs not mean that you astablish he curriculum;
only that you can alect what yeu wanl
o mke al g given lime,

= A Course in Mirocles

Lare ar ricaT in an old Texaco service station, during waining
sessions that rnged from medituion to deaning wilets, from
deep massage to changing spark plugs, Socrares would sometimes
mention people or places I might someday visic for my “continu-
ing education,”

Once he speke of 2 woman shaman in Hawail. On other
occasions, he referred 1o a school for warriors, hidden somewhere
in Japan nar China, and of 2 haok or journal he had lost some-
where in the desert.

Macurally, thess things intrigued me, but when [ asked for
derails he would change the subjecr, so I was never cerrain whether
the woman, the schaol, ar the boak actually existed,

In 1968, just before he sent me away, Socraces again spoke of
the woman shaman, "1 wrote to her abour a year ago, and |

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

v
x|
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willing to instruct you, Quire an honor”™ he added, and suggessted
thar 1 look her up when the time felr cigh.

*Well, where do 1 find her?” T asked.

“She wrote the letrer on bank smtionery.”

“What bank?” [ asked.

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

*Can [ see the letier?”

“Dan't have iv anymore.”

"Does she have a name?” [ asked, exasperated.

“She’s had several names, Don't know what she’s using right
“Well, what does she loak like?”

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

"Socrates, help me out here!”

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

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

Socrates glared at me. "D [ look like a tavel agent? Just fol-
low your nose; erust your instiners. Find her first; then ane thing
will lead ro the next.”

Walking ack roward my apartment in the silence of the early
morning hours, | thoughe abour whatr Socrares had rold me —
and what he hadn'c: 1F 1 was “ever in the neighborhood,” he had
said, 1 might want 10 conmct a nameless woman, with no address,
who might stll work ar a bank semewhere in Honoluly; then
again, she might not. 1] found her, she might have something 1o
teach me, and might direct me to the ather people and places
Secrates had spoken of

As 1 lay in bed that night, a parc of me wanted to head
straight for the airpert and carch a plane e Honolulo, bue mare
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immadiate issues demanded my artencion: 1 was about to compete
for the last time in the NCAA Gymnastics Championships, then
graduare from callege and ger married — hardly the best rime 10
run off to Hawaii on a wild-goose chase. With that decision, | fell
asleep — in a sense, for five years. And before | awakened, [ was
to discaver that in spite of all my maining and spiricual sophistica-
tion, [ remained unprepared for what was ro follow, as Lleaped our
of Sac’s frying pan and inrto the fires of daily life.



Where Spirit leads

The imzartanl =ing is this;
To be 1eady ol any moment
ko sorifice whot you oe
bor what you could become,
= Charles Cubais
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Out of the Frying Pan

Enlightanmerd consizls nal menely
In the seeing of lumincus shapes and visicns,
bul in making the dariness vizible.
Tha laver procedura iz more zitficul,
ond tharelae, wnpopulc

= Carl Jung

1 was marriep on a Sunday in che spring of 1967, during
my senior year at ULC, 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 still cloaked in darkness, 1 slipped our from under the
rumpled covers and stepped softly out onte the balcony so as
nnt e disturh Linda. As sonn as | elosed rhe diding glass doar,
my chest began to heave and the tears came, 1 could not under-
stand why [ felt so sad, except for a wroubling intuition that
had forgorten samething imporrant, and char my life had some-
how gone awry, This sense would cast a shadow over the years
to 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 o grow up and find work. We moved ro Los Angeles, where |
sold life insurance. [ felt as if [ were inhabiting someone else’s life,
Then 1 learned that a coaching position had opened up at
Stanford University. | applied for and got the job. We moved back
to northern Calilornin: our daughter Holly was born, To all
appearances | led a charmed life — so [ continued to deny the
fecling that something fele fundamencally wrong,

Four years passed. The Vietnam War. The moon landing,
Watergate. Meanwhile, 1 immersed myselfin the insular wiarld of
university politics, professional aspirations, and family responsi-
hiliries, My experiences with Socrates — and his words abour the
WoiIman in Hﬂ'lu'i_.li;r rI'lC chhl:hrl] il'l ]:IP:In, :Ind SONmic lﬁiﬂd nFI‘n‘mk :il'l
the desert — faded into the dark recesses uf my memory and then
were loat in the shadows.

In 1972 I left Stanford to accepe a faculty position ax Oberlin
College in Ohie, hoeping thar [ might ourrun my depression and
strengthen our marriage. Bur these new surroundings only served
to clarify our diverging values: Linda was ax home in a conventional
world that repelled me for reasons 1 couldn't cxplain. [ envied her
comfort. | looked ar myself in the mirror of eur relationship, and 1
didn't like what I saw. 1 had ence viewed miyself as a knight in shin-
ing armor. Now the armor had rusted. Even as [ played the role of
a wise college professor, [ felr like a charlacan,

Despite Socrates' lessons abouc living in the present moment,
my mind buzzed with regrer and anxiery. | was no langer good
company, not even for myself. Overstressed and our of shape, |
lost my physical edge and self-respect, Even worse, | was going
through the martions, having lose any sense of the degper purpose
or reason for my existence. | started to wonder: Could [ continue
o pretend thar everything was well when my heart and gues told
me something else? Would T have to pretend for the resc of my lifed
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Linda sensedd my discontent, and we drifted further apare —
she found other, more sacisfying relacionships, unril the weaken-
ing thread that held us rogether finally snapped, and we decided
to separate. | maved our on a cald day in March, The snow had
turned to slush as [ carried my fow posscssions o a friend’s van
and Found a room in town, Lost and miserble, 1 dida't know
where to wm.

A few weelis later, while glancing ar a faculry newslener, an
iem caught my cye: It was an inviration for incerested faculty w
apply for a eravel grant to pussue “cross-culrural research.” A sense
of desriny coursed through me — | was cerrain thar [ was meane
to do this. Two hours later | had complered 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 I travel! The answer came during a yoga
class 1 had joined to ger back into some kind of shape. The breath-
ing and medirative exercises reminded me of rechniques T had
learned from Joseph, one of Soc’s students whe had owned a small
café in Berkeley before he died. Joseph had lived in Mysare, India,
for a time, and had spoken positively of his experiences there, |
had also read books on Indian saints, sages, and gurus, as well as
on Vedantic philosophy. Surely, in India, 1 might rediscover that
transcendent sense of freedom 1 had experienced with Socrates.

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

“Thars nothing new,” she =aid.



& DAMN MILLMAN

OK A WARM SPRING MORNING just before the school year ended,
I saron the lawn with my four-year-old daughter. “Swertheart, |
have to go away far a while.”

"Where are you going, Daddy?”

“To India.”

“Where they have elephanes?”

v

“Can Mommy and me go with you:”

"Not this time, but sormeday we'll g0 on a trip rogether — just
you and me, Okay?"

“Okay.” She paused. “Which way is India?"

“That way," I pointed.

“Will you be gone a long time?"

“Not so very lomg, Just the summer — maybe a litde longer,
You'll have summer camp.”

“But | won't have you, Who will read 1o me belore | go to
sleepi”

“Your mommy will.”

"You're funnier. And why can't you move back hame with us?"

I had no answer 1o that, T could anly say, "Wherever Tam, I'll be
loving you and remembering you.”

“Da you have to go, Daddy?™

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

She sac with this for a few moments. “Okay. Will summer
camp be fun?®

“I expecr 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 both happy and sad at

the same time.
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A week later, the school year ended. After a hiterswert good-
bye to Linda, 1 hugged my litdle daughter and slid into the taxi.
“Hopkins Airpore,” [ said 1o the driver. As we pulled away, 1
looked back chrough the rear window w see my familiar wodd
growing smaller, until anly my own reflection Temained, staring
back ar me in the rear window, 1 had the summer to seurch, and
to see what wauld unfald.



The Journey

A ship is sale in herbar,

but that's net whel ships e oy,

— lohn & Shead

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

Moments later it seemed, | was starded awake as the jet’s
wheels ouched down in the ancient land and bustling metropolis
of Delhi. 1 had arrived in the humid mensoon season — constantly
drenched by rain or swear, T 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 ausceriries.

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 Calcura 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 numeraus schools of vopa, where T
learned a variety of postures, breathing systems, and meditations
like those Socrates and Joseph had shown ta me. In Caleurra, [ saw
the poorest of the poor, living in squalor. Everywhere I twened, 1
mer beggars — men, women, erippled children in ragged cloth-
ing. Dy later, in stark contrast to syualar, | stood an the bank of
the Yamuna River in Agra, awestruck by the grandeur of the Taj
Mahal and ather temples of beancy and spirirual balance, as well
as lesser-known ashrams porenr with spiritual ferce.

On nay pilgrimage | met sages speaking the ancient wisdom of
Advait Vedania, a nendualistic philesophy which reaches thac
samsara and nievana, Mesh and spirit, ace not separate, and whose
holy mminiry are Brahma the Creator, Vishnu the Sustainer, and Shiva
the Destroyer. [ also sar ac che feec of purus who spoke simple wis-
dom and emanared a loving and powerful presence. | fele the deep
devotional fervor of the bhakta, of holy men and women. 1
trebkked with Sherpa guides 1o Tibet, Nepal, breathing the racefied
air; I sar in caves and miedirared.

Bur as the weeks passed, | grew more dejected, because [ never
found anyone like Socrares, nor did | learn anything thac wasn't
available in & West Coast bookstore, 1 fele as if I'd gone searching
for the secrets of the East only to discover thar the "East” had
apparentdy maved te California,

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

dishearrened bur resoluts, 1 decided o return home and mry 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 to Hawaii for a few days rest, rhen back ro Ohio — o
my wife and daughter. Somehow, T thought, things might sdll
work our. Mayhe coming up empry in India was a sign that my
time with Sccrates was all the spiritual sraining [ was meanr o
have.

Bue if that were true, [ thoughe, why is this restless feeling
growing stronger?

The departing jet Hew chrough the nigh, its wing lighis
flashing like tiny stars as we passed over a sleeping world. 1 tried
tw read but couldn’t concentrate. 1 tried to sleep but dreams
assailed me, Socrares’ face kept popping up. along with fragmenis
of chings said long ago. By the time we landed in Hawaii, the
"pay-arention-there’s-something-you're-missing” fecling became
intolerable, like a fire in my belly. 1 fele like screaming, What am
I supposed o as?

As 1 cLeanep custoMs and emerged, stretching, into the bright
sun, the moisc Hawalian 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 lung before
sailors, priests, developers, and history opened Hawaii as a tourist
arrracrion. | hoped char benearh the vencer of civilizaton seme of
the healing energy remained, and thar it mighr quiee char barking
dog inside me that wouldn't et up.

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

Suddenly rired, T lay hack on the squeaky, sagging marcress,
and 1 remembered nothing moze — uniil my eyes snapped open and
[ jelred upright. “The woman shaman!” | yelled our loud, half
asleep, hardly knowing what [ was saying, Then my brain awoke
fully. “How could 1 have forgoteen?” I pounded my forchead.
*Think!” What had Socrates told me! First one memaory
surfaced, then anather. He had urged me w0 find someone in
Hawaii, and he had mentioned a school in — where was id —
Japan? China? And...sonething about a bouk or volume from a
journal he had lost in the desert.

One day | might find thar joumnal. Bue firse [ had ro find the
woman. OFf course — ehark why 'm here [ realized; hari che sense
of destiny thar had heen gnawing ar my insides. Finally, | knew the
real reason ['d taken this journey, It was as if I'd been wandering,
lost in a forest, then smumbled back oreo the parh. Once this fell
into place, my belly relaxed., and the ache dhanged to excitement.
[ could hardly eantain my energy. My mind raced: Whar had he
told me abour the woman? She had written to him on some kind
of stationery — bank stationery, that was ir!

I grabbed the yellow pages and locked up "banks"; | counted
ewenty-two of them in Heonolulu alone, *Who am | kidding?" 1
murtered w myself. He hadn’t wold me her name or address, or
whae she looked like, | had almost nothing 1 po on, le seemed
impossible,

Then the sense of destiny filled me again. Ne, this couldn'r all
be for nothing. [ was here, and somehow | would find her. [
loaked ac my warch. IF1 rushed, T could check our a few hanks
before closing time.

Buc chis was Hawaii, nor New York Ciry; peaple hete didn’t
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rush anywhere, And what would [ do ar the firse bank anyway —
wilk in wearing a signboard that said, “Laoking for samecone spe-
cial”f Would T whisper, “Socrates sene me™ to every teller? [ could
oaly hope that somehow this woman mighe recopnize the name |
had given him — §f’she still worked at a bank, jf'she existed ac all,

[ stared our the window ar a brick wall acrass the alley, The
beach was only ten blocks away; 1'd get some dinner, go for a walk
in the sand, and decide what to do. 1 made it to the water’s edge
just in time for sunset, only o realize that the sun ser on the west-
em side of the island, and | was on the eastern shore, " Terrific,” 1
said under my hreath, "Haw am I geing o find my mysery
woman if 1 cin't even find the sunsed”

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

The next day, as [ walked by the office of a local aewspaper, ic
came w me. 1 encered the building, and quickly composed an ad
to appear in the “Personals” column. bt read: “Young friend of
Socrates, seeking like-minded female banker, Ler's make change
topether.” | added my morel phone number. Probably a lame idea,
with about the same odds of success as stulfing 2 note in a boude
and tossing ir into the sea. A long shor, bur ar least 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 furiling. Discouraged, 1 called rhe airpore and booked a
flight home. Twas ready to eall it quits.

On the bus ride to the airpore, 1 sar in a kind of stupor,
unaware af my surroundings. 1 found myself sianding in front of
the irline counter, Then, in the boarding lounge, as the agent
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called my flight, 2 voice inside me said, No. And [ knew I couldn't
Eiw: up. Mot now, not ever. 1 had o find this woman, the link
berween my past and future,

I canceled my Right, baughr a city map, and caught the nex
bus back «o Honolulu, On the way, | marked the location of every
bank an my list.

THE FIRST BANK, featuring generic bank decor, was nearly empry
at this time of day. Scanning the room, | spateed a good possibil-
ity — a slender, athletic-looking woman, maybe in her late forties,
She wirned and gave me a brief smile. When vur eves mer, [ expe-
rienced a flash of inwition — this was incredible! %Why badn't I
crusted myself from rthe seart? She finished ralking to one of the
bank officers and retumed to her desk by the safery deposit baxes
and the vaulr. 1 waited patiently for the right moment; then, rak-
ing a desp breath, I walked up to her.

“Excuse me,” | said, wearing my brightest, clearest, mose alert
smile sa 1 wouldn't appear rotally erazy. “I'm looking for 2 woman
— nn, let me rephrase that — I'm laoking for someone who
happens to be female, but [ don't knew her name, You see, an old
gentleman — well, he's not exactly a gendeman — uh, an old man
named Socrates suggested [ find her. Docs thar name mean any-
ching to you?"

“Socrates?™ she sid. “Tsn't be 2 Greek or Raman puy — in hisron?”

*Yes, he is — was — " [ answered, my hope dampened,
"Maybe you don't know him by that name. He's a weacher of ming;
Imer him in a ger szasion, " | whispered empharically, “a gas starion
in Calffornia. " Then I waited, and held my breath.

Slewly, her eyes grew wider and then a light went on, “Yes! |
had a boyfricnd once 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 so.”

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

“Socrarer," ] correcred her. "And I'm nor looking for him. I'm
looking for a womaen!"

I felt 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 o
another bank employes and did a variation of the same routine
with a waman abour fifty years old wearng heavy panaake
makeup and rouge. Not a likely candidace, burt 1 had to be thor-
augh, She exchanged glances wirh the firse teller, then looked back
ar me, her cyes fill=d with suspicion. *Can I help you?” she asked.

They must leamn some kind of bank wefepathy. 1 thoughe.

“I'm locking for a woman who works ac the bank.” |
explained, "but I've misplaced her rame. You wouldnt happen o
know anyone named Socrares —

“Perhaps you'd beteer ralk to an officer,” she interrupred, Ar
first I thought she was refernng to a security officer, but she
pointed 1o a third woman in a dark suir, sitring behind a desk, just
gerring, off the phone.

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.”

“Whaet" she replicd, glancing roward the security puard.

“1 said I'm a potential customer fovking for a fund of secnrities.”

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

"Oh gosh, will you look at the time!" | said, looking at my
watch, “T'll ger back to you, Welll do lunch, Good-bye, cia,
cheers, aloha.” I lef.
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I used the same peaceful warnior/porential customer line the
rest of the afrerneon. Then 1 found a bar and had my first beer
in a long time, And 1 don't even like beer, As | walked through
the crawded steeers of downeawn Honolulu, I thoughr abourt the
woman, and realized she would have to be considerably alder than
forty or fifty areven sixty If Sacrates had really been in his ninetes,
az he elaimed, she would have 1o be in her lae seventies, Almost
certainly retired, I chought, disheartened, Seill, someone mighe
lnow, might remember her,

Eight banks later, 1 sar against the wall of yet another insti-
tution of higher finance and remindsd myself, Mever, ever, even
think about becoming a private investigator, My back ached and
[ fele like 1 was developing an ulcer. The whale thing seemed
crazy. Maybe someone had given the woman the bank stationery,
Why would a shaman work at a banlk? But, then, why would an
old warrior like Socraces chaose vo work ar a gas sarion?

More confused and discouraged than ever, 1 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 incwition was smashed as flac as the soda can near
me on the sidewalk. I picked it up, stood. and rossed che can in
the trash — a good deed. Ar lease the enrtire day wouldnt be
wastec,

The nex day, [ made the rounds ac anocher cen 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 got arrested
ae the last bank when 1 became belligerene. My nerves frazeled, |
decided o call it a day.

Thar night, I dreamed [ kepe walking rghe past the woman |
was secking, narrowly missing her — like a scene in the movies
when the rwo main characrers are abour m meet bur curn their
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backs at the lasc minure and miss each arther. This scene kepr
repeating itself in a maddening series of recakes.

| woke up tired. 1 was ready and willing to do anpthing tha
day — anything at all — excepr search for a namieless female bank
employee. Buc somehow — and here my training with Socrares
really paid off — I willed myself to get up. get dressed, and gec
going. Lirtle disciplines like thar can make all the difference in the
world,

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

“I...uh...as a mamer of fact, you are one of the maose specific
women ['ve seen in a long time.” I grinned. [ cerminly doubred
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 fliring. Maybe she wanred me to make a deposit in
her bank. Or maybe she knew something, For all 1 knew, she
could be the shaman's daughter. Or somerhing. 1 couldn't afford o
pass up any lead. I vold mypself. Anyway, 1 could stand a linde fun.

“Do you know who [ am?™ I asked.

“You look familiar,” she answerad.

Damn. Did she know ar didn't she? "'Look, uh,” 1 glanced at
her nameplate on the counter, “Barhara. My name’s Dan; I'm a
college professor visiting Honoluly, and well, ics kind of lanely,
vacationing by yourself T know we just mes, bur would you con-
sider having dinner with me after work? Maybe you could show
me where the sun sets, or we could ralk abour gas starions and old
reachers.”



Tha Journey 17

She smiled again — definitely a good sign. “If chat’s a line,”
she said, “ar least ir's original. T gee off ac five; T'll meet you out
le'lt.“

“Hey, thar’s terrific! See vou then.”

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

“Oh, shut up!” 1 s2id aloud as a passerby turned and gave me
a look,

My warch read 2:35. I could still make it to owo, maybe chres
more banks before five o'clock. I leoked at my sueer map, now
speckled with cressed-oue bank sires; the Firsr Bank of Hawaii was
right around the corner.
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Fool’s Gold

When ong is willing end eager, the gods join ir.

— haschylus

As 500K A5 | ENTERED THE LOBBY, the guand glanced in my dirce-
tion, scarted taward me, chen walked right bw; I 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 ro fill
our a depasit slip, and cased the joint,

A e foet away sat a functional desk, behind which sat a fune-
tional bank officer — a rall, aristocraric-looking woman in her
fiftics. She glanced wp at me as I approached. Bur befare 1 could
ask her anything, she stood up. “I'm sorry — U'm taking a late
lunch — bue [ think Mrs. Kaneoha can help you,” she said, poine-
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 au thar or the next bank, where | was helped ouside by
the security officer, wha invired me not 1o come back.

18
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Ready 1o laugh — or ery — I slumped against che lase bank’s
polished stone exterior and slid ta a sitting position on the side-
walk, “I've had it," 1 said our loud, “Thar's it, forger i, no more
banks."

I undirstood the importinee of pemsevering, but there’s a
point to stop banging your head against a wall. And chis just
wasnt working our. I would go on my date, warch the sun ser, and
then head back 1o Ohie.

As | sat there fecling 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, holding
a bamboo eane. She looked abour sevenry years old — maybe
older. She smiled down at me with an expression of maternal
concern,

“I'm okay, thanks,” 1 replied, standing up with some effore.

“You don't loak okay,” she said. "You lack tired."

Trriable, 1 almost snappad, What business is it of vours? But
I ook a deep breath instead. “You're right,” | confessed. “I am
tired. But I've been tired before; Il be fine, thanks.” I expected
her to nod and walk away, but she stood there, staring at me.

“Tust the same,” she said, “I'll ber you could use a glass of
juice.”

“Are you a doctor or something?™ T asked, half in fun.

“Na," she smiled. “Nar rally. But Yicror — my godson — he
burns it at both ends, we.” Seeing my puzled look, she quickly
added, “You know, his candle.”

“Oh," I replied, smiling, She scemed like a mice lady. “Well, 1
guess | could stand a plass of juice. Can I get vou one, 100"

“Thar's very nice of you,” she said as we entered a sidewalk
@ilé next door m the bank. I naticed she walked with a pro-
nounced limp,
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“My name's Rurh Johnson," she infarmed me, leaning her ald
bambeoo cane againse the counter and reaching aur ro shake hands,
Johnsan — it wasn't your cypical Asian surname; [ gussed she was
married w a Caucasian,

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

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

The waitress set our juices down on the counter. | picked
mine up, then noticed Mrs. Johnson staring at me. Her eyes
ﬁught ming, and held them. She had i!l.'EF s, like Socrates. Oh,
come o, | thoughe Stop imagining chings.

She continued to seare. “Do [ know you fram somewhere!”

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

“In Honeluluz”

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

She examined me intencly for another moment, then remarked,
“Well, then, it must be my imagination. Sa, vou're visiting?"

*“Yes, I'm on the fculy ar Oberlin College — here on a
research wrip,” | 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 School. Say, why don'’t you
come over to the house ronight? You could meet Victor: hed be
thrilled o talk with an Obertlin professard”

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

Ner at all diseouraged, 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, standing to leave.

*Thank ysw, " she said, “Tor the juice,”

“My pleasure,” | answered, tssing a five-dollar bill on the
counter. | hesitued for 2 moment, then asked, "You don't happen
ro wark in a bank, da youl”

"MNo,” she answered, "Why"

“Qh, ir's nothing.”

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

I stopped and wrned back toward her. “What was thac you
said — Crewee a nice day’?”

*“Yes.”

“Well, mose people say, ‘Have a nice day.”™

*1 suppose they do.”

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

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

My realicy meter started buzing: my tongue wene a littde
numb. Wias someching a linle off?

She stared ar me again, then impaled me with a look so
intense the café disappeared. “1 know you,” she said.

Suddenly, everything geew brigheer. I felt my face flush, and
my hands srarred ro ringle. Where had [ last felr like this? Then ]
remembered. An eld gas station, one sarry night.

“You know me!”

“Yes, 1 wasn't sure at first, bur now | recognize you as a good-
hearted person, buc 1 think a licde hard on yoursel”

“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 miare, A barefoor walk in che surf would relax you — yes, you
need a barcfoot walk in the surf” she whispered.

Dazed, I hear myself 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 tonight — abour seven o'clock.”

I poN'T cLEARLY REMEMBER [eaving the café. The next thing |
knew, | faund myself carrying my shoes, walking along the ¢lean,
wer sand of Whikiki, my feer washed by the shallow surf.

Some time later, a seagull landed nearby. 1 glanced ac it then
suddenly looked up and around as if waking up. Wit ner [
doing fere? In a moment it came back to me: Ruth Johnson...
the café.. . her house. .. seven o'clock. T loaked ar my warch: it
said #:15.

A quarter after six, o quarter after six, 1 repeated to myself, as
if thar meane something, Then ix downed on me: | had just stood
up Barbara, the pretry bank teller,

[ felt pretty, tvo — pretty dense.

And so, with nothing else to do, | caughe a bus te an arrae-
tive suburh of Honoluly, then walked unedl 1 found the address
Ruth Johnsan had swritten down. At lease [ thaughe 1 had found
the right address; her handwriting wasn't very clear.

At 715, 1 walked up the driveway of a well-kept home, Cars
filled the driveway, dance music poured out of the epen daorway,
and an older woman sar on a porch swing, pliding in and our of
the moonlight, 1 climbed the steps and saw that she wasn't Ruch
Johnson. Inside I heard people walking loudly. Someone laughed.
[ had a sinking feeling that this was the wrong place.

The waman on the swing said, "Aloha! 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 Howered dresses or
halrer tops, and the men in jeans, T-shires, and rank rops,
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The music stopped for 2 moamenr; T heard a spl:u.'h a5 &Ome-
one jumped, or fell, into the swimming poal juse visible through
sliding daors. Loud laughter fallowed.

I rapped a young woman on the shaulder jusr as a rock-"n"-roll
tune started; | had o yell 1o be heard above the music, “T'm look-
ing for Ruth Johnsan,”

“Whei" she yelled back.

"Ruth Johnson!" [ yelled louder.

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

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

Walking down the front steps, 1 stopped, and gave it ane last
try. Tuming o the woman on the swing, 1 asked, "Does Ruth
Johason live here®

“Ma,” she said,

“Oh.” Depressed, I urned 1o leave. Couldnt | do anpebing cght

“Ruthic’s staying with her sister down the street,” the woman
added. "She went to buy maore seda.”

Just then, a car pulled up in frone.

“There she is now,” the woman peinted.

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

anxious w get to the boteom 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 with that.” She turned and looked
delighted — but not surprised — to sce me.

“Mabhalo! Thank you!™ she said. "You see, 1 was right about
your being a kind person.™

*“Maybe not as kind as you think,” 1 sid. a8 5 picture of my young
daughrer, and rhe wife ['d lefe behind, flashed through my mind,
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[ walked slowly up the front steps to keep pace wich her, “So,
why did you really invite me hered” | asked.

“Sorry to slow you down,” she said. ignoring my question. "
had a amall — well, stroke, you could say. Bur I'm gerting berrer
all the time.”

“Mrs. Johnson, can we ger to the paine!”

“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 time!”

“You don’t really know who 1am.”

“I don't imagine anyone really knows who anyane really is,
Bur here we are anyway,” she suid brighdy. "And while you're here,
why don't you come in, meet Yicws, and enjoy the pargy?”

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

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

“T'm okay.”

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

“Have them righe here, Bill"

She mumned ro me. “Uh, what did you say your name was?"

I leoked up at her. “Dan.” It came eur like “damn.”

“Well, Dan, come on in, dance a linle, meer 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 o do tomocrow.” Suddenly tired, ]
ook a deep breath and stand. “Have a nice party, and thanks — uby,
mahala — for your kindness.” | curned roward the serecr.

“Wair a momene,” she said, limping after me, “Look, it was
my mistake, having you come all the way our here. Ler me give
you samething for the road.” She reached inro her purse.
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"Ma, really, T couldn’. T elont neal —

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

She turned abrupdy and enrered the house. The sound of
music grew louder, then suddenly quict as the door slammed shur.

Clenching the money in my fist, | shoved it into my pocker
and walked on, intw the warm nigh.

Caoconut and banyan trees and landscaped Lywns faintly shane
under the light of the street lamp near a bus siop, where | collapeed
to a siring pasition, crying to clear my head. Somerhing was off
here; nothing made sense. It baef 1o be her, but it wasi't, | was back
o 2ero.

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

1 was seriously considering flying hame the nexe day and see-
ing a good therapist when the bus amrived with a sighing of air
brakes. The door opened; 1 got 1o my feer and reached inte my
pocker for the money — and saw thar Ruth Johnsan hadn't given
me any money after all.

“Hey, buddy,” the bus driver said. "You gerring on or nog”

Intent on opening the crinkled pieces of paper, | hardly heard
him, and didn't answer. Then my eyes opened wide and [ siopped
breathing. Vaguely aware of the bus pulling away withaur me, |
stared ax the two pieces of paper in my hands: ‘The first was a
newspaper ad, dipped from rhe “Personals” section. It began,
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"Young peaceful warrior, friend of Socrates.” [ heard myself
breaching rapidly; my whole body trembled.

On the second piece of paper, I found a nore Mrs, Johnson
had serawled in a slult]r, m‘.:lrly iil:gihln: hand. It read:

Iin frona the old school — the hard sclovl. Norhing is given with-
ous desire, preparavion, and initiation, There it a questian af s,
and faith, On Tharday evening, three nights from now; the curvence
will be exactly right. If yan wich to comtinue, follow aif rhese inseriic-
tions precisely: Go to Makapu Beach in vhe early cvening,

I turned the note over. It continued:

You will ree a rocky arec toward Makapus Foine. Wialk touserd
tre poine wintil yoie find a small ibed, One side is caved in. Belind i,
you'll see & farge surfloard. When you ave alone — at dush, not before
— urke the bonrd and paddie out beyond the surf. A serong vide will
be going aut; let the current take you Be sure ..

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

Then my wonder changed to excitement and a prafound sense
of relicf. My scarch was over. 1 found her! A fountain of enerpy
welled up inside me. My senses opened: [ fele the temperature
of the air, heard faraway crickets, and smelled che fresh aroma of
newly mowed lawns, wet fram an earlier rain. [ walked sl the way
back to my motel. By the time | arrived, it was neardy dawn,

I [ell pino the bed with @ bounce and a squeak and stared ac
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 clean, leaving only the lava, black as night. The blackness

swallowed me. | heard a roar, soft at first, then growing louder
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Awakened by the whine of a garbage cruck owside, 1 opened
my eyes and stared ar the ceiling — bue the stark images of skele-
tons remained in my mind, along with a sense of awe and forebod-
ing, Thursday 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, Mow [ was on my own feet, waiting for the bell.



ClAPTER 4
A Fire at Sea

What is 1o give light must endure barning.

= Yiklar Fronkl

I HAD MADE NO SPECIAL PREPARATIONS, because apparentdy none
were called for — just find a big surdboard and go for a paddle.

Thursday afternoon, [ checked out of my hotel, ready 1o
camp on the beach, ready for a change. ready for anything, Or so
I thoughe. | carried my belongings, smuffed into my backpack,
down o Makapuu Beach. Breathing i the fresh, salty air, |
walked raward the point, In the distance ahead, acop 2 mound of
lava rock, | saw an old lighthouse standing scarkly againse a crim-
san sky.

The walk was farcher than I'd thought; ir was nearly dark
befare 1 faund che shed. The surfboard was there, just as she'ld said,
It wasn'e the screamlined Fberplass I'd expected, bur a massive, old-
Fashioned stab of wood, like the boards used by the ancient
Hawaiian kings — 1d seen a picoure of one in Masonal Geograpleie,

28
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I looked our over the deserred beach and calm accun. In spice
af the serting sun, the balmy air was comfarable. | stripped to my
nylon trunks, siuffed my cloching and wallet inta my p:lclc. and
hid my pack in the bushes. Then I carried the heavy board out
inta thigh-deep surf and ser it dewn with a loud slap an the glassy
surface

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

The chythmic ocean swelle soothed me into a pleasane lassi-
tude, [ lay on my back and gazed up into the constellacions of
Scorpio and Sagittarius, My eyes scanned the heavens and my
thoughts drifted with the current as [ waited for wha knows what

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

[ MusT HAVE FALLEN ASLEER | sat up, waking with a gasp, not
knowing where I was. | found mysell straddling the board as it
rocked with the swells, Uncil [ awolke, | hadn'e realized thar 1'd
been asleep. | wondered il enligheenment was like thar.

1 was leoking around, trying to make out the coastline in the
darkness when it struck me: the current. She had written some-
thing aboutr the current being “exacely right.” For what? |
scanned the horizon ln every ditection, but with die sea’s rise and
fall, and the clond cover, [ was effectively blind until dawn; | saw
no 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 drilied? And where? Wit a chill, 1 real-
ized I mighe be drifting straipght our to sea. Gripped by 2 sudden
panic, | forced myself to calm my breathing. Paranoid fancasics
played in the theater of my imagination: What if this old woman
is an eceentric, ar even crazy? Whar if she has a score ta serrle
with Socrates? Would she deliberately. ..} Mo, it couldnt be, [
thaughe. Bur | had no certainey, no reference poinrs. My usual
methods of reality testing weren't helping me here,

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

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

The clouds blared out the moon and stars, leaving the sky so
dark 1 couldn’ rell whether my eyes were open or closed. T drifred
in and aut of consciousness, afraid 1o deep. But the gende, lullaby
rise and fall of the ocean swells won out, and | plunged down,
slowly, into silence, like a rock sinking inco the deprhs af the sea.

| AwDEE w1TH THE FIRST LIGHT OF pawn, realized where | was,
sat up suddenly, and fell off the boand. Sputtering and spitting out
salowarer, | climbed back on the board and looked 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 someens
straight out to sea. [ could paddle, but in what direction? Again
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ﬁghtlng uffpmic, 1 farced m_',-setf to take another deep breath and
tried 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 I might really diz aut here — thac this was no
middle-class adventure, I might have made a very big mistake.

Ruth Johnson had weitren that it was “a question of trust and
faich.”

“Yeah," I muttered to myself, “truse, faich, and blind stupid-
iy.” Whar had passessed me? 1 mean, whoe rakes a surfhoard aur
into the ocean currents at night beciuse an old woman writes him
a note?

“This can't be happening.” I said aloud, startled by the sound
of my own voice, quickly drowned by the vast spaces above and
below. 1 could already feel the hear of che mormning sun an my
back.

The clouds dissipated, leaving a burning azure sky. 1 had time
to consider my situacion — nothing bur time. Except for the occa-
sianal eall of an alharrass or the faint drone of an airplane far
above, silence was my only companion.

Once in a while, | splashed my feet in the saley wacer, or
hummed a rune o reassure my cars. Bur soon enough, the runes
died. A sense of dread crept slowly up my spine.

As the day woere on, T grew thirsty, and miy fear inrensified
with the heat of the sun. It wasn't the sudden fear of a gun in my
ribs or a car weaving head-on inte my lane — just a quiet kind of
knowingness, a stark inevitability thac unless someane rescued me
soon, [ would burn to dearh on the cool green sea.

The hours passed with agonizing slowness, and my skin
starred turning pink. By the late afrernann, chirse became an
absession. | eried everything [ could think of to procect myself. |
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paddled the board arcund e face different dirccrions; [ dipped
inte the cooling water many times, under the shelrer af the board,
careful o mainrain my hold on is cracked surface, The warer was
my only protection from the sun and carried me into the blessed
dark

All nighe, my bady bumed with fever. then shook with chills,
Even the slightest movemene fele painful. T shivered as 1 hugged
myself, overcome with remorse. Why had 1 dane such a foolish
thing! How cauld I have trusted thac old svoman, and why would
she have done this to me? Was she crucl, or merely mistaken?
Either way, the aurcame was the same: [ would die without ever
knowing why, Win? I asked myself again and again as my mind
clouded over.

WHEN MORNING CAME, [ lay still, may skin blistered and my lips
cracked. 1 think 1 would have died, but for a gift from the sk
Dark clouds appeared with the dawn, and a rainstorm swepe over,
giving me a few hours of shade, and of life, Raindraps, mixed wich
tears of gratitude, stung my blistered face.

[ had nothing w0 hold the warer save my open mouth. 1 lay
back with my jaws wide, rrying 1o carch every drop, unril my
muscles began to spasm, | removed my trunks so they could soalk
up every possible bit of rainwarter.

Tee 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 thirst.

Mabhatma 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 — [ would have rraded them in an insrane for one glass of
pure, conl, quenching warer.
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1 stayed in the water, clinging to the board, for most of the
morning, Buc it did noching for the horrible thirst, Later, in the after-
noon, I thought [ saw a dorsal fin circling nearby, and [ quickly
scrambled hack onto the hoard. Bue as my skin blistered and [ grew
more parched, the thought entered my mind that a shark’s jows
mighr ke my only deliverance from slow deach. Like a deer tha
bares its throat o dhe lion, 2 small but growing pert of me wanced
to give in, to just slip into the sea and disappear.

When night came again, I again bumed with fever. In my
delirium, I dreamed of swimming in a mounin spring, drinking
my fill, lying in a calm pool, and letting the wacer seep into my
pores. Then the smiling face of Ruth Johnson appeared, with her
silver hair, her deep eyves macking my foolishness,

Drifting in and out of consciousness with the rse and fall of
the sea, miy rational mind faded in, then out, like a ghost presence.
In a lucid moment, | knew thae if 1 didnt find land by the next
day, it would be over.

Picrures flached hy: 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 daupghrer, eacing a snack just
because 1 was a licde hungry — the comforts and safety of home.
Mew, all thar szemed a far-off dream, and this, a nightmarish real-
ity. If 1 slept at all, | don't remember.

Morning cime much oo saen.

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

The sun moved with agonizing slowness across the sky [
learned o hate che clear blue, and 1 gave silent thanks for every
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eloud that covered the sun as 1 clung to the board, submengzed in
the water 1 could not drink.

I lay exhausred through the nexe nighr — neicher awake nor
asleep — floating in purgarory. Squinting through swollen lids, 1
saw a vision of eliffs in the distance, and imagined | heard the faine
pounding of surf against the rocks. Then, suddenly alere, [ realizad
it was no vision, [t was real, Hope lay ahead, and life. 1 was going
to survive. [ starced 1o cry, but found [ had no tears left.

A surge of enerpy conrsed rhrough me; my mind, now eryseal
elear, snapped inte focus, | couldn't die now — | was wo dose!
Wirh all my remaining srrength, 1 srarred paddling roward share,
I was poing o lve.

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



CHAPTER 5
New Beginnings

Haaling : @ matizi af tire,
but tomelimes also a mater of eppediunily

— Hippacratas, Precepts, Chapter 1

ON THE 15LAND OF MoLokal, in Pelekunu Valley, sec deep among
moss-covered crags, lay a smiall cabin. Inside thag eabin, a woman's
screams pierced the air. "Mama Chial* Mama Chia!” ghe cried oucin
pain and fear as she strupgled in the throes of a difficult childbirth.

Movrowat — where, in the 1800s, the lepers had been exiled, left
to die, isolated from the rest of the world by fear and iznorance.

Malokai — home of narive Hawaiians, Japanese, Chinese,
and Filipinos, with a small American and Ewropean population; a
retrear for counrerculture and alternative lifesryles; home of hardy,
independent falk who avoid development and the tourist trade of
the other islands, whe work hard and live simply, who teach their
children basic values and love of nature,

*Chia is pranounced "Chee-ah.”

35
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Maolokai — island of narure spirits and legend, secret burial
place af the dabwna ﬂ'npuﬂ.'-‘. the shamans, magicians, and healers,
the spiritual warriors attuned o the enerpies af the earrh,

Molokai was ready to welcome anather soul to the carth.

Mirsu Fupimoro, a small Japanese American in her early forties,
rossed her head fram side to 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 on sunutes water — 1 couldn't tell — after drifting,
delirious, in and our of consciousness, I awoke, desperarely thirsty.
IFT felr chirsty, T was alive! The logic of that realization shocked me
ta my senses and, for a few rational momenis, | scanned my body,
taking seack inside and our. My head theobbed: my skin hurned.
And [ couldnt see; T was blind! T moved my arm, now incredibly
weak, and felt my eyes, discovering with great celief that they were
covered with gauze.

I had no idea where | was — in a hospital, ina 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,

MiTsu's LonG BLACK HAIR lay tangled and macted acrass her face
and pillow. Alter her first child had died, nearly ten years before,
she had vowed never to have another; she couldn't live through the
pain of another such loss.

But when she passed the age of forey, she knew that this would
be her lase chance, It was now or never, So Misu Fujimom and
her hushand, 521, made their decision.

Aleer many monchs, Mirsu's face geew radiane, and her belly
rips. The Fujimotas were to be blessed with a child,
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Sei had run into the valley to find help. Now Mitsu lay con-
torted on her matteess, panting und testing between contractions
— exhausred, alone, and afraid thar something was embly
wrong, thar the haby was turned around. As each ridal wave of
contractions hardened her uterine wall like stene, Mirsu sereamed
again for Mama Chia,

When [ recanen consciouswess, the world remained dark,
my eyes still covered with gauze. My skin was on fire; all | could
do 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 noserils.

Me emodons very close to the surface, [ felt a tear run down
my cheek. “Thank you,” | mumered, my scrarchy voice barely
audible,

I reached up slowly and clasped the small hand dhar held the
cleth, 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 girl's hand, behind my neck, gendy lifed my head so 1
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; I'm only supposed to ler you sip a littde ac a time,” she apelo-
gized, lewting my head back down. Then, T must have slepr.

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

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

Tue purming Han sunsipep from incessant pain o a mild
throbbing. 1 tried, cautiously, o move the muscles of my face.

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

| remembered something Socrates had reld me aboue the
search for uldmate meaning. "Better never o begin... but onee
begun... berrer finish.”

"Better never begin. .. " | muttered, before dropping off to sleep.

T cry oF THE 1NradT Bov resounded through the open win-
dows of that tiny cabin in the rain forest, Mitsu managed a smile
as she held the child 1o her brease. Fuji sar nearby, beaming, touch-
ing his wife, then his baby. Tears of joy ran down his checls,
Mama Chia cleaned up, as she had done many cimes in the
pase. "Mitsu and your son are going to be fine, Fuji. I'll leave them
in your care now — and, I'm sure, in very good hands.” She smiled,
He cried unabashedly, rking bath her hands in his and lapsing
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frum Hawsiian w Jupanese o English: “Mara Chia, mahalol
Mahalo! Argate gezaimasu! How can we ever thank youi” he
asked, his eyes still wer with cars.

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

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

With a last loak ar Mirsu's eired bue radiane Face a5 she nursed
her baby, Mama Chia gathered her backpack and left for her slow
hike down into the valley. She had anather patient ro see.

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

*This is a peulrice macle from the fruit of the noni tree, mixed
with alee,” she said in her soft young veice. "It will help your skin
heal.”

When I next awole, | fele better. My headache was neary
gone, and my skin, chough it felc dghe, no longer burned. 1
opened my eves; the pauze bandapes were gone. Glad 0 have my
sighr once again, [ murned my head slowly and looked around: 1
was alone, on a cot, in the corner of a small, but clean, one-ruom
cabin built of logs. Light poured in through makeshifc shades, A
wooden chest sar at the foot of the bed. A chest of drawers stood
apainst the far wall,

Many questions passed through my mind: Where am 12 1
asked myself. ¥Who saved me? Who broughr me here?
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"Hello?” I said. "Hello?" I repeated louder. I heard footsteps, then
a young gil entered. She had jec black hair sand a beautiful smile,

"Helle,” she sid. “Are you fecling any berteri™

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

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

"Whe is Mama Chia?” [ interrupred.

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

"Kahuna — then I'm saill in Hawai?”

"Yes," she 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 drifued
to Muolokas?"

Mana Crira made her way slowly down the winding pach, It had
been a busy week, and these past few days had left her tired, Bur
her work called forth an energy beyand that of her physieal bady.

She continued down the path through the forest. No time o
rest now; she wanted 1o check on her new padient. Her flowered
dress, still damp from a rain shower, bore spots of mud on its
lewer barder. Her hair clung to her farchead in wer srrands.
Unconcerned about her appearance, she quickened her pace the
best she eauld an the slippary forest trail on the way ro her patient,

She turned a final bend in the path — her body remembering
it 5o well she cauld 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 I lefr it,” she joked to herself. She
passed the nearby storge shed and vegetable garden, and entered.

I Triep siTrive Up and looking 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 askeal wc:l.ltly,, “how did I gl
here? And —"

Then, with a sheck, | sic up again, and nearly passed outasa
woman limped into the room and mwmed arcund,

“Ruth fohnson?" | said through cracked lips. 1 tried 1o sit up
then thought better of it. This was no dream; the pain was real,
The wonran who had sent me out on the surlboard wis standing
DVET ME now.

“You almost killed me!™ 1 yelled.

The old waman set her cane apginst the wall, fluffed up my
pillow, and gently pushed me hack on the bed. She wasn't smiling,
but her face had a renderness [ hadn't seen before, She uened 1o
the young gir. “You've done a pood job mking care of him, Sachi;
your parents will be pleased

Sachi smiled and lefe us alone.

“Who are you?" | asked the woman, “Waek going on bere?

She didn't answer righe away, but as she massaged another
salve into the skin of my Face, she said quietly, *[ den't understand
— you don't scem like a foolish young man — why did you ignore
my directions? Why did you go out without any sunscreen, ar
food, or water?”

I pushed her hand away from my face and sat up apain
“Wihar directions? Why would I need sunscreen at night? Whe
takes food and water out on a surfboard? Why didn't vou tell me
what | would need:”

"Dut I diel tell vau,” she interrupred. 1 wiote 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 nore,” [ inter-
rupted,

She paused, puzzled and thougheful. “How can thae be?” she
asked, swmring into space. “On the second page | wrote down
everything — "
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“What da you mean, ‘secand page'?" [ asked. "All you gave me
was the newspaper clipping, and a note. You wrote on the fronr
and back — "

“Bur chere was anocher page!” she said, cuting me off,

Then it dawned on me: “The note,” 1 said, "It ended with the
words, ‘Be sure.. 1 chouphre you were just elling me ro be cereain.”

As she relized what must have happened, Mama Chia closed
her eyes a mixwure of emorions passed aver her face for 1 momenr,
then disappeared. Shaking her head sadly, she sighed. “The next
page rald you everything you'd need and where rthe currents would
take you.”

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

I kay back againse the pillows. | didn't know whether o laugh
or ery. "And 1 assumed, ouc chere on the ocean that you were just
fram 'the hard schoal,'”

“Mot that hard!" she replied. We laughed, because there was
nothing else to do, and heeause the whele ching was so ludicrous,

Still laughing, she added. “And when you're [eeling stronger,
to finish the job, we can throw you off a clifE”

I laughed even louder than she; it made my head hure again,
And, just for a moment, | wasn't sure whether or nar she was
serious,

“Bur who 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 to the island map and pointed: “The currents
took you across the Kaiwi Channel, around llie Paint, and east-
ward along the north share of Molokai, pase Kahio Poine, wward
Kamakaw, and you landed — ungracefully, | mighe add, bue right
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on time — at Pelekunu Valley, just as [ knew you would, There is
a teail, a suirwell known by few people, Some friends helped carry
you here”

“Where arc wei”

“In a secluded place — a foresr reserve,”

1 shook my head, then wineed as it throbbad, I don’t under-
stand any of this, Why all the mysten?”

“All part of your initiation — | told you. If you had been pre-
pared. ..” Her words trailed off. “] aceed carclessly. I'm sorry for
what vou had ro endure, Dan. [ intended to give you 4 test of
faith, not ger yon deep-fried,” she apologized again, “Bur like
Sacrares, | suppase | have a flair for the dramaric.”

“Well,” T said, “can T ar least consider myself initiared®”

She sighed. 1 should hope s0.”

After a pause, | asked, “How did vou know [ was coming to
Hawaii? Uil a few days ago, [ didn't even know. Did you know
whao | was when we met, ouside the bank? And how did yau find
me in the fimt place?”

Mama Chia gazed our the window for a mament before she
answered. “There are vther forces at work here — that’s the only
way | ean explain ir. [ don’t aften read the local papers, and |
almost never read the ‘Personals’ column, But | was staying at my
sister’s house an Oahu, for Vietor's parry, when [ faund rhe paper
on her coffee table, We were going our, and while | was waiting
for her to get ready, | picked up the paper and skimmed through
ir. When my eyes somehow lacked onra yoaur messape, a surge of
electricivy passed through me, 1 felt a sense of dewing

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 elearly 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 che 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 ace something,” she said.
Reaching inta her hackpack, she pulled oura mango and a papaya.

“I'm nor really hungry,” [ said. “My stomach has shrunk. And
I'd racher hear whae Secrates wrote about me.”

“You've eaten nothing for seven days,” she gently chided.

“Tve dane that befare,” 1 l:F!iﬂ'J. “Besides, [ needed o loose
weighe.” I pointed 1o my waist, now much leaner,

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

“You really believe char?”

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

| loaked at the frech fruit. “Maybe L am a litde hungry.” 1 said,
and nibbled a small picce. lts sweetness melted onto my tongue; |
inhaled its aroma. "Good. And it has healing properties?”

“Yes,” she saicl, handing me a slice of ripe mango. “This, tan.”

Eating obediently, 1 asked berween bires, “So how did you
find me — back in Honoluh2™

“Anather rwist of fare,” she replisd. "When | found your ad,
1 decided to somehow make canwmct — or perhaps observe you far
a while, o see if you could find me.”

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

“Not for six years.”

“I guess we found each other,” | said, wking another bite of
mango,

Muama Chia smiled. "Yes. And now its time for me w go and
far you to rest.”
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“T'm feeling much bercer, now — I'I:‘.J.|.|}' — and | siill wane o
know why you were so glad [ arrived.”

She paused belote speaking. “There’s 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.”

Leverack, 1 thought as my eyes closed. The ward 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 Sec and [ neared campus, a
student handed me a flyer, | glanced ar ir. “S0c,” 1 said, “will you
lak at this. It’s abour saving the whales and dalphins, Last weelk,”
I sighed, *I gor one about eppressed peoples; the week before it
was abour starving children. Sometimes 1 feel so puilty, doing all
this work on myself when there are so many people in need out
there.”

Socrates looked at me without expression, bu kepr walking as
if I'd said nothing,

“Did vou hear me, Socrates?™

In response, he stopped, turned, and said, *I'l] give you five
bucks if you can slap me on the cheek.”

“Whatt Whar does that have to do with — "

“Ten bucks,” he interrupeed, upping the ante. 1 figuced it was
some kind of test, so after a few feints, I wok a swing — and
found myself on the ground in a painful wrist lock, As Soc helped
me up, he said, "Notice bow a liede leverage can be quine effective:”

“Yeah, | surs did,” 1 replied, shaking my wrist,

“To really help people, you first necd w understand them —
bue first understand yourself, prepare yourseli; develap dhe clarity,
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the courage, and che sensitiviry o exert the righe leverage, in the
right place, ac the righe time. Then your acrions will have power.
History,” he added, “holds many examples of individuals and
nations who acted withour the wisdom o foresee the conse-
quences....”

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

TuEe NEXT MORNING, Sachiko arrived with same fresh froie and o
pitcher of warer, Then, with a wave, she said, “Time for school,”
and ran out the duor.

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.” [ sat up and
stretched, carchully.

“Travel?™ she asked. “You think you're ready 1o go somewhere?
And what will you find when you ger there — what you found in
India?”

*How dao you know about India?” [ asked.

“When you undetstand how | know." she said, “you'll be
ready to continue your journey.” Mama Chix gave me a piercing
stare, “fbe Lincoln once said chat iF he had six hours o chup down
a rree, he'd spend the firse five hours sharpening the axe. You have a
great tusk ahead, but you are not yer sharpened. It will rake cime,
and revjuire 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 fecling like 2 burden. "I really
should go," T said. *You have ather people to care for; 1 don't wane
to impose.”

“Impaset” she responded. "Does the diamond impose on the
gem polisher? Does the steel impose on the swordsmith? Please,
Dan. Stay a while. [ can think of na better way ro use my energy”

Her words encouraged me, “Well," [ said, smiling, “it may not
be as hard as you think. P've trained as a pymnase: [ know how wo
work, And | did spend time with Socrares,”

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

“What do you have in mind? What do you do around here,
anyway? [ don't sec any banks in the vicinit.”

She lughed. “1 play different roles, wear different hars for dif-
ferent people. For you, no har at all.” She paused. “Masr of the
time, | help my friends. Someeimes [ juse sic and do nothing arall,
Sometimes ] practice shape-shilting.”

“Shape-shifring!"

“Yes.”

“Whar's thae?”

“Oh, becoming different things — merging with the spirits of
animals, or rocks, ar warer — thar sorr of thing, Seeing life fram
anather paint of view, iF you know what | mean.”

“Bur you don't acrually — "

*I need te o now,” she said, cutting 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 some effore. | conld barely see her chrough
the open front deor as she limped, swinging her cane, up the
winding path into the foresr,

[ 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 [ had found her, My body ringled
with a rising cxcitement. The road ahead might be difficult —
even dangerous — bur at leasr it was apen.



G AP A

Barefoot on a Forest Path

The clearest way inta the Universe

is through a farest wildermnass,

= John Muir

Tue vext morriNG found me mvenous, glad for the bowl of fruic
on the nightstand. [ found a knife and spoon in the drawer and
ate two bananas, a passion frult, and a papaya in quick succession,
followed by some macadamia nuts and raw sunflower seeds. |
reminded myself to slow down and chew, but dhe food just seemed
o disappear,

Feeling better afier breakfast, 1 decided to explore my
surroundings. Swinging my legs over the edge of the bed, | grew
dizzy for a few moments, waired for ir ro pass, chen stood, Weak
and unsteady; 1 looked down at myself; I'd lost so much weight,
my swim trunks neatly fell off. "I'll have to write a dier book,” 1
mureered, “I'll call ir “The Surthaird Dier’ — probably make a
million dollars,”

Still shaky. 1 1owered roward a pischer of water an the dresser,
took a slow drink, then made my way to some kind of chemical
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wilet in a currained-off area. Ir would do juse fine, At least my kid-
neys were still funcrioning,

[ stared ar my face in an old mirror, With its oozing sores and
scabs, it seemed like the fice of a stranger Parts of my back were
still bandaged. How could dhac livde giel Sachi bear w look ac me,
ler alone touch met”

Making my way oumside, resting often, [ stayed in the shade
of the cabin and trees. The solid ground fele good under me, but
my beet were still cender. Wichour shees, T cauldn’ go far. | wan-
dered if my backpack, with all my belongings, had been discay-
ered, If s, they might think I had drowned. Or, | thought darkdy,
m]rlt' aa 'E.il il'-.'f| ]'l-'.ld ;ml'ld m:." w-'lEIEt+ |“Jr :‘I; T ti:[l:l:r.'i, I'.I'I:." Ef{d]' (1] rd...
No, I'd hidden the pack oo well. It was set in a deep thicket,
covered by dried brush. 'd mention it co Mama Chia the next
time | saw her, which, as it twened out, wasn't 1o happen for
several mare days,

[ managed co walk up the il a litle ways unel I found a
good vantage point, High above me, in the distance, scood the
bare lava cliffs jurting skyward in the center of the iskand, above
the thick rain forest. Far below, through the lush trees, 1 could just
make aut bits of blue sky. My cabin, 1 estimated, lay about halfway
berween the upper cliffs and the sea below. Tired, and a liccle
depressed by my infirmiry, 1 made my way back down the rrail 1o
the cabin, lay down, and slept again.

As THE DAYS PASSED, my hunpzr returned in a Hood. 1 are tropi-
cal fruir, then sweet yams, potatoes, corn, wro, and — although
my diet was normally vepemrian — a small nmp]ing of fresh Gish
along with some kind of scaweed soup | found on the bureau each
morning, delivered, [ suspeered, by Sachike. Mama Chia had
insisted | eat the soup "o help relieve the burns.”
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Early mamnings and late afternoons, [ stared walking farcher,
hiking & few landred yards into the lash valley, up through the
rain forest filled with the smooth-skinned kukui tree, the owisting
banyan, the towering palm, and the eocalyprus, whose leaves
shimmered in the sea breezes. Red and whire ginger plants grew
everywhere among the delicate amianmeen ferns, and the red carch
wis covered with a rich carpet of moss, grasses, and leaves.

Except for the small clearing char surrounded my eabin, every-
thing steod on a slanc here. At first | tired quickly, but 1 soen got
my breath back, climbing up inta the moisr, healing air of the rain
forest. Bdow, a few miles away, sheer cliffs, the pali, dropped o
the sea. How had they ever carricd me up to the cabin?

The next few maornings, 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, now nearly healed — almost as good as new. My strength
was returning and, wich ir, a renewed sense of urgency: 1 had
found Mama Chia; [ was here. Now what? What did | need 1o
learn or do before she would direct me 1o the next step of my

journcy?

ThEe MexXT DAY, the sun was already rising a5 | awnke, listening
the shrill cries of a bird outside, 1 rose and ser oue on anocher short
hike. My bare feer were getring used to the sarch.

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 on wer leaves, slick from an earier
dawnpour. Thinking I'd have a liede fun with her, and proud of
my speedy recovery, [ hid behind the shed and peered our as she
emerged, puzeled, and looked around. [ ducked behind che shed
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again and pur my hand over my mouth 1o stifle a laugh, then took
a deep brearh and pecked around rhe corner apain. She was ne
longer there,

Afraid that she had gone away to lock for me, T stepped owr
from concealment and was about to cll her when a hand wpped
me on the shoulder; | curned ra see her emiling at me. “"How did
yau know where | was?”

I heard you call to me.”

“I didn't call you."

“Yes, you did.”

“Mo, I didn't. [ was going to, but — "

*Then how did T know you were hernc?”

*l asked you thadd”

“Then I guess we've come full circle,” she said. "Sit down; |
broughe lunch.”

At the ward “lunch,” 1 abeyed prompdy, sitting on a chick
carpet of damp leaves in the shade of a mee. My stomach growled
as she offersd me sumpruons yams — the hest I'd ever rasted —
specially prepared rice, and an assortment of crisp vegetables, |
don’t know how she got it all into her backpack.

The conversation died while we concentrited on eating:
finally, bevween bites, [ said, “Thanks. You really know how 1o
cook.”

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

*Sachilo? Who wught her to cook like tha” [ asked.

“Her farher.”

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

“They are more than proud of her” hama Chia pur down ber
food and gazed past the clearing into the thick emerald forest. " Let
me tell you a true story: Nine years agn, I helped bring Sachi inco
the world, When she was four, 1 also welcomed her litile brother,
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“Soon after her brocher was born, linde Sachi began to ask her
parents m leave her alone with the new baby, They woreded hat,
like most four-year-olds, she mighe feel jealous and wane to hit or
shake him, so they said no. But she showed ne sipns of jealousy ar
all; she rreated che baby with kindness — and her pleas ta be left
alone with him became more urgent. They decided ta allow i

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

“She said thaz” I asked, in awe.

“Yes."

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

We sat in silence a while, in che shade of 2 tree, until Mama
Chia zaid, “Tomorrow we go for a hiks"

"Together?™ 1 asked.

“Ne," she teased. “You'll take the high read, and 'll rake the
low road.”

I still didn't know Mama Chia very well, and it was sametimes
hard to rell whether she was joking, Seeing my confusion, Mama
Chia laughed, and said, “Yes, we'll hike mperher.”

[ had a feeling things were about to pick up. Then 1 looked
down at my worn trunks, and bare feet and chesr. | looked up ar
her and explained, *1 don'c 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 over to
it and looked inside. My wallee — with a few dollars cash and
credic cid — my watch, a clean pair of shors, my sneakers,

Ay

toothbrush, and roror — everything was there.
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*Sachi’s father was working on a carpentry job an Oahu,” she
cxplained. *I sent him to Makapuu Point to find your things. He
said you'd hidden them well.”

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

"He's booking forward to meeting you, too, but he had to go
back to Oahu ro finish the job; he'll retuen in a few weeks. I'm
glad you have new shors,” she added, holding her nose with onz
hand and pointing ro my ragged rrunks with the other, 5o you
can wash those.”

Smiling, | took her hand, “Thank you, Mama Chia. 'm really
graccful for all you've done.”

“Yes, I've certainly done a lon," she said, brushiog 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 your arm off, 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 sroed. T soarted oo
stand, toa, but | was so weak [ could barely get up. "l feel Like susch
awimp." | said as she walked me back into the cabin,

"Your muscles anly feel weak besause your body is using the
enczgy to heal the rest of you. You've been chrough a great deal; most
peaple wauld have given up and died. Your Basic Sclf is very strong,.”

"My basic whaci” [ asked, puzzled, as 1 sar down on the bed.

“Your Basic Self,” Mama Chia replied. “A part of who you are
— an awareness separate from your conscious mind, Didn'
Socraces teach you abour the three sebvest™

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

Mama Chia srood, walked ro the window, and gazed outside.
“The three sclves are much more than a concepr, Dan; they are as
real to me as the earth, the trees, the sky, and the sea.”

Mama Chia sar apainse the windowsill and said, "A few hundred
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YIS g0, hefore the invention of the microscope, almost no one
believed in the existence of bacteria and viruses, and so, humaniry
remained powerless before dhese unseen invaders. Those whe did
believe in their existence were labeled 'crackpots.

“I, ren, work with elemenrs invisible 1o mast people — with
nature spirits and subtle energies. But ‘invisible’ is not the same as
imaginary, Dan, Bach new generation forgets this, and so the cycle
repeats itsell — che blind leading, che blind,” she said wichout a
trace of rancor. “lgnorance, as well as wisdom, is handed down
from ane peneration ca the nexe like a preciaus heideam.

“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 still
have the eyes to see”

She paced, in her limping style, across the room to the door-
way, and turned back toward me, “Whan | speak to you of “invis-
ible things," know thac ey are not imvisible to me. But what is crue
for me dees not have to be wue for you: I'm not telling you what
to believe — only sharing my experience.” She poured a glass of
water and hand=d it co me. “When you're strong enough — if
Socrares has prepared you well — I'll be able to take you o the
edge, and point the way; all you'll have to do is open your eyes and
leap.” She walked to the door and said, “MNow rest.”

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

“And there’s more 1d like w el you,” she interrupred. "Bue
first you need o sleep,”

“I am dired,” 1 said, yawning.

“Yes. 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 shur and the
word went black.



Matarinl proleg'do por dereshos da nab



Illuminations

The real voyoge of discowery conisis
mol in seeking new londscopas,
bl in hoving new eyes.

— Mareal Prausl
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The Three Selves

You cornet manscend whal you do not krow,
To ga beyond yoursell, you must kraw yoursall,

— 5ri Misargadatta Maharoj

THE MEXT DAY, THE BIRDS SONG scemed sweerer and the world
more beautiful, My strength was returning: only a few scabs
remained. Running my hand across my two-week growth of
beard, 1 decided I would keep it for now.

Alter hlling up on tropical fruit and home-baked bread dhae
had mysteriously appeared an my chest of drawers — another gift
fram Sachi, T guessed — 1 stepped ourside, stripped naked, and
showered in a warm, drenching downpour, The rain passed as
quickly as it had come, leaving clear, sunny shies.

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

Aficr a bricf grecang, she led me down a narrow, winding
pach toward the sea, As she lumbered along the slippery ceail, a few
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feer ahead of me, | could see it wasn't easy for her to get around
and was struck by her determinarion.

She stopped a few times — once, to point out a colorful bird,
another fime to show me a small waterfall and pond, hidden from
the casual eye. After we sac a while, listening to the sounds of
water falling inca a pond, | offered to carey her backpack for her,
bue she refused, saying, “Mayhe nexr time.”

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

Finally, we made our way down a steep ravine and emerged
il'll.ﬂ .8 ::n13." HH.I:I.F Elc:rirlﬁ, ane l'lf El'lﬂ fﬂw 11:.'.1!:'1 Arcas :nmng tll'lnf
rocky cliffs. On either side of us, lava rock shot scraight up inte
the sky o form the wowering cliffs.

Mama Chia took a light blanket out of her pack and spread it
an the beach. The ride had just gone aur, keaving the sand smaoth,
hard, and wer. The relaxing s=a breeze felt good on my face and
chest.

“Mama Chia,” I asked, "maybe it's my imagination, but I've
anly been here abour ten days — is that right?"

“Yes,”

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

“Yes," she answered again.

“Well, aren't | healing awhilly fase?”

She nodded. “I've been warking with you ar night.”

“Whar do you meani”

“When you sleep, your Conscious Self steps back; that's when
1 can work directly with the Basic Self — your subconscious —
which is in charge of healing your bady.”

“You were gaing ro rell me mare abour chis "Basic SelE™

Mama Chia stared at me, as if considering something. Then
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she picked up a nearby twig and drew a circle in the sand. "Better
ro show than tell,” she said, serarching che figure of 3 human body
within the circle, his arms outstrerched — a crude rendition of
Leonarda da Vineis famous drawing.

Without furdher comment, she sat down on a mound of sand,
crassed her legs, and said, "I need to do some inner wark 1w
recharpe my batteries. Unless you've learned to do the same, [ sug-
gest you take a nap. Perhaps later we can ralk.”

“But —"

With one breath, Mama Chia seemed instantly to go into a
decp mance. [ warched her for a few moments, chen my attenton
turned once again w 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 cyes.

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

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

I was AsLEED, YET WIDE AWAKE, Mama Chia's smiling face flashed
before me, then vanished. In che blackness char follawed, a human
form appeared: 2 man’s bady within a circle, his arms ourstrerched
— not the figure Mama Chia had sketehed in the sand, bue a vivid
image of da Vinci's ariginal.

Then, in the blink of an ¢y, 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 1o
rest, standing uprighe in a foresr, under a starry sky. Hluminated
by the pale moon. clathed only in 2 pair of shorts, the figure stood
with arms open wide, as if to embrace life iself, wich head tiling
slighely up and w che lefr, gazing up cheengh the tees ar the stars
sparkling in the black velver sky. [ could see all this in the sharpest
derail — every moon shadow on every leaf.

Then, three glowing lights apperred within and around the
body, scparate and disrinet from che bady's anras or enerpy fields.
Fitst, my atcention resvedd an an carthly reddish glow illuminating
the belly region, T recagnized this instantly as the Basic Self.

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

Then my awarcness rosc above the head. where [ began to see
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 crashing down. Then the physical form in frant of
me splir into three szparate beings.

The Higher Self, which | had only hegun to see in the blaze
of radiant color, vanished. The two beings that remained changed
inta disrincr physical forms, The Basic Self naw appeared as a
child, surrounded by a reddish glow. It quailed and shrank back as
the next flash of lighening lic is face, revealing primal fear.

The Conscious Self ook the form of a gray robor, whose
computerized head glowed wich electricicy: it whirred and clicked,
then looked up stffly ar the sky, expressionless, as if soring infor-
mation and weighing the best course of action.

With the nest crack of thunder, rhe child Bolred, and mn

insinerively for the cover of o hollow wee. I found mysell following
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it, amd warchesd a5 it huddled dere. The child seemed :{h}-', aned didn?
speak. As 1 gazed atie, I felt myself drawn deeper into its glow.

In 2 microsccond, my consciousness had merged with thar of
the child. 1 saw life through its eyes, and experienced all its emo-
tions. Confused by myriad images of past storms and associations
going back lifetimes, [ huddled instinctively as Fearhul pictures —
a parchwork of genetic memories — Hashed through my childlike
awareness. What | lacked in clear logic, | improvised wich primal
instinet, | kele 2 vast soorchouse of virl encrgy; my emotions were
wide apen, amplified. Motivated by a primitive impulse o su-
vive, to seck pleasure and avoid pain, | felt more inclined o act
than contemplite. My inner world was untamed, unrefined by
culeure, rules, or logic, In ry wildness and fleshiness, | was energy
in motion — closely tied to the natural world, completely at
home in the body, wich its feelings and impulses.

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

Just then, having devised its plan, the robot-computer also
entered the hollow wee. Bue it ignared me, the child, almost com-
pletely, as if [ didn't matrer, Resentful and feeling unappreciated, 1
nudged it to ger irs arrention. Why didn't ir lisren ra me? After all,
I'd found shelcer first, It still ignored mes T pushed it and slapped
it, with no better results. Furious, 1 ran outside, got a rodk, and
smashed it into the robor's leg. Thar gor irs arcention.

"What — do — you — wane?” it asked in 2 menotone.

“Lisren to me!” [ eried,

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

reasoning machine, and saw the world with ahjeetivity and izy
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galm, The child [ had been now appeared as a distraction. 1 for-
mulated a solution to appease it.

Just then, the starm passed, and the child ran ourside o play.
I ser this problem aside and walked siffly inwo the forese
Untroubled by emotions or sentiment, my world was orderly,
structured, and terribly limited. I saw the forest in shades of gray.
Beauty to me was a definition, a category. | kaew noching of dhe
Higher Self, or faith. [ soughr whar was useful and constructive,
The body o me was a necessary burden, a machine that enabled
me to move and reproduce — a ool of the mind.

Safe within the computer mind, [ was immune o the vagaries
of cmotion. And yet, without the playful spleit, the emotional
energy, and the virality of the child, T didn’t really live; | only
existed in a sterle world of problems and salutions,

My awarensss awoka, as if from a dream, and feeling 2 sudden
and overwhelming urge to feel the forest once again, 10 experience
the rsing energies of life, [ broke free of the Conscious Self.

From my new vantage point, 1 saw both the Conscious Sell
and the Basic Self with their backs o each orher, in their own
worlds. If anly they were together, how much richer both cheir
lives would be.

[ appreciated the childlike innocence and instincdve body
wisdom of the Basic Self: T valued the r=ason, logic, and learing
abilities of the robot-computer, the Conscious Self. Bur without
the inspirution of the Higher Self, life felt insipid, shallow, and
incomplete.

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

My awareness snapped back into the childlike Basic Self once
again. Naw all | wanted to do was play, and feel good, and pow-
erful, and secure.

Again, | snapped back inro the Canscious Self and saw one
reality — then rebounded back inta the Dasic Self and felt
anocher. Faster and faster, | bounced back and forth berween
Conscious Self and Basic 5¢lf, mind and body. robor and child,
thinking and feeling, logic and impulse. Faster and faster.

I 5AT UP, STARING INTO SPACE — terrified, sweating, crying out
softly. Then, gradually, | became aware of my surroundings: the
sheltered ocean cove, the warm beach, a sky ruming pink and
purple above a calm sea. And nearby sat Mama Chia, unmoving,
gazing ir me.

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

She spoake slowly and deliberately: “Was ir a bad dream, or a
mirror of your lifc"

“1 don't know what you mean,” | said, Bur | was lying: 1 lnew
this as soon as che words were out of my mouch. With my new-
found awareness of the three selves, [ could no langer mainrain the
pretense of being “together” I was a self divided, wavering
berween the self-centered, childlike necds of the Basic Self, and the
cold detachment of the Conscious S5clf — our of wuch with my
Higher Sclf.

These past years, my mind had constandy smothered my
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feelings; it had ignored and devalued them. Rather than acknowl-
cilge the pain and passion 1 felt, my Constious Sdf had main@ined
control and swept my feelings, and my relarionships, under the rug,

I now understaod that the physical symptoms 1 had cxperi-
enced back home — the infecrions, the aches, and the pains —
had been my Basic Self, erying for accention like a young child; it
wanted me w express all the feelings inside. Suddenly [ under-
stood the aphorism “The organs weep the tears the eye reluse w
shed.” And something Wilhalm Reich had ance said came inta my
mind: *Unexpressed emation is stored in the muscles of the body.”
Thess tranbling revelarions depressed and dishearrened me [ saw
how far [ still had e go.

“Are you all righe?” Mama Chia asked.

“Sure, I'm okay,” I starred to answer, then stapped myself,
“Ma, | dan’t fesl all cighe. T feel drained and depressed.”

“Good," she said, beaming, “You've leared samething, Now
youre back on the righe track.”

Nodding, 1 asked, “In the dream, [ anly experienced vwa of
the selves. My Higher Self vanished. Why did it leave me?”

"It didn'k leave you, Dan — ir was there all the timg — but
you were sa preoccupied with your Basic Self and your Conscious
Self thar you couldn'r see it, or feel its love and support.”

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

"A good question — a very pood question,” she said, laughing
to herself as she stood, Then she slipped her pack aver her shoul-
ders, and started slowly up rhe racky trail. Scill full of unanswered
questions, 1 followed.

The sand rurned to srones and earch as we climbed up a steep
path along the dliff face. | umed and looked back at the cove,
slightly below us. The ride was coming in. Twenty yards away, a
wave rushed up close o the figure Mama Chia had drawn in che
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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, but my maed was glum. Neither of
us spoke. An array of images from the vision passed through my
mind as | fallawed her up rthe path into the darkening forest.

By the dme we cniered the clearing, the halfomoon had
neared its zenich, Mama Chia hade me poed nighr and ennrinued
up the path.

1 stood outside the cabin far a few moments, lisiening o the
crickers’ song. The warm night brecee seemed 1o pass right
through me. [ didn't realize how fatigued 1 felt until T entered the
cabin. | vaguely remember visiting the bathroom, then fulling
onto the bed. 1 heard the crickets a mament mare, then silence.
Thar nighe, in a dream, [ searched far my Higher Self, bur found
only emptiness.
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Eyes of the Shaman

A greal teacher rever sirives to explain bar vision,
she simply Invites yau 12 stand baside ber and see for yoursalf

— The Rev. R, Inman

Mor ver PuLLY AwAKE — in more ways than ane, | canduded —
I apened my eyes and saw Mama Chia standing by my bedside. At
first | thoughr [ was still dreaming, buc | came back ro earch
quickly when she velled, "Our of bed™ 1 jumped up so fasc |
neary fell over.

“T'I = T'll be ready in a minute,” 1 slureed, siill groggy,
vowing to get up before she arrived nexc time, | stumbled into
the bathraom, slipped inta my shorzs, and srepped ourside into a
rainsquall for my marning shower.

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

“Tust afier eleven,” she said.

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

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

“You look upset. Did you miss an appointment?” she asked.

“Ma, | guess nor” I loaked up ac her "Did 12"

“MNeot with me, you didn'; besides, appoinuments are nor
native to [lawaii.” She explained, *Mainlanders cried to impare
them, but ic's like teying to sell beel to vegerarians, You feeling
better?”

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

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

“Mama Chia,” [ said, putting on the shirt, “those things 1 saw
— thart vision on the beach — did you hypnotize me?”

“Mot exactly, What you saw came from the [nner Records.”

“Whart are they?”

“That’s not easy wo describe. You can call it the 'universal
unconscious,’ or the ‘journal of Spirit.' Everything s written
there.”

"Everytiingd”

"Vc.s," she rcr.lliﬂl. -E‘I.-'I:I.‘}-'I:I'Ii.l'lg.“

“Can you . read these recordsi”

“Somerimes — it depemls.”

“Well, how did f read them?”

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

“Like a mother reading to her child!®

“Something like char,”
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The rain stopped, so she siepped outside. I followed her
to a log near che shed and sat down, “Mama Chia,” I said,
"l need to wlk with you abour something thar’s really srarting
o bother me, [t seems like che more [ learn, the worse it gers.
You see — "

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

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

“I'lans are useful, bur don't get attached 1w them: life has o
many surprises. Preparation, 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 Fujimoro — you haven't met him yet — has
worked as a gardener and handyman most of his life. Bur phorag-
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 perfeet shot. Fuji especially loved landscapes:
the shapes of trees, waves breaking with rthe sun shining through
thern, and clouds by the light of the moon, or the moming sun.
When he wasn'e iaking pictures, he was developing them in his
own darkroom at hame.

“Fuji practiced photagraphy for meary thirty years, accumu-
lating in thar rime a rreasury of inspired photographs. He kept the
negatives in a locked file in his affice. He sold some photas, and
gave others ro friends,

“Then, abour six years apo, a fire deserayed all the phoro-
graghs he had taken over those thirty years, and all the negatives,
as well as mast of his equipment. He had no fire insurance — all
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the evidence and fruits of a generation of crentive work — a ol
and irreplaceable loss,

"Fuji meurned this as he might maurn the Inss of a child,
Three years before, he fad lost a child, and he understood very
well chat suffering was a relative thing, and chat if he could make
it thraugh his child’s death, he could make it through anything,

“But more than thar, he understood the bigger piceure, and
came o a growing realization thar something of great value
remained that was never touched by the fire: Fufi bad learsied tw
see ife in a different way. Bvery day, when he gor up, he saw 2 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 mirors that of the Zen masters who share wich
their students chat all paths, all acdvities — professions, sports,
arts, crafts — serve as 2 means of internal developmenr, merely a
boar to get across the river. Once you ger across, you na longer
need the boar.” Mama Chia ook a deep breath ind smiled
serencly at me,

“I'd like to meer Sei Fujimora,”

“And vou will,” she assured me.

*I just remembered something Socrares once rold me: *Ie%s nar
the way s the peaccful warrios; it's the way ofthe peaceful warrior,
The jourmey feeelf cveates the wwrvior.'"

“Seerares 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 w ask him. In any case, he was
called elsewhere. And so was 1. So we never — well, thar was a
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Jnhmeon, He was o speeial man, moa — bt more conventianal —
not like Socrates,, .7

e || yau tell me morg,” | said, “abour when you miet
Socrates, and about his life? What wis his ceal name? Surely not
everyone called him ‘Socates.””

A wistlul sile appeared on Mama Chia’s Tce, "1 may el o
few sterics abour my life same other dme Buc its for. .. Socrates
ta share the rest | expeer tha he'll ler vou know in his own way,
in his own time. But right now, [ have ether business, and vou
nead mare time o consides what you've learned, before — ™ she
stopped herself. “Before what will come.”

"I ready anyrime.”

Mema Chin stared at e & mement bt said |1ul|'|[ug. She
reached inte her pack and rossed me a small packapge af

macadamiz nuis, “See yuou o morraw.” Wit l|1:‘.l.', she |::Ft.

| pIn FEL STRONGER, but despite my bravado, 1 wasn't really
reacly for anythicg rigereus, | spent the zest of the morning in a
restful reverie — siving and gazing a1 the trees surronnding my
home here on Moloxai. A toubling feeling was growing inside
me, bur [ didn’ have words Toe it yer. Preozeupiad, 1T hasdly
tzsted the small chunks of bread, the macadamia nuts, or the
fruic | consumed.

As the alteznacn sun oiched the tips of the trees at the edge
of the clearing, | realized [ was lonely: Serarge, T reflezred, 1 used
to like being alone, | had chesen solitude For most of my college
vears. But afver Hoating cut on char surfboard — when I thought
[ might never see another human being again — something
chiamged, And now —

My thaughts were inrerrupred by a brighe "Hil™ off 1o my lef.
S:Il.'hi I]UF'IJEIJ. \-k.i.FI.".':.' :I'I.d. dﬂlltﬂ tut'-'dr-',l me. ].-ICI' jft |JIJ.L'I'; ]'HII“.':
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cut shart like Mama Chiak, beunead and swirled with cach move-
ment. Juring Tom asrone oo log, she ddpped over and ger down
a sl package. " brought some more bread — made ic pyself.”

“Ilyank you, Sachi. Thac was very t|'.uu§]'|t:|:u|.”

“No, it waso,” she replied. “1 didn't thinl much ar all.
How're you feeling?”

“Such better, now that you've dropped i, 've been alone so
much | was szarring oo wlk o mysclf”

*| cla thar samerimes, " she said.

"Well, then. now that vou'rs here, we can sit and both wlk to
aurselves — na, wair,” 1 reased, I have an idea: Why dan’s we sic
here and walk 1@ each o=

She smiled a: my eorny arcempr ar humor “Sounds skay.
Want 1o see the frog pond:”

*Jure,”

“I¥s nat fir, Follow me,” she said, scampering inta the forest,

DUq:I:Ig; ]'l.l}' IJl:H". [ (4] LECFI UP, j CHLYS I'l.l:l' LIIJ 'pll'l.f“d_, ilFJ.lL".]r:"l_E' :'.Jld
disappearing abaut ten yerds away, dodging areund trees. By the
time | caught up with hes, she ways sivting o2 a lasge rock, point-
ing 1o 2 cauple of Fogs, One graced us wich a loud croak,

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

“Tha's the queen aver there,” she said, “And 1 call this anc
here ‘Crumpy’ because he always hops away when | pet him.”
Sachi reached slewly down and seoked one of the frogs. "My
lirarher liltes ro Feed "oy, e T den' like squishy hugs — used 1o,
but ner anymore.” Then, like a linde woeds sprite, she bounded
off, buck toward the cabing | said a silent good-hye to Grumpy,
anel walleed afeer hee, As T lelt, T heard 2 lowd "f:rrrul'np]l." I
turned to see the warer splash as the frog dove under,

Pack in the clesring, Sachi was practicing some dunce steps,
““ama Chia showed me this" she said. “Ske reaches me a loc of
things.”
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reazh yau semething, roo. Can pen deoa earwheel

“Burt of,” she replied, throwing ber arms down and legs up. 1
bes [ ook like ane of thase frogs,” she giggled, "Can you show me
vl

| poess sa — | used 1o be prery good ar i” [ said, doing a
oac-arm cartwheel aver the log

“WWan?" she said, impr:ﬁﬁ:d. “That was smoach.” |nﬁ_.‘!-ir:c|, ske
tried again, irproving slightly.

“Fare, Sachi, lee me show vou again,” T said.

The rest ol the alternoan passed quickly: And Suchi karned a
graceful carrwheel,

| spotred a bright red Lower growing nearby, and on impulse
[ picked it and placed it in her kair. "You know, [ have o davgheer
named Holly — younger than you — T miss her, Um glad you
carae by 1o visie”

“Me, ton.” she replied. Touching the lower, Sachi graced me
with thez sweeresr srile. "Well, T gorea ga, Thanks for showing mea
cartwheel” She ran up the tall, then tumed and called back 1o me,
"Dun't t‘nrgcl: vour bread!”

Fler smile mode iy day

When WMama Chia acrived the next morning, 1 was ready and
wiiting, twasing pelibles aca tree. "Want seme fresh bread?” | said,
T already aze, bur il you'rs hungry —©

I.l.l ""I'I Fl-ﬂfr" ‘u]'l.." W—"li{l. . |_.:I‘1.E El'" |‘|1l‘|“."i|'|.g II':':"I." |"::'| Ve I'IIHfQ- [0 COVET
by sundown.”

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

“That way.” She polated up o the central rnge of ridges
formed of Black lava rock, several thousand feer above us, Handing
e her backpck, she said, simply, “You're strong enaugh now 1o
carry this,”
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We hiked slowly upward along an ever-sieepening ceail, with
many turns and switchbacks. Mama Chia walked sceadily upward.
The Forcst was silent, cxcepe for the cry of an oocasional bird, and
my rhythmic tread, beating a counterempe 1 ber swinging cane
and limping gait.

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

By late morning, my concerns bepan rising ro the surfice, and
[ called ta her. “Mama Chia, Socrates once rold me | haven't really
learned semething until [ could do in.”

She stepped, mmed to me, and nodded, saying, “There’s a
proverh: ‘1 hear and [ forger, T sec and | remember, | do and 1
understand.' "

“That's just ic," ] confesied. "I've heard about and scen a lot
of things, but T lawven't really dowe anything, 've learnsd o lide
about healing, but can | heal? | know abour the Higher Self, but |
can't feel ie,”

My words finally spilled out in sudden fruseration, *I was a
world champion gymnasy | graduared from the Universicy of
California; I have a beauriful danghrer. T rake care of myself, eat
right, do the right thing. I'm a college professor for God's sake —
so why do I feel like ['ve done nothing? [ have this sensc that
there’s something else I'm supposed 1o be doing, It drives me
crazy. And even after my training with Socraces, my life Feels
lile it’s falling aparc. 1 used ro believe char if I learned enough,
if I made all the right moves, rhar life was going o ger casier,
mere under control, bur now it anly Feels warse — like some-
thing slipping away and 1 don't know how o stop it It's like |
got lost along the way. | know there are people a 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 nor feeling sorry far myself —
I just want it to stap.”

[ looked into her eyes and told her *1 onee broke my leg
pretty badly — my thigh bone was shatered in abour forry pieces
— 50 [ know what pain feels like. And this feels just as real to me.
Do you understand?”

She nedded in a way that showed she understond, “Tain and
suffering are a part of evervone’s life, They just ke different
forms.”

"Da you believe yeu can help me find wharever it is I'm loak-
ing for?" | asked, an edge of desperation in my voice.

"IF T didn't believe 1 could help, we wouldi's be here,” she
answered before wrning and continuing her steady, limping gait
up the eeail.

AS WE ROSE UP OUT OF THE FOREST, the trees thinned out; the moss
and leaves beneath our feer gave way to reddish brown earth, which
turned to mud a5 & torential cin came and passed quickly. 1 slippad
naw and then. Mama Chia, though slow paced, was sure-foated.
Finally, just when 1 thoughr she had fargoreen my plea, she spoke.

“Dan, have you ever considered rhat mo ome persan could ever
create a building? No matier how smart, how strong, a single indi-
vidual may be, he can't make a building without the combined
efforts of archivects, contracrors, laborers, accountanes, manufac-
turers, truckers, chemiss, and hundreds more. Mo one is spoarter
than all of us.”

*Bur whar does that have to do with — "

“For example, mke Socrates," she continued. "He possesses many
talents, bur he understood that he could not force-feed your payche,
He could only teach vou what you had cars o hear or eyes o see.

“When Socrates wrote to me, he predicred 1o me thar youd be
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hard on yourself — that you got excitable — and that now and
then I might have to calm you down.” She tuened back, smiling,
before she continued her slow dimb. "He also told of the seeds he
had sown within your mind and heart, P'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 — but
he did make you aware thar yeu were sleeping. and revealed ro you
an array of pasibilities, 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. IFhe hadn't done his work well, you
would never have found me.”

“Bur I didn' find you. You found me,”

“Mo marcter how strange the circumstances of our
meerting, [ don't believe ir would have happened had you nor
been ready. That's how these things work. [ might not have cho-
sen to work with you; you might not have come ta the parey.
Whe can say?”

W stopped hriefly to survey the view a8 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 aic 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 training rogether. I can help
¥Ou turm your experience into lessans, and your lessons inta wis-
dom. For now, I can only encourage you to trust the process of
vaur life, and to remember the law of fith. .. ."

“Like believing in God?™ 1 asked.

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

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

“Flowers grow in their own good tdme. It's not easy, secing the
path rwist and disappear ahead, knowing ir's a long climb. You
want to act because that’s what yau have been trined e do. But
firsc undersund.”

“Understanding withour acting does nothing,” [ said,

"Yet acting without understanding may create even more
problems. Somerimes you need o simply relax imw life, and o
trust.” She took a deep breath, “No marter how pressing life may
feel ar times, Dan, there’s no need to rush, and nowhere o msh
1o, You have plenty of time o aecomplish whar you wish.”

*This life?*

“Or the nexe.”

“Id like w stare a linde svoner than chae,” [ said. *1 have an
ache inside — maybe it's a message from my Basic Self — and s
prodding me to get on with it. Whatever 'it’ is.”

Mama Chia stopped again and looked at me. "In the darkest,
most chaotic times — when things fall apart — such times efren
mark quickening as your mind readies itself vo make o lep. When
you feel like you're going 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 vo go beyand belick
to direct expetience. Consider it for yourself. Look at yaur life
deeply, right now. Ask your inner knower; your Basic Self knows
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— it has already old me thae you're abour to make the leap —
maybe not roday, or tomorow, but seon encugh, And juse as
Socrares prepared you for me, I'll do my part ta get you ready for
the nexr step.”

“You make it sound simple.”

“It is simple; just 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 dors. Open vour
eyes! There is a bigger picture, Each of us has our role ta play, You
are playing your part to perfection. And when the time is right,
you'll not only find your purpose; you'll realize you never lose ir.
You're searching for your path in life even as you walk upon it. For
now, fully embrace all three selves. Let them work together in har-
mony and cooperation, your head in the clouds and your feer on
the ground.”

(azing ahead, she added, "We cerminly have work o do
ragether, you and L We're going to prepare you the same way we're
climbing this mountain — oue step at a time.” At that, she turned
and continued upward. | felt encouraged by her words, bur my
bedy, feeling the exertion, was growing weary, Yer Mama Chia
somehow limped on and on.

“Whene exactly are we poing, anyway?” [ asked, panting.

“To the top.”

“And whar arc we going o 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 siairway, The
air grew thinner and our breathing more labored with each step as
we climhed toward the peak of Kamakay, almosr fve thansaned
feer high.
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Two wours LATER, just before dusk, we reached the peak and
stepped ar last oneo level ground. Wich a wave aof her hand,
Mama Chia directed my eyes 1o an incredible panorama of the
island of Molokai. Turning slowly around, [ gazed ouc over
the expanse of lush green forest ar the sea. The edge of the sky
was ablaze with colar as the serting sun painced the clouds red,
purple, arange, and pink.

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

"Yes, here we are,” she echoed, sill grazing ae the semng sun.

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

“Gather some wood, We'll camp nearby tonighe, | know a
spot. Tomorraw, we reach our destination.” She poinred rowanl
the castern tip of the island.

She led me to a small warerfall, where we drank deeply of the
sparkling water, rich with minerals, Nearby stosd a rock overhang
that would shelrer us in case of sudden rein. Glad o rest my wob-
bling legs, 1 swung Mama Chia’ pack off my shoulders. [ had no idea
how this ddedy woman, smaller than I but heavier, limping along
mile after mile of rugged rermain, could sustain this kind of cfor.

Vi'e made a fire big enough ro hear same rocks and bury them
with foil-wrapped yams, Served with some raw vegerabies, the
yams rasted a3 deleemble as any meal I'd ever eaten.

We made our beds of a thick mos, and put some small
branches in the fire — not for warmth, but for the glow, and the
camfaring crackle.

As we sectled in for che night and lay gazing up through the
palm frends inta endless space, 1 said, “Ever since | was floating
out there — an the surfboard — '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 dingnosed with a terminal illness, He told me thar he prayed
a lot, Bur he died just the same.”
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“Qur prayers are always answered,” saiel Mama Chia. "But
somedmes God sys no.”

“Why would God say not™

“Why does a loving parent say no? Sometimes children’s
wants run counter © their needs. People turn to God when their
foundations are shaking, only to discover it is Gad wha's shaking
them. The conscious mind cannot alwaiys foresee what is for the
highest good.”

“Easy for you to say —

“Mat so easy, but this is how [ live, . .." She was silent for a time,
but then [ heard her voice again: “As a2 young gid ... when T Rt
met the man you call Secrates — my body was slim and
supple and full of life. Mew [ have physical challenges — painful at
times, but every challenge has brought hidden gifis, thaugh 1 didn't
always appreciate them at che time, One gift is deeper compassion,
For snmenne else, the gift might be greater sensitivity to the body, or
a suenger metivation to ke better cars of oneself, or to relax and
play maore."

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

“Ir sure works for me,” ] sald, gazing inro che Ffire,

"Yes, but 1 don’t recommend it as a habit,” she added.
“Althaugh pain may serve as a wake-up eall, ir's usually the Basic
Sdf's sccond-te-last resort. [t only sends harsh messages when the
pentler anes — your intuitions and dreams — have been ipnored.”

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

“Dearh,” she said. "And it happens, in one Form or the ocher,
o 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 seneence. In dhe silence, | asked,
"If ehe Basie Self is in charge aof the body, it ean cause or cure any

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

“Then medicines don't really matter.”

“Medicines are one way to assist the Basic Sclf — they're 2 gife
from the natural world,” she said, reaching up and plucking a
seedpod from a nearby bush, Opening 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 che Basic Self understands,
So dues each colog, or aroma, or sound, Or dance, for that macer.

"Healing is a great mystery, even for today’s physicians; we are
seill discovering nature’s lawse of balance. But ae we ger in closer
touch with our Basic Selves and the subile forces ar work, we weill
see more 'miracles.” ™

“Mose physicians tend to rely on their Conseious Selves. on
their minds rather than en their incitions, don’t they?”

“It's not a marter of trusting the Basic Self or the Conscious
Self,” she replied. “I's a macter of trusting dotly — each ar the
appropriace rime. 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 Conscions Self reminds us to use a handage,

“If you overeat junk food, smoke cigarettes, drink wo much
alcohol, or use other drugs — if you exhaust yourself, or held in
your emations — you make it harder for the Basic Self w do its
job and maineain a serong immune system; it cane always heal
without the cooperation of the Conscious 5¢lf; it can only send
painful body messages ro get your artention. Prayer alone may nat
be enough; alse do whar you can to assist. Francis Cardinal
Spellman once said, ‘Pray as if everything depended on Gad, 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 leam all
these things?”
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She raid nothing ar firse. [ glanced over ar her in che firelighe,
thinking she had fallen asleep, Dut her eyes were wide open, as if
staring into anather world. Finally, she answered, “T'll think on ic
tonight. Pechaps I'll tell you some of my story tomorrow. We sull
have a lang hike ahead.” With thar, she mimed on her side and
went quickly to sleep. [ lay awike a while before joining her, star-
ing ac the dying embers of the fire,
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A Well-Rounded Woman

Goad combans the disturhad

and disturts the canfartabla,

— WUnkmawn

IN THE MORNING, & refreshing shower uncler the waterfall helped
clear the stiftness from my legs, back, and shoulders. "Though 1
hadn't regained my full screngrh, the simple diee and aurdoar exer-
cise broughr renewed viwmling

Afrer a small breakfase of papaya, banana, and warer from the
falls, we continued alang the range of voleanic rock thar burst
fram the sea a millian years befare, breathing ta the rthythm of our
focrsteps. Mama Chaa must have known this range intimately; she
seemed instinctively to know the carrecr path ar every wrn.

As we walked, [ once agmin asked her o tell me about her life.

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

“Why is thar!”

“I'm not cercain, but | truse my instiners.”

B4
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“Well, you have my actention,” | said, walkang clasely behind
her an the narrowing erail.

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

“My facher would sit at my bedside and tell me stories. He
tald me Elrg[ﬁ-'ll' women, like Cueen Kaahumann, wha ht!pn‘f
open Hawaii to Christianiry, and Harrier Tubman, once a slave
in America, who escaped bur returned many rimes 1o the South
ar great rizsk to bring many of her peaple 1o freedom. His stories
gve me hnp: that I, ton, mighr Erone into someane mare than
I was, despite my carly 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 1
poor hand well,'

“I suppose I plaved 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 abour a hahuna
Jtipran — a shaman — named Papa Kahili. A powerful healer, he
was revered by thase who knew him, and his reputation grew
among those who understood the ancient ways,

“As devour Christians, my parents miscrusted chose whoe
spoke of narure spirits. Bue finally, because | was growing weaker
and no one clse had been able o 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 parenis had expected. He just
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spoke with me quietly. [ felr thar he really cared about me. That
day, though I didn'e know it, my healing had begun.

“Later, he broughe herbal medicines, and spoke of many
things — of the healing power inside me. He told me inspiring
stories, painting beauriful pictures in my mind. Papa Kahili took
me on many journeys, and each dme | eetumed, [ was stranper,
But he rold my parenrs, and me as well, thar T would never bear
children. This dark prediction rroubled my parents more chan it
did me. Ar that ape, bearing children was nor faremosr on my
mind. And besides, we did nec believe thar any man could know
the future.”

"Did your parents ever accepr him?” | asked,

“Months larer, ves. They would call him a ‘pricst of God." and
they liked how he never took credit for my improvement, bue said
it was the Holy Spirit that guided and worked through him. He
was part of the scerer history, like the underground spring thar
pgives life to ficlds of flowers. The histary boaks wauld never eell of
hirn; yet, in our smaller world, he was one of the greatesr of men.

“At the taen of the century, when [ was eighteen, | immersed
miyself in what 1 had missed in my carly years: | traveled 1o Oalu
and the other islands. [ socialized as much as was allowed in those
days, and gossiped with the other girls. Bur evenrually, such things
lost their meaning to me. I had always fele different from other
people, as if 1 were only a visitor 1o this world, | had always
believed this sense of not belonging was due to my illnesses. Bur
even now [ fele like a stranger even among my friends. They
enjoyed noisy social gatherings and wlking of things char held
lietle meaning for me. I preferred sining out in the moonlighe
among the trees and stars,” she sad, gesturing with her walking
stick up toward the wowering kukui trees above and wround us.
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*1 t]'tmlght thar m:}rhc all chose years confined o hed, in soli-
tude, and all my reading had made me theughtful abour other
things, bigger issucs. Bur laccr it scemed as if | had some kind of
forcknowledge, as if 1 had always known or sensed things others
did nor see. [ began ro spend mare time alone. When [ was nine-
teen, my father disd suddenly. Seon after, my mother’s eyesight
failed and she suffered a number of ills beyond my powers wo
alleviare.

“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 eld, and his service work in Africa, facing
starvation, dysentery, and 3 host of other afflictions, had wken it
toll on him. He rold me thar Spiric was calling my mother, and
that she would soon be free of her painful body — and chat he
would follow.

“He spoke with my mother and counseled her and, one wezk
after his return, she died quieely in her sleep. After thar, [ was
alene, and I spent every day helping Papa Kahili. Gathering my
courage, [ asked him if he would teach me the kahuna ways; [ old
him [ felr this was my descing,

“He was so moved by my announcement char Papa began to
cry, because he had seen something within me, bur he had ro wait
for me o ask. So, he adopred me inte his family, and inco che
kahuna mradicion.

“Papa Kahili soon departed for the spirit world, 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 seeing my parents die,
[ wanted o weleome more lifz inta the world, In this way, | could
participare in the mircle of birth, even if the babies weren't
my own.



83 DAM MILLMAM

"Then, in the sarly 19008, while in my mid-cwenries, | was sen:
an inviration by an unusual man ro meer with a gathering of masters
from various spiritual eradicions, 1 felt a deep thrill and inner confir-
mation, 5o, despite my fear of [eaving my isfand home, | made che
long journey westwand across the Pacific by steamship. [ was mer by
a man named Chen ar a prearranged site on the coast of Ching, and

[ rraveled with him ra a place called the “roof of the warld,” where,
about a year later, 1 joined this gathering. [t was there 1 later met a

rman about ten years my senior— the man you refer to as "Socrates." "

“Where did he come fram#™ [ asked. “What was he daing
there? And whart was his real nune?”

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

Disappointed, [ walked in silence, thinking abour Mama
Chias past. Until 1 realized something: “Waic 2 minure! If you
were in your rwenties hack then...and now its 1973...then
you'te, .. neardy ninety years old! [ doo't believe it — *

“And | don't keep track of such things,” she said. “How old
wauld you be if you didn’t know your age? Thae is all char marers.
In any event,” she continued, *1 lawer taveled widely on my way
back to Hawaii. I'm glad | waited undil 1 could see wirh the eyes
of my heart, Otherwise, I might have passed right by the school.”

“What school?™ | asked, remembering Socrates” words about a
hidden schoel 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 scheal?" | repeated.

"A hidden school — "

"How was it hidden?" 1 asled.

“Nart really hidden, bur few people could see clearly enaugh

o find ic."
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“Can you tell me more? [ think it's one reason I'm here — 10
leatn ies bocation.”

"Mow is not the time,” she repeared. "You have to learn
certain things from your own intuition, your own experience.”

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

“A good place to finish my story.” she said, surveving che rain
forest far below, “to help establish where we are now, and whar we
are to da together. As soon as 1 returned home, 1o Molokai, in
1010, [ was filled with new enthusiasm and energy, ready vo call
forch miracles, perhaps even heal the lepers,

“What happened nese is difficult to explain from my current
perspective. Bur fram high hapes and expeeratians, one risks a fall,
And my crises came from a single incident: Soan after beginning
my wark, | was called upon by a distraught young man whose
infant son had suddenly taken ill. He bepped me to accompany
him to his small cabin. As we hurried o the road, he explained
thar his child had gone into convulsions, then passed our. The
voung father was numb with panic, and his wike was beside her-
self when T arrived.

“They were poor, and isolaced, so no other belp would be arriy-
ing anytime soon. The child was in a bad way — thar much was
clear.” Mama Chia ssapped, sar down, and gesmred for me o do the
game. W gat on an outeropping of rock overlooking the valley below
a5 she relared sadly, 1 still can't explain whar came aver me. Despite
the bunaz tradinion of doing positive work and then srepping hack in
faith, [ fele personally responsible for this child's survival — as il he
were the last and enly child in the world. T fele 1 Avd ro save him, [
did everything within my knowledge and power 1o help thar child;
[ exerced every last ounce of my will and energy: T prayed, 1 whis-
pered to him, 1 called 1o him. Bur he died, just the same...."
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Even now, many decades larer, Mama Chia's eyes miseed
uver. “The child had died in my arms. And something inside me
died as well, 1 believed T could have saved him — rhondd have
saved him — il un|y I had studied harder, known more. And
perhaps 1 was secredy grieving for mysell, and for the children
I would never have, for I remembered Papa Kahili's prediction, [
decided thar this failure was a sign thar T wasn't meant w heal
others; that I had chosen the wrong path, This thought consumed
me beyond all logic, and — over the protese of those people T had
hielped, and in spite of the parens' compassivnace thanks for my
effores on behalf of their child — T vowed never 1o practice heal-
ing again. | had lost Rith in myself and in Spinit.

“I moved to Qahu in 1911, just before the First Word War,
and stareed working ar the bank. As time passed, 1 had many
dreams of the home and wark [ had lefr behind, But 1 ignored
them as mere illusions. 1t's not without a certain irony, Dan, chat
[ — rrained in the M waye — waould ignore my own dreams
and intuitions, [t was nar surprising thar | developed...” she
looked down and gestured toward her body, “this. . . roundness, |
just didhnt care encugh, or have reason enough, o change. | sank
into a secure routing, going through the motions, wearing a smile
as [ exiled myself from my crue life...."

We st quiztly for a livle while, untl another queston
popped into my ever-inquiring mind: “Why was your name —
when 1 met you on Qahu — Buth Johnsoni”

"1 was gerting o thar,” she said, “The name "Huth” [ rook on
as part of my ‘other existence” I no longer fele like the young
waman nared Chia, As for my last name.. . it was my married
name.

“When least expecied, one day in 1918 ac the end of the war,
I was leaving the Honalulu likeary when a hook slipped from my
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arms. Before [ could even reach down, 2 handsome soldier appeared
from nowhere, scoopead up the book, and handed it w me with a
smile. He was a wall Aaole scationed there. His name was Bradford
Jahnson, We began to walk, and never stopped. We were married in
1310. [ used to rell him I must have saved his life in a previous incar-
nation, and that he owed me one,

“After his discharge fram the military, he found a teaching
pest in Honolulu, Aher that, we lived for some years in a sem-
blance of happiness, or ar least a quier satisfaction. | had a hus-
band and a home. And with both of our jobs, we made de.

“Two years later, [ learned [ was pregnant, But I lest that baby,
and the next, Things changed after that, We juse. .. drifted apart.
We s=parated amizably and Bradford moved east o the Amerizan
Midwest, He wrote regularly at first, but chen his letrers stopped.

I stayed on in Honolulu. [ missed my home island, bur visit-
ing For me was painful — a kind of grieving — 3o I served people
in a sale, conventional way. In one sense, 1 fit in. Bur secredy |
remained a world apart. Only iny dream-life was rich with possi-
bilicy. In the night I rraveled back e the reaf of the world, and
met with your Socraces. We were quice close those many years ago.
Bur he had traveled, and we had no conract for many years, uncil
one day he found me here — [ don't know how. I was working in
another bank ar the time, and my joy at seeing him was mixed
with a wrrible shame ac whar [ laoked like, and whar T had
become.

“Yet his cyes showed nothing buc alfection and gladness o sce
me, and the effect — | cannor deseribe irs full impace — was a
healing as powerful as any | had ever experienced with Papa
Kahili. It was rhe second great healing of my life, seeing myself as
he saw me, I felt young again, and beautiful,

“1 taok a leave fram the bank and we journeyved together back
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1o my true home, here on Malokai. I intraduced him o those |
still knew. We spent some rime twopether hefore he moved on —
he had pressing business elsewhere, 5o 1 rerurned to Gahu, and o
ll'l.l: ]iFE [13] “I'Iich I I'l..'ld. En'n'.'n :u:cu.'u'nm:d. Sncmn:.'i WIHnEE o me
several times over the many years that followed — dhrough dhe
iwenties, and the Great Depression, and the Second World War
that struck so close to home.

“I lived from onc day to che nexe, uncil | finally retired when
[ was seveney-five years ald, in 1957, Thar's when I moved back ra
my beloved Molokai. Somchow, returning w Molokai with
Socrates — and seeing it all freshly, thraugh 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 hoow ie has been widh Socrates: although he doesn’t ke on the
mantle of a "healer,” his presence and infleence have thar effeer on
those around him,”

"Yes.” 1 suid, remembering. ..

After a few quiet moments, Mama Chia continued, *1 had
money saved, and 1 erated a guict and comfortable home, But
Few old friends still lived chere, and many bad passed an, [ gar-
dened, and 1 read, and ! volunteered to work with children. And
sometimes, when a child was ill, I s3id or did a few quier, simple
things 1o help if | could. But ir frightened me, samehow, and |
held back from anything more.

"Then, six vears ago | received a leter from Socrates.. .

“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. Bue his leteer, like his visic,
changed my life again, I was reminded of things | had forgoteen;
his words strengthened me, inspired me, and gave me a purpose
once again”
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I smiled, remembering. “He's good ar char. Bur he can also
kick butt when he needs o.”

“Yes," she said, “Thar, ron. He's avry good ac kicking burt.
And in that letrer he told me abour you — that you might one day
seek e out. Soon after ir arrived — and perhaps because of ir,”
she continued, " recurned to the wark [ was boen to do, and have
since practiced my work as a midwife and kahuna. I've since
welcamed hundreds of infants into the world, And all the while,
I've kept my inner eyes peeled for you, Se you see, helping you,
Dan, is in part 4 way to show my gratiwude for Socrates' love and
healing in my awn life.”

“1 lave happy endings,” [ said.

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

I shivered as a cold wind blew in from the west.
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The Razor’s Edge

Ferga: anaut Twes and dislikes; thay aie of no consaquance,
Jusl do what musl be dere.
This may ral be happiress, but i1 1z greaness

— George Bernard Show

By TiE EARLY AFTERNOON, the steep descent gave way 1o a gende
grade, Fallowing rthe cresr as we were, the racky rail had shrunk o
the width of a balance beam, with a nearly vertical drop of hun-
dreds of feet on either side, and ne margin for errer. Conversation
was out of the question. From the air, I thought, this ridge must
look as narrow as che edge of a razor. Fighting vertige, 1 forced
myself to concentrate on Mama Chia, ten feet in front of me, bal-
ancing like a mountain goat a5 she continued her steady, limping
stride. With looss rocks, strewn along the razorback ridge, fooring
was treacherous, and a misstep would have been disasrraus. We
continued in this manner, single file, gradually descending w the
east, until the pach widened, and Mama Chia gestured for us to rest.

With a decp sigh, | remeoved the knapsack | carried and sat
down next o her, Mama Chia reached inside the knapsack and

94
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touk out ewo sandwiches. She handed me one. "Riakan, " she said,
pointing to the sandwich. “Food,”

I kit inea che thick slices of bread. *Ummmm, dliciows,” 1
said, my mouth full. And I remarked on the courage she showed,
walking along a ridge char gave me, an ex-pymnast, knots in my
stomach.

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

“Yes, [ da.”

*Well, maybe so — bur thar's because ['ve had some inspiring
teachers. I'll tell yaur abour ane of them: Many years ago, when
I worked as a volunteer at a local hospital, I'd gotten o know a
litde girl named Liza who was suffering from a rare and serious dis-
case. Her only chance of recovery appeared to be a blood wansfu-
sion from her five-year-old brother, who had miraculously survived
the same disease and had developed the andbodies needed ro com-
bar the illness. The doctor explained the situation 1o her lictle
brather, and asked the boy if he would be willing ro give his blood
to his sister. | saw him hesitae for enly a moment before wking a
deep breath and saying, "Yes, I'll do ir if iv will save Liza.'

“As the ransfusion progressed, he lay in a bed next o his sis-
ter, and smiled, as we all did, seeing che calor returning to her
cheeks, Then his face grew pale and his smile faded. He looked up
at the doctor and asked, with a trembling voice, "Will I start to die
right awayi'"

Mama Chia looked over ac me. "Being young, the boy had
misunderstood the doctor: he thought he was going to have to
give her ail his bloed.

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

After that we ate in silence, Then [ lay down for a brief nap.
Asx 1 drifted off, I thought abour thar stery, and about her story,
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too. Somehow it gave me perspective abour my own life and
difficulties, which suddenly seemed small in comparison.

It seemed | had just drifed off when Mama Chia jarred me to
wakefulness, "Time to ger going: we have w gee there before
nightfall.”

“Are we visiting someonel”

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

Dark clouds moved overhead, obscuring the sun, now sinking
bechind the trecs, falling roward the harizon. We turned down aff
the ridge, back into the foresr.

“Hurry!” she urged, quickening her pace. “It's getting late.”
‘x;c Fll.lEhEd. ACFO¥ES ll'l‘: uncyen tch;ldln. f‘;nn‘r}lrr hﬂllr ET\;L“{:‘J.
and we pushed through mngled branches. The hike had taken che
better part of a duy, and [ was ready w drop. 1 called nhead w
Mama Chia as we descended farther, " We must have walked five or
six miles teday. Can we take a rese?”

“Mo rest yer,”

A lighe drizzle started, bur the cover af rrees aver our heads
kept us relatively dry.

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

“1 can access a lot of energy,” she explained.

“How do you do it!"

“A new mother, oven though she’s very dred, can get up again
and again during the nighr, 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 che pace; T followed, slipping occasion-
ally en some mass-covered rocks — up and down ridpes, past
many small warerfalls fed from the constanr runeff an this parr 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 refreshed. This fecling of vigor
incresed a5 we descended Tucther, 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
camforuble,” she said.

1 sat down heavily on a soft bed of leaves, only slighdy damp,
and dropped her backpack on the forest floor. She remained
standing, next to the branch af a kukui tree, staring into space.

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

“Uh, you didn't really say chat much about — " Just then,
startled by the loud chirping of a bird, | cumed toward her, but
she had vanished, and in her place, near where she had been stand-
ing. on the low branch of a wee, sac a bind, saring intw space, per-
fectly still, as iF waiting for something, "It can't be!” 1 said aloud,
“You're not..."

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

She stepped forward and winked at the bird; it flew ro her
shoulder. “Sa, you thought 1'd become a bird,"

“T've seen stranger things,” [ said.

“T expect that you have,” she replied. "And many everyday mic-
acles go unnoticed, Bur people don't physically wm inco lirdle

birds. Shape-shilting involves the transterence of consclousness, a
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form of deep empachy. Noching more, nathing less, You feel your
way inta ‘hird awareness.” "

Shie stroked dhe little bird, smaothing his bleadred chest and
white belly feathers, as he chirped. “This is an apapese bind. He's
sort of a per, and follows me oceasionally,” she said, rouching his
curved beak. T call him ‘Redbird,"

“Is he ame?” I asked, recavering from my embarrassment,
“Can 1 hold him?”

“I don’t know, You'll have o ask him,”

*What am | supposed to do — whistle in bird language!”

She shared a look with the bird, who appeared o roll his eyes
in his head as if o say, "Who i chis guy?”

[ reached out slowly, and the semiwild #papane allowed me o
stroke his belly.

“I have w admir, that was a nice ick. You had me fooled,”

Her expression daceened, like the sky overhead, and she siood.
"What we are about 10 do tenight is nor abour ‘mricks,” she
declared, taking the small bird into her band. "It about lile and
death, " Suddenly, she closed her hand dightly on the bird, squees-
ing him uncil he lay sell and limp in her hand.

In shock, I stammered, unbelieving, “How conld you?”

1r's also about death and fife, "she interrupted, wssing che linde
bird up into the air, where he spread his wings, flew up into a tree,
and started to sing beautifully, undisturbed by a sudden drizzle, and
apparently no warse for wear,

The rain would soon pass, but would this senze 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 sbour fteen minutes but couldn’t sleep: [ was o
full of anxiety aboue whatever waited for me ahead.
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When she firally stiveed, then stretched, 1 asked, “Where
are wel”

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

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

“Yes. Can you feel ird™

I looked up intw the gray bark, light green leaves, and whire
flowers of the beauriful trees, then closed my eyes and realized thar
the beauty wasn't so much the look, but the fief, of che place. *I
feel, .. a land of fear — e, nok L'I:II.'II}I' ﬁ:‘.‘urr bue. . awe” Then
[ added, "Why did we come all chis way?®

*“You go to a sered place for a sacred teaching.” Abrupaly, she
stood, “Come. It will scon be dark.” Erasing any signs of herself,
she turned and walked into the forest. 1 steod 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 muffled by the trees; the sound of her voice crried
clearly enaugh. “The burial 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

Symhclically, ther, a lower was ariginally corceivod
o5 o vehicle far connecting spirit and maner., . .,
The gads must find o way to enter — by force if necessary

= 5Sollie Michals, fung ond Tara!

By e TiME | Looken vr, Mama Chia was alveady mwenty pards
ahead. 1 jogred wo sty dose o her. As we climbed our of the kukui
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-moan, lay miles of withered forese — trees thar were once
the proud s¥ia and beautiful 4o, now gaunt skeletons seacring the
ridges above Whilau Valley, “Dieer were inrroduced here to sarisfy
the hunrers who kill for spore,” Mama Chia explained. "The deer
eat the seedlings, so young trees never grow, Most of the alder
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 wees. In the
moonlit forest, Mama Chia began 1o speak, and her words, like a
powertul magnet, drew me into a new vision of reality. “The

100
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human body is like 2 rower af seven stories,” she said. “This has
been known for centuries by inner explorers who have mapped the
subtle hadies and encrgy centers. The Indian myseies called these
seven levels chakrar, Here, let me show vou.” She stopped, reached
hehind me inro her backpack for a pen and notebenk, and, squar-
ting down, she drew a diagram:

THE TOWER OF SEVEN FLOQRS

Seventh

7 THANSCENDENCE

ure fpiein na selF remiains,

e UNITY

Pure Light; communian with Spirir,
gt MYSTICAL REVELATION
Pure Inspirmtion: inner eyes tumed
toveard Spirr,

4 THAMSPERSONAL LOVE
Open heart; epa no lanper center

Primary eimoticn: compassion. lssue:
How best 1o serve.

3 PERSONAL POWER

Prirmary emotions: Anger {fension).
Lssies: Discipline: commitment; will.

2: SEXUALITY/CREATIVITY

Primary emnotion: Sarrows weakiiess,

lesues: Reaching aun; embracing life;
energy and relarianship.

i PERSONAL SURVIVAL

Primary emnotion: Fear (paraivsis).

lssue: Looking 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 to know for now,” she
sald. “The rower of life is within you. And each floor has distiner
qualitics, and cach, from the lowest 1o the highest, represcnis a
more expanded srate of awareness.

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

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

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

Mama Chia lvoked up from the diagram, and suid only dhis:
“Unless the roots of a trec are deep, it can't blossom; unless che
tower has a strong foundartion, it will cramble. Yau've par ro clean
up the besement befure you move into the penthouse, The upper
floors are nor yet your concern,”

1 didn'e agree, bue 1 let i go for the moment. “What do these
words mean, here in the middle?” 1 asked, pointing o the dia-
gram. "The Great Leapt”

“lt refers o che most difheule and wondechal leap any human
being can make,” she said, “up out of the personal concerns of che
lower three floors, inio the hearr. Onee you ger 1o che fourth floor
..« the rest is an elevator 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 vou, [ believe it
is possible now, in chis lifetime.”

She smarred ro say something else, bur stopped and came
around behind me. “Sit down — rthars righe, ger comformable.”
She saried 0 mb my shoulders,
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“Hey, this is really nice, Mama Chia. If you want, after, T can
also give your shouldess a —" Juse chen my leps began o owicch as
she pressed ber lingers into & point on my neck. | saw flashes of
light.

“Relax as much as you can,” she urged, as she pressed her
knuckles inta my emples — harder. harder. Her voice began o
Fade as 1 heard her say, “There are archetypes within the deepest
recesses of every human mind...." ! fdde my eves closing, then

hearel the sound of a faraway wind.

I orenep My BVES and blinked as clouds of dust blew across a gray
plateau, stark as a crarer on the moon, stretching for miles in every
dlirection. The wind gusted again, moaning, howling, across the
vast expanse, Then my artention Focused on o distane uhi::l. still
toe far 1o distinguish clearly. Was it a tower? Yes, a white tower
And 1 knew I musr go there. By an act of will, and without efforr,
[ Fele myself drawing closer. The rower grew lurger, until it loomed
abave me.

Overwhelmed by a wonderful, terrible sense of awe, | found
myself outsids a window at the base of the tower — the first floor
— and I sensed thac this Aoor and those above it were each cluz-
tered wich the debris of lifetimes: unexamined issues, symbals, and
fears — hideden arrifacts in a dusry baserment,

Asmy awareness penerraced che dim lighe indde, 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 offered a difs
ferent perspective on the wordd, because inside the second leor
windew | viewed a brighrer realm of reecs 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 chrough the window of the senses,
And somehow I knew thar the Conscious Self had irs tiny offize
here, because this was the highest level ie could maintain, in my
R,

My awareness then rose to the fourth window, through which
I saw all the peaple of che warld, of every color and enleure and
belicf, clasping arms, loving and helping onc 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, heard, rasted, and
smelled far beyond the mnge of evervday sensics, beyond the veils.
as | tuned in ro subtle energies, to other dimensians and realities,
and then — ah, the Light!

In the next jarring instant, like an elevator falling, my aware-
ness dropped down, distraczed by alarms from the lower three
floors — and I knew that my Conscious Sell would be drawn
down, again and again, to the issues of fear, s=ual energy, and
power, until those issues had been ceared.

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

This was my soul’s task, my sacred journey: As a Conscious
Self, beginning on the ground floor, | needed to find the lights on
each rising floot and rurn them on, secing rhe issues and artifacrs
there — dealing with them, cearing them. Bur this would only be
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possible if | were fiest willing to see and accepr what #, racher than
clinging ra dreamlike illusions.

Returning to & vantage point out an the dusty phin, | once
again saw the rower standing before me, strerching up te che heav-
ens, 2 swirling mist of violer, pink, and gold, and a lighr shone so
brightly above the wewer 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 open, bur [ seill saw the tower; then it dis-
solved as [ came back ro narmal consciousness and saw anly the
leaves of the kukui rree, blowing in a warm hreeze,

I =i, unmoviog., Even alter all thar Socrates had put me
through during our rime together, 1 never got used ro these reve-
katory visions, They were not like watching o movie, buc rather,
like being in the movie, which then became a reality more intense
and real dhan my waking life, Filled with wonder, [ took o deep
breach and wurned slowly o see Mama Chia sicring quicrly, nor far
away. Her eyes were closed.

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

*Na, you dont — not yer,” she replied, opening her eyes,
“Burt you will.” Slapping the norebook shur, she stood, and starced
dawn the pach. | jumped o my feer, grabbed her backpack, and
followed.

“What do you mean, ‘not yet'?" [ called out,

Her reply was almosr lost in the wind. “Before you can see the
Light, you have 1o deal with the darkness.”
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The Jaws of Fear

Irnrminent hnnging ahmpﬂlu o man's wils,

— Somual Johnson

"Suow pown, wiLk vou? What's che hurry?” | ealled oue as |
followed on the moonlic eeail.”

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

Years before, when | pracriced gymnastics, Fear had been my
friendly adversary. Nearly every day, | atempiad risky movemnents —
performing twisting samersaules, saaring frem the high har or on the
trampaline. [ could handle thae fear because | knew exactly what | was
afraid of, and I was in control. But now; a formless terror spread like a
chill inside my chest and belly, and | didi'e know how to deal with it.
Like my first raller coaster ride as a young boy, | remembered being
pulled clickety-clack up the steep ascent, where there cauld be na turn-
ing back, where giggles tuned w sereams, as we rounded the wp,
Then the bowom dropped out, and my nerves shredded intw wrroe

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

“Walk exactly where | do,” she said, her voice muffled by the
thick air. “[}o nor stray from this pach: do you understand:”

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

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

Mama Chia tack a deep breath, tumed 1o face me, and ges-
tured For me ta follow. Her expression was somber, and anorher
wive of Fear passed up through my abdemen and cheste, This
increased my confusion, because | had been in cemeterics before,
but I didn't remember when | had ever been this frightened, My
Baste Self was peerificd, my body numb, as we walked through the
ancient burial site. 1 wanted to tell her, *1 don't think 1 can do
this,” bur | eouldn’t even speak. 1 didn't consciously know whar
was frighrening me. Bur my Basic Self krews thar much was
obvious.

The night was warm bur my ceeth were chavering as |
followed Mama Chia on a narrow pach through the graveyaed.
Some of the wmbstones swod uprighe odhers were dilied slighdy
askew. | tiptoed carcfully over che graves, undl she stopped by a
vacant space, and tutned to me.

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

"Woyes," | stuttered,
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“Lanikaula, the puardian, is here, with us now — behind
you,” she pointed.

1 whirled areund, bur saw nathing, ar firse. Juse an averpaw-
cring presence, a force that made me ke a step backward, My
body turned to ice. It wasn't evil that I felr, bur something thar
could turn me into ashes in 2 moment without batting an eve —
an energy of great compassion, but no mercy.

“He was, and is, a pawerful kahunma, and has been here,
watching over Malokai, since his death, four centuries ago, We
need to ask for permission to be here,” she said with grear rev-
CTenCe.

"Haow"

"Have you ever asked permission to enter someone’s homez”

“Yes— "

“Then 1 advise you to do it, nouy " she hised,

Shz closed her eyes; 1 did the same, As soon as | closed them,
[ saw him — righe in frone of me, in my mind's eye. | snapped my
eyes open, and saw only the trees in the distance and the grave-
stones in this small clearing. | elosed them again, and there he was,
staring ar me with a fierce but 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 destroyer.

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

*So be it,” I heard Mama Chia say.

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

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

I relawed. "I'm glad o hear th — " | seapped abrupdy as she
slapped a shavel into my hand and led me to a bace spor in the
earth.

“Time to dig.”

“Whar!" 1 did a davble rake,

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

“Dig? Here? A hole? Are we looking For something”

YA grave.”

“Loak,” I said. *I'm a grown man; | make respansible choiess,
Before I starg, 1'd really like 1 knaw whar this is about,”

“And Id really like you to stop wlking and start digging,” she
responded.

“Whit you are about to do is necessary — beised on a Tibetan
rirual thar involves facing all your fears. IF somcone who chooses
this way Is unprepared, it can result in permanent paychosis, | feel
vou're ready, bur there is no way o he cermain of ir. Are you will-
ing to go ahead?”

There iewas: Do or die. Or mayhe: Do and die, Sacrates once
told me 1 could “get oft the bus™ anytime 1 wished — i 1 was will-
ing to let it pull away withour me.

*1 have to know now, Dain.”

1 jerked my head coward her as if I'd been slapped. "Oh, uh,
well — " | paused o wake a breach, and decided o follow the
course I'd always set for mysell: 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 to dig, The carch was
soft, and rthe work wenr faster than 1'd expecred. As Mama Chia
watched, her arns folded, 1 started with a two-foor-wide channel
and lengthened it w abour six feer, The hale deepened to chree
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 this.
And I hadn't been all thar enthusiastic ro begin with.

My fear expanded, then turned to anger. "No," [ said, climb-
ing out of the grave. "l don't have ta do this, and | don't wanr wo
play mysterious games in graveyards withour knowing whar i's
abaur. I'm nort some puppet! Whao is this grave forf Why am |
doing this!” | demanded.

Mama Chia stared ar me for whar seemed like 2 minute, then
said, "Come here.” She led me to a nearby gravestone and pointad
ta the epitaph written there, 1 peered at ix,

The wridng was old and faded; [ could just make i ou

Remember, friend, a you pass by,
As you are now, so ence was I,
As £z nang 12 you muse be,

Prepare yourself to follaw me.

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

[ stood and faced her. “I 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 that if [ wanred ta continue as her scudent, 1 was going
te have 1o see this through. T had come dhis fas [ had o see where
it lecl. Munaging a wan smile, 1 said, “Well, since you put ir 0
nicelp.” [ climbed back down into the grve, and continued
digging until she said, “That’s deep enough. Hand me the shovel
and come on our,”

“You me=n U'm done?”

"Yﬁl“
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"Whoa, | have to admit — that was prerty Frightening, all
right,” 1 said, climbing up out of the damp grave and laying the
shovel nearby. “Bur all in all, ic wasn't oo bad.” 1 strerched my
weary muscles.

“Lie down here,” she said, pointing to a sheer she had placed
cn the ground next ta the open prave.

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

She wasn'c smiling, juse peincing. | lay dewn on my stomach.

*On your back.” she siid.

I tumed over and stared up at her, standing above me. "Now
do | play dead, or what?"

She gave me a ferce loak, "Sorry,” 1 said. “T guess I'm jusc a
liele nervous.”

*This is no gume; if you offend the spitits here, you'll have a
lot more 10 be nervous 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 that she was sbour to stab me with it, bue she planred
it firmly into the earth beside the grave. Then she knele down
kehind my head, an the edge of the grave, and closed her eyes.

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

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

“Great Spirit, called by many names," she intaned, "we ask o
be placed in che Light. We ask for your pratection for this soul. In
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the name of the One, and with that authoricy, we ask that any and
all evil be cut off and removed from him, sealed in i own light,
and rerurned to it source, We ask thar whatever may come be for
his highest good. May diy will be done,”

“The metallic aste of Fear rose in my throat. Then Mama Chia
slowly bepan pressing, with her knuckles, along my collarbone,
chest, and arms — gently ar first, then with increasing pressure. |
saw flashes of light again, chen heard popping sounds. Then she
grabbed my head as Socoates had done, years before. My eeth
stacted to chacter; then the curtain of dackness descended.

I HeARD THE WinD, felt the dust blow in my face, and saw the
tower directly in frone of me, This didn't feel like a disembodied
vision, with my awareness merely an observer. | Jooked down and
saw my boady. T was fere,

Then I was standing in the doorway. The huge door swung
apen, like a paping mauwrh, and 1 entered, srepping into thin air. 1
fell, somersaulied, and landed in a heap. 1 quickly srood and
loaked amund, bur barely made oue anything in the darkness,
"This must be the Bist loor — the hasement,” T said, My voice
sounded muffled. My clothing clung to my skin, and the dank aic
and ferid smell of decay was somehaw familiar. Find the lighes, 1
said to myself. Be willing to see.

Before, 1 had only looked thraugh the windows of the tower.
Did T really want o see what lay inside me, in this, the lowest
realm?

“Yes," T answered ous loud, "Yes, [ wane to see.” | proceeded
farward slowly, reaching out in the darkness. My hand Fele 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 ir sdll so dack? As my cyes adapred, the answer
came. [ had entered the tower and fallen to the Brar Noor, bue it
somehow contained rhe nighe irself and the same burial ground
— the graveyard of the kahunas. But 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 I
was pulled by an unseen force toward the open grave. | turned
and twisted, levitating in the air. Then my body became as sciff
as a corpse in rigor mortis as T Aoared down on the sheer nexrra
the grave.

I tried 1o gzt up, but 1 couldnt move. My lungs started pump-
ing, breathing deeper, faster, deeper, faster. Then 1 heard Mama
Chin’s voice, from far away: "Your Higher Sell is your guardian angel;
whatever happens, remember thar it will always be with yvou.., "

"Why can’t I feel it with me? " | cried out. "Wy do [ feel atone!”

In answer, I heard Mama Chias recenr words echo badk o

me: “Before you can see the Light, vou have to deal wich the dark-
ness.,.."
Then something pushed me, Paralyzed, | had ne contrel; 1
couldn't resist, | fell, umbhling 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 o moment of absolute
rerrar, 1 felr shavelsful af dirt rain down onte me. My hearr bepan
to pound wildly in my chesr,

1 heard the seund of distanc thunder Flashes of lightning
exploded in the darkness. Then, as dirt covered me, [ heard the voice
of Jesus. But he wasn't speaking 1o me as he cried out from the cross
at Golgatha as lightning flashed: "Wy hase tlrone forsaken me?”

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

matter; na one could hear me. The shower of earth had covered
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my face complerely, blotting our any remaining light and mufling
the sound af my screams,

Waie! | choughe. I'm not ready! T can'e! Seopl fie sor dewd! my
mind shricked.

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

An instant of rational reflection: Why did 1 let this happen?
Then than wo, was smothered, and ! fell over che edige of mad-
ness. My hands, dawlike, desperate, pushed upward against the
impossible weight, Soundless screams. Juse as the earth began to
crush the air out of my lungs, the ground beneath me suddenly
caved in, and [ fell inte an underground minnel. Clawing wildly,
gagging and choking, spiting dict out of my mouch and nose, |
fought my way free of the moist carth.

I began crawling, slithering like o snale, on my belly, up or
down — ] couldn't tell which — through a long tunnel, I had to
get our, Out! Our, aur, our, our... repeated irself in a rhythmic
babhle of dread. 1 could anly squecze forward; there was no way
to turn around, Scon, ternified, | noticed the tunnel was gecdng
narrower, tighter, unril | could scarcely move.

Once, as a child, bullies had stuffed me inte a burlap sack and
threatened to bury me. Instead they stuck me in an old storage
trunk, Trapped in the blackness, 1 went absolurely berserk —
droeling, wetting myself, hysterical. My crazy sereams must have
wortied them, so they let me out.

Ever since chen, I'd had recurring dreams about being crapped
in small dark places, Mow my worst nightmares had been realized;
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I Fele sheer, unendurable terror 1 was so afraid, 1 just wanted o po
unconscious, o dic,

My eyes stinging with sweat and dirt, | fought on, narrawing
my shoulders, bur it was no use. I could go no farther, Noises of
desperation, fright mixed wich cries of anguish, were quickly
extnguished. 1 was stuck, sulfocating | started vo scream again, 1o
whimper.

But — was my imagination playing tricks? — I choughe I saw
a dim light somewhere aliead. 1 managed to squeeze a few inches
more and saw around a slighe curve in the tunnel, The tunnel
opened slighty, just encugh. [ inched my way, sweating, with dirt
falling in my cyes, wward the lighe

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

I looked up through cloudald vision, and ghought [ saw an
opening ahead, Yes, I was sure of i | reached it and cried 1o
squeeze my head throogh, 1 was swck! Too righed My head fele
crushed by a thousand hands, Desperarely, 1 pushed. The apening
started o give, then, suddenly, I burst through. Space! Freedom!
Like being born.

Elindly, 1 pulled the resr of my kody aur, then fell inta an
abyss. Below me, impossibly, [ saw the gaping meuth and fangs of
a piganric secpent, and [ plummeted.

THe NexT THING [ REMEMBER, | was sitting in a room I'd never
seen before, huddled in the comer, gripped by paranaia. Qurside,
the Enemy was waiting far me. All of them. Ne ane undemstood. |
was alone, but 1 would survive, They wanred whar | had — a nearby
storage froczer with food. 1'd kill the bastards first! On a small mble
next to me lay cases of ammunition, Surrounded by a variery of
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carbines and semiaucomatics, [ wore a shoulder holster with a
Glock nine millimeter, its dip holding nincteen rounds, inserad,
the safery off. Cradling an AK-47 in my arms, [ seared fixedly
at the deor, waiting for them. They would nor rake what was
mine. I'd kill chermn firse — 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 starred to melr.
That mement, I remembered a past life as a young gid. biding in
a trunk, hiding from the Huns, burning to death in a room full of
flames rather than being raped and enslaved.

The Hames shot up and [ saw the beginning of the earth:
volcanoes exploding everywhere, burning lava searing everything
in its path,

And in the heat, the burning heat, [ relived every nightmare of my
childhood, every fear dhat had ever visited or forced iself upon me.

[ orenen my eves. [ was lying on my back ar the bortom of my
grave, on a sweat-soaked sheer. But [ wasn't covered with dirr,
Realizing where | was — and that | was holding my breath — |
let it out with one huge gasp and began to calm down. Exhausted
and disariented, [ was plad te be alive. It was a dream. It was over.
[ would sit up and climb our, Bue my legs wouldn't work; neither
would my anms.

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

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

Completely helpless, | played dead, until ic reached down and
prodded me, giving me four deep test gashes, 1 gasped and uttered
a brief, stifled ery.

The riger reached down, clamped 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 rer go unconscious, to leave my body, o dissociate. Bur
I was artached enough to experience fully the beast tearing open
my chest and abdomen, and chewing on 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 scesawing marian, and
bepan to pull my head from my shoulders. Fear is the ultimare
pain. It filled my universe, then exploded.

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

God gave uvs memaries
80 tho! we mlgiﬂ have roses in Dacamber,

— lomos Barrio

| Lay curLED ON MY SIDE, next to che grave, my head in Mama
Chia’s lap, The sheer, sosked with swear and maybe tears, was
twisted beneath me. | sat up, unable o speak, my cves wide, sear-
ing ar nothing, | rocked back and forth, hugging myself and shiv-
ering. Mama Chia embraced me prorectively, scroking my mated
hair, " There, there,” she said, “Iv's aver now. Ir’s really over,”

A few more momenis passed. Slewly, I realized | sull had eyes,
and a face, and a body. 1 was sfe, here in Mama Chia’s arms, |
relaxed; then my chest heaved, my breaching came out in gasps.

Panting, | gripped her hand ind stammered, “It — it f-fele
like a rour of hell.”

*Only your hell, Dan — we each create our own. You juse
toured the Arse floorn the realm of isclation and fear of mindless

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

WeN 1 awoke, the sky was light. “Is ic dawn?™ T asked weakly.

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

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

“It's different,” [ said,

*No," 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 ir.”

“IF I weeen't afraid of anything, wouldn't thar be dangeroust”

“Yes. Fear is a narural response of the bady, but you can release
the tension; you can breathe chrough ir, and acr or remain srill —
wharever is needed. Fear is na longer your master; now it is your
servant. You will see a different world through the windows of the
sceond floor,

“But the first loor isn’t only abuat fear and survival; its about
‘self against the universe,” about the self-prorective hoarding of
enzrgy for oneself. Now, apen and vulnerable, you're ready to
bring thar energy fully into life, ro share it in reladonship.”

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

“You already found ir. Here, in niy arms, when you cried.” As
she said this, Mama Chia began to shimmer, and she dissolved
into the air, right in frant of my startled eyes. Then, everything
around me vanished. 1 saw a fleeting image of the rwer, and
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found myself standing in a sylvan glade, on the second floos. 1 was

certain of it

Burt wHaAT DoEs 1T MEAN? | asked myself as [ surveyed the rich
meadow, bached in soft sunlight and cool breezes. This could have
been an idyllic farest in lusty old England, “Stzange,” | caughe
myself saying out loud. “Why did 1 think of the word "lusty'?”

Then, gradually, | became increasingly aware of energy, build-
ing up in my whele body — more energy than | had felr in years.
I felt so awake and alive! 1 had to move, to ler the energy flv.
Sprinting through che forest, [ felt as if 1 could run miles and
miles, [ leaped, I mened handsprings, and then [ ran some more.

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

The energy starced building up again as a familiar, uncomfore-
able pressure in my loins. Mama Chia had said the second flane
deale with “energy in relationship.” Thar mean: ereative energy,
sexual energy. Bur whar was [ peing to do with it?

Out of nowhere, | could hear the words of Socrates, from
years befare, “Every human capacicy,” he said, “is amplified by
energy. The mind becomes brighter, healing accclerates, swength
increases, imagination intensifies, emotional power and charisma
eapand. So energy can be a blessing. ..

Yes, | said wo myself, | felt all those things.

“But energy must flow somewhere,” hiz veice cantinued.
“Where energy meers obstructions, ic burns — and i energy
builds up beyond whar a given individual can rolerare, it demands
release. Anger prows into rage, sorrow terns 1o despain, concem
becomes ohsession, and physical aches become agony. So energy
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can also be a curse. Like a river, it can bring life, bur 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'c spent consciously, in crearive endeavors and physical acrivicy,
the urge far release will rake che form of angry outhursts, or cru-
dty, or nightmares, or crime, or illness, or abuse of alcohol,
tobacco, other drugs, food, or sex. Blocked energy — and the
desire 1o feel release — is the source of all addictions. Don't try to
manage the addictions; instead, clear the obscructions.”

I was so distracted by the building pressure that [ could barely
concentrate. The energy continued 1o grow, demanding release. |
eould run some more, or | could make something — yes, some-
thing creaove. That’s it, 1 decided. I'll make up a song. Bur all |
could come up with was “There once was a beaut from Killervy,
whose body was nubile and curvy; a man found her there, in her
lace underwear, and ..."

[ couldn't think of 2 damn ending: [ couldn't think at all. T just
wanted a woman. Any woman.

I was about ro take care of this surging desire myself when |
remembered rthar chis level of the rower was abour bringing energy
into srlarforship. Damn! How was [ going to manage char?

The next instant, [ found myself in a cave — not a gloomy,
foreboding cave, but what appeared o be a luxurious bedroom.
Thick rugs overlapped on the floor; rays of sunlighe hached the
room through a natural skylipht. The entrance, concealed by a
thick growth of small orees and bushes, rendered che place com-
pletely invisible (0 oursiders,

In the center of che cave stood a sleeping platform, covered by
a thick bed of saft leaves, a few feet off the cave floor, [ heard the
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comforting trickle of a lovely warerfall pouring into 2 miniamre
pond and smelled the sweet fragrance of wildflowers.

Then | gasped with surprise and excitement as a soft brecre
blew over my endre body; a senswal wind, a beawriful ghost,
caressed me with invisible hands. I felt 2 aneness with the earth
and with all my physical senses, now amplified. 1 was so happy to
have this body, o feel the hody, to he the body complerely.

All T needed was a loaf of bread, a jug of wine, and — 1 could
forgo the bread and wine, but...

What was that? Was that voices 1 heand? Female voices?

I peered our through the leafy door and saw a picture of an
artists dream. The picture would be tided Maidear of Sprivg.
Theee young women, all voluptuous, were laughing, running
under some apple tees, their rosy cheels reflecting the reddish
glow of the Fruit above, They wore dark, lowing skirts and low-
cut, frilly blouses that highlighted their feminine charma. | fele like
2 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
lefr and righe, then, smiling, ran stright for my hiding plece,
“Oh, dama!” [ said 1o mysell, half afraid she was going 10 ind me
here, half afraid she wasn'r,

She slipped inro the cave and saw me sranding there like a
love-starved lunatic, Her eves met mine, and grew larger,

I started o speak but my voice was stilled as she fell inw
my arms.

My mind was empty, except for three words: Thank you, God,

Then passion overtook me complerely. We laughed, we cried,
we were losr in each other. [ dan't know whar happened ra our
clothing: whatever got in the way of our union was cast aside,
Time passed; 1 don't know how lang. We lay there, cradling each
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other, completely spent, asleep in each other’s arms. Bue not for
long.

When T awoke, she stond over me, draped in a robe made of
flawers, Her angelic face, surrounded by silken hair, shone in the
soft light. She let the robe slip off het shoulders; her luminous skin
shone like 2 baby's.

For a moment, questions arose — Who was she? Should I be
doing this? — but only for 2 moment.

She knelt down and kissed me on the forchead, then on my
cheeks, then lips and chest and worked her way down from there,
Sexual energy coursed chrough me as Bacchanalian images
appearcd in my mind — rites of ferlity, earthy, sensual — and
deep within me [ heard and fele che pulsaring bear of drums. She
kissed my body unil it hummed and throblbed w the bea of the
drums, and my questions fell away like leaves on a windy day.

I drew her 1o me, we cradled each other, and | reterned, in
kind, what she had given wniil chere was no her, and no me. Only
us, then ene, and wild, mindless sexual play 1 had expericneed in
rare moments when my mind was free and my heart open, But
now ir intensified manyfold — noc just because she was a deslr-
able woman, but because 1 was so ... open. Having just Faeed the
blackest dearh, | was now fully capable of celebrating life and all
that it entailed. The monk inside had succumbed 10 Zorba che
Gireele. Nothing siood berween me and life,

The feeling intensified many times over, as waves of pleasure
pulsated, noc just in my lains, bur in every cell in my body. Bur |
was taken slightly aback, just for a moment, when [ noticed that
[ was making love with a man. And the man was me — Dan
Millman!

I sar up with a shoek. | lonked dewn ar my hands, my
legs, my breases: T was a woman! T was her! T fele her insides, her
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emorions, her energy — soft, bur strong, The energy flow was
different than T was accustamed co, and in my stare 1 could sense
a larger, more sensitive emotional aura. It feli so good — like a
completian,

Then we embraced again, and 1 lost all sense of separarion. |
was her, | was him, | was her and him.

I srayed with the body, | rrusted it. Undulating in ecstasy —
naleed, free of any wssumed limits, T was sking I was nerves and
musele and blaed — ringling, pulsing, delighting in the realm of
the senses. Shapes, touching, moistness, sucking, stking, fecling,
throbbing, smoath, warm — | entered the moment completely.

We were locked in a passionare embrace building like a wave,
racing toward the shore, when she vanished. Wo! my body cried
out, frantic with wanting. Overcome by both desire and sorrow, |
felt the snares of the second floor.

[ sar up, panting, ready o explode, the energy churned inside
me like a caged panther, pacing madly, seeking escape. 1 reached
out o pleasure myself when again something stopped me — an
underslnndlng that I had o s the energy, circulace it T didn’
fight my body; 1 didn't deny it — instead, 1 breathed, deeply and
slowly, until the farce of desire spread from my genirals upward,
up my spine, up my towso, (o the dps of my Aogers 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 Fowed upward. | msted che 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 ic no longer. Images passed through my mind
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like nocrurnal fanrasics, body parts, moaning sweerness, and sud-
denly, inevitably, though not of my vwn accord, the tidal wave,
the pulsing wave, crashed inta the shore, and subsided.

Afier a time, 1 stoad up. | fele a gentle, unaccountable sorrow,
a sense of loss — not in my mind, but in my body, Perhaps it
maeiened the loss of thae brightness, thar energy. She was gone; the
object of my desire had vanished, as all objects do. Now, there was
only the wind blowing through the rrees. Unil Mama Chia
appeared, snapping me back to wharever reality 1 could hold en two
in my present state,

1 stood naked before her; she could se¢ my body and my
mind. 3he knew everything abour me, and all thae [ had just expe-
rienced. And she accepred me completely, as | was, Any traces of
embarmassment dissolved. 1 stood before her, naked and uncon-
cemned, like an infant. There was no shame in being seen, no dis-
grace in being human,

On the Rrst floor, 1 had broken che thread of fear; now, |
hroke the thread of shame. For the remainder of my days, however
long that might be, 1 would allow life energy to flow freey
through me. [ would learn how o use it wisely, choasing where o
channel it, celebrating life, but not exploiting ir. [ was not a mas-
ter of energy, by any means, bur | was a willing apprentrice.

Twe things happencd in quick succession: [ saw thar | was now
fully clothed, and then my surroundings, the cave and glade bevond,
flickered and vanished. Neither of these things surprised me.

M¥ MEXT MOMENT OF AWARENESS [ound me stnding somewhere
high in the mountains, The wind whistled loudly past rocky crags
and granite crevies, almost drowning out Mama Chias voice
behind me.

"Come,” she said. “Time to mowve on.”
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“I was alone before; why are you with me now?”™ | asked, my
voice echoing strangely from the cliffs facing over a deep sorge.

“You had to be alane before; now you're in relationship with
the warld. Besides, we're in dream time, and [ wasn't doing any-
thing., Welcome to the third floer.”

Az we hiked upward, | parhered serength from che ground
beneach me, from the stanes, che rrees, the wind — flesh of my
flesh, Mo longer ac war wich my body, accepring my physical
imperfections, trusting my own human nare, [ felt a closer con-
nection to the earth.

We found a small lake, and swam chrough the cool waters,
then lay on warm recks to dey. My body openad to the natural
world; [ felr the lake's secenity, the river’s power, the stability of che
mouneain and the lightmess of the brecze,

Mama Chia looked over at me. “In this place, [ feel what vou
feel, I am what you are,” she sid. “You just shape-shified — at
leaxe the bepinning srapps.”

“I dide”

“You did. Shape-shifting begins with a gesture of imagination —
a sense of curiosicy and wander: What wanld ic feel like oo be a moun-
tali, & ke, a bird, a stone? Larer, you learn to resonate with the dif-
ferent frequencies of these elements or beings. We humans have the
power m do this because, after all, we're made of the same spirir.

‘And speaking of shape-shifting, | think you know | was
artuned o you in that cave on the second Hoor, Chuite an adven-
ture!” she said. “Made me feel young again.”

“You'll always be voung,” I said.

“You're right abourt that,” she said wich a smile. *Unil the day
[ die...”

"You'll probably ouclive me at this rae.”

She looked deep inre my eyes, Her gaze made me sad, thaugh
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I diefn't knena why. 1 saw the love in her Cves, bue wlso smlli:rllingdsr
— i concern, an inmiton — but I couldnt fathom what it meant,

Mama Chia quelled my preoccuparions as she led me forward,
reminding me of the lessons of the second floor: "You created your
own experience, Dan, just as you did en the firse floar; yeu expe-
rienced exactly whar you needed. The energies are the same for
everyone; the experience is differenr. Each of us chooses how ta
respond ra and channel our energy. Some hoard i others squan-
der ir. The warrior channels the flow of life enzrgy lile a farmer
irrigating his crops.

*On the first flaor, alone and fghring for survival, you fear-
fully hoard che energies of life like a lonely miser with his money;
because the energies are blocked, they cause pain.

“On the second floar, you are in a relarionship with life, with
other people; both the male and female princples are active and
in halanee,

“The second floor is not just about sexs it's about celebrating
the enerzy of life, Energy is Spirin encrgy is sacred. You have a
choice before you cch day, whether you will master the energy of
your life, or squander it, The myth of Pandoras box is not
about letting mischisvous imps or demons out of a coneainer; it
is abaur ways of dealing with life encrgy, When energy is thrown
away without purpose or wisdom, you feel an instinctive loss of
life, a sense of sorraw.”

“Why sorcow?” 1 asked,

“Fear is the shadow side of the first level,” she answered.
“Sorrow is the shadow side of the second.”

“And the third?" 1 said. “Whar do you have planned for me now?"

Mamia Chia only smiled.
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Flying on Wings of Stone

Motaing recl con ba thremenad, Mothing unrenl exiss,

Thergin lies the peoce ol God,

= A Covurse in Miveclas

Mama Chia Lep me through o rocky canyon, through a short
wnnel of stane, then up enre a namow trail along the spine of a
razorback ridge. "First, lev’s sit here a while.”

She closed her eyes. Not wanting to disturh her with ques-
tions, [ did likewise. There wasn't much else 1o do up here, orso |
thought.

When [ opened my eyes again, | could see the sun serring 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-cmpry backpack. “Eac this; you'll need ir.”

“Why do I have to car? This is a dream, iso't i Come o think
of it,” | noticed, "this floor feels more real than the others, This &
same kind of vision, isn't ic”

Ignoring me, she said, “The third level s abour power, not
power aver others — that is dhe negative side — but personal

128
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pawer aver the impulses of the Basic Sell and the desires aof dhe
epo. Here you lind the challenges of self-discipling, clear inten-
don, duty, respansibility, focus, commitment, wall — thasc things
that most apprentice humans find so difficult,

“Mow thar you've cleared the secand level and have a sense of
connection to others, your artenrion is freed for higher impulses, It
will be easier for vou to take ochers’ needs into account as well,
though rrue aleruism doesn't exise on the third floor. Your Basic Self
is still in control, but better disciplined. What vou do for others,
vou do out of duty and responsibilicy. Love siill eludes vow.”

“Are you saying | can'r really love!™ 1 asked. disturbed by her
STCmERL.

“There are many kinds of love,” she said. “Jusr as there are
many kinds af music or filns or food or drink, There is first-Noor
love, limited va the mose primitive, even abusive, sexual encoun-
cers. Second-floor love is vicd and pleasure-oriented, and the
parmer is also taken into account, Third-floar love is an arsful,
conscientious practice.”

"I asked you about love, and you keep walking about sex.”

“Uniil you are sertled on che fourth floor, dhar’s aboue it.”

“Go on.”

“No need to you get the idea.”

“Whar aheur the lave on the higher flaori™

“Let's deal wich thae when you're ready,” she said. “Just under-
stand char the world mirars your level of awareness, Like arcraces
like — and peaple whase hame base is the Rzst floar are areracred
to first-flaor kinds of music, haoks, films, drink, fooed, sports, and
so forth. The same Is wue of the second and chird Hoors. Undl
your awarencss rests stably on the fourth fAoor, in the heart, your
maotives are ultimately self-serving.”

“You're saying that when my awareness resides more on the
fourch lovel, | won't be so selfeentered?”
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“We're all self-centered, 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,
}-1‘!“. thﬁ:ﬂﬂ.‘r: 31'“'] l:xPi:r;l:rH_‘l: | LIiFE:ﬂ:nt k;:l'ld {Jr IiE‘: = :r"(“l h:gin
to live as a Higher Selfin che world.”

"What does all that have to do with where we are now?”™ 1
asked, gesturing roward the mountain peak on which we stood.

“I'm glad you asked me that,” she said. “Beeawse | have a small
task for vou that may help you rise beyond the third floor,” she
said, as we stepped around an outeropping of rock, and she pointed
to & narrow, level but rocky path abour hifty yards long,

“What am | supposed to de?” | asked.

“For starters, walk alang chis pach as far as you can; see whar
there is to see.”

"Door number four?”

She shrupged and, with a graceful geswure, pointed the way.

I walked carefully down the narrow ridge but stopped shore as
[ eame ta rhe edge of a precipice — a chasm thar dropped 1o noth-
ingness as far as | could see — maybe two thousand feer —
straighe down. I ook a siep back fram the dizzying heighe and
looked across the gaping abyss at the opposite cliff wall about
thizry feer away, It looked as if the mounrain peak had been shiced
in half by a gigantic knife.

Suddenly behind me, Mama Chia said, “The door is there.”
She pointed across che abyss 1o a small ledge, lide more than an
indentarion an the opposite liff 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 oo far to jump. 1
looked 10 Mama Chia to see if she was joking. Her face showed no
sign that she was.

“That’s not possible,” [ angued. “First of all, it’s twenty-five or
thirty feet away, and I'm no long jumper. And even if | made the
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jurmp, i1 miss that narrow ledge 'l slan o the elill face end
slide down vo eblivion.”

“You're not afrald, are voud” she ashed.

“Mo, not Tt.:!]_}r— bue 'm nos ﬁ:l.'.piv;l, cicher. Its suicidal.”

She looked ar me with an iricaring, know-ic-all smile,

" said no, Mar a chance.”

She waited.

“This isn't a dream a0w,” 1 bellowed. "And I'm not 2 bird.”

“Ie can be dare,” she said, painting acrass the chasm.

Istaried to walle with her bacli ap the trail, shaking my head.
“Thisisn't azaur fear, Mama Chia — vou knaw that, Ieweuld juss
be foolish, [ don't mind testing my limirs, bueif | overreach myzelf
here, I'm dead.”

I fele her hand even befare ir rouched me. The haies shot up
en my neck and goose bumps maised; then D saw a fash of light
Something changed. Or had (07 Everyrhing lacked the same, bur
fele differznn. T was seill standing thiere, talling w her, “Is this a
drearni”

“Bverptiing is a dream,” she replied,

u.l{t"i., .!}II.L | mean F;glﬁi Naw — "

“I'here is always che chance,” she added, “that you may fail.”

“IET kail, will T really die?”

I“I‘II'".]I_' F]I}'Eiﬂﬂl |3I—]:1}r “'”I hf tlnd.\l]lilgﬂﬁ{x ll'.l'lll.' [l":t Flﬂi'.'l I|'|-;|I FI.'I.TI
very real, and. yves, a part of you will mest ezetainly die”

*Bur if zhis is some kind of vision, Lear do anything Twane.”

"T's not that simple,” she replied, "You'll only be able 1o accom-
plish whar you belizve you can; ic will sill ke a leap of faith o
nuake ir across, Thic bsn' really 1 rese af your body, bur of your mind
— your focus, discipline, intentien, and, in a way. your inzegrity, or
II”'I:E:JL:T‘;]-

"You've alecady accomplished much — a lilztime’s worth for
many, Only accepr this challenge if yan tealy wish o go on. Ask
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yourself: Can you wnfl yourself across? This is yaur test of personal
pawer. And there,” she pointed apain aceoss the chasm, "lies the
path to the fourth door”

[ stared once more our over the chasm. [ tested my abilities in
this realm by jumping up off the ground, expecting that I might
floar upward like 2 man on the meon — bur [ came down witch 2
physical sensation of landing, and rose 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 trick, a test of my
judgment, She had said thae if T jumped and failed o make it
across, "2 part of me would dic.” Maybe I wasn't supposed to
accept a faolish challenge, What if | declined ro jump ar all? Yes,
that muse be ir, T choughr, Tt was a st noc of my will, but my
judgment. I wened 1o Mama Chia, but she was gone.

Then I heard someone calling for me. “Danl Help me, please!
Help! I looked across the chasm, to where the vaice echoed from,
and saw Sachi, dinging to che ledyre near where [ was o lnd. [e was
impossible, Surely a trick of the mined. Then she cried our again, |
cauld see her slipping, struggling to elimb back o the ledpe.

*This isn't fair!™ [ said. “It's not real?”

*Dazasannnn!” Sachi yelled desperarely. She por a foothold,
then lost it

Then [ saw che tiger. Ir padded along a narcow ledge on the
cliff face, moving roward Sachi. She did't see it

“Please!” she ealled apain. 1 had na chaice; [ had o ey, 1 ran
quickly back along the narrow path for abour thirty yards, urned,
and took off,

Aﬁ I Pid‘iﬂd I.IF ﬁP:‘d. I.lﬂl.lhtﬁ i'h.‘iﬁ-'l‘l.l.ﬂl.l me: Whﬂt am I I.Iuil‘l.g;'
[ don'e think [ can make this, Then a kind of cold anger over-
whelmed me. Mor anger a# anything or anyone — juse a forceful
encrgy, like a giant wave that washad away everything in is path.
Noching was going ta stop me.
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Accelerating, focused completely on my goal, 1 raced voward
the precipice. With a surge of power, my mind forgot past and
furure, tgers and chasms, as | locked on 10 one thing: the landing
spar. | leaped,

For 2 moment. floating through space, [ fele dhat T might nor
make ir. Srll aloft, | soared through space and time, as if in slow
mation. | felr che heavy pull of gravigy mking control. 1 felt myself
dropping. Then, someching happened. Mayhe it was my imagina-
tion, but drawing on evervthing within me, [ ailied mysell across.
1 Fele like [ was fying,

An instant later, I landed with a very real thud, and, rolling into
the shallow cave, [ hit the wall. The dger was running roward us,
Dazed, | smmbled ro the edge, reached down, and pulled Sachi up.
Them, just as the tiger leaped, | pulled her through the doorway.

I must have hit the wall premy hard, As soon as [ was through
the door, [ passed our.

[ AWOKE, MOMENTS LATER, in the dim light. My arms were
bruised, and my head hure. [ hure all aver. 1 leoked at my wrisy; i
was crooked — broken. Then, as | watched it, the weist straight-
ened irself our, the bruises disappeared, and the pain subsided. [

closed my eyes for a few momenis.

Whew [ 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 Chias face, bathing it in a
rosy glow. But she looked pale and drawn, in spite of ir. Notcing
me staring, she smiled wanly, and said, “The last few days have
been challenging far both of us. If you think [ look bad, you
should see yourself.”

She handed me a plastic bottle with warer, "Drink this.”

“Thanks." I was parched, and grazefully | took the water, Since
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my episade out ar sca, I had lictle wolerance for going thirsty. Thar
fear, at least, seemed to remain in the depths of my Basic Sclf.

When | Anished drinking, Mama Chia stoad, "Come on. We
|12'l.-'r. a ]uﬂg Wa]k I.I:Id: ..n WC H'-'IH il r:.IPI:tTFI.Il gﬂf}d"hj’: ] ].ﬂ.nikﬂl.lr:ll
and though he didn't appear to us in the daylight, 1 could feel his
presence and blessing.

On dhe way back, it struck me: Although 1'd deared the dhird
floor and shown sufficient discipline, focus, and self-mastery ro
hind and pass chrough the door to the fourth floer, my vision had
ended then; | had not made it co the fourdh fAoor, [ had some sense
of whar had happened, bur [ asked Mama Chia far her view.

She gave a simple, swaightforward response: “You aren't ready
yer. Your psyche rejected ir, You came back.”

"So 1 blew iy, I said.

“Thar's oversimplifying, but it comes out 1o about the same
thing,”

*Sa what do 1 do now?”

“Well. . .your training with Socrates belped you with the first
three oors, as I've said, You ate prepared to enter the fourth level,
It may happen ar any dme. Burt, you see, the Grear Leap requires
that the Conscious Self, the ego, loosen its grip. That may be
whart’s halding you back.”

[T soon TURNED DARK. We carnped in the rain [orest, Tomormow,
I thaughr, we would have an easy walk — a couple of hours, then
home,

Soon afrer starding oue in che morning, however, we eame o
the loar of a dramatic warerfall, dundering dewn from a shelf
forty feet above.

“You know,” 1 said, gazing at the pounding falls, "Socrates
once cautioned me about getting wo fascinated with inner stuff,
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with visions and such, He said it can lead some people, who aren't
teer gronnedead 1o srarr wieh, T all tiaeds of illudong e used ro
tell me, even alter sending me an aninner journey, w keep the les-
son and throw away the experience,

“So, I've been thinking — maybe all these visons don't prove
anything eenclusive, 1% a lot casier to be courageaus or uninhil-
ired or disciplined in a dzeam than in el e, 1 don’s really feel
thae different. Hew do | Enove anythings really chang=d®”

“What you've gane theough was much more than a dienin,
3an. And L‘L'u:li e apien ming abaur whar yaw call “real life,™

“Pur 1 still want o prove something o myselR”

Mama Chia smiled and shook her head, amused, She gazed
intently at me for a few moments, then looked ar the falls, then
back at me, "Okay,” she said. "You need 1o srove something? Go
meditare under tha: waterfall for a while,”

| rack & fresh lzok ar the flls, and considered ir. Thir was a
lot of water crashing down; it wonlda't be lile wling o shower.
Yeah, I ean da rthar,” T answered easually. T had anee seen same-
thing like tliis in o martal acts movie, “Ohkay. Laccepr. Il do i for
rwersy minures,”

“Five hours would prove o lot inare,” she said guickly.

"Froe o I'd drown in Ave hours! Or suffer brain damage!”

“I'd sy the darage has already been done.”

*Wery furny Okay then, maybe I'll tey ic far enz houy, bue
that’s tops, Teen't even kaew if sl Jang is possicle” | removed
my shice and stareed 1o take off my sneakers, then decided apainse
that and left them on. | stepped cazefully on the sippery, moss-
Gl.!\'tf\ﬂl:l rm:!-c.'id .ﬂl'l!] :! iTn|!1l.'|:: (310 T | r'.1|:r '|.|'|C [ﬂllﬂ.

I was almost inocked flac by the loree of the water, Fighting
my way in, almes: slipping rwice, [ found 2 place o perch on a flac

I'E!L'li 'ull'l--i-l sk, }'U-‘-I'I]I'Iﬂ my hl"illt‘ :'i|.l'='li5|'ll up umfrr |.|'|E I'nn.'r l!rllll:
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deluge. The water was cold, but in this dimate bearable. I'm glad
the wearhers warm, | thaughr, before the liquid avalanche drowned
out all dhoughts,

Through sheer determination and a growing tensivn
headache before everything got numb, I stuck it out for whar felt
like an hour, so [ figured that ar least ewenty minutes had passed.
I was preparing o call the game on account of rain, when some-
thing stopped me, Maybe it was courage, or determination, or dis-
cipline. Or just pigheaded stubbornness.

Years before, when the coach would ask for fifteen handsiand
push-ups, I would always do owenry. I'd always been fike thar, as
long as [ could remember. So, while [ kept wanting to get up, get
our, quit — samething kepr stopping me. Somewhere in the back
of my mind (the front of my mind had already drowned) was
Mama Chid’s challenge, playing again and again like a mantra: five
houts, five hours, five hours. ..

In my years of pymnastics, my Basic Self had been crained ro
respond o the word “challenge”™ by pulling out all the stops. | felt
a surge of energy rising up through my abdomen and chest as |
realized that | was actually going for che full five hours — and dhac
[ might just make ir. No, I woufd 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 ower flying
toward me in my mind’s eye.

1 found myselfin a tiny room, Acrid smells filled che air, odors
of sewage and decay, partly masked by strong incense, [ recognized
the dress — colarful saris even in this terrible poverty. There was
no mistaking this place. I was somewhere in India.

Across the roam, a woman, wearing the gach of a nun, was
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caring for @ Ledridden leper, his face a mass of sores, He had a
deep, apring Assure in bis chezk, T ooved with disgust, and he was
missing an ear, He was dying, Recoiling from the sight, revolred
l-l:-" rl'l.E ﬁmrl.|1|| ]l'.ll fhc ﬁ:tkn:ﬁ“ I “fppfll |.:|.1C|-.'., il] ﬂhﬂck. :'.'l]"
withdrew,

The wind gusted: I leaned against a worn brick wall in an
alleyrwmy in France, just off the narrow rue de Pigalle, A gendarme
was picking up a drunks covered with vomit, smelling of tae gut-
ter, o lelp him inwe de police van. Disgusted, | stepped back, and
this scene, too, receded in the distance,

The wind blew again; 1sa like o ghest, unseen, on che bed of
a teenage boy, in an upper-clige suburban bouse in Loz Angeles,
He was snifling powder up his noss, Stopid kid, I thoughs. Get me
cut of here,

The next inseant, [ ostood cuside 9 hat in Aliea, gazing
throuph the doorway a1 very old man, moving paintully, evieg
te ger same warer inro the eracked mourh af 1 veung baby, ies
belly swollen, it ribs almose breaking through the skir.

“Whart is thisi” | eried eur loud, fecling lilke [ was backin hell.
“What do these people have w do with me? Uake me away fram
here! [ can't take rhis; [ den't want any more”

My eyes closed, 1 shoak my head bacls and focel eo shue our
these prople and their sulfering. [ heard a waice calling e, grow-
ing lauder. “Dan ... Daw, "

| pEcame vacuswy aware of Mama Chia, under the warerball
with me, pulling my arm, yelling, "Din...come oue You'e
hnished.”

“Wep-you e-c-an sav th-that azain,” 1 managed to murrer,
Shivering like a waterlogged cat, | staggered out from under the
Falls, shakivee my leael, trying e elear iv, T smmbled and fell upan

somme soft grasses and Ly In the sun, lering dhe rays slowly seep
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into my chilled bady. When | fnally gpened my eyes. Mama Chia
wiis sitting quictly nearby, gazing up at the falls.

“I'm nor raking a shower faor a year.”

Mama Chia opencd a mango and handed me a picee.

“I think T grew gills,” [ said. “Anyway, that proved something,
didn't i?"

"Yes it did: While vou were slowly drowning, | hiked to my
hause, took a nap, visited with a friend, walked back, and cnjoyed
this mango.” She rossed the large pic inte the bushes. "lr proves
sumething all right — that one of us is a fool.”

Mama Chia langhed so sweetly that [ had m chuckle, ron.

"You have a good spirit, Dan. 1 knew that from the scarr,
Socrares helped you to turn on the lights of the chird loar. So
now, when your Conscious Self resolves o do something, your
Rasic Self knows your level of commirment and giver yau the
energy to accomplish it. I'll geant you that much,” she said with
solemnity. “You have become a human being.”

*That’s all?”

"Quire an accamplishment — it means you've done some
housecleaning on the first three floors, You've gotten In touch with
yeur bady, with the world, and with your humaniry.”

*But, something happened under the warerfall,” 1 told her, 1
saw all these poor people — the sick, the dying, Somchaw, I 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 lirde sad.

“Nell, whar did it mean? Did 1 passi”

*The waterfall, yes. The fourth Heor, ne.”
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In the Service of Spirit

| slact, and | dreami that lile wes all jov.
| waoke, and sow thal lilz wos bot service,

| sarved, and discovered thal sarvica wes jav.

~ Rabindranath Togora

As WE wouND OUR way pown into the forest, [ asked, “What
exactly happenad ro me back there, .. leaping that ehasm ... and
then under che fullst”

Limping upward, Mama Chia responded, “For you, as well as
for many others, the third floor remains an arena of bartle.
Cluttered with issues of discipline, commicment, will, and self-
restraing, that level of awareness represents a ‘finishing schoal” for
the Basic Self,

“Undl you clear the lssues ar this level and atrin a secure
foundation of self-mastery, your life will reflec o constant seruggle
o bridge the chasm berween knowing whar m do and acrually
doing it. The warrior has mastered the Dasic S¢If — crained it —
so thar wanes and needs are rhe same, na langer in opposition.

“In leaping the chasm, you showed a strong will; etherwise,

you would have fallen inte the abyss.”

139
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"What would have happened then?"

“A long climb back,” she said, smiling.

"Was Sachi really there?”

“In your mind, yes — 1 believe she represents die daugheer
you lefr wairing for yau back in Ohia,”

Pangs of regret, responsibility, and love washed over me as
Holly's litle face appearcd in my mind. *I should be gerring home
to see her”

"Of course,” she agreed. “Bur will you bring her a whole
father, ar a man with onfnished busi ness®”

Again Socs werds resounded inside me: "Once begun. ..
better finish.”

*Have you finished here yer?” Mama Chia asked, reading my
thoughts.

“1 still don't understand what happened o me under that
warerfall —°

5!": LUt me IJ‘H.:- u‘[rl.“.l mlli!l: kL | 'l'rc‘m:nl;iuu.‘i j'l.l"'lp HES (4149 thil[
chasm. But an even greater leap awaits you.”

“To the fourch floor?™

“Yes — inta the hearr.”

“Inte the heart,” I repeated. "Sounds kind of sentimenmml.”

“Sentiment has nothing to do with i¢,” she said, "It a matcer
of physics — memwphysics. And you can make chis leap, Dan. But
it will eake great courage, and grear love, These qualities are com-
ing alive in you. It all begins with a longing, as you've describad.”
She paused, then added, “I know you beuter than you know your-
self, Dan. All your adventures are nothing more, and nothing less,
than Spirit searching for Teself, Your Hipher Self, filled with leve,
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 sey3"

Marna Chin looleed as iF she were abour co speak, bur only
resumed her imping gair, and canzinued talking where she lek
ofl. “You'll meet your Higher 52l the moment your awarcress
rises out of the sea of peezonal coneerne, into the heart. You don't
havz to climb the mounming of Tibet, you see, lor the kingdem of
heaven is within, " she remicded me, “In anc up — the heart and
above — ir's all there."

"“What abour the floors ahove?"

""ve told you — one stepoaa dnce. Fined the heare, Brsg chen
the higher flears will take eare of themselves, bur yau'll be teo
busy laving and serving o cace”

I dont know if I'm cut outw play Saiar Dan ™ | grianed ar
her. “Far one thing, 1 like cookics oo much.”

“Well," Mama Chia replied, smiling, " “When yvou leap into the
hearr, you'll couly dooe coolies, | low £ del” She laoghed, buz said
nothing more for a while, as if ta ler all she had said sink in, the
way a gardener lets water seep down deep, wward the roats.

1 looked up and srcund; clouds passed aver the midday san,
Mama Chias words had reached in and ouched someplice deep
inside me, We continued walking. in silenze, until mare questions
arase in my mind,

“Mama Chia, 've seen peapls whe have unusual powers ar
abilities. Dzes that mean they are on the higher floors?”

"People sometimes have gifts due to the wark they have done
it past embadiments, Bar most ofren — unless they've cleared all
the deb:is belew — they only have o ‘temporary pass’ te the upper
Moors to contact thuse points of energy and see chrough chose
windows."

“Huoww .Ll:l'.n.ll .-ull:ri’,uul ||1i|ulcr:-'?‘

“The awarensss of o genuine master is praseac ar bintk, bus
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may remain latent — even through periods of inner urmoil and
confusion — undil it blossoms rapidly, caalyzed by an event or
teacher. Grear masters can access the higher foors — indeed, they
manifest gret love, energy, clariny, wisdom, charisma, compas-
sion, sensiiviy, and power — but i they havent also mastered the
lower floars, they end up absconding with the money or sleeping
with their students.”

“I'd sure like to experience chose upper Aaors,”

"Certain  mystical techniques and substances have been
knawen for centuries to provide glimpses of the upper Mloors, These
are best treated as sacred, rdher than recreational, activities; they
can be useful as “previews of coming atrractions.’

“Many well-intentianed, lonely, bored, or desperare peaple
generare spirimal experiences through a variery of rechnigues,” she
condnued. “Bur then what? Whar have they gat? They teturn 1o
their normal states more depressed than ever,

“Spiric is always here, always with us, around us, inside us. Buc
there are no shorteuts to this realization, Mystical practices gener-
are heightened awareness, bur if experiences aren't grounded in a
responsible life in ¢4is dimension, they lead nawhere.” She said,
following a murn in che parh,

“Those who seck to escape the world through spirital expe-
riences are harking up the wrong tree, bacause cheir scarch only
intensifics the sense of dilemma dhat modvared the search in che
first place,

“The desire 1o risc abave the boredom, fleshiness, and maral-
ity of this world is natural and understandable, Bur those who
practice self-involved techniques ta distracr themselves from che
dilemmas of daily life arc going to ascend the ladder only to find
out it’s leaning against the wrang wall,

"You meet the Higher Self nat by imagining colored lights or
doing lovely visualizations, but by accepting s will — by becoming
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Il'll: Higllfl ﬂ':“-‘. I.llliliz'i ];"n".'f.‘iﬁ cannatl b’: FDTLTL{: iL |'|.“FJF|¢I'.5 U‘I- iL‘|
owen acanmd,

"Daily lite is your training ground,” she continued. "Spirit
gives yau everyshing you need, here and now. You evolve nar by
seeking w go elsewhere, but by paying aceendion w, and embrac-
ing, whats righs in frene of you, Only then can you rake the nexe
step un whatever loar you are working,

“And then,” she sid, stopping and f:lcing me, “when the
bvwer floars are clear, samething very silatle amed exciting neciirs:
Your matives make a rare and dramacie shilt Irom sealing happi-
ness [ creaing it

"Ukiimacely, it comes dows e service, Jesus mid, "Whoever
worald be the grezrest amang you is the servane of all.’ This, Dan,
is e way 1o the heart, the path up the iiner mouaing And mark
my wards: One day yvou will serve athers nar aut of selizinrerest ar
gltilt posocial conscience, bul bervise therel uﬂ'tn'h"r..'g el '}wu'rf
ruther do, [uwill Feel as simple and pleasaralle as seeing a wender-
ful Alm char mobkes you feel bappy and wanting to sharve I wich
others.”

“I den't knsw if I'm capable of making service the center of
my life, Tr seill sounds like 2 burden,”

“OF eonere it da l.'.-i.“ she r::|'.-|i:c|. “hecanise :,.“nu are still m.'-::ing it
from che third floor. Bur from the foursh-fleor window, from the
s af the hearr, convenlence, ;rcﬂmn-.ﬂ camfarr, and satisfactian
are no longer the center of vour existence. You will loak farward
o g-:rring up cach :In}-‘ ]u:tT 1a !1|:|E} arother seul, anather [part of
your Jelf,”

Mama Chia stopped ralking as a rainsquall made our foating
treacherous, Sepping over twisted roots, it was bard 1o walk and
talk at the same tme. [ concencrared on my mud-caked sneakers
beazing o squishing cadence on the wer earth and thought about
whiat ske had told me. We sleshed down thraugh the rain tha
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saturated the forest, passing several simall bur seenie waterfalls

alang i narrew, slizpery path.

Later, whea the path wideaed, Mama Chia glanced back o
m}r cil nc'.':r:rll:l:{ E‘Gl:"'rfﬁi.ﬂli ;lrld ﬁﬁill. -DL'.ll'l,E hf Toa h.'ll'l.l [Lln] }rﬂHTFE“:..'
[Dan, Accepr where you are. Trust vour Higher Self. Ir has been
calling te you since you were a child. Tt braught you 1o Soeretes,
and o me Accept vourselFard just serve, Serve our of dury vneil
you can serve ont of love — withour artachment o the results.

"And when you'd be content we spend 2 hundred lifetines —
o an eternity — serving others, you no longer need o practice a
wiy, beause you've bevonee the Way, Through service, 'vou,' the
Conscious Self, evelve into 2 Higher Self, sven while in human
form.”

"Haw wil | know when this happenst” [ asked her.

“Yeu won't, You'll be too eestatic to netice. As the ego dis-
solves into the arms of Ged, the micd dissolves into the will of
Gad. MNe langer eeving o eonteal your life ar make it work our in
a particular way, vou stop living and start fefing Soed, You memge
with a larger purpase — you became the Way by zetting our af
the way”

“I don't know,” | sighed. "It sounds impossible”

“When has thas stapped pou before!” she asked,

Weu've gata poing” | said, smiling,

“When Jeseph de Veusrer was a oy she added, "if samenne
had told him he would spend his adule life ministering w lepers
o the island of Melekai, he mighr hava thonghr thar inpassible,
toa, Bur Joseph became Facher Dimien, and when the lepers were
abandoned here to languish and diz, he Teund his calling, and
servec them For the rese of his life. And ool ae Mather Teresa,
and Maharma Candhi, and — "

“An lack ar you,” inrerjecred.

Wife possed down Into the rain forest, down toward my cabin,
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and a needed rest. The tree roots and rocks gave way to grass,
leaves, and demp red zazth. We were Both weary, and we craveled
ity silence, | concensrared on Lreathing slowly and deeply; keeping
|'|'|:|' Eungnf in tl‘lf rnnr UF]TI}" miau El'll :I“ln‘ﬁ ﬂg m}-' Pl-'lﬁif :";di't Ta Eir"
culate and balanes the energics thar flowed theough me. Tinlaled
not anly air, but lighs anel energy and spirir.,

| became aware of hicdsong, and the ever-present teickle and
rushing cf streams and waterlills — runoft from the rain showers
— drew me ence again ints the beawry and myseery of Malokai.
But the nagging issue of service, cerminly a weak Ink in the chain
af my life, kepr rising ra rhe surface of my mind, pressing me.

“Mama Chia,” | saiel, breaking our silence, “wher yon men-
tioned Facher Damien or Modher Teresa, 1 realize how far T am
from anything like that. The idea of warking with lepers and serv=
ing the poor just docsn't appeal te me ac chis point in my life,
though | knaw it wauld be a gand thing to de.”

Without wening armound, she answered. “Mest of huntanicy
joing in pour sendmens. Good deecs are dane for many marives:
O the first floon you only find self-service; on the second toar,
NEl"\-iL‘{: '.1]“'?.:.'5 I]ﬂﬂ ::[r'il'lglh' ﬂliﬂl’_'l".’l‘.'\lj'. an ll\t‘ t|!:|ir-|] ”nur, i. ;3 r|'||'.1[i—
vared by ducy and responsibilicy. | say againg Tiue service begins ar
the Faurth level, when awareness resides in the heart,”

'\x'rlf' W.'Ilkl:f] an in [ [I'II." :1[‘I'.'|:T|‘|nn|'|1 Sl'ﬂ]'.'l'liﬂg ance ro Flil:k AN E
mangaes. My hunger only slightly appeased, 1 felt glad for the
remaining nuts fram Muma Chia’s pack. She just nibbled, conrent
with her meager fare,

“Keep cating like thiz,” | said, “and you'll scon be slim as a
model.”

“% madel whati"

“ﬂ‘ I'I'Iﬂil.f! .'iﬂil'lh” ] 5|Til'.{|

Marra Chia shook her head bust said nathing,

As we resumed the final leg of our dewnward hike, 1 asked
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Mama Chia, "How am | ever going to make that leap you ralk
about? Alter all, T have & job, a Family w supporr, and ather com-
mitments, | can't just go around giving things away, spending all
m}' r:IJTLI.': 'I."HJ llnl.'ECr] |'|.g."

“Whoever suggested you shoula? And where have you gotten
all these ideas?” she asked, "Maybe fram the same plaze | did”
Slowing her pace, she added, “When | was young, ideals didn’s
come any highzr, 1 was going Lor the Holy Gril, and that was
that, Mot a day passed thar [ didu's feel puiley rzading baoks and
studying and atendicg hlms — while other children were starv-
ing in arther zarts of che warld, [ vewed char [ weld help chase
lese fortunare than L.

“During my mravels, my ideals sulfezed a rude jole. I had saved
sarc maney to give ta the pacr and, 25 soon as | gar aff the train,
a child approached me. She was beandful — neat and clean, with
saining teeth in spice of her poverty, She bepmed polively, and | was
happy to give her a cein, Her eyes lie up.

“Then three more children ran vp and, smiling praciously, 1
gave each of chem a coin as well, Ther | wis surraunded by fifteen
l:l'ii]!ll:'tl'l.| :Illl‘l l!lllt L K il!hl '.l'll' sLar. Ev-:r:r'l-'.']u:rl:, llll:rl: WErS Imare
children begging. | soor ran out of coins. | gave away my carrying
bag and an umbrella; | gave away nearly everyiaing but the cloches
l| TS wf‘.'ll'ii'lg i.'l.ltl'_l I'I'I}" .'-I:lT I.'Ecl-.fr'-r. :;nnltl iF llli.‘: k".‘pf l]FI1 IWI.'.I'“IIL': |'.IE'
beging, too. It had to stop somewhere: | had to learn how to say
no withour hardening my heare. It was painful for me, bur neces-
sary. | hod oot tien vows of poverty — and peither have you,

“Yes, this world needs more compassion. But we all have
different eallings. Sare people work i che stock marker, athers in

the prisons, Some live in luxury, while othess are homeless. Some

people deliberate on what type of imported markle o plice in
thelr indoer poals, while others starve on che streets as Christnas

shoppers pass by Dees this make villaing ef the rich ar saines af
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the poor? [ think not. Complex karmas are at wark. Bach of us
plays our role. Each of us is born inta life circumstances to
challenge us and allow us o evolve. A beggar in this life may have
been wealthy in another life. Insquiry has always existed, and uniil
the awarcness of humaniry rises ar feast 1o the third floor, it will
continue.

"Over dme, | have come to accept my guilt about being com-
fortahle and having enough ro ear,” she expliined. "Orherwise,
how can we take a bite of food while others starve?®

“How do you deal with these feelings?™ 1 asked.

“The question itself reveals your awakening hearr,” she said.
“The way | deal with such Feelings is [ act with kindness t the
people in my immediate sucroundings. | accepr the role [ have
been given, and | suggest you do the same. It is all righr for a
peaceful warrior to make pond money, doing whar he or she lovas,
serving other people. All dhiee elements ars important, It is all
right to hueer, wo love, to be happy, in spite of che difficulties of this
world.

“Find yaur own balanee. Do what you can, but take time 1o
laugh and enjoy life. Yer, ar the same time, Jnow that as your con-
scinusness rises up into the rower of life, your lifestyle nagurally
changes. Your nesds simplify; your priorities — how you spend
yout time and money and energy — all change.”

“I have high ideals, roo — I want ro get closer to them, [ want
e change,”

“The first step to change, as | expect Socrates showed you,
is accepting your reality right now. Honoring your process.
Compassionate self-awareness leads to change; harsh self-eriricism
enly halds the patterns in place, creating a stubborn and defensive
Basic Self. Be gende with yourself as you would with a child. Be
pentle 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 Aenaid

11140 ansoroED ALL [ courp, My mind and hearc felt reseed, but
not my feet — | was running on empry, carried downhill mare by
momentum than by any reserves of energy. Again ir struck me as
incredible thar this elderly waman could have traveled all chese
miles, limping every step of the way.

When we were nearing home, Mama Chia led me aniwe
another trail than the one ['d remembered. A few minuces later, we
came to a small cabin next o a cascading stzem. As we approached
from above, 1 could see a Japanese rock garden with ene large rock
~— an island in a sea of raked gravel — with a bonsai eree arching
up in perfece balance with cthe whale, Abave it lay another rerrced
garden with vegetables and flowers.

The cahin irself stood up off the ground an stiles. "'We some-
times ger a lot of warter,” 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 focest
leaves, a few paintings an the walls, and some zefis — mediration
cushions — and assorted pillows,

“Can [ make you some iced reai” she ashed.

“Sure,” 1 said, “Need any help?”

She smiled, “While this is tea for two, it doesn't wke two tw
make tea. The bachroom’s aver chere.” She poinred 1o my left as
she headed into the kitchen area. “Make yourself ac home, Spin a
recard on the merncable if you wanr,”

Coming out of the bathroom, I leoked for the record player
and found an old windup model, an antique.

When she broughr our the rea, and some fresh papaya slices,
Marma Chia seemed so peaceful — ar home in her environment
— as if she'd heen here all the cime instead of taking me on a
grueling cross-country hike,

When we finished our tea, | cleared our plares and washed
them. She mid, “We're only about a mile from your cabin. You
enuld use a resr, | imagine,”

"Yes," | said, “You, 100.”

Mama Chia knelr, Japanese seyle, on o cushion In frone of me,
and gazed directly into my eyes, “1 feel T've came ro know you well
these past fow days.”

“The feeling’s mutual,” T replied. “You amaze me! Socrates
sure knows how to pick friends.” [ smiled.

“Yes, he daes,” she added. | guessed she was referring 1o me,

“You know, it strange — we've only known each other for a
few wecks, bur it feels like so much longer,”

“Like a time warp,” she said.

“Yes, exactly — and it’s going ro ke some time for me 1o ke
in all that I've learmned,” I told her
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She paused for a mament, then said, "Perhaps that's whar life
is for — giving us time to tke in what we learn.”

We sar quietly For a while, enjoying the serenity of her house
and the pleasure of cach ather’s company: [ was suddenly moved
to tell her, “1 feel so grarchul re yeu, Mama Chia,”

“Grateful to me" She hughed, apparenily thinking this
humorous, or even absurd. "I'm happy for you; grarimide is a
good, wholesome feeling. But when you're thissty and someone
gives you water, are you grateful to the glass, or w the perssan whao
gave you the water!”

“Ta the person,” | answered.

"l am only the glass,” she said. "Send your gratitude to che
Source.”

"I will, Mama Chia, but 1 also appreciate the gliss,”

We shared a laugh, and then her smile faded slighly:

“These’s samething | feel 1 should tell you, Dan, jusr in
case....” She hesitated for 2 moment. "1 have trouble with bleod
clots — a high risk of strokes, The last one gave me this limp, chis
shaky hand, and some sight loss in one eye. The near one, if it
happens, will be fatal.”

She said all this macrer-af-facily. I fele a shock pass through
my whole body. “The doctor who eriginally diagnased ir,” she
continued, “and the specialist whe offered the same diagnosis, said
[ could function normally — except far the usual cautions — hur
thar my life expectancy at this point is very tenuous. There’s not
much they can do — they give me some medicine, bue.. "

She sar still, as 1 ubsorbad this. I smreed into her eyes. to the
floor, and into her eyes again, “Did thase ‘usual cautions’ the doc-
tors tald you include not pushing youmelf v your limies on
endurance hikes?™

Mama Chia smiled at me with compassion. *You understand

why [ didn’t rell you before,”
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“¥es — hecause | would never have gone.” Feelings of anger,
concern, sorrow, fear, renderness, berrayal, and guile washed over me.

A heavy silence settled on the reom. “You said the nexr seroke
woubd be faral, Don't you mean srighe be fal?”

She hesicated, then said, *l sense I'll be dying soon. [ can feel
it. I just don't know exactly when.”

“Is there anything I can do?” | finally asked.

“I'l let you know," she said with a comforting smile,

“With everything you know — all your rapport wich your
Basic Self — can't you heal yourself?”

“I've asked myself that question many times. | do whar |
can; the rest is up o God. There are some things ane must
accept. All the positive thinking in the world will not grow back
a missing leg; my problem is like that”

“That friend I twld you abour — the one who died,” |
reminded her, *When he Arsc found our he was i1, he Ele all those
things peaple feel in his situation — the shock, the denial, the
anger, and, finally, the accepeance. Well, it seemed o me thae he
had an epportunicy either 1o conquer the illness — to commir all
his time, encrpy, and will to healing — or, 10 aceept on the deep-
est level char he was poing to die, surrender, make peace with the
world, take care of business, und somehow use it for his evolution.
Bur he never did...." [ thoughe about him and a sadness setl=d
over me before | continued, "He did what | imagine mest peaple
da, He wobbled with halfheurted effors, never really Bghting
death ar accepting it, undl the end. Twas. .. disappointed in him.”
[e was the first time | had ever shared that feeling with anyone.

Mama Chia nodded slowly. "T've seen people complerely surren-
der to death, and in that surender, they were haaled. In my own
case, | will fighe for my life even as | accepr my death. In the mean-
time, ['m going te live— really live — until I diz. Whether it's today,
temorrow, next menth, er next year, Thar’s all anyane can de.”
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She looked av me, ancd 1 think she could sense how much |
wanited to help her, "There are to guarancees in this life, Dan. We
live the best WY W Arvaw ows [ listen to and trust the messages
fram my Basic 5¢lf. Bus samedines, in spise of evervthing — " She
finishzd her sentence with a shrug.

“Haw da yeu deal with thar — with knowing thar ar any
time...”

“| don't fear dearh; | understand it far too well. But | do [ove
life, And the moce [ lagh, and the more | play like a child, the
mare enegy my Basic Self gives me to keep righr en dancing.” She
squeeced both my hands, "You've given e some fun vl some
laughs these last few days.”

My eves started 1o sting, embraced her and she weleamed ir,

“Come on,” she offered, "Il walk you ome.”

“Ma,” I said quickly. "1 mean — 1 can hind my way. You get
sore reer,”

“That sounds s ppealing,” she said, stretching and yawning.

As T rerned ra pe, she ealled to me and said, "Maw thar veu
mentian it, there is something vou can do for me”

“Mame i

I have some erzinds w run, peaple o see. You can assist me,
if you like — carry my extra pack, thae sorc ef thing. You deing
anything tomorrow?”

"I’ check my appointment boak,™ [ saiel, happy for the iavi-
Lo,

“Olkay," she responded. "See yau then, And, Dun, please,
don’t be rroubled by this” Then, with ¢ livile wave, she umed
1“{':[}'. T “"ﬁ]l{:'.i s||:|'||l'.-'|r ‘ll!'“t']'l I'l.Cl' E-rullt Http}i T ﬁl'l\'.‘l ".l'l: P“tl‘l hur_'r{
to my cabin, As T headed down through the tees, T wondered if |
weuld ever feel the way she did — helping athers jusr for the love

ul i, with oo theught of miyselS Then svmething else accurrad 1o
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me. Whas it possible thay Socrates sent me here not only o receive
her help but tw somehow help her as well? It siouck me once again:
He warked at a service station — a serofee station.

By the time 1 got back 1o the cabin, I realized two things: first,
thar Sacrares had sent me here o learn haw 1 serve; second, that

1 had great debts 10 repay.

THE NexT MoRNING, brighr and carly, | heard the loud chirp of a
bird right in my ear and felt a tiny weight en my chest. [ opened
my eves cautiously and saw Redbird, Mama Chia’s friend, che
apapane bird. "Hello, Redbird,” 1 said quiztdy, not moving. He
just tilted his head, gave another chirp, and flews our the window,

“I see the early bird gor here before me,” said Mama Chia as
she entered, gesturing towand a tree jusc ouside, where he was
singing.

“T'm veady 1o go,” | said, tying my shoes, remembering that
I'd promised myself not o act gloomy and maudlin around her.
“Whar's firsc?™

“Breakfast.” She handed me some fresh bread, seill warm,

“Thanks!” [ said, sitving on cthe bed and munching, By the
way; I've been meaning to ask you, does this cabin belong to you?”

It was a pift; Sachi’s facher buile it a few years ago.”

"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 days, so when an opportunity comes
up.,."” She shrugged.

“Nhere'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 fandness for thar lirtle lady.”

Sachi walked in, blushing as she heard this.

Mama Chia picked up one backpack and pointed to the one
I was wo carry, | reached down, *Whoa, this is heavy," T said, “Ts iv
full of rocks, or whag*

“As a martter of ficr, it is," she said. “l waneed to bring Fuji
and Miesu some chaice stones — for their rack garden. And the
exercise will do you geod.”

*IF it gets too heavy for you, | can carry it,”" Sachi volunreered
with a dimpled smile.

“If it gers ton heavy, you can carry s "1 grinned back, and
turncd to Mama Chia. "[sn’t Fuji the phorographer you rold me
abour? Didn't he and his wife just have a baby?"

“¥es. Mow he does landscape gardening — warks ar Melokai
Ranch. Very handy with tools.”

Fuyr ano Mitsu greeted us with warmth and courtesy and incro-
duced us o cheir infane son, Toby, who was unimpressed, and
sound asleep. “He arrived only a few weeks agp, with Mama Chials
help," Fuji announced.

“The same is rrue of me. [ hope his trip here was easier than
mine,” [ said, grinning at Mama Chia and slipping the rock-filled
pack off my back. 1 placed it on the porch with a thud.

“Racks for your garden,” Mama Chia explained to Fuji while
1 stretched my arms and shoulders. Then she offered, mostdly lor
my benefit, “If they aren'’t exactly whar you want, we'll be glad o
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 — probahly taken by Fuji.
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" Surrounded by trees on every side, with hanging plants decorating
the walls, it was o beautiful house, a happy house. We heard the
squalls of the baby, waking up hungry.

While Mama Chia attended to Mitsu and her newbom son,
Fuji offered to pive us a tour of the parden, “Mitsu and Fuji have
& beautiful garden,” Sachi said enthusiastically.

And so they did: cabbages, cornstalks, rows of beans, and
squash. | saw mro root greens sticking up through the seil.
Bordering the garden on one side was an avocado rree, and, stand-
ing sentry on the ather, a fig tree, "We have poed pozataes, wo,”
Fuji said proudly.

I eould feel nacure spirits all over the place; my Basic Self, |
nated, was speaking to me more dearly laely — or maybe I was
juse listening berer.

After our taur, we sat an the porch and ralked abour landseap-
ing, photography, and orher things, until Mama Chia emerged.

When we suid good-bye, Fuji made a point of shaking my
hand. “If there’s ever anything [ can do for you, Dan, plese ask.”

“Thank you,” | said, genuinely liking this man, bur not
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 twld me. “I borcow Fuji’s
pickup when he doesnt need it

She squecrsd herself behind the wheel of hie livde eruck and
moved the seat back so she could breathe. 1slid into the passenger
side; Sachi hippiry-hopped anto the back of the truck. “Hold on
for dear life!" Mama Chia velled aur ra Sachi, who squealed with
delight as we bumped down the dirc and gravel road, 1o the two-
lane main highway.

“Going to own,” T thought, “Whar a phrase,” T hadn't seen
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much af civilizarian zsince 1 walked down thar beach oovward
Mukapuu Point, weeks ago.

Tue rown oF Kaynakakat, on the southern side of che island,
reminded me of a false-frone Hollywood set — a three-block-long
commercial seerion, with buildings of wood, brick, and faded
paint. A sign ar che ourskires read “por, 2,200." A wharf extended
far out into the harbor of this seaside wwn,

Mama Chia wenr into a store to shop. | waired outside with
Sachi, now entranced by a gifi shop window display nexc door. As
we stood there, [ glanced over at four Hawaiian boys in cheir late
teens as they approached and stopped next wo us, Ignoring my
Basic Self’s “something is wrong here” feeling, | didn't pay much
attenrion te the youths, uniil one of them suddenly rumed and
snacched the Hower our of Sachi’s hair.

She rurned to them and said indignandy, “Give me that!”

Ignoring her, he started o pull off the petals, ene by one, “She
do love me, she don't love me, she da, she don'’, . *

Another bay said, "Whe cares — she ain’ big enough o do
nathin' bue — "

*Come one, give me the flower,” [ said, in a show of bravade,
Or stupidiey. They tumed and glared ae me; now I'd done i

"You want dis flawa?" said che biggest of the boys, six inches
taller and about a hundred paunds heavier than 1, with a beer belly
anul, I suspected, some muoscle under his flabby bulk. "Why don’
you take 2" he challenged, grinning ac his friends.

As the other young wughs surrounded me, Beer Belly sug-
gested, “Maybe you wanna wear ii?”

“Nah,” said anather punk. “He ain’ no queer; [ think she his
girlfren!.” he said. jerking his head oward Sachi, now embar-
rassed, and a livdle afraid.
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“Just give me the flower,” 1 commanded — a big mistake.

Beer Belly stepped up and shoved me bacdkward, "Why don'
vou take it fram me, fanle,” he spir.

I. E‘rﬂhbﬂl.l hi.s wl'i!ﬂ' Wi[h ane hnnl.‘l,, :.n:[ l.‘ri:d 4] ﬂr[ rhr. ﬂ-.m‘t,‘r.
He threw it awiy and took a swing at me.

The blow glanced off my scalp as [ hurried ro avoid it [ didn't
want ta hir this guy; | just wanted ro get Sachi out of there, Bur it
had gone too far. 1 shoved him with all my mighe. He stepped
backward, tripped 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 then, the srorckeeper ran our in time
to save my skin.

“Hey! You boys!” he yelled as il he knew them. "Mo fighting
around here if you want to come back, you heari”

Beer Belly stopped, looked at the storckeeper, then glared and
pointed at me. With his inger jabbing the air like a knife, he said,
“Mext time, bro', you dead nteat.”

They sauntered off. “You just made a bad enemy," the store-
keeper said o me. “Whar were you Rghring averi”

“This,” 1 answered, picking up the Hower and blowing it all,
“Thanks for chasing cthem off.”

Shaking his head, the storckeeper went back inside, murter-
ing, “Crazy rourists.”

As Sachi came over and touched my arm, | realized | was
shaking,

“Are you all right?” she said,

“I'm Rne,” | answered, but I knew thar was anly panly true, My
Conscious Self had smayed cool, bur my Basic Self was shaken up.
Ewer since | was a littde boy, 1d been told, "Never lighe! Never ighd”
by an idedlistic mother in a notso-idealistic world. | had no
brothers, and | just didnt know how 1 cape with physical
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canfrantations, [ wished Socrates had raughr me some of his mar-
tial ares,

“I'll be okay." I repeated, “How are you doing?™

"Okay, 1 guess,” she said,

I handed her the flower. "Here — neady as good as new.”

“Thanks." She smiled, then her smile faded as she warched
the rowdy gang walking away. “['ve seen them before, they're just
bullies. Let’s go insicle. 1 think Mama Chins done,”

As ] carriep THE eroceries o the cuck, 1 looked around for
those boys and resalved thar [ would learn how ta defend myself,
and protect others, iF necessary. The world could be a dangerous
place, and people werent always peaceful. IFit wasn'ta street punk,
it mighr be someone else; [ couldn ignore this area 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,” I said, giving Sachi a look. "I even got to make some
new friends.”

"That's good,” she said, smiling, “After we put away chese gro-
ceries, I'm going to intraduce you to some special peaple,”

“Thar's nice,” 1 said autemarically, ner having the Finrest
notion about who they mighe be,

By ware arrerNooN, our errands complete, we returned ﬁ.lji‘s
truck, Sachi hopped our of rhe back and, with a “See you larer,”
ook off with a running stre, up the dirt road.

“The keys are in the truck,” Mama Chia ealled to Fuji wich a
wave of her hand, and we swarred up the pach 1o her cabin. [
insisted on carrying most of the groceries — three large bags —
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bur left Mama Chia with one small bag, *1 den't see why I 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 tweth, or bevween your leps,”

“You're right,” 1 said, shifting the middle bag so I could see
over it. “T am truly a lazy person, bur | knew you'll frez me from
my slothful ways,”

“The slathful warriar,” she said. "Definively hasa ring to it.”

[ helped her put the groceries away, then headed out the door.
T heard Marna Chia call afrer me, “T'll meer you ar your eahin in
about an hour.”
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Courage of the Outcast

101 am not for mysell,
Wha wil ba tar me®
and if | ar only fer myself,
What am 12

And i nal naw, whea?

= Hillel, Seyings of the Folfwers

As 1T TURNED OUT, this hike was nearly as far as the previous one,
bur in the oppasire direction. Bur this time we hirched a ride parr
way with o Molokai mncher up a long dirt wad, nearly w the
ridge, and from there stayed on the mail until it dropped steeply,
then climbed again.

Every rime Mama Chia starced breathing hard, | asked her
haw she was doing. When 1 did this the fourch ar fifth tme, she
wirned to me and, as dose w angry as 1'd seen her, said in pidgin
English, "You ask how 1 do one mo’ time and [ sen’ you back
home wida swift kick! You understan'?"

In the late afternoon, as we cleared 2 final rise, Mama Chia
stopped quickly and put her arm ouc tw halt me. [ she hadn’, 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

140
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dramatic view: clouds Aoated past a blue-green sea, and an alha-
troes plided across the surf far below, My eyes followed the soaring
bird unril | noriced some kind of sertlemene, surrounded by «ll
palms. "Kalaupapa,” she pointed.

"What's down chere?” | asked,

“A key 1o the elevaror”

I enly had a momaent ta cansider this before Mama Chia
wirned and stepped down into a hole in the carth, As | caughe up
with her, | found my footing on some kind of hidden srairwell in
the oliff face. Tt was sreep and dark, We didn'e ealk ar all; ir was all
I could do to stay on my feet.

As she led me down the staicwell, we were treated to a danc-
ing play of light and shadow as beuns of sunlight penetrated the
holes in this winding seaiccase, Finally, we emergad fram the cliff
wall inta the sunlighe and descended farther, relying on handholds
to avert a fatal plunge to the rocks below,

“Only u few people use this tmil,” she said.

“T ean understand why; are vou sure you're akay — "

Shooting me a fierce glance, she interrupred. “Theres a mule
trail, bur it has twenty-six switchbacks. This is quicker,”

We said nothing more until we rounded a steep bend and
walked dawn into a broad valley herween the higher ridpes, cliffs,
and the sea. Lush foliage and rows of wees bordered a small scode-
ment ahead, and, beyond char, sand and water, Orderly rows af
harracklike apartments, simple and sparse, and some small cot-
tages stood by the sea amidst che palm erees. Even in dhis sheltered
cove, the sertlement was more spartan than luurious — more like
an army ourpask than a vacation peraway.

As we drew doser, 1 saw a few people purside. Some alder

women were working in whar looked like a garden ares; 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 serlement, people
looked np ar us, with friendly, bur often scarred, Faces. Most
rurned roward us and nodded, smiling ac Mama Chia — appar-
ently a familiar face here — while athers remained intent on their
work, “These are the lepers of Moelokal,” Mama Chia whispered
softly as o warmn drizle passed over us. *First abandoned here, out
of fear and ignorance — quarantned and lefe to die — in 1866. In
1873, Father Damien came here and served this community until
he concracred the disease and died sixreen years larer,” she said,
“when 1 was seven years old.”

“He died of the disease? It's catching?”

“¥Yes, bur it's not easy o carch; T wouldn't warry abour ic”

Diespite her assurance, 1 war worried about it Lepers! 1 had
anly seen them porrayed in biblical mavies, when Jesus per-
formed healing miracles, He wasnt concerned abour carching any-
thing — after all, he was ferus. But | was.... worried,

“There are conventional docrors who serve these people,” she
suid quictly as we walked inta the village. “Though che lepers are,
for the masrt parr, full-blapded Hawaiians, many are Christian and
don't believe in duma medicine. Bur there are a few [ counsel,
These are the people who have had unusual dreams or experiences
— things their docran don't understand,”

Trying not ro stare, [ saw a few people with obvious dis-
figurements. One woman sar in a chair, reading she lad
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 hine jewsley — silver dolphins,” Mama
Chia said.

Mare people emerged from their bungalews as ward of our
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arrival spread. The youngest 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 said to Mama Chia, then to me. Her smile was
bright, friendly, and curious, To Mama Chia, she gestured with
her head toward me, “Who dis Laere [man)i”

“He's came make dokus [help]," Mama Chia replied in her
lisst pidgin English. "My packhorse,” she addal proudly, peinting
o me and generating a beaming, if fragmented, smile fram the
crone. “Maybe he stay a few days, help our — only way [ 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 eyebraws and laughed hearsily ac chis,

Puzzled, I tuened ta Mama Chia. “Did you sty we're staying
a few days?” That was the first 1'd heard of it

"We're nor staying: you are.”

*You want me to stay here a few days? Is this really necessary?”

Mama Chia looked ar me a little sadly, bur said nathing. 1 felr
ashamed, but [ had absclacely no desire o stay here.

“Look, | know vou mean well, and ic might be good for me
and all thar, and there are peaple whe like to do this kind of thing
— like char Father Damien — buc the truth i, I've never been che
type ta hang around hospirals or soup kicchens, 1 respece people
who do those things, bue it's just noe my alling, vou know?”

She gave me that look again, and the silent erearment.

“Mama Chia,” | tried to explain, “I jump backward if some-
one sasezer in my directian. | dan' like o hangz around illnesses.
And you're suggesting | stay here and mingle with lepesst”

“Absolutcly,” she smid, and rurned roward a comage 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 o me, “Excepr for the
doctors and priests, visitors here are not common. Your eyes will
be a mirror for these people; they are sensitive to you, If you look
at them with fear and revulsion, that is how they will see chem-
sclves, Do you understand?”

Befare | could answer, we were surrounded by several men
and wamen who rose from their foad, obviously glad w sec Mama
Chia, who ook her backpack from me and brought out a package
of nuts and what looked like some kind of fruitcake she had
baked. “This is for Tia," she said. "Where's Tia2"

People were coming up to me, con. “Aloba,” sid ane woman,
wuching me lightly on the shoulder. 1 tried not to shrink back,
and [ noriced borh 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 thirdies, | guessed. She
looked aboue six maonths prepnane. v was a sighr ro warch her and
Mama Chia anempt to hug, Smiling, chey approached each ather
warily, leaning sideways, like two blimps trying o dock,

Tia actually looked very pretty, even with a erippled hand and
a bandaged acm, Mama Chia then gave her the cake, “This is for
vou — and the baby,” she said.

“Mahalo!” Tia said, laughing, then wimed w me. "This is
vour new boyfriend?” she asked Mama Chia.

“Mo,” she declared. “You know my boyviriends are bever look-
ing — and younger." They laughed again.

“He insisted on coming here wo help out in the garden for a
few days; he's a serong boy and was glad to hear the rule thar val-
untecrs work until dark.” Mama Chia cumed toward me, and with
a flourish said, “'T'ia, this fella named Dan,”

Tia hugzed me warmlby. Then she rurmed back 10 Mama Chia:
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“I'm ¢o glad to gee you!” With another hug — they had it down
now — she walked off ta show Mama Chias cake to dhe others.

We sar down ro ear. A waman affered me a tray of fresh fruig
she was very pracious, bur [ couldn’ help noticing chat she had
cnly one eye on a scarred face. | wasn't very hungry, and | was
abaut 1o tell her sa, when | looked up inte her one eye. And we
muade some kind of contact her eve was so clear, and bright — for
a mamens, | think [ saw her soul in there, and it looked just like
mine. | accepred whar she offered. "Mahale,” | said.

Larer, woie Mama Cura and 1 sac alone on owo old wooden
chairs, [ asked her, *Why was that woman Tia so grateful for a cake?™

She laughed, “Thar wasn'e about the cake — theugh 1 do
mike wonderful cakes. She was grateful because 1've found a home
for her baby.”

“You whar?”

She looked at me as if [ were very dense, and she was going 1o
have to mave her lips very slowly. "Did you nerice thar there are
no children here? None are allowed, because of the disease.
Children bomn of lepers da not usually have the disease, bur they
are mare susceptible, so they cannot live here. Thar's perhapsl the
saddese thing of all, becanse these people have a special affecrion
for children. Twe monchs before the birth of a child, the woman
must leave, have it elsewhere, and say pood-biye,”

“You mean Tia won't see her child — she has to give ic up?”

“Yes, bue | found a family nec oo far away. She'll be able 10
visit her child: chat's what she’s so happy about.” Mama Chia
sraod abruptly. °T have people ro see, and things 1o do, so Il see
you arcund,”

“Wair a minure! I didn't say [ was staving.”

"Well, are you?”
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[didn't answee sight away. We walked in silence, down toward
some burgalaws, and the beach area o few hundred yards fusther.
Then | asked, “Do you come here to reach them?”
= Nu. 1%} ;ti'l]'ll rru-[n I.|:1l.'l1':." H-E'll'-' |L'Lua|:|:].. H'\:-;l.]"ﬁllni]'lE I:Iur '-'-'urtl:i.
“These are erdinary pople, Dan, Were it not for their disease,
ey would have been working in the cane felcs, selling insuranee,
pracricing medicine, warking in banks — whatever ather peaple
do. I den't want 10 idenlize them; they have the typical problems
and sarie bears a5 anyone else,

“Bur courage is like a muscle; iv gets stronger with practice,
People don't tese their spizit endl they're Fced with adversio
These people have faced same of the hardese emcrional as well as
physical bactles Outracized by fearful people, dhey live in a village
without the laughter of children. The word ‘leper” has become
synonymaous for ‘one who s mened away from,” — a parinh -
abandoned by the world, Faw have facad as much, and few have
shewn such spirit,

“Um anmcted anpwhere theres a lor of spirit Thaes why e
taken special inierest in these people — not as o healer — a5 2
friend.”

“Aren't they the sume thing?”

"Yes," she smiled. "I suppose they are”

el 1 guess [ean be a felend, oo, Tl stay — b juse Fara
fow days."”

“If yau geiz vour reeth and just puc in vawr time, you'll have
wasted it, This week is about opening your heart — as much as
vou can.”

“Aweek? | thought you said a few daysl”

“Alaha,” she said, tossing me a boule of sunscreen and head-
ing off to visit 2 nearby sectlement. Shaking ey head, T eurned and
1:‘-'.1!]'\'.'.1] 1.':EIE:{ l.{n“"n tﬂ‘u\ri'!:'li thf_" vy ﬂl_F l:l.'r'::ﬂg‘ﬂ‘:, I-lli”.]\:i.“t_" il].‘!:ll.lt
aclversity, and abaue spirir.,
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I found my way o the main hall, and entered. It turned ou
to be the infirmary, full of strange smells and people in beds,
behind curtains. A very lean, emaciated man about Mama Chia's
age took me by the arm. "Come,” he said, releasing my arm as we
lefe che infirmary, indicaring [ sheuld fellow him.

Then he peinted wo ancther larger, barmck-style building,
“Where you ear, Later,” he said. Then, pointing o himself, he
added, "My name — Manow.”

“Aloha,” [ said, *Glad 10 meer you, Manoa." Not sure he
understood me, I pointed to myself and said, “Dan.”

He exiended a srump with dhree fngers 1o shake hands; I hesi-
tated only 4 moment. He smiled warmly, nodding as if he under-
stood, then gestured for me to follow.

We walked to a large plot of earth, now being cleared,
Someone else greeted me, handed me a hoe, and pointed 1o a see-
tion of carth. That was that.

1 spent the rest of that day, until nightfall, working in the gar-
den, Disorientating as it was, | felt glad to have a clear task o do
— 1o be helping out — giving something for a <hange.

Manoa snowep me where 1'd sleep; at least | had my own reom.
[ slept well and waoke up hungry.

In the main dining hall, 1 sac acrass from some people who
smiled at me bur spoke mostly to one anather in Hawaiian with a
bit of pidgin English. Everyone at my wmble was fricndly, handing
me food aguin and again, while T tried 1w ignore their lesions,

That day, we — the gardening zrew and | — made good
progress, turning and breaking the soul, as rainsqualls passed over
anel were gone. [ was carcful to wear the sunsereen, and sameone
had loaned me a wide-brirmmed har.

The hirst few days were the hardest — the srrangeness of being
alene in this differenr warld. The residents seemed vo understand



148 DAM MILLMAM

this. Anather day passed in thar garden. [ was getting used 1o che
routine.

Thaugh nothing changed cutwardly, something shifted inside
me. As che peaple of chis eolony had come to aceept their lives, |
came to accepr them, tag, not as “l=pers,” bur as people. [ stopped
being an observer and started o feel a sense of community.

After this, [ was able to tune in to a special camaraderie here,
born of isolation; from cheir own suffering came a deeper compas-

sion for the pain of the world.

THE NEXT MORNING, returning from the Jarrine area, [ saw an old
man with twisted, deformed fier making his way across the com-
pound, trembling as he leaned on a pair of crutches. Just then, one
of the crutches broke and he fell. I ran aver to help him up. He
waved me off, murttering something and smiling a toothless smile,
then stood up by himsell. Halding the broken eruech in one hand,
he hobbled on the other one off toward the infirmary.

There was no mare work to be done in che garden uneil the
seed arrived, bur [ was able 1o find plency m do — in facr, 1 was
busy maming tll night, carrving warter, helping change bandages.
Someone even asked me to cur his hair, which 1 boiched, bur he
didn’t seem vo mind ar all,

All the while we chartered and laughed, only 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 noching | had experienced
before, Ever. And 1 underscoad Mama Chia's purpose. On that day
1 stopped worrying abour gering “rainted” by che disease, and
started wanting, really wanting, to be of service, in any way [ could.

My heart was opening. | searched for something more [
could coneribure. 1 couldn't teach gymnastics: most of them were wo
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old. [ didn't have any other special skills thar 1 knew of. Then, as
[ walked past a peaceful area just off the central compound, it
cme © me: Id help make a pond. That was it} Something of
beauty [ could leave behind.

I'd worked for a landscape gardener ane summer and had
learned the basics. | found our thar the communiry had some bags
of concrete stared in a shed and all the rools we'd need. A picrure
formed in my mind: the vision of a beautilul, serene pond, a plice
to sic and meditate, or just take a brief rese. The ocean was just a
few hundred yands away, but this pand would be special.

1 showed a skerch to Manoag he showed it 10 same of the oth-
ers. They agreed it was a good idea, and a few men and I hegan

digging.

THE MEXT DAY, just when we were ready 1o mix the concrete,
Mama Chia shawed up. “Well, Dan," she said, “a week has passed.
[ hope you've stayed aut of mischiel.”

“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 head. “We have other
things 1o do — your training..."

“Yes 1 know, bue I'd really like o finish chis.”

Mama Chia sighed and shrugged hee shoulders, “Then we may
not have time for a special technique to get in wuch with —"

“Tuse a few mare days!”

“Have it your way,” she mid, mirning oward one of the bun-
galows. I caughr a glimpse of her face. She looked positively smug,
I only gave it & moment’s reflection before fifing anather bag of
cancrage,
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Mama Cria RETURNED just in fime o see us complete the stane-
work. And che moment it was done, [ knew it was time 1o leave.
Several men came up to shake my hand, Wed formed a bond based
on working on a common goal, sweating wgether — a bond men
must have experienced for thousands of years. It felr good.

I was going to miss them all. 1 felt even closer to these ourcases
fram socicty than to my professional colleagues back in Ohia.
Maybe because | had always felt like an outcast, wo, Or maybe it
was hecause af anr shared task, or their apenness, direceness, and
henesty. These men had nathing lefe to hide. They weren't trying
ta look good or save face, They had dropped their social masks,
allowing me o drop mine, wo,

I was turning 12 leave with my well-rounded kahuna when Tia
came aver and hugged both of us. [ hugged her renderly, feeling
her sorrow and courage, knowing thar she would soan have to give

up her baby.

As Mama Cria led me down toward the beach, other feclings
surfaced, too: All the gratitude, sorrow, and love for Mama Chia
had set aside these pase ten days floaded in, Facing her, | placed
my hands en her shoulders and looked into her eyes,

“You've heen so good m me," [ rald her *1 wish there were
samething more | could do for you...." | had to take a slow, decp
breath to hold off my sormow, “You're such a... kind person...ic
just doeen't teem fair, and. ..l don't deserve all the rime, the
energy. the life you've given me. How can I ever repay you?”

In answer, she hugged me far a long time. [ held this old
waman in a way I'd never been able to embrace Socrates,

Seepping back, she flashed me 2 brighe smile: "1 fore what [ do
— sameday you will understand this. And whae [ do is not fer

you, nor for Secrates, so chanks aren't necessary or appropriate, |
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act far a larger eause, 2 higher mission. By assisting you, Il be
assisting many others through you. Come,” she said. "Let’s go for
a walk on the beach.”

1 surveyed the village, now back to its normal routing, and 1
fele inspired by the aloha spirir of these peaple. [ saw them with
different epes than those 1 had come with, Even though ather
memaries might fade, this would remain one of the mest vivid —
more real, and lasting, than any vision,
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lluminations

in the Dead of Night

The sped af God is in u
Feo: seeds grow inlo pear lraes;
Hozel seeds inlo kFazal 1ees;

And God seads inte God.
= Maistar Eckoharl

NEITHER OF us salp mucH as we walked along the screich of
white sand; we just listened o the rush of waves, and the shrill
cries of the albatrass, patrolling the coast, Mama Chia scanned the
hotizon, watching the long shadows casc by the late afternoon sun
like a car, secing things not visible to mosc of us, [ examined the
driftwoad, pushed Far up onwe the beach by an unusually high
cide, generated by a storm the night before. [ combed rhe beach,
looking for shells. Sachi wouldn't be impressed by shells, but Holly
would like them. My little daughter, | thought, picturing Holly's
sweer face, and missing her. [ thought of Linda, roo, and won-
dered iF pechaps 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 the sex, and Mama Chia continued 1o scan the hori-

zon, and the stretch of beach ahead,

172
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We sloshed our into knee-deep surf 1o go around a rocky
point, She rook a deep breath and 1 thought she was going to tell
me samething. Bur Mama Chia was reacting ro ane of the saddest
and strangest sights ['d ever beheld: Thonsandr of starfish, washed
up by the recent stormy, liecered the beach. Beautiful five-poinred
stars, pink and tan, lay in the hot sand, drying aut and dying.

I stopped in my tracks, awestruck by this massive marine
graveyard. ['d read about grounded whales and dolphins, but [ had
never actually seen one. MNaw, canfronted by thousands of dying
creatures, | felt numb and helpless.

But without missing a single limping step, Mama Chia
walked over to a nearby starhsh, bent over to pick it up, walked
to the warer’s edge, and placed it in the water. She then
walked back and picked up another lictle star, and returned the
crearure to the sea

Complerely overwhelmed by the sheer number of starfish, I
said, “Mama Chia, there are so many — how can what you're
doing make any difference?”

She looked up ar me for 2 moment as she lowered anather
stathsh into rthe sea, *It makes a difference o this one,” she
replied.

OFf course she was right, 1 picked up a stachish 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 moon. Many strfish 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 AwoOKE AND SAT UP ABRUPTLY, thinking it was dawn. Bur the
light that flickerzd in my cyes was a cmckling fire, with Mama
Chia sitting nearby, her back w me.

“Couldn’r sleep?™ 1 said as | appreached, sa as ner 1o sarde her,

"Had enough sleep,” she said, never taking her eyes from
the fire.

| stood behind her and massaged her shoulders and back,
“Whar do yau see in the fire?” I asked, without expecting a reply-

“Whar if | cald you I wasn't from this planer?” she asked.

W

“Suppase | tald you that neither was Socrates? Or you?”

1 didn't know what to say — whether to take her sericusly. “1s
thar whar you saw in the firet” was all 1 could chink o ask,

“Sit dawn,” she said. “See for yourself."

| sat, and gazed into the dancing flames.

Mama Chia rose slowly, and began to knead the muscles of
my back with her strong hands. “You asked me why e been here
for you. Ie's because we're family,” she revealed. "Pare 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 BEGINNINGS af rime and space, when Spirir beeame the
“ten thousand things™ the star farms, the planets, the mountains,
the seas, and the creatures great and small that spawned there.

Bur there were no humans. Before history, in a rime of mapic,
when Mind allowed i, che lepends wese born. The animals
evolved on earth, growing from all that preceded them. But no
human sculs existed on the planer.

I saw a vision of the anzient universe, where, wichin the curves

of space, angelic souls played in realms of freedom and bliss. This



Mlueminatiens in the Dead of Nighi 175

memory, stared within the most ancient records of the psyche,
became the archerype for thar place we call heaven.

A wave of these souls came down to earth because they were
curious about the material realm — about che animal forms, and
about seeual-creative energy — abour whar it would be like in a
body.

And so, they overshadowed the primirive forms of animals
that roamed the earth; they entered them, saw through their cyes,
felr through their skin, and experienced the maverial realm and life
on carth,

[ =aw them, [ felt them, as they grew ready ta leave their ani-
mal hosts, and return o their Source, Bur these souls misjudged
the magnetic artraction of the marerial realm; they became
trapped, identified wich the animal consciousness, Thus began a
great adventure on this planet.

These soul energies, and their humanlike higher conscious-
ness within the animals, impacred the DNA structure, causing
immediate and radical evolutionary leaps. This was revealed to me
in visions within the genedc spirals themselves.

The next generation of creatures provided cthe basis for the
Greek myths — centaurs, mermalds, sacyrs, and nymphs; half ani-
mal, hall human, they were the source of legends, the Olympian
gods cohabitating with animals and humans.

The first wave had forgotten that they were of Spirit, not
of llssh; they had become identified with their hosts. So a wave of
miissionary souls came down o rescue the first wave, to pull them
out. But they, oo, were trapped.

Tiruc flashed I:ljr, cenourics in 2n instant. A second rescue mis-
sion was sent; this time, only the most powerful souls made the
arempt — and very few saaped. They, o, remained, trapped by
their own desire for power. They became che kings, the queens,
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the pharachs, and che chiefs — the rulers of che lands of carth,
Some were like King Arthur; others, like Axcila the Hun,

A third and final rescue mission was senr, These very special
souls were the mest couragrous of all — the pesceful warrior souls
— because they knew they weren't coming back; they knew they
would be destined to live within 2 mortal body for acons —
suffering, losing loved ones, in mortal pain and fear, uncl all souls
were free.

They were a volunteer mission. And dhey came to remind all
others who chey are. They include carpencers, students, doctors,
artists, athletes, musicians, and ne'er-do-wells — peniuses and
madmen, eriminals and saints, Most have forgotten their mission,
bur an ember still glows within the hearts and memories of those
whe are destined o awaken o cheir herivage as the servants of
humanicy, and to awaken others,

These rescuers are not “better” souls, unless love makes them
so. They may be lost, or found. Bur they are awakening, now,
Hundreds of thousands of souls on the planer — becoming a spir-
itual family.

[ poien my eves from the flames and curned o Mama Chia,
sitting next to me. Still gizing intw 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 "Soerares.” And your soul as well.. "

That explained that sense of recognition | had fele in meering
her — and a few others in my life as well.

“There are many others,” she continued, “hundreds of thou-
sands, scattered across the planer — who feel a aall 1o serve; whao
know deep inside that they are here to do someching. but cannot
guite articulare whar char something may be, Mare coming in all

the time, many of eur children, searching o find ouc whe they are
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and what 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 Reting in. We feel at imes a longing
to ‘go home,” bur we're not exactly sure where that is. We often
have giving, but rather insecure natures,

“Well, we are nar here ta *fir in,’ as much as we mighe like ro.
We are here ro teach, to lead, to heal, re remind others, i only by
our example.

“The carth has heen the school for most human souls, bur our
souls are not yer completely of rhis earth, We have been schooled
elsewhere; there are things we just know without knowing how we
know — things we recagnize, as if this is a refresher course, and
we are most definitely here on a service mission.

“Your search, Dan, will be for ways o make a difference — frse
ta awaken yourself, then to find dhe right leverage, the best means 1o
find the calling most natural and effective in reaching out to others.
It is like this for all the peaceful warriors wha thare this mission.
One of us might become a haireurrer; another, a reacher; a third, a
stockbroker or pet groemer or counselor. Some of us become
famous; others remain anonymous. Each of us plays a pare.”

We sar there, staring our o sea far a2 while — 1 don't know
how long — before she spoke again. “So here you are, one of
many like-minded souls in a very different ‘wrapping,” treading
water in the ocean of karma, but theres a rowboar nearby —
much closer to you than to many others. Before yau can help oth-
ers into the baar, you have ra ger in yourself.,

“And thar is what your preparation is abour. 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 yousself with others.™
She pauscd. "Someday, you will write, teach, and do other things,
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tog, to reach our to vaur spiricual family, 1o remind them of their
mission, to give the clarion call.”

The weighr of responsibility hit me like a falling safe. "Teach
these things? | can't even remember half of whar you say. And ['ve
no talent for writing,” [ prarested. "My grades in English weren'
so good.”

She smiled. I see whar [ see.”

In another few hours, it would be dawn; the Are had died
down to emmbers when [ spoke apain. “You say there are many souls
like me — "

“Yes, bur yau combine a particular set of ralents and qualicies
that make you a good transmitter. So you and Socrates found each
nther, and he sent you 1o me.”

Mama Chia then lay down, cutled up, and slepr, 1 stared our
to s until the frst hine of the sun lic the shy at the eastern tip of
the islind, and sleep finally came,

MonwNing. Strange, waking up nn a heach, the warm rrapical air
my only blanket. Here the air fele comfortable even at dawn, like
a summer morning in the Midwest,

Sleeping in the open air whetted my apperire, and breakfast,
courtesy of Mama Chixs bonomless backpack, was both simple
and memorable: a handful of figs, a few macadamia nuts, an
orange, and a banana. An illuminating night had passed; 1 won-
dered whar the new day would bring,

As it turned out, the day was uneventful. We spent most of it
hiking home, and the evening having rea and listening 1o music
on her ald phonograph. Mama Chia retired eatly; 1 dlepr on her
living raom floor.

The following day, | would meet a ghost, and set int 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,
k.t whan tha time far action arrbvas,
step hinking and g0 in,

— Andrew Jocksan

IT caMEe our aF NOWHERE, on an nrdimr}r da:,-v, as surprises
do. It came from seeds planted in the past. "' thought you might
like to meet Sachi's family” Mama Chia said as we walked along
an unfamiliar path into the forest, Why was she smiling like a
Cheshire ear?

Half a mile later, we entered a dearing where a lovely
house swad, larger than Mama Chia’s but similar in design, with
a garden to the sde.

A little boy, abour five yeass old, emerged, jumped down the
two steps, and ran straighe ar me, down the path. With a "Hi,
Dan!™ he jumped up into my arms, laughing, as if he'd known me
all my life.

“WWell, bi..."

“My name’s Socrates,” he said proudly.

17%



180 DAM MILLMAN

“Reallyt"™ | said, surprised. "Well, that's a fine name.” 1 looked
up o sec 2 small, slim woman, very lovely, wrapped in a deep blue,
Howered sarong, following her son. Buc she had no intention, i
turned our, of jumping into my arms,

Smiling graciously, she held out her hand. “Hello, Dan, I'm
Sarah,”

“Helle, I'm... glad ra meer you.” Puzzled, 1 glanced ar Mama
Chia, "Does evervone wround here know me?” I asked.

Mama Chia, Sarah, Sachi, and lirtle Socrares all laughed with
delight; | didn’t understand what was s funny, bur they were cer-
tainly enjoying something,

“Sachi and Soc’s father has wld them & locabout you," Mama
Chia said, painting behind me.

1 eurned, “Well, who — "

"Hello, Dan,” a woice interrupted me.

I turned and stared, then gaped, my jaw apen wide, [ had
never seen o ghost before. Bur there he was — wll and slim, with
a curly bland beard, deep-ser eyes, and a crinkled smile. “Joseph?
Is chat really youi”

He gave me a bear hug and slapped me on the back. Then 1
stepped away. "Buc. ., but he rold me you died — of leukemia. . 7

“Died?” said Joseph, suill grinning, “Well, [ am a licde tired.. "

“What happened?” I asked. “How —

“Why don't you twa go for a walkd”™ Sarah sugpested. “You
have same carching up to da.”

“Good idea,” |oszph answered.

As we walked slowly into the forest, Joseph cleared up the
miystery of his apparent deach.

"I did have leukemia,” he confirmed. "1 sdll do, buc wich
Mama Chizs help, my hady is handling it okay. Bur in a way
Socrates was dghe. | did die w the world Tor several months. 1
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bccame a renunciare, 2 hermir, [ rold him | was going o disappear
inta the farest, fase, and pray uniil | died or healed. Come w think
of it,” he said, “I'd better go back a few years to fill you in.

“T was raized in the Midwest by a family of strangers, 1
always be grateful to them for getting me through my childhood
diseases — all those nighrs | kepr them up — and for giving me
food and sheleer. But [ never quire fir in, yau know? It was as if
they had adopted me, found me somewhere,”

*Yes,” I said. "T know.”

“So the hirst chance I got, I hic the road — worked my way
across the councry, headed aur toward the West Coast, doing odd
jobs, mostly. And when I got to Lo, [ just kept going, | ended up
here, on Molokai, I had a friend who lived here. He encouraged
me to settle. So 1 became a young ‘agricultural entreprencur,” and
cultivated cannabis — "

“You grew marijuana”

“Yes. Thar was 1960, and it just seemed like the thing 1o da. 1
den't do that anymare, because — well, now ir just doesn’t seem
like the thing to do. I still cook when I get a chance, but there
aren't many chanees around here. So | 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, [ made a lot of monzy, and about that
rime, I married Sarah, In 1064, Sachi was born, and..." Joseph
paused here — 1 think it pained him to recall it — *1 just splic.
[...” He scarched for the right werds, “Dan, you understand
abour the three selves, righi”

I nadded. "1 am acquainced with my Basic Self, but | sorr of
lost eouch with my Higher Self.” I answercd.

"Just the oppasite with me,” sid Jaseph. "I rejected my Basic
Self. All 1 wanced was 1o be up and our of here — o go hame,
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wherever that was. | tried everything to ger high. I couldnt cope
with the hassles of daily life. 1 vold myself | was a “spiritual being,’
a ‘erearive artist’ who didn't have to deal with ‘realing.” 1 spent most
of my time mediting, communing with nawre, reading — all che
time hoping o go “somewhere else’ — anywhere 1 wouldn't have to
deal wirh the drudgery, the derails, the physicality af rhis realm,

“Then, when Sachi eame along — 1 wasn't ready 1o have chil-
dren, ta wark an a relationship or responsihilities; T didn'e know
how to deal with it So I wak half our funds and splic 1 didn't
know where 1o go, buc | ended up in Berkeley, California, and
after a few weeks, I n into this old puy —7

“Ar a gas station,” | laughed, completing Jaseph’s sentence
for him,

“You can imagine the rest. Socrates insisted L get responsible
work before he'd teach me, so 1 starred the café, We made a deal,”
he said. “] fed him some good food, and he tumed my life upside

down,"

"Sounds Fair o me." [ said, grinning.

“More than fair,” Joseph agreed. *I got my money’s worth; he
really kicked my ass, [ havent seen him for abowt Rve years,
though. Went back to visit two years agp, but he'd gone. He once
said something abour going to the mounrains, mayhe somewhere
in the Sierras — I don't know, | doube we'll see him for a while.”

“Well, how did you wurn 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 things he
dicl on my fingers. "I still isn'e easy,” be said. "Bur do you remem-
ber what Soc used to remind us? You know, abour a chain break-
ing ar its weakest link — and so do we? Well, [ just decided ['d
better work on my weak links,”
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*1 still have my work cut out for me," | seid. "Bue I'm really
not sure how to ‘work on’ getting into my heart. Mama Chia said
it had 1o come of its awn accord.”

Joseph paused, thoughcful, and said, *I chink it's just a matrer
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.”

Swartled out of reverie, Juseph repliad, "Yes — and 1 had
intended to go to the mountains to fast and pray, as I old you.
Bur then | remembered something Socrates had rold me about life
being hard either way, whether 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 10 get our of the bady, w0
escape. | probably would have died.

“Bur [ decided to rerurn o Melokai, corne whar may, o rake
up where I'd left off — bur do it right — with as much dme as |
had left to do it in, if Sarah would have me back.

“She welcomed me with open arms,” he said, “Everything
worked our so incredibly,” he said. “As soan as | commired to
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 chings, and helped me o heal.”

“It sure worked.” [ said. "['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 left my
own marriage and Bimily. Bur thar was going 1 change, [ told moyeelf,

Juseph seood slowly, “T'm glad eo see you again, Dan.”

“Best thing thar’s happened to me in a [ong time.” [ replied.
“And 1 ot of goed chings have happened.”
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“I believe that," he said.

“Amuring Faw we hoth Found ous way ra Mama Chin”

"Ttsure i, he echaed. "And sa is she”

“Fey, and speaking of amazing, char daughrer of yours is a
wonder,” I said — then | remembered wiat had happened in
town, “She did ger a bivofa seare, theugh.”

“I knowe. .. Sachi old me about it. But from what [ hear, she
wasn't tha one who was in rmouble.”

“eu got dhat right,” Ddeclared, "B thas incideat tacgin me
samething: I need ro leam some marrial arrs.”

"I surprised Socrates aever taught yous Me was precey omaes
ing ar it, you know.”

“Yeal, I knew, But | was so fecoused an grmnastics — you
rememnber,”

“h, that’s right,” Jaseph looked thoughtful, then sad, "Well,
Fuji used to study some kind of karate, He's a pood man, Mayhe
he can bely vou, but, Dan, for this sizuation, 1 don't think leam-
ing to fizhe iz really the answer T know those boys. They're not
really bad kids. Once they helped me push my car halt' a mile o a
gas starion, They're just bozed, and frusceared. There aren’™ many
jobs: they probably dort feel werribly good about chemselves —
same old stery.” He sighed.

“Yeal, | know,” | replicd. | leoked at Joseph. “'m gacd you're
alive.”

“Me, ton,” he answeped.

As wE EMERGED from the forest and approached Joseph's front
i:fl!i' ]i'l |E .":ul:r: [EX Carm< rl|rl:1€|l§1 jllr:nlln:r] ll:'. if! L[4} JﬂHEPlI‘IS arnis,
then turned his dad’s Face so they were nose co nose, Tt was clear
hz wanced h1is facher's undivided arrention,

; , —
Joreph kissed Soc an the noss and wrned wome “Fm going
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back to Oahu romorrow 1o complere 2 job, and, well — 1 need o
spend some time with my family.”

“Oh —sure,” Tsaid. “Mayhe T'll see you when you ger back.”

“Count on ir,” he smiled. Sarah came our, too, and put her
arm around her husband. They waved as | mimed back down the
path. | heard Sachika’s vaice from their cabin as she called to her
Family, "Food's ready.”

Walking back to my eabin, I felt a stab of regrer as [ thoughe
of Linda and Helly. I wondered if 1'd ever have a happy family of
my awn,

THAT aAFTERNOON, windering through che forese paths, [ found
my way to Sei Fujimoro’s house. Mitsu answered the doar, *[ just
put the baby down,” she whisperad, "Fuji's not here, but he should
be back any rine. You want ro waic inside”

“Thanks, Mrs. Fujimow — "

“Call me Mitsu."

“Thanks, Mirsu, bur ['d like va wair in the garden for a while,
if that's okay."

“Play with the garden spirits, eh?” she said, smiling.

“Something like that,” 1 replied.

I had always had a special feeling abour gardens, aboue sitting
in the dire, surraunded by planes. So | lay on my side, feeling rhe
warm, rich earth radiate pleasant heat on my chest and stomach,
and 1 E_Jt:d ll.lpI close at a squ:lsll I.'IJI:IMGI:IIII, its }'rll-uw Hower sa deli-
cate, with the most subtle fragrance, waving in che gencle breeze,

And T did feel the pgarden spiris — a distinctive energy
so different from the cold, functional concrete of the cities and
sidewalks, expanses of seark gray blocks, wich cheir sriffness
and rigidiry, Here, I felr at peace. . ..

The hank of Fuji's truck broughe me back 1o the business at
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hand. [ walked over to him, waved, and helped him unload some
bags of fertilieer w complement his compost pile. “Nice 1 see
you, Dan — glad to have some help.”

Ill.‘\.r:l:ll:l“:.-'.. Fnji. 1 eame to ask for yanr ht.'lp," T said.

He stopped and looked over at me, curious, “How can 1 help
youl”

*Joseph said you used 1o know some karate,”

A smile of recopnition passed over his face. “0Oh, [ see. Yes,
I've studied a lirrle of this, a linle of thar. I'm nort as quick now —
have o hir the bad guys with bags of fereilizer, or with my car,” he
joked, “What do you want with karate — somebody you want me
to beae upi” His smile broadened as he stmack a pose, puffing up
his chest in mock bravado,

"No," | laughed, “"MNathing like that, It's juse thar | think |
should leam how to defend myself.”

“Not a bad idea; you never know when you'll need ir," he said,
“Theres a preay good schoal in town — Ive stopped by and
warched a few times.”

"Oh, [ don't think 1'd be able to take lessons in wown right
now; | don't have the rime,”

“What you wani to do, tke a sell-defense pilli™ he usked.

“No," | answered, laughing again.

“1 was wondering if you could each me someching.”

“Me?” He shook his head, *It's been too many years, Dan, T've
forgotien more than [ know.” He took a stance, kicked the air,
then held his back, comically, “See what 1 mean?”

*Fuji, I'm serious. This is important to me.”

He hesicared. “I'd like to help you, Dan, but you berrer study
with a real reacher, Besides, I've got to run up o che ranch and
mend some fence,”

"Well, 1"ve gor nathing elee o do; how abour iF 1 help you
with the fencei”
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“Okay. Then ac least I can teach yau the fine arc of fencing,”
he punned. “T'll tell Mitsu we're going,”

“And think abouc the other lessons, roo, okay?”

He called back to me: “1 don' like to think too much abour
anything.”

WE SPENT THE REST OF THE DAY mending fences. [t was hard wark
— digging postholes, 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
vegeearian dinner of steaming rice, vegerablas, and tofi. Then the
baby’s ery was Mitsu's signal ro say good nighr.

“¥You did a gaed job, taday, Dan,” Fuji said, handing me a ten
dallar bill — the fime money I'd earned in a while.

"I can't take yaur money, Fuji.”

"Mot my maney — vours. | don't work for free; neither do
you,” he insisted, pressing ir into my hand,

“Well, then, maybe I can use it to pay you for a martal arc
lesson.”

Fuiji knit his brows in thought before answering. "1 could give
you one painting lesson, bur thar wouldn't make you a painter.”

“Sure it would.” [ said. "Just not a very good one.”

Seratching his head as i the idea pained him, Fuji said, “Ler
me think about it.”

*Goud cnough, and good night.”

The next morning, Fuji woke me. “Okay,” he said. “1 can show
yeu one ar two thinps.” 1 opened my eves 1o see him standing over
mie. "Il waie oueside,” bie said.

Jumping ouc of bed, T made a quick pit stop, then emerged
fram the cabin with shors on and shiee in hand.
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[ followed him to a spot of level ground about twenty feet
from the cabia, where he turned, and said, “Stacd here. Bace me”

"L, shouldn’ we warm up or somethieg?™ T acked, acens-
tomed to my ald gymnastic habics

“Drant need 4 warm-up in Hawail,” he said. “Hawaii is a
warm-up. Besicles, no warm-up required for what we do; we gei
warmer s we go, Olay?

“Olay; now I'm gonna show you a very good mardal arss
movement,” Taking a comforrable stance, he sid, “"Copy me,” He
let ok arms drap o his sides, then segan ve hend his righs arm
ar the ¢lbaw, rasing his haad, 1 did the same, Then he extended
his hand forward, roward rie, [ mirrered sach movement as ore-
cisely as [ could, As 1 did this, he reached awt with char hand and
srarted sh.lking mine, “How do you do,” he said, grinning, “nice
to meet pou, let’s be friends, okay®™

“Fail, " said, leriing go of his hand, "Quir playing around;
I'm1 serious!™

“Me, wo,” he assured me, " This Is one of mv fvorite tech-
nigues, Ics called ‘making friends.” | alwaye reach it fise”

“Then there’s more?” | asked, hapelul,

“Sure, bur if the firse technique works, yeu don't need any
others T alsn have a move called ‘handing waller oo chief!
Sometimes avaids pain”

“Fuji, i those bully boys Dy wwa ever run into me agoin, |
may not be able to shalse hands, and they don’s want my waller
they want my heac.”

"Oleay.” he said, scrious this ime. "1 becer show you a few
things.”

"Kicks and punches”

5 (T
No — they hunt peaple,
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Geting frustrated, 1 ashed, "Wt kind of martiel ardst are
you, anyway!”

“Pacifist kind,"” he replicd. “You hurt ather people enough
times, you ger rired of seeing blood, Anyway, [ can help vou with
self-defense, not affense.”

For THE NEXT sEVERAL HOuRs, he proceeded ro show me a series
of evasive manewvers, twists, and rurns, and ways o shield myzelf
with circular mavements of my arms — simple, and elegant, 1
likz to keep ic simpls,” he mid. “Easier to pracrice.”

He tald me to visualize actual attackees, larger and meaner
than I would ever be likely to meet. Scon, the defensive edemencs
took on a life of cheir own.

1 reached inte my pocket and offered him back his ten dollars.

“Mo," he waved me off. *This wasn't a lesson -— this was play.
Broughe back some good memories. Keep your money — may
come in handy,”

“Thank you, Fuji.”

“Thank you, 100, Dan,”

Wi shook hands. "Sill my Faverite mave, that ene,” he said.

“Fuji," I asked as [ walked wich him back to his cabin, “did a
spry ald man with whire hair, a friend of Mama Chia’, ever visit
around here? 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 inkcrcsting man.”

I could just imagine Socrates in a Hawaiian shirt. I wondered
if | would ever see my old teacher and friend again, and all at once
T missed him terribly.
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A

Qdyssey

The seciel of siccess In lila:
Pregare for cpponunity when ir comes.

~ Benjamin Disrosli

As WE NEARED P'ujl's HOUSE, the stars were just coming out, and
the moon was nearly full. Except for the crickets, and a solt wind, the
silent forest was asleep.

"You sure you wont stay for dinner?” he asked. “Mitsu is
always happy w szt aut one more plare.”

"Mo, really, T have some things to do,” 1 sid, but the truth
was, with the baby and all, 1 didn't want to impose. Fuji siopped
and stared into space. He lacked serious.

Just then, | had a kind of premonition — not bad, exactly, but
unsettling.

"What is it, Fuji? Do vou feel something, too?”

"Yes,” he said.

“Whart could it — " My thoughts narurally drifted 1o Mamn
Chia. *Mama Chia?" [ said. “Do you think — "

193
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Fuji looked at me. "Il drop by — just in case.”

“I'll go with you,” T said.

*Na,” he replied. “Ir may be nathing.”

"l want o go."

Fuji hesitated, then said, "Okay” We walked quickly up the
path roward her house.

The fecling of forcboding grew stronger for bath of us as we
drew near her house. “It's probably nothing," I sald, trying to con-
vince myself that everything was all right.

We weRe aROUT Ta Co INSIDE when Fuji sparred her, slumped
against a tree adjacent to the garden. She looked so peacetul there,
so still, wich the moonlight shining on her dlosed eyes. Fuji rushed
1o her side and stareed o check her pulse.

In shock, 1 knele slowly down next to him and stroked her
silver hair. My eyes Flled with tears. 1 wanted 10 thank you,
Mama Chia,” 1 saicd, "I wanted ro say good — "

We jumped back in surprise as Mama Chia sat up quickly and
yelled, “Can’t a woman take a nap under che stars anymore?”

Fuji and 1 looked ar each arher, delighred. “We thoughe you
— you — " | srammered.

*I was checking your pulse — " Fuji fared no better.

Then she realized what we had assumed. “You thoughe I'd
kicked the hucker, did you? Well, don't worry, 1 was just practic-
ing, | want to ger it right, We may have 1o rehearse every day unril
you two can stop acting like bumbling fools,” she said, laughing.

A delighted Fuji excused himsell; dinner was waiting. But
before he lefr, he stopped to give me some good advice. “Dan,
abour those boys in town — "

“Yes?" 1 asked.

“Sometimeas, the best way o win a fight is o lose ic.”
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“Whar do ¥ meant”

“Think about it,” he said, then he tuned and headed home

for Misu's vEZEGArian stew,

Thar micHT, in Mama Chia’s living roam, she and | toasred each
other's health with several glasses of sake, My system was so clean
from the exercise and simple dier char the sake’s effecr was devas.
tating — which is o say I got even more maudlin than usual,
With moist eves, | swore everlasting devotion to Mama Chia, and
said good-bye to her “forever, just in case.” She parred my hand
Indulgently, smiled, and remained silent,

At some poine | muse have fallen asleep on the foor, because
that's where 1 faund myself the next morning, my ears Anging like
the bells of Noree Dame. | wanted desperately o distance myself
from my throbbing head, bur there was nowhere to run.

Mama Chia got up looking obnoxiously chipper and made
me one of her “special remedies — worse than deach irself”

“Speaking of death,” I said, each word sending stabbing pains
through me, "I don't think you're the one who's going to die soon
—— i's me, | ean eell — and [ hope i’ real soon,” | added, rolling
my eyes. “Oh, 1 feel sick.”

“Stop rolling your eyes,” she suggested. *That will help.”

“Thanks. 1 didn't lenow | was solling them.”

An howr lager, 1 fele much better, much elearer, and with thar
clarity rame a new wave of concern,

"Wou know, you really seared me lase nighe. | just steod there.
I felr helpless — like there was nathing | could do.”

Mama Chia sat on a cushion an the floor and looked ar me,
“Ler’ ger this szraight once and for all, Dan, There is nothing
you're supposed to do. 1 you want peace of mind, [ suggest you
resign a5 general manager of the universe,
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“I'm relling you, Dan, its homestrerch for me — wharever
you do or don't do. Maybe romorrow, maybe a few monchs — bur
soon. I'm packed and rady w go.” she said, putting her leet on
the edge of the couch and gazing up ac the ceiling.

“Mama Chia,"” 1 confessed, "when 1 firsr came here, [ helizved
I needed you only to tell ne where to go next.”

She smiled ar this,

“But now. I don't know what 1 coald learn that you and
Socrates haven'r already taught me.”

She locked ar me. “There's always more 1o learn; one ching
prepares vou for the nexr.”

“That place in Asia — where you mer Socrates — is dhat
where I'm 1o go nexe?”

She offered no response.

“What iz it — don't you trust me encugh o el me?”

“These are all fair questions, Dan, and | understand how you
feel. But I can't simply hand you a nune and address,”

“Why no"

Mama Chia toak a breath as she considered how to respond.
“Call it the House Rules,” she said. “Or eall it a safery device, an
iniciacion. Only those sensitive enough, apen enough, are meant
to find ic.”

“Socrates was about as helpful as you in 1erms of specifics, He
tald me that if T couldn’t find my way to you, | wasn't ready.”

“So vou undersrand.”

“Yes, bur thar doesn't mean [ like jt”

“Like it or not, there’s a bigger picnare here,” she reminded
me. "And more people are involved than just you and me and
Socrares. We are only a few interwoven threads in a larger quile.
And there are myseeries 1 don®t even oy 1o fathom; 1 just enjoy
them.”
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“Socrires once fAve me business card,” 1 wold her. “Ics ar
home for safekeeping. Below his name, it says, "Paradox, Humor,
and Change,"”

Smiling, Mama Chia sid, "That’s life, all right. Secrares
always did have a way of curting to the heare of things." Then she
wouched my arm, and said, "So you see. ity not a mawer of
whether or not I trusr you, Dan, It's more a martter of you trust-
ing yoursell.”

“I'm not sure whar you mean.”

*Then rtrust thar, w0o.”

"But | remember Socraces saying you would show me che way,”

“Yes, shew you the way — not send you a telegram. To find
the hidden schosls, you have 1o discover the Inner Records, The
House Rules don't permit me to tell you directly; 1 can only trin
you ta see, ta help prepare you, The map is inside.”

“Inside? Where!"

“The hidden schools are often in the middle of a ey, or in g
small village — maybe right nexe doar to 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 expect o
find holiness. Until 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 arc liscening,

“Mow,” she continued, “is the time when the invisible
hecomes visible again, and angels rake wing. You 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 mid. “We're here o
support you, not make it easy for you.

“You have to find the path ahead, as you found me, All I can
do is point in the right dircction, push you amward, and wish you
Godspeed.”
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She saw my expressior. "Relax your brows, Dan, And stop
teying o figure everything our Yoo dan’ have re know everything
abwsut the opean o swirin iL”

“[xa you think I'm ready re move ont”

"MNo, not yer. IF you left now — " She left the sentence
unfinished, and ehanged zourse. “You'e almoer there — maybe an
hour frem new, or o few years, [ hope to remain here lang enaugh
ro see you —

“Make the leap,” | faished for her,

“Yes. Heease, a5 Pve said, afrer the fourech Aace, ivs an express
elevaior”

“I'd make the leap raday, righr row, if [ knew how," T said,
frustraced, "Id do anything for yeu; just tell me what 1o do,”

“I wish ir were that simple — vo jusr tell you. Bur change has
to come from inside you — like a flower fram it seed — yow can't
rush ir. We don'r conrrol the rimcrable,

“In the meantime, just do whar fesls riglis des] with whateves
szands in frane of you. Use everyehing o graw, o uplif. Take care
of any unfinished business on the lower floors. Face your fears; do
wharever you have o da za maximize your health and enesgy,
Channel and discipline that energy: you have o master yoursell
before you can go heyond chat selt”

She paused, sl took anoiher deep breach befors sayving, “1've
shown you whar you aced o know. I will help you, ar ner,
depending on what you da with i”

Heavyhearzed, [ stared ar the floar, and said in 2 hushed tane,
almost o myself, °1 keep lasing teachers. First Socrates sends me
1“(':1.:'." :‘l'l!': TEOW }'Hl.l rfl[ me }"I:'ll.!lll l'!ll: Itﬂ'u'il'lg 5!511:’!.“

“You don't ever want to get too attacaed to any one teacher”
she said. "Doa't misrake the wrapping for the git, Da you under-

sonel?
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“1 think | 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 thar one before,” 1 said.

“But do you readlly understand? Thae statement really means
“When the student is ready, the teacher appears — everprdiere! in
the sky, in the trees, in taxicabs and banks, in therapisis’ offices
and service starions, in your friends and in vour enemies. We're all
teachers for ane anather. There are 1eachers im every neiphhor-
hood, in every city, state, and country — teachess for every level
of consciousness, As in every field, some are more skilled or aware
than others. Bu it doessn't macter. Because everyehing is an oracle;
it’s all connecred; every piece mirrars the Whole, when yau have
eyes to see, and ears o hear. This may sound abserzer to you now,
bur one day — and that day may not be too far away — vou will
ﬂ!:ﬂ'llﬂt:l}' urldl:r:t:lnrl ;t. ﬁrld w]‘ll:n }'ﬂ I I.'Iﬂll" Ehﬂ ﬂid, rlil:king 1.IP
a shiny stone, “you'll be able 1o guze into this stone, or cxamine
the veins on this leaf, or wacch a paper eup blewing in the wind,
and you'll understand the hidden princples of the universe.”

Afrer pondering this, 1 asked, “Is there something wrong with
human teachers?”

“Of course there is! Because every teacher in a human body is
going o have some kind of imbalanee, eccenericiny, or weakness,
Mayhe the prohlems are big, and maybe lirele. Maybe s sex or
faod or power — or warse, the teacher may go and die on you,”
She paused here, for effect.

"But tur most people,” she eontinued, “a human teacher is the
best game in town — a living example, o mirror. [5 easier o
understand a human's writing or speaking than the languape of the

clouds or cats or a shaft of lightning in a purple sky.
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“Humans, teo, have their wisdam 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 I do now to prepare myself2" I asked.

Mama Chia paused, grew very quiet. and stared st nothing,
Then she rurned ro me. “I've done what | can o help you prepare,”

“Prepare for whar?” [ asked.

“For what's to come.”

“I've never liked riddles.”

“Maybe thar's why life has given vou so many.” She smiled.

“How do [ know I'm readyt”

“You could know by faith,” she said, “Buc your faich in your-
self isn't strong enough. 5o you need a challenge — a est — w
mirtor and prove whar you have, or haver's, yer learned.”

Mama Chia sioed, and began pacing across the room, then
gwzing out the window, then pacing some more, Finally, she
Sl’ﬂp]’ﬂd. Ir}d. .S:id o IMmE, “1-"1<:'r¢ lls A TICENETE 10 th;E iﬁlﬂﬂd —_— “’C“
hidden from unprepared eyes. | want you to find it If you do,
then you're ready to leave, and go en with my blessings. If nor —"
She didn't complete the sentence except to say, “Meet me ar sun-
set, tonight, in the forest I'll explain everything to you then.”

Redbird landed en the windowsill cuside, Warching him, |
said, *I'll be there, Where exactly shall we meet?™ When I looked up,
she was gone, “Mama Chia?™ [ called. “Meame Chia?” No answer. |
searched the house and out in back, bue T knew [ wouldn't hnd hes,
until sunser. But where? And how? That, | sensed, was 1o be my
First task.

[ RESTED MOST OF THE AFTERNOON — no relling whae I'd have
o do afrer the sun wenr down. 1 lay un my bed, too excived 10
sleep. A part of me kept sorting through the files of everything 1d
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learned abour the three selves and the seven floors of the wower of
life; images and feelings kept foating by,

I couldn’t even mmember how the world looked before 1 met
Mama Chia. [ wondered how | saw anything ac all. Buc visions
were ane thing; real-world rests were anather. Whae did she have
in store?

I thought of all the likely, and unlikely, places she would wait,
but [ soon concluded that trying to higure ic our would be froidless.

Then I chought, Basic Selves are in contact, so my Basic Self
should know where hers iz, I anly had e pay amencion ro s mes-
sages through my Intuitive sense, my gut feelings. | could home in
on her like a Geiper counter! Mow T knew how — bur could 1
acrually do i

[ knew I'd have 1o relax my body and dear my Conscious Self
in order 1o sense the messages from my Basic Self Sa, in the lare
afternoon, | found a mound of dirt ar the edge of the (orest and
sat in medittion. Letting my hreach rise and fall of irs own accoed,
L let my thoughts, sensations, and emortions 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 befare sunser, | rase, stretched, took a few deep breaths,
breaching out any tension, concern, or anxiery that might interfere
— and strode 1o che center of the clearing, Stay confident, 1
reminded myself. Truse the Basic Self; it knows,

Firse | eried to visualize where she 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 1 listened with my inner ears for some kind of clue,
maybe even her voice. Bur that didn's work either.

As a triined athlete, T had developed a refined kinestheric
sense, acutely aware of my body. So T used this sense, turning
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slowly in a circle, feeling for a dircction. Then my mind inter-
vened: She'll probably be sitting right on her front porch. No,
she'll be ar 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 doing, |
threw all that away. This was no time for logic or reason.

Feel it! I tald myself. | silencly asked my Basic Self ta rell me,
I waited, stll curning slowly. Nothing, and then, "Yes!” In my
excitement, | had shouted out loud. | pointed my arm, ar it
pointed itself — 1 don't know far certain — and felt an inner
confirmation, like gue feelings I'd had in the past, enly stronger.
My Conscious Self jumped in with all kinds of doubts: This is
silly = just your imagination. You can't know this, you're making
ir up.

Ignoring my thoughts, 1 followed my arm, up ac an angle,
to the left of the path toward the ridge. I started walking, and
the feeling remained strong. I headed decper into the forest, off the
path, and stopped. [ tumned, fecling like a blind man, relying on
new inner senses. She felr cdloser; then doubts asauhed m= once
apain.

But the feeling was stronger than my doubts, and it tald me
she was near. [ turned onee apain in a circle, stapped, and walked
forward. Righe into a tree. As | touched the tree, it said in a loud
voice, “Thar was oo easy; next time, I'll make you wear 2 blind-
fold.”

“Mama Chial" | eded, thrilled, steppingaround the tree to see
her sitting there. ] did it [t worked!” | was jumping up and
dewn, “T didn't knaw where you were; | couldn’t have known. But
[ found you,”

This proved va me that there is more 1o this world, more

human beings, and more o me, than meets the eye. Accally
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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 realiry. “This is incredible!” I said. "What a magical
warld!”

With a considerable but gallant effore, | helped her to her feet
and reached around her in a bear hug. “Thank you! Thar was
really fun,”

"Like any child, the Basic Self loves o have fun,” she said.
“Thar's why you feel so much energy”

1 soon calmed, however, and rold her, “I'll find this easure,
wharever ir is, if that’s the challenge you have for me. Bur I don'r
really have to look anywhere else; you're the ereasure. [ want e sty
here, with you, as long as | can.”

“Dan,” she said, taking me gently by the shoulders, “this rells
me you're close to making the leap, so very close. Bur I'm nor the
one you're here to serve. U'm just a way station. Remember me
with gratitude, if you will. But not for me — for you — because
gratitude opens the heart.” In rhe last pink light of the sunsec, her
face laoked beatihc as she smiled at me, mircoring back all the love
1 fele for her.

“And now." she said, "the time has come for you to begin."
She sat down ance again, rook her norepad and a pen our of her
pack, and clnsed her eyes. Ax 1 warched her, she juse sat and
brauthed. waiting, Then she began 1o write in her trembling hand
— slowly a firse, chen fuster. When she finished, she handed the
note to me. It read:

Over waier, uneer sex,

in the foreit bigh youll be,
Trnst your instinct, in the sea;
bring the measnre Fome ta e,
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If you find iz, as you mighs,
yeu awill traved .n"}l_y and right.
As yau see it yau will now,
ar abape, then so belon:

Once you grasp it, you will be
ready then te cross the sed,

I read the note a second time, “Whae does it mean” [ asked,
lenking up. She had disappeared again, “[ramn it] How da you da
thac2" [ yelled inte the foresr. Then, with a sigh, [ sat down and
wondered what to do next.

Soy [ was to go on a treasure hune — some kind of adyssey
Well, 1 could start in the morning — that made sense. Bue the
riddle said T would travel “day and nighe.” On the other hand,
there was no use starcing unl [ knew where | was poing. | looked
at the riddle again, Clearly, 1 was to go a number of places: over
watcr, under sea — thar part had me baffled — and in the foreses,
two. Most puzeling was the last part: "As you see it you will know,
as abave, then sa below”

On an impulse, perhaps hoping for a sign or clue, [ decided ta
hike up into che forest to get a beter perspective, A full moon was
rising in the east, low an the herizon, bue encuph o light my way.

"Walking alone in a forest at night playing hide-and-seek with
the moon,” 1 sang; aloud, in time with my foowteps as | hiked
rhythmieally up the damp, moonlic pach_ | felr fresh, alere, and
alive. The lorest didn't really change much at night, buc [ did.
Mysterious and unaccustamed activiey broughe my Basic Self o
the surface. 1 enjoyed the excitement.

A warm glow began in my abdomen and, like an expanding
energy, bubbled up through my chest so that T had to let out a ery
like a bird. “Eccanahh,” 1 screeched in a high-pitched tone. T felt
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like a bird, chen like 2 mouncain lion, padding silently chrough the
night. I'd never had a challenge quite like this one.

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 rarther, as real as
a dream. Maybe | was dreaming. Maybe [ fll off thar surlboard
into the sea; perhaps [ was in a delirium in another body, another
liferime, or in my bed in Ohin,

I stopped and surveyed the farest below; the dark trees were
highlighted by silver brush strokes of maenlighe. Na, this wasn'e
a dream; this was real sweat, and thot was 2 real meon, and |
wais really tired. Soon, icwould be dawn. The ridyge was juse above
— anather half hour, maybe. 5o [ pushed on, racing the dawn o
the top.

When [ made it, breathing hard, 1 found a sheltered spot and
slept uniil the sun pesked aver the rocks and 1ouched my fice. 1
looked out over Molokai. Now whae?

Soc’ voice came ro me then, in my memory. He had been
speaking about the koan, an insolvable riddle designed to frustrate
the conscious mind, The “solurion” or answer was noc rthe righe
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 conwemplate this question, and would
continue contermplating it many hours, whether I was awake or
atleep,

Then I thought 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 that be
like? What if | were a gorilla? And in my own childlike way, |
would mimic these heasts, nor skillfully, hue with real feeling,
taybe that would help me now,
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As thar idea came o me, | saw an albarross, fying quire low,
scaring on a chermal, sieing almaose seationary in che air above me.
With a shock, 1 realized that for a single instant 1 had become the
albatrass, secing chrough its cyes, looking down at me. Wich a loud
caw, the bird flew, in a straight line, as if coasting down an endless
shide, toward another town. And T knew the next place 1 would go
— yes — the town of Kuanakakai. "What a miraculous night!

Before [ started my descent, T surveved the entire island,
bathed in moonlighe. If's perfeee thar [ came here, first, ta per an
everview, | theught, I was abour to leave when 1 noticed a feather
of the albatross ar my feer, T picked ic up, then felc an ancienr urge
ri! i]:l.E irl-'aidl: I, [ WaxE E:H:B"Lnnins i qu{.ﬁt — W].'lr nar S \'\']th al
cereinony?

| raised dhe feather over my head wich my left arm, and poinced
my eight arm to the ground — connecting heaven and earth, 1 felt,
and lpoked, like the magidan card of a waror deck I remembered.
Then, I saluted the North, the South, the East, and che West and
asked the island spirits for assistance,

My Basic Sell gave me renewed strength as I heuded down, as
quickly as my legs could carry me. | stopped only ance for a brief
rest, in the lare morning, picking some papayas on the way, tear-
ing them apen, caring them sloppily, with no regard far manners,
and rossing the skins vo enrich the soil. T walked with a vengeanee,
with a purpose, although [ had no idea yer what it was, Ah, yes, |
told myself. Going o tawn.

A helpful rainsquall washed the papayu juice from my face
and hands and chesr; then the sun dried me, and the wind blow-
dricd my hair and beard.

| hitched a ride partway in the back of a pickup ruck with
"Molokai Ranch” stenciled on the side, and T walked the rest of
the way to Kounakakai, T Felt quite the rugged mountain man
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when | saunrered into rown — seeaight into rhe arms, so o speak,
of my recent acquaintanee and eld nemesis, Beer Belly, along with
his companions.

By this time, 1 wasn’r tonally grounded, 1o say the laist, Up
must of the night, fucled by a few papayas, [ felt past dred —
approaching punch-drunk. As the glow of recognition slowly
hlled Beer Belly's round Face and his Asts started clenching, | heard
mysell say, in my best cowboy voice, °I hear you bushwhackers
bin' loakin' Fer me."

This stopped their advance for the moment. "Bushwakas,”
mused Beer Belly, “Dis guy called us ‘hushwakas."”

"l don' think dat’s pood,” oune of his luger friends volun-
teered.

I don' pay you to think,” their fearless leader announced.

"You don’ pay me @ all,” Big Fells retorted in a stroke of
genius, | nariced thar the smallest of these young gentlemen our-
meched me by six inches and mayvbe fifty ponnds.

As their discussion continued, Beer Belly recalled his original
intent and inspiration: w wen me into poi. Uswally you mash up
raro root into & white paste, bur I would de fine, I belizved he sur-
mised, as he stepped forward o clean my chops.

Beer Belly swung and | managed w draw upon enough of my
recene training to dodge the blow, rolling with thar punch, and the
next, and the nexe. He thesw punches like 2 major-league piccher
— speedballs, curves, and baseline screamers, My Basic Self must
have learned its lessons well. Force comes in, get ouc of the way, [
thought, evading each punch.

[ was no martial arts master after one lesson. But it had been
a very gond lessan, And if the rruth be known, Beer Belly may
have already had a few oo many and was not really ac his best.

[ had to hand ir to chis kid; he was persiscent, Turning red in



208 DaM MILLMAM

the Face. hufting and sufling, he tried to swat this hippie heale bay,
prohably from Califercin And he was Gilling. [e frant of his
friends.

J. 'L'L:r:I.illurl.'::| xlil:lt:lllnt; :"'I‘;:. L“.FL'I]J]”E 'i'l.]'l‘d \'\'c:'{'i[;ﬁ. al.‘lrli:llt'_ [1¥]
feel like Bruce Lee. | zven had tinme to send a silens thanks te Fuji.

Then I remembered something else Fuji had oughs mes
Sametimes, the best way to win s Bght is 1o lase ir

Instantly | turned in o this woung fellow, 1 felr what he was
teeling. and [ grew sad. This was his domain 1 had invaded — and
Esl"ll'il'l‘l_; wias one af eche few fE]iI'IES lia |'||‘it|n| limselfi n, and e was
Fﬂllill“ :I}?illi i|| I}Uli[ U!‘:llc Dlli}' rJ Il.ﬂllj.'i II: I.'Ill.d.. ﬂﬁ '.JSI.I'.I.l. Iu '}Il]jr
hzen thinking shout me. Fuji was right. An imporzane pare of sell-
defense is knowing when nor to defend the self

I let dovwny my guard and rolled with the puncl as Beer Belly,
with one st heroic effore, lee loase o righe hoo thac glanced off
my Chesledbone. [oowas ke gening hic with @ Qviog bam, 1 leard o
lewd sound as my head snapped w the side; 1 saw stars and found
myself lying on a pile of scattered trash,

Falf sicting upy, rubling my head, T said, "That was one hell
of & punch. Yau have brass knuzkles, or whae”

He had saved fice, [ was the vinguished enemy 1 saw his
expressian change as he held up his Rst.

“Drzez linuclles made of frmr, " he said,

“Felp me up, will vouz” 1said, reaching up. "Let me buy you

puys 1 beer,”
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Sunlight Under the Sea

n the sea cowas, there's a thirs, thares a lowe,
there's an acslasy, all hod like shelli,

wou ean Fald tham in your palm.

— Ceame Seferls, Book of Exercises

He wesitaten, then reached down and pulled me up. "1 can
drink a lot of beer,” he said with a smile that revealed two missing
teeth, As we walked owarel the store — e sign over the deoy said
“Spiries” — [ rubbed my bruised cheekbone, glad for the ten-sao
Fuji had given nte, sinee | kad almase no ather zash, | thoughe to
rysell, This i one hell of a way ro miake new friends.

But make new [riends [ did, Especially with Beer Belly, whose
real name was Kimo, He seerced 1o ke o liking to me, wo, The
other guys drifted off afrer my money ran out, but Kimo stayed
araund, He even offered ro buy me one.

"Oh, thanks, Kimo, buz I'm full up — hee" | said on
impulse, “da yeu know where | can ge: hiold of a sailbaadi™ | really
don’t know where that idea came from, buc T wos going. as they

sy witly the Naw,

209
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To my surprise, Kimo, who had been sraring ar the bar and
sipping his beer, came alive, His cheeks por more colorful, and he
turned to me, excited as a young schoolkid. *You wanna sail? I got
a boat, I'm the best sailor in dis town,”

To pur it mildly, we were out of there. And half an hour later,
WE WEFE Eruising our te sea an a stiff breeze, bouncing over the
slight chop. "l knew dis peod spot for fishin'. You like fishin""
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,” I said diplomarically. As it
mrned our, there was one rad, so Kimo fished, lost in his own
world, and I, glad for the company; leancd over the side and gaeed
benearh the surface,

The chop had calimed o o glassy surface; the wiacer was clear
as crystal, [ saw schools of hsh swimniing below, and wondered
what it would be like...

WitHouT ANY CONSCIOUS EFFORT on my part — mayhe thar was
the key — I found my awareness flying with the fish, That's what
it was — fying, To che fish, the sea is air. T felt an unaccustomed
sense of aquatic mastery: with a flick of my tailfin, [ was a rocker,
a shooting star. The next moment, | was romally relaxed and
gliding. ..

Relaxed, but always alert. Death came From any direction
here, and suddenly. 1 saw a larger fish snap and 2 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 beaury, and

poacc,

I smarren sack A5 Kimo saip, *You know, Dan, dis boar — and
dis veean — it feels like my lile,”
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Sensing that he was sharing something personal, | listened
intently.

“Seem like sometime its peaceful — like now. Udder times
dere’s a stonm — can't control da storm — but can trim da sail; tie
things dewn, ger tru dat storm and you're a lo stronger — you
know?!”

“Yeah, [ know what you mean, Kimo, My life's a lot like that,

oo

“Yeah?"

“Yeah. [ guess we've all got our storms,™ I said.

He grinned at me. "You're all nght, you know? [ didn't think
s0, before, Bur | do, now.”

[ grinned back ar him. “1 think you're all riphr, we.” 1 really
meant it; Kimo seemed like a different petson, now that 1 had
looked beneath the surface.

Kimo was about te say something else, [ could cell. He hesi-
tated, mavbe working up the nerve, then confided, “Someday,
I'm gonna finish high scheol, an’ ger a good job. Leamn o speak
berra, like you." He waited, Somechow, my opinion meant some-
thing ro him,

"Well," 1 sald, “anyone who understands the sea as well as you
de — 1 think he ean do any damn thing he sers his mind "

I saw a glow spread across his face, "You really think sad”

“I really chink so.”

Thoughthul, he didn't say anything for a while, so 1 just sut
and gazed into the clear warer below. Then, abruaptly, he pulled in
his fishing rod and set sail. *Dere’s someplace [ wanna show you.”
Tacking, we headed sourh, uncil we came o a reel, just visible
beneath the water's surface.

Kimo trimmed the sail, kicked off his thongs, and dove into
the water like a zeal. His head quickly reappeared. Cleady in his
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clement, he reached inside the boar, grabbed a diving mask, threw
me a pair of popples, and said, "Came on in!"

“You bet!” | said enthusiastically. Sweary and dirty, 1 needed a
swim. [ slipped off my shirt, rid myself of my sneakers and socks,
ndjus:c:l and slipped on the pepples, and fellowed him as he plided
smoothly through the water, direety over the beautiful, razor-
edped coral reef, abour ten feet below the surface.

Kima swam about twenty yards more, then stopped, teading
water, and waited for me, Not being a very strong swimmer, 1 felt
the exerdion; by the time | reachied him and started weading water
like a landlubber, | was already tired. So [ had my doubts when he
said, "Follow me down.”

“Néaie a minute,” I said, panting, wishing 1'd spent more time
doing laps at the callege paol. “Whats dawn there?”

So at home in the waer himself, Kime dida’t really appreciate
that I might not be entirely comfortable, Bue he saw my doubiful
expression and, Hloarng on his back, owediks, he explained,
"Dere’s a cave. Nobody knows about ic bue me. I'm gonna show it
o you,”

“But, its underwater, How're we going to breathe?”

“Ar firse you gotta hold your breath. Bur once we get tru da
wunnel, we come up in dis cave, an’ dere’s afr, " he said, sharing his
discavery with growing excitement.

Far less enthusiastic, | asked, "How long do we have to hold
our hr — " He suddenly turned botrom up and dove straighe
down beneath the shimmering surface. "Kimo!” [ yelled after him.
"Haw long is the tunnel?”

I had a few secends to make my decision. Would | follow him,
or just swim back to the boat? That was safer, and probably wiser,
Bur that linde voice I'd henrd many times before, said, Ga for #f
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“Oh, shue up!” I heaed mpsell say aloud, as [ ook some deep,
rapid breaths, and dove, following Kimo.

The goggles fir okay, and [ was acnually mere relaked under-
water than wying to hold myselfabove, And all the breaching exer-
cises I'd done in che pase, and the few | did daily, helped. ] could
take a decp breach and held it lenger than mest people, but net
necessarily while swimming fifteen feet down, then through a tun-
nel chat went whe knows how fr.

My ears started hurting from the pressuse. | held my nose and
blew, then srraked madly ro carch up with Kime, focusing all che
while on that eave, with air, 1 saw him go into a large hole in the side
of the reef, and | followed him inco the dim lighr.

To my dismay, the wneel narrowed as we swam; | carefully
avoided the sharp coral. A menral image of an eel made me look
righe and lefr inte the many dark spaces thar could hold a sea erea-
ture. My lungs told me it was time 1o breathe — now — but the
tunnel continued as far as T could see, Then, ir began to narrow
even more. In a mament of panic, 1 realized | couldn’t wrn
around. My lungs were pumping madly, but | elamped my lips
topether and foughr on.

1 saw Kima's feer disappear, and juse as my mouth was abour
to burst open tw leel the choking water rush in, T angled upward,
then gasped like & newborn infant as my head emerged into the air
of an underwarer cavern,

My mood much improved, I lay panting, half submerged, on
a rock ledge.

“Some kinda place, hub?” he asked.

“Uh huh,” | managed to say. Recovering, [ looked 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 roof
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of the cave. But the whole reel was underwater! How could there
be an opening?

“You neviead da light, huli” Kinco said. *Up dere, in da eeil-
ing — see dar plece of glasst It covers an opening, so da water
dan’t eome in.”

"How — 1"

i — Tapanese divers From a long tinve ago, T think, Mayle
dey explore dis cave — pur da glass dere,” he pointed.

I nocded, still puzzled, “Bur hew did che air ger in heres

“Comes in a fow times a vear when da rides low, Somerimes
it leaks. | firs: foun’ dis plase when [ saw some tiny bubbles com-
ing up o da surface.”

Feeling heer, T sat ap, and felt the excitement of being in this
hidden aleove, sa’e from the warld, We grinned ar cach arher like
twe boys in their secret dubhouse, "Da you think anyone ebe has
ever been hera?™ T asked.

Kimo shrugged. "Jus” dase ama divers an’ me”

We were silent after caat, grzing in awe, feeling the energy of
this underwarer cove where the sunlighe soreamed in,

Kimo lay back and stared ot the ceiling. I explored, crawling
carclully ever the shirp coral [a this subsea tide pael, algac and
seaweed prew chick, clinging ta the coral, giwing the cave an cerie
greenish hue,

Twans teening to crawl back, when myv aom slipped. It plunged
down into a crevice in the coral, right up to my shoulder, 1 was
srarting to extract my arm when my hand closed aronnd some-
thing — maybe a chunle af rack. I pulled it our, apened my hand,
and was amazed 1o see what appeared w0 be a small ste, so
encrusted with diny barnacles and algoe it was hard w be sure,

*Look w dhis!” L ealled w Kine,
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He came over and looked at it, a5 awestouck as 1, “Looks like
a statue or something."” be said.

“Here," I said, handing it ro him. [ didn’t want 1o give it away,
bue it scemed dhe righe thing to do.

He looked at it, and clearly would have liked it, but he had his
standards, too. “Me. You found it. You keep it. To remember”

“Thanks {or showing e this cave, Kimo,”

“You keep it a seerer, okay?”

“I'll never tell anyone where it is.,” | promised, wcking the
srame into my PJHTS.

The swim our was challenging, but nor as difficule as the way
in, becanse now [ knew how Far it was, and had time to rese and
rake many deep breaths to prepare.

By THE TIME WE GOT BACK (0 shore, it was getting dark. Kimo
insisted thar | could sty ar his place. So [ gor to meet his chree sis-
ters and four brothers, two of whom Id already mer with him on
the streer. They all nodded, curious ar ablivious, as they passed
quickly chrough the room 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 talked lare into the nighr, and | gor to understand the soul
of anether human being very different from me, yee che same.

Before Kimo lopped onto his unmade sleeper bed and 1
stretched out on some blankers on the floor, he shared something
else with me: He rold me how he'd fele different from ather people
his whole life, “like | was from another place or something,” he
added, “And | got a feeling dere’s something I'm supposed to do
wit my life, only | den't know what...” he trailed off.

“Maybe finish high school first,” [ said. "Or sail the seven

LSimm,
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*Yeah,” he said, closing his eyes. “Sail the seven seas,”

As | drifted off ro sleep, [ thoughr back an chis incredible day:
starting out oo a4 mauntaintop. ending with Kimo and the under-
warer cave, And finding that barnacle-encrusted statue, now safe in
my pack. I'd have to oamine it more closely the next chanee 1 por.

I THE MorsinG, [ said good-bye to Kimo and | set our alone,
back into the min forests of Molokai, toward Pelekunu Valley, 1
had the feeling thar the “treasure” Mama Chia had spoken of
might be absarbed in linde bits and picees, not all av onee, but tha
they might add up o something. And if I just scayed alert and
open, and traveled where my heare led, 1 would And the rest of the
treasure, whatever it was.

#s 1 walked along the back roads, gerting short rides with a
rancher or town person, and then entered the forae, 1 thought
abeur Kime, and the other people I'd mer, from all walks of life.
Remembering my vislon 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 undersznd, and o find that purpose. |
knew this, if | knew anything,

WALKING AFTER DARK in a strange part of the rain forest, 1 felr
disoriented, and suddenly weary. Mot wanting ro travel in eircles,
I devided 1o sleep where 1 was until the first lighe of dawn, then
continue, [ lay down and fell quickly asleep, with a vague feeling
of ill ease, as if maybe | shouldn't be there, bur iv was ooly a very
subtle fecling, and it was probably jusc my fatigue,

In the night, Thad a serange and dark Lut campelling sexigl
dreamn. A succubus — a female seductress — both darkly danger-
aus and rerribly cratic, came o love me... w death. She wore a
filmy blue gown thae revealed creamy skin.
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1 half woke up, and realized where | was, but an icy feeling of
horror gripped me s 1 fele her presence and then saw a wamans
shape, bluc and gauze covered, foating. muving wward me
through the trees. 1 quickly looked left and righr and saw thar [
had stumbled into 2 place of unmarked burials, and restless souls,

The hairs stood up on the back of my neck as my Basic Self
old me 1o ger our of there, Mo

As the spirit’s cold, shapely form loated closer, [ could sense
that fear and seduction were her only powers, bur | had been pre-
pued for this; 1 had rerurned from hell, and neither fear nor
seduction had the same power aver me., “You'll nor fave e, 1 said
with antherity, “I'm not here for you,”

1 forced myself o wake up fully, and 1 walked slowly out of
that place, nor loaking hack, knowing all the cime thae she was
following me, clase behind.

Ar some poine, [ fele her give up and Rl away, bur [ kepe
walking through the rest of the nighe, just the same. Semething
else was troubling me — a vague Feeling again, like 1 was missing
something important. But this time the feeling clarified, like a
word on the tip of my tongue.

A phrase from Mama Chia’s riddle came ca 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” I was all de sume. As above, so
bedowe. Dilferent, yet the same. Beenuse wherewer [ wene, | was
there! The reasure wasn't in any one of these places; it was in olf
of them. Mama Chia had already rold me the answer; irwas inside
me — as close as my own heart,

This was more than an intellecual understanding, Ie hie me
with an overwhelming force, an ecstatic realizadon. For a
moment, | lost all awareness of my body. T collapsed an the wet
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leaves, I had found che treasure, the most imparmant secrer of all.
Energy welled up inside me. I wanted to cry; to 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. “Nol" I cried inta the trees, “Na. Nar yer.
Please, wait for me!”

[ got to my Feet and starred 1o run,
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Living Until We Die

True teachers vie themselvas as hidges
over which they invite their studants 1o cross;
then, having locilitoted thair crossing, joylully collapse,

encauraging ther 1o creole bridges of thair own,

— Mikos Kozontzokis

[ ponr kwow How Lowc [ nax, climbed, seramhbled, and ran
again. Covered with mud, exhausted, cur and bruised, rthen
cleansed by 2 heavy rin, [ hnally stumbled and fell ar the foot of
Mama Chia’s stairs about cwo hours after sunrise,

Tinji, Mitsu, Joseph, and Sarah came out, and Joseph helped
me inside. Mama Chia was lying peacefully on the futon bed,
sutrounded by flowers.

My friends, supporting me at first, stepped back as [ went 1o
her and kncle by the bed, my head bowed and tears streaming
down my cheeks. 1 rested my forehead on her arm, so ceol, so cool.

I couldn’t speak ac first; stroking her face, I said farewell, and
offered a silene prayer. Mitsu sat nearby, stroking Sachi, comfort-
ing her, Soerates, in che blissful ignerance of childhooad, slepr nexe

to his sister
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Joseph looked like a sad Dan Quixore, his eyes dark, one hand
on Sarah’s shoulder as she rocked in gricf.

A stillness pervaded the valley, a sadness, unbroken by the
crics of Redbind, the Gpapawe. Here had passed a very special
woman. Even the birds were in mouming,

Just then, the apapane landed on the windowsill, tileed his
head w one side, and leoked ar Mama Chia. Birds have u cry of
sadness, and we heard it char morning — an unaccustomed sound
— as Redbirnd flew m her side, made the call again, and Hew away,
like her soul.

[ walked inta the maist warm air roward the ease, the rising
sun just now lighting the sky, silhouctting che hills. Joseph walked
with me. “She must have died quietly, in the nighr,” he wld 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 o
know.

Nodding in understanding, Joseph told me, "Seme time ago,
she left me instructions,” he said, “abour where to take Tia's haby,
and other business marrers. She asked o be cremared, in the bur-
ial ground of the kahunas, Ull be making the arrangements,”

“I wanr to help with anything | can — with everything,” |
told him.
“Yes, of course — if you wish. Oh, and rhere was rhis,” he

revealed, holding up a picee of paper. “1 think she wrote you this
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, sar near her, and just loaked ar her. When
I “was young, death was a stranger to me —  phone call, a lecter,
a piece of information, & solemn announcement abour people |
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rarely saw. Deach was a visitor to other homes, other places. People
just Faded inte memory.

Bur this was real, and i hure like a razor cut. Sircing there,
with the body of Mama Chia, Death whispered invo my cars with
cold breath, bringing intimations of my own morwality.

I stroked her cheek, feeling an ache in my heart thar no meta-
physical philesophy could remedy. 1 missed her already; T felr the
vold she lefr, as if a piece of my life had been aken away. And |
reflecred rchar, ultimarely, we have no coneal in this life — no
ability to stop the waves that 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
foolishness and our love. Accepring everything. Doing whar we
can, and Howing with the rest,

It may seem strange to sonte peaple that Lwounld be so awached
to a woman I'd only mer a shorr rime before, bur my admiration
for Mama Chia — for her goedness and courage and wisdom —
made up for the brief ime of our acquaintance, and made her pass-
ing all the more painful. Perhaps I'd known her for lifetimes. She
wiis one of my most beloved wachers who had sormchow been wait-
ing for me since my birth.

Josern contacTEp Mama CHia's sister, who informed her
other relatives. We let the body rest far two 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 hearse, decorated
with leis and garlands of flawers. We drove carefully over the
makeshift roads as far casr 25 che reads would carry us — Fuji
and [, followed by Joseph, Sarah, Mirsu, with her licdle boy, and

Joseph's family, as well as Vicear, her nicees, other reladives, and a
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When my twrn came, my mind went completely blank, 1 had
prepared something to siy, but icwas goue, | sared another long
moment, in silence, ar the pyre, as images fashed through my
mind — meering Rurh Johnson an the street, then ar the parey,
then as she nursed me back wo health — and then a long-forgotten
quetarion from Marthew came o me: *1 was hungry and you fed
me; I was thirsty and you gave me water; [ was a strunger and you
welcomed me; naked and you clothed me; ill and you comforted
me.” | spoke these words nat just for me, but for all the peaple
gachered chere.

Fuji came up to me, and 1o my surprise, handed me che torch.
“She asked in her instructions that you light the pyre, Dan, if you
were still here on Molokai. She said you'd know how vo give hera
good send-off” He smiled sadly.

 lifted the tarch. And I understood that evervthing she had
shawn me came to this: Live uncil you die,

*Good-bye, Mama Chia,” [ sid aloud. 1 wouched the wrch wo
the dry grass and sricks, and the flames bepan o crackle and
dance. And the body of Mama Chia, covered with a thousand
petals of red and whire and pink and purple, was embraced by the
flames, and engulfed.

As the smoke rose o che sky, [ stepped back from the blazing
heat. Then, in the dying light of day, as this small group of peaple
gazed into the flames, 1 recalled how Mama Chia enjoved quoting
sources of wisdem, and from ouc of nowhere, the words of Gearge
Bernard Shaw came to me — words she herself might have said —
and [ found myselF calling chem out loudly above the crackle of
the roaring fire for all to hear: “T want o be choraughly used up
when [ die, for the harder [ work, the more [ live, T rejoice in life
for its own sake. Life is no "hrief candle’ i me; it isa sor of splen-
did rorch which [ have got hold of for the momenr, and [ wanz 1o
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make it burn as brighaly as possible — ™ My voice quivered then,
and 1 could speak no more.

Orhers spoke, as Spiric moved them, but [ heard none of it 1
cried, and I laughed, as Mama Chia would have laughed: then
I fell to my knees and bowed my head. My heart was open, my
mind silent,

I Lookep vr suppeNLY because | heard Mama Chias 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 dhe fire, and
T realized thar the words resounded only in the quiet halls of my
mind, In her soft, sometimes lilting voice, Mama Chia spoke
me, and said:

Dha niot stand at sy greve and weep,
Fam nat there; { do not sleep,

Fam a thonsaved winds thar Blawe

I am the dizemand glines on snow
Farm the sunifght on ripened grain.
Fam the gemile anmn vain,

Do not stand at my grave and cry.
Fam nor there, 1 oid nor die,

When 1 heard these words, my heare broke open and my
awareness leaped ro a place Thad never been before. 1 felt the natare
of mortaliry and death within the greac circle of life. Cverwhelmed,
1 swooned with a searing compassion far all bving things, 1 fell ar
once into the depths of despaic and soared 1o the heighes of bliss —
these two leclings aliernated within ne at the speed of light.

Then, | was no langer an Malokai, but sranding in the tiny
room [ had scen in my vision under the waterfall. Acrid, pungent



Living Unatil Wa Cia 225

smells of sewage and decay filled dhe air, pacdly masked by burn-
ing incense, 1 saw a nun caring for a bedridden leper In the blink
of an eye, | hecame the nun, wearing heavy robes in che swelter-
ing heat. I reached out to smooth an eintment an chis poor man's
face, my heart completely opened to the love, o the pain, o
everything. And in the leper's dishigured face, | saw the faces of all
those [ had ever loved.

The next moment | steod on the rue de Pigalle, warching a
gendarme help a sick, drunken man into a police ambulance, Then
I bocame that police efficer, | smelled the drunkard’s puerid breath.
A light flashed, and | saw the drunkard a5 a child, huddled ina cor-
ner, quaking as his own father, in a drunken rage, lashed out ar
him. 1 felt his pain, his fear — all of ir. Looking through the gen-
darme’s eyes, [ carried the drunkard gently to the wairing van.

The next moment, | found myself gazing, as if through a mir-
ror, at & teenage boy in his bedroom in o wealthy suburb of Los
Al\gﬂlﬂ“. HI: TS mimﬂg I'H.'!'wl.lﬂ" UF !’1[5 NOKE, I L:nl:w hih Ellil.[. ﬂnl.l.
regret, and self-hatred. Then | Fek only compassion.

Mexr, [ was in Africa, gazing ac an old man, moving painfully,
trying to give a dying baby water. | cricd out, and my voice
echocd in this timeless place where [ stood. [ eried for thar bahy,
for the ald African, for the teenage boy, for the drunken man, for
the nun, for the leper. That baby was my <hild, and these were
my people.

[ wanred so much o help, o make things bereer for every suf=
fering soul, but I knew that from where I stood 1 could only love,
understand, rrust in che wisdom of the universe, do whar [ could,
then lex go.

As T saw all chis, 1 felr an explasive surge of energy, and [ was
catapulted up, through my heart, in a sate of perfece empathy
with existence itself.
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My body bad became rransparent, radiadng shifring colors of
the spectrum, Below, 1 felr red, rising through orange, and yellow,
and preen, changing into gold. Then, surrounded by a radiant
I'l].'l.l.:, !'l.'l}" inf":]' Erﬂ'ﬁ where dr.lwn UP L8] IhE CENer ﬂi: rrr}" H:I rl:l'l.ll:;id,
rising into indigo, then violet. ..

Beyond the confines of persanal identity, no longer concerned
with a physical bady, [ Noated in the place where spiric meets flesh,
fram a vantage paine high above the planer we eall carth, Then the
earih receded in the vastmess, thea the solar systen became a dis-
appearing speck, and the galaxy, oo, uniil 1 was beyond the illu-
sions of space and marwer and rime, seeing 1e All: paradox, humor,
and change.

Whar fallowed goes far beyond wards. | can write thar “ 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
left 1o experience It Trying to describe this experience has chal-
lenged and frusteared the mysric paets for cenmries. How da yau
draw the likeness af a van Gogh painting with a stick in the mud?

"The universe had burned me to cinders, consuming me, Not
a wrace remained. Only Bliss, Realigy, Mysery.

Mow | understood the Taoist saying "He who says does not
know; he who knows does nor say” — nor because the wise don't
speak, but because It cannor be spoken. Wards fall as shore of Tvas
a rock thrown ar the stars. And if these wards sound neonsensical,
so be it. Bur one day, and that day may not be far away, you, we,
will know.

1 REENTERED TIME AND sPACE — whirling, disarientad —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 thae lloated past

the moen. The ground glistened from a fresh raing 1 was soaking,
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The rain had dovsed the last embers of the pyre that had con-
sumed het, An lour had passed in a few momenis,

The others had gone only Joseph remained with me. He
knele down nexe to me and asked, “Flow are you doing. Dani™

I couldn® speak, bur | nodded. He penely squeczed the back
of my neck; [ could feel the love and understanding through his
fingers, He knew 1 would be staying a while, so, wich a last look
at the charred pyre, he left.

I ook a deep breath, smelling the wer forest, mixed with che
lingering ador of smoke. Mone of it seemed complecely real any-
more, as if | were merely playing my role in an eternal drama, and
chis dimension was but one small practice hall in the infinite
theater of God.

Slowly ar firsr, questions rrickled back inte my mind, rthen
came in a rush, as [ fell fom prace, back inte the mind, into che
body, into the world, What had ic all meanc?

M::&'I_‘N.." t]'l.i!{ hﬂ.li L'Il.."l."l'l '[I'lﬂ pi'i.‘.': I_H'.':"\U “d. SJ'.W,I,:C ﬂﬂ.l.l ti.l'rl.ﬂ‘"
Mama Chia had wid me abour. Av the time, her words had
sounded abstracr, empry, because they had been bevond my expe-
tience. Now they were a living reality. She lad told me, "In dha
place, you can meer with anyonc you wish," | wanted so much ta
go to thar place again, just to see her one more time,

I stood, shaly and stiff, staring into space undil darkness cov-
ered the forese.,

Then I urned and started o follaw che path raken by the
others, back through the min ferese. High above, T could juse
make aur the flow of the rarch-lit procession,

Bur something wouldn'r ler me leave. The feeling was elear, so
I sat down, and waired. I sat through the night, accasionally nod-
ding out, then stirring again. Somectimes 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 forest
and shone upnn the remains of the pyre, Mama Chia appeared,
tangible but translucent, standing in frone of me, | don't know if
any of the others would have seen her, or whether her image only
appeared in my mind.

Bur there she stood. She raised her arm and pointed o the
hillside on my tight, gesturing toward a thick glade of trees.

"You want me 10 po up there?” [ asked her aloud. She anly
smiled, serenely, [ elosed my eyes for a momenc against the brighe
sun. When 1 opened chem, she was gone.

From my altered — or perhaps tefined — perceprion nf real-
ity, all this seemed entirely normal 16 me. [ got up dowly, and
went where she directed,

Seill disoriented from the recent evenss and tevebations, [
wound my way through the thick bushes - caughr ance or twice
on sticky vines — bzfore the foliage thinned out and a narrow
path appeared before me.
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Lessons of Solitude

We musl pass twougn saliude ana difficully, iwolation and
silznce, o fing thot enchanted place where we con danes cur
clumsy dance and sing cur sarmowlil song. 2ut in that darce,
ard in Il sorg, the most orcient rites of owr conscience fulfill

lhemselves in the owareness of beirg human,

— Pabla Maruda, Toward the Splandid City

THE PATH LED TO A TINY HUT, about cight feet on vach side. [
entered and surveyed the darkened intecior. Only a few rays of sun-
shine penetrated the tharched roof and log walls, As my eves
adjusted o the dim lighr, | saw, coming down chrough the ceiling,
a long, hollow piece of bamboo char carried rainwarer, gathered on
the roof, into a larpe wooden b sitting in ane camer In the appo-
site corner of this spartan roam, 1 could make out a hole in the
ground thar served as a woiler and a nearby bucker for flushing, The
earthen floar had a bed of thick leaves ro one side for sleeping,

From the design of the hur, [ assumed thar ix served as a place
af isolacion and retrcar. T decided o sty here until 1 received a
clear sign about what to de nex.

I shut the thatched door behind me. Weary, 1 lay down and

closed my eves,

229
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Almaost immediacely, I sensed a nearby presence, and sat up.
Mama Chia sac in frone of me, her legs aossed, as if in meditation
— b her eves were open, and bright. 1 sensed that she waneed o
communicate someching, so [ waited in silence, not wanding
to disturb this tenuous apparition.

She pestured wirh a sweep of her arm, and | heard her say as
her image began to flicker and fade, “Everything is a dream within
a dream.”

“I dont indersrand, Mama Chia, Whar does ir mean?”

“We make our own meaning,” she said as her image disselved.

“Wait! Dont go!” [ cried out, | wanted to touch her face, to
embrace hen bur [ knew thar chis was neicher appropriate nar
pussible,

In the darkness, | heard her final words, echoing from far
away. "It all right, Dan. Everything will be all right....” Then
silence,

Sue was coNE — | could feel it in my bones, What would 1 do
now? As soon as [ asked the question, the answer appeared: There
was nothing te do, except stay put and wait for claricy.

Surveying the narrow conhines of my quarrers, I ok stock of
my sitwation: [ had no foed, but I had dealt with that before, My
Basic Self was no longer afraid of not eating, and the woaden b
contained plenty of water,

After 4 few lumbering strerches, T sar and closed my eyes.
Soon, bits and pieces of memories, siphrs, and sounds replayed
themselves in my mind, as [ relived my entire adventure here in a
random montage of fleering images and emorions.

[ recalled char Mama Chia had once told me, "Outer iravel ai
best nnly reflects che inner journey, and at warse subscitures for ir,
The world vou perceive anly provides symbols for whar you scek



lessens af Salitude 2

I.ll"]h.-. :\i.-u:ﬂ::] :uurnl:_y' :.‘C [r‘.sid: )'1.“,.'.; |J'.'r!:| re ".."J.II.I L B ﬁlld "-'I'.:'Ial :-nLlll‘:
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“When you leamn inner wavel through the psychic spaces of
the world, your consciousness will never agaia be limived by spoce,
of time, of the confines of the physieal bady”

Alchough [ had heard chis Lelare, only now did 1 underscand
iz, Before | could cantinue my journey in the werld, | had ta jour-
ney within my payche, Would | he asle moaceemplish this? Could
my awareness 2o so deep within thar ir conracred the gareway
beyond my physical senses?

| considered rthis incensely, chiar mighe and che rollowing day |
hael found Mama Chia in the forest, T knew choe [ had hidden
capaciries, a5 we all do. Bur where were they? Whar did chey lock
ltke, and feel like?

Socrates had ance hinred that there was "more ta imagination
than meets the eye.” He said ic was the “heddge to chirayant sight
— a firsr srep. As i expands,” he adéed, "ic bezomes somerhing
else. Saolings grow inr trees, but imagination is like the carer-
pillar — onzeser free of the cocaon, ir flies,”

Pwould begin these, T closed my eyes aund let images Hout by:
kukui trees and Kime's underwarer cave, the paln: ourside Mama
Chia’s bouse, and the thick, twisting trunk of the banyan, Then
my caughrer, Flally, appeared siving in her reom an the oaor,
playing quietly. T fele a bitcersweer sadness ot the karmas o this
life, and 1 sene a message of lave from my heare o bers, hoping
thar, in some way, she would veceive it [ sent Linda my Slessings,

HE ] ".'.-'E”1 .1.I'Il.| |E| g.”-

I SPENT THE ENTIRE NiGar in vivid dreams — not surprising,

considering reeent events, | ovisited ather places, worlds, and
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dimensions of color, clariny, and feeling char filled me with awe.
Bue, of caurse — or so0 | thought — it was just a dream. . ..

As one day followed the nexr, day and nighr ceased m have
much distinction for me; the dim light of day only gave way to dhe

darkness af nighr.

THE MORNING OF THE FIFTH DAY, as well as | could track time,
brought a decp sense of lightness and peace. My hunger pangs had
vanished, As | did a few yoga postures, the walls of the hur caught
my eye as specks of sunlight penetrared che darkness like stars in a
night sky. [ used the specks oflight on the wall as a mediarion, As
L breathed slowly, deeply, the stars began to fade, uniil [ saw only
my mind, projected against the darkness like & magic lantern
show, a carousel of imagery and sound that played on and on. |
spent the entire day gazing ar the wall, Boredom ceased o exise as
my awareness tuned in o finer, subder energies. When you don't
have TV, 1 reflecred ar ene point, you find ocher things to do.

The days passed one like the next, yer never the same. |
stretched, breathed, and warched the show. Rays of sunlight, then
maonlight, swept slowly across che dire Bewr like a pendulum of
light. Time passed softly, with infinite slowness as [ adjusted 1o the
subrle rhythms and floared on an accan of silence, distucbed anly
oceasionally by the flotsam and jetsam of my mind.

At one point, something shifted; ir was as if, in the face of my
pemsistent awareness, a barcier fell away and a door opened. |
understood how the Basic Self and Conscious Self, working
together, provided the keys to motivadon, dix:ipli'm:. healing,
visualization, intuition, learning, courage, and power. [n a few
moments, | felt as if I'd digested an encyelopedia of meraphysics.

However, like the sorcerer’s apprentice, 1 didn't know how o
warn 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 uncil 1 thoughe I would burs:.

My face started to rightens | fele my lips curl back and, ta my
surprise, | growled like a wolf Then my hands sponuancousty
moved into mudras, or postures, like those [ had seen in [ndia.

In the next memenr, my mind stopped. and 1 found myselfin
the forest, face to face with the three selves: the childlike Basic
5elf, the robotlike Conscious Self, and the Higher Self, a being of
radiane colors — swiding pink. indigo, deep vicler hues. This
heing af light reached aut with apen arms 1o the other two.

Then the three selves merged.

[ saw before me my own body — naked, excepe for a pair of
shares, illuminated by the pale moon, sanding with arms spread
wide, A reddish glow shone from the belly region, die 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.

This time, | entered the physical bady that stond befare me. |
entered ir fully, feeling the uniry af irs form. I fele the pewer of my
navel, the purity of awareness illuminating the mind, and the
inspiring call ta ascend up inro Spiriz.

My lang preparation had broughe completion: the three selves
had become ane. There were no inner bartes, no resistance within
ar without, so that my attention rested nawrally and sponu-
neously in the heart, Wharever thaughes or images arase were dis-
solved there, in feeling and surrender. 1 became a point of
awareness within the domain of the heart, rising up oward the
crown of my head, w a point above and behind che brows.

I fele the healing, loving lighe of the igher Self surround me,
embrace me, pervading every cell and tissue down to the atomic
strucrire, | heard irs call, and fele a bridge of light stretching fram
that peint of awareness thar | am o the Higher Self, standing
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abaove 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 Fueure, in the eternal present.

It called again, and I felc myself as thar poine of light, moving
up the bridge, inta the consciousness of my Higher Selfl [ moved
witchin chat form of light, warching over my physical form, below.
My awareness and that of my Higher Self began to interpenetrate
one another. | ook in all of its qualities of serenity, strength, wis-
dam, and compassion.

I now knew what it knew, fele whar it felr, as ecsartic waves of
unbounded love flooded through me. [ savw how angelic energies
had crafted the body, and [ understand the full oppartnicy thac
physical embodiment represents.

Juse then, | became aware of ather beings of light around 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 forgoten dreams — angelic energies, heul-
ers, puides, and reachers — my spiritual family. [ felr their lave,
and knew | would never again feel alone.

An angel of destiny stepped forward then, and raised irs hands
to offer symbols to guide me. | couldn't sce its gifts undl the
hands of light came forward, inte my vision, and opened. First |
saw a bale of lightning, then a hearr. Then a golden eagle
appeared, holding a laurel wreath in s alons. 1 recognized these
as symbols of courage and love, the signs of the peaceful wamiorn

Then, as irs final gift, the angel revealed the shining imapge of a
samucai warrior, his sword at his side — not standing, but kneeling
in a meditarive posture. Though 1 couldn't sce his eyes, 1 fele they
were open, and shining. Then the image fuded. | thanked tie angel
of destiny for these gifts, and it, wo, stepped back and dissolved.
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From this place wirthin the Hig}'l er Self consciousness, [ knew
that 'J.HEL'IS of wisdom, ]IE:I“I'IE. anel L‘IIII.‘ii_‘h' are ﬂl\'-'ll.'_u's avitiluble, 1
could look o the future, or past, and send love w anyone in the
universe, And from this place, 1 could excend my vision effori-
lessly, beyond the physizal body, and soar like an eagle.

With this revelarion, | ielt a pull back o 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 systemn, and of the beating of my heare.

Refreshed and at peace, I opened my physical eyes, feding a
rising wave of energy and bliss. In this state of decp reverie, |
seratched a message on the floor:

There is no ity fo pence;
Peace i the Wi

There i no way to happines:
Happiness is the Way

Threre i mo 1wy to fove;

Lowe is the Wiy

IN THE DAYS THAT FOLLOWED, cven in relatively normal con-
sciousness, | started seeing clear images of places cutside the hue,
and in the world, My “imaginadon” could now tuke me further
than 1'd ever dreamed — to any warld, any realing the physical
realm was only home base, the prounding place.

The universe had become my playground — filled with an
infinice number of dimensions, times, spaces. | could be a knight
in medieval Europe or a space advenrurer in the fifry-eighth
dimension; | could visit other worlds, 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 eraveled every day — flying through the forest, or
araund rthe world, 1 visited my little daughrer every day and saw
her playing with new tays, or reading, or sleeping, Ma langer lim-
iteel tn the physical bady, I now perceived it as anly one of my
domains, I could never again feel imprisoned by any walls, or by
flesh and bones.

And T remembered whar Mama Chia had rald me: “You can
speak of ‘my body,’ because you are not the body. You ain also
refer to 'my mind,” “my selves,” “my soul,’ because you are not these
things. You manifest as pure Awareness that shines through the
human body, yet itself remains untouched and eternal.

“Awareness diffraces through the prism of the soul to become
theee forms of light — the three selves — each with a differenc
kind of awareness uniguely suited to its purpase, Ranetion, and
responsibilicics.

“The Basic S« cares for and protects the physical body in
coaperation with the ather selves, providing support and balance.
A foundadon and vehide for the soul’s journey in the wodd, i
connects the Conscious and Higher Selves to the earth like the
reots of a tree,

“The Conscious Self guides, informs, interprers for, and
somenimes reassures the Basic Self, as a parent would a child, edu-
caring it ro hest serve this embadiment. Bur this parenr must enl-
tivare loving ears ro hear thar child, respeering thar child's
individual spirir and growing awareness. Parenthoad is o sacred
trnning ground.

“The Higher Self radiates love, reminding, inspicing, and
rekindling the spack of light within the Conscious Self, drawing it
up inte Spirit, It accepts the process of the Conscious Self, and
waits, eternally patiene and understanding.
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I'.I.'I'...H.".'ll ﬂ" |]'||: Ll':fc'.' .‘i':l"f':.\- ih I'I.Crl:' 1 ﬁh.‘;iﬂ t.h': [HII:I':}. ;I‘..tcgl‘d't-
ing, forming a whele, greaver than the sum af i pares.”

Thew a mysnican vision plaged ieself oo in my mind, shedding
Eght on her woeds: I saw o moenk hiking through cie foothills of a
mouttan sange i lae avtursn, Multicolared leaves — red,
orange, vellow, green — showered down from the branches, wav-
ing in the chill wind. 5|1i.1.":ring, the menk found a cave and wen:
inside, seeking shelter from the elenents.

Inside the eave, the mank faund a lirge hear. They lanked each
other over: fora few tense moments, the menk dido know schether
he wauld leave the cave alive. As the bear slowly appreached him,
the monk spoke, "Let us help ench other, Brather Bear, 1 you et me
live in chis cave with you, and if you pacher wood for the fire, Twill
bake bread for you every day” The bear agreed, and they became
friends — the man always warm, the bear abways fed,

The bear represented the Basic Sell, and the monk, the
Conscicus Self. The fre, the bread, and the shelrering cave ireelf

were all blessings of the Higher Self. Eacli aspect served the orhers.

AFTER MANY DAYS OF INNER TRAVEL, returning from [ joameys,
[ came back o earth and ino my humar form. Then [ remem-
beres the fnal gift given w me by the angel of destiny. Before
paing ra sleep, [ asked ey Basie Self to reveal to me whar this gift
might menn, and to shew me in a way [ might understand,

In the maraing, [ had my answer: [ was told to examine the
ehiec: I'd Fouad in the underwarer cave. All those Joose ends come
Ingn:lllcr, -'I.HI'.I ] k“m it Was [fn‘n: (KN ] I.E:-I'H'C fhf I'l'l.lt.

| stepped cutside and squinted w5 aflood of sunlight stung nuy
eves and zeurse thraugh me. T smelled the forest afrer a fresh rain.

| hae been mosolitude for tweniy-one days,
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Weak from lack of food, | walked slowly chrough the hills,
feeling as i D weren’r coite muade of Desh oned hones — like a new-
bam, fresh ouk of my thatched womb., With a deep breach, 1
survevar the sights and saunds of 4 new werld,

1 kaew that the peace and bliss | new experienced wauld pass.
Once | returned to the everyday warld, thovghts would return,
but that was all right. | accepred my hurman condizian. [ would,
like Mama Chiu, live until T di=d. But for now, T bathed happily
in the cestasy of conscious rebirth,

[ passed a papaya tree just as one of the fraiws Fell. 1 caughs iy,
sdled. and than ke Spirir Fear all el ies hessings, |:|rgre ancd small.
Chc\";:]g Ejuwl.:ﬁ I i-—ll'l.]lcd thﬂ EWeCh arcImi.

Then 1 notieed a tiny sprout nearby, rising theough the red
earth, pushing upward, mward the sun. Within che se=d of this
tiny sprout Iy the mature cree ard all the lvws of nature, As <hat
seed evalved, s would we all; Basic Selves evalving inta Conscious
Selves, expanding ancl relining their swareness; Conscious Selves
rislig througl the heart o beconte Higher Selves by surrendering
to the laws of Spirit; and Higher Selves evolving back into the very
Light of Spirix

And each lifes and zuides that which is belaw: each supparts
that which is above,

If a riny spraut cauld reveal this o me. would the sl povme-
day reveal its own seerats? And what could the stones rell me, or
e rrees whisser? Weuld earn the way of e lowing stream, the
ancient wisdom ef the mouaraing? Thar was siill 1o be discovered.

What did ir all add ap to? | cemenbered a story abour
Aldous Huxlew. In his lacer vears, a friend once asked him,
“Prulqa:nur H'.I}r.h:'}", after .l” your s|.1i1.'ill.||l| stadies :uld pruul'lr:t'1

whar have yau learned?”
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His eves still shining, ke arswered, "1 can summarize all Pve
learned in six wards: Try o be. oo linde kinder”

Lictle things make a big cifterecee, | thoughe, And | breathed
il 51ﬁ|:] 1.!{ \'-'UlllP:lMiU" flur Lh [#} =8 I]I-_ll P]EJ :ﬂl]L'l‘: llll tll: dl:'.:'lilh lrl- l:irl'-.'.
wha had, like me, lost sight of the bigger picture, the liberating
truth ar the core of our lives,

Then | rememiered Mama Chias final wards: "Ins all right,
Dan. Everything will be all right.”

My heazt epened, and reass of happiness Hawed, bur alsa tears
of sacrow for thase whao srill Feel !'ll-nm:, cut nr, in teir own
huts of solicude, Then, in o ssing wave, T lwehed with jow
because | knew with ahselute certainty that they, oo, would be
able o feel the love and upport af Spirit — if anly they wauld
epen the eyes of their heaz,
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There Are No Good-byes

There are ne maps; no mae sreeds ar philosophias.

From here an in, e direclicns coma :-!:L:IH""I [row the daivarse.

— Akshara Moar

As soox As [ RETURNED TO MY €ABIN, | reached inte my pack
and took sus the encrusted oblect from Kimos cave. [ spent
severi] hours cleaning ity carelully scraping with my Swiss Army
kaife. After numerous washings and seruzhings, | begar to make
oun, with grawing understanding and awe, the shape af 2 samurai
warrion, knzeling in meadlisation — revealing the nexr srep an my
jeurney — o Japan, or semewhere in Asia, where [ would find the
master of the hidden schoel,

Taar maHt, | dreamed of an elderly man, ar Asian, his face sad
and wise. Something welghed heavily on his heare, Bekind hiem,
acrebae somersauled through the air. And | knew | would find

him — not only w receive, but o serve

240
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| salD QUIET FAREWELLS, withvut cersmony, to esch of the
friends wha had hecome so dear to me — 1o Joseph and Sarah, to
Suchi and little SLJI'.T.J‘[I.‘.E, T P.J]| and Mitsu with ther .l.l-.LlJ}". el
re Manea, Tia, and che athers 1 come 10 know and care abous
deezly,

Jasepls had ald mz the location 2Fa small bear Mama Chia had
lefe for e, wnchared in o saallew cove hidden by trees ar Kalsuoaps,
the leper colony: This time, 1 brought sufficient pravisions to rake
mie hame, O warne worning in Mavermber, with the sua rising
eut of the sea, T tossed my pack under the sear, slid
the boat down the sand into the shallow sucl, and climbed in, A
bresze canghn the zail.

Oue past che suif, an the gentle rise wnd fall of the sea, 1
loaked back 1w sez rain streaking the cliffs with myriad cascades,
some exploding o wind-whipped iscand rainbovws before ey
reached the sea.

A larger rainbow, glorious in it calors, Farmed and streeched
the length of the sland as it arched across the sky. Then, gazirg
onee more toward shoce, just for o momenr, | saw the lmping
Egur: af a |:|:;5,=.. reunded waman emerping fram the curtain of
trees chraugh the mist, Hler hand raised in farewell, then she was

gane

I rukNep porwarn, into the wind, tacking across the channel
toward Craha.

On that livtle island of Molokai, guided by an unexpecied
teacher, | had seen the invisible werid, the larger view of lite, wich
eyes that see na duality — no "me” and "oehiers,” no separate self,
na light ar shadow, nathiag within or witheur nar made of Spirie

— and that visioe would illuminoe oll e duys of my life,
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I k.“:'l'r' 'l“: 'r'i.Ei.'.”..:i H]'Irj Exp:fi.:ﬂcﬂ!: \\"‘.I"I.III',.{ i-llL':L'. and ll'IC iE=18
less feeling would continae, because my journey wasn's over —
not yer, | would return home to see my daughter, clewr up
l.:ln“l'ui.'ihl.‘:! |}1.|xi.'1'r.:n. .'I.TII.] EJ'IJL II'I}" Hlillirﬁ i” :?rl.lcr. i'l.l!ﬁ. ;I'I [ % L~ rr‘]lﬁl
| wauld find the school in Japan, and discover anather pare of
Socrates’ and Mama Chia's past — and my own fuire, Threwing
my life to the winds, T would lollaw, ance again, where Spirit

Irﬂ I'i.'-'u..

Tir 1stann Braan To Fank, then disappear under the caver af
L‘II:JI.I.I.]E. ]JL gllﬁ[ Uj- l-'I'-]Il.li..-l. ﬁ”:d EJI: .'ﬁlil-\. "n.i.lll.'.]. b oaweel E-rugl'ill:l;l: Per=
fumed the air. | lapked up, gaving with wonder, ay Hawer pcta].ac af
every color rained down fram the shy, Awestrnek, T shut my eyes,
When 1 opened (her again, the petals had vanished, Had his
shower really happened? IHd it matter?

Smiling, | gazed our o e Abour o hundred yards away, o
prear humpbacl whale, rarely seen this tdme of vear, breached the
surface and slapped the waser with its magnificent tail, sending a
witve to grees me, pushing me opward, sending me sering, like the
ancient Hawaiian xings, roward home. And | knew char, like
this stmall boat, Spirie weold carry me, as i candes us all, inex-
prazly, toward the Light,
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and experienced, in ane form or another, elements similar to those
described tn this hook. But in contrast to whar 1 implied in earlier
editions of this boak, I never left my family for years in order to
“find mysell” In fact, [ aveled only through the summer. But
those three months changed che course of my life.

On the firsr leg of my jeurney, I participared in a forcy-day
intensive raining created by a Balivian master, exploring a unique
array of practces, including medicadon techniques. relaxation,
breath waork, concencration, and mals of self-ohscrvarion. This
experience cantribured to an expanded awareness, a more relazed
and energized body, and a greater openness to the Divine Spiric
thar pervades self and world,

All of that ocourred mare than thiryy years ago. Things
change; everything has it time. 've since set aside esoreric
methodologies to simply live in direct relationship with life as it
unfalds, moment to moment. Daily life has became my spirinual
practice, and this moment has become my Jife,

Each of us, particularly those of us involved in the arena of
personal and spiritual growth, are shaped by our awn specific
lineage of menrars and lifs experience, In my case, each new
source opencd a floodpate of information, insight, and practice
that generated, in turn, a new phase of my teaching work. Afier
learning the way of the Hawalian kahunas, 1 intended o write a
sixty-page bookler enritled “Awakening the Three Selves,” Bur
then | thought: Why not use Molokai as the setting of a story?
Thus, Sacred fowrney was born, and a new eacher, Mama Chia,
came into being,

While the character of Socrares is based upon a wise ald
mechanic | mer in a service station decades aga, Mama Chia is
modeled after a gifred intuitive named Bella Karish — about
ninety years old at the tme of this writing — who has for years
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provided “Three Selves Readings” for eownrless peaple, | wrote
Sacred Jeurney 10 convey a clear undestanding of the three selves,
and to deseribe, in a fresh way, thar ascending scale of human
awareness and evolution known in Chinese and Hindu wradirions
as the chakras.

Since 1950, after the first edivion of Sacred fourney was pub-
lished, whenever | was exposed to unique models, metheds, or
other lumined perspectives, 1 would, as Socrates had advised,
integrare the marerial inte my own life undl | had sufficient clar-
ity te wrice abouc it. My books No Ordimary Momentr, The Life
You Were Born ro Live, The Laws of Spinit, and those thar followed
reflzct these successive waves of insight and informarion,

Bur after all the methods, models, cheories, and esoteric
“secrets” are revealed, one etemnal law of reality remains: The qual-
iry of our lives is shaped by what we do, moment to mament —
by each chnice we make and each acrion we take. Will we choose
the main highways or the back roads of life? Will we mavel the
mouneain pachs or seek the 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 Pearefid Warrar saga will be a major
novel about the life of Socrates — how the peaceful wanior found
his way. And us the years unfold, I intend to write more stories
that reflect the tiumphs and heartbreaks that remind us of our

common humaniry, our caurage, our spirit.

Dan Millman
Spring 2004
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