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Grand Papa Knowles had a mule which wouldn’t work. In fact
it would set down in protest. The day came when Papa took a two-by-
four piece of dry lumber and cracked the mule upside its head. Then
the mule went to work. Grand Papa said, “Sometimes you got to get
the mule’s attention before it listens.”

Well, America’s the Anti-Christ, and [ am a prophet of God.
Let me at least try to prove both points. I was told I was a prophet of
God when I was 14 and by the age of 15 received a key to the Book
of Revelation.

I have a prophecy for America, one in which will happen
before 2018, one generation after the birth of a new nation, Israel.
You will get one shot at this; my advice — be prudent and take it.
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First Kiss
by Michael Knowles

~ The first days of spring have sprung and the green leaves of a maple tree
rustled in a gentle wave of the earth’s breath. In our history lesson for today, our
heros are Jammie and me. I remember she is fourteen years old and I am fifteen.
She is visiting her married sister who lived just a half block from my parent’s
home on Maple Lane. The developer named his subdivision streets after the trees
he planted. For example: Ash, Gum Drive, Birch, Poplar, etc. It was impossible to
get lost in this fan of streets.

It is 1963; Mr. Archer had just bulldozed and back-filled his new swimming
pool with top soil. All that remained of the pool were aluminum ladders sprouting
out of new grass. He left the diving board — a nice touch. Now rows and rows, not
of crops of previous years, but houses planted and took root in the sub-
development. Except for the buried, no trespassing pool, there were no problems —
we thought — but that was many seasons ago.

Young people find one another, that is the search of youth — we are not
complete without this desire. Passions are our new toys and we share what we
discover. So it was that Jammie found my sister, the Beauty Queen. One day she
stayed for supper. It was dark outside, hiding the day’s harshness. I was appointed
to walk Jammie home.

As we walked, we became close, not holding hands, but close — perhaps
bumping shoulders as we laughed at the day and its passing. The light of our
destination remained on for Jammie’s return. Already my instinct is to put my
arms about her, but would they be welcomed? I had nothing to lose except ego and
it heals, trust me! That’s when I created life out of a sleeping thought long before
its conception. Plans hardly ever work out. So just try!
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Jammie is pretty and about two inches taller. Her hair is shoulder length,
dark and shining in the ambient light. We arrived at our destination, at least the
one intended. She took the step upon the threshold of the carport. I invaded her
space, as is the custom, you’ll know it then if you're invited. I stood on my tiptoes
to reach her lips, she met me halfway. I closed my eyes, not willing to embrace too
much of the moment. That was my first mistake, hoping my tongue and mouth
would find its way home — in an unfamiliar hookup. The yearning and the actual
event felt different than I imagined. The second mistake I made — I sent out the
scout — my tongue, to blaze the trail and found a stiff but small holes of cavern
disparity opposite to soft melting lips. So I opened my eyes and in terror for
having embraced and probed the nostrils of her beautiful nose which now filled
my mouth. My tongue in her nostrils - my demeanor changed from the
adventurous to one of horror as I backed off, a great sadness filled my worthless
self, my frozen body stiffened.

Jammie said, “Here, let me show you.”

I don’t remember why any more, except a dead sense of relief that it was
finally over — mission accomplished. I don’t remember how I said goodnight. I
was half way home when 1 leapt into the air and let out an Indian war cry. (That is
when 1 allowed my eyes to focus on Jammie’s carport.) She stood in the light with
a great smile on her face — tour of duty completed.

Now my learning is finally over, (I’m in prison). Except for burger-diving, I
was satisfied with last night’s adventure. Jamie left the next day and I longed to
see her once more, for further tutoring. That would have to wait for another time
and magic place, where a kiss is an appetizer.

I am sixty-four years old and have traveled a long time and a great distance.
But I still remember my first steps. You will too, newness doesn’t last long but
makes an imprint on your soul. We see only the past when we try to rekindle
innocence with each new lover. That’s not love; love is much more. It’s peaks and

valleys; like life, it’s a journey. Perhaps you and [ can be friends and be alone no
maore.

New memories are good while old memories are superb, marvelous,
wonderful and forever.
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P.S. Just one bit of advice: if you end up with a girl’s nose between your
lips, you need a wee bit more information before you are ready to park your star
ship.
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Jewish at Least Twice
by Michael Knowles

The two lovely ladies from Brazi! asked, “Are you Jewish?”

We are on a trip to Egypt after departing Israel. I answered, “I was Jewish
twice.” Their eyes flicked open wider as I prepared to share my bizarre story of an
unsure spiritual destination. But the story was interrupted as our bus pulled into a
rest stop.

It had been a long drive across Egypt. We were squeezed aboard a bus,
driving into the night along the Egyptian Sinai Peninsula, toward the destination —
Cairo, Egypt. We left Israel at 2:00 a.m., expecting to arrive in Cairo late that same
day. Now we pulled into a small 24-hour bus stop to relax, replenish, and relieve
ourselves. The bus stop had only one bottle of spring water in the refrigerator, so
replenishing was out of the question. In addition, (relaxing was an option) until the
relieving part had been accomplished, we couldn’t get refreshed.

Our group, which consisted of two busloads of tourists, formed a long line
outside the bathrooms. A boy with a roll of toilet paper went down the line. He
tore one sheet for each of us. The single-ply paper was so rough — it easily could
have been advertised as “Bark: The Hemorrhoid Remover.” Passengers eyed one
another in a curious way, wondering how to use the single sheet of paper. Noticing
their confusion, the boy was quite frank. “Why, the paper is for your finger.”
Mouths opened to expel the feeling of horror and we hadn’t even seen the toilet
yet. The toilet was a hole in the floor, two or three inches in diameter. Apparently,
aim was very important in Egypt. In their defense, they do provide non-slip foot
holders and balancing grips for the squatting position on the fire-baked porcelain.

Back onboard the bus, I smiled and laughed a little as the bus made its way
with a rough idle of the diesel engine. I began my “being Jewish twice”
explanation to the two young ladies. First, I said, when I was a child I remember
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dreaming I was a Jewish Rabbi aboard a cattle car on a train with many other

Jews. We had come to the end of the line, Treblinka, where we were unloaded into
enclosures of barbed wire. I became angry at the way we were being so horribly
treated, simply because we were Jewish. So I charged a machine gun nest with
nothing but my empty, cold hands. [ had talked to other men — my friends — into
storming the nest of two German soldiers. They cut us down with automatic fire. It
was a quick death — a cold, numbing death. As I left my body, I heard the Germans
talking to one another. They were saying if there were more Jews like this one, and
his friends, we wouldn’t be doing this to the Jewish people. The spirits of my
friends blamed me for their deaths. That’s the first time I was “Jewish.”

The girls laughed and touched me playfully on my arm. I asked if they were
Jewish and they said, “Yes.”

I said, “You have guts traveling alone in Egypt.” They didn’t see the danger.
They were lovely, naive women, so I wanted to protect them from themselves.
They were both in their senior year of college in Brazil. One wanted to become a
lawyer — the other, a psychologist. I asked, “What happened to all the Nazis after
the war? Didn’t they go to Brazil? Well, I guess America also accepted its share of
scientists from the ‘Evil Empire,”” I said.

“How about the second time you became Jewish?” they asked.

So I continued. The second time I was Jewish was when I joined the U.S.
Navy. Before that decision, I had been a student from Virginia Commonwealth
University, struggling with my final week of exams. I had dropped acid for seven
days straight and my nerves were shot. I'd lost three girlfriends the week before
exams. I was heartbroken. Consequently, I didn’t take my exams, instead I joined
the Navy, declaring myself Jewish.

I told the recruiting officer that I’d been raised a Methodist but wanted to
become Jewish now. The officer asked, “Why do you want to become Jewish?”

I joked, “I hear they get more holidays.” But my real reason was that I
wanted to discover the basis for Christianity. Becoming Jewish wasn’t that easy, I
knew. Coming from a small town where we had only three Jewish families, I knew
that as a minority, Jews were not treated with courtesy in our town. One was my
friend, Bud Cowan. He helped me through chemistry. His sister had a crush on me
— I guess because [ treated her with kindness.
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Boot camp was one hell of a difference from college life! It gave me back
some self-control the drugs had robbed from me and I became the best little sailor
they could turn out. My dog tags read, “William M. Knowles, B232687, O
positive,” and of course, “Jewish.” At boot camp all were required to attend our
faith’s religious services. Religion is a form of discipline, teaching self-control
and camp rules demanded such qualities in its men. As hard work purified my
body, my spirit also gained ground. I found the Sabbath to be a joyful time. Jewish
worship was so unlike my Methodist upbringing — in my mind, the threat of Hell
made cowards of us all. Being Jewish, I found joy for life being preached at the
services. Somehow, it never occurred to me to accept the joy of being alive and
being blessed just to be on this earth. How different, how interesting, how strange
and beautiful life looked and how differently life treated me. I felt blessed. I was
blessed because I was celebrating simply being alive.

There were troubles, of course, being Jewish and newly intoxicated with
life. Our leader was a KKK guy. He found me puzzling. Trouble came and [ was
promoted to second in charge of all the boot camp regiment. From then on, I had a
lock on my door.

Compileting training at boot camp, I went home before going to my first
assignment. My mother saw my dog tags and said, “Good Lord, Son,” (looking at
my dog tags) “don’t you realize that if you get killed, the Navy will bury you
under the Star of David?”

“Look Mom, how easy it will be to find me among all those crosses!” I
replied.

An older lady who sat beside me on the bus said, “I believe you if you can
show me how you save food.”

1 smiled and pulled back the book compartment on the chair in front of my
seat. Inside was a roll and jelly from breakfast, and an apple and cookies from
lunch.

She said, “Oh my goodness, tell me more.” On the forearm of the lady was a
tattooed number. A survivor, I thought!

After that, 1 came to realize that boot camp had passed as sleep and I fell
once again into an undisciplined life while stationed in California. Perhaps I
should have remained Jewish. The lovely ladies from Brazil seemed sad to hear
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this confession. The three of us were lost in thought as we rolled toward Cairo
across the barren desert.

The End
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Resurrection, This Life Would Not Die
by Michael Knowles

In the middle of a huge field stood a beautiful, tall, and straight Dogwood
tree, off to itself. Though it was alone, it didn’t feel alone. Every spring a robin or
two would build nests, and the songbirds nested in its uppermost branches.
Occasionally, a wise, old owl would visit, looking for field mice. Owls are wise
because they don’t say very much. It was considered good luck to hear the hoot of
an owl or a great omen of doom.

Time passed and the years rolled by, and the tree prospered and each year
gave its berries to mother nature. Each year the tree gave new life to its offspring
in a nearby forest. One morning, a man with an axe approached the tree. Seeing it
was the proper size he needed, he cut it down. Then he took time to count the rings

and found it to be one-hundred-twenty-six years old. It had taken half-a-day to cut
it down.

Now the tree did not mind. It had served its purpose in life. The only thing it
wondered was what it would be used for. So it hung around after death to see what
happened to its magnificent straight trunk The tree followed the man and his cart
into town. In spirit, they soon came to the man’s carpentry shop where he rolled
the log into his front yard. Little daylight remained — so the oxen and the man
retired to their places of rest. The log remained where it had been dropped.

Morning found the carpenter early at work. First, he stripped the tree of its
huge branches, and where as last year it was the home of many birds, it now
became bowls and plates and shoe soles for the feet of humankind. This pleased
the tree very much that nothing was wasted. The shavings became the bedding for
oxen. Then the carpenter took wedges to split the trunk into long poles — which
puzzled the tree. Was the tree to become the foundation for a home, or a holy
place, a temple perhaps? He couldn’t imagine until one day an angry crowd came

10
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to the two poles, and the carpenter was forced to make an odd shape out of the
poles.

Finally, the shape fashioned securely together, another man was driven to
the odd shape, and the tree was placed upon his bleeding back. Right away the
dogwood knew this man had the strength to throw off his burden, but he embraced
the judgement. Willingly, after the tree was carried to the top of the mountain, it
was laid down, and the beaten one was nailed to the odd shape. Then the two were
planted in the barren soil of a place called the skull — for it was only in the minds

of man to create such hell on earth.

As the man bled, the tree said, “Master, if you would say the word I would
break my back that you should be free.”

The wise one answered, “I am free.” He suffered a lot more, and then gave
up his Holy Spirit.

The Dogwood tree was so saddened that it began to weep, and sap once
again flowed through its mighty branches so that it leaked at its wounds. The
evening came and as the light faded, a small branch grew at its base. This life
would not die.

Years passed (and the hearts and minds of humankind were not changed)
and so the tree, a Dogwood tree, began to fashion its flower after the odd shaped
cross. White flower for his purity, four petals for the odd shape, and a crown of
gold for his head at the center of its flower.

Right away, the Dogwood tree crippled its body and branches so that his
kind could never be used for crucifixion again. Now when you stroll through a
forest and see the magnificent Dogwood in its spring robe of flowers, you will
think again about the rest of the story. Sharing the way nature gives its harvest,
you will be blessed the natural way.

Resurrection is the symbol of joy of what you want to believe. It is the
overcoming of death; it is an assertion of life.

The End

il
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The Wild American Rose
by Michael Knowles

The diversity in life didn’t spring from nothing. We are all joined, my
friend, and my story is your story. Soon you will be rewarded because this journey
is not without its gold.

In the beginning of my life, [ remembered it as dark and cold, then light and
warm. Then rain baptized and bathed me. The darkness and light came many times
and then sleep and warmth stirred a force within my soul. From one tiny seed I
began to grow. From darkness and oblivion I obtained consciousness. How can
that be? Why? For you see, I am after all just a simple rose.

[ suppose you think humans are the only form of life which deserves
respect. Well, if you do, then think again, intelligent one! Do plants not bleed
when they are cut? Do they not turn away from fire? Surely plants lift their
branches as in prayer to the life-sustaining light each and every morning. Plants
understand themselves, being many times closer to the nature of our one world.
That’s one good reason to pay attention to the health of single-celled plants and
animals. So, if you will give me your indulgence for a brief instant, all things
being relative, I will tell you about yourself as I reveal my struggles in life. Boy,
do I have a secret for your ears! You see, long ago my children, we were created
only moments apart; timelessly speaking of course. Yet we share only one creator.
We share one life, and both reflect on what it means to be alive, Together we walk
hand-in-hand for a moment, then we rest before we once again take up our attempt
at learning what it means to be alive.

As I have said, you are a child of the Great Creator, and in truth you are
creators yourself. You couldn’t believe we sprang from nothing or that we return
to nothing, could you? Nothingness is a bunch of fertilizer. The only funny thing
about fertilizer is that it grows what you plant. So, watch what you cultivate, but
better watch the seeds you plant in your mind. The world is, after all, only a

12



The Watchman Prophecy by 777 — A Prophet of God

garden and only nothing sprung from nothing — nature states quite plainly you
only harvest what you plant. Thoughts begin as all. A single thought is the seed of
tomorrow’s harvest.

Should a society simply plant fruit trees along rivers and streams, there
could not be hunger. Your harvest represents your gardening. For example, money
is like a seed and where you sow your dollars, an abundance is expected in a
season. It’s the same with thought; each thought is a seed. When a thought is
placed in the fertile soil of the mind, it takes root. If cultivated, it grows, matures
and provides a harvest like unto its master’s seed. It’s the strength of nature that
blesses both good and dangerous crops.

Soon, I promise, your burden through life will become lighter and your
steps will once again remind you of the spring in your Easter of days. It will be as
a remembered youth come again. Understanding seems magical (when in reality it
is wisdom). That sacred knowledge is within the grasp of the smallest child.

Ask yourself how do you know, that is, really know, what you will become?
I mean, what if I told you that once I believed I was only a weed? So, [ was
wondering what you might think of yourself. An ugly duckling, an unpolished
gem, or perhaps a late bloomer, or do you think less of yourself? After all, in my
case, [ have thoms — and my vines climb like a weed and drink from the same
stream of spirit. I had no flower to offer proof of anything but a weed.

Don’t get me wrong, there is nothing wrong with being a weed. They have
their place and purpose in the world. You will learn, or perhaps even remember
that it was, after all, a weed which gave humankind the cure for the terrible plague
of the black death and septic crippling boils. Whatever gives life, will also take
life. Life is a razor’s edge of thought.

IfT had but one wish it would be that a human should become very
concerned about thoughtlessly destroying any kind of life. Everything has its
separate reason for existing. Known or not, life depends on life. Life is a lot like
the China box toy. Box within box and life within life, which exists inside another
life. On and on — until the smallest single cell of life remains. Organic life even
depends upon the inorganic. Elements make up and form the basic building blocks
of a prison, which may capture and hold a small portion of the great spirit within
all life’s creations. That temple may be easily destroyed.
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What if a weed could ease a child’s suffering? What if it was a weed that
could extend not only your life, but enrich the quality of life for everyone? Would
that weed be good or evil? Remember, the power to heal is balanced with the
power to destroy. Should it be that only a few might have access to an abundant
life? The answer depends on who and how many experience the suffering that
poverty sometimes brings. Ask the environment, she bears the brunt of a raped and
torched earth policy. Well, I'll say, you never know when you’ll need a good weed
or a weed by-product.

I once considered a weed my friend, a brother even, until one year it was a
weed which nearly strangled the life out of me. But just like any problem in the
world, it assaults you both within and without. I learned to grow out of its embrace
(as we all must learn to survive). Either you continue to grow, or you begin to die.
I’1l say that for sure.

At the beginning of life, I believe (like you perhaps) that nothing good
could hurt me. Full of vigor and astringent vinegar, [ dared the world to touch me
and my dreaded thorns. But that moment of bad adolescent behavior was
fortunately brief. The mistakes of the father are the problems of the next
generation. Youth must fight the wars old men create. Yet, the wisdom of children
may move mountains, and heal the breach.

I have learned that there is no such thing as luck or chance; there is an order
in the plant kingdom as well as in the universe. Even when life seems to be in total
disarray — a disaster - it must follow exact mathematical expressions. The
universal plan is so beautiful that if it could be understood for just an instant, all
anyone could say would be WOW! So let it be.

Excuse me, [ am getting ahead of my story. I guess I am like some lost,
senile old man. I’'m just a rambling rose — whatever that means. So many years of
growth. My bark has become tough and rough in my opinion.

Now that I have seasoned, I see how life is. I don’t believe time has slowed
me down. Rather I have grown in many different directions. I learned to grow my
roots deep to quench my thirst in times of drought. However, when water is
abundant, I reach for the sunlight. I’m just being curious, but do you do otherwise?
Are you one who climbs simply because the mountain is there?

There are so many different pathways of life that who can say there is only
one road, or travel more than one at a time? But there is only one purpose and one
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gate, and that entrance might be narrow. But no matter about that now. If you
aren’t having a good time in your journey, you are probably on the wrong
pathway.

Once our creator decided not to be alone, all was created by our gardener.
We are all on a journey home during the time which may be called the dream time,
but don’t think sleep is the absence of thought. Life is thought. We think therefore
we are and will be; there is no death. We are eternal. So let’s get down to dealing
with life right now. Now is a perfect place to begin. But what opposes this life
force called love? Nothing, chaos has no law, yet you must navigate your life
through chaos. Better set your sights upon a star. Not only will you realize your
position, it gives direction to your effort through life. Sorry, I went off my
direction for a moment, it’s just the way I am — wild!

Well, I have been asked if it bothers me to climb on the back of my brother,
the tree. My answer is, I thought the tree and 1 grew together within a garden of
the world. The tree and I are beloved old friends, entwining with every breath,
season and moment. I am not a parasite strictly speaking. Yet, we all live among
and grow upon the departed, discarded, and decayed. How else do we reach so far
if not on the backs of others?

I realize that it may seem a bit unusual to you, but I have only one passion
in life. Simply put, I am very curious. I am eager to know, possess, and understand
human mysteries. I like to see the world from the highest point, just because you

can see so very much more. From my lofty, old, ivy overlook, I searched for the
answers to our existence.

I don’t have the backbone of a tree, but with effort, life will always find a
stairway. Besides, struggle builds character and memories; that is, if you live
through the times of trial. Some roads are dangerous, others beautiful.

The question that has puzzled me since my first sprout is what is the
meaning of life? Now don’t be quick to laugh. I question life the same as you. For
life is a shared experience. However, like most answers, I expected to find it in
some holy place, temple, or mind outside of myself. So, I ask my brother, the tree,
what is the meaning of life? The tree took a deep inhalation and let out a long
exasperated breath and answered my question.

The tree said, “Dear brother, I think the meaning of life is suffering. There is
so much conflict. Good fights evil, light consumes the ever oppressing darkness.
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Of course, let’s not leave out death, who like a vulture continuously circles the
little, old, and delicate of life. There is very little peace; this proves my point! For
the love of our creator! My shade and the shadow of my sight suffocates my very
own children. My roots suck the food and moisture from the tiny green twig that
they laughingly mistake for a body. But, then again, maybe in a hundred years
even my children can overtake and overthrow my place in life. Children most
often grow not far from their parents.”

“Little buddy,” the tree said to me affectionately, “I prosper when another
dies, because I consume their remains. The only reason I survived is that once
upon a time, when I was just a tiny nutseed, | was planted where I could hold my
ground. Ah! I still remember in fondness, it really upset one hungry squirrel
during an awful winter that [ wasn’t one night’s dinner! Yes, suffering is the
meaning of life, I am quite certain about this,” said the mighty, strong tree.

Although there was a ring of truth to what the tree said, I was disturbed by
the practical answer. There must be something to look forward to in life, or so 1
wanted to believe.

Time passed within and around me I hardly noticed. I became very sad with
the answer the tree shared with me. The iree, after all, was a hundred and a few
years old. It had many years of contemplation. So, why couldn’t I bow to the tree’s
greater understanding? What if the tree was right? What if life is only the struggle
of the suffering? If so, is the struggle through life meaningless?

I could not flower with this unhappy thought, so I began to search again for
an answer to that no small question: what is the meaning of life? I could feel my
body wither from the strong vine that youth made of me. I concluded that even the
strongest life begins to die when its purpose of living is lost or misdirected.
Perhaps it’s just that thought which actually murders us 2 little at a time, maybe!

One particular fuzzy, cloudy, overcast, and depressing day, I asked the spirit
of our Great Grandfather, the Sun, what is the meaning of life? The sun beamed
ever so brightly (a solar flare) vaporizing the clouds.

The Sun said in a deep-throated voice, “I’m not quite sure.” Then he paused
and pondered the question for another long, breathless moment and went on to
say, “That’s a puzzling question, but to answer you, dear Rose, I feel [ must first
qualify myself. [ have seen all earth rises and sets. I have been around for as long
as creation itself and I will be here forever—only in a different form—as I am not
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without my influence. In the beginning, there was everything all mixed together.
All that was, and the potential of all that will ever be. Nothing creates nothing, and
there is a will from a loving Creator. I have witnessed so many births and deaths of
civilizations that I can’t even recall them all. I have observed order and what
appeared to be chaos. I have witnessed the wars between men and the shallow
graves between them. Having seen all this — and I remind you, forever is a long,
long moment — I have to say that life is truly a circle. Therefore, the meaning of
life must be circular also. Life is always in motion and to say what it is at any one
moment is to exclude what it will be or once was.”

“Dear Rose,” the Sun continued, “listen to me carefully. The rotation of my
children (the seasons) will surely tell you that what I speak is the truth.”

Okay! Time out here. Before you go on, perhaps you would like to know the
meaning of the word truth, and how to recognize it among all the other
pretenders.

Well, once upon a time, some years past the moment of self-realization, I
met a traveling gardening angel. I had the question on my mind: what is truth? So,
I asked this Holy One, what is the meaning of the word truth?

The Holy One said, “Truth is not a word that can be described with one
word, two words, a thousand words — or even a million words. Truth is a feeling.
God’s truth will be understood with a pure heart, but the truth most people seek is
to justify the intentions of their own hearts.” Then the Holy One said, “I’m late,”
and scampered down a rabbit hole and poof, he was gone. Typical actions of
angels. They will tell you just enough to really get your pot boiling, the poof, it’s
years before you hear from them again.

Thanks for the brief station identification break. Now back to my friend, the
Sun. The Sun continued saying, “Even the atomic structure of matter and energy is
in a circular embrace. The universe is both finite and infinite, and thought can
travel faster than the speed of light. It’s instantaneous and may jump time and
space. The gravity of it all. Yes Rose,” the Sun said, “the voice of creation speaks
in the meaningful circle of life. Don’t be afraid. Death is but a door to a new birth
and nothing more.”

I felt, after this little lecture, that the Sun seemed to sigh one long, sad
moment before losing its thinking within the conflict of its circular answer. The
conflict with circular arguments is that they seem to go nowhere and are ever
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changing depending upon position. So what’s the point of a paradox? Nothing is
without change. That I always understood, but I didn’t understand the Sun’s
answer because the Sun, as mighty and long-lived as he is, didn’t answer my
question. Perhaps I was asking the wrong question, and this line of thinking sent
me on a spiraling dive into the murky waters of to be, or not, is our choice.

It took years to fight my way back to sanity. Finally, I re-awoke to my single
question after I realized that because I can think, I can choose what I may be. No
matter, it wasn’t death [ feared, it was living without a purpose that most
frightened me. I really didn’t want to ask any more questions of the Sun (because I
have a healthy fear of mathematics and puzzling quantum physics). So, what isn’t
possible until we try?

Time once again moved around my life, but my mind remained transfixed
on this one simple unanswered question: what is the meaning of life? Sure, I asked
others and received many unusual replies — but those answers were only true for
those who first believed them to be true. Interestingly enough, vision has the
unique ability to confirm what the mind already believes is true. I try not to lecture
but please remember this: don’t be fooled by appearances.

Now darkness of a thick, suffocating, and oppressive sadness covers each
moment of my life. I am heartbroken and almost beaten to death by this one tiny
obstacle of a lifetime search for an unanswered question. If life held no meaning
and no purpose, perhaps death held the meaning and peace I longed for. I wanted
to die. I wanted to quit. I wanted to rest from the struggles of life and the
unanswered question. I wanted forgiveness from my failure to embrace the
meaning of life.

Time once again whipped around, past and through me like the cold razor’s
edge of wind in a winter gale. My voice is now just a whisper. A painful weakness
caused my grip to loosen on life and my vine fell to the cold, damp, shaded earth.
That’s when I noticed a stone which had been at the base of my existence all my
life I had simply grown around it and overlooked it until this critical moment. It is
too easy and dangerous for so many reasons to ignore the simple and
commonplace. Sometimes the obvious is the best hidden. So much competes for
our attention — genius is paying attention to the details. Perfection is in everything
if only the eye could see past all illusions. If only the minds were trained,
prepared, and disciplined. That is why prayers are important. They help the mind
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see with new eyes and to embrace the miracles of life hidden within the problem.
Yet, I was lost again — and that’s all I could see in my darkness.

After my vine withered and broke I was gripped tightly by gravity. I fell and
defensively I wrapped myself around the ordinary stone planted at my base. Even
a dying life clings to whatever it can hold. It’s like a fear of falling. The dying
seeks only salvation. In a hollow cry, I ask the stone, “What is the meaning of
life?”

The most ordinary stone didn’t say anything. So I said a little louder, “You
have been silent all my life, so before I die, answer me! What is the meaning of
life? I know you know, I can feel the answer within you.” I cried and reached out
to grab that hard impersonal stone with my tiny, weak thorns, and with the last
ounce of my strength, I turned the lump of over-baked star dust upside down
Planted beneath the stone was a small crystal. Obviously it had grown from
incredible pressure during the stone’s creation. The facets of the crystal diamond
grew from its heart. Amazingly, I became one with my reflection. Suddenly, my
silent innerself spoke to me. Illusion? I think not, it seemed real.

My reflected self said, “To understand the meaning of life, you must answer
the question: what would the universe mean without life?”

In silence my reflection said, “Child of our creator, God was lonely when
He created His children and all forms of life. Life is an expression of our Creator’s
love. God shared a part of his life within the seed of all life. His sharing of self is a
sharing of love, and that alone is the meaning of life. All life is an expression of
love. It’s never too late to embrace it!”

I have learned illusions are like nightmares which seem very real and very
frightening, until you awaken. What God did not create does not exist. God did not
create anything unlike Himself: eternal, good, and loving. True existence is an
eternal existence. Only the expression changes. What is temporary 1s not real.
What we see in this troubled world is the instantaneous manifestation of our
thinking. The undisciplined mind is responsible for the miscreation which .
threatens our peace. Since we share one existence and one mind, illusions seem
quite real, rock solid, just as dreams seem real. There is only one escape and that is
in the joining with the Holy One’s purpose; that’s why I need to share this story.
We will escape together, or not at all.
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With the truth my oneself told me, the weight of the unanswered question
released my burden and confused mind. I embraced my Holiness. Now I could
rest. Now I could remember happy dreams. I fell into a deep healing and restful
sleep. I dreamed of a warm breeze caressing my leaves. I dreamed I could feel a
cool mist drown all my fears. My thirst was quenched. I had placed joy in the
moment of now, where it could be found. I lost my fear and forgot the remorse and
sorrow of days past; forgotten, they could no longer affect me.

I remembered, I became and awakened into the one holy instant of now.
Then my first flower blossomed and many others were waiting their turn to be
born. No longer would I be alone. Soon I would have my seeds to look after. My
purpose was to fill the world with beauty, perfumed memories, and sweet honey.

Time once again passed around me. Gradually, Grandfather Time
transformed into youthful eternity, for that is where, eventually, all time goes. It
was in eternity when I found peace; my searching and loneliness passed away.

What persuaded my vine to flower? The truth, of course. [ am a wild
American beautiful Rose, climbing an old tree and brick wall in an abandoned
tombstone garden. I am strong again and have changed the direction of my growth.
I still like to see life from the highest point, to see so much more. To speak is to
have climbed the mountain, where all are welcome. By any other name, you are
what you do with your life, and that gives you meaning.

Perhaps you are wondering how did this story transcend and translate from
Rose to human? Well, years later, a young human came into the beautiful garden
where I have taken deep root. Every life in the garden grew strong because now I
knew the secret source of abundance: it’s all in the thinking which is an expression
of life and hope. I shared and encouraged others in their growth with each
inspiration and prayer. Anyway, one day this gentleman came to pick one perfect
rosebud to keep his loved one remembered as she rested in eternity. He had a
question on his mind: why was he still alive? Rather, what was the meaning of his
life?

It had been an early spring, and it had snowed about an inch of light,
powdered frost flakes. I pricked his finger with one of my mighty sharp thorns.
Well? He was grieving and I had to get his attention. Somehow, one drop of his
blood fell upon the early spring snow, converting the diamond crystal into tiny
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flakes of rubies. Then while he was in shock and open to suggestion, I told him the
story of my searching. He hardly knew what hit him.,

I explained to him saying, “Child of God, if you realize there is not purpose
without life, then life itself is the purpose.”

“Life is the universal expression of the one being called by many names and
seen with many faces. The one Creator is life and life is the expression of his
love.”

“Darkness, sorrow and pain are all forms of fear. We shall overcome our
fears in the end, because spirit is the natural form of all life. Do with your life what
you wiil; make yourself joyful.”

“But what, dear Rose, will make my life happy again? Why do we lose the
things we love?” asked the young man. “Why are there no happy endings?”

“Because, Child, you value what is temporary. Nothing temporary is real. If
you place your hopes and mind in the eternal love, peace and joy will find you.
Because you have removed all the obstacles, your mind has created barriers to
understanding.

“You, Child, will find your bliss when you have discovered what you have
to share. You must offer it with an unselfish heart to the world. For sharing is the
true joyful meaning of life.”

Then I gave the young man the most perfect flower. He took it with him
alone, with this story to share with you, dear child.

Until we meet again, color this memory. A Rose petal carpet, the sweet
fragrant footsteps and Rose honey on your tongue. Know you are not alone on
your mind’s journey home.

The End
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The Last Garden
by Michael Knowles

As the heavenly satellite Cyclops peered from outer space above the planet
earth, its deep penetrating radar could pierce any cloud cover above the earth. It
gave both land mass and depth and heat signatures — plus three dimensional
infrared photographs. The images were correct to within half a meter.

From orbit, the rich plant life and the thermal readings of animal life were
seen, counted, and recorded. But when the satellite spotted an island about the size
of Jerusalem, including the West Bank, found where no land is known to exist,
flags and whistles went off to cease communications, especially with the world of
the Internet. However, it was too late — the special interests already knew of its
existence — thanks to the rebel computer nerds, the many sides of movers and

shakers quickly got their million-dollar opinions into the fight over this little
island.

The island got the nickname Eden Two, mostly because of the unspoiled
meddling by humans. The water is sweet, the sky is purple. The plants are healthy
and with variety. There are special kinds; now machines awaited its discovery.
One tree had seven types of fruit; Mimosia — sensitive plants that respond to love,
touch, and thought. All humankind would have to do is plant a fruit-bearing tree
for each year of their life and the air would smell sweeter, the bees would dance
again — in short, the world would be less hungry — not only for food — but their
spirit will be filled once more. This body of ours is not the altar of God; it is the
temple. The Holy Spirit is with us all and is everlasting. That is the altar.

The garden supplied an abundance to both. The land lovers and builders
were itching to get their protective nets around the last untouched paradise.

In the order of things, now the world’s oceans were beset by whales and
dolphins beaching themselves on dirty beaches around the world. Scientists
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couldn’t figure out their motive. Tons of effort were used to pull behemoths off
shore, but the intelligent creatures again and again swam onto the beach. The land
lover scientist found an infection in their brains; yet, the disease was a minor
problem. So the researchers thought. The cynical man said, “They never trust the
dolphins, born with a smile painted on its face.” The land lovers were saying the
dolphins and whales were calling upon the humans for help. Some psychologists
said, “They were apparently knowingly committing suicide — at certain times of
over-population, who minded losing another sea rat? It’s normal.”

Normally, the eye in the sky’s information was not secret from space; their
secrets were easily broken by hackers — people that eat and breath computer code.
The data was passed along to Green Peace — and they spirited the decoded
information to the land lovers.

They then put it free-of-charge on American’s Internet for the general
population. The data forced a great debate as to what to do with the new found
Island of Eden Two — nicknamed that because it was unspoiled by humankind.
Developers wanted the island and its riches to be used to make an amazingly
beautiful garden for the rich and famous. The idea was to chop down the forests
and turn the island into a huge golf course ~ like vampires sucking the life force
from nature without planting anything back. Once the natural resources run out,
we turn on each other. They wanted to keep as much forest as possible. However,
their track record is to kill off most of the lush forest, and destroy the land so it
looks like a crazy quilt of sand traps and water hazards with miles of beaches to
play one round of golf.

It would take several weeks, even using the standard solar golf carts, the
hotel is to be the most lavish with the servant’s quarters tucked below ground, out
back. It is said employees could work a year there and afford to purchase a home
in the America’s over-packed cities. However, food had become difficult to
purchase. Meal biscuits are the most common form of food available: all vitamins
and minerals and other nutrients are rolled into a soft green biscuit which would
melt in your mouth or hand. It was washed down with a special blend of mountain
spring water and polar ice cap water. Polar water was the safest on the planet. You
could pick a vintage year — most wanted to drink water from the pre-industrial age.
It cost more, but most thought it to be worth the few extra dollars.
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By this time, everything is polluted with by-product fallout, now recycling
is a law, not an option. You have to leave deposits — even on milk cartons. Failure
to recycle could result in the loss of privileges — like shopping. The jails were full
of the population of needy people. At least the jail fed inmates two meals a day.
The very cost effective home monitoring was the wave of the future. Highways
were a light blue or off white, not black because the light colors reflected so much
of light’s heat. Think I’'m kidding? Walk across a hot, black, tar pavement
barefoot!

Yet, there wasn’t any direct method of rectifying the year’s release of green
house gases, like chlorine, global warming isn’t just a theorem of a scientist, but a
fact. The melting polar ice caps raised the sea level three feet. The flooded section
of river banks permanently increased the area of the flood plain by three-hundred
percent. Once flooded the first time, laws prevented a homeowner from rebuilding
in the same area; millions were made homeless.

Sure, there are new ways of traveling, since gasoline is now seven dollars a
gallon (not only did a car get seventy-five miles to the gallon) mass transit now
made life fall into visible patterns of behavior, dictated by mass transit vehicle
schedules. Without the personal transport (not counting electric motorcycles)
communities were forced into a civilized and cultured society where most people
were more fit from walking. Exercise had the added benefit of making the mental
outlook of people better; old gas sucking cars were filling junk yards.

The price of a gas automobile was reevaluated many times (except for vans
which became homes for the homeless). Porta-potties filled car parks of
abandoned malls since Internet shopping became the virtual mall. The jobless rates
was twenty-five percent and climbing housing starts were limited, except for the
very wealthy who hardly suffered at all. A new economy was the bar code of
economics.

Effort was made because of the tremendous spirit of humankind to return to
better times, but now suffering was huge. If the government hadn’t prevented
mortgage companies from foreclosing in massive numbers, America would suffer
just as a third-world country. It became seemingly necessary that America needed
foreign oil and by the way, where were the men of wisdom?
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Certainly they were not in government service. But “Fear Not,” the
government said, so comforting a lie — to the truth most still hoped it would get
better.

So the President decided to send this hot potato issue of what to do about
Eden Two to the two houses of a shaky government. But after great debates in
both houses, only the special interests voted to send the problem to the Great
Supreme Court. Still, there was not enough wisdom in the supreme nine — even at
their great age. So they sent the bill of what to do with the newly discovered island

back to the President of America — figuring he would have to put his re-election on
the line.

One night (as the President prepared for bed), he said a prayer: “What
should be done with the island?”

That night was a night of surrender and that is all God waits for. The
President had a dream in which he was young again. He was on a beach and
building a huge castle with a moat around it. The construction had taken all day
using both a rake and a round top shovel. He put a moat around the castle and
stepped back to admire his work. Suddenly a wave came and wiped out his moat.
Other waves hit the castle causing the outer wall to crumble. This horrific image
caused the child-like President (or king of the castle) to try harder, so he fought
the relentless sea only to watch in horror as his efforts were destroyed by an
awesome force of nature.

Then the child-like king saw the dolphins beach themselves. The youngest
and smallest dolphin stood on his tail and said, “It is no mystery why my brothers
and sisters have beached themselves! There is not enough food for us to eat. The
sea — our great ocean — has been home for us for 2 million years and is being
destroyed by your human hand. We have done you no harm; your pollution is
poison to us and to you and you must do something to change the hearts of
humanity or our fate will be your fate! Death!”

Suddenly, the President awoke from his dream knowing what to do. What
he wouldn’t do is tell anyone about the dream. You could be burned at the stake if
people found out the President was listening to his dreams for answers.

The President called a morning news conference at 9:00 that morning. The

people were interested by this surprise speech — what did the President have to
say?
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“The children of our great nation will decide the fate of this enchanted
island!”

The people in the crowded Congress were annoyed. Never before did
government consider the children’s answer in deciding the government’s decision

- and fate of Eden Two.

The children answered in one voice using the Internet! “Let the island
remain as it has been before we discovered it. Let us take seeds of its plants. Let
Eden Two be the hope of the world to turn our world green again. Let us clean the
oceans and not fish until life in the sea has once more become abundant.”

And so it was that the earth became a green house. Life must learn to live in
harmony as nature does. It would take a long time, but if we put our shoulders to
the task, our efforts will be rewarded. Our children will see the wisdom of our
changed hearts. Slowly the world was rebom and man did not fight one another
anymore. At night — after his re-election — the President had a dream where he and
the dolphins played together in a crystal blue sea.

And so it was that the earth became a green house. Life must learn to live in
harmony as nature does. It would take a long time, but if we put our shoulders to
the task, our efforts will be rewarded. Our children will see the wisdom of our
changed harts. Slowly the world was reborn and man did not fight one another
anymore because there was plenty for all.

The End
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Nutty

by Michael Knowles

A little of “Nutty” goes a long way. That’s what we named the little critter
when Dad brought home baby squirrel. I was very young when I found out I could
hear and understand what animals were saying. Of course, this must go on all the
time. It’s just that I never paid attention - and the first time caught me a little off
guard.. The first conversation with an animal went something like this.

When Nutty first arrived at our home, he was so small that he had to be fed
with a bottle. We used Carnation Sweet Evaporated Milk and he grew quickly. He
enjoyed an assortment of nuts, berries, and other fruits and vegetables. Nutty is the
sole survivor of a litter that had its nest in a tree that was felled by an axe. The
timberman put him in his pocket and on his way home, he stopped to look at some
trucks that were on sale on the Ford car and truck lot where my dad was a
salesman.

My father sold cars and must have been the last salesman on the lot that
night. The timberman reached into his pocket and retrieved this baby grey squirrel.
He asked Dad what he could get in trade for this baby squirrel and his old pickup.
The price must have been right, because the next morning Nutty occupied our
recently empty bird cage. Tweety had been dead for about a month and our outlaw
tom cat is banished to the outside. Tom was taking the whole thing badly even
though it was almost summer. Maybe he just wanted another chance at another
bird or squirrel in the cage.

Nutty was a great pet. Even though I found out that it was against the law to
tame wild animals for house pets, I am pretty sure that the statute of limitations
has run out. That is why I am officially coming out of hiding to tell my story. I
hope to purge my guilt and the lawless portion of my body and soul so that I might
be atoned. But I still like to find sick or injured animals. I like to fix them up and
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release the animals somewhere away from Interstate 81 — but within reach of food
and water.

When squirrels are young, they make great pets even though Mom wanted
him outside. I think Nutty was a male but this was way back in the days when it
didn’t occur to me to turn him over and look up his skirt. Not that I would have
recognized any landmarks, okay? Mom didn’t like him because he would surprise
her and jump up on her shoulder (Nutty loved doing that). Then he would get into
her blond shoulder length hair and make a nest.

Nutty could hide better than any creature I knew. [ would let him out of the
cage and he would scamper across the living room floor and take a flying leap into
the curtains. Nutty didn’t bite so we could catch him and rub his belly. We would
also comb him with Mom’s hairbrush and scratch him all over. He liked that a lot.
Mom never knew where all the grey hairs were coming from. “Don’t do it!”

“But Mom, he likes it,” my sister would say.

Nutty liked to sit on our shoulders or on top of our heads. Once there he
would hang on so well it was like peeling skin when you pulled him off. When he
made a nest in Mom’s golden hair, she would grab him and he would make this
awfully upsetting noise — then hold on so tight Mom would lose some hair. This

was really funny to me and my sister because this was Nutty’s routine. No wonder
she disliked and didn’t trust him.

Grandmother Knowles sometimes helped to babysit us when Mom worked
the day shift as a registered nurse. One particularly sunny summer day, I wandered
into the kitchen using the back porch door. I stopped underneath the door frame to
crab-walk the frame to the top and hung on the top, on the edge above the
doorway. It’s like mountain climbing — but not nearly as dangerous. For some
reason, I looked at Grandmother washing the dishes. She was humming a song.
She hummed most of the day — usually a quiet, peaceful tune, maybe a religious
hymn.

The morning sun was shining on her alone, or so it seemed. The sunlight
filtered through the bright curtains hung on the window above the sink. There was
a moment of peaceful joy where time stood so still it was as if it retreated into
eternity. The kitchen took on a beauty that transcended time. That is when I looked
Nutty right in the eyes. As I looked, I swore I heard him say to that quiet place in
my mind, “Watch this, watch this and learn.”

28



The Watchman Prophecy by 777 — A Prophet of God

I didn’t know that speaking to animals wasn’t possible; it seemed so natural.
I don’t know if Nutty was possessed or maybe 1 was, but before I had time to think
about what was going on, I saw Nutty reach outside the birdcage, undo the lock
and open the cage door. After he was out, he moved with great speed and
scampered quickly, but traveling slowly. While his feet were doing about 20
m.p.h., he was only moving at 5 m.p.h. on the vinyl floor. His footsteps were like a
snare drum beating double time. He looked back to make sure I was still paying
attention and I knew with my instinct that there was more to happen.

I was really watching because time had almost stood still for this special
moment. Nutty went flying across the kitchen floor, making a beeline for
Grandmother. I could only hold my breath as Nutty climbed her large, thick legs
and disappeared beneath Grandmother’s skirt and apron.

Grandmother began to yell and scream as dishwater soap-filled hands went
into the air, waving frantically for some unseen help from heaven. Dishwater was
splashed all over the place. The window to the world was soaked. The walls of the
cabinets were splashed with bubbles. The floor was wet, slippery and still Nutty
ran beneath Grandmother’s apron.

Grandmother began to shake all over. She didn’t say anything I recognized
in English but it sounded a lot like some people do when they are having a
religious experience of speaking in tongues at a revival.

Still Nutty ran beneath Grandmeother’s skirt and he began squeaking back.
As Grandmother slapped at the loose squirrel, he reversed his direction to
clockwise and twitched back and forth and up and down her bare legs. Finally,
Nutty emerged from beneath Grandmother’s skirt and headed right for the safety
of his cage. I opened his door and he jumped back in. Am I a partner in this crime
or what? The cage door fell and locked.

I could hardly believe it; I was laughing so hard. Grandmother wasn’t the
least bit amused and I had to put myself between her and the nutty squirrel. I
figured I was paying him back for what he had allowed me to see, that animals are
self aware and that they have a consciousness and feel all emotions. They have a
soul. Either that or my mind and imagination had the ability to will things to
happen. But I was pretty sure that I hadn’t willed this mishap to materialize,

Nutty is just one squirrel who helped light up my life with understanding.
He was a real fun pet to have around because he liked to climb all over you like
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you were a human jungle gym. Nutty liked to play a game of hide and seek. He
would hide and when you finally stopped looking for him, he would jump onto
your shoulders and scare the daylights out of you.

Company made the best victims. Nutty used to hide behind the drapes. From
outside you couldn’t see him. You could see his outline when the sun was bright
and was shining through the curtains. But as he grew, his playing was a little too
rough and he didn’t like to bo back in the cage. He also liked to hide fruits and
nuts between the cushions of the sofa and Dad’s easy chair. I guess it was a
behavioral thing.

We all wanted him released into a grove of acorn trees. That way he would

have plenty of friends. He was huge, having grown up on fresh fruit, all kinds of
nuts and good food.

Nutty never felt the need to come back to peek in, in his later life.
Sometimes as I watched him, I would long to feel the scratches of his nails on my
shoulders and his coarse, short hair against my fingertips. It is never easy to say
goodbye. I still smile when I think back when someone would be walking under
that oak tree and suddenly a squirrel would jump on their shoulder.

Later that morming when Grandmother gave me a hug, she smelled of wheat,
flowers and the yeast of rising dough. I think she needed the hug more than I did.

Mom found this story amazing, but said that it was lucky that the squirrel
hadn’t killed Grandmother. A moment of epiphany? I’'m not real sure, but looking
back through eyes which color a person’s memory, I’d say it was pretty darn close.

| The End
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Why Death?
by Michael Knowles

Some say death is but sleep. Some say it is an awakening. I say it is painful
for everyone and know nothing more. Life turns to darkness with a flicker of a
candle light. Life ends where it began as life returns to its “Natural State” of
eternal spirit. We are all a part of a whole and we don’t escape alone — because
there are always guides. There are angels to guide our life because living life is a
dream. Life is a river set upon by your great life raft, the body. Sometimes life is
treacherous; sometimes it is acceptance, calm or savage — sometimes exciting and
then boring. But you are always caught up in a deep current with a port in mind.
As long as we have both oars in the water and an internal map, we have some
direction in our lives. But the river only flows one way. Pulling against the current
is alright for awhile as long as we are strong. However, it is exhausting and you
must surrender to the current, otherwise you will not last. This map is A Course in
Miracles that guides you down the river of live with fewer problems!

His name is Sammy and he is thirteen years old. Smart, but now quite self-
aware yet. I am his teacher and I live across the street. Mostly he doesn’t bother
me, however sometimes he cuts my grass with his mother’s riding mower — it has
cruise control and is shaft-driven. I bet it does fifteen miles an hour in reverse.

I live in a small community of about seventeen thousand (which gives us
about two-hundred in a graduation class). All people know one another in the
small town of Christiansburg, Virginia. But 1t is going to grow over its landscapes
— as country farms grow into houses planted in rows of suburbs.

This evening, I returned home to find Sammy on my doorstep. He looked
lost. I had heard the awful news. His mother had been killed on the Blue Ridge
Parkway yesterday morning. The ice, fog, and deer claimed another nature lover.
His father died several years ago — and now Sammy is alone — in shock and
wanting my help and my advice.
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“Why had God killed my father and now my mother?” is the question
written in the dark pools of his eyes. What should I say to him? That we are all
here for a short time — once our job is completed, we go to a different place?

Sammy is looking for answers as to why this terrible tragedy occurred. He
wonders what is to become of him as an only child. He is also sure he can’t take
care of himself. He wanted answers from me. How could [ fill his heart with
anything less than his mother’s love? So I reached down to that place of darkness
and scrambled feelings to pull out something I knew comfort his wound. Like a
poem written by angels’ hands. I wanted to lay hold to that spirit-inspired truth.
This will have to do, as I reached out and pulled his face into the comfort of my
tweed jacket.

He immediately hid his face in tears and the jacket muffled his sorrow as my
arms held him tightly. I looked side-to-side for help, but [ saw no one except the
cars pulled up to his mother’s home. Moumers — to see and feel the tragedy. Do
they not help echo one’s own sorrow and increase it by sharing? How had Sammy
escaped? Why did he seek me out? Better — what had 1 done to call him to me?

Sammy’s cries are gentle. His dam burst hours ago. So I lead him inside my
home. I'll call those concerned shortly — and tell them what had become of him.

Inside my home, I led him into my study. Most of my serious thinking I do
alone. All my favorite things are there. The great books of wisdom reside within
their pages. [ drew confidence just to know I am in the presence of greatness. But
nothing prepares you for this tragedy, it is personal — too real, too devastating for
words. Where were my feelings? I am left alone too long. My wife gone before
me. I glance outside to my August flower garden full of all the plants we planted
together. Sometimes she feels so near. Part of her remains — especially in spring. I
see her again in our garden in all seasons, a garden not beautiful in winter, is not
my garden.

I guided Sammy to my nap couch — a dark leather crinkled space I so
enjoyed. The tall back and large cushions feel like a hug. I remove Sammy’s
muddy shoes. Shoes can be so confining; it’s like the blood stops circulating as the
feet swell. “Too small,” but they are nothing more than slip-ons. I put the muddy
shoes beneath the couch, just out of reach of something I might slip on.

As Sammy reclines, I'm certain I have done the right thing. I am treating
him for shock. I had held him tightly — like a pressure bandage to embrace his sobs
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on the steps outside. I walked over to my dream blanket, grab it, reflecting on my
day, and unroll it over him. Again I am certain I did the right thing.

My blanket is full of dreams for it is a dream catcher. It is painted with all
the images of the forest — the deer, bear, and ducks flying in formation. The love
which sustains them is painted there. It takes many happy thoughts and images to
ease the unhappy and sick. The sun, moon, and stars are all painted on this special
canvass. The mind speaks in images like dreams. Images are an universal
language. I bought it in the Great Smokie Mountains from a roadside trinket seller.
I didn’t want to bargain about the price. I would have certainly paid more. I see the
truth of the blanket right away. Did it remind me of my own childhood blanket
painted with cowboys and Indians? Somehow I knew by covering Sammy I was
following an ancient prayer ritual.

Sammy uncurls like a taut spring. He has relaxed to accept healing. I cover
his feet with a throw pillow. I comfort his head. I go over and sit by his side — I put
my left hand on his shoulder. Somehow I knew that would comfort him like a
bandage soothes a wound by at once tucking it out of sight. He is whimpering like
a little puppy who missed his mom. He will feel better after a rest from his sorrow.

I get up and walk over to the F.M. radio and short wave. [ tune it to pick
public radio — and now it is playing Beethoven’s ‘Moonlight Sonata’. I turned the
volume just low enough to erase the silence. It is the right music for the right
moment. It is the answer. I return to my seat and again pat Sammy, this time on his
right shoulder.

“Sammy,” I said. “It is the bleeding which is the healing. My talking is like
helping you place your wound together. Touch is also like a soothing ointment.” 1
continue. “It is your weeping which fills and heals the hole in your heart. Your
suffering is like the pain which spills from the wound that is its purpose; it is the
healing part of our nature. Wounds bleed so the body can start to heal. Your dried
tears exposed and its suffering became the scab bandage.”

Continuing, I say, “These thoughts are mysteries and tears are nature’s way
of healing the great spiritual hurt. For a wound is not just on the surface. I am
cleaning your wound as I speak. Why did God kill you parents?” I said. “Death is
an answer to a call for peace. Death is a choice we all make in our hearts. Whether
its form is an accident or a long-suffering painful iliness. For there is nothing a
child of God may ask for and not receive. We don’t realize our own power of
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decision. Death is the answer of our fears in life. The secret in death is that we are
seeds in snow, dreaming of another spring.” This I say to him, certain he will not
remember. But that won’t stop the healing for our natural form of existence 1s
spirit, not the flesh.

_ 1 am speaking, yet it is not me which spills forth the words which are
shadows of the spirit which moves us all. “Sammy, think of your mother in the
next room and I assure you, you will take comfort in that thought. It is not an idle
thought. I think of my wife still with joy and peace out of our home.”

Sammy is almost asleep so I remove my hand so that he can remain alone
with his healing rest. I have done all I can. It’s up to life to do her thing. We never
get over it. It’s so permanent — his heart is like the wound, and is a scar — but there
again is a proof of nature’s healing.

The End
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