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CHAPTER  SIXTEEN

THE CUTTING ROOM FLOOR
Stories, Missives, & Insights

Good Art is a living map inward – to the Soul

And all Artists are mapmakers.

A Fool buys a map from anyone.

A Wise Man buys maps from the best mapmaker.

A Wise Woman makes her own maps (& sells them).
Extra Stories, Missive, Insights, and a Soul Exercise (that didn’t fit in the rest of the book)
This story is part of recorded history – yet, I have forgotten the exact details of time and place.  Just see if it has deeper truth for you.

There was, a number of centuries ago, a king with a very devoted wife.  They loved each other, truly and deeply, and had several children.  The king was a good king and a good man.  He also felt fortunate and satisfied that his lineage was secure – his sons would see to that.  All in all, he was one happy fellow.  
Now, his wife felt there was something missing in her life.  She loved the king and she loved her children, but she was also a devotee of Deeper Spirit.  So, one day she approached her husband to ask (what was in those days) a great favor.  

“Several sons I have given you, and with great joy.  You are even now raising them to be warriors, as well as wise and thoughtful in the ways of ruling a kingdom.  I would like your permission to raise our next child in my own way.  Whether male or female, I want to train this child in the ways of God and the Soul.”
Well, the king loved his wife dearly and so he agreed.  
The next child born was a boy, and from birth this is how the Queen raised her son.  She had a beautiful voice, so she would sing songs of spiritual love and deep devotion to this baby boy.  Her heart would fill with love for all Life and she would sing.  Of course, being a queen, she had the time to do this.  
Still, she was filled with so much joy and the baby received all of this.  
When she wasn’t singing, she and her maids would tell the child endless stories of saints and sages – men and women who had lived on this Earth as shining examples of what was possible.  The myriad details of the lives of those great Souls became woven with music and play.
Often she would sing words like:

“You are a child of The Supreme,

Divinity is your true Mother and Father,

And the Earth and all her creatures are your One family.” 
In this way, she surrounded the boy with his deepest heritage.

So, the child grew up and, as children do, began to desire to see the world.  His mother would take him out of the castle among the people.  There she would show him everything:  the farmer’s pigsties – the merchant’s goods – the sick and the ailing – the poor and the wealthy.  

She and the boy would give alms to the poor.  They sat with the sick and ailing to offer care and medicine.  Mother and son dined with the wealthy … and listened to stories of far off lands from the merchants.  When needed, they rolled up their shirtsleeves to help the farmer with his pigs and the chandlers with their candles.  And, perhaps much to the King’s consternation, they practiced the sly royal tradition of wandering incognito into taverns and inns to listen to the hidden thoughts and dreams of the people. 

When the boy came to be a young man of some twenty years, his mother asked him, “What would you like to be in this world, my son – a carpenter, a philosopher?  I would have trouble convincing your father if you wanted to become a pimp,” she said thoughtfully.  “But maybe a merchant would be acceptable.”

The young man had given this some thought, so he was prepared for the question and his mother’s sense of humor.  He said, “No mother, I want to spend my time serving the people and the land. And following my deeper spiritual practices.  As you have raised me – so shall I be.”  
And he did.  He continued to gain the love and admiration of the people as he spent his entire life serving all Life.  
And this is how History remembers him, even though I’ve forgotten his name.

Open Your Heart.

If 7 billion humans did this,
We would have Heaven on Earth in 93 minutes.
Stories are like birds – always traveling somewhere.  Here’s another.
She called them dilly-balls, and at the moment, we were using them for ammo.  The air was filled with the whizzling sound of sodden blobs of mostly peanut butter – the main ingredient of dilly-balls.  
Now and then, a soft thud and rather loud, “Damn!” gave evidence of a direct hit on someone.

Her name was Daisy and she was not a good cook.  Her campfire attempt at dessert had left us rolling in laughter off the logs we had been sitting on.  Daisy was in tears.  She was half-Ojibwa Indian and had really wanted to cook us something special.  Alarmed at Daisy’s genuine pain we stopped and, like misbehaving little truants, began gathering up all the pine needle and dirt-encrusted dilly-balls we could find.  
Hastily, we brushed them off and tried, once again, to eat them.

“Man!  How could peanut butter, honey, and flour taste so bad?”  One of us mumbled.

“Maybe it was the seasonings she used.”  Someone volunteered in a hushed voice.

“Seasoning!  In cookies!?”

“Well, yea, some basil, chervil … cinnamon and garlic, I think.”

“Oh geez!” the rest of us moaned.

“But she fried ‘em all in Crisco – look see!”  
The dimwitted defender of Daisy was pointing to a quarter-full, 2 lb. can of Crisco.  The other pound and a half of Crisco had gone into a small frying pan with some 20 dilly-balls.  For the non-cooks among us – one and one half pounds of Crisco is rather a lot.

Well, Daisy was one of us on the rock-climbing crew that summer at the Minnesota Outward Bound School.  The whole point of the story isn’t dilly-balls anyway.
Daisy was Marvin’s sweetheart … and Marvin was full-blooded, aboriginal Ojibwa.  One morning at base camp near Ely, Minnesota, I awoke to find Marvin heading for the bathhouse.  His eyes were swollen shut and surrounded with a mass of purple contusions – his entire body a battle-scene of cuts and bruises.  He looked worse than a train wreck.   
My first thought was that Marvin had been in a really serious auto accident, and somehow still alive was tottering in the general direction of a refreshing shower.
“Hey Marvin, I’m thinking Daisy didn’t do that to you?”  I joked to break the ice.

“Naw, went into town last night.”

“And?”  I prompted.

“Got beat up.”  
Marvin was not one for many words.

“Who did this to you Marvin!”  I was a kid from a small farm town in Illinois and, as far as I knew, people didn’t beat each other to a pulp for no reason.  I was pretty naïve.

Marvin continued, “Yea, some guys beat me up … ‘cuz I’m Indian.”

I stood there looking at my friend, who was barely able to walk, and this rage came over me.  All I could think of was finding the camp pick-up truck, heading to town, and pounding a few Minnesota farm boys into the earth.

When I told Marvin my plan, he slowly smiled.  Then, his face got sad and serious – he shook his head slowly to say, no.  
“Won’t do no good,” he said.  “They’ll jus’ beat me up worse next time.”  
Marvin was 19 years old and a lot wiser than I.  

When you break the back of a person’s Spirit,

She may never Heal.

When you break the back of a person’s Culture,

He may never Heal … Forever.
Are you only comfortable with people who look and sound like you?  That’s a recipe for disaster and personal inertia.  The trick is to become comfortable with yourself – then, being comfortable with others becomes sort of natural.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
You may enjoy this next Missive from Home.  This is from a consult with a South African woman.  As Nancy sat in session, she said that Divinity decided to take a more African form – BIG, dark-skinned, powerful, and very, very loving.  All I can tell you is that God enters however God chooses.  And if we are truly all God's children, then maybe Divinity – out of unfathomable Love – would take the form most pleasing to a particular culture and historical time.  
Makes sense, eh?

This Missive may also give you a feel for how challenging (and surprising) it always is be to speak to God directly.
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MISSIVE from HOME:  God for Africa – consult with a South African woman
Angelic Guides:  Can we ask you this?  It is important for you to accept where you are – the disconnection that you have been feeling.  Can you accept that the disconnection you feel is also appropriate?  Because: (that disconnection) will allow you to create a New Connection between your small human self and your Godself.
Nancy:  Now, there is an Energy coming through and I’m not familiar with it – and that is ok.  It feels very … just a moment (long pause).  I feel there is a very Big – a very strong male Energy.  It’s like Huge … I’ve not met ‘Him’ before.  You’re bringing in someone … it feels like a Huge, Big Priest – no, or Shaman.  Some large Being who is saying…

S. African woman:  Oh … oh, my gosh.

Nancy:  Do you understand who I’m talking about, maybe?

S. African woman:  Absolutely, yeah.

Nancy:  I hesitate – He is Big physically as well … He’s dressed-up very colorfully, but He is just BIG!  I mean physically Big.  His Energy is so different from anyone I’ve met to date.  I keep thinking He’s someone that you maybe knew in this lifetime, but I also feel “No!” it’s like an ancestry.  It’s like a Big Priest (that’s not quite right) – more like Shaman.  Big.  Powerful.  He can be a powerful warrior, but He can also be, I wouldn’t say humble, but quiet – very Still.  And He is saying…

African Shaman:  For you now (speaking to S. African woman), to achieve the Oneness that you so desire … because I want to tell you:  you have come here, now, to begin to activate not only a spirituality with yourself; but that spiritual stillness – that Still Place which will also generate joy and happiness and Stillness for others.  And so, what I wish for you to understand is that you, now … are at the beginning of a New Phase of Enlightenment.

S. African woman:  Oh, very interesting!  Oh, Gosh, ok!

Nancy:  He’s like … oh, god … he’s saying: "Just let me enter, it’s ok."  ‘Cuz, it’s not really freaking me out at all – it’s just that He is very different (short exchange between all participants).  He is just sooooooo STILL!  I don’t know how to describe it to you – He’s Big!  It’s amazing that someone so Big could be so Still!  He said…

African Shaman:  In Our Country (Nancy says, He calls it “Our Country”, so he must be associated with Africa … and when He says Country, He means it, not in the nationalistic sense of the word, but in the energetic sense of the word).  In Our Country, it has always been up to us to find that Still Point – Stillness has been a challenge for us (Africans).  For us, the challenge has been to find Joy in Stillness – to find Enlightenment in that Place, that point of Light inside of us, that then carries itself into Joy.

Sometimes, in our spiritual lineage (beautifully rolling, African cadence of speaking) – in Our Country (Africa) – we do not find those places where we can be Still long enough to enjoy the deeper Spirit – to spread that Light more fully.  Because, in our excitement, in our Drama, in our huge associations with 
one another we do not … (Nancy says, I’m going to use His words – it makes no sense to me, but he says) in our Tribal Indifference, we have lost the larger Soul of who we are.  
Now we all wish to regain the Soul of who we truly are in a new and blended way.

And I am so pleased and happy – I am terribly happy to meet you consciously.  We have been together, you have felt my Energy (S. African woman laughs) – that rawness, that Bigness of deeper Spirit that we carry together.  And, I exist now in an Interdimensional Field, in a Space spiritually that is so close.  But I no longer exist on the planet as I have in the Past, in many different incarnations.  But you and I have an association – Soul to Soul.

If all could call-in … in a way, I am a separate Entity, but I am also an aspect, or a piece, of who you are.  And what you desire is that Stillness – what I call Spirit or Holiness – to enter.  But it’s not the Holiness of what has been in the World!  It is the Holiness of the Sacred Point of Light inside of you.

S. African woman:  yeah, yeah.

African Shaman:  And because of the suffering and the disassociations that have happened in Our Lineage and Our Country – particularly in the last, linear years, maybe 200 – it has created a Tribal Indifference to the Still Point of Godliness – or, to seeking deeper spiritual truths.  We have much Joy – we have much celebration, and laughter, and happiness around many things – but we have forgotten the Shaman at the edge of the town, city, or village.  
But that Shaman isn’t someone outside of you – it is you.  For now, it is you, my friend.

Nancy:  He is an ancestor, definitely part of your spiritual lineage.  (All of us sitting in the Session wonder: who is this guy – who is sharing with us?)

S. African woman:  You see, I can’t really think of a male who may have passed-over … who maybe was close in that spiritual sense.  When you described who ‘He’ is, and everything that He has been saying – to me, it sounds like it just comes straight from God.  I don’t know … it feels like it comes directly from The Creator.

African Shaman (who actually is God):  Yes!  Thank you.

S. African woman:  Yeah (big smile).

God:  And I use different ‘mouth pieces’ as you know.  And the spiritual lineage that you carry has been translated down through your spiritual ancestry.  But I have entered as this Energy for you – because you see, it is what you wish to Feel.  You have called Me in – in order to feel something a little different, something Bigger than your normal expectation.

S. African woman:  Because, I feel that (Life) just cannot be, you know, what it is now.  I feel like there is so much more – there has to be … there has to be so much more!  And I don’t know if it’s being selfish, because I feel – no! I want to Feel It!  I want to Feel this thing that is so much more!  I don’t know if I’m being, you know (sigh), selfish about it.  Because, maybe in a way, I actually want to feel good – maybe I know this will make me feel good.

God:  Is it a selfish thing to find that Still Point inside of you?  Is it selfish to Feel God?  Is it selfish to feel that Divine Entity that is you?  I would say, No! It is mandatory – it is mandatory!  It is what is needed now, for you and many, to bring in this actual experience and feeling – so that you translate that – through your beingness – to others.  Because again: there is Indifference, an Energy of Indifference surrounding the spiritual lineage of Our Country and of the area in which you live.

(This spiritual lineage) is trying to reignite itself.  But many are trying to force it through channels that no longer work.  It won’t work to force this Spiritual Still Point – this activation, this enlightenment – into Old forms.  
It is about opening, heart to heart.  There are still some forms, some Sacred Energies that feel resonate – that do not feel dissonant.  But do you see, this is about you – and your Enlightenment.  Because, when you carry that spark inside of you – when you open it – when you feel the connection with your Divinity (with the Still Point inside of you), then ALL will change … more will be activated.  
I would say: you MUST be selfish in that way!
S. African woman:  I guess, then it’s not such a bad thing after all (laughter).

Hib:  If you’re asking the question – if you ask the question, “am I selfish?”  (In your case), it automatically means that you're not selfish.  Because, you’re aware of that (potential) … and you’re conscious.  So, it’s good.

S. African woman:  (explains the meaning of her name).  I want to bring that Light (to people).  But first, I want to be enlightened myself.  I want to be 100% sure – be sure that I’m doing the right thing as well.

Nancy:  Oh, I hear Big Booming Laughter, (everyone laughs also), and He says…

God:  You want to be 100% sure?!!?  You are human!  Do you remember what it’s like to be human (no one is ever 100% sure)?!  But, We all know, in that Divine Place, you are 100% sure that you are that Spark of God.  And, understand that the guarantees of how you live that Spark in your Life, are whatever you create in each moment of Time.  (Nancy says, He is laughing and speaking again in that beautiful, rolling African cadence)…  

I love the human language of: “I want to be 100% sure that I am doing the ‘right’ thing!"  
What is right – what is wrong?!  But I can appreciate your humanness, having been incarnated as a human – now and then … now and then.

God enters when God chooses to enter … and when the choice is Light (for the Light).

Nancy:  So, hmm … I don’t know.  It seems like – He feels like there’s something you wish to discuss.  Because He keeps asking you (in my mind), is there something else you wish to discuss?

S. African woman:  Yes, actually yeah.  I just want to know – I know some people have this connection with the Angels, and they just know who their Angel is.  And they know which Angel 
protects them.  I mean, I believe in Angels, but I’m just not really sure … like, are they there and do I have one – or many – or what?

God (laughing):  What?  God is not enough for you … you must have Angels as well?!  (Nancy says, He is very jocular)  Well – I – this is not enough for you … you want more?! (much laughter all around)

S. African woman:  Oh, my goodness … my god!
(What followed was a discussion of Angelic names, and how difficult it is for Nancy to get names in languages that are “foreign” to her.  God then tried to give a long African name, beginning with the letter M, which could be used to describe Him.  But, it’s beyond Nancy’s linguistic ability.  So, He shifts gears into another way of explaining things)

God (speaking, heart to heart to the S. African woman):  Don’t you want a big, black male Angel?  (Nancy: well, He says that He is more brown).  Don’t you want a Big, Brown male Angel?  

Nancy (who can see Him):  He’s just beautifully colored – brown color … and He’s laughing!
God:  The Angelic Realm answers to Me … and yet, you want them rather than Me?! (much laughter)  

Nancy:  you’ve got the Big Kahuna here!  I have to tell you – He’s Large!  And not an aspect of God I’ve ever met before!  It’s almost of Your Country – whatever a spiritual master, or God, would look like in your culture and cultural imagery.  I don’t know how that would look to you, because every culture – India, Africa, etc. – would see this differently.

God (still speaking to the S. African woman):  For you, you ask, "how do I experience and know my Angelic Self?"  Because, you see, your (human) friends say, “Yes, we know we have angels protecting us.”  

But do you understand?  You are the Angel that is protecting you – and that is with you!  You wish the experience of connection with the Angelic Realms – but it is the connection with the Angel of the Divine that is You … and that is in connection with Me, as your God Self.

So, it is wonderful to know you have support – and there are many different Angelic Beings who have supported you in this lifetime, over the course of your Life.  There are many that have been there for you and that you have even felt at times.  But you have to understand:  now – in this new phase of your enlightened state – that you are your own Angel.  

And I am here to ‘Accept’ that with you.  And for you to begin to feel that – expand into that larger Being-ness of your Self!  And then, you can have any Angel you want enter!  If you want (Archangel) Michael, or any Saint (you can have them enter) … the Angel Gabriele is close to you.  (Much sharing of personal feelings)

S. African woman:  Could this (really) be God?  Could it be, like GOD?!  ‘Cuz that is Big – that is Huge!

Nancy:  Let me ask.

God:  It is how God translates Himself to you – it is the God Self for you.  It is how I, as Divinity, enter for you.  You know, what is God really?  God is God.  It comes to you (each of you) in a way so that you may spiritually experience the relationship.  So, Yes!

God jokes:  The human says, “Could it actually be that I can talk to God … and God can talk to me – to me?!”  Well, of course!  
I have entered today because you have asked for this Enlightenment – for this feeling of your God experience.  You have asked for the beginning of New feelings.  Do you think that when you call upon Us – the deeper layer of God in the Universe – that We do not answer in some way?  
We are not like the Christian (conception) of God who goes off and sits in a Throne and Judges you!

We are a part of you – We are the Collective God of all of your Selves.  How about that for something to throw you off?!  It is I!!!  It is so many different pieces of who you (all) are … and yet, yes, you have asked for the feeling – you have demanded the right to experience a New sense of Godliness – of Divinity – of yourself.  
Do you think that you do not deserve to have that?  
In this day and age, if you call on God, in the way that you have called on God … you will receive it!
S. African woman:  But it is so unbelievable (wonderment).

God:  Yes.  It is difficult for the whole Energy – of what I wish to convey to you – to be received.  That is also why, often times, God comes to you in many different forms.  And even through this Interdimensional Space (of the Consult), I will take the form of an African Shaman, who can relate to you as a person – who can relate to you as a being – so that you may feel the human emotions as well.

There is so much for you to experience!  And instead of making it come to you – you will allow it in.  You do not have to believe it – all you have to do is experience (it).  You don’t have to be right – you just have to “Be” … in every moment.

So, as you are making a decision – or as you are thinking, “I am not feeling this … or I am feeling that.”  That is God also.

S. African woman:  So, it’s like everything that happens in each moment – is meant to happen for that moment.  Whatever emotion – or whatever trial – it is perfect for that particular moment.

God:  Yes.  And if you feel disconnection, say, “Why, thank you – that is God also; there is a reason for this, there is a purpose for this.”  And there will be times when you still feel deep disconnection from your Self (& God) – because you are moving ‘in & out’ of these phases of deeper spiritual resonance.

You can also call on (the deeper energies of the Earth & Nature) to begin to support you, because “All” is God … and Nature is immensely supportive at this time.
– End of session transcript –
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SOUL EXERCISE
    Lay Yourself at the Feet of Your Divinity – you are there
You are already there.  For the purpose of this Exercise, I’d like you to imagine that you are more than you seem.  Try using your imagination to feel the many parts and pieces of your Greater Self.  Here are a few images to experiment with …

Imagine expanding like a hot air balloon to float, looking down, over the Earth.

Float and gaze at the Earth turning beneath you.

Imagine your angelic guides placing their ethereal hands on your shoulder.

Let their touch be real – allow them in … because they are always there (practice anytime).
Imagine your Soul looking through your eyes at the world.

Breathe and feel the Bigness that you are.

Close your eyes and allow your Greatness in.

Open your eyes and allow your Greatness in.

Practice for a few moments (anytime) – even just a few seconds … that’s enough. 

I am already there.  This is the best sort of belief, because it’s based in a vibrating, living reality – one that penetrates you at all times.

Lay yourself at the feet of your own Divinity.

How many Faces do you have?

Learn how to be one person to all people,

And that same person when you’re alone.

A few more Stories …
What’s in a name?  Trouble if your name is Hibbie.

As a third grader in a small Illinois farm town, I finagled my own name change.  I simply told my Teacher on the first day of school that my name was Jonathan.  In Art class that first day, we all took a shot at drawing self-portraits with hand-printed names near the bottom.  I happily hung my new identity, Jonathan Matter, on the classroom wall – while all of us (minus Bobby Treweiller who was in tears because he couldn’t spell his last name) admired our handiwork.

For several weeks, I was Jonathan Matter to the world.  I even managed to convince most of my friends: yes, Hibbie had been my name … but now Jonathan was better – plus a lot easier to say.

Alas, as they say in stories of daring-do, my new handle ran into a big bump on the first parent-teacher day.  My mother scanned the wall that held our squiggly self-portraits.  She scanned the wall again … where was her son’s name?  Was she in the wrong classroom?  
Questions to the teacher brought instant laughs and an abrupt end to my new identity – Jonathan became Hibbie once again.  

In most respects, those early years in Illinois were fairly normal – for a boy.  Autumnal acorn fights, among small tribes of kids from different neighborhoods, gave way to winter battles featuring the same little armies – bundled like mummies – marching back and forth.  In the Winter, we hurled specially-crafted, freezer-hardened snowballs at one another other.  And in the Fall, it was acorns from row upon row of carefully laid-away ‘acorn munitions’ stored in brown A&P shopping bags hidden behind junk in parent’s garages. 
Looking back, it’s amazing any of us have two working eyeballs.

As a youth, I was athletic and a good swimmer.  But the World – and people’s pain – always seemed more real than getting ahead or winning.  Sometimes I would intentionally lose a race, because it hurt too much to see the pain in the eyes of other kids when they lost.  
Does that sound odd?  Try to remember how you felt as a child when you lost or did poorly in comparison with other kids – can you recall how it felt?  
In the realm of personal growth,

Psychological cleanliness is next to Godliness.

Scholastics and athletics eventually got me into Yale University, where I played on the worst freshman football team in the history of that college.  We went 0 – 9, losing every Ivy League and non-conference game we played that season.  If Vassar, an all-women’s college at the time, had fielded a football team, I’m pretty sure we could have beaten them, but barely.

There was something about losing those nine straight games while trying to excel and fit into a World going crazy.  It was 1968-69 and the Vietnam War was in full swing.  Hundreds of thousands of young men my age – Vietnamese, American, Canadian, and others – were killing each other and being killed.  In the summers, I worked with inner city youths as an instructor at an Outward Bound school, but this seemed like a drop in the bucket of world pain, as millions died in Southeast Asia, starved in Africa, and suffered worldwide for lack of such simple things as water, food, medicine, and education.
In the late 60’s and early 70’s this turmoil and pain spread across the Yale campus and many other colleges in America.  As a nation and a planet, we were tearing ourselves apart.  In my own head and heart, I wasn’t doing any better.  I can remember sitting in an intensive group psychology seminar, sophomore year at Yale.  We studied the deeper dynamics of group process and relationships.  In a nutshell, we spilled our guts about what we were feeling, and then fit it all in theoretical psychological frameworks.

Every time it was my turn to share, I sat there and nothing would come out.  The whole group would turn to me and, time after time, I sat there in this inner turmoil of confusion and shame, my face turning red as a tomato.  As a kid from a conservative Midwestern farm town, there was no way I could put all the contradictions I was feeling into words.  I was a mess.
Finally, the only direction I could go was inward – I had to change.  I teetered into the trenches of personal growth therapy … became vegetarian … and began practicing Yoga and meditation – many hours each day and night. 
One thing I’ve learned:  what you consider a weakness in yourself can be a source of immense strength and comfort – if you go deeper into your own unique genius and emotions … and yes, your Fears.
Expand your heart, 
Expand your emotions, 
Expand your Sense of Expansion.

Divinity is attracted to expansion like a hummingbird to nectar.
Stories – continued…
My favorite dream visitors have always been the ones from Sirius.  In my experience, they seem very human and similar to you and me.  

How do I know they’re from the star system Sirius?  All I can tell you is that, when you receive a telepathic communication, you know things.  It’s like seeing a license plate on someone’s car and knowing immediately they’re from Kansas or Florida.  And this particular time, I was invited to visit one of the Siriun home worlds, not too distant (in light years) from Earth.  
I knew in advance it would be a daytrip and was greeted by a husband and wife who would be my hosts for that day.  

They had a wry sense of humor that was so subtle and quick.  I felt like a bumpkin.  I had also arrived, courtesy of kundalini and interdimensional travel, buck-naked.  With a bit of laughter they managed to find a bathing suit for me, as our destination for the day was the beach – it seemed that most of this world was ocean.  We packed a vehicle and headed for the tidal pools.  

I remember the tidal pools looking remarkably like coral reef tidal pools on Earth.  One difference seemed to be that Siriuns took great pride in the stewardship of their World.  The route to the tidal pools was carefully groomed and landscaped in a style of natural architecture reminiscent of an endless arboretum.  And at the ocean shore, I saw an unusual sight – several Siriun scientists communicating with two cetaceans.  The cetaceans were the size of very large dolphins, and I was able to pick up some of the conversation which was telepathic.
The dolphins were saying, “Isn’t that an Earth human over there?”  
I looked around and, seeing no other Earth humans, realized they were speaking about me.  The Siriun scientists nodded in agreement and told the cetaceans that I was just visiting for the day.  I waved to say hello, not trusting my telepathic abilities.
At that moment, both cetaceans turned their full attention on me and telepathically looked me over.  It was like being examined by a review board at the Harvard Graduate School of Inter-Species Biology.  
Very shortly, they dismissed me and returned to their conversation with the scientists.  It would appear I was not yet ready for admission to that particular school of study.

No Hurry … No Worry.

No Worry … No Hurry.
NOTES
As you have read through this book, I hope you took time to feel any underlying emotions that got churned-up.  You may not plan to go through Life experiences quite like the ones in the book but, then again, you never know.

What about all those times you stood around, at work or at school, with groups of friends; and somebody told an offensive joke (or did something that hurt another person emotionally or physically).  Who spoke up?  Did anyone become a whistle blower in that situation and speak to the deeper discomfort most everyone else was feeling?

Fears … and Deeper Integrity – that’s what most of the stories in this book have been about.
Unless you live in a cave deep in the earth far from other human beings – you know what it feels like when personal Fears run smack dab into that sense of integrity and fair play that lurks deep inside each one of us.  It’s seldom comfortable.
And it’s not always about speaking-up, being courageous, or ‘getting it right’.  But it is always about being honest with yourself.  
You don’t necessarily need to save the World each time there’s an injustice.  But you might want to look with clear eyes at your own emotions … and inner stuff.  That’s the beginning of personal change and deepening maturity.
You are more than you seem;
Consider where you go when you dream.
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