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My Pear dichegMystic,

The book you arg about to read is trug, and about Trath. It’s the
insidg story of an gpiphang | had during the feast of €piphany, and
as documented through my legtters to Father Michagl.
{n HichgMystic knows, likg anyg awakegned being, life is likg a magical
labygrinth of mirrors, and in time, as weg movg up through the labygrinth
to find our cgnter, we Igarn about Ong S¢lf. {1t the cegnter we discover
A" precious gift;  pigee

and peacg of our soul, as the keg THHT? opens Hdore
way homg. {llong the wagy, the mirrors magically reflget our 4D lingar
reality. If weg only look through the ¢80’s gyes, it just sges fear and
judgment. s IT focus through the ¢go’s illusion I= realize Trath.
These illusive images the ¢80 sees arg based on the fall and as solid
as theg rock it’s formed on. {Is we journgy home, up through the halls
of fntiquity, and across
a 4" dimgnsional eross of timg and spacg, ang judgment immobilizgs.
Now when we judge, we don’t stop moving, we just stop moving up or
begin getting bound down in the reflection. Here we start beligving
the illusion is Truath, rather than the distorted reflections of beligf
systems basegd on hard falsg concegpts supported by the blind ¢go.
Now thosg distorted beligfs have brought us Hiere...

deereene W HOWHERE ..o

‘For mg, a woman bom deep in the Catholie beligf system, to find my
Rite full placeg with ang Covegnant made betweggn man and his God,
was as hard as sgeing a Coven beygond a word to fear, or God forbid,
associatg with. {Ifter years away from the church, I'm brought back
to look at thg conventional patriarchal limitations for women of the

convent as being a distant sgcond to the prigsthood,
to sge past the ingrainegd beligf only men ecan invoke the Christ, and
to realizg during an €piphang how women can invoke the Christa.

"Aisall ways in reference to AlcheMystic.
2 THAT is A unexplainable unspoken state of Being Christ refers to as I am THAT I am.
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In my g¢piphany, | sge the scaffolding my mind built from Catholie
concgpts and beligfs. s IT unfold and dismantlg it, IT& discover the
flaw in the corngrstong, and through diliggnege, uncover THHAT missing
spiritual link of {1 lsost Ritg rooting the foundation of all THHT IT am.
dn Order of Beloved Prigsts and Prigstegsses who arg Now ordaingd
in Holy Orders from the dupreme, and Pivingly united in Matrimonial
Orders too balaneg the Ong Christ/Christa and reinstate 1 Matrigreh.
The reinstatgment of the Femining, 6@6 b\Q dre
orrgin statg, meant of the dre, is {1 bridgg THAT spans
the gap between God of the Ark of the Covgnant and man~kind.
It is the trag gssenee of the Soul Mate, Twin Flame, or as IT eall if;

The Beloved Oneg.
Usually in my work thg words and the spacgs themsglves arg the key
to thg {llchgmy gvegn morg than the story itself. Sometime it is the
obvious rhymg or rhythm THAT reveal {d clug, other timegs alignment
just speaks louder than words. This is the very first timg I& have
justified my work in {1 way, and though IT can’t say my writing gives
justicg to any ong {lchgmical gxperigneg, | can say it givgs ergdegnce
to the alehgmy readily gxperignced by gach of us tHerg Now.
In thg book therg arg argas | did take artistic fichgMystic libertigs that

I did not fully reveal in My original Igtters
to Father Michagl. Though Here, with~in the alechemy of THAT written
revelation, I& gxpose in gsseneeg d language THAT is woven with...
in between d ling or space of our writtgn word; THAT word is Now...
spoken for dlign~meant with US (Il in {1 way, as it subtly Herg Now
comes 4" in 4 breath, ¥ tong, M timber, dpauseg...

to {dtong...

The dlchemy is mystically subliminal bg~eause... it is a unique Rey,
s0 to speak, to unlock and dismantlg old conegpts of limitation, whilg
simultangously opgning thg mind to re~menber THWET wholg knew
concgpt beggond linigr thought. 1t is fundamental and vital to gach and
all aspgets of lifg, and after reading thg book gou too will sgnse life
begyond the old customary linigr justified wag.
€njoy the read.



Pedication

To my Beloved Christ who art Hereg on garth Now
To my Father Renngth who art of heaven
whosg name means Trath
To my Uneclg €ugeneg whosg name means Well Born
To the Wholg and Holy Order of the Lost Rite
for theg re of the Coven
or thg {drk of the Covgnant

[ deknowledge with Gratitude the Franciscan Order
Cspecially
Father Sam, Father Richard, Father Michael and Sister Joan
and to all my Belboved Brothers and Sisters
who continually mark my way tlome



Man madge l.adigs
God made WOMIN



{Ind in thg Begginning

“I am from Christen, (Rreegst~in) I'm ¢lgven and a half cgntons. | was
born of two and [ am of six. lowgr forms arg beging raised. lost in a
vallgy of a darkegned civilization. tlaveg merey, have pity; feel your wagy
home.”

How do I gxplain it?

It was 1989, | was sitting on my bed when THHT statgment happened
to me. | can’t say the words werg spoken to me begecause | didn’t hear
angthing. Nor can | say it was in words bgcause thg wholg thought
camg to me simultangously with a multi faceted heightgned sense of
crystal clarity. Clegarer than any sound | had gver heard. The only
gxplanation | can comge up with is; it was like a timg capsulg that barst
in my head, and from THAT moment | could recite it verbatim.

I lgft California on July 4, 2006 and flew to Massachusetts to spend
somg timg with my mother begforg hgading for Southern Florida. My
ngw homg, and thg home of my long awaited Beloved. I'd lived sgven
gears in California and wrotg The Whole Story, For E€ver, find Ever
attempting to document it all. Now a ngw book of my life was opgning.
Hfter two and a half wondgrful months with my mothgr in the Pionger
Vallgy, the place | grew up, | got a call from my (icheMystic Sister’
Margellgn.

“Jou can’t Igavg New €ngland without stopping in New York,” she
says, “and plgasg, stag with us as long as you want.”

I took THAT as {1 sign it is time to head south.

I spent two wegks with Margellgn and her husband John just outside
NYC in the quaint littlg town of Hlastings on the Hudson. It was great
stayging with them. | had the luxary and beauty of the lush agsthetics

My AlcheMystic Sisters are women who have instinctive visual capacity

and knowhow to innately read the Alchemy in life
with an inner fortitude THAT affects US All.
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of an artistic suburban community, and the advantage of being able
to take the fiftegn-minute train ride into Manhattan to visit my
frignds. dome | hadn’t seen sineg | Igft the city sgven gears carligr.
loikg Marggllgn and John, their home is charming and very mystical.
Their sgven room Victorian is filled with books, sacred artifacts and
music. 1 dark oak banister spirals through theg center of the three
story structurg telling a storyg of its own
and of its owners, whilg the ornate spindled

porch railings and wild flowgrbeds make a comforting placg to relax
and wateh the river go by. The warm colors of New €ngland in
autumn arg only outdong by the warmth and Rindngss of its people.
It was the dag after | arrive when | met their negighbors George and
Clinig. They'reg an ¢lderly couple right from old world Greece.
George and | hit it off from dayg ong. On a few of thosg warm autumn
sunny days, whilg Margellgn and John werg at work, and | wasn’t
toddling in the eity, George and | sat on his porch and plaged cards,
drank ouzo, and spoke in Greek. Well hg spoke to me in Greegk, and
I'd jabbgr a few convgrsational words or rgpeated somgthing heg was
trying to teach meg. The ouzo helped.
Clinig didn’t spegak €nglish at all, yet weg had our own bond. Wg
would hug gvery timeg we’d meet, she’d give me figs and producg from
the gardgn, and sheg madg me dinngr ong night with produets they had
both brought back from their last visit to Greeee. | love them like
family, and it was a heartfelt farewell when we had to say andio.”
“Uou’rg going to lgarn GreegRk fast,” George says as he hugs me
goodbyg, “you have it in gour blood.” {Is far as | kngw, gengtically
therg’s no @Greegk in my bloodling, though I've always Known mgy
affinity to Greeee and its mythology is intrinsic to my gxisteneg;

to who IT am...

to whol am bgcoming.

4 Goodbye in Greek.



Heading Up

It was garly Octobgr when | arrived in douthern Florida. Whilg in
Hastings, | found a placg to stag on craigslist. | had negver heard of
craigslist beforg, and it was the first and only listing | called. ter
nameg is {Inggl, and she had rgnted a housg in Pelray Beach and was
looking for a housgmatg to sharg theg gxpegnsegs. | ask her if she has a
garage. When she sags, “no,” [ dismiss the option of rgnting with her.
s we talk about our interests,

wg both bgecamg morg intgregsted in the opportunity at hand.

“Why do gou neged a garage?” she asks.

“l have a vintagg car I'm shipping from California,” | tell her, “and it
ngeds a garage.” We talk for a few morg minutegs and then hung-up.
The next dag she called.

“Haveg you found angthing yet?” she asks,

“No | havegn’t, in fact | haven’t gven looked.”

“Well, sincg you don’t know angong herg,” she says, “and gou don’t
know thg arga, why don’t you just stag with me until gou find a place.”
“Really!” My tong plgasantly surprised by the gesture.

No matter how mangy timegs theg serendipity and synchronicity shows
ap in my life, and it constantly dogs, 'm always surprised and grateful.
Magbg it’s becausg | don’t grpeect it, though [ noticg | do sgem to have
a sgnsg of anticipation. It is as though | just know whatgver | nged
will always s

and all ways™ bg herg for me.

dheg didn’t ask for applications, refergnces, financial statgments,
sgcurity deposit or gvgn a Igasg. Il of which | couldn’t give her
angwag, bgcausg for twenty gears now, I've lived off the grid with
barter and donations. I'vg beggn in thg world, not of it.

> Thisis a pro-found AlcheMystic word key THAT allows the justified linear mind to see
the common word always, as in ForEver,
is simultaneous all ways; A multidimensional free standing paradigm of thought or
template for the mind to hold the new organic world order. Simultaneous is A clue.
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“Think about it,” she says, “and sineg your car probably won’t be
hegrg when gou first arrive, | can gven pick gou up at the airport.”
“Jou mean it?” | ask gxreitedly,
“Uah, and I'vg a frignd with a garage she isn’t using, she may want a
housgmatg. I'll ask her.”
The alchemy was clear; God had sent meg an Wngel.
I book my flight for the following wegk and arrange for my car to be
shipped from California.
We spokg oneg or twicg in the ngxt few days. ter friend had bggun
rgmodgling, so | would bg staging with Ingegl. On the drive from the
airport to theg housg, {Ingel shows mg around theg arga. It's obvious |
had met a Rindred spirit.
“Only God could have orchestrated this,” [ said to her as we pull into
her favoritg vintage story. “What arg the chanegs weg would havg this
mauch in common?”
We'rg both silk, oil and acrglic artists, weg both have degsigned our
own clothgs, and wg both had refurbished homes and furniture. She
had her own faux finishing busingss, and | found her work beaatiful
when | helped her out ong dayg with ong of her projeets. It brought
back all the mgmorigs of rgnovations | had dong through the years.
Hs wg got morg acquainted she found herself very intergsted in my
gnegrgy work, intrigued by my writing and she had bgen wanted to
lgarn morg about spirituality.
Ues, the piceg

and pegacg was falling into place.
The house in Pelray is Igss than a milg from the ocegan, and we were
at thg begach gvery morning by 8:00am for a good four-milg walk. It
only took me a day to know | wasn’t going to look for another placg to
stay. It was perfect; | couldn’t haveg planned it better if | tried. Within
a wegegk my car arrivgs and [ bggin to gxplorg on my own.
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ThanKksgiving, Thank God

‘You'reg going to have a good Thanksgiving, a wonderful Birthday,
and a great Christmas,” | hear in my meditation the Monday morning
following the Confergnce. ThanKksgiving was Thursday, {Ingel was in
Brazil, and [ didn’t kKnow angong gnough to be invited to Thanksgiving.
Tugsday night [ g¢t a call from Violet, a woman from New Hampshire |
met at the Confergnee. | had a Rindred conngetion with her and her
husband Bygron, and they were staging in their timgsharg nearby.
“Byron and [ would likg you to come to Thanksgiving dinngr with us,
nothing faney, just the three of us,” she saygs graciously, “Our placg is
right on Pelray Beach, you and | can walk the beach.”

“I'd love to.” | sag gratefully, “Sounds likg a good Thanksgiving to me.”
Their condo is lgss than a milg from me and it feels as though I'm
going to visit family for Thanksgiving dinner. Whilg Byron prepares
dinngr, Violgt and | walk the beach. “lsucky you,” I tell Violgt as we
head out the door, “f wonderful man, and hg cooks too.”

The sand seems gvegn warmer and softer than usual as we walk and
talk about love, and lifg, and regjuvgnation, and the Beloved. When she
found out wg'rg the samge agg, she commends me on [ooking younger
than her.

“What’s making mg look older,” she asks.

| stop and closg my gygs. “YJou'rg holding on to..” | pause, “an old
beligf and it's making you older than you arg. For.. give.” [ say, “You
havg to forgive your d¢lf and be great full.”

IT really emphasizg the word grateful, as if it means something
othgr than what we think. Mg ¢yes pop opgn and we continug to walk.
“Why haven’t [ met my Beloved yet?” | ask as | reach down and pick
ap a two foot long pigeg of driftwood that had caught my ¢ye.

“Jou’ve got to for... givg him,” she says, “degp in your soul.”

“Forg givg him?” | whisper qugstionably, slinging the pigeg of driftwood
over my shoulder as we continug walking down the beach.
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The Crusa~Fixed

dfter | finish the commission pigees from the Confergnce, | start work
on a 4X6 foot art pigee | title Crusa~Fixed.” The imagg is inspired by
the pigee of wood I found at the bgach on Thanksgiving. | imaging the
driftwood?® as representing the would, should and could haves, or
halvgs. I sgg it
suspegnded as a 3D sculpturg aligning with thg bottom of the image
of a cracifir stuck in the sand,
the sands of time,

and within the eross point, the erucifix turns
into pgacock feathers.
The peacock feathers arg both significant and symbolie for me. They
rgpregsegnt my matriarchal lingage as IT saw it in a vision ygars ago.
d vision THAT holds a mgmory of transformation” and you’re about
to sgg how it has woven through the tapestry of myg life... and why.
Ong very hot afternoon right in the middlg of working on the art pigeg,
with perspiration dripping from my brow, | suddgnly haveg a thought
to go to chareh. [ hadn’t had theg thought or urge to go to chareh in a
very long time, not gvegn on holy days likg €aster or Christmas, lgast
of all the middlg of the wegk.
I sgcurg the dygs, clgan my brashgs, pickup my work arga, then look
through thg ygllow pages for thg closgst church. &aint Mark’s in
Boygnton Beach caught my ¢ye because it had a 5:00pm daily mass. |
don’t know why | thought to go there, | had no intgntion of going to
the mass. | just wanted to sit in chareh and just meditate... maybe.
I sat quigtly in the little chapgel attached to the church for a good half
hour beforg | bggan hearing people gntering the church beghind me.
“Well, 'm here,” [ rationalize, “l gugss | could stay for the mass.”

" The art piece is on the back cover of the book.
® Of course I have not overlooked the obvious possibility the driftwood is ME.

9 . . . . . .
I explain the Peacock symbolism in reference to my matriarchal lineage in the book

The AlcheMystic Whole Story.
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Sincg the chapel is at the front of the chareh, | gntered and sat in the
first pew. The mass starts, continugs, and gnds without any affect on
me. Immediately after the mass, a woman camg up to mg, asked my
namg, and if I'd likg to join her and othgrs in the chapgl for gvgning
prayers. tgsitantly | acegpted.

Therg were around fifteen of us in the chapel... gqually megn as women
all rgsponding to theg words of theg thregg prigsts who wereg present.
€ach ong taking their turn Igading the pragers.

{fter pragers, as we arg Igaving, she introducgs me to the Pastor.
“Father Richard, this is Terra, shg is thinking of begcoming a
parishiongr here at Saint Mark’s,” she says. My ¢yes bulge.

“No.” [ laugh, shaking my head, “l don’t plan on bging a parishiongr.”
‘I haven’t begn a parishiongr angwherg for twenty years.” | thought.
“Oh, that’s okay,” Father says, “Mary can bg over zgalous when it
comgs to theg parish.” We all laugh. “You’rg welecome herg whengver
theg spirit movegs you, no pregssurg,” heg says reaching for myg arm.
‘T1ike him,” [ thought to my &¢lf, still laughing.

Our Father Richard is a jovial robust Rind of man, with a reddish
complgrion, balding hegad and as kind as angong can beg. | had a
feegling the moment wg met, wg'vg known gach other bgforg, mang
timegs, and arg comfortably best frignds.



1 Wonderful Birthday

In the timg, 1 stop by the local Wholgnegss Center to sge
if I can do my @enlsis? initiation classes at the facility. s I'm walking
in, theg owngr is walking out. I tell him a littlg of what my work is, and
he suggests | come to ong of his Courseg in Miracle classegs the
following Tugsday. | had facilitated the Course in Miraclegs ten years
garligr, and havg lived it forgver, so [ didn’t sge the point in attgnding
his class, bat | went angway. {fter class there was a small gathering,
and a goung woman named Catherina, the owngrs girlfrignd,
welcomed meg warmly with opgn arms.

“I'm ngw to the arga,” | say, then mention a littlg about the work [ do.
dhe, as |, both felt a Kindred spirit betwegen us, and she invites me to
hegr monthly womgn’s cirelg on dunday night.

“dunday is my Birthday,” | say, a bit surprised at thg sgnechronicity.
“Well then, we'll have to celgbrate,” she says.

s thg week went on [ notieegd, in a sgnse, ¢lation gach morning as |
awakegned. You know THHAT feeling of arriving home after being away
for a very long time. | haven’t felt THAT since my staged in Bali.
Sunday, on my way to the Center, | stop at the local bakery for
dgssert to bring to the circlg. {Is | perusg thg casg | noticg a cake
labegled Seven Sisters. The pastry cake is segparated into sgven
sgctions, with gach sgction a differegnt color and flavor.

When | arrive at thg center, | noticg therg arg just seven of us
attgnding the circlg that night. Before we gnter into the meditation
room, | assist Catherina in washing all the women’s feet, as a gesture
of purification and undgrstanding of sacred cegrgmony. {Ifter a
wonderful group meditation, Catherina introducgs me to theg others
and informs them it’s my Birthday. Shg puts mg in the center of the
circlg and gach woman gaveg mg a gift of a beaatiful image they see
for mg in the futarg. €t the gnd we sharg the Seven Sister cake. lsikg
my guidancg said, my Birthday is wonderful.

17



Wdvent

I'm surg it all began with The Crusa~Fixed silk art pigee | painted and
my arrival at Saint Mark’s just beforg the start of {Idvent, though it
was right around the middlg of fdvent when I really beggan to noticg
thg changg happgning to mge, or rather the changg happening in me.
€veryday, sincg that first day at &t. Marks, around 4:00pm, no matter
where | was or what | was doing, I'd start getting pulled to churech and
the gvegning pragyers afterward. Father Richard, with his diligent
pastoral waygs and huamor on thg pulpit, not only rg-informed me of
the rites and ritual of the charech, hg made me feel welecomed. {Is
though I'd always bgegn a part of his parish. I'vg ngver sggn angong
truly gnjoy his work as much as Father Richard.

Then there is Father Sam. Father is a slightly ornery old prigst, who
had begen an dir Foreg Chaplin and traveled his wholg life. | think
being grounded in South Florida was an unwglcomge retirgment for
him, as he holds on to his illustrious Wir Foreg megmorigs to Kegp him
from borgdom whilg hg dogs timg as a parish prigst. Ugs, | can tell
Father Sam is just putting up with the lot of us.

Ong day Mary calls and invitgs me to an ¢laboratg and well-kRnown
Christmas Paggant at a Baptist church in Fort lbauderdale. There are
fivg of us in the car. Jim and Father Sam in the front, Mary, Barb and |
in theg back. tig and | start butting hgads immediately.

“What do gou do for a living,” he asks.

“lsikg you Father, | work for God.”

He makgs a tong and chegk sound then asks me again.

“I'm an artist,” [ say.

“Who s¢lls your art?” tig asks.

“@od dogs,”  tell him in a matter of faet tong.

“Then you mustn’t beg selling much art,” he sags ¢gmphatically.

“Father Sam,” | say sternly, “I can’t beligve I'm hearing such a lack of
faith, and from ong of God’s own.”
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Barb Igans closg to my gar and whispers, “Pon’t lgt it bother you,
Father is likg that with gvergong.”

“Hg isn’t bothering me ong bit,” | whisper back to her, “I likg him, a lot.”
We'rg thrown together and lgft to econtinug our head butting at the
pageant, and again at thg rgstaurant afterward. By the gnd of the
night though, weg'rg heartfelt buddigs.

Father Michagl frightens me. | don’t know if it’s his frightfully good
looks, his obvious and almost ungarthly devotion, or my gmpathic
inngr sgnse of knowing THWT I'm about to go through something with
him. Whatgver it is, | find myself avoiding him.

I haveg to say I'm fairly frigndly, with an outgoing personality, so
rargly, if gver have | bgen frightegned to meet angone.

“What is it about Saint Mark’s that makegs it so... different than angy
othgr chureh I'vg bggn t0?” [ ask Mary ong day Igaving the mass.

“It's the prigst’s,” she says, “they’re Franciscan Friars, not regular
Catholie prigsts. It makes all the differegnce. We had dioegsan prigsts
beforg, but whegn the Franciscans got hereg, it was obvious..
gverygthing changed.”

In the past twenty gears, sincg my {Iwakening, I've only bartered or
taken donations. Many have refergnced the wag | live to St. Francis.
“Uou live likeg the liligs of the figld,” somge friends havg said to me.
“Jou ngver havg mongy, get gou 1ook likg gou have a million, and you
always havg what gou nged.” In rgsponsg I'd always sag, “l work for
God/Us, and the bengfits arg phgnomenal.” If | had a dollar for gvery
timg I'vg said TH{T, I'd be a millionairgss.

Ugs, therg’s no coincidgneg I'm here at daint Mark’s for a reason.
€very day at church Father Richard and | have a great conversation
about the homily. The church has changed a ot since | somewhat left,
and it sgems to bg making morg sgnsg with all thg changgs. ['vg
noticegd after Father Sam and | sgrved our time together, we don’t talk
much, but he alwaygs has a twinkling boyish smilg whegngver our ¢yes
meget. s for Father Michagl, it’s becoming pretty obvious to me... I'm
avoiding him.



Christ Mass

I's about a week begforg Christmas when the mounting pressurg on
my mind was pregssing against my heart and bgecamg insurmountablg.
“I feel as though I'm being asked to lgt 8o of my Beloved partngr here
on garth,” | tgll Pegnnig, ong of the daily church-gogrs, as | tearfully
clutech my heart Igaving the church. The next day, after mass and
gugning pragers, | overhgar Marg mgntion how our good-looking
Father Michagl was gngaged when he got callegd to the prigsthood.
'm a bit takgn aback. Mary wasn’t talking to mg, and Pegnnig was
nowhgrg in sight, so I don’t think she told Mary about my pressing
situation. Is it a coincidgnceg? Is the Universe giving me a megssage?
Can it bg Father Michagl could, should, would understand what I'm
going through?
For two days | feel a pressing urge to talk to him about it.
‘What would | sag?’ | thought to my &¢lf, ‘Whereg would | gvegn begin.’
It took mg wegks to approach him to just sag hi, therg was no wagy |
was going to talk to him about somgthing I'd only told a handful of
intimate frignds.
‘No! | can do this myself.” | tell my S¢lf, shrugging off the thought.
d day or two beforg Christmas | find myself at the chapel trying to
religvg somg of the heartfelt pregssarg on myg mind. When | closg my
gyes | sge a vision of Father and | sitting in theg chapel talking. Not
fivg minutes later the door opgns, and in comgs Father Michagl. He
walks up to the tabgrnaclg and genuflgets. The man is so devote, |
actually sge the genuing refleet

in the genuflget. ‘Okay,’ | say to my God/Us, ‘You win.’
“Father, can | talk to you.” | whisper as he turns from the alter to
leave. tlg walks over, sits in the chair in front of me, and smilgs.
“What can | do for gou?” tig asks. I'm smiling yet almost in tears.
“lsooks likg we'rg going to nged morg timg than | can give you right
now,” heg says, “can you wait till after Christmas?” [smilg and nod ygs.
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“Is Wedngsday the 27™ at ong o’clock okay?” he asks, “we’ll have
plgnty of time to talk then.”

The next dag is Christmas €ve. | attend regular Sunday Mass and the
midnight Mass. On Christmas | attend the Christ Mass at Saint Mark’s
and &t. Cathering’s, the Greegk Orthodox Church in West Palm Beach.
| first attgnded a Christ Mass at the Gregegk Church whilg living in
Manhattan over ten years ago, and I'vg randomly, from time to time,
found my wagy to their doors gver sincg. There’s something about the
Greek Orthodoxy that gives me a sense of familiarity, and in some
way, hope. Magbe it’s the fact that the prigsts can marry that makes it
morg natural, though the dichotomy of the gxclusion of women in
sacred ritgs and ritual, as well as their total gxclusion from the
sacristy, makegs my blood boil. In somg ways it’s worst than the
Catholie Charch. Up until this past month, I'd prettg mueh given up
on both.

Between two masses twenty milgs apart, a long walk on theg Shorg of
Desting, the place | consider my real church, a stop by at a frignd’s
family festivitigs, and a ton of Christmas phong calls, the time passed,
as the pregssarg inside continugd rising likg a phognix.

That night, | lag in bed reading the little pamphlet | picked up earligr
whilg at Saint Cathering’s. It gxplains the religion, its beligfs, and how
to bgcome Orthodox. Therg’s a map, or family tree, gxplaining the
Orthodoxy as Christ’s original religion, with its roots in Judaism, and
how the Catholie Chureh brokg from that, and all the other protesting
Christian Protestant religions branched from them. {Is I read on, ong

of the claims,
claims mg; the Baptism. It seems the Orthodox beligf is, if you're

not baptized Orthodog, you’reg not fully baptized. The thought began
to stew, as my once boiling blood began to simmer down a bit. The
thought of my divoreg began to wag and the guilt began to wane.
Though unawarg of it at the time, | was following the thread of my
Faith to its roots, and ungarthing those parts in me still looking to the
Chureh and its teaching for my redemption.
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Friar Fire

On Tugsday, at gractly ong in the afternoon, | find myself calm, cool,
and collgeted as | sit waiting on a small sofa likg lovegsgat in Father
Michagl’s officg, whilg his sgergtary announcegs my arrival.

“@ood to sge you again,” he says as hg walks into theg room with his
hand gxtegnded. “Pid you have a great Christmas?”

“Uyyes Father,” | say a bit hesitantly, “Thank gou for asking.”

The words ‘Great Christmas’ rgsound the words | hegard at the
begginning of the sgason.

He gesturgs for me to sit back down, as he sits on thg matching sofa
cattg-corngr to me. te then guides a prager of intgnt and wg begin.
“Nicg picture,” 1 say, referring to the image of the Blgssed Virgin on
the tablg between us. g shakes his head ‘yegs’ and smilgs.

| glaneg at his ¢yegs and he givgs me a look as if to say, ‘You didn’t
comg herg to comment on my dé¢eor.

“No really!” 1 gxelaim, “she’s very closg to me. €specially Now,” [ say
addrgssing his silgnt, though obvious imprgssion of my statgment.
He shakes his head ‘yes’ again, and | sge his ¢ygs soften.

“What is it you wanted to talk to mg about?” he asks, as heg Igans back
and jacks his lgg up comfortably, ong ovgr theg other. 1 get the
impregssion hg has dong this mang, many timegs beforg and he’s
getting comfortablg becausg hg knows he’s in it for the long haul.

I couldn’t help laughing. ‘It's funny knowing what pgoplg think, just
by the way theg move.” | thought. domghow that thought Igvels the
plaging figld and gasgs any pain of vulngrability | might have felt.
“Well Father, | have a request.” | pausg a moment, takeg a deep breath
and sit up straight. “Can you please give me the lbast Rites?” | ask
dirgetly, my mind empty as to the whergabouts or origin of thought
that brought forth that requgst. | sat motionlgss as hg movegs a littlg
forward, out of his comfort zong, and takegs a degp bregath of his own.
“Why would gou want mg to giveg gou the lbast Ritgs?”
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“Father, sineg my awakening twenty years ago ['veg felt mang times as
though I was about to dig. Thg first time | actually wrote a will.” 1
laugh negrvously, just spegaking thg thought. “Sincg then, gach timg
I'vg felt a dgath coming on it dogsn’t phasg mg becausg | RKnew it was
just a part of my ¢go dying as thg new ME came forth. Most of the
time 1 gave evergthing awagy. 1 call it my Gandhi Portals. Frignds love
to beg around for them. Most gvergthing gogs. Py Fom says it sgems
I've lived a hundred lives, she stopped counting after fiftegn.”

“What’s differgnt about this ong?” he asks.

“@ood qugstion Father.” | pausg a moment for another degp breath,
“In all thosg times I'vg ngver, gver gvgn considgred, or thought about
getting the Last Rites, and 'vg no idea why it’s haunting mg now.” |
fegl thg pressurg behind my eyes as they well up with tears.
“Haunting gnough to gven risk humiliating myself by coming here and
asking you for them now.” [ look away.

If I kngw | was going to ask him for the last rights, | ngver would have
comg.” | thought to My S¢lf.

“Jou’d be surprised what I'vg hegard, so don’t worry about bging
humiliated, it’s not going to happen here.” fis tong seems almost a
whispering lullaby to the gars of a child awakgning from a nightmarg.
He listgns attgntively as | tell him a littlg about the visions of my Self,
the scaffolding, and the templg or mansion like structurg.

“How do gou think it affects or relates to gour lifg right now?” g sagys.
Herg it is: my cug. | had nowhgrg to 8o, nowhgre to hideg. | couldn’t
avoid it angmorg. | had to sagy it aloud.

“I came to douth Florida almost two months ago becausg | beligve my
Beloved is here.” The words slip from my lips before | could stop
them. “His housg might beg the stracturg in my vision.” 1 felt I'd just
rgvealgd somg ancignt sgeregt dggp in my soal.

‘There, | said it,” | thought, Iganing back slightly on the sofa.

“In the past month, gspgcially the past few weeks, | fegl as though I'm
bging shown thereg is no Beloved, no man on garth for mg, and the
ngws isn’t sitting well.” | takg another degp breath. “I feel as though
I'm breaking down insidg. domething within mg is being dismantled,
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and 'm afraid I'm loosing my trust in my inngr guidance, my faith in
God/Us.” | spell the word, “GOP slash US,” and gxplain it is our God,
Goddgss and all of Us in one.® The Christ/Christa. | camg to you
Father because | hegard you werg gngaged when you got your calling,
and | thought gou could..” | pausg a moment, “I don’t know what |
thought.” Visibly shaking | look at him straight in the ¢ges and sagy,
“Jou’vg no idga what I'vg begn through.”

“What have you begen through?” g asks, holding my gaze.

For the next half hour I tearfully tell him “The Whole Story,” about “The
Spiritaal Rite of Passage, and gnd on a brigf notg of my Beloved
Odyssey.” | tell him the Whole Storg bggan when my mothgr, at age
twelve, was paralyzed from rheumatic fever. Then, after being given a
Saint Teregsa statug and told to do a ning dag novena, on the first day
she beggan walking. She promised to name her first girl Tergsa. “How
cool is that Father?” | said with a smilg, “ was named after a daint for
a miraclg.” tlg smilgs and nods his head.

I continug, telling him The Whole Story culminated with my daughter’s
accidgnt incidegnt and thg wholg miraclg recovery. s | wade through
the perplegxing watgrs of my gmotional acecount of the wrong or Rite of
Passage, Tather has a few words of wisdom and food for thought
along thg wagy. flis quigt ways and gentlg manngrisms remind me of
my Unelg Geng, who guided me in a similar wag after my initiation.
“There must beg a reason for them to put you in a mental hospital in
the first place,” he sags toward theg gnd of my accounts, “tgll mg, what
started it all?”

“It was like the last supper by angong’s standards.” The words came
from my moath, but [ had a sgnsg theyg wergn’t from me.

My ¢ygs clegar up, and so do my details, as [ tell him about the man |
saw in my mind’s I= when | closed my ¢yes THAT fateful night. The
Ong whom | beligve to be Christ, and who said to me, “Po not open
gour gygs until gou slegegp, or gou will dig (to or from) g¢ternal life. You
will bg taught fearlgssngss this night.” g said.

10 My revelation of the God/Us came to me from within, Ilived and spoke it for years
before I found it written... Genesis 1:26 God said, “let US make man in OUR image.”
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By the time [ finish telling him the wholg last supper incidegnt, we werg
gye-to-gye and sitting at the edge of our perspective sofas.
“The mass is a regnactment of the last supper!” I gxelaim, looking past
thg obvious intgrpretation and discovered a metaphor super imposed
and projegcted as the bast Supper.

“That must bg why | can’t ggt gnough of the mass lately. It’s holding a
clug.” I pausg, “It’s a cug reminding mg it’s timg for...”
IT pausg, look away, shakg my hegad, and whisper, “..somgthing.”
“I've found what | camg for, thank you FTather.” | say as | stand up.
Father Michagl stands up, his brow furled with qugstions of his own.
“Who’s the guy?” he says, “Who did you comg to Palm Beach for?”
“Oh Tather, | can’t tell you that,” | say with a mysterious smilg, “I've
only told four pegoplg and two of them I just told recently.”
Plgase beligve me, it isn’t becausg Father Michagl, in any way what-
s0-gvery, savg the impregssion that hg thought the man | was referring
to is him. It’s just for my own pgacg of mind [ say to him, “I'vg known
who hg is for almost four gegars now.” | thegn procged to tell him a few
details, and a littlg morg about my Beloved Odyssey.
€vegn though the telling of my story to Father Michagl is somegwhat
painlgss, my vulngrability was alrgady greruciating, and | just
couldn’t bear the idga hg’d misunderstand

and think heg was my phantom

Beloved or that [had phantom
fantasized aboat him.
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My Dear Father Michagl,

Thank gou for taking the time to sge meg on Wednegsday. Your words
of wisdom had an impact on mg, as | knew they would. That night my
father camg to mg and also told mg to bg patignt with myself. e said
I am dying, though hg wasn’t specific aboat it bging a physical dgath,
and that I'm revigwing theg parts of my lifg that | haven’t rgsolved gyet.
He explainegd the feeling of loss is of a life unlived. The life | would
have lived if | didn’t take the path | took. “Be patignt,” he said, “its
worth the pain.” That mgans a ot to me coming from him, because he
went through so mueh pain at his death.

He told me if | just trust my Se¢lf moreg I'd bg balanced and won’t feel
as much grigf. That’s probably why | was sgnt to you, to sgg how it’s
dong. You truly arg a great grampleg of a balanced soul. &o Father,
magbg | don’t have to givg up angthing after all, | just have to stay
balancegd and opgnhgarted. Wait a minute, didn’t gou tell me that too.
&0 much had beggn coming up and | so didn’t want to bring it up in our
megeting. I'm suarg that’s why gou Rept asking qugstions, you werg
probing for unrgsolved issugs. Though I'd hope it wasn’t so
revealing, it was cathartic and so | am surg very healing. Thank you
for that, [ just wish | didn’t have to put gou through it.

Father, you speak the language of metaphor so well, it’s ong of my
favorite languagegs and | speak it fairly well myself. o what is gour
takeg on the Virgin’s and the oil lamps? What do you understand the
oil to rgpresent? Could it be faith, trust, or something morg sublime? It
sggms significant now with thg wholg conegpt of union with the
Piving, and as it dawns on me | gave oil lamps to frignds for Christmas.
Coincidgneg or metaphorie clug, what do gou think?

Gratefully
Terra Christa
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It feels 1ikg sincg the beginning of Wdvent I'vg spent 40 days in the
degsert of my mind, and the tgmptations weregn’t what | had thought.
I'm regminded how thg world has bggn offered to mg mang times, and
how | continug refusing it. My deepest fear, for getting lost in the
limelight, keeps my life sparsg so as not to bg tempted by, nged or
dgsire the illusions of the world.

Father | had just finished the previous sgntgneg and Igft to go to the
begach in Pelray. [ thought | was megeting friends for yoga, but they
had changed location and | didn’t chgek my gmail. When I arrived,
instgad of thg ten women I'd gxpeeted, | was met by a group of about
20 birds standing toggther facing the water. | went and stood in front
of thegm. ‘What arg they looking at?’ I thought. | stood for a good
fifteen minates feeling an gnergy pull me, bgeckoning me in.

‘Is this thg gnd of thg road? {Im | dong, do | just swim out and that’s
it?” The thoughts flew in and out of my mind. ¥ momentary bellow of
wind camg up so hard it pushed mg off my stance. | took a step back
to catech my balancg. “ORay, swimming out isn’t it, then what, arg
gou telling me to Igave?”

When [ turn around to Igave | notiecg almost all the birds were sitting
down, so | turn back around, sit down, and closg my e¢yes. | don’t
know how long my gygs were closed, bat when [ opgnegd thegm the
birds had moved and they werg all sitting closg around me.

‘Twish | had a camgra.” [ thought, ‘No ong will beligvg this.” In theg next
thought, | hegar, ‘you don’t nged angong to validatg you from now on.
| validatg you.” | look toward thg water again and [ can sgg, with an
inngr sgnsg, by the subtlg way thg wavegs broke, | was in ling with a
riptide. The birds had beggn aligning with the riptide all along, and I
was feeling theg gver so subtlg magngtic gnergy palling me out... or in.

s | Igft the beach | felt sad, as though | was Igaving and wouldn’t feel
the sand under my feet gver again. | walked slowly, cherishing and
absorbing the feeling of gach stegp, as though it werg my last.

“The sands of time,” | said aloud as | reach the dung grass. Suddenly
| understood theg gravity of this world, and | mgan gravity in more
ways than ong. like the riptide, [ felt an uncontrollable pull to stag in
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the world, and a grave sgnsg of loss without i,

or a sgcond great sgnseg lost within it.
C€ach step | took 1 felt lighter and lighter, as though | was gradually
lifting off the sand. Tt ong point | couldn’t feel myself touching the
ground. The ascending feeling of freedom was begond measure.
duddenly, an ovegrwhelming sgnse of temptation camg over me. | can’t
say | felt fear, though there was an almost painful startling sgnsation
in my heart and in my head. | remgmber saging to my &¢lf, “No
wondgr its hard for angong to Igave.” The though of never feeling the
sand undegr my feet, negver tasting dark chocolatg with raspberry,
ngver again sgnsing all the other natural bgauty of the garth was too
mach to handlg. | panicked. The temptation | had for years alluded in
the man madg world, appgeared in nature, and | clung to it for my life.
I continugd walking off the bgach and up A1A toward my car.
{Inother gntranceg caught my ¢gyeg and | couldn’t rgsist. | had to feel
that sgnsg of freedom only the beach could give me, gven if it was just
ong morg timeg. The sign at the gntrance read, ‘No lifeguard, swim at
gour own risk.” s | walk thg path through the sga grapegs and dung
grass, | stgp on a ting thorn. ‘ORagy, ong thorn lgft,” | whisper, as | pall
it from my foot. It wasn’t a thorn in my head, or a thorn in my sidg, it
was a thorn in my foot, and feet rgprgsent understanding.
I look up toward the water, wondering what [ nged to undgrstand, and
| seg ong whitg flag dirgetly in front of mg, and a long ling of red flags
cautioning no life-gaard arga. On the first red flag | saw thg words No
Swimming. To the lgft, the white flag read, Boat baunch frea.
I stood betwgen the two flags for all of five sgeconds when, as though
on cug, a man and his daughter came up next to me. They reminded
me of my daughter and her father; manngrisms and all. {Is they head
for the water, her with her surfboard, him with an inngr tubg, | sge the
words Rugged Rat* written on it. ‘What in God’s namg can it mgan?’
| thought to my S¢lf, a little conegrned.
| was conegrngd they egntered in the no life.. guard arga. | understand
now how thg tegny thorn rgpregsented the conegrn, or worrg | felt for

20 v 1 . . . . . .
I didn’t realize until I put the letters in book form, how I had started this letter with the
quote from Emerson mentioning rugged crisis, and the word showed up hours later.
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my daughter, and guilt I still felt for dismantling the marriage and
lgaving her father. No matter how mang times in the last twenty-five
gears | rationalized theg importanceg of my Igaving, obviously | still
didn’t understand,

and I'd Rept mysglf a prisongr by condgmning my &¢lf.
AIl of a sudden, as | watched theg carrgnt pull her into the Tife.
Suarded arga’her father followed. 1 felt religf as | saw thg metaphorie
implication for the safety of both their lives. The girl’s surfboard had
brought her to safety, and in an instant, | realize my daughter’s
snowboard accidegnt didn’t threaten her lifg it actually saved it. {s |
turn awag from theg boat launch and toward theg sun, | s¢eg a flash...
and in a flash | realize 'm thg only ong here, and at somge lgvel
gugrgong’s waiting for mg to get it and go on.
Father, it looks likg your not theg only ong being patignt with me here.
| feellikg lam a Rite, and thegse Igtters arg my strings of thought, and
gou'rg tugging the string as | fly high, heart-strings loosegning as |
scan the vista of my lifg for unrgsolved issugs. How fortunatg am I to
havg thg wholg world teaching me, reaching for mg, holding mg, and
chggring mg on, as | pregparg for €ternal lsove and life!
Father Sam said in mass on Tugsday, “We arg going to be reading the
lgtters that gxplain how thg Christian’s brokg away from the Jews.”
The explanation of how therg was only ong sacrifice, Jesus, and not
multipleg sacrifiegs. @Il my writing so far has been just THAT, to
undgrstand a victimlgss sacrificg. | can sgnsg and understand now
how my hospital grperignee, as d part of my dark night of the soul,
is my erucifixion, and for me to B part of lifting my pigee of the eross
ovegr... and over timg, form a new sgnseg without judgment. If | can’t
see THAT, feel THAET and understand THET, how can | hope to
embody victimlgss or sinlgss. Here | can seg, feel, and sensg THAT.
Now I undgrstand | have to fully embody THMT in order to aseend.
| clgarly see the Are/Ark is a MerRkaba, the embodiment of Trath. The
Wba Pather Sam calls out is the aba from the word Merkaba. IE get
it.. THAT is ‘The Vehicle in the Kabala. o thg boat launch arga |
was pulled toward with the girl and her father not only clgared me of
rgsidual guilt, it simultangously ignited a megmory of thg promisg of
my Sun dhip, and informing me it’s herg now ready to launch.
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90, when | was told; “feegpt gour sonship with gour brother Jesus
Christ,” it isn’t the sonship, it’s the Sun Ship: Our Vehiclg home.
Remember | told gou, about tgn Igtters ago, how 1 didn’t want to go
out into thg world until the black mark on the whitg sheet was gong.
Reeently | saw visions of the stain getting lighter and lighter, and
turn into  wategrmark.
S0 the black mark is twofold in THMT it re~presented for me both
the dark night of the soul journgy of time in the hospital
and through theg dark knight of the solg journgy of time | stop judging.
Can it be the dark knight of the soul journgy is time to bg an are
orassgmblg anark? and gmit {1 signal.
I sgg now theg dark knight of theg soulisn’t bad after all, in fact now
I remember Jgsus told mg, ‘the gxperignce is the strongegst conngetion
tomy Christ.” | sge the wholg gxperignee bringing 4 the Christa in me.
lsikg the chureh, | have to balancg theg malg and femalg with~in, and
rgcognize my denial of Ong S¢lf. Oneg recognized, the dacred Holy
€nergy can Now comg 1*' and forgmost in me.

With much lsove and leight
Terra

PS

Father | am begsidg my Self with this.... | have to tell goa.

For Christmas, ong of the gifts my daughter gave me is a butterfly
stamp with gmbossed gold dust she brought from lkondon. Just now |
stamped it with watgrmark solation in the top Igft corner of the paper
as you can sge. When | picked up the paper to pat it in the printer,
therg in my hand, is the whitg sheet with the watgrmark in the top Igft
hand corngr. You can just imaging what I'm feeling. I'm in awg right
now. Is this a sign 'm ready to step into the world or am [ going home?
| just finished writing about the watgrmark and not five minutes later...
I couldn’t have imagingd it, and | egrtainly didn’t plan it.

| feel so very blgssed.
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lsgtters to Father Michagl

For the next few dags | didn’t writg to Father Michagl.
Though I did writg...

I'm on firg with the mgmory of the aceegptanee of God... God/Us.
I am full of the stream of consciousngss calling to me in the silgneg
The mind and heart regjoicg...

And | am Here Now
“dacred” | ery... In patignt wonder
Time telling all seerets
great and small.

| know Now the silgnt step
and as [ listgn.. It hgars me,
[am.. Here
Now
The comfort in safety knows... know limits
2 comgforth in {1 pregsent... moment.
The gilt of timeg wrapped in Now is the omen,
the gift holds it... delf
Sgnsual and | rgst my casg..
thereg as tere
then as Now
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Dearly Beloved,

What dogs THAT mean? Beloved, Be loved, and by whom? The
wholg or tloly Ong. In Novegmber my inngr guidancg told me | was
going to have a great Christmas. Through the sgason | qugstioned
THAT guidancge from time to time.
“What was so great about it?” 1 asked my S¢lf, “The fear, the pain, or
the cathartic vulngrability.” 1 spent a good part of the sgason cerying,
a largg part unravgling, and the better part dismantling. | spent some
of thg timg qugstioning and listgning, most of the timeg vigwing and
revigwing, mueh of the timg writing, and the regst, | spent in peace. For
a moment though, through it all, | acegpted... 1 lot. (The dscgnsion)
{gain Father | ask you, and my S¢lf, “am | having this gxperignce
begcausg of my awakgning back when or did | have the awakegning
begcausg of this ascgnsion gxperigneg Now.” 1 feel this gvent, is in part
the causeg of my awakgning back then.
| can’t say therg was a lot of turmoil oncg | bggan writing. {Is | wrotg
to you, my Father in hgaven answered me through my own words. In
my legtters | dismantled conegpts, discovered fears, and with thosg
who lovinglyg took part in my discovery, | unraveled my pain. Magybe
it’s unraveling the cocoon gncasing me.

In ang casg, 'm transforming.
I realize Now my life long dreams AND visions arg based on my own
gengtics gmerging now from That DNA bggond the inherited pargntal
gengtics. The matrix code of my DNA eregates my wholg new world,
and likg the batterfly’s imaginal discs, thoseg drgams arg NOW... fast
bgeoming my very own imaginal cglls converting mg into...
That I cannot say. Now, as the stong of the tomb is s¢t aside, | realize
lam given the greatest gift bestowed on man

and womankind alike, the gift of pure.......

I can call THAT God, or US, lbove, Innocgneg, Holy Spirit or Christa,
though these arg just words | can only hopg to convey the gxperigneg
beyond thosg ideals | have strived for to bg my S¢lf, to be loved,

two be saved.
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Why is it out of hundreds of thousands of acorns, only ong or two
opgn to its Pesting of bging an ocak? Who choosgs thg acorn that
becomes the oak? Is it God, Us, or in someg way thg acorn? Or is it a
combination of Us all? God/Us. {In acorn dogsn’t neged to be taught
to beg an oak treg. Or dogs it? Maygbe God’s whispering its desting as
it opgns, sgnding out its roots, grabbing theg garth and bgginning its
own proegss of full realization... of life. {Ind what about thg acorn, is
therg a wholg life that gogs on inside theg acorn weg don’t see?  life
the Oak Tree will ngver gxperigneg because it chose to be the Tree.
{Ind is the life an Oak, about 500 years, any differegnt than the life of
the caterpillar, somg only lasting ong day or ong hour? Or is the
currgnt of The rk of the Covegnant THAT last forgver, any different
than thg hormonal currgnt of thg pancrgas that lasts only ong
millisgecond? Or is the currgnt moment that cannot gvgn bg measured
in millisgeonds, like the current dre of the Coven THAT is pulling me
Now, any differgnt from the curregnt of the riptide that gven the best of
swimmgrs cannot compete against?

{Ind what about the salty water of the great ocgan, or thg drop of
salty tear strgaming down my chgegk right now. Is therg ang
differgnce gxegpt in the wagy | vigw it? [ realize now the Ocgan is a
drop in God’s ¢yg in comparison to the Glorious Universes, and the
tear from my gygeg an ocgan of unknown universegs with the pain of
ungxploregd comparisons | may negver sgg. Not mach pain lgft, | must
have sgen the glory of it all. Or is it a tear of jogy, for the choicg, for
the gxperignce, howgver brigf or gndlgss? Whether it beg forgver or a
momgent, dogs it not all gnd up at the same placeg? Or dogs it?

What about the caterpillar that takes yggt another step in its Self
discovery. Is it showing us yet another way? Cocooning itself, going
within, and gmerges from its chrysalis.. Chrgsta, 1 wholg and new
gvolutionary specigs, or visionary specigs maybg, wings and all.

t breakfast the words of wisdom on my tea bag said: ‘Choose wisely,
though the choice be brigf, the outcome is gndless.” Ind with the last
tear my lamp burns bright as | anticipate the Beloved Christo of MeE.
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dlways was all ways will be. The choicg is already madg, before |
gver thought it. [ am proof of THAT, or am I just a thought of the
proof of something that dogsn’t grist? Whether an acorn heading for
a mighty oak tregg, or thg human bging hegading for the {Imighty,
there’s ong thing for sure: There’s only ong of us here.

Now I realize | am having a Great Christmas, {1 Great Christ Mass, and
likg the sun reflgeting off the full moon and shining on the watger, gach
ong of thosg sparkigs is a lifg, an gxperigneg, a moment in timg. Onceg
gou'vg had ong, gou'vg had them all. When | look at theg batterfly
watgrmark, 1 think of the Monarech butterfly. The Matriarch. The
Matri~dre, The Blgssed Mother €arth, the Terra Christa, and likeg the
Blgssed Virgin, in my assumption do [ asegnd too.

With the stamp, my daughter also gave me gold powder called mirror
gold. “Wait till you sgeg what happgns when gou heat it,” she told me.
When | heated it gou can just imaging what | thought when | saw the
gold melt and transform into the gmbossed gold batterfly you see at
the beginning of this Igtter.”? How did she know to give such a gift,
with all its {llchgmical significance, on the very Christmas | go
through the alchemical fire of transformation. The Christ has
Hscended, and so has the Blgssed Mother, the Christa. Once we
embody THAT, we'll all liveg out our hgaven on garth Herg Now.

With loveg and Light,
Terra Christa

2 The butterfly is embossed at the top left hand corner of the scroll on the book’s cover.
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And in Between

That was the last lgtter [ wrote to Father Michael.

| hand wrotg the lgtter on parchment and in gold ink, rolled it likeg a
scroll and brought it to the priory ong gvegning. | wanted to give it to
him personally. | was on my way to facilitate a workshop for
initiating an opgning to thg Beloved. It sgemed appropriate gnding
my corrgspondgneeg on THAT note. I'd only talked to Father Michagl
that oncg, whegn heg mentiongd the lgtters as being a book, and herg it
was a month sincg thg meeting, and twenty ong lgtters later, yet still |
hadn’t heard a word from him.

I rang the doorbell; no ong answered. €s | turn to Igave, | sge Father
Richard walking toward mge from the glgmentary school.

“Terra, what brings you to our door?” heg asks.

“l havg another Igtter for Father Michagl, can you put it on his dgsk?”

“dure.” heg says as hg takes the scroll from my hand. “What arg you
doing tonight?” heg asks, tapping the scroll on his fingers.

“I'm on my way to give a workshop on thg Femalg Christ.” | sagy,
focusing on the tapping seroll. “The Christa,” | add emphatically.

‘I meant theg Beloved,” | thought to my S¢lf. ‘What am [ thinking, telling
him about theg femalg Christ?’

“Oh darn,” hg sags, intgrrupting my thought procgss, “I'veg got to go to
the hospital tonight. | would’ve liked to have gong to THHT instead.”
Cither he didn’t hear what | had said, or this is the most progressive
prigst 've gver met. | had fully gxpected someg comment

in defensg of his position, or at the Igast somg opposition to the wholg
conegpt. Instead, his rgsponsg is plgasantly opposite.

“Uou’ll have to tell mg morg abouat it when you have time,” heg saygs in
a genaing refection of thought~fullngss.

It was mid Januaryg and | had to bg out of the housg by the thirty-first.
Mngel was moving into her ngw housg, and the housg we werg rgnting
was going up for salg. | was really feeling the pressarg by the gnd of
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theg month when 1 still didn’t have a placeg to stag. I'd beggn in much
morg dyggr situations in the past, and always something came through
for me, so I didn’t undgrstand why | was feeling so much pressure.

It was midmorning on thg thirticth when | got a call from Michellg, get
another lcheMystic dister.

“The apartment ngxt door to me just bgcame availablg,” she says,
“gou can comg see it today.”

Wbout a half milg up Federal Highway | noticg a storage facility on
the legft. | get a segnseg to stop in. With all that’s happened the last
month, I didn’t know if | was gvegn staging in the arga.

Ws | walk into thg officg I'm greeted by a young woman bghind the
counter named Tracig. {In older, hgavygset man named Stan stood
lganing against thg counter.

“What would it cost mg for thg smallgst unit?” [ ask. “I'm not surg if
I'm going to storg yget, I just nged a price.”

Stan thg man says, “We'rg having a special, buy thrgg months and
gou get the negxt thregg months free.”

“Good deal,” | sag with a smilg, “I just don’t know if I'm going to need
it for six months. | hopg not. Besidgs I'm on my way to sgg an
apartment, so 'm not gvegn surg get what 'm going to neged.”

Hfter looking at the apartment, | sat in thg park and ask for guidance.
lcan’t fathom a year Igasg and | didn’t kRnow where | was going to live.
“It's all takegn carg of,” | hear. | take a degp breath and closg my ¢ygs.
The phong rings. It's my fichegMystic Sister €legna.

“Pon’t make any dgcisions yet,” she says, “I Rnow gou’rg not
supposed to lgave, stay with mg until gou’re clgar.”

| feel the pressure relgasg and on my way back to the house [ stop by
the storage facility whereg I'm given a larger unit for theg pricg of the
smallgr, and thrge months freg. | takg that as another sign I'm
hegading in the “Rite’ dirgction.

The next dagy, after putting all my things in storage, | put my carryg-on
bag in the car and go to daint Mark’s for the 5:00pm mass beforg
going to €lgna’s. | arrivg about ten minutegs latg, and as | walk in,
Father Sam is on the pulpit reading the gospel.
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“He instructed them that they should takg nothing for their journggy,
gregpt a mere staff. No bregad, no bag, no mongy in their belt. But to
wear sandals, and do not put on two tunies.” Whergver gou gnter a
housg, stag there until gou lgave town. fIngplace that dogsn’t listen
to gou, as you 8o out from there, shake off the dust from the solgs of
gour feet, as a tgstimony against them.”
My eygs bulged. What was this implging? | sat in the last pew
stunngd at thg words spgaking dirgctly to me.
It took mg thrgg months beforg | returngd to Saint Mark’s for a visit.
Father Michagl had been transferred, and without a word between us.
For theg negxt year and a half sgveral homes wereg opegned to me and
the fichegmy continued to appear in mg life.
My lgtters to Father Michagl werg instrumental in coming to terms
with the crucifixion of mg ¢go. It also brought gnlightgnment in tgrms
| can undgerstand,
and translated the fichgmical symbolism hiddgn in the
mystery of my life. In the ning months after | wrote the logtters, | was
ablg to complete
and completely understand

and finish the Spiritual Rite of Passage,

and in thg megan timg, | writg

thggiié%t Qf&%
P

7 fHleheMystic Be l-oved @dgsggg”

G
g

The Park KNIGbTofMg Soul.

% This can be interpreted in many ways.
What does it mean to me?
I interpret it to mean; under no circumstances am I to live from past ego investments.
Not to live under any premise based on another’s understanding.
Start living my own Zruth.

* A forth-coming book about my journey to my Beloved and the 4™ book I've written.
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In the time, for thg negxt ning months, | find my Se¢lf at
church gvegry dag. It wasn’t for thg mass this time, nor was it at St.
Marks. This time | found my S¢lf for hours on my Kneges at Our lady
of lsourdgs in Boca with {1 rosary in my hand, at the feet of the Virgin
for reasons that unveiled Temple Seerets,
and rgvealed another HichgMystic Book.

For me | didn’t pray the ordinary flail Mary or Our Father, the
prayggers bgecamg my own vegrsion as gach meaning, full word, camg
from degp inside.

Hail tlolg Mother full of grace, One with God/Us, blessed are we

amongst women, and blessed is the frait of our womb Christ~.

floly woman of Love, Ong with me.

| said thg prager for dgcades and decadgs, months and months, dag

in and dag out, gach prager bringing me closgr to grperigncing the

femaleg aspeet of the God/Us. The Christa. | wouldn’t go to the next

bead until | felt gach word ritg to my soul. The Our Father, speaks fo
My Father, oneg with God/Us, hallow be Thy name, Thy kingdom
manifest flere on garth Now. Thank gou for my inheritance;
eternal life, eternal love, gternal bliss, Here Now.

| feel My S¢lf linger in a sgnseg of gratitude as | gxperigneg the trug
meaning of gach word and rglax into a statg of surrgnder.
For most of thosg months, | fasted, and | praged and | wrotg. It took
four proofs and three rewritgs before The Spiritual Rite of Passage
was rgady for print. Oncg | went as long as two weeks with fifty cents
to my name. Fasting camg in handy.
My sgeming poverty didn’t bother me. In fact | gmbraced it. ®uring
thosg months, €lgna again wglecomed me into her home as my sgnsg of
gratitude and focus heighten, as my life fills full of gxperignces costing
nothing and the dlchemy continued gxposing Temple Seerets THAT
continug proposing an fichgMystic Book.
Ms timg wegnt on | sgnsed an gxrtrgmg importanceg to my apparegnt
impoverished situation. 1 didn’t know as get the naturg of THAT
importancge, though | Regpt focused, trusting and grateful.
Then ong dag IT happened. If I€ had to put words to IT, [ would say
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