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Copyrightw 2009 by Terra Christa
Il ritgs, art work and cover design by Terra Christa is re~served for US Il
No portion of this book may bg reprodueed by ang form or by any means
Without the gxpress blgssing of the author,
€xeept by M revigwer
or vigwer who mag quotg brigf passages in gvaluation
or revelation of the wholg.
Great~fully to gxplore information in relation to any of the dlecheMystic Books,
Or vigw othgr inspirational works by the author arg found at www.terrachrista.us
Design eredits: drtwork on back cover titled ~ Cruci~Fired by Terra Christa
Il forms of writing and editing by Terra Christa
Photo of the author on the back cover by Jenwah l.aPanterra

Because of the dynamie nature of the Internet, any web addregsses or links
containgd in this book may have changed sineg publication and may no longer
be valid. The vigws expressed in this work arg solely those of the author and do

not neegssarily reflect the views of the publisher, and the publisher heregby

disclaims ang responsibility for them.

The author of this book dogs not dispegnsg medical advieg or preseribe the use
of any technique as a form of treatment for physical, gmotional, or medical
problgms without thg advicg of a physician, gither dirgetly or indirgetly. The
intent of the author is only to offer information of 1 nature to sgrve in gour
qugst for gmotional and spiritual well~bging. In the gvent you usg any of the
information in this book for yourself, which is gour constitutional right, the

author and the publisher assumg no rgsponsibility for your actions.
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oW e
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Father Sam,
Father Michagl
and Sister Joan of the Hloly Order of Franciscans
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ibow can We livg Our Truth
whgn wg only do what we're told
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logtters to Father Michagl

My Pear dlchegMystic,

The book you arg about to read is trug, and about 7rath. 1t's the inside
story of an gpiphang | had, during the feast of €piphany, as documented
through my lgtters to Father Michagl.
1In HichgMystica knows, likg any awakgned Being, life is 1ike a magical
labyrinth of mirrors, and in timg, as we follow theg labyrinth to find our
center, it is through the reflection of the world around us, we Igarn about
Ong Self. €t the egnter we discover {' precious gift; ¥ peace

as {1 pigee of our soul,
and within it, is the Reg THAT? opens Wddore way home.
dlong the wagy, the mirrors magically reflect our 3D/4D° lingar reality. If
wg only look through the ¢80’s ¢yes, it just sges fear and judgment.
Ws T focus through the ¢g0’s illusion, T realizeg Trath.
These illusive images the ¢go sges, arg based on the fall and are as solid
as the rock it’s formed on. {Is wg journgy home, up through the halls
of fntiquity, and across
a 4™ dimgnsional eross of timg /spacg, all judgment immobilizgs.
How when we judgg, weg don’t stop moving, wg just stop moving up, or
begin getting bound down in the reflgction. tHere we start beligving the
illusion is Trath, rather than the distorted reflgctions of beligf systems
based on hard falsg conegpts supported by the blind or mini/ggo.
Now thosg distorted beligfs have brought us Herg...

For me, 4 woman born degp in the Catholic beligf system, to find my
Rite full place with ang Covegnant madg betweggn man and his God, was as
hard as accgpting 1 Coven beyond somg word to fear, or God forbid,
associatg with. {Ifter years away from the Chareh, I'm brought back to
look at thg conventional patriarchal limitations for womgen of the
convent as beging a distant sgeond to the prigsthood, and

to seg past the ingrained beligf only men can invoke the Christ, and then
realizg during an €piphany how women can invoke the Christa.

! Capital A all ways stands for Alchemical
for one who understands the Alchemy, in relation to any AlcheMystic.

2 THAT is A profound unspoken Christ state of Being referred to as I AM THAT T AM.
THAT is A vibration of AT highest nature... T as the 3rd eye; AM is for AlcheMystical.
THAT is hereby written THAT to signify The Word as A vibration and highest nature of US.

53Dis 1D Height, 2D width, and 3D depth; together they create Space. 4D is Time.
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In my €piphang, | sge the scaffolding my mind built from Catholie
conegpts and beligfs. Is T unfold and dismantlg it, T discover the flaw
in thg corngrstong, and through diliggneg, uncover THAT missing spiritual
link of { Lsost Rite rooted int20” the foundation of all THAT T {Im. {In Order
of Beloved Prigsts and Prigstessgs who arg Now ordaingd in their Holy
Ordgrs from { dupregme Power in Us (I, divingly united in Matrimonial
Orders to balaneg the Christ/Christa in order to reinstate {1 Matrigdreh.
The re-instatgment of the femining, 6@6 }\Q\w dre

orrgin statg, megant of the fre, is {1 bridg THAT spans the

gap between God of the Hrk of the Covenant and man-kind.
I's the trug gssence of the Soul Mate, Twin Flamg, or as T call it;

thg Beloved Ong.
Usually in my work the words and the spacgs themsglves arg the &= to
the dlchgmy gvgn morg than the story itsglf. Somgtimg it’s the obvious
rhymg or rhythm THAT reveal {1 clug, other times alignment just spgaks
loudgr than words. This is Now the very first timeg T have justified my
work in 4 wag...and though T can’t say my writing gives justicg to all of
my lchgmical gxpgerignee, T can say it givegs credenege to the alechegmy
readily gxperigneed by gach of us tHerg Now.
In thg book there arg argas | did take artistic dlchgMystic libertigs THAT
T did not fully reveal in My original Igtters
to Father Michagl. Though tere, with-in the alechegmy of these written
revelation, T grposg in gssence W language THAT is woven with... and/or
in betwgegn {1 ling or spacg of our written word; and THAT word is How
spoken into Hlign-meant for USWII° in Wwagy, as its subtlety Here Now
comges 4" in ¥ breath, {1 timber, ¥ tong, {1 pause... to Hdtong
t ong and at oncg.

This Wlchemy is mystically subliminal be-cause it’s { unique = key,
s0 to spgak, to unlock and dismantlg old conegpts of limitation, whilg
simultangously opegning theg mind to rg~mgmber THAT wholg kngw concgpt
beyond lingar thought. It's fundamental and vital to gach and all aspeets
of lifg, and after reading the book you too will sgnse life beyond the old
customary lingar justificd way. €njoy the read.

“ A clue is in to two too...
and in many other ways, as each one shall surely see.
> US All is an acronym: Universal Source of All or hoped for as United States of America.
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And in thg Beginning

“ am from Christen, (Rregst~in) I'm ¢lgven and a half egntons. I'm born of
two and | am of six. Lower forms arg beging raised. lost in the vallgy of
darkened civilizations. tlaveg Merey, have Pity; feel your way home.”
How do I gxplain it?
It was 1989; | was sitting on my bed when THAT statement happened to me.
| can’t say thg words werg spokegn to mg, because | didn’t hear anything.
Nor can | say it was in words, bgcausg theg wholg thought camg to mg
simultangously with a multi-facgted heightgned sgnsg of erystal clarity.
Clgarer than ang sound | had gver heard. The only gxplanation [ can come
up with is; it was likg a time capsuleg had barst in my head, and from THAT
moment on | could reeite it verbatim.
I Igft California on July 4, 2006 and flew back gast to spend timeg with my
mother beforg heading for Southern Florida; {1 place | beligved my
Beloved to be. I'd lived sgveral years in California for rgasons THAT
continugd to fill my 7Vleherystic Whole storg. It was therg | gxtracted
HlcheMystic Food ForcThought and Sacred Rite of Passage from
mountains of work I'd writtegn to understand my {llchegMystical journey
thus far.. Now 1 ngw book of my life was opgning.
dfter over two wonderful months with my mother in the Pionger Vallgy,
the placg where | grew up, [ reegived  call from my WlchgMystica® Sister
Marygellegn, { fellow,

or rather fella Crusader” and gxpert Scholar in Holy Grail Quests.
Oh! theg mgmorigs, and telltalg storigs | can tell of our Holy Grail Quests.
“Jou can’t Igavg Ngw €ngland without stopping in New York,” she sagys,
“and plgasg, stay with us as long as you want.”
| took it as 11 sign it is timg to head south.

® An AlcheMystica is just. .. feminine for AlcheMystic.
My AlcheMystica Sisters are women who have instinctive visual capacity and
knowhow for innately reading the Alchemy in life
with an inner fortitude THAT affects US All.
7 A Crusader is A comrade, who arm in arm, embark on an adventure, within their
own Rite, with A soul purpose of uncovering the BeLoved Holy Grail within,
while discovering the BeLoved Here Now on Earth.
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I spent two wegks with Margellgn and her husband John just outsidg NYC
in thg quaint littlg town of Tlastings on thg fludson. It was great staying
with thgm. | had the luxury and bgauty of thg lush agsthetics in an artistic
suburban community, with thg advantage of bging ablg to take the
fiftegn~minute train ride into Manhattan to visit my frignds. Some | hadn’t
sgen sineg | Igft the city sgven years garligr.
lsikg Marygellgn and John, their homge is charming and very mystical. Their
seven room Vietorian is filled with books, sacred artifacts and music.
dark oak banister spirals through theg cegnter of the three-story
structurg telling a story of its own

and of its owngrs, whilg thg ornatg spindlgd poreh
railings and wild flowgrbgds make a comforting placg to relax and wateh
the river go by. The warm colors of New €ngland in autumn arg only
outdong by thg warmth and Rindngss of its pgople.
It was the dag after | arrived when [ met their ngighbors George and €linig.
n ¢lderly couple right from old world Greegee. George and I hit it off from
dag ong. On a few of thosg warm autumn sunng days, whilg Marygllgn
and John were at work, and | wasn’t tootling in the city, George and | sat
on his poreh and plaged cards, drank ouzo, and spoke in Gregk. Well, he
spoke to me in Gregk, and I'd jabber a few conversational words or
regpeated something he was trying to teach me. The ouzo helped.
Clinig didn’t speak €nglish at all, get weg had our own bond. We would
hug gvery timg we’d meet. She’d give me figs and vegetablgs from the
gardgn, and sheg madg me dinngr ong night with itgms they had both
brought back from their latest visit to Greegee. | love them like family, and
it was a heartfelt faregwell when we had to sag {vtio.! “Jou're going to
Igarn @regk fast,” George says as heg hugs me goodbye, “you have it in
gour blood.” {Is far as | Knew, gengtically therg’s no Gregk in my
bloodling, yet T do know how my deep heartfelt affinity to Greeeg and its
deeply rich mythology is kRey to many of my gxperignegs.

8 Goodbye in Greek.
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[ngading Up

It was garly October when | arrived in Southern Florida. Whilg in
Hastings, | found a placg in Florida to stag on Craigslist. | had never
heard of Craigslist begfore, and it was the first and only listing | called.
Her name is {Ingel, and she had rgnted a housg in Pelray Beach and was
looking for a housgmateg to sharg thg gxpensgs. | ask her if she has a
garagg. When she sags, “no,” [ dismiss theg option of renting with her.
s thg conversation dgvelops, we start talking about our intergsts

and discover thg opportunity at hand pgaked both of our interests.

“Why do you nged a garage?” she asks.

“I have a vintage car I'm shipping from California,” I tell her, “@nd it negeds
a garageg.” We talk for a few morg minutgs and thgn hung up.

The next day she called me back.

“Haveg gou found angthing yet?” she asks.

“No, | haven’t, in fact [ haven’t gvgn looked.”

“Well, sineg you don’t know angong here,” she saygs, “and gou don’t know
thg arga, why don’t you just stayg with me until gou find a placeg.” “Reallg!”
My tong plgasantly surprised by the ggsturg.

No matter how mang timgs the segrendipity and synchronicity shows up in
my lifg, and it constantly dogs, I'm always surprised and grateful. Magbe
it’'s becausg | don’t gxpect it, though | havg noticed | do sggm to haveg a
sgnsg of calm anticipation.

Shg didn’t ask for applications, refergncegs, financial statgments, sgcurity
dgposit or gvgn a lgasg. Il of which | couldn’t give her angwagy, becausg
for twenty yegars now, I'veg lived off the grid with bartgr and donations. I've
begn in thg world, not of it.

“Think about it,” she says, “and sineg your car probably won’t bg here
when gou first arrive, | can gvgn pick gou up at the airport.”

“Really, you mean it?” | ask gxcitedly.

“Uah, and I'vg a friend with a garagg she isn’t using, shg may want a
housgmatg. I'll ask her.”

The dlchgmy was clgar; God had sent me an {Ingel.
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I book my flight for the following weggk and arrangg for my car to bg
shipped from California.
We spokg oneg or twicg in thg negxt few daygs. ter frignd had beggun
remodgling, so | would bg staying with {Inggl. On theg drive from the
airport to thg housg, {Ingel shows mg around the arga. It’s obvious | had
met a Rindred spirit.
“Only God could haveg orechestrated this,” | said to her as we puall into her
favoritg vintagg story. “What arg the chancgs we would havg this much in
common?”
We'rg both silk artists, weg both dgsign our own clothgs, and wg both had
refurbished homgs and furniturg. Shg had her own faux finishing
busingss, and whegn | helped her on a project oneg | found her work
beaatiful and inspiring. It brought back theg megmorigs and skills from
rgnovations | had dong through the years. s weg got morg acquainted,
sheg found herself very intgrgsted in my egnegrgy work, intrigued by my
writing and wanted to Igarn morg about spirituality.
Ugs, the pigegs werg falling into place.
The housg in Pelray is Igss than a milg from the ocgan, and we werg at the
begach gvery morning by 8:00am for a good four-milg walk. It only took
me a dag to know | wasn’t going to 1ook for another placg to stay. This
placg is clearly the dlcheMystic choiee.” | couldn’t have planned it better
if I trigd. Obviously, whatgver | nged always

and all ways'® comgs to me.
Within a wgegk my car arrivgs and | begin to go about my busingss of
gxploring to find my Beloved... the very reason | came to Florida.

? Not only was the house fully furnished, it was fully stocked, and AT Golden Means
[ have full access to all T need for the moment at my fingertips. It’s one of the many
AlcheMystic perks. Such as in this case a sewing room filled with exactly what I need
for the Art project soon to be at hand. No, THAT can’t be planned. Also, worth mentioning
Here Now Golden Means its A whole concept of symmetry and perfection,
as in A Golden ratio or Phi.
10 All ways AlcheMystically is A #=THAT allows the justified linear mind to see how both
the common word always is 4" dimensionally ForEver, and also simultaneously
all ways as 5% dimensional and/or A multidimensional freestanding
paradigm of thought and/or template for each mind to hold THAT new organic world order.
Simultaneous is A clue too.
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Pear Father Michagl,

There arg a few unrgsolved issugs still stirring in mg mind.

First, I'd like to sag when | wroteg ‘Jesus Christ! | know why [ Igft my
marriage.” | wasn’t swearing. It truly was an... €urgRal

It also was an indication of how I'm truly getting revelations as | writg to
gou. You arg pretty much getting the lgtters verbatim as [ writg them, and
I'm sharing the revglations as | recgive them.

{nd sgcond, | hopeg you weregn’t offended the other day when | said |
thought it prgsumptuous of a prigst to think he represents Christ on garth,
and arrogant to think a woman can’t. | haveg to say I'vg softgned
dramatically on thg issug. | know | haven’t sgen or undgrstood or
gxplaingd it all get, or madg it clgar to githgr ong of us. You, ME, and
indisputably mysglf. Ong thing is for surg; T am getting therg!

Who knows if you'rg gvegn reading these Igtters?

[ just had a thought, “What about Jesus thg Christ?”

Is the Christ gnergy in the Mosqug, the Templgs and sacred pgramid and
monolith sitgs, or is it just God/Us | sgnsg gvergwhere? Oh! THAT brings to
mind a dream | had years ago. Father, wait till you hear this. Before I tell
gou thg drgam, [ want gou to think about this. ®id | havg the dregam ygars
ago bgcausg of this momgent, or is this revelation happegning becausg of
theg dream [ had ygars ago?

In the dream [ sgem to be floating along ¢ffortlgssly in a white cloud like
reality. | sgnsg two Beings, ong on gach sidg of mg. Ong is holding my
right arm, theg other my Igft. | sgem to bg following a fairly narrow path
with purg whitgngss on gach sidg. | comg to an opgning on my left, and |
seg a hugg cobra. The snake is about thirty feet high and | can feel its
immensg power.

There was a path to the snake erossing the path [ was on, and when | got
to the cross point, | stood facing the cobra. duddgnly we arg ¢ye to ¢ye.
The moment is intense and all gncompassing. | sgnseg my fearlgssness as
well as closgly conngeted to theg power. The negxt thing | know, I'm at the
gnd of a long, long, long ling. | still sgnsg the two Beings standing
patigntly bgsidg me. 1 felt a littlg impatignt in myself as | bggan looking
ahgad tryging to sgg wherg the ling lgd. [ could only sge an gndlgss ling of
peoplg waiting in front of me.

“Wherg am 1?7 ] ask.
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Jou'rg at the gates of Tigaven.” Both Beings respond telgpathically.
“When am | going to be ablg to talk to God?” [ ask curiously.
“@od is still talking to ddam and €ve,” they said in ong
tong of voieg.

“WHAT!” The thought God still had to talk to gvery other human bging who
had lived beforg meg was beyond any rangeg of my patigneg. The virtug of
patigneg in the context of waiting is not my strong suit, nor should it be.
“What was Jesus Christ all about then?” | asked,
“Ohhh!” they said in unison, as if surprised | kngw to ask about THAT Gatg.
I turngd to my right, or they turngd me to my Rite, and T sge a bright light
thg shapg of an {re, though | have {1 sgnsg it to bg an {Irk too. dtegadily |
wateh people disappearing into an {re/{Irk. Theg moment they show up at
the re, they disappgared into the {Irk. No waiting.
I sgnsg my S¢lf gravitateg toward its {Ire, and into { Bright light. [ wokeg up
with theg bright sunlight streaming through the window into my gyes. leater
in the dag | had ¢ thought, ‘the Gate of Hieaven with the long ling of
people waiting to talk to God, is the ConJew Gate. {Ihh! Now | sgg the
statgment from Jgsus, | Am THAT [ {dm is a conjugate Re=y to heaven.’
First, | took the clug as literal, and literally began playging with words. THAT
is how I brought 4",

4™ dimgnsion, the Golden means of the.. THAT T am
conjugate. It is also where | found myself losing intergst in the Biblg, the
Rabala or any writings based on Jewish beligfs. Jesus was a Jew, and his
coming eregated another Gate, so to speak, and so I Igft the old {ddam and
€ve story of sin behind M€ as part of the Con Jew Gate.
In my worldly, and otherworldly travels, | found the snake to be €
profound, positivg and femining symbol in most of theg othgr religions or
schools of thought. I've Igarned it is just Biblist Jews and Christians who
adhgre to the Garden of €den, ddam, €ve and snake story, who somgwhat
fear thg snake by seeing it as a metaphorie threat.
In the dream | saw the snakg as power...
Why dogs the chareh, or rather patriarchal Igaders, make the snake out
to bg something to fear or avoid, whilg they themsglves visibly possgss a
great amount of powgr in thg world? In the drgam | wasn’t afraid of the
powgr, in fact | faced it ggyg to gye, or T to T.
Frankly, it looks likeg the churech lawmakers have no conegpt of the lbaw,
or thgy arg hiding it behind religious dogma to proteget their power.
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The dichotomy and the hypoerisy of their rulgs and teaching makes my
blood boil. Theg churech promotegs the vows of poverty and humility,
though it is thg richgst and most powerful organization on ¢arth. I'vg bggn
all over thg world, and corrgct me if I'm wrong, bat with all the pomp and
circumstancg spilling out of Romg into the lavish churchgs and
cathegdrals around thg plangt, where is the huamility? Where is the
simplicity Jesus taught?
The Catholic Chureh is far from innoegneg with wealth acquired
through its history of pillaging Crusades and daunting inquisitions. {s
far as faith gogs, you tell me Father, what Catholie Chureh isn’t locRing its
doors dayg and night becausg of fear of beging robbed? I'm not saying it
isn’t justified, 'm just saying, gven if they arg robbed, it would just be
Jesus rgmoving the wealthy mentality from the chareh to fit through the
eye of the needle, getting his Chureh ready to enter His Ringdom...
With prigsts, bishops, cardinals, and thg Popg all living in their ivory
towers, it appears sgrving the Catholie Chureh is morg about big busingss
than it is about Being { Christed Man. It’s like the paregnt who saygs: ®o
as | sag not as 1 do, or beeausg | said so. The Chureh says: Jgsus told his
Wpostlgs; “Go out among the massegs and bring nothing. Il will be
supplied.” Where dogs it say build hugg buildings and ask for mongy to
buy things? Then invoke ME into a pigeeg of bread as though it is more
important than my peoplge, and lock the doors of the chureh to protget the
things you bought whilg Rggping my people out. Where is it said; make
up rites and rituals and call it Massgs, then try and sgparateg gourselves
and M€ from THAT wholg, or thg masses of my peoplg by telling them they
arg sinngrs, and not worthy to emulatg ME unlgss they’re a prigst, and
only 1 man can bg a prigst.
ORay, now wg'rg getting somegwhgere.
I sgg how I'm judging theg church beeauseg I'm still tryging to be a part of
somgething THAT dogsn’t includg me. In institution Regping me apart
from knowing who T can bg,

who T am bgeoming,

who T am.
How did gverything get so convoluted?
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I doubt thg proverbial fall happgned at the biting of theg applg from the

Tree of Rnowledge.” It happened when man continued ignoring women

as gqual and { part of Ongself. Then humanity became ignorant.

Our losing THAT balance with-in  man/woman is the human fall from grace
with-in God/Us.

Thank gou Pather. lgt’s sgg where THAT knowledge takes me Now.

@ratefully,

Terra

2 {see A glimmer of light in the term 7ree of Knowledge’in reference to ‘treetop’
the Hebrew meaning of the name Amere
THAT does spark an idea relating to A mere Man,
with ark and/or arc in the light of THAT revelation.
Since this letter in question bring up the religious judgement of the snake, I gleaned,
from this communiqué, A mere Man has reference to Christ; both as Prince and in
reference to the Tree of Knowledge, and in turn, the Tree of Life.
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My Pear Patignt Father Michagl,

Well Father, gou're going to get a Riek out of this.
When | went to chareh today, therg was Father Richard on the pulpit with
another funny story about thg importaneg of ‘The Name.’
'veg got to say it again. tig cracks me up.
It was just last wegRk | knglt pragerfully at the feet of Saint Josgph regarding
the sgnsg of degath I'veg beggn gxperigneing, and | lgft comforted. Isn’t Saint
Josgph the patron saint of silgneg? Comg to think of it, I did do all the
talking. {Ingway, today | found mysglf at the feet of the Blgssed Mother.
Do you rgmegmber my commenting on thg Blgssed Mothers picturg THAT
dag in your offieg? [told you I feel her with me a lot now. Well, as | stood
about gight feet away, [ watched a marrigd couplg put mongy in the candle
bogy, light a candlg and walk away. {1 black woman lit a candlg and stood
off to the sidg lamgnting. Beating her chest, and bowing gregssively.
When she lgft, | knelt and simultangously reached to touch the feet of the
statug. Ugs Father, you ecan imaging my surprisg when | saw what is at
the feet of Mary. {Is my hand touchgs the feet, my ¢yes saw the snake
begngath them. Immediately, | reach and touch the snakge, and then reach
back and touch her feet again. There arg somg schools of thought THAT
say the fegt repregsent inngr understanding.
T closg my gyges to pray for understanding. When they open, T focused
on the wholg Universe she is standing upon. Thosg stars, the planet,
Our Mother €arth, the Mother Chareh. It brought back theg mgmory of
looking into Jgsus’ ¢yes at my lbast Supper grperigneg.
Now THAT T think about it, I did begin my gxploration of Christianity
immediately following THAT wholg initiation grpgrigneg. | noticg gregpt for
Catholic’s; most Christian religions study the wholg Biblg. When [ went to
Biblg classgs, whilg gxploring Protegstantism, | couldn’t beligve | had 13
gears of Catholiec schooling and knew littlg about the biblg gxegpt the
gospels.
Though the morg | studigd the Bible, the morg frustrated | got. Soon I
realized most of the biblg is the interpretation of the historical accounts
of man beforg Jesus. The part of the Bibleg the Catholie Chureh focusegs on
is thg megmoirs of the {Ipostigs based on the teachings of Jesus, and not
much ¢lsg.
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dfter a discussion and revelatory gxperigneg with my Unelg Geng, (Who
by the way you arg similar in character), | realized the biblg is a giant
metaphor, or serigs of storigs in words, filled with Re=ys or clugs and
basically subjget to interpretation. Our intgrpretation is Hloly Spirit’s way
to teach gach of us solgly based on our uniqugngss.*
The biblg, as The Word, is mgant to bring God and US together as God/Us,
and not to be taken literally. Possibly, it really wasn’t mgant to beg writtegn,
or rgad, or cgrtainlg not translated so it wouldn’t bg misinterpreted or
delibegrately misused to mislgad the naive.
It seems pretty clear; using God’s name to deliberately mislgad the
massgs is bregaking the lbaw, and probably thg rgal mganing of the
commandment for not using God’s namg in vain. Jgsus taught in parablgs;
obvious mgtaphors, clgarly for  rgason, and | wanted to know why, so |
beggan just reading Jgsus’ teachings.
If there’s Trath in the Biblg, | kngw | should, could, would find it in the
words Jgsus spoke. My biblg has gverything Jesus said in red ink, so | just
read the red. THAT, coupled with the revelation | had with my Unelg, | found
the Biblg is ¥ Codg, and long before the book Bible Code came out.
Unfortunately, it's begen translated and intgrpreted so mang timges, it’s
considgrably convoluted. Yet, it’s also self-gvident, the Spirit within gach
of us utilizes gverything from the biblg, to a flowgr, to laminating woman
in chureh, to written Igtters to a parish prigst, in order to get the 7rath
across the gap of ignorancg to save a soul.
Unmistakably... Trathis revealgd on a nged~to~know basis, and | am bging
madg to know... somgthing.
The Words have percolated for a couplg of days and | sgnse there’s
somgthing about the wholg

or holg of Catholicism I still nged to know.

%0 The paragraph you just read is how it was written in the letter to Father Michael. T am
about to show you how the Alchemy appears to me, and how writing and/or reading
Alchemically... opens the mind inwards in words and in ways justified linear writing can't.

8 P YS ) g
After A discussion and revelatory experience with my Uncle Gene, (who by the way you
D F 3 ) Y'Y

are similar in character), I realized the bible is A giant metaphor
or series
of stories inwards
filled with s='s or clues basically subject to interpretation. in words
Our interpretation is Holy Spirit’s way to teach
each
solely and/or soulfully based on our uniqueness.
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I'm looking, I'm looking, 'm sgging, I'm hearing...
I just heard the Christd in me just say, ‘Do not judge the clergy based on
its higrarchy. €ach arg judged by merit, and the last shall be first and
the first shall be last. Just look and sgg what is in front of you NOW.
Justicg is your own... in~-dged.
Okagy! Father gou arg in front of me. What do | see?
I sgg a humblg prigst who’s been called to sgrve God, whosg only recourse
as a Catholie, was to put on the vestments of theg Catholie Chureh. s in
Matrimony, heg has vowed to love, honor and cherish the Mother Chureh
and so hg is called Father. No woman or human comgs beforg her.
Sounds likeg an institution of marriagg to me.
THAT is what | sgg when gou gach gvokg thg gnergy. It's thg gnergy of the
church. When | think about how | dgscribed to you gach of your
relationship with thg €ucharist, | have to laugh a bit. It is gractly as [ said
with Father Sam and theg Mother Chareh; they are likg an old married
coupleg. You and theg gngrgy dancg the perfect marriage. What anyg couplg
can aspirg to. ORay Now, whereg can | go with Father Richard? There's
not the slightegst inclination our Father Richard is gay, so why do | see
him command thg gnegrgy Man to Man?
I'm thinking, I'm thinking, 'm laughing, I'm laughing. I'm still thinking, 'm
still laughing. This reminds me of how Fr. Richard tells his storigs.
I got itl Father Richard isn’t as mueh in a relationship with the Mother
Chureh as he’s in command,
or is a comradg with Jesus, {1 Christ. Hig’s an ideal fpostle.

It's as if you gach rgpresent three stages of the prigsthood, threge persons
in ong. | sgg the wholgngss or holingss of a trug Prigst as a part of {1
brothgrhood gmbodying the Christ in a natural union with the Christa,
serving God and US, as Ong Being, not an institution.
« woman cannot marry the Mother Chareh, so the only recourse as {
Prigstess, looking to invoke her Christa within, and find her Christ in this
world, is as a nun marrigd to the conegpt of Christ in sgrvieg to Humanity.
The only Mothers in theg Church arg thosg who have founded their own
ordgr, or thg ong dggmed by their initiatgs as the Mother Superior, or
position of Matriarch in an gstablished ordgr. It is in this Supgriority
patriarchal influgneg ‘witeh” stagnategs the Christa.
We're tlgre to be gqually free, without the dgadly sin of superiority

or inferiority.
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It isn’t about joining an gstablished order, or founding anothgr ong.
Now [ undgrstand how it is important not to judge the clergy.
It's important to know it’s not about the clgrgy, it’s the gnergy.
I sgg Now how thg gnergy obgys gach of us and thg merit is in deed
which gach of us arg being judged by. the deed...
THAT is why there arg so mangy changgs in thg chareh.
why so mang of thg nuns arg shedding their old habits
as theg addictions of huManity arg ¢xposed, and the femining begins to
take her Rite... full position in the world. Could it be our Father who art in
Heaven is clganing housg? Perhaps the Sacred Holy €nerdy is purifying
the Chureh through prigsts likg gou, Father Sam and Father Richard; the
Best Men, ushering in 1 pare Christ gnergy. While the vestal virgins, like
nuns, arg Bride Maids announcing the coming of the Bride of Christ; the
Christa.
Father, | just had a thought; when the Christa fully gmbodigs the chareh,
or thg world, or gach ong of us gqually, dogs it mgan yod’ll bg out of a
job? Or will T! Or will we all be free to begin a ngw world, the world Christ
speaks of, wherg we all can just be... Ongdelf.
Sorry Father 'm not being disrespeetful, it just slipped out. My train of
thought is likg a locomotive, | can’t stop it when it gets like this.
The definition of loco~motivg, is twofold. lboco could be irrational.
Oh great! It wouldn’t bg any stretch of the imagination to sege the
implications of this dgfinition. {llthough, in music it mgans a retarn
in the dirgction, and thg notg should bg played an octave higher. | sge
there’s a definitg over-tong 4 undgrstanding the Golden Feaning
to THAT definition for ong who [ standing up on the laurgls of their
soul and definitely returning homge an octave higher.
Wouldn’t the humorous dgfinition be something our Father Richard
would say, and thg metaphoric dgfinition somgwhat gour take on life? Or
should it bg vieg versa... or could it bg my vieg has begen reversed.
Father! Right now, | am sgging somgthing about my Self.
Oh my God! Father, [ am...
I can’t say it out loud. | havg to bg with THAT thought for a bit.
I know | havg many gifts to beg grateful for. | have sgen the miracles
happen right before my ¢ye and bgngath my hands. [ don’t take it
personally. When I lived in New York City for 7 years, and whilg in San
Francisco for 7 years, | met sgveral peoplg who wanted to promote me.

65



The dlchegMystical

They saw my heightgned visions and abilitics as a way for me to make a

living, and | saw visions of a whitg sheet with black mark on the
top Igft corngr. | take the vision as {1 metaphor for my state of... BEING.
The whitg sheet represented the 95% of my soul T had clgared during and
sincg THAT dark night of my soul gxperigneg at my awakgning.
The black mark was the 5% | still had to clgar. The stain perhaps,

of distain mishaps.
| sgnsed no matter how perfectly white the shegt is, or how small the
black dot was, the ¢ge would all ways focus on the stain with distain.
s long as | had theg black mark, no matter what pereegnt it was, I'd get
lost in the limelight, whilg losing sight of {1 means to my goal, or
@olden Mgans of my gxristence.
I didn’t know at the timg what THAT sgnsation meant, but I did have 1
sgnsg | could havg gottgn lost in sgnsationalism with the stain, and
| wasn’t taking chancgs in rggard to materialism.
Father, | understand the conegpt of the vow of poverty very well. | can’t
count how mang timgs | had only a few dollars to my namg, and yget |
somghow camg off as well off. dincg I'm always miraculously supplied
with whatgver [ nged at the timg, | am also considered, by thosg who know
me well, to be graced and blgssed by the God/US.
Whgn ong comes to know somgwhat homglgssnegss as oftgn as | havg, at
times it didn’t feel likg graced or blgssed, yet | always trusted and am
all ways suppligd with

gractly what [ ngeded. €ventually [ discovered the rgason and purposg
for thg so-callegd homglgss gxperignce.
I'vg been off the grid for twegnty gears, and lived in pgnthousgs and
mansions, as well as modgst homes and hovels as | traveled the world on
a dimg. Sineg I'veg been in Florida I've sold my art and bartered my work.
I'm considegred  facilitator, and I'm callgd a healgr, though [ refer to it as
dlchegMystic €legetroMagnetic balancing. | was oneg gvegn dubbed CSO:
Chigf Spiritual Officer at 1 company in corporate {Imerica.
Officially, | consider my S¢lf a Liver or lsover of Life. lsols
T wakg up in thg morning not Rnowing what I'm going to do, when [ go to
bed, | sag to God/Us, “I couldn’t have planned it better myself.”
Through the years | wrote a lot. | called my eollgctive writings 7he Book,
and gventually | titled it For€ver. 1t was a very, very long manusecript.
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Ovgr timg T had seribed and e¢dited diliggntly looking for somg answers
to unknown qugstions, or purposg to somg sggming unknown qugst.
{bout tgn years ago | split theg ong manuseript into two, and callgd them
For€ver, Ind €ver as | realize it was taking forgver and gver to writg it.
When the fdlchgmy started appearing in my writing, | took gregrpts from
the first two and creatg a two-fold manuseript titled N°€ver/Now. On the
ong sidg it’s the Ngver book, when gou flip it over it’s {4 Now book.
The Now or Never book is where 1 plag on words brought my inngr
imagination, gven my visions, to life. dincg then, 'vg gxcavated further...
and T havg sgven manuscripts grtracted from the threg.
In somg respeet | understand thesg lgtters arg food for the soul,

and likg words... arg food forcthought.
In mang regspects they arg likgn to the proverbial loaves and fishges.
They just kRegp maltiplging.
These past few years I've begn somegwhat isolated as | wrotge, painted and
meditated in the gugsthouse on a gated gstate in wealthy Marin County.
€ven acquiring my car was a magical gvgnt. It’s a vintage Chrysler TC
by Masgrati. Chrysler has Christ in it, and TC arg mg initials. Oh, and it
was originally from Crista Motors. The fact my financial prowess is
virtually non-gxistent and I drive a Masgrati, is a clug | work for God/Us,
and it’s obviously a company car.
Why am I tglling you all this? 1think it's becausg [ nged to sge it for myself.
To assegss my lifg and remind myself, yet again, how | am truly graced and
blgssed. To realizg how much I've trusted my Self, and how far T have
comg to realizing the living proof

of the Christa in M€.

When | started writing these lIgtters to you My Pear patignt Father
Michagl, | didn’t realizg I'd be tegsting gours.

With Lbovg and Light,

Terra
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Pearly Beloved,

What dogs THAT megan? Beloved, Be lboved, and by whom? The wholg or
Holy Ong. In Novgmbgr my inngr guidancg told meg | was going to have a
great Christmas. Through the sgason | qugstioned THAT guidance from time
to time.
“What was so great abouat it?” | asked my S¢lf, “The fear, the pain, or the
cathartic vulngrability.” 1 spegnt a good part of theg sgason crying, a large
part unraveling, and the better part dismantling. [ spgnt some of the timeg
qugstioning and listgning, most of the timeg vigwing and revigwing, much
of the timg writing, and the rest, | spent in peace. For a moment though,
through it all, [ accgpted... 9 lot. (thg scgnsion)
Wgain, Father, | ask gou and my Self, “Am | having this experignce
becausg of my awakegning twenty years ago or did | havg the awakgning
becausg of this ascgnsion grpgerigneg Now.” | feel this gvent, is in part the
causg of my awakgning back then.
| can’t say therg was much turmoil oneg | bggan writing. s | wrotg to
gou, my Father in heaven answered me through my own words. In my
lgtters | dismantled concgpts, discovered sgergt clugs, and unraveled
somg rooted fear somgwhat painlgssly. Magybg the procgss is unraveling
somg Kind of a cocoon gnceasing me? In ang case, 'm transforming.
| realize Now my life-long dreams AND visions arg based on my own
gengtics gmerging Now... from THAT DNA bgyond the inherited pargntal
gengties. The higher code from THAT DNA crgates {1 matrix for THAT wholg
ngw world, and likg thg butterfly’s imaginal discs, thosg dreams arg
NOW... fast becoming my very own imaginal cglls converting mg into...
THAT | cannot sagy.
Now, as thg stong of theg tomb is s¢t asidg, | realizeg | am given the greatest
gift bestowed on man
and woman-~Rind alikg, thg Sift Of PUIrE..mcrrrrenrene s sss s seeseens
| can call THAT God, or US, lsove, Innocence, Holy Spirit or Christa, though
thgse arg just words, | can only hopge to convey the gxperigneg beggond
thosg idgals | havg strived for to Beg my delf,
to Be~lsoved,
to Be saved.
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Why is it out of hundreds of millions of acorns, only ong or two opgn to
its Pesting of being an cak? Who chooses theg acorn THAT becomes the
oak? Is it God, Us, or in somg way the acorn? Or is it a combination of

Us all? God/UsS. 1In acorn dogsn’t nged to be taught to be an oak treg.
Or dogs it? Magbe God’s whispering its desting as it opegns, sending out
its roots, grabbing thg garth and bgginning its own procgss of full
realization... of life. {Ind what about thg acorn, is therg a wholg lifg THAT
gogs on insidg the acorn wg don’t sge? I life the Oak Tree will ngver
gxperigneg becausg it chosg to beg the Tree. 1Ind is the life of an Oak,
about 500 years, any different than the life of the butterfly, somg only
lasting ong dag or ong hour? Or is the current of The drk of the Covenant
THAT last forgver, ang differgnt than thg hormonal currgnt of thg pancregas
THAT lasts only ong millisgeond? Or is the currgnt moment,

THAT can’t bg measured in millisgcond like the current fre of

 Coven THAT is pulling me Now, ang different from the current of the

riptidg THAT gvgn the best of swimmers cannot compgte against?
{Ind what about the salty water of a great ocgan, or ting drop of the salty
dragon tear streaming down my chggk right now; is therg ang differgnce
gregpt in the wag [ vigw it? | realize now the Ocgan is a drop in God’s ¢ye
in comparison to the Glorious Universes, and the tear from my eye

an ocgan of unknown universegs with the sgnsg and pain of
ungxplorgd comparisons | may negver sgg. Not much pain Igft, | must have
sgen theg glory of it all. Or is it a tear of joy, for thg choicg, for the
grpgerigneg, however brigf or gndlgss? Whether it be forgver or a moment,
dogs it not all gnd up at thg samg placg?
Or dogs it?
What about the caterpillar THAT takes get another step in its Self-discovery.
Is it showing us yet another way? Cocooning itself, going within, and
gmerging from its own chrysalis... Chrygsta, {1 wholg and
.................. new gvolutionary specigs, or visionary specigs maybe, wings and all.

{t breakfast the words of wisdom on my tea bag said: ‘Choose wisely,
though the choice be brief, the outcome is gndless.”And with the last tear
my lamp burns bright as | anticipate the Beloved Christo of ME.
Hlways was, all wags will be. THAT choicg is alrgady madg, before | gver
gvgn thought it. T am proof of THAT, or am | just the thought of theg proof
of somgthing which dogsn’t grist... yet?
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Whether witngssing an acorn hgading for a mighty oak tree,
or sgnsing a human bging heading for the dlmighty, there’s just ong
thing for sure: There’s only ong of us here.
Now I realizg | am having a Great Christmas, {1 Great Christ Mass, and like
thg sun reflecting off the full moon and shining on the watger, cach ong of
thosg sparkligs is a lifg, an grperigneg, a momgent in timg. Oneg you’ve had
ong, you’'vg had thegm all. When [ ook at the batterfly watgrmark, | think
of the Monareh batterfly.
THAT thought invokgs the Matriarch.

the Matrifdre; The Blgssed Mother €arth, the Terra
Christa, and like the Blgssed Virgin, in my assumption do [ asegnd too.
With thg stamp my daughter also gave me powder called mirror gold.
“Wait till you sgg what happgns when gou heat it,” she told meg. When |
heated it, you can just imaging what | thought when [ saw the gold melt
and transform into thg gmbossed gold buatterfly you sge at the begginning
of this letter.*
How did sheg know to give such a gilding gift, with all its {lchgmical
significancg, on the very Christmas | g0 through the alehgmical firg of
transformation. {Is far as | can sge, my daughter is { messgnger from
the highgst order. The message with~in the gift reveals the {dlchgmical
means, as {1 goldgn = for unlocking the gailt of the psych¢, and in
thg passion to transform, begcomes {1 purg gilt of spirit for the soul.
The Christ has fscended, and so has the Blessed Mother, the Christa.
Once we embody THAT Truth, we'll all live out our heaven Here

on garth Now.

With Lbovg and Light,

Terra Christa

% The butterfly is embossed at the top left-hand corner of the scroll on the book’s cover.
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A Chapelet
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The Chapelet birthed from ¢ Igtter | wrote to my Uneleg Geng. You can find the
Igtter at the very egnter of this Chapelgt. It reached back into the past and
attached to this book The 1ilcheMystical ketters to Father Michael’ and 80¢s
forward in t20 dirgetions, as you will soon seg.
It is an lcheMystical ¢lixir of words, unraveling 1 Golden Feans to go home.
Or in an-other word, ‘ascegnd’. My Chaplet reveal hints of { few Templg Seerets
T uncovered to compreghend... grror
and/or lgarning
dna/or garning Trust...
Trust M€, as T humbly Begin
just Being ME.
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ibzar’tzn Me

€very Tugsday a handful of my family gather to play cards. Since I've
begn back, I'vg looked forward to plaging; gven if just to beg around theg
family. €ach wggk they altgrnatg housgs, and this week it’s at my unt
Shirlgy and Unelg Val’s home. Usually therg’s ning or morg at the tablg.
It's a bit loud with sgveral speaking at oneg, and somgong always having
something to say about somegong ¢lse. Today therg arg just five of us:
Mom, Unelgs Geng and Unele Val, dunt Shirley, and myself.

The wholg day is delightful. The quick wit and humor of my Unelgs make
mge laugh, whilg the soft, swegt, and gentlg ways of my mom, and her sister,
make me smilg. s my ‘T’ periodically perusegs the table, | takg a deep
brgath to absorb the pregecious opportunity of timg spent with them. | cateh
myself sighing with gratitudg for the pregsent moment of wellbging
surrounding me.

t the end of the day, as we walk to our cars, my Unelg Geng, theg humblg
Uneclg who FTather Michagl rgsemblgs, tells me he read my book and
gnjoyed it. “You’'vg comg {1 long way,” he said, “fInd you make good
points in gour writing.” | nod yggs, thank him for his Rind words and wg
hug good-bye. That simpleg gesturg and parely positive feedback Golden
Mgans the world to me.

When my mom and | arrivg back at her housg, | reach in my purse for my
phong. There, tucked in a pocket, | find his gift.

“Mom,” | eall to her, “did gou pat $50.00 in my purseg?”

“No, Unelg Gene did. [saw him pat it there.” she said, “He said something
about it was for gour booR.”

I'm degply touched.

I pick up thg phong and call him. fig hadn’t gottgn home ygt and his
answering maching picked up. {1t the gnd of thg beep, | Igft him a thankful
message. The negxt morning, | found my S¢lf wide awake at 5:00am with an
urgge to writg... it was in THAT samg familiar

urggney to write | had with Father Michagl.

I’s no coincidgncg this all happened just days beforg Father’s Pay.
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Pear Unelg Geng,

If my ¢ffect on angong’s lifg can gvgn comg closg to your gffect on ming...
Oh my God! My heart can hardly contain the fegling... the thought of joy
to know THAT who | am can makg such  profound and constant impact
on ong, as you haveg madg on me.
I know I'vg told you how, sineg a child, your gentlg-manly ways have
caught my gye and aligned my inngr T... And how, likg Father Michagl,
gour humility and degvotion havg inspired me and guided mg at such a
deep lgvel. It's as though you make me feel honored to be part of what it
is THAT conngets us. Family? Ygs... yet it is morg familiar.
Familiar, likg last wegk when | sat in gour living room waiting to play
cards, and my gygg caught the sight of the fraged edges of your well-
worn biblg. My hand and heart reachegd over and touched your journgy,
and | saw clgarly how closgly you havg begn with mg on ming. It’s
obvious your precious biblg is the same ong you reached for thosg
mang gears ago when | reached to you for elarity. Clarity of mind,
clarity of Faith... dnd clgarly sineg then, as | have journgyed the world
these past twgnty-two years, gou, my dear Unelg, have journgyed the
Word. It’s reminiscent of my meeting Mother Thergsa. THAT innatg and
ovgrwhelming sgnsg of touching gvergong she touched, as the intimacy
of our ongngss is wholly thg corngrstong of the trug meaning of what |
trust to beg our Faith.
| know Faith can’t be passed on in a worldly sgnse.
[ know it comgs from within... within as in the way of an inhgritance. It's
appargnt to mg how therg arg thosg in theg world who reflgct THAT as
pargnt... My Father, whosg namg means 7ruth, is a reflgction to me of
Trath. Not just in the way he instilled in me the importance of telling the
Trath, it was morg in theg way he lived his life, and his unwavering
intggdritg and trust in the thrall of his death. THAT is the real mganing of
Trath, with a capital T, heg continugs to instill in me sincg his passing.
It's also appargnt to me, THAT you Uneclg Geng, like my Father, are

likg 1 paregnt to meg. Jour name, €ugeng, mgans well born,

and likg your well-worn biblg

gou hold ¥ Faith, with a capitol T, THAT dogs begond words.
I can’t tell you how many times the visions I'vg had of you sitting in your
living room holding my yet unwritten book, gave mg the trust and
confidgnce to know somegday 1 book would be writtgn. How THAT Faith
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gaveg me the couragge to facg the valngrability my books imply, and
ovgrecomg whatgver obstaclg of fear, frustration, or doubt at hand.
Words sgegm mganinglegss to try to convey the stregngth those visions

I had gavg me to continug to trust my Faith in my own 7rath.

Somgetimes sgarching for my inngr 7rath has been terrifying... to say the
Igast. To beligve in something gvergong ¢lse beligvgs in is comforting,
to have Faith to find your own 7rath and then have somgong
acknowledge THAT Trath is heartgning. You heartegn me.

Jour gegngrous gift to me, and support of my work, has again touched
me deeply, and in ways | know arg having {1 positive, profound and far-
reaching ¢ffect on me. With tear filled eyes | called you Tugsday in
thanks, and with tear filled ¢yes | writg to you now, grateful yet again for
gour prgsegneg in my life.

With the love and gratitude of {3 daughter, Happy Father’s Pay,

Uour humbled nigee

Terra

I sobbed as I wrote this letter, and cried off and on for two days after I sent it. My Dear
Uncle Gene had done it again. In his simple gesture of Fatherly recognition, he touched my
heart deeply, and in THAT open state, the finger of God touched my soul. During those days
and nights, I wrote thirty-three pages from AT deep and heartfelt
heartened place, and in writing,
I realized; though its place is beyond the Letters to Father Michael, its concepts and essence is
fundamental to the book’s integrity. So, here as A few of those pages come forth in this
attached Chapelet, more in-depth revelations
are revealed in experiences such as Temper ME

at the beginning of Temple Secrets.
As for full disclosure? Well, it’s all written in t20 AlcheMystical sister books:

The AlcheMyostica Witch, Bitch, and Shrew

as well as The Alchedystical Temple Secreto.

These Letters to Father Michael’ sat dormant for many years until one day I pulled them out
and perused its AlcheMystical Wisdom. I went through the book several times, then one
evening, after reading this letter several times, I closed my eyes and asked if or when the
book will be done. Again, T hear THAT hallow voice from deep within speak; “‘When your
Uncle Gene passes.’
A wave of... ‘something’ washed over me. At 7:30am the next morning my cousin Rob
called to tell me my Uncle Gene had passed late last evening.
I was struck with the vulnerability of his passing; as he Golden Means so much to me.
I began thinking of the serendipity of timing and what it implied. Could the wave I felt be
A bequeathal of precious humility. A virtue T witnessed my Uncle Gene carry so well.
T began t20 sense the profundity of the possible publication of my AlcheMystical Books.
T sense I'm given the opportunity, through an AlcheMystic signs, to share my writing.
T soon began the long tedious editing process of discovering, aligning and integrating

as A Golden Means of revealing and processing my other AlcheMystical life stories.



The AlchegMystical

S\ o

mithout M Heartened compass
of compassion therg’s no Pity®
Whereg oncg is felt the pain and judgment
of s¢lf satisfying pity... full gxelusion
I Now undgrstand Mereg...
and Merey begins with...
Me

8 Obviously T see it as A clear explanation of the lower form of pity I was taught,
and A way and/or Golden Means of raising to A higher form of Pity I saw inclusive of ME.



