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C H A P T E R

1 
L O S T

Hope and frustration, two very distinct and conflicting 
emotions, fought for control in Rah with each ring of the phone. 
Hope rang eternal that maybe the missing jewelry box would 
somehow magically appear next to the phone wherever it was in 
this mess of her bedroom. She knew it was ridiculous, but hope 
always had an absurdly pleasing flavor so why squelch it?  

Ring. Ring. 
At least the phone gave a signal of its presence. Wouldn't it be 

great if the jewelry box had a little ringing bell to call out its 
location like a beacon of light to its careless owner? 

Rah shook her head impatiently to ward off frustration. She 
wasn't careless. Her jewelry box was right there on her dresser last 
night before she went to bed. She glared at the offending empty 
space where the jewelry box should have been. And now it had 
vanished. Just like the stupid phone apparently did. 

Ring. Ring. 
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Besides how could a ringing bell be a beacon of light? If she 
used a mixed metaphor like that on stage, the audience would 
groan in unison and the improv scene would be dead in the water.  

Rah, focus! You're not on stage. Where's the damned phone? 
She tilted her head to tune into where the ring was coming 

from and absentmindedly patted the pockets of her hoodie. It was 
right there a minute ago. Wasn't it? She unzipped them once 
again and jammed her hands into holes that were still empty apart 
from the same two-euro coin.  

Ring. Ring. 
“Ah ha! There you are!” She crossed the room to her bed and 

pounced on a pile of multi colored tee shirts neatly folded fresh 
from the laundry. One by one, she shook them out and tossed 
them aside. No phone, just more mess. She sighed. What a waste. 

Ring. Ring. 
Wait a minute! Her head jerked around and she followed the 

sound of the ring with her eyes. What the—? Now it’s ringing
from over by the dresser?  

Ring. Ring. 
Weird. She'd already looked there. But there it was! Right 

next to the lamp where the jewelry box should have been. She 
frowned. Was it right in front of her eyes the whole time? How 
could she have missed it? 

“Hello?” 
“Rah? It’s me.” 
“Katarina, you’re back!” Rah kept her tone light as she 

switched the phone to her other ear. After all, she reminded 
herself as she surveyed the mess in her bedroom, her frustration 
had nothing to do with Katarina. Not this time, anyway.  

Normally she liked things to appear neat, but she was on a 
mission, albeit a rapidly failing one if measured by all the opened 
drawers that overflowed with a colorful array of bras, panties, 
shirts, and jeans. Closet doors thrown askew revealed a one-time 
sense of order, now belied by the fifty some odd pairs of sneakers, 
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ballerinas, flip flops and high-heeled shoes stacked to one side in a 
haphazard pile. She grunted in frustration and kicked aside an 
assortment of belts and scarves that were tangled together in a 
knotted mass of leather and silk.  

“Rah, is Pietro there?” Katarina’s whisper held a note of 
accusation mixed in with the pleasure of scandal. “Are you two 
having sex?” 

“What!?” Rah squared her shoulders and held her breath as 
she slowly counted to five. “No, Tro is not here and even if he was, 
we wouldn’t be hooking up. We’d be talking about the theatre 
group. You know that.” 

“Do I?” Katarina asked with a coy tone that told Rah her 
friend thought she knew better.  

Rah hated it when Katarina spoke in that superior 
psychologist voice; it got her every time. She bristled in annoyance 
and bit back a sharp reply. Six, seven, eight, nine, ten. She picked 
up a stray pair of sneakers and tossed them towards the shoe pile. 
One bounced off at an oblique angle towards the closet. “How was 
New York?”  

“New York was great, the convention even better. The flight 
back through Munich? What a nightmare!” 

“What happened?” Rah pulled the bed back from the wall to 
look behind the bed board. Still nothing but more dust balls. She 
really needed to give her house a good spring-cleaning. No, first, 
she really needed to find that jewelry case. This was getting 
serious. She’d looked everywhere and it definitely wasn’t in any of 
her usual hiding places. Plus, she didn’t remember moving it. 

Rah stared at the empty spot on top of her dresser. It was 
sitting right there last night, so where did it go? It didn’t just grow 
little wheels out of rings and roll away into thin air for crying out 
loud. She sighed. Well, it’s here somewhere. 

“We got stuck on the runway in La Guardia for an hour and a 
half,” Katarina said. “So, naturally, I missed my connecting flight.” 

“Keep looking,” Rah told herself out loud. 



W A Y M A K E R S :  T H E  B E G I N N I N G

4

“I know,” Katarina said. “That’s what I had to do, keep 
looking. I didn’t think I’d ever find the connecting gate.” 

Where could a four by eight inch jewelry box have gotten? In a 
vain effort to kick-start her memory, Rah ruffled her dark hair 
making the bangs of her short pixie cut stick straight out over 
round hazelnut brown eyes now narrowed in concentration. 
Where did she put it? 

“It ended up taking me twenty seven hours from my hotel in 
midtown New York just to get back to Venice. I’m beat.” 

“Oh,” Rah murmured in complicity. “That’s rough.” She stuck 
her head into the back of the closet and ran her hands along all the 
edges. They came up empty once again. 

“That made me late for the driver I’d ordered to pick me up at 
the airport. So, then, I had to wait another hour for someone to 
come pick me up from Vicenza.” 

“Why didn’t you just take a cab?” Rah climbed onto a chair to 
look behind her props box on the top shelf of the closet. Maybe 
she’d missed it the first two times she looked there. 

“It was prepaid.” 
“Oh.” Rah jumped down from the chair and landed on the 

stray shoe, twisting her ankle. “Agh!”  
“Are you okay?” Katarina’s voice was filled with concern. 
“Sure, I’m fine, it’s nothing. So when did you get in?” Rah sat 

on the edge of the bed and rubbed her ankle. Hey, maybe she’d 
stuck the jewelry box under the mattress. It was a long shot, she 
knew, but she was at her wit’s end. She propped the phone 
between her ear and shoulder and let out a small grunt as she lifted 
the mattress. Still nothing. She flopped back down on the bed in a 
spread eagle and stared up at the ceiling. She ignored the 
throbbing in her ankle. 

“Rah? What’s going on?” 
“Nothing. I’m all ears. Go on. Tell me about the convention.” 

There has got to be an explanation. 
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As Katarina regaled Rah with stories of speakers and new 
things she’d learned in her world of psychology, Rah absently 
fingered the diamond earrings she had taken out of the case the 
night before. It had been silly to wear them when she was just 
meeting Tro and Seppe for a quick pizza and to talk about some 
new improvisational theater games for their comedy troupe. But 
she’d felt like feeling pretty and the diamond studs given to her by 
her mother on her twenty first birthday always did the trick. They 
were her first piece of real jewelry in her adult life. 

“Oh you vain woman,” she admonished herself. Like diamond 
earrings were the key to attracting a man in your life. Besides, 
what man would approach a woman who was already sitting with 
two men? A smart one, she mentally argued, would see that Tro 
and Seppe were only friends.  

Rah, focus! Where is that jewelry box? 
Rah jumped up and limped back through her tiny living 

room—an equal if not greater mess from her search—and into the 
kitchen to get some ice for her ankle. Could she have put the 
jewelry case in her refrigerator of all places? No, that would be 
crazy. She opened the vegetable bin anyway. Oh, good, nothing 
but carrots and zucchini. Even though her jewelry box was still at 
large, her sanity didn’t need to be put in question. Or did it?  

“So,” Katarina said. “Do you think it’s crazy?” 
“Maybe a little,” Rah said answering her own question. She 

grabbed a bag of frozen fruit from the freezer and hobbled over to 
the red leather sofa. 

“I know,” Katarina sighed. “He was just so intelligent. And 
handsome. How could I resist?” 

“Who?” As Rah balanced the frozen fruit on her ankle, she 
tried not to think about the value of the missing and very 
uninsured jewelry. It wasn’t the money, she assured herself, 
although rising hysteria at the thought of never finding the jewelry 
box made her shudder. The combined value of all those inherited 
pieces from her two grandmothers, plus her engagement and 
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wedding rings from a now defunct marriage, would easily cover 
her living expenses for three whole years. Shoot, they’d even cover 
a few wildly exotic vacations. Okay, maybe to a gazillionaire they 
wouldn’t be worth much, but as a struggling actress she couldn’t 
even afford their insurance. Besides, it was the history and 
sentimental value of the now missing gold necklaces, bracelets, and 
other rings that made them irreplaceable. Well that, and her 
engagement and wedding rings represented a source of quick cash 
in case she needed to sell them in an emergency. Her lying 
cheating husband might have slipped away into any one of 
numerous women’s beds, but by God, she wasn’t going to let that 
little bit of economic equity slip away, too.  

“The psychologist I met at the convention.” 
“Oh.” Rah thought about her grandmother’s emerald and 

diamond ring and almost groaned aloud. It was her favorite ever 
since she was a little girl watching her Nanna get dressed for 
elegant evenings with her handsome grandfather.  

“He’s French.” 
“You always liked cities.” 
“Gay Paree.” Katarina’s pause begged for Rah’s attention. 

When Rah didn’t give it, she added, “Maybe it’s not so crazy to 
entertain the idea of a long distance relationship. Other people 
have done it, so why not me?”  

In her mind’s eye, Rah saw the jewelry box sitting right there 
on her dresser. She jumped up and limped back to her bedroom 
while balancing the fruit bag on the front of her foot.  

“Rah?” Katarina’s voice was sharp. 
“Hmmm?” 
“Are you even listening?”  
“Of course.” Rah shook her head. 
“What are we talking about?” 
Rah hesitated. “New York.” She sensed Katarina’s unspoken 

disapproval, so rushed to correct herself. “No, France. Right?” 
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“Wrong. Way wrong,” Katarina said with mild rebuke. “Rah, 
what’s going on?” 

“Nothing,” Rah lied as she stared hopelessly at the top of her 
dresser for the umpteenth time. No jewelry box, just some 
miscellaneous pieces of costume jewelry alongside pictures of her 
parents and brother at various stages of her life back in America. 
Oh my God, she thought as she slumped down to the floor, 
maybe it’s gone forever. She gulped back a wad of tears that rose 
to her throat.  

“I don’t believe you.” 
“You’re right. Everything’s wrong. I lost it.” 
“What? You lost your booking sheet again for RahTroSeppe?” 
“No!” Rah frowned in indignation. “And I never lost that… 

per se. It got eaten up by a computer virus. Remember? It even 
weaseled its way into my back up disc, so I am blame-free on that 
one.” 

“Then what did you lose this time?” 
Rah decided to ignore the implied accusation of ‘this time’. If 

she were to be brutally honest with herself, she’d acknowledge 
how there were other occasions in which things had just 
disappeared without explanation, but never anything so valuable.  

“My jewelry.” 
“What? How could you lose all your jewelry?” 
“I don’t know. I just did. It was right here last night and then, 

today, it’s gone.” 
“Why do you keep punishing yourself like this?” 
“What are you talking about? I’m not punishing myself. It’s 

the jewelry,” Rah added darkly, “that’s punishing me.” 
“Have you ever considered this is a way of punishing yourself 

because you didn’t get enough attention from your parents 
growing up?” 

Rah frowned. “I got plenty of attention from my parents. If 
anything, it’s the jewelry that isn’t getting enough attention 
because I don’t wear it enough.” She grabbed a stray tee shirt, 
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wrapped it around the melting bag of frozen fruit, and tied it 
around her ankle. That was one way to stop the leakage and keep 
going. “Maybe it ran away from home in protest.” 

“Be serious, Rah. This isn’t one of your improv games.” 
“I know it’s not, but losing my grandmothers’ jewelry has 

nothing to do with my childhood.” 
“It has everything to do with your childhood,” Katarina 

insisted. “It always boils down to father issues for you.” 
“How does that relate to my father?” Rah giggled. “Can you 

imagine Dad flashing rubies around his neck as he represented 
some corporate raider in court?” 

“Isn’t it family jewelry you lost? Mostly from your Dad’s side 
of the family?” 

“Oh. True.” 
“Did you ever write that letter to your father after you lost 

your booking sheet?” 
“That’s not fair, I just told you I didn’t lose it! Are you even 

listening? Besides,” she rushed in to add before Katarina could 
take offense, “writing a letter to my father wouldn’t exactly be an 
easy thing to mail.” 

“You can always write it metaphorically,” Katarina said 
reasonably. 

Rah tilted her head in defiance. “That’s not going to get my 
jewelry box back. I just have to keep looking. 

“Look, you know the jewelry wasn’t stolen, right? You did 
check the windows and doors for any signs of a break in?” When 
Rah didn’t answer, Katarina added, “You did, didn’t you?” 

Rah rolled her eyes. She hated it when Katarina treated her 
like a child. She was only a year older than Rah, which didn’t 
automatically bestow a superior wisdom. Rah rubbed her forehead 
and took a deep breath. “Yes, it was the first, no second, thing I 
did. Then I tore my apartment apart looking for it.” 

“So you know the jewelry box is somewhere in the apartment. 
You’ve retraced your steps?” 
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“Yes, I’ve retraced my steps. And then some.” 
“Hmmm. You’re not a sleepwalker, are you?” 
“No, I’m not a sleepwalker!” Rah practically snorted. 
“How would you know? You live alone.” 
Rah was silent. Katarina was right. How would she know? She 

shook her head. “No, I would know. ” She made a mental note to 
ask herself that the next time she meditated. 

“Not necessarily,” Katarina reasoned. “You’d be sleeping.” 
“Okay, even if I was sleepwalking—and I don’t think I was—

that jewelry box would still have to be here somewhere. My place 
isn’t that big.” 

“Okay, let’s agree you weren’t sleepwalking. Still, you don’t 
remember where you put it so you have nothing more to lose. 
Why not write the letter and then look? I’ll bet you that writing 
the letter will clear your mind and it’ll come to you.” 

Rah wasn’t convinced, but to end the conversation, she agreed. 
Katarina’s pleasure and sense of accomplishment at having 

helped her friend was evident in her voice. “Thatta’ girl. Brava. 
Listen, I’ve got a couple more calls to make and then unpack. Are 
you free for an early dinner?” 

“No, I’ve got a show at a club down in Padova.” 
“Okay, well, you have fun. Tell Pietro and Guiseppe I said 

hello.” 
“You can call them Tro and Seppe like everyone else, you 

know.” Rah tested her ankle for tenderness. Oh, good, the frozen 
fruit seemed to be working.  

“Don’t be ridiculous, you know I don’t like nicknames on 
grown men. Anyway, I’ll catch up with you when the jet lag 
passes. ” 

“Okay, sounds good.” Rah held back a smile as she lifted her 
foot towards an imaginary camera and mentally invented a 
commercial tag line: Frozen fruit! It’s not just for desserts. 

“Write that letter,” Katarina warned. 
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“Yes, Doctor, I will,” she lied. There was no way she was 
going to write a metaphorical letter to her father. 

“I’m not kidding.” 
“You’re the doctor, Doctor.” 
“Yes, I am.” Katarina’s sigh was barely perceptible. “Well, 

good luck. Let me know how it goes.” 
“Will do. Ciao for now.” 



C H A P T E R

2 
T R A N S M I S S I O N S

The thrumming—constant, repetitive, all pervasive—

came from deep inside the innermost dimension of all 

dimensions.   

Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmmm.  

It spread outwards, spiraling through time and space, 

defying all concepts of linear boundaries, before finally 

connecting with its target. The resulting resonance rippled 

like a silent sonic boom, expanding and multiplying on 

itself, slowly and inexorably permeating and transmuting all 

that it came in direct contact with.  
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Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmmm. 

On the waves of his toning, he sent his communication 

in small bursts of conscious thought that traveled through 

the ethers like the invisible radio waves of a ham radio 

operator.  

“I am Zhamhra. Know that I am. Hear me. Remember. 

Know that you know.” 

“You are getting through.” 

“Yes.” 

“Any interference?”  

“Some. We have to let it play out.” 

“The transmission was more effective this time.” 

“Yes. The object is no longer in her physical world.” 

“Any interference?” 

“It got their attention, but I repelled them with a double 

measure.” 

“We must insure that she stays safe. And does not look 

towards outside forces for explanations.” 

“I’m working on it.” 

“Of course you are.” 

“Where is Sheira?” 

“She is at a special session on Earth history at 

WayMakers Academy.” 

“Will she be able to handle it?” 

“She has made it this far.” 

“It’s a risk to include her.”  

“It is a risk we must take. With her Graion roots, she can 

be the one to tip the balance in favor of Humankind.” 
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“She can also be the catalyst to its destruction.” 

“Which is why I agreed to be her mentor, and to nurture 

her continued ascension.” 

“You know best. Let me get back to Rah.” 

Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmmm. 

Ever vigilant. Keep trying. The mission must succeed. 

He lowered the cycle of his transmission. 

Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmmm. 

He felt her attention shift and his essence expanded in 

hope, in anticipation of her conscious contact. With more 

refined focus, he spiraled his conscious awareness 

simultaneously inwards and then outwards towards her.  

Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmmm.  

The vibration changed its timbre. Softer. More intense. 

Specifically designed to shake up the very molecular 

structure of its target. 

Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmmm.  

“Perhaps a bit more rarefaction?” 

“Agreed. Let’s see how more expansion works.” 

Zhamhra shifted his vibrational transmission two nanocycles 

inwards. 
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Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmmm.  

“Okay, that’s enough. I’m pulling back.” 

“Yes, overload is always a cause for concern.” 

“She must remain invisible for now.” 

“Timing is important. I do not need to remind you, of 

course, that fear and dreams are the first two channels they 

use to attack.” 

“They’re close. Stress is breaking down the walls. That’s 

why I’m sticking with one message, and one message only 

for now: Know that you know.” 



C H A P T E R

3 
C R Y S T A L  G U I L T

The phone rang as soon as Rah hung up. Thinking Katarina 
had forgotten something, she grinned, ready to tease her friend by 
suggesting she write a letter to the forgetful fairy. 

“Now who’s forgetful?” 
“Let’s take a wild guess,” a friendly female voice said. “First 

hint: it’s not me.”  
“Oh, hey Marina. My bad. What’s up?” 
“Didn’t we have a lunch date?” 
“Oh, no! I mean yes. What time is it?” 
Marina chuckled. “Ten minutes ago.” 
“I am so sorry! Katarina called and I got distracted.” 
“No worries, take your time. I’ll pop into the bookstore and 

browse until you get there. How does that sound?” 
“Perfect.” 
Still balancing the fruit bag on her foot, Rah limped to the 

bathroom and sat on the edge of the tub to untie the now soaked 
tee shirt. Ah, boogers, there were little purple fruit blobs all over 
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her shirt. She wrung it out with a resigned groan; if it wasn’t one 
thing, it was another. She stood up and tested her weight on her 
ankle. Not bad; the fruit worked even if it might have cost her a 
tee shirt. Still, she’d better wash it before the stains set in.  

A spark of hope ignited as she opened the small laundry 
closet. Maybe the jewelry case was in the washing machine. That 
would support Katarina’s sleepwalking theory, which she thought 
was absurd, but she’d run out of places to look.  

Nope. Nada. Empty. Niente. 
She tossed the shirt into the washer, repeating nope, nada, 

empty, niente like an angry rap song as she added detergent and 
fabric softener. It seemed a waste to do a whole cycle for just one 
shirt so she stripped the sheets off the bed and threw them in, too.  

Just as she was walking out the door to go meet Marina, a 
worrisome niggle stopped her in her tracks. What was she 
forgetting? Oh, that’s right, Marina’s crystal pendant. Rah made a 
point of always wearing it when she saw her friend, so she turned 
back around to get it from where it was dangling from the jewelry 
tree on top of the dresser. 

 “Go figure,” she muttered as she clasped it around her neck. 
“My good jewelry goes missing while nothing happens to this 
thing. And I don’t even believe in crystal-power.” 

Wait a minute! Her eyebrows shot up as a new possible 
explanation hit her. Could the crystal have anything to do with the 
jewelry box disappearing? It was sitting right next to where the 
jewelry box should have been and Marina certainly bought into the 
mysticism of crystals.  

Rah laughed at the idea. But… what if the crystal did have 
something to do with it? No, that was impossible. Still, she was 
running out of options. Rah closed her eyes and took a long slow 
breath, ready to hear what her gut had to tell her. Her thoughts 
flew to when she had bought that necklace with Marina in a New 
Age bookstore down in Florence.  
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～～～

“This one is very special.” Marina held the crystal pendant 
with reverent admiration. “It has your name on it, Rah.” 

“Really?” A droll smile played in the corners of Rah’s mouth. 
“I didn’t realize I was shopping for a necklace.” 

“Really. And you don’t shop for crystals, you wait for them to 
find you.” She held it up for Rah’s admiration. “Look at its shape 
and form. The clarity. Here, hold it up to the light.” 

With the due diligence required in friendship, Rah did as she 
was told and held it up to the light. 

“Can’t you just feel it’s special? It’s calling out to you.” A ray of 
sun broke through a cloud and poured in through the shop 
window. It lit upon Marina’s moon pie face to create a soft halo 
around curly ash brown hair and give a curious shine to blue eyes 
that suggested ageless wisdom. It almost made Rah believe her. 
Almost. 

Rah gave a small shrug and handed it back to her friend. “It’s 
pretty and all that…” 

“But…?” 
“I don’t know,” Rah said. “It just seems like all this talk of 

crystals being able to channel power is an empty parlor game for 
New Agers of the flightiest kind.” Marina flinched. A flush of 
shame washed over Rah; she’d gone too far. “Not that I think 
you’re flighty,” Rah rushed in to add. “Because I don’t. Obviously I 
don’t since you were the one who taught me how to meditate in 
the first place.” 

“Of course not.” Marina turned to place the pendant back on 
the shelf, careful to give it due respect by arranging the other 
stones around it in a semi-circular crown. “But if crystals don’t 
have special characteristics for transmitting energy waves, why do 
they use them in our radios, electronics, space shuttles, and things 
like that? To me, it just makes sense that they would do the same 
for the energy of our thoughts in meditation.” 
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“Well, maybe you’re right,” Rah agreed to assuage any bad 
feelings she might have just created.  

“I know I am. But, that’s just for me. You choose for you.” 
Rah reached out to the crystal to furtively look at its price tag. 

The price of making amends. 
“See?” Marina’s face lit up with exuberance. “I told you it was 

calling out to you.” 
Trying to make things right between them, Rah fell back onto 

her training in improvisational theater. “Buy me!” She squeaked, 
giving the crystal a tiny voice. “I need a new mamma!”  

Marina laughed and shook her head. “Girl, you’re a piece of 
work.” 

～～～

 “No,” Rah said as she shook herself out of the reverie. “A 
guilt ridden crystal purchase has nothing to do with a missing 
jewelry box.” 



C H A P T E R

4 
F O U N D

Dear Dad, 
I can’t believe I am writing to you, but I don’t know what else 

to do. Looks like Katarina won after all since here I am writing an 
impossible letter. 

So what could you possibly tell me about a disappearing 
jewelry box? Not much, I know. Maybe once upon a time you 
could have told me about sports, or about how to swing a golf 
club, or even how to choose a good wine. We never did find much 
common ground other than choosing good wines, did we? But 
finding a missing jewelry case? It doesn’t take a Ph.D. to know 
that helping me find it is outside of your current jurisdiction. Now 
before you metaphorically start yelling at me for being 
irresponsible, I can assure you that the jewelry box was on my 
dresser when I went out that night, and I didn’t touch it when I 
got back in. And, yes, I went straight to bed. Alone.  

What could have possibly happened to it? I have literally 
turned my apartment upside down twice over, put it all back in 
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order, and searched all over again. I have come up with nothing 
but dead ends for two whole days. No pun intended. And no 
disrespect to you since you are dead. 

It’s a shame you can’t somehow look down from whatever 
dimension you might be in and make it magically reappear. Ah 
well, you can’t, and so be it. Looks like I have to keep writing and 
hope the memory of where I put it comes to me.  

Yes, I know all that jewelry is filled with memories. If you 
were Katarina, you’d be telling me that I subconsciously wanted to 
lose my memories. Well, it’s not true! I don’t want to lose 
memories. If anything, I’d like to remember. There’s been this 
elusive ‘it’ nagging me my whole life. Every time I got close—or 
thought I was close—to discovering what it meant, it slipped away 
again. I’ve stopped trying to figure it out. 

If you were still alive, you and mother would line up shoulder 
to shoulder to interrogate me at this point. Your lawyer-trained 
minds would demand to know what I meant by ‘it’. For sure I 
couldn’t come up with a concrete enough answer to satisfy you. 
Besides, if I could describe the feeling in a practical manner, then 
it wouldn’t nag at me, now would it? That’s why I never told you 
about it. You had a hard enough time dealing with my artistic 
temperament as it was, much less trying to understand some 
elusive feeling that there’s something I’m supposed to remember, 
but can’t quite put my finger on. And you were better at dealing 
with me than Mother ever will be. 

But I digress from the missing jewelry box. 
I just flashed on a memory of you one night when you were in 

the middle of some litigation of some sort. You and Mother were 
talking about it in the kitchen. You stood up and pounded the 
table with your fist, saying you demanded justice and you wouldn’t 
stop until you got it. I’d never seen you so filled with righteous 
determination and I finally understand because, dammit, that’s 
how I feel. So here is my closing argument filled with that same 
righteous determination: I demand cosmic justice! I want that 
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jewelry box, and all its contents, back in my possession and I want 
it now!  

Not that you can do anything about it. 
Anyway, demand given. Letter written. Now what? 
Your loving daughter, 
Debrah 
PS. Just in case I never said it, thanks for giving me the 

nickname Rah from my old cheerleading days. I never got the 
chance to tell you that Tro, Seppe and I named the improv troupe 
RahTroSeppe. People think the name comes from some old god 
back in the Egyptian times. Italians do have such active 
imaginations. 

～～～

Rah shook her head and filed the letter in her computer in a 
new folder labeled “silliness”. Oh well, at least she could honestly 
tell Katarina she wrote it. Now what? Writing about that elusive 
‘it’ brought about a restlessness that made her think she was 
missing something. Her jewelry box, that’s what she was missing. 
Still, there was something more. There was always something 
more. 

Her eyes swept across her tiny apartment looking for clues 
from all the souvenirs she’d collected during her travels around the 
world on a cruise ship as a singer/actress right out of college. 
Maori paintings from New Zealand; blow guns from the Amazon; 
woven tapestries from Vietnam; masks from India, Africa, and 
even Venice all made her smile and gave her a sense of space in the 
world. Those were a fun four years, before she’d fallen head over 
heels with a smooth talking and very feckless Italian waiter and 
found herself living in a small Italian town, far away from her once 
upon a time Broadway dreams. By the time the marriage was over, 
it was too late to pick up where she’d left off so she’d just kept 
going, reinventing herself along the way. She made a decent living 
by Italian standards with money from her improv group plus the 
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sale of a watercolor painting now and again, a few voice-overs 
when a mother tongue English speaker was needed, and singing at 
miscellaneous weddings. By her parents’ standards, however, she 
was a pauper. Now, with the jewelry missing, she was even more 
so. 

“Any ideas?” Rah asked the feathered Venetian mask that 
stared down with empty eyed passivity from a sunshine colored 
wall. “No? Didn’t think so.” 

Not knowing what else to do, Rah decided to ask for guidance 
in meditation. Marina had suggested as much during their lunch, 
but Rah’s practical side had resisted, insisting on continuing the 
fruitless two-day search. Maybe she was more like Katarina than 
she was willing to admit. With a sigh, Rah sat back, centered 
herself using the MerKaBa meditation techniques Marina had 
taught her, and set out looking for answers. 

Once she was centered on her Divine Soul, the part of her that 
Marina said was in touch with all of creation, she asked, “Tell me 
about the jewelry box. Where is it?” 

In her mind’s eye, Rah saw the jewelry box sitting on her 
dresser and then, suddenly, it wasn’t there anymore. 

“I know,” she mentally acknowledged. “That’s the point. How 
did it just disappear?” 

A sense of knowing came from within. You made it disappear. 
Rah’s practical side protested, “I made it disappear?” 
Yes.  
It rose up as a flowing sense of expansion, just as all the other 

yeses she’d ever felt in meditation. There had been so many 
concrete confirmations of that ‘yes’ knowing on so many other 
occasions that she’d learn to trust it implicitly. Or so she’d 
thought, until now. 

“That’s impossible!” Rah’s logical mind dug in, only to be 
usurped by doubt. “Isn’t it?” 

The resounding lack of movement told her the answer was, 
“No.” 
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“You’re telling me that I made it disappear?” 
Yes. 
 Rah gulped. That was just too, too bizarre for words. She 

didn’t believe it, couldn’t believe it. No, she needed concrete proof 
before she would ever allow herself to consider the possibility.  

What proof would you need? 
Good question, what proof would she need? “I don’t know, I 

just want it back. Not tomorrow, not next week. NOW.” 
Something shifted. 

Okay, go look in your bedroom. 
Goose bumps rose on Rah’s arms. “That’s just nuts,” she 

countered. 
Go look in your bedroom. 
Rah stuck out her chin in defiance. “I already looked more 

times that I can count.”  
The message came in clearer. Go look in your bedroom. It’s 

there right now. 
Rah resisted the physical impulse of her body moving to stand 

up. “Yeah, right. It’s in my bedroom.” 
Yes. 
“Right now?” 
Yes. 
Rah flinched at the affirmative expansion and then 

admonished herself. “Rah, don’t be so silly. Get up, go to your 
bedroom. Prove that you’re not listening clearly, and then come 
back into meditation. How difficult is that?”  

How difficult indeed. With stubborn purpose, Rah strode into 
her bedroom heading towards her dresser when something caught 
her attention out of the corner of her eye.  

“What the—” She squeezed her eyes shut. No! It was 
impossible! It must be a trick of my imagination, she assured 
herself. On the count of three, I’m going to open my eyes and I’ll 
see my nicely made bed, just like I left it this morning. Ready? 
One. Two. Three. Open your eyes.  
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She reeled backwards with a gasp. 
Sitting in the middle of her bed, right on top of a decorative 

cushion, was her missing jewelry box. 



C H A P T E R

5 
H O W  C A N  I T  B E ?

Rah stood transfixed by the shiny black box with the ivory 
inlaid bird motif on top. She couldn’t believe her eyes. Goose 
bumps rose again on her arms, her back, and up her neck. 
Panicked thoughts tumbled one over the over.  

How can it be? It's impossible.  
Yet, there it was.  
But I changed the sheets three days ago, made the bed again 

this morning like I always do. It can’t have been sitting there the 
whole time. It just can’t.  

Yet, there it was. 
Someone must be playing tricks on me. Someone put it there. 

But who? Nobody’s been here but me.  
Rah’s eyes darted towards the window. Sure, it’s open to let in 

air, but the blinds are always closed. Nothing but air and sunlight 
could get in through the quarter inch slats. She shivered to ward 
off the unseen bogeyman of childhood nightmares.  
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Her breaths came in small gulps as she fought an 
overwhelming sense of vertigo and tried to hang on to some sense 
of reason. There had to be a logical explanation. 

You said you wanted proof. 
She took two steps back to distance herself. “Not like this! If 

this is real, then it means nothing is as it seems.”  
Yes. 
NO! A subconscious fear of the unknown, as old as mankind, 

rose up with a tremor that ran through her body and settled into 
shaking knees.  

Needing assurance that nothing else was outside the norm, 
Rah’s eyes frantically swept the bedroom. Everything else seemed 
to be in order: pictures on the wall, the freshly made bed, bedroom 
slippers neatly aligned under the mirror, nightgown hanging from 
the edge.  

Her breath caught in her throat. Did her nightgown just 
move?! She blinked twice with a nervous laugh. No, it was just a 
breeze coming in through open slats of the window blinds. See? 
There was a rational explanation for everything. Even this. She 
took a deep breath to calm herself and looked back at the now 
offensive jewelry box that was challenging everything she ever 
thought was real. 

Pick it up. 
“I can’t.” 
Yes, you can. Pick it up. It won’t bite you. 
 She willed her shaking knees to stop and mentally barked: 

Get a grip, Rah! Move it!  
Resistance made her knees shake harder. They barely held her 

weight as she took her first unsteady steps.  
You’re walking like a robot with short circuits.  
The image made her laugh at herself, which loosened the 

rigidity of her body muscles and gave some of the excess 
adrenaline a way out. 

When she got to the edge of the bed, she hesitated. 
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Pick it up. 
Rah hedged by folding her arms. “How did it get here?” 
You did it. 
A wave of recognition swept through her. She tensed up 

again. “NO WAY! This is all just a waking dream. It’s not real.” 
She pinched herself to be sure. “Ow!” 

Pick it up and you’ll see it’s real. 
She took a deep breath and squared her shoulders. Nothing 

ventured, nothing gained.  
Rah’s hand shook as she slowly leaned over and reached out 

towards the jewelry box. 
Why am I so nervous? It’s just a jewelry box, she reasoned. 

Yeah, but one that shouldn’t be here, she argued. You wanted it 
back, so here it is. If this were a film, then something bad would 
happen the minute I touch it. Oh my God! Look! The closer my 
hand gets, the more it shakes. Yes, but this isn’t a film now is it? 
Then why am I shaking so hard? I look like I have some kind of 
old lady disease. Rah, get a grip. You’re making a mountain out of 
a molehill. Pick it up. 

Just as her fingertips touched the smooth surface, the phone 
rang. 

“AAAAAAAAAAAGHHHHHHHHHHHH!” The force 
of her startled scream sent her reeling backwards into the wall. 
Rubbing the back of her head and never taking her eyes off the 
jewelry box, she picked up the phone. “Hello?” 

“Did you do it?” Katarina asked. 
“No, I didn’t do it!” Rah practically hiccupped the words as 

they tumbled out of her mouth. “I couldn’t. It’s impossible. I 
mean, there’s no way —” 

“Whoa girl,” Katarina interrupted. “Calm down. Breathe. It 
was just a question.” 

“Sorry.” Rah gulped back another irrational fear. What if the 
jewelry box could attack her in some way? “It’s just that…” 

“Just what?” 
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“It goes against the natural laws of the Universe, that’s why.” 
“Rah, it’s only a metaphorical exercise. You’re being overly 

dramatic.” 
“There’s nothing metaphorical about it,” Rah said in a 

vehement whisper. “Trust me.” 
“Okay, you’re right, the effects might not be metaphorical.” 
“That’s an understatement,” Rah muttered. 
“How do you know? Rah, did you physically pick up a pen and 

paper and write it?” 
“Huh?” Katarina’s questions broke Rah out of her fear trance. 

“What does a pen and paper have to do with anything?” 
“Writing a letter to your father.” Katarina sighed. Rah could 

be so difficult sometimes. “Okay, you can use a computer to write 
a letter to your father,” she added reasonably.  

“Oh, that!” 
“What were you talking about?” 
Rah hesitated. “Nothing. Yes, I did write the letter.” 
“Did it help? Did your jewelry box ever turn up?” 
Rah’s foot tapped nervously and she willed it to stop. It made 

her knees shake again. “In a manner of speaking, yes.” 
“See?” Katarina’s voice exuded triumph. “I told you it would 

help with your father issues. So, what did you learn?”  
Rah let out a nervous laugh. “I might be learning a lot more 

than I care to recognize. Listen, Katarina, I’m kind of involved in 
something. I can’t really talk right now.” 

“Whenever you’re ready.” 
“Thanks, I appreciate it. Listen, one more thing.” 
“Okay” 
Rah took a deep breath. “Can I ask you a question?” 
“Sure.” 
“What do you tell your clients when they’re afraid of 

something that seems impossible?” 
“You know the acronym of fear? False events or false 

expectations appearing real?” 
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“Right.” 
“I tell them they just need to find the courage to face their 

fears and find the underlying truth behind the false event or 
expectation.” 

“Easier said than done.” Rah looked at the jewelry box with 
dark suspicion. It looked anything but false. 

“Thank goodness.” Katarina chuckled. “Otherwise I’d be out 
of a job. Anyway, the answer always lies buried in the past 
somewhere. That’s why I wanted you to write the letter. Why do 
you ask?” 

“Oh, no reason in particular,” Rah lied. 
“Sure you don’t want to talk about it?” 
“Yes, I’m sure. I’ve got to go.” 
“Okay. We’ll talk when you’re ready.” 
Rah took a deep breath as she hung up the phone, and steeled 

herself to sit down on the edge of the bed. No sense in resisting. 
Face your fear, Rah; it’s just a jewelry box.  

She took it in her hands, feeling the familiar weight. Half 
expecting the jewelry to jump out at her, she opened the lid and a 
sense of relief flooded through her. Inside, were all her missing 
pieces of jewelry. 

I’ll do a Scarlett O’Hara, she thought, and think about what 
all this means tomorrow. For now, I just feel grateful my jewelry 
showed back up again.  

But that was one of those self-imposed lies we tell ourselves to 
make ourselves feel safe. Along with the gratefulness, there was an 
underlying thread of trepidation that quietly bounced around in a 
mind unwilling to listen. The more she tried to ignore it by 
concentrating on the memories contained in the jewelry box, the 
stronger it grew until a flush of anger tore through her. 
Intellectually, she knew her anger wouldn’t accomplish anything, 
but she wanted to lash out anyway in an empty attempt to 
maintain a sense of order, a sense of control, to avoid something 
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that appeared too freaky to live with. But how do you fight against 
the inexplicable? You can’t. You wouldn’t know where to start. 

That’s the point, she thought. Where do I start? 
With accusation glaring in her eyes, she stood up and shook 

the jewelry box. “There is no way I made you disappear and then 
reappear.” To emphasize her point, she tossed it down on the bed 
where it bounced twice. “No. Way.”  

Wanting to escape from the scene of the crime against her 
known world, she pivoted on her heels and tripped on the edge of 
the rug.  

“And you,” she said jabbing her finger at the rug. “Stay put! 
One funky thing at a time is more than enough to deal with.” 

Rah stomped into the kitchen, yanked open the refrigerator 
door, and grabbed a bottle of Prosecco. With hands still shaking, 
she poured herself a glass and took a sip. For once, her favorite 
sparkling wine didn’t bring her the simple pleasure it normally did. 
No, this time, it was for medicinal purposes only. She gulped it 
down with a thirst normally reserved for water after a strong work 
out.  

Calmer now, she poured herself another glass and slumped 
against the kitchen counter.  

Now, think. All of this had to be her imagination working 
overtime. It had to be. Otherwise… well, it was best not to think 
about it. 



C H A P T E R

6 
T H E R E ’ S  M A I L

A glass of Prosecco in hand and still at a loss of what to do 
next, Rah went to her computer to lose herself in her emails. 
Amidst everyday booking inquiries, one from an unknown sender 
grabbed her attention. 

To: RahTroSeppe@libero.it 
From: LimeLights@gmail.com
Subject : bookings and a question 

Buon giorno. You don’t know me and I make my best to write 
to you in English since I know you are American. Please 
forgive me if I don’t make you understand well my written 
English, but I want to practice and I know from your accent 
how you are American. Maybe English, but I think American. 
I speak English much better than how I write. When I write, I 
think too much about mistakes I can be making and then I 
make them. 
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I write you for two reasons. One, I have a bar and I want to 
book your spettacolo show. I saw a RahTroSeppe Improv 
performance a few nights ago and think I thought it was very 
good. And, more, it is always good for business to have a 
pretty woman on stage. Please tell me what your price is and 
what dates your group will be free. 
The next reason can be very strange to you, but I learned from 
many years of meditation to follow what I feel inside. Your 
Divine Soul came to me to ask you this one question: Is this 
the first time you are born here on earth? 
Your Divine Soul told me that the answer to this question will 
help you answer the question that you have now. I hope this 
helps you. 
Please send me very soon your rates for the spettacolo 
improvisational theater show because I am setting up the 
spring and summer seasons. If you look to my website you can 
know we have many good entertainment possibilities. 

With regards, 
Federico Amatore 
LimeLights 
Corso Palladio, 1212 
Vicenza, Italy 36100 
4440-300004 
www.limelights.com  

“What the—” Rah frowned. “Who is this guy?” 
She went to his website and saw that LimeLights was a fairly 

new bar/nightclub featuring live music, karaoke and occasional 
theatrical readings. So far, so good; the booking request checked 
out. But what about that cryptic stuff about her Divine Soul and 
asking if this was the first time she was born here on earth? That 
had to be the worst come-on line in the history of dating. Or was 
he serious? No. No way.  
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The website had a link to LimeLightsTheBlog so she checked 
that out, too. Federico Amatore was known as ‘Fede’—that gave 
her goose bumps since it translated into English as ‘faith’—and he 
was a self-anointed spiritual leader of some sort. She snorted in 
derision. So, it was a come-on line from an oxymoronic spiritual 
bar owner. Still the worst in the history of dating. However, she 
knew it always paid to know who was booking them so she read 
on. 

Two hours later, Rah was exhausted from reading his Blog 
entries and had come to the conclusion that his head was in the 
clouds. Either that or he imbibed too much from the liquid 
offerings of his bar. The Blog entry entitled ‘The Birthright of 
You” was filled with a lot of gobbledigook about his suggestions 
on how to follow your heart based on where you came from before 
you were born.  

Isn’t ‘now’ all the time there is? Why should it matter where 
you came from?  

Then, there was the entry ‘The Tao of Two” where he talked 
about soul mates on spiritual realms. What was the point of soul 
mates on spiritual realms? She’d settle for a good partner right 
there and then.  

But a booking was a booking, so she sent a standard email 
reply outlining RahTroSeppe’s rates and included a link to her 
webpage that gave him available dates. She made no reference to 
anything else other than to say he could feel free to communicate 
with her in Italian since she was fluent. 

“You, Mr. Fede Amatore, self-appointed guru of all weird 
things, can just sit on the rest,” she said to the computer and 
pressed ‘send’. At least he got the part about her being American 
right. 

Nonetheless, she still had to wonder.  Could it be true? Do 
people have Divine Souls that speak to each other? Even though 
Marina had talked about them, she’d always thought it was a bit 
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out there to be plausible. Still, what about those books she’d read 
on quantum mechanics where scientists discovered that their 
beliefs about their experiments changed the actual outcomes? It 
flew in the face of traditional science theorems, yet it happened. 

Rah opened up a blank email in a desultory effort to keep her 
mind on work, but questions too big to seriously consider 
competed for her attention, anyway.  

What if the scientists touched some underlying force field that 
we don’t really know anything about? Would that make it possible 
for this Fede to get a message from her on some level? And, if so, 
how?  

Could an underlying force field somehow be connected to her 
jewelry box showing back up like it did? For sure it wasn’t 
connected to Katarina’s favorite theorem of father issues. Could 
that be where the jewelry box disappeared to and came back from?  

And where did people come from before they were born 
anyway? When she meditated, where do her answers come from? 
She’d never really thought about it before. 

Frustration from feeling emotionally swamped by events out 
of her control threatened her already tenuous hold on her known 
reality. She took two long gulps of wine in an effort to gain control 
and leaned her head back in the hopes it would calm her nerves. 

“I choose peace,” she murmured as she closed her eyes and 
endeavored to relax her body enough to let peace reign.  

There it was again: The niggle of that elusive ‘it’. It buzzed 
through her in small pulsating vibrations almost too subtle to 
discern if she hadn't been paying attention.  

What’s it trying to tell her? Could it be her Divine Soul? 



C H A P T E R

7 
A  S P E C I A L  S E S S I O N  A T
W A Y M A K E R S  A C A D E M Y

Sheira felt the elevated energy even as she was 

transporting herself into the lecture hall at the WayMakers 

Academy. “Who ARE all these Beings?”  

A head of curly red hair atop a minuscule dark skinned 

man who came up to her knees whooshed by Sheira.  

“Hey,” she called out, “what’s happening?” 

“There’s a special session today,” he said over his 

shoulder. “It’s open seating.” 

Sheira was unsure what to do. The rising noise level of 

excited voices competed with telepathic thoughts in the 

airwaves. They all collided in Sheira’s mind and sent it 

spinning.  

Let’s sit here — Long time wave for a — the 

convergence was destined — old sciences are nothing 
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compared to — Oh, I haven’t seen — specializing in Human 

languages — is he going? — the vortex used a multifaceted 

trajectory — I just heard — measuring the hypotenuse of 

trisecting angles on an eighth dimensional trapezoid — 

where are you from? — isn’t it fantastic? — first voyage 

went well — never done it before — Nice! You brought — 

we lost him when he slipped away out of the Origin — just 

created my first flower — I’ll be ready — we had to rebuild 

it —  

Sheira held her head in her hands to ward off the 

onslaught. I don’t want to be here in all of this!  

Scanning the hall for a familiar face, she didn’t recognize 

anyone in the sea of foreign forms. She missed the 

tranquility of Zhamhra’s field of flowers, the one that he and 

Rah had created back when they were young souls in the 

WayMaker’s Academy. How important was it for her to be 

there?  

She was just about to leave when a waving arm from the 

crowd caught her eye indicating there was a seat next to it. 

She craned her head forward to get a better look. Who was 

that? The waving arm was attached to an enormous Being 

with three more arms and dark green skin. She looked 

around and didn’t see anyone looking in the Being’s 

direction so she pointed to her chest to ask, “Are you 

talking to me?” 

The spiked head bobbed up and down and indicated 

once again to come sit next to it. Sheira nodded in 

agreement and made her way through the crowd. 

“Oooh, Sheira, isn’t this exciting? I saved a seat for 

you.” 
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“Tanyiara! I didn’t know it was you until you spoke,” 

Sheira said as she sat down. “I’m so glad you saw me. Why 

don’t I recognize anybody? And why are you wearing that 

form?” 

“This?” She patted herself with two arms and waved the 

other two in the air. “They told us that we could wear our 

birth dimension form in honor of the subject if we wanted 

to. And they opened the session up to all the students and 

faculty. 

“It’s Earth History. Why not wear a Human hologram? 

“Miss Sheira bo-beira, it’s not just Earth History,” 

Tanyiara said. “It’s the history of Earth AND its Universe.” 

“Oh, I didn’t know.” 

“They announced it after harmonic studies. I think you 

were with your mentor.” 

“So that’s why he said I could choose to go to class in 

my home dimensional form.” Sheira hugged the shoulders 

of her temporary Human hologram. “I like this one better.”  

“But that’s just a holographic skin.” 

“I like it better than the scales of my home—” Sheira 

corrected herself with, “Where I came from. And until I 

learn to create a real Human hologram, I like it better than 

anything else.” 

The hall was filling fast and a diverse assortment of 

Beings was still coming in. Different colored skins ranging 

from Tanyiara’s green to speckled turquoise to various 

shades of brown, yellow, and rusty red surrounded them. 

Body forms came in all shapes and sizes. Some had four 

arms like Tanyiara’s home dimension, a name so long that 

Sheira had never been able to pronounce it all the way 



W A Y M A K E R S :  T H E  B E G I N N I N G

38 

through without getting it wrong. Others had no arms and 

legs at all like the Donfonians who floated through the air. A 

beguiling Kromerian that radiated golden highlights walked 

by in animated discussion with a furry Omberian who had a 

head so filled with shaggy hair, Sheira wasn’t sure where his 

eyes were. Not one wore her home dimension’s steel gray 

form with pointed scales and signature sharp spike coming 

out of their third eye. No, Sheira was the sole Graion. 

“How are they going to fit everybody in?” Sheira asked. 

“They’re taking care of that as we speak. Look,” 

Tanyiara said. 

Sheira turned around and saw the circular lecture hall 

was already twice its normal size and still expanding. “And 

here I was thinking today’s subject wouldn’t be that 

interesting.” 

“You’re teasing, right? It’s going to be epic!” 

Sheira had to smile at her friend’s choice of Earth words 

coming out of such a non-Human form. “Epic?” 

“How could it not be? Oh, look, it’s starting!” 

The noise levels dropped off in an instant when a 

glowing sphere of brilliant white Light appeared in the 

center of the hall. A resonant telepathic voice filled the 

minds of all present. 

“Welcome. I am Ishroom-mii-oom.” 

 A reverent hush fell over the crowd as they recognized 

the name of the head of the Origin Board, the highest 

Board of Consciousness in the Origin Dimension. His wasn’t 

an elected position but, rather, one that he had vibrated 

into due to his advanced consciousness. Although they 

knew of his existence from their studies, none of them had 
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ever seen him, not even from a distance. This was their first 

direct contact with him, and they were in awe.  

“As all of you know, whether you recognize it yet or 

not—” the sphere paused as laughter spread throughout 

the hall at his unexpected irony when he emphasized the 

word ‘recognize’. “This is a key moment in the history of the 

WayMakers Academy. For the first time, the Origin Board, 

together with the WayMakers Academy Board, have 

decided that it would be for the highest good of all to allow 

you to experience your studies first hand through a multi-

dimensional hologram of the actual creation of our first 

Universe and the Earth.” 

The audience let out a collective gasp. This was bigger 

than anything they had ever imagined.  

“It is our intention,” Ishroom-mii-oom continued, “that 

this knowledge will aid you in evolving even further into the 

innermost parts of the Origin Dimension, thereby facilitating 

the evolution of Humankind as well as each of your 

respective Races.” 

Excitement ran through the crowd making many sit up 

straighter in their seats.  

“All of you have traveled far in your journeys along your 

evolutional spiral to be here. You have left behind 

everything you thought you knew in order to remember 

what you truly Know. Some of you come from the first 

Creation Dimension after this Origin Dimension, and others 

from all the way out in the furthest reaches of the outer-

dimensions of the Universe. As you look around, you see 

that you came in all shapes, sizes, and colors. One thing 

you all have in common is you each rediscovered your 
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Origin Hearts and allowed your consciousness to ascend 

and vibrate in synchronicity with the first perimeters of this 

Origin Dimension. Today’s study is not just about the 

history of Earth and its Universe. It is YOUR history. It is time 

you see and experience it from a more omniscient point of 

view.” 

Sheira reached out to hold one of Tanyiara’s hands, 

interlocking her five fingers with Tanyiara’s two. 

“I extend a special reminder to those of you who are 

newer to the Origin Dimension. It is crucial to your 

continued ascension to listen from your Origin Hearts. It will 

not serve you to identify with that which you have already 

experienced in your past. Rather, it will serve you to identify 

with all of Creation in its entirety. For that reason, I ask all of 

you now to release your physical holographic forms and rest 

in a state of pure Heart consciousness.” 

The vibration of the hall shifted as the public shed their 

holographic bodies. Sheira had just released the last 

vestiges her Human form when the lights dimmed and… 

—BOOM!— 

… she was dropped into darkness so total, it turned her 

world upside down. 

After the initial shock wore off, she felt a resounding 

silence and the sensation of Infinite Creation space. Vast. 

Empty. Filled with promise. She was trying to sense the 

edges of her own consciousness when her perceptions 

picked up on the first vibration. It was soft like the breeze in 

Zhamhra’s field of flowers. The next one carried a sweet 

note that intermingled with the first. Then another vibration 

washed through her and another. The vibrations began to 
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come faster and an exquisite melody formed, giving Sheira 

the impression of Sentient Souls.  

The notes swelled into music as images flashed, one 

right after the other. A flower… a forest… a crystal city… 

more Souls… newer vibrations and forms she didn’t 

recognize bombarded her. One image flashed after the 

other, after the other, after the other, other, other, other. 

No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t hold on to any 

one impression. They buffeted her consciousness as if she 

were a small leaf in the midst of an Earth hurricane.  

She struggled to understand all of the sensations and 

get a complete picture in her mind. Too many. Let go! I 

can’t! Yes, you can. Let go! Noooooo—I can do this!  

Dimensions… cross creations…. a Kromerian form… 

dimensions… cross creations… plants she had never seen… 

Donfonians swimming atop vast oceans… dimensions… 

cross creations… shapeless forms moving in muddy black… 

cross creations… thick dense smoke… an Omberian priest 

in the mists… water, blue and turquoise… a head rising 

up… forest… red dunes of, no, it was the back of a great 

beast of… glaring suns… erupting mountains… the music 

now had a tinny sound to it and jarred her senses… 

screams… fire… water… wails gave voice to now 

discordant music… Gravinions, the ones she had been 

taught in her youth to treat as the enemy… and, then, 

finally something she recognized like no other Being in the 

hall could: Graions at war… explosions… fiery rain… 

attacking-conquering-and-consuming energies moving back 

up the spiral towards the middle regions of the grand Spiral 

of Creation. 
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Sheira whimpered and curled into herself, oblivious to 

the undercurrent of the original sweet melody. 

“ENOUGH!” A commanding voice thundered and all 

vibrations stopped for an instant before continuing with 

greater fervor.  

A small spherical space in the clamor opened up and 

filled itself with a blinding Light. The vibration and noise 

receded to the outer edges of the hall, and Sheira felt a 

small measure of respite. 

“The Origin Board is now in session,” the voice 

reverberated in Sheira’s mind. “Those who are ready, come 

forth now.” 

Points of Light materialized, harmonic floating dots in 

the midst of the empty space surrounding the Light sphere. 

Spinning, growing in intensity, expanding into spheres of 

the same size, interlinking with the first sphere and each 

other. More points of Light appeared, grew into spheres 

and interlinked on the outer edges of the formation. Still 

another set formed, and another, and another, always 

interlinking with the outer edges of those spheres before 

them.  

Oh, they’re creating a geometric Flower of Life, Sheira 

recognized with relief. She opened back up. Telepathic 

voices spoke, and she listened with rapt attention.  

“This warring amongst our offspring must turn into 

another direction.” 

“Away from the attack-conquer-and-consume mentality 

of the middle and outer-dimensional Races.” 

“They are spiraling themselves towards extinction.” 
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“Coming to the brink of imploding back on themselves 

and creating an immense black hole of no-space.” 

“This cannot continue.” 

“They need a place to live where they can work out 

their differences…” 

“And return to their Origins.” 

“They must be isolated from all the other Universes to 

avoid contamination.” 

“A thin veil of refined Origin Light should quarantine 

them and still allow them to return to the Creation Song of 

their progenitors.” 

The silence was profound as the spheres contemplated 

their best course of action. An immense vibration rose up 

and the telepathic voices continued.  

“A new Race will be created that includes aspects of all 

Races.” 

“It will be a Whole Race.” 

“They shall be called HuuuuMmmmAaaaaaaaNnnnn.” 

There was an expansion of assent before the next 

vibration rose up and roared through her, one so colossal in 

nature that it was beyond Sheira’s ability to understand. She 

was still struggling to distinguish what it was 

communicating when a new one came into focus.  

“We now call in emissaries from all generational 

Races—both warring and not—to help create this new 

Experiment.”  

New forms appeared in succession, each in pairs, 

starting with Races from the inner-dimensions and moving 

out along the dimension spiral of the Universe. Sheira first 

recognized two glowing Angels with gorgeous wings like 
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soft velvet that made her want to reach out and caress 

them. The golden sparkle of the Kromerians came next 

followed by two Donfonians. Other Beings arrived that she 

didn’t recognize. Oh, there were two Plaedians. Green 

forms from Tanyiara’s Race came into focus…other forms of 

various colors and shapes from which Races Sheira was 

unsure…then the Gravinion’s cold platinum glint. Shiera felt 

a contraction knot up in an area left of her center 

consciousness. Where were the Graions? Two steel gray 

forms arrived. Their pointed scales were extended for full 

protection and the spikes jutting out of their third eye were 

so long, they forced their wearers to stay at a distance from 

the others. Sheira’s entire essence convulsed when she 

recognized Grrnnnummm, the most astute and ferocious 

leader of all the Graion legends.  

The Origin spheres still had a commanding presence 

even though their Light was dimmer than before. Sheira 

presumed they had lowered their Vibrations in order to 

communicate with all Races present. She projected her 

consciousness to view the spheres from behind each of the 

emissaries. Yes, the spheres’ Light changed according to 

Race. 

“We’ve called you here because it is time to create a 

collective Race, one that will be created by all of us 

together.”  

The announcement had a pronounced effect ranging 

from extreme indifference to enthusiastic approval to 

maximum distrust depending upon where the emissaries 

came from. 
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 “This new Race will be formed by all of you,” the Origin 

Souls decreed, “and so it will also be a part of each of you. 

You will learn from each other by working together.” 

One of the middle-dimension Races asked, “Why? Why 

now?” 

The silence was just long enough for an uneasy 

restlessness to whisper its way through the congress. 

“There is no separation between you, only 

individuation.” The Origin Souls waited until resistance from 

the middle-dimension emissaries quieted. “You are all 

affected by each other whether you recognize it or not.” 

“At your current rate, you are all on the path to 

extinction.” The shock of that telepathic vibration rippled 

throughout. 

“When left to their own devices, this experimental 

Whole Race of Humans will have the free choice to make 

their way back to the Origin Vibration of Unconditional 

Creation Love, which will be inherent in their makeup.”  

“They will have the capacity to lift the consciousness of 

all the Races in your Universe through their potential to 

show you through example the way back to remembering 

your own Origin Creation knowledge. This will be true no 

matter how far out on the dimensional spiral you might be.” 

“Your warring and strife can stop, and be replaced with 

a splendor greater than you are able to imagine from your 

current vantage points.” 

The emissaries’ responses to this announcement were 

just as Sheira expected them to be. Because their senses of 

the Origin Dimension were still clear enough to be 

perceived, many of the Races in the second and third 
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dimensional spheres of Creation were excited about the 

Experiment. Other Races, however, those living down the 

spiral in the outer-dimensions who had trapped themselves 

in the warring mentality of attack-conquer-and-consume, 

didn’t have enough active memory to even understand the 

point of the Experiment. Their limited memories of the 

Origin Dimension kept them from understanding that the 

Great Human Experiment in itself was an act of preservation 

for them all. It was the Graions, the strongest Race in 

numbers with the most avarice of the outer-dimensions, 

who were able to recognize the absolute power of the 

Origin Soul emissaries. The Graions hungered to have that 

power so they also agreed to participate. The rest joined in 

for protection and protection alone because they feared 

what the Graions could do if they didn’t.  

Thus, all those present formed the Grand Inter-

Dimensional Council, and the Great Human Experiment was 

put into motion.  

Sheira watched with wonder as the new Human Race 

was devised containing elements of all the Races. Humanity 

began with the core element of pure Unconditional 

Creation Love in the form of an Origin Heart. Self-

awareness came through its surrounding Origin Soul 

Sentience.  

They then added layers of Heart and Soul consciousness 

to reflect the watered down self-awareness’ of the inner 

dimensional Races. They named these layers Divine.  

Last, they added the Human heart and soul layer, which 

reflected the degrees of turmoil and conflict present in all 

the other Races of the Universe. At humanity’s inception, 
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each layer—Origin, Divine, and Human—was present in 

three equal parts. 

 Free will came next, followed by mind, ego, and 

emotion. To house the richness of the multi-layered Soul 

consciousness, they joined together to create a physical 

form that included both expansive as well as contractive 

vibrations.  

With these basic components, Humans had the 

complete ability to create anything they allowed their own 

collective and individual imaginations to conceive. No limits 

were imposed other than the ones they might choose to 

inflict upon themselves. Most importantly, buried in their 

Heart of Hearts and in every cell of their physical being—

and despite all the attack-conquer-and-consume elements 

of their middle and outer-dimensional creators—was a 

sentient memory of their own Origin Divinity. They would 

have complete freedom, as did all the Races; to evolve, 

devolve, transform, and transmute in whichever ways they 

chose individually and, thus, collectively. Since there is no 

separation, the choices that each Human made to 

individuate his or her Self would also make a difference to 

how the Races of their universe evolved. 

Once the new Human was completed, it needed a 

home. 

More Origin Dimension spheres joined in for the making 

of a new planet, interlinking with the existing spheres until 

they surrounded all of the dimensional Race emissaries in 

one collective geometric Flower of Life. Most Races 

remained tranquil with this unexpected turn of events. 

Others were astounded. The Graions, however, extended 
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their scales even further. With a growl, they took aggressive 

stances against the pure Creation Light of the Origin 

Dimension spheres. 

—BOOM!— 

In one flash of exploding Light—and to a collective gasp 

of astonishment by the visiting Race emissaries—the Earth 

and its spiral galaxy was formed.  

Again, true to the nature of how far they were from their 

Origin Memories, some Race emissaries burst into joyful 

song. Others felt humbled to be part of an experience so 

far beyond their wildest imaginations. It was the outer-

dimensional Races who secretly wanted the new Earth for 

themselves. Because they habitually fed greed and envy in 

their makeup, the Graions were the most succinct in their 

reactions. They looked at each other in complicit 

agreement: It will be ours. 

Sheira had been studying the Graions throughout. At 

times, her harsh judgment towards them had threatened to 

overwhelm her until she remembered to ask Origin Light to 

transform that judgment, if not into Unconditional Love, at 

least into a sense of relief for having escaped the mentality 

of her birth civilization. But when she saw that magnificent 

blue and green planet that shone like a beacon for the 

entire universe to see, she felt a stabbing longing for her 

Earth incarnation one day.  

The air was ripe with questions. How will Humans live on 

this new planet? Would the new Human Race move up the 

spiral of evolution towards the Unconditional Love of the 

Origin Dimension by actively exercising their Heart 

knowledge? Or would they engage with their ego aspect 
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just as the outer-dimensional Races were in the habit of 

doing, activating more of the warring mentality to attack-

conquer-and-consume, even to the point of consuming 

their own Heart knowledge? What trials and tribulations 

would they face in finding that perfect balance between the 

different aspects of their nature? What can we do to help? 

Would our help be a hindrance? Will we be able to visit? 

Maybe we wouldn’t be able to survive there.  

“You have questions,” the first Origin Soul sphere 

acknowledged. 

“This new planet Earth contains mirror elements of the 

Human makeup,” another Origin Voice spoke. 

“There is fire, wind, water, rock, air and organic 

Creation growth.” 

“Humankind has an integral connection to the Earth 

through magnetic energy lines that run throughout their 

bodies and synchronize with the magnetic energy lines of 

Earth.” 

“All their physical needs will be met as long as they 

remain in synchronicity with the heart of Earth’s rhythms.” 

“How will they do that?” One of the middle-dimension 

emissaries asked. A wave of agreement to the question ran 

through the congress. 

After a pause, the first Origin Soul sphere responded. 

“They must look away from the attack-conquer-and-

consume mentality of their outer-dimensional creators, and 

look inwards towards the Heart rhythms of their inner-

dimensional creators.”  

Murmurs abounded in the congress as the Race 

emissaries processed the answers. The last notes hanging in 
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the air were from the Gravinion and Graion growls of 

aggression against the perceived slight to their Races.  

“Those magnetic lines in the Earth,” the Origin Soul 

sphere continued, “will give Humans a sense of linear time 

to help them understand the cause and effect of their 

actions.” 

“The rest is up to the Human Race.” 

“And, so it is.” 

The Lights in the Academy hall came back to normal, 

and the images in front of the public faded. 

Ishroom-mii-oom’s Light sphere formed once again 

center stage and the head of the Origin Dimension Board 

vibrated his thought waves. “We will now allow space to let 

you process what you have experienced. Those who wish to 

take on a physical form, please feel free to do so. I remind 

all of you the inherent value of maintaining your focus, as 

deep as you are able to, on your Origin Heart vibration. We 

will reconvene in four quadro-vibrational cycles.” 

Sheira let out a groan of release. “That… was… 

intense.” 

“I know! It was great, wasn’t it?” Tanyiara’s vibration 

spoke of utter pleasure. 

“What are you going to do now?” Sheira asked. 

“I just want to stay here and reprocess it all. You?” 

Sheira felt agitated and her friend’s reaction to the 

experience grated her. “I’m leaving. I’ll be back.” 

The last thing Sheira heard as she projected herself to 

Zhamhra and Rah’s field of flowers was Tanyiara’s cheerful, 

“Okay.”  
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She recreated her temporary Human hologram along 

the way and landed flopping down on her back, spread-

eagled amongst the profusion of color. She was so 

absorbed in her own thought processes that she didn’t 

notice how, without asking on her part, the flowers had 

cleared a circle of love for her. 

Sheira sighed a heavy sigh. “Rah has all of that on her 

shoulders. How will she ever do it?” 





C H A P T E R

8 
D E A R  I T

Know that you know.  
Rah’s thoughts meandered onto a quote she had heard 

somewhere: We are defined by our borders. If I am ever to know 
you, I must push beyond them and truly communicate. 

The realization burst through the fog of her conditioned mind 
and she opened her eyes with a start. If I am ever to know you—
or, rather, ‘it’—I have to push beyond the borders of what I 
already think I know.  But, how?   

She shook her head in self-irony and voiced an inner plea to a 
vaguely defined infinite cosmos. “But, please, no more 
disappearing objects.” 

 The emptiness of the blank email on the computer screen in 
front of her begged for communication. It suddenly hit her: Why 
not write a letter to ‘it’?  Maybe the act of writing would give her 
the clarity that the letter to her father hadn’t. In any case, it 
couldn’t hurt.    
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She put her fingers on the keyboard and began typing. 
To: It. 
No, give it a name, she corrected herself and fortified her 

resolve with another long sip of wine. Katarina says it’s important 
to name things. She pursed her lips.   

Putting her head into the letter as if she were acting in an 
improv scene that temporarily suspended reality to create a new 
one, she waited for inspiration to strike. A sense of longing pulled 
her attention towards the heavens. 

Why not play the part of an orphaned child of the universe? 
She could treat the elusive tug of ‘it’ like it was a missing celestial 
father figure of the infinite cosmos. She smiled at the idea of 
taking Katarina’s suggestion well beyond its original intention. 
The suppressed rebel in her liked that.  

Okay, he needs a name. 
To: Imradon …. @ …. 
Where? The Plaeides popped into mind. That was some kind 

of planet or star system, wasn’t it? Sure, why not? It was infinite 
cosmos enough. 

To:  Imradon@plaeides.starport 
From…?  What should she call herself? 
From: Abracadebrah@libero.it 
Subject: Just want you to know 
And, from there, her fingers flew over the keyboard. 
Dear Imradon, 
Let’s pretend you are my cosmos father, one who sent me 

down here and forgot to stay in touch. Let’s pretend that you 
know everything about everything. Now that we’ve got that 
established… 

You should be ashamed of yourself! I’m mega-pissed off at 
you! You realize that I’m down here with no guidance?  

I’m sorry to say this, but you were particularly lacking in the 
pre-planning department. Would it have been that difficult to 
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include an instruction manual?  Or a clear way to communicate 
with you so I can get a little advice, or guidance, or answers?  

Telepathy? Oh, sure, let’s give that one a try. Calling Imradon, 
come in Imradon.  

See? Even Hollywood at its finest knew ET needed the 
physical hardware of a communication device when he tried to call 
home.  I rest my case.  And don’t tell me the ‘it’ niggle I feel is 
your extra-terrestrial way of communicating because that means 
you forgot I’m human and don’t speak niggle. 

Here’s the deal: I’ve always trusted my inner guidance. Or I 
did until today. I feel so betrayed! Both my inner guidance and 
now the universe (which you represent) are no longer trustworthy, 
not by any stretch of the imagination.  

However, in the hope that answers might be forthcoming, can 
you please explain to me what this jewelry box incident is all 
about? And if you try to sell me on the idea that I was the one that 
made it disappear, you can stop right there. How could I possibly 
have done it myself? Okay, I’ve had a few glasses of wine today, 
but I’ve never drunk alone until right now, so I can’t blame it on 
the wine. Three whole days passed and that jewelry box was 
missing the entire time. I changed the sheets. I slept in that bed. I 
made the bed each morning. The jewelry box showed up today 
ON TOP of the covers, just sitting right there and staring at me 
from the middle of the bed. There is no way it could have been 
there for three days.  

There is also NO WAY I could have made it disappear and 
reappear!  

If it were true, then you’d have to get me a slot in a Houdini 
circus and I just don’t think you’ve got the political pull. Besides, 
what would I call myself? RahDini? Puleez. RahDini sounds like a 
chemically-filled plastic-wrapped donut. 

If the jewelry box wasn’t enough lunacy for one day, I can now 
add inter-dimensional delusions into the mix thanks to Fede 
Amatore. Okay, Marina kind of taught me about Divine Souls 
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ages ago, so it’s not so strange to hear someone else mention it. 
But where does truth end and delusion begin? This Fede claimed 
that my Divine Soul spoke to him without my knowledge. Please. 
How insane is that?  

The boy needs a reality check, and I need answers! 
Waiting to see the Light, 
AbracaDebrah  
PS. For the record, I know I’m just doing this for my own 

process. If anyone ever saw this, they’d commit me to an insane 
asylum so, if by chance someone does read this, please destroy it. 
And don’t just press delete like President Clinton did because it’s 
still retrievable from the computer’s memory. 

P.P.S. On the off shot superstitious chance that somehow 
these words created something, Federico Amatore doesn’t count as 
a guide. His Blog makes him sound like an egotistical diddlywat so 
he is out of the question other than providing bookings for 
RahTroSeppe.  

P.P.P.S. Since I am adding things for ‘just in case’, if you run 
into my REAL Dad, tell him I said ‘hello and I love him’ because 
he was always there for me to the best of his ability. Not like you, 
Mister Make-Believe-Cosmos-Father who has given me no 
answers despite this eloquently phrased missive. 

Rah pressed ‘send’ on the email as a way to end the improv 
scene even though she knew it would get bounced back as 
undeliverable. She stood up and addressed an invisible audience 
like she always did on stage at the end of a scene.  

“By your applause, on a one-to-five scale—with one being so 
bad it makes you want to gag and throw rotten tomatoes at the 
players, and five being so fantastic it makes you want to tell all 
your friends about it for the next three days—what score do you 
give that scene? A one? Two? Three? Four? Five? A two it is.” She 
lifted her wine glass in toast and muttered, “Well, that didn’t 
accomplish much. Now what?” 
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To give some movement to her thoughts, she began pacing 
the room, always careful to avoid going in the direction of her 
bedroom. Five minutes later, she went to her ‘sent’ box and reread 
the email. She laughed out loud at her own capriciousness and 
refilled her wine glass. 

Ten minutes of playing Bubble Explode on her computer, 
with a stop to refill her wine glass, helped her to manage her 
thoughts and compartmentalize the jewelry box as a figment of her 
own imagination. Federico Amatore she wrote off as a kind of 
quirky, yet harmless, New Age Zealot who might be a new source 
of bookings for RahTroSeppe. 

Fifteen minutes and three funny YouTube videos later, she got 
a ‘read’ receipt for the fake email in her inbox. What? A ‘read’ 
receipt from the Plaeides???? The world has gone out of control! 
Strong waves of shock shuddered through her and she dropped her 
glass of wine on the floor.  

While cleaning up the shattered glass, she got a nasty gash in 
her hand and bloodstains on the knees of her favorite pants. After 
wrapping a kitchen towel around the wound to staunch the blood 
flow, she drank another glass of wine to calm back down. 

When that didn’t work, she took a taxi to the emergency room 
of the hospital where she spent the next hour getting her hand 
stitched up and doing her best to block everything else out. She 
also recognized beyond the shadow of wine-induced doubt why it 
was never a good idea to drink alone, especially when she tried to 
slur a coherent explanation to the doctor on how she had cut 
herself in the first place.  

When he pulled off his reading glasses and stated in a dry tone 
that wine glasses don’t just jump up and cut hands of their own 
accord, she panicked. “They can’t do that, can they?”  

That’s when he advised her how it would be in her best 
interests to stay off of the wine for a few days, so a more sober 
head could prevail. 

“No problem,” she said. “I’ve got a show tonight, anyway.” 
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“You’re an actress?” he asked.  
“Yes, why?” 
“It explains a lot,” he said. 
That night, working off of excess adrenaline and painkillers 

prescribed for her bandaged hand, she performed an inspired 
albeit skitzy night of improv comedy that drove the audience wild 
with laughter. Their favorite scene was when she got on her knees 
begging for a spiritual guide and the cosmos sent Seppe and Tro as 
competing fairy godmothers. 

With the excitement of having participated in a stellar show 
shining in their eyes, Seppe and Tro told her that it was official: 
She was ‘launched’.  

Her reply was a muttered, “You have no idea.” 

	  

 



 

 

C H A P T E R   

9 
N A M A S T E  

She picked up a luminescent phone, the only point of light 
amid the darkness. Hello. Helloooo. Anybody there? Can you 
speak up? There’s a lot of white noise on the line. Hello. A 
doorbell rang out from the other side of the pitch black of the 
room. She inched her way towards the door. Hello. I don’t 
understand. She held the phone closer to her ear. I can’t hear you. 
The ringing of the doorbell grew louder, more insistent. I’m 
coming! She was disoriented, couldn’t find the door. Hello. I can 
barely hear you through all this static. Repeat that, please. She 
stopped. Frowned in concentration. Another doorbell rang. Speak 
more sloooooowwwwly. Two doorbells were ringing. She groped 
the air in search of the door, of any solid object on which to 
anchor her orientation. I’m coming! Her hand landed on a 
doorknob. Listen, I know you’re speaking, but I can’t make out the 
words.  

Repeat that please? Over the static, she heard something. 
Sounded like words. Yes, that’s me, Rah. You what? Something, 
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Rah, you, me, something, something, Rah. You what? Listen, you 
are going to have to call me back. This connection. She closed her 
eyes to concentrate. Something, Rah… Your knee? My knee? 
You’re going to do something with my knee? Rah’s knee I am? 
Hello! I give up. Call-me-back-if-you-can-hear-me. 

She hung up the phone. 
She was suddenly in an uncultivated field of wheat under an 

infinite blue sky. A deep forest in the distance spoke of hidden 
secrets that brought on a mysterious longing for the answers it 
might hold. A soft breeze blew through her hair. She raised her 
arms and tilted her face towards to sun to embrace the aliveness. 
Warmth sank into the pores of her skin. Her long flowing skirt 
whispered against her legs in a soft reminder that she had legs. 
The sensations were pure pleasure and she gave herself free reign 
to luxuriate in them until she had no sense of anything but 
warmth and caresses. 

Wait. Something shifted, caught her attention. A glowing 
male form, almost transparent, stood on the distant side of the 
field against the backdrop of the dark green forest. He beckoned 
her. Attraction assailed her and she gave a hesitant wave in return. 
Come, he beckoned. She nodded, stepped forward, but something 
pulled at her. She turned to look. Her skirt was trapped in the 
burrs of a dry prickly weed. Stooping down to extract it, she took 
care to not rip the flimsy fabric. Come, he called. She raised one 
hand in response as she extracted the burrs, one by one. They were 
relentless, refused to let go. Stuck to her fingers, her shirt, back 
onto her skirt. It seemed a fruitless effort.  

His call was insistent. Come! 
A knowing flushed through her. She must go to him. She 

stood up, shading her eyes from the sun. Something was wrong. 
Time was somehow different, disjointed and out of sync. Cooler 
air had a metallic feel to it. The field was now full of prickly weeds 
that grew too fast. Impending danger contracted in on her. 
Gathered her skirts above her knees. Remaining burrs dug into her 
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wrists. Coming! Weeds reached up to stop her. Scratched at her 
legs. Sharp stings on her ankles, calves. Pushed forward. More 
weeds, bigger weeds, lunged at her. Briars sunk their teeth into her 
knees, thighs, ensnaring the flimsy fabric of her skirt. She faltered. 
Yanked it free. A tangled piece of white gauze was left behind 
fluttering in the breeze.  

Rah! Come! The call was more urgent now. So was her reply. 
Coming! She pushed on. The weeds were now to her waist. Burrs, 
thorns, prickly leaves and stems grabbed at her, clawing her skirt, 
her shirt, her hands; she fought back, they fought harder, desire to 
escape from their relentless mauling swelled in her; she lunged 
towards the safety of the glowing man, but the weeds wrapped 
around her ankles; she stumbled, fell, they spiraled around her 
legs, pinning her down, crippling her; she grappled against them, 
they restrained her hands, snaking around her wrists, up her arms, 
around her body, her neck until she was chained to the ground, 
immobilized. She still struggled for freedom. Help! Stop the 
Graions! Their vines stretched and intertwined to cover her face. 
I’m coming. The sound was muffled. One small lone ray of 
sunshine poked its way through their web. It landed on her right 
eye. Flashes of light on the underside of her eyelid blinded her. I’m 
coming, she whimpered. 

～～～

It wasn’t the night of tossing and turning that threw Rah over 
the edge. Nor was it the recurring theme in her dreams where 
someone was trying to call her and couldn’t get through. In fact, 
she didn’t even remember the dreams by the time she woke up. It 
was the combination of yoga class and Katarina that held the 
honor of sending Rah into deep denial and away from her highest 
good.  

With a fortifying cup of morning coffee in hand, the first 
thing she saw when she opened her emails was one from Fede at 
LimeLights with a booking confirmation for the following week. 
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In his email, he also asked her if she had thought about the 
question he said her Divine Soul had posed.  

“I don’t want to push,” he wrote, “but the message I think can 
be an important one. We must listen and pay attention to the 
messages we get in meditation or even our dreams.” 

She rolled her eyes when she read it and took a sip of coffee. 
Not again. Why can’t he just make a booking like most normal 
clients? No, he’s got to go digging around where he doesn’t 
belong. If she didn’t need the money, she’d tell him where he 
could go stick his message. And don’t bother bringing any 
sunscreen.  

After popping a painkiller, ostensibly for her hand, she wrote 
back saying she was delighted to accept the booking and looked 
forward to meeting him. She made no reference whatsoever to 
anything else.  

I’m not going to think about it anymore. I should delete the 
message altogether. No, wait, I can’t do that; I need it as a copy of 
booking confirmation. She closed up her computer instead. There. 
It’s simple. I refuse to think about it. Out of sight, out of mind.  

Her refusal, however, refused to take root. 
By the time she entered the yoga studio, she was worked up to 

such a state that the soft muted earth colors of the room and the 
tranquil music wafting through the air didn’t have their usual 
calming effect. Paying no attention whatsoever to the injury to her 
hand, she moved through the sun salutation poses with a fury that 
belied the purpose of yoga in the first place. She grunted with each 
new pose and pushed herself harder and harder, as if the physical 
exertion itself would drive away the questions running through her 
mind.  

What did it all mean? Grunt. Why me? Push harder. What 
does it matter if I lived here before or not? Sweat poured down off 
her face. And how about that damned jewelry box? How could I 
have possibly done it myself? Push harder still. I am not going 
crazy, I am NOT going crazy, I am NOT GOING CRAZY.  
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She saw the blood on her bandage and knew she had pushed 
herself too hard. What? Are you crazy?  

The yoga instructor also saw the blood. “Rah, you might want 
to take it easier today.” 

“Why? I’m fine. Really.” 
Since Rah wasn’t going to take care of her own needs, and 

there were enough new students to justify his choice, the instructor 
decided to scale back on the physicality of the lesson to suit her 
physical restraints.  

“Everybody sit in a cross legged position,” he said. “And hold 
one arm up in the air. Now, if you struggle to hold your arm there, 
you will experience pain. Try to let go and move beyond the idea 
of having to control your muscles to keep your arm in position. 
Allow your natural inner guidance to manage your body. If you 
trust that it’ll find its own equilibrium, you can stay in this 
position for quite some time. Rah, you might want to raise your 
other arm, the one without the wound in your hand.” 

He then gave a discourse on the history of yoga and the belief 
system behind it, including the concept of reincarnation. Rah 
managed to relax enough to move beyond the physical pain, but 
the fuzz in her mind created a different kind of pain. Just when 
she was ready to scream aloud in release, she entered into a 
profound state of calm.  

The message she heard from within was unmistakable: This is 
your first time here.  

Not again, she moaned to herself before giving voice to her 
frustration. “Agh!”  

“Rah,” the instructor said, “focus back onto your solar plexus 
and breathe. Allow your inner guidance to take over.”  

Inner guidance, inner schmidance. It talks too much. She 
concentrated on her solar plexus and breathing. Bit by bit, her 
mind calmed back down. Yes. That’s good. Then, she sensed the 
message again.  

This is your first time here.  
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So what?  
This is your first time here.  
I don’t care.  
This is your first time here.  
SHUT UP.  
This is your first time here. 
By the time the exercise was over, she was exhausted and the 

desire to escape was her leading motivation of the moment. The 
last thing she wanted was to sit there with a polite Mona Lisa 
smile plastered onto her face and listen to other participants talk 
about their experience during the exercise. She did it anyway 
because social niceties dictated that she did. It felt like a prison to 
her. 

After an excruciating ten minutes of hearing other people 
speak in prose and platitudes about their personal perceptions, the 
instructor looked at her with placid eyes. “Is there anything you 
want to add, Rah?”  

“No, I’m good,” she said with her best yoga social face. 
“I noticed it wasn’t easy for you.” His quizzical expression 

invited her to share. 
“My hand hurts, that’s all,” she lied. 
“Okay, then.” He saluted the class with hands clasped and 

bowed. “Namaste.” 
“Namaste,” they all said in unison. 
Namaste: the Divine in me greets the Divine in you. But can 

Divine Souls speak to each other?  

～～～

 “Oh, Katarina, sorry I’m late.” Rah was breathless from 
running across town. She dumped her yoga bag on the empty 
chair next to her and plopped down. “Whew! Have you ordered 
lunch yet?” 

“No, I waited.” Katarina’s green eyes were filled with worry. 
“What happened to your hand?” 
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“Oh, that.” Rah tucked her hand under the table out of sight. 
“It’s nothing.” 

“Seriously. What happened? It’s bleeding.” 
“Seriously.” Rah smiled and raised her eyebrows. “It’s nothing. 

I cut it on a broken glass.” 
“Have you had a doctor look at it?” 
“A doctor did see it. You’re a doctor.” 
“I’m a psychologist silly. I meant a medical doctor.” 
Rah laughed. “I know. Yes, I went to the doctor. He stitched 

it up and gave me some painkillers and antibiotics. I’m good. 
Speaking of good… “ She grabbed the menu to divert the 
conversation. “Have you decided what you’re going to order?” 

“I’m going to have the Mediterranean salad.” 
“Sounds like a winner.” 
“Do you want to share a quarter liter of wine?” 
Rah was tempted, but the throbbing in her hand reminded her 

to follow the doctor’s orders. “Nooooo, I think I’ll have water.” 
Once they finished ordering, Katarina’s handsome face framed 

by red hair pulled back tight into a chignon at the nape of her 
neck looked ready for one of her favorite let’s-analyze-my-
friend conversations. “So what’s going on in your life?”  

Rah reared back at the question. She should have known. She 
should’ve canceled lunch with Katerina. She should’ve known 
Katarina would want to dig. Then again, she should’ve done a lot 
of things like never start wearing jewelry in the first place and then 
none of this would have happened. She should’ve never sent that 
email. She should’ve never opened the one from the LimeLights 
guy. She should’ve never gone to yoga class.  

“Rah?” 
She should, however, answer Katarina. “Not much. Same old 

same old.” 
“Oh really.” Katarina sat back in her chair with a knowing 

expression that dared Rah to try to pull one over on her. 
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Rah rolled her eyes. “Okay. I’ve been getting some weird 
messages in meditation.” 

“What kinds of messages?” 
“Oh…” Rah waved her hand in a vague gesture. “Messages.” 
“Like what?” Katarina opened a bottle of water and poured 

some into both of their glasses. “Be specific.” 
Rah closed her eyes. Like it’s my first time here on Earth. 

Like I made something disappear. And reappear. Like the Internet 
isn’t what it appears to be. Like… Her wounded hand throbbed. 
She sighed and opened her eyes. “Have you ever had something 
happen, something impossible, and then someone told you that 
you did it? But, you couldn’t have because it’s impossible?” 

Katarina nodded. “Yes, I have.” 
“What did you do?” 
“I told him he was delusional. Impossible is impossible, after 

all. You can’t argue with the impossible.” 
“What happened?” Rah put her elbow on the table and rested 

her face on her good hand. 
“It was my ex-boyfriend. Right out of graduate school a few 

years ago. I was away on a weekend workshop for female 
psychologists. He thought I’d snuck away to be with a lover, his 
best friend.” Katarina smoothed a nonexistent errant hair in her 
chignon. “It was a women’s workshop. Led by women. Attended 
by women. His friend was in Milan the whole weekend for some 
football match. Still, he kept leaving me messages saying he knew 
I did it. It was impossible.” 

“That’s not what I meant.” Rah’s brow furrowed. “I meant 
getting a message in meditation.” 

Katarina shrugged one shoulder. “I don’t waste time with 
meditation. Nor should you. You should be spending your time 
building your market for RahTroSeppe.” 

“Still, I heard a message in meditation that told me I did 
something that I know is physically impossible.” 
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Katarina’s eyes narrowed, her psychologist feelers on full alert. 
When she saw Rah’s shoulders stiffen, she softened her expression 
into a professional mask. “How does that work anyway? Getting 
messages in meditation. I mean, you’re not hearing voices, are 
you?” She tried to look nonchalant as she took a sip of her water, 
but her eyes never left Rah’s face. 

“No, I don’t hear voices!” Rah’s laugh rang out so strong, the 
other patrons turned to stare. “That would mean I’m crazy.” A 
surge of panic hit her: I’m not, am I? “No. It’s more like a gut 
feeling that goes with a thought. You know what I mean?” 

“No. Explain it to me in another way.” 
“Okay.” Rah chewed her lip as she thought about the best way 

to describe it to someone who lived by their intellect and not their 
gut. “You start by learning what a ‘yes’ feels like. Well, no, you 
start by calming your mind.” Not like you’ve been doing much of 
that lately, Rah. “Then you learn what a ‘yes’ and ‘no’ feels like. 
Once you do that, you can ask your gut questions.” 

“What does it feel like?” She tilted her head and frowned. To 
Katarina, Rah might have been speaking a foreign language. 

“A ‘yes’ feels like a kind of uplifting energy flush from deep in 
your stomach that goes up to here.” Rah touched the point 
between her two eyebrows. “And then outwards from all over. A 
‘no’ has a stillness, like a non-movement.” 

“Well, then you’re not getting an actual message, are you? 
You’re the one that’s doing all the talking.” 

Rah wrinkled her nose. “Not really. In the beginning, when I 
was first learning to meditate—that was, like, ten years ago—I was 
curious about a lot of things so I did a lot of asking. Now, it’s 
more like I have a thought, and if it’s on the money, it rides in on 
the wave of an upwards energy surge from my solar plexus.” 

Katarina looked flabbergasted. She straightened her jacket to 
compose herself. “But, you don’t hear voices?”  

“No, no voices.” Rah smiled. Okay, that was too much for her 
friend. “You can rest assured.” 



W A Y M A K E R S :  T H E  B E G I N N I N G

68 

“Then how do you know it’s a message and not just a random 
thought?” Katarina cupped her palm and held it up with 
manicured fingers tightened as if holding something substantial. 
“Where is your empirical evidence? The data to back it up?” 

“The evidence is that every time I get a gut message, it’s 
always turned out to be right. After a while, you learn to trust it.” 
Rah ran her hand through her hair. Did you hear yourself? Your 
messages have always been right. Where’s your trust? She 
scrunched her shoulders to ward off a shiver. 

“Are you all right?” 
Rah waved it away. “Sure. As my grandmother used to say, 

‘It’s just a ghost leaving the grave.’ No biggie.” She took a long sip 
of water. Breathe, Rah, breathe. “Where is that waiter with our 
food, anyway?” 

“You know…” Katarina tapped her finger on the table. “I 
think it’s time you take a more concrete approach to your 
spirituality.” She slapped the table with decision and leaned 
forward. “I’ve just joined a new group that I think you’d like. Their 
purpose is to approach spirituality through understanding the 
mind. So, why don’t you come with me to the next meeting?” 

“Really? What’s the name of the group?” 
“It’s called Silva Mind Control.” 
“Oh.” Rah held her breath high in her chest. Yuck. How do I 

deal with this one? 
“You know about them?” 
“Yes…” Rah tried to hide her distaste. “It’s a… good 

technique. I -uh -I studied it for a while.” 
“Really? When?” 
“Oh, a while ago.” 
“So, what did you think? “ 
“It’s a good technique…” Rah trailed off in hopes that 

Katarina wouldn’t press for more. 
“You already said that.” Katarina smiled. “So, do you want to 

come to the next meeting?” 
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“Oh…” Rah shook her head at a loss for what to say. “I don’t 
know Katarina.” 

“How can you know? You haven’t gone yet. It’ll be good for 
you.” 

Rah chewed her lip again. 
“Why not go? What harm can it do?” 
Rah blurted out her confession. “I just don’t like the man 

leading the group.” 
“Rah!” Katarina put her hand on Rah’s arm. “Don’t confuse 

the messenger with the message.” 
“He’s creepy, that’s all. I don’t like the way he controlled the 

group.” Rah put her hand over her friend’s. “You go. The 
psychologist in you will probably like it; just count me out. 
Anyway, I’ve got some of my own issues to work through before I 
join any new group.”  

“Issues?” Katarina sat up straighter in her chair. “Do you want 
to talk about it?”  

Rah was almost tempted to share with her friend, but resisted 
the offer by saying, “No, let’s talk about shopping instead. Where 
do you want to go after lunch?”  

“As you wish.” Katarina was patient. She knew she would 
eventually get Rah back on the right track in her life. 

From there, they kept the conversation to fashion, music, and 
how much they enjoyed their salads. Afterwards, Rah bought a 
new tube of Estee’ Lauder Nectarine Red lipstick at a nearby 
cosmetic shop. Katarina bought two tubes of new lipstick as well 
as a matching bra and panties set on sale at Intimissimi. As they 
walked out of the last store, Rah rejected, once again, Katarina’s 
third offer to talk about what was bothering her.  

“Really, Rah. I can help you. I am a trained psychologist, after 
all. “ 

“No, that’s okay. Thanks anyway. I just bought this red 
lipstick so I’ll be just fine. A new tube of lipstick always does the 
trick to set things right.” 
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“Oh, Rah, what imagination!” The purple consciousness 

sphere surrounding Zhamhra’s deep indigo base vibrated 

with loving expansive laughter. “My favorite one so far is 

her inventing plaiedes.starport for an Earth Internet 

address. And they’re seven dimensions down-spiral from 

us.”  

“I know.” Imradon’s glowing sphere vibrated a smile in 

return. 

“She’s still got that explosive fire in her, though, even if 

she has kept it shut down for way too long. I miss her.” 

“We all do.” 

Zhamhra popped out a tendril of purple Light that 

circled, then spiraled, above his collaborator’s sphere like a 

crown. “Shall we call you Imradon from now on? Or how 

about Cosmic Daddy?”  
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“The name Imradon might be a fun vibration to take on 

for the duration of the mission. Sheira, what do you think?” 

“That would change your whole vibration, Sir!” 

“Not the whole vibration,” Imradon shimmered. “It 

would just color my current one. Like this.” His sphere of 

white Light surrounded by a golden halo brightened. With a 

small ‘immmrrdmmm’ buzzing sound, tiny sporadic sparkles 

of neon green twinkled along the surface. “I’m still Me, just 

a little—” 

“Accessorized,” Zhamhra shimmered, “with sparkling 

Imradon vibes. Not changed all the way through, though.” 

“But, Sir,” Sheira shimmered, “you’re still Sir to me, not 

Imradon.” 

“My dear Sheira, impressions and perceptions are easier 

to change than the physical forms you have been learning 

to create for yourself. Try to have fun changing your 

perceptions without holding onto old ones.” 

“I’ll try, Sir.” 

“A name can shape and form impressions, but it cannot 

change the Truth of who one is.”  

“But,” she shimmered, “isn’t reality created by 

impressions?” 

“They can create an individual experience, but they 

don’t change the Truth that you are essentially 

Unconditional Creation Love individualized as you. This is 

True with any Being for that matter.” 

“Imradon, what do you think?” Zhamhra’s smile-wave 

was still twinkling at the thought of calling the Head of the 

WayMakers Academy by a new name. “Considering how 

Sheira is in line to incarnate into the Human experience—
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albeit on the cusp of the new one to come—isn’t it time she 

learned to move in a multi-layered Human form? Practice 

makes perfect and we don’t want the same thing 

happening to her that did to Rah.” 

“Perhaps it is time. Would you like that my dear?” 

Sheira’s consciousness sphere bounced up and down in 

delight. 

“That looks like Human applause to me.” Zhamhra’s 

laugh burst out with Light flares of yellow and green. 

“Yes, it does,” Imradon shimmered. “First, shall we give 

her a sense of new place?” 

Both Imradon’s and Zhamhra’s spheres rotated and 

accelerated until a spinning spiral of blazing Creation Light 

formed inside each of them. The two spheres floated 

towards each other, touched, and then merged. Their 

individual inner spirals intertwined and spun together until 

they synchronized with the other’s rhythm.  

Once fully merged into one spinning spiral, they 

emitted a low humming sound. Sheira trilled in wonder as 

the humming transformed into a note, then two, then three. 

The vast expanse of Origin Space around them—once 

infinitely empty and, yet, brimming over with Creation 

promise—was soon filled with resonant notes and tones 

that reverberated to the far reaches of Sheira’s ability to 

perceive.  

Colors erupted out of empty Creation space in a 

boundless array so glorious they made the entire spectrum 

of Earth colors pale into muddy imitations by comparison. 

Rich reds and blues, oranges and greens, swirled and 

collided, exploded and spiraled, then joined to create more 
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new colors that swirled and spiraled together before 

bursting into a dazzling display of Light that Sheira had 

never dreamt of even in her wildest imagination.  

She gasped in wonder. No longer suspended in vast 

spaces of unformed Creation Thought, the three Light 

Beings were now surrounded by an extensive hall of high 

ceilings suspended over white marble columns and floors. 

The finest of paintings from all over Earth, and from all 

times, hung on the walls. Soft couches and chairs 

materialized to create different seating arrangements 

throughout. Crystal chandeliers appeared next. Light 

bouncing off their droplets created the illusion of fairy lights 

that danced on magnificent crystal vases, ceramics and 

porcelain accents throughout.  

 Tall windows formed on all sides of the room. A soft 

breeze wafted through white silk curtains as thin and 

transparent as the finest of Japanese rice paper. Through 

one window there was a tropical blue ocean punctuated 

with palm trees. Another showcased a profusion of yellows, 

oranges, blues, violets, and abundant greens from flowers 

that bloomed in riotous abandon. A vista of majestic 

mountains with snow-topped peaks was to Sheira’s left. The 

next gave view to undulating fields ripe with grass and 

wheat. Still another framed the warm beiges of vast desert 

sand.  

 Sheira turned back to face the first window and saw 

that the colors of the tropical scene had become pure white 

with shades of soft gray as light and shadow played over 

the rise and fall of dunes made of snow and ice. With each 

window she looked at, the scene changed to reflect still 
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another part of Earth’s beauty before Humankind had tried 

to submit it to its will.  

“Oooh!” Sheira shimmered. “I like this hologram!” 

“This is the Earth in its original Creation form.” 

Imradon’s sphere separated from Zhamhra’s. 

“It’s spectacular, Sir.” 

“I am pleased you like it,” Imradon shimmered. 

“What about me?” Zhamhra teased her by projecting 
seven streams of purple Light that tickled the edges of 

Sheira’s sphere. “I played in that Creation Song.” 

Sheira’s sphere jiggled. “I know! I meant the whole 

creation experience was spectacular.” She rotated to take it 

all in. “What would our Human forms look like, I wonder?”  

“It is enough to ask and allow. Zhamhra, shall we 

show her how it is done?” 

In answer, Zhamhra’s signature luminescent purple 

sphere rotated, faster and faster, gaining momentum. Two 

triangles formed inside, one pointing upwards, the other 

downwards.  

“That’s not Human,” Sheira shimmered. 

“I’m not done yet.” Zhamhra’s tetrahedron triangles 

duplicated until there were three. 

“Still isn’t Hu—” 

“Still not done yet.” The first set of triangles remained 

fixed in space on their axis, while the second set rotated in 

one direction and the third set in the opposite. The space 

around Zhamhra whirred in a throbbing rhythm until the 

spinning triangles morphed into a Human male form with 

broad shoulders, trim waist, brown hair cut short, and a two 

day’s growth of beard. The original purple sphere 
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surrounding him shrank in size until it popped inside 

Zhamhra’s solar plexus. His dark brown eyes twinkled with 

mirth. “Now, I’m done.” 

“That was amazing!” Sheira turned to her mentor. 

Before her stood a white haired grandfather figure wearing 

a plaid shirt and khaki pants. Imradon looked at her through 

a pair of blue eyes that radiated kindness. “Wow.” Sheira’s 

sphere bounced once. “I didn’t expect that!” 

Zhamhra cocked one eyebrow at Imradon. “What? No 

long white beard and flowing robes like in the Earth 

legends?” 

“Not this time.” Imradon put his hands in his pockets 

and rocked on his heels. “That image has been distorted by 

too many misconceptions, no? Besides, they tried to make 

me into their Creator. And so, Sheira, you can now call me 

Imradon.”  

“Oh, Sir, I couldn’t! Wait a minute.” She emitted a 

tendril of orange Light and pointed to him. “How did you 

make your Human form without all the triangles?” 

“Oh that is just Zhamhra’s way.” Imradon winked at him. 

“A bit of a showman with a flair for the dramatic. And he 

likes using his MerKaBa Light field. Me? I prefer to spiral 

Creation Thought straight out of my Origin Heart.” 

“How about me?” Sheira shimmered with hope. “How 

would I look as a Human?” 

“Are you tired of wearing temporary forms?” 

“Yes!” 

“Then it would depend on what you felt like creating,” 

Imradon said. “Still, keeping in mind the level and quality of 

your vibration, and based on your current beliefs and 
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impressions, perhaps we can assist you. Zhamhra, would 

you care to do the honors?”  

Zhamhra smiled his assent and gave a small nod in 

Sheira’s direction. She felt a pleasant tingling all over, 

followed by a series of uplifting vibrational waves that 

flowed outwards from her center essence. Just as she was 

beginning to feel legs and arms, an ornate gem encrusted 

gold mirror appeared in front of Zhamhra. 

“How pretty!” 

“Take a look in the mirror.” Zhamhra tilted it towards 

her. “I gave you some of Rah’s DNA, in case she decides to 

have children and your vibration resonates enough for you 

to incarnate as her daughter.” 

 Sheira saw a young short blonde woman with a petite 

nose and serious hazel eyes reflected in the glass. She was 

wearing a white summer dress and sandals with gold 

sparkles.  

“You like it.” Zhamhra bowed to her reaction. 

Sheira hugged herself and gave a small turn in front of 

the mirror. “Yes, I do!”  

“Now that you have a Human body, you’re ready to use 

Human language. Sound good?” 

Sheila grinned. “It sounds great!” 

“Question.” Imradon said. “Are you You? Or your 

physical form? Or both?” 

“I am Me, that’s for certain.” Sheira patted her arms. 

“But, I have to concentrate to feel the essence of Me inside 

my physical form.”  
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“Therein lies the Human challenge: To remember that 

their Heart isn’t just a muscle that pumps blood through 

their physical body.” 

“So that’s what the soul-sentience is for,” Sheira said. 

“Exactly.” Imradon smiled. “Without soul-sentience, 

which gives them self-awareness, how could they know the 

depths of their Hearts?” 

“They couldn’t.” 

“Rah’s resisting the whole idea of multi-dimensions,” 

Zhamhra said. “Yet, the Human experience in itself is multi-

dimensional.” 

“But the Earth is in the third dimension,” Sheira 

protested. 

“Yes and no. Every time a Human shifts their attention 

to different emotions or different levels of themselves—

Human, Divine or Origin—they shift dimensions.” 

Sheira thought about it. “Like when they’re happy, they 

experience and see the world differently than when they are 

angry?” 

“Yes. Add on a journey into the deeper levels of their 

Heart awareness, and the world around them can physically 

change.” 

A glazed look came over Sheira’s face as she considered 

the possibilities.  

“Sheira?” 

She blinked twice and her focus returned to Zhamhra. 

“What happens if they don’t use their soul-sentience to 

listen to their Hearts?” 

“If they don’t, they live in their ego-intellects, and end 

up creating a kind of hell on earth for themselves.” 
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“Like the Graions, where war is a way of life?” Sheila 

asked. 

“From out and out war and terrorism like the Graion 

way of life,” Zhamhra agreed, “all the way to more subtle 

forms of severe limitation where the war is in their own 

psyche.” 

“How does that manifest?” 

“When they look outside themselves for their self worth, 

and their value, it’s easy to get involved with the contractive 

emotions like jealousy, envy, greed, hate. Any of the human 

power games are all very subtle forms of the Graion attack-

conquer-and consume mentality.” Zhamhra gave a small 

wave of his hand and the mirror slid across the floor to lean 

against the wall. “You should know this from your studies, 

Sheira. As the first Graion to ever ascend into the Origin 

Dimension, you would know it better than anybody.” 

“I keep forgetting about the Graion in the Human 

makeup.” Sheira sighed. “Humans and Earth just seem so 

romantic, you know? It’s hard to connect them with me.” 

“Ah romantic love,” Zhamhra said. “I remember it 

well. It was so seductive when I w a s  on Earth. And such 

a frivolous lie.” 

“What?” Sheira took a step back. “Love is a lie?” 

“No!” Zhamhra laughed. “How can Love be a lie? It’s 

inherent in everything there is. No, I was talking about 

romantic Human love. Where they project their hopes onto 

their own idea of who the other person is, with total 

disregard for facts. Which brings us to what Fede is doing 

with Rah.” 

“Who is Fede anyway?” Sheira asked. 
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Imradon and Zhamhra both sighed, creating a ripple 

effect seen in the flowing curtains. 

“Fede is one of our emissaries who was sent down 

about the same time Zhamhra was sent,” Imradon said. 

“So, why is Zhamhra here and Fede still there?” Sheira 

tilted her head. “I thought the point was to go in, do your 

mission, and come back?” 

“Ah, but first they had to remember their Origin selves 

from inside their Human body,” Imradon said. 

“And it’s a lot more challenging living in the Earth’s 

magnetic energy fields than you can imagine,” Zhamhra 

said with small laugh. “Your physical equilibrium depends 

upon your body’s energetic fields staying in sync with 

Earth’s magnetic lines. And no one is there to remind you 

how. You have to remember that, and your mission, on your 

own.” He shot a look of complicity towards Imradon and 

telepathed, “Of course, all that Italian wine didn’t help 

much when I was there, did it?” 

Imradon’s eye’s showed no judgment, only recognition 

with a small twinkle of mirth. 

“So, you remembered and Fede didn’t?” Sheira said. 

“What happened after you woke up and remembered? I 

mean, how was your Earth life different?” 

“I can’t say. I didn’t wake up until the last moment, just 

before I left.” Zhamhra rubbed his chin. “Ugh. I should’ve 

gone with a clean face, must’ve been thinking of Leo when I 

created the beard.” He shrugged. “Looks don’t count for 

much anyway.” 

“Leo?” 
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“Zhamhra was known as Leonardo DaVinci in his time,” 

Imradon said. “You studied about him in your Earth 

history.” 

  “Oh, that’s right. I did. But, how did you remember 

your mission in time and Fede didn’t?” Sheira asked. “You 

two were on the mission together.” 

“Oh, that.” Zhamhra rubbed his forehead. “I was on my 

deathbed when I flashed on the image to spin the three 

dimensional triangles hidden inside the square and circle of 

my Vetruvian man drawing. It was enough to remind me of 

my favorite Origin Dimension form. That one spontaneous 

memory started my MerKaBa field spinning, just like it did 

when I created this Human form I’m currently wearing. Since 

I was departing my Human body at the time, my spinning 

MerKaBa field brought me right back home.” Zhamhra was 

silent as he traveled back into his Earth memories. 

“What happened to Fede?” 

“Hmm? Fede? Well, he was then known as Enrico and 

was one of my dearest friends. The activation of my 

MerKaBa field all happened in the flash of an instant.” 

Zhamhra shook his head. “I didn’t have time to explain what 

was happening to him, so he got left behind.” 

“Anyway, it’s a good thing that Enrico—I should say 

Fede since that’s his name now—it’s a good thing that he’s 

connecting with Rah, right?”  

Imradon bobbed his head from side to side. “Yes and 

no. Try not to think in terms of good and bad. Fede is at the 

forty percent waking stage, which is more than most of 

those around him and nowhere near enough to get back 
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here.” His lips pursed. “A very precarious position for 

Humans.” 

“Why?” 

“Their ego-intellect can puff itself up and channel the 

Graion attack-conquer-and-consume mentality into moral 

and spiritual power games of one-upmanship to feed its 

own sense of superiority. Without realizing the ramifications, 

it makes choices and interpretations of events in a way that 

are not always to everyone’s highest good. In fact, they can 

be downright destructive at the forty percent stage.”  

“Which brings us back to Rah,” Zhamhra said. “Fede 

didn’t pick up on her Divine Soul. He’s intercepting what 

I’m intending as a direct communication. It’s sending her 

into tilt, which leaves her wide open to mind manipulation 

through her dreams and—” 

Imradon shook his head to tell Zhamhra that Sheira 

wasn’t ready to hear what the Graions of her birth 

dimension were doing. 

Zhamhra shifted direction and finished the sentence 

with, “—we don’t have the luxury of her not remembering 

her mission.” He let the sentence hang in the air and the 

expression on his face darkened. “Time as they know it on 

Earth is running out. Soon it will be now or never.” 



C H A P T E R

11 
R A H ’ S  D I N N E R  P A R T Y

“One of two things will drive us at any given moment: love or 
fear. You can consciously choose between them, or you can let 
them fight it out in your subconscious until you actually do make 
the choice.” 

Rah slammed the book closed and tossed it onto the floor 
beside her. She didn’t want to think about Divine Souls—or 
cryptic messages, or things disappearing, or any of it for that 
matter—and proofreading Marina’s book made her do just that. 

“I don’t want to think about it,” became her mantra in the 
days following her yoga class. Of course, she had skimmed over 
the chapter about how the human mind processes in mental 
pictures and automatically cancels out the ‘don’t’. If you don’t want 
to think about bananas, Marina wrote as an example, you need to 
decide what you do want to think about. Otherwise, you’ll have 
bananas on the brain. 

In a supreme effort to stay in a mundane flow of everyday 
living and avoid all thoughts of the ‘weird and unexplainable’, Rah 
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tried to medicate herself with activity. Laundry. That was it. She 
needed to do laundry. She washed her blacks, her whites, her 
colors, and hand-washed her delicates. She even included the rags 
that had been stuck on the top shelf above the dryer for who 
knows how long. Then she dried, ironed, folded, and put 
everything away. When her laundry basket was finally empty, she 
mentally saw it filled with jewelry boxes. 

No! 
What next? Oh, the refrigerator certainly needed defrosting 

and she tackled it with gusto. While waiting for the ice to melt, 
she ate the rest of the pistachio ice cream and stumbled across an 
old documentary of Cher on YouTube. She felt an odd sense of 
sadness to think her marriage to Sonny didn’t make it. They’d 
seemed like soul mates. 

You have a twin-flame Soul Mate. 
Really? She felt a surge of hope. 
From before you were born. 
No! 
Then it was the closets that screamed out for her attention. 

She purged with a vengeance, throwing out anything that seemed 
extraneous, out of style, beyond the expiration date, no longer 
worked, or seemed to take up unnecessary space. After rearranging 
every last one, she decided she liked some of the closets better as 
they were, and repeated the entire process in reverse.  

Satisfaction reigned when she took a moment to sit down and 
admire the fruits of her two-day efforts with very little sleep. 
There was a sense of space all around her and she liked how 
everything felt so fresh and shiny, like her apartment was smiling 
at her. 

“Try hiding something from me, I dare you,” she challenged 
the Amazonian mask staring down at her from the wall. “You 
can’t, because I now know every inch of this apartment.” 

The jewelry box was never hidden.  
 No! 
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Jumping up, her eyes darting from left to right in search of her 
next project, she decided her garden was totally out of control. So 
she weeded… and raked… and watered… and planted seventeen 
new plants, the colors of which reminded her of something, she 
just couldn’t figure out what. They all seemed too, too familiar 
somehow. 

Agh! 
When friends called halfway through the week, her mantra 

morphed into, “I’m not going to talk about it,” and she let her 
answer machine pick up her calls. 

 Even Tro and Seppe couldn’t provide a sorely needed 
diversion, and they were usually the one source Rah could count 
on for a good wave of cleansing laughter. Unfortunately, saying 
‘yes’ to the unknown is inherent to improvisational theater, so her 
two rehearsals with them were lukewarm at best. She was so busy 
trying to live her ‘no’, that she kept her mouth shut and held back 
on any and every creative impulse that came to her. Later, when 
they questioned why all of her scenes involved mute characters, she 
told them she was working on her mime skills. 

 Throughout it all, she never once wore a piece of jewelry, not 
even a watch. 

Not knowing what else to do to keep her mind occupied, Rah 
directed her interests to cooking new recipes she found on the 
Internet. It seemed a shame to not share some of her newest 
culinary discoveries. Besides, she was lonely taste testing all by her 
self, so she decided to have a dinner party with her friends, even if 
they didn’t all know each other.  

Giocomo and Gianni, longstanding partners of fifteen years, 
were first on her list. Giacomo was a renowned Interior Designer 
with the beauty of a Hollywood film star, and an elegant way 
about him that added to any social situation. Gianni was just the 
opposite with his oversized arms and legs, and simple approach to 
life. It worked well in his plumbing business and his big heart 
made him loved by all. 
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The fact that they had forged a deep and lasting relationship 
despite their differences in looks and career paths inspired her to 
consider including both Katarina and Marina at the same table. 
Up until then, Rah had always been careful to keep Katarina’s 
psychology and rational approach to life far away from Marina’s 
New Age ideology that embraced any and everything that might 
be considered alternative spirituality.  

Am I crazy to think this will work? Why not? If Giocomo and 
Gianni can make it work for over a decade, surely Katarina and 
Marina can make it work for one night.  

Rah decided to take the plunge, and invited them all. 
As an insurance policy, she rounded out the table with her 

improv partners, Tro and Seppe. Their years of improv together 
guaranteed a sense of lightness. She chuckled thinking how the 
two always played Tro’s blonde good looks and dimpled chin up 
against Seppe’s premature baldness that told a visual story in itself. 
Fingers crossed the two ladies didn’t fight over Tro. 

The food itself was an unqualified success. The table 
conversation was another story. It started out with amiable 
pleasantries as they got to know each other over cocktails and 
small sausages wrapped in homemade crescent roll blankets served 
with honey mustard sauce.  

Once they were all seated at the table, Rah stood up and said, 
“Okay, I have an announcement to make.” 

“You’re pregnant.” Tro’s blue eyes twinkled. 
“Who’s the lucky fellow?” Gianni winked at Tro in complicity 

to the joke. 
“It wasn’t me, I promise. Although…” Tro shot Rah a grin so 

lascivious it was downright comical. 
“She can’t be pregnant,” Katarina said as she flipped her mane 

of red hair over her shoulder. “She’s not even dating anyone.” 
“Well, who knows?” Marina raised her eyebrows and lowered 

one shoulder in a provocative pose. “Maybe it was by an 
immaculate conception. Anybody know a good carpenter? We’re 
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going to have to build the baby an altar for all the pilgrims soon to 
come.” 

“I’ll take care of it.” Giocomo offered with solicitous manners. 
“I think we’ll do the interior in white with dusky mauve accents. 
What do you think Rah?” 

“Hah, hah.” 
“Oh, I know.” Gianni raised his beefy hand. “I can build a 

small fountain for the thirsty travelers.” 
“On holy days,” Seppe said, kicking into full improvisation 

mode, “we can let it flow with wine.” 
“How are you going to get a liquor license?” Katarina wrinkled 

her nose at the idea. 
“Oh, I know,” Marina said. “We can ask for a miracle and 

have the baby turn the water into wine.” 
Katarina cut her eyes at Marina with a vaguely contemptuous 

expression that said, “Seriously?” 
Rah tried to interrupt. “Guys…” 
“Perfect,” Seppe said. “Water into wine. Brilliant! No 

upstanding Catholic in government could argue with a miracle. 
Liquor license resolved.” 

“Guys…” 
“Who’s going to be in charge of marketing?” Tro laughed. 

“You know, these are modern times for a modern miracle.” 
“Guys! Stop it!” Rah shook her head laughing. “I am NOT 

pregnant.” 
The table let out a collective, “Awwwwww.” 
“Really? No, my announcement is that this is a guinea pig 

dinner.” 
“What?” 
“Gross!” 
“I’m not eating guinea pig.” 
“No!” Rah grinned. “You’re not eating guinea pig. You ARE 

guinea pigs.” 
“And here I thought I was a psychologist,” Katarina said. 
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“And I thought I was just a simple spiritual entity having a 
human experience,” Marina said. 

Katarina shot Marina another look. Marina donned an 
expression of wide-eyed innocence in return. 

“Okay, what gives?” Seppe asked. 
“Everything tonight is a new recipe taken off the Internet,” 

Rah said. “I’ve never prepared any of it before and I have no idea if 
it’ll be any good.”  

“You go girl!” Tro’s eyes shone his approval. “Improv at the 
dinner table.” 

“So everybody drink up,” Rah teased to general laughter. “It’s 
been my experience that lots of wine can make anything taste 
good.” In a reflex action, she hid her bandaged hand behind her 
back. 

“So, what’s on the menu?” Giocomo asked. 
“We’re starting with cold gazpachos soup, followed by 

Chicken Marsala in a wine reduction sauce, Balsamic glazed 
carrots, salad, homemade pesto/garlic bread rolls and dessert.” 

“Yummmm.” 
“Bring it on.” 
Rah was pleased to see how the evening was progressing. The 

food was good and, for the first time in a while, she felt at ease 
with herself. She hadn’t thought about all the weirdness in her life 
all night.  

I’m so lucky. I have good friends. They’re all getting along. 
They’re like family to me. See? My life isn’t that out of control 
after all. I could tell them anything.  

From that sense of security, Rah let her niggling insecurity 
push her to pose one seemingly innocuous question that was born 
out two conflicting desires: The need to know and the need to not 
feel so alone in her struggle.  

“Where do you think we come from before we’re born?” 
“Oh that’s simple.” Marina reached in front of Katarina for 

another bread roll. “From here, but from another lifetime.” 
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Katarina snorted. “Are you talking about reincarnation?”  
“Of course.” Marina shrugged her off. “We’ve all been 

reincarnated before.” 
“That’s certainly a nice New Age philosophy, but where’s the 

hard science to back it up?” Katarina’s own sense of self-wisdom 
made her sit up straighter. 

From there, everyone but Katarina joined in the animated 
discussion of choosing who they were in past lifetimes and who 
they’d want to come back as if they could. In the midst of the fun, 
Katarina and Marina’s banters from their opposing philosophies 
led them to butt heads in a series of verbal social volleys that 
escalated into direct jabs masked by polite smiles.  

Their smiles, however, weren’t enough to mask the discomfort 
of the rest of the group. 

In a moment of desperate inspiration, Rah diverted the 
growing tension and saved the evening when she jumped up and 
scurried to the kitchen saying, “Who wants cheesecake? 
Cappuccino. Made it myself and it took all night.” 

If the oooh’s and aaah’s were a little forced on everyone’s part, 
their obvious relief and subsequent enjoyment of the dessert was 
genuine.  

On the plus side to the evening, Tro and Seppe were delighted 
with some of the scathing one liners they learned from Katarina’s 
and Marina’s verbal swordplay. Katarina engaged the services of 
Giacomo to redesign her living room. Marina later called on 
Gianni to fix her leaky toilet. They all took home an extra piece of 
cheesecake.  

When she went to bed that night, she didn’t have the answers 
she was looking for, but she didn’t feel as alone. The laughter of 
the evening had done wonders to help ease the strain she’d been 
living under.  

Thinking of laughter, she thought about how brilliant Tro and 
Seppe had been, which brought her to the LimeLights booking 
that was looming in the wings. There was no denying she was 
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more nervous than she’d ever been before a RahTroSeppe Improv 
Show. To add fuel to the fire still burning in her belly, her dreams 
were much like some of the paintings she had experimented with 
that week. They were filled with disjointed faces that kept 
appearing out of swirls of color. Only, this time, she couldn’t cover 
them up with more paint, no matter how hard she tried.  
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P H O N E  S N I P P E T S

“Hello?” 
“Rah, it’s me Marina.” 
“Hey, did you know you left your scarf here last night?” 
“I was wondering if I did. I couldn’t find it this morning. Can 

I blame it on the wine?” 
Rah laughed. “You can blame it on anything. Just tell me your 

story and I’ll stick to it. In the meantime, your scarf is right here 
sitting on the chair waiting for its Mamma to come pick it up.” 

There was a small silence and Marina cleared her throat. 
“Listen, can I blame some of the conversation on the wine?” 

“Are you talking about your scintillating repertoire at the 
dinner table with one redhead in particular?” 

Marina’s laugh was sheepish. “Will you accept my apology?” 
“Of course! Although I’m not sure I’m the one who needs the 

apology. As for me? It’s already forgotten. In fact, you were the 
one who reminded me.” 

“Well, I’m starting with you. I feel bad. Was it bad?” 
“What, the cheesecake? You took a piece home with you.” 
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“No. What went down—” 
“It’s forgotten.” 
“—between Ms. Fiery Head and me.” 
“Marina!” Rah’s admonition was half towards Marina’s 

nickname for Katarina and half in surprise that she would say it in 
the first place. “I’m going to pretend you’re talking about my fiery 
red dress that looked stunning on me.” 

“You’re right, it did look fabulous.” 
“Oh, hang on, I’ve got a call coming in. Call you back?” 
“Sure.” 

～～～

 “Hello?” 
“Ms Neil, that was a fabulous party last night. Who knew you 

could cook like that?” 
“Katarina. Thank you! I’m glad you liked it.” 
“Liked it? I had seconds of everything, and I think I gained 

three pounds overnight.” 
Rah laughed. “Like I believe that!” 
“If that wasn’t enough, I ate the cheesecake for breakfast. I’ll 

have to spend the entire afternoon at the gym.” 
“Do some crunches for me?” 
“And then some. Seriously, almost everything was perfect.” 

Katarina’s tone turned overly even. “I wanted to talk to you about 
your friend Marina.” 

Uh oh, here it comes. Rah went into neutral. “Oh?” 
“Yes. I have some serious doubts about her.” 
“You do?” 
“Yes, Rah. She exhibits behavior that shows decided shades of 

delusion.” 
“Really?” 
“Yes, I’m sorry I let her get to me.” 
“Perhaps you should speak directly with her.” 
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“Only as a client. And I don’t know if she shouldn’t be 
medicated.” 

Rah’s hackles rose. “Katarina, you and Marina are both my 
friends so I don’t think I should be put in the middle of—” 

“Sorry Rah, my other phone’s ringing. It might be a client. 
Can I call you back?” She hung up. 

～～～

 “Hello? Grand central station.” 
Marina giggled. “Rah, it’s me again. Sorry about before.” 
“I told you it’s forgotten, silly.” 
“No, I mean the phone call I took instead of staying on the 

line with you.” 
“No worries.” 
“So can I ask you something?” 
“Sure.” 
“Tro was the other phone call.” 
“Tro? Seriously?” 
“Seriously. He asked me out for coffee.” 
“He did? What did you say?” 
“I said yes. Why not? He’s over the top charismatic… and we 

really resonated.” 
“That he is.” 
“And I’m not dating anyone. So what do you think?” 
“I think you did the right thing. He’s a great guy. Just don’t 

look for anything that involves a commitment of any sort and 
you’re good to go.” 

“No?” 
“Honey, Tro has a new woman every week. He’s a serial 

monogamist.” 
“That’s a shame. We played the past life game again on the 

phone and he said he wanted to be Anthony to my Cleopatra.” 
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Rah laughed. “That’s my Tro. And that’s why he has a new 
woman every week. Oops, Marina, now I’ve got to do the same 
thing to you. My call waiting is beeping and the machine isn’t 
turned on.” 

“Okay, Ciao.” 
“You have fun on that coffee date.” 
 

～～～ 
“Hello?” 
“Rah, it’s Katarina again. You’re never going to believe who 

just called.” 
“Tro?” 
“Uh, yes. How’d you know?” 
“Took a wild guess.” 
“Then you’re never going to believe what he wanted.” 
“To meet for coffee?” 
“Rah, you’re being weird. He told you he was going to call, 

didn’t he?” 
“No… I’m psychic.” 
“You are NOT psychic, quit fooling around. You’re talking to 

me, remember?” 
“So are you going?” 
“Of course I’m going. He’s gorgeous. And he’s intelligent. 

Well, except for that past life malarky, but that can be fixed. 
Besides, we’d make beautiful babies together. My red hair and his 
chiseled features. Boy or girl, we couldn’t lose.” 

“Slow down there Katarina. You do know that Tro is a self-
admitted ladies man, don’t you? Besides, he’s only asked you for 
coffee, not for your hand in marriage.” 

“Coffee today, dinner next week, and a commitment by next 
month. Mark my words.” 

“Duly noted Doctor. Just know that your competition is 
steep.” 
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“Well, it can’t be serious if he asked me out.” 
“Says the educated Italian woman.” 
“There’s no need in projecting your baggage from a cheating 

ex-husband onto Tro.” 
“Ouch.” 
“You know what I mean. I didn’t hurt you, did I?” 
“No, I was just kidding. But I’m not kidding when I say you’re 

in line with a lot of women who are vying for Tro’s undying love.” 
“Are you calling him shallow? He didn’t strike me that way.” 
“On the contrary. He’s anything but shallow and I love him 

dearly. Like a brother. I’m just saying a lot of women feel the 
same, so he has his pick of the field and he hasn’t shown any signs 
of wanting to settle down.” 

“Oh, well, if that’s all.” 
“Forewarned is forearmed. And th-th-th-that’s all folks as 

they say in the cartoons.” 
Katarina laughed. “Okay, well, I need to run.” 
“Ciao.” 

～～～

Rah dialed the phone. 
“Hello?” 
“Tro, oh my beloved one, it’s me Rah.” 
“Rah, oh light of my life, you beautiful creature, how are you?” 
“In serious need of caffeine. Can you meet for coffee? Or is 

your coffee calendar all booked up?” 
“No, I’m good. Want me to come over? Help you clean up 

from that fab dinner last night?” 
“It’s already cleaned up, thank you, but I would like to talk to 

you about what on godsgreenearth you were thinking asking 
BOTH of my friends out for coffee. Is there nothing sacred left in 
the world?” 
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Tro belly laughed so hard it brought a grin to Rah’s face. “My 
sweet darling, what else could I do? They both sent out the vibe. 
How could I resist?” 

～～～

Not two seconds later, Rah’s phone rang again. 
“Hello?” 
“Hello, is this Rah Neil?” 
“Yes, it is.” Rah frowned trying to recognize the scratchy male 

voice. “May I ask who’s calling?” 
“You don’t know me,” he said, breathing as if he’d been 

running. “But they’re coming after you.” 
“Who’s coming after me? Is this some kind of a joke?” 
“I can’t tell you more than—” 
The phone line went dead. 
“Hello?” 



C H A P T E R
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They were getting closer now, stalking her with relentless 
intent no matter how hard she tried to hide. Prey and predator in 
a primal instinct for life. In still another desperate attempt to 
escape, she threw herself into some brush cover and clamped down 
on a whimper for fear she would betray her own hiding place. 
Fetid breath from their last kill, tainted by fresh blood thickened 
into a sickly sweet odor, sent out warning tentacles of death ready 
to pull her under. They sniffed and searched for her scent on the 
other side of the bushes.  

Why was this happening? She didn’t ask to be there, but there 
she was and they were closing in. No, she wouldn’t give up, 
refused to give up. She’d go down fighting. Or running.  

With no other choice in sight, she broke free of her cover to 
take flight from the pack of wild beasts hunting her. She ran with 
all her might, knowing all the while she couldn’t succeed against 
their superior speed and strength, that it was just a matter of time 
before she’d have to give in to the inevitable.  
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A low menacing growl made her skin prickle in anticipation of 
the end. Throwing a terror-filled glance over her shoulder, she saw 
the beast leap towards her with fangs dripping red spittle and 
claws extended to their cruelest length.  

Rah sat up in bed with a gasp as another roll of thunder 
rumbling in the distance jolted her awake. 

“Oh thank God,” she murmured and then giggled with 
nervous relief. “It’s only thunder.”  

What time was it? She fumbled for her cell phone and looked 
at the dial. Nine nineteen. Good. Not too early, not too late. 
What’s on the program for today? 

Something big is going to happen. 
Oh. It all came flooding back to her. The LimeLights show.  
She gave herself a pep talk as she went to make coffee. Maybe 

it’ll be a good show. Why not? The beast didn’t get you, so why 
should this? 

A hard crack of thunder, closer now, stopped her mid-stride. 
Looking out the window, she saw oppressive dark skies overhead 
that portended a dismal evening of pouring rain. She groaned. 
History told her that would mean a poor turnout for the evening 
show, which often resulted in dreary audience reactions. 

“No, I refuse to let it get to me. Call me Miss Positive. I know 
there is sunshine on the other side of those clouds. Come on 
sunshine,” she called up to the skies.   

The skies responded with the sharp staccato of the first drops 
of heavy rain and the promise of more to come. 

“That’s right,” Miss Positive encouraged. “You’re clearing the 
way for my sunshine to get through.” 

Inspired by her improv character, Miss Positive made four 
rules. “Rule number one, you will be positive at all costs. No 
matter what Signore Amatore is like, you will smile. This booking 
tonight will be a piece of improv cake.” 

Her subconscious belief to the contrary protested with a 
shudder. 
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“Rule number two, you will NOT think about the booking for 
tonight. You will think about… what? Sunshine pouring down on 
you.” 

A clap of thunder made her wince. 
“A little cooperation here, please?” she muttered. “Rule 

number three, you will answer all of your emails today. It’ll make 
you feel good about yourself and keep your mind focused.” 

She went to her computer and opened her emails. The first 
one was from LimeLights. 

“Is nobody listening?” She jumped up and turned from the 
computer. “As Miss Positive, I will the email to NOT be there.” 

After putting her empty cup in the sink, she let out a big sigh 
and leaned down over the kitchen counter. Her hunched back 
reminded her of an old lady. Taking on the persona of a myopic 
little old lady librarian, she pushed mimed glasses further up her 
nose and wagged her finger at her reflection in the window. 

“You will be positive at all costs, young lady. You hear? Now 
get over to that computer you scamp, and get to work!” 

“Yes m’aaaaaaaam,” she answered in the body language and 
voice of a recalcitrant schoolgirl. “Here I aaaaaam. Walking to the 
compuuuuuter like a goooood giiiiiiirl.” 

The LimeLights email from Fede Amatore wasn’t anywhere 
near as bad as her imagination had made it out to be. In fact, his 
use of English made her smile and she made a mental note of it in 
case she ever had to play an Italian tourist speaking English. 

“Dear Ms. Neil, 
Again I write you in English for to practice, which is good to 

do. Again I apologize because I speak English better than I can to 
write it. But, I write to you now for tonight’s booking. 

For kindness, would you bring current photos of the three 
players for RahTroSeppe so we can put them in the marquis that 
is situated at the entrance to the bar. It’s very important to start 
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marketing for the show from the very entrance so therefore I 
appreciate your cooperation.  

I look to meeting you with pleasure and to enjoy a good show. 
Good health, 
Federico Amatore 
P.S. Please call me Fede.” 
 There was no mention of his other question about her Divine 

Soul so, for that, she was grateful. Still, it was enough to bring 
everything she had painstakingly shoved down and tucked away to 
the forefront of her thoughts despite her rules of the day.  

What would Miss Positive do? She’d thumb her nose at it, 
that’s what she would do. 

She forwarded the email to Tro and Seppe, and continued her 
pep talk to an audience of one. “See, Rah? You got this. Look, 
you’re holding it together. Okay, maybe just by a thread, but 
you’re vertical, healthy, wealthy—ugh not-so-wealthy and 
definitely not-so-wise—but together and in one piece. No sweat.”  

When she went to print her own headshot from her computer, 
however, it all fell apart and improv couldn’t save her. 

It started by simple rote routine. After choosing the photo she 
wanted to print out, she selected what she thought was a headshot 
format, got up to cross the room where she kept her photo paper 
on the bookshelf, opened a brand new package and took out one 
sheet, came back, pulled out the ream of regular paper from the 
paper tray, replaced it with the single page of photo paper, and 
pressed ‘print’. She watched the printer pull on the photo paper 
and heard the sound of the printer moving back and forth printing 
out the photo. Double-checking her computer screen, she saw she 
had selected the wallet-sized format, not headshot, for her picture. 

“Oh, shhhh-oot!” She said, pulling back on the swear word 
she started to say. You just wasted an expensive page of photo 
paper and a ton of color ink. Dingbat! 

She got back up, crossed the room to get another single piece 
of photo paper, came back to the printer and… her jaw dropped. 
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There was no photo paper and no photo sitting in the paper tray. 
How could that be? She’d heard it printing, right? She frowned 
and opened the printer, but couldn’t find the jammed paper. Okay, 
it had to be stuck in the printer even if she didn’t see where.  

No worries, she told herself, I’m Miss Positive. I’ll print 
another photo, the paper will double jam, and I’ll find it that way. 

With meticulous attention to ensure she didn’t get distracted, 
she recited each step of the process. “Okay, I am now placing the 
second piece of photo paper in the paper tray. I am carefully 
selecting the headshot format in the computer, and now pressing 
print.” Like a supercilious supervisor, she stood with arms folded 
and watched the printer do its job. “Good, the printer is pulling in 
the paper. It’s printing. Printing. Should be jamming right… 
about…. now….” 

What? 
A picture was coming out of the computer. She strained to see 

what it was. It looked like the headshot, not the wallet-sized 
photos. No, it had to be the wallet-sized photos.  

“That’s impossible!” Her voice was a borderline screech that 
hit a high note and cracked in disbelief. “It can’t be the headshot! 
Where are the wallet-sized?”  

Her eyes narrowed and she absently fiddled with her bangs. 
By God Almighty, she would find that first photo if it was the last 
thing she did on the face of this earth. It couldn’t have 
disappeared.  

The first thing she checked was the computer. Maybe she’d 
just imagined printing the wallet-sized photos by mistake. No, it 
had a record of them being printed. Okay, then it had to be there. 
But where? 

She looked once again in and behind the printer, banging her 
head in the process on the shelf above it. Rubbing the tender spot 
on her head, she got on her elbows and knees, butt stuck high in 
the air, to get a good look under the desk unit. Nothing. Maybe it 
flipped out of the printer and got stuck behind the computer 
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cables. She lay down on the floor and stuck her arm under the 
desk unit to look behind all the computer cables. Nothing, but 
some dirt she’d missed in her cleaning craze.  

After wiping her hands on the seat of her white pants, she 
then crawled under the dining table. Nothing. She moved the 
sofa… the television table… lifted the rug. Still nothing. She even 
went as far as to look behind the bookshelves clear on the other 
side of the room. Still no photo to be found.  

Dammit! It has got to be here!  
Trepidation kept at bay until now turned into the first seeds of 

anger. She strode over to the kitchen cabinets; jerked doors open 
and slammed them shut when she found only foodstuff, plates and 
glasses. She knew better, anyway, and did it as a physical outlet to 
vent. 

 It didn’t do much good.  
In an unbridled wave of frustration, she grabbed the coffee cup 

sitting in the sink, yanked the kitchen window open, and hurled it 
out the window. A major league pitcher would have been proud of 
her physical prowess in that moment. The ceramic shattering 
against the brick border of the flowerbed gave her a sliver of 
satisfaction, but not enough to count for much.  

At her wit’s end, there was just one thing to do: accept that 
the photo paper had disappeared just like her jewelry box. But she 
couldn’t accept it, wouldn’t accept it, categorically refused to 
accept it at all costs.  

She slumped down to the floor in the middle of her living 
room where nature took its inevitable course. Unable to withstand 
the heat of her denial any longer, the pressure built up inside of 
her exploded into tears. 

Why is this happening to me? The only thing I ever wanted 
was to find the right partner and be happy. Tears ran down her 
face. And now this. Who or what is doing this to me? A desperate 
longing for understanding turned her tears into sobs that racked 
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her body. She fell over, curling up into a fetal position. I can’t be 
the one doing this. I just can’t be!  

Rather than face events with open curiosity once the tears 
started to die down, she projected them onto a much safer subject: 
her buried pain of an ugly divorce from a man whom she’d 
thought was the love of her life. Even after all those self-help 
books she’d read in the past, she lost sight of the fact that tears 
exist to make space in the psyche for newer levels of illumination 
should one choose it. She was too busy playing ‘poor, poor me’ to 
choose it.  

And Miss Positive, her improv muse of the morning, couldn’t 
get a word in edgewise. 
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 “Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-” 

Rah’s sobbing rippled back up the spiral of Zhamhra’s 

transmission. Oh Rah. He titled his head in concentration, 

reading her signals. Okay, this might be your moment of 

letting go and waking up.  

 “Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-” 

No? You’d rather turn your release back around and 

project it into more density? Then our Creation Song isn’t 

the way for me to help you. 

He was calm, his total attention focused on Rah. The 

expression on his face spoke of tenderness towards his 

beloved partner. Still, he knew the Human aspect of her was 

on its own path of reawakening and he couldn’t walk it for 
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her. Any interference on his part would only handicap her 

eventual freedom from her self-made prison. Besides, she 

was going to laugh and laugh when she did wake up and 

see how she had invested so much Human angst for so little 

in return.  

In the meantime, how could he serve? He fine-tuned the 

quality of his Creation Light wave.  

“Remember me. I am your partner. I am Creation Love. 

You are Creation Love. Everything is fine.”  

Zhamhra flashed on the last time he had gotten close to 

Rah’s memories. She had felt his transmissions and had 

misinterpreted them to mean the Human love in her 

marriage was still alive and thriving. She’d invested six years 

of precious time lying to herself that her marriage wasn’t 

over. 

“Attribute the sensations of our Creation Song, Rah, as 

coming from me and only me. Ask for transformation into 

illumination. Think of me…of home… and all the times we 

merged and created with our Creation Song. Remember 

me, Zhhhhaaaaammmmmmhhhhhrrrrraaaaa. I am your 

partner, your Creation Song counter note…” 

Wanting to amplify Rah’s emotion-waves on his end to 

help him discern all aspects of their root cause, as well as 

pick up on the visual signals Rah was giving out, he 

instinctively projected out a hologram of her small 

apartment. The space in front of him shimmered, walls 

formed, then furniture, artwork, masks. The moment Rah 

came into sharp visual focus, the sound of her desperation 

exploded into the Great Hall with a discordant throbbing 

foreign to its walls.  
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Sheira and Imradon were sitting by the window 

overlooking vast sand dunes when the sound waves hit 

them. It startled them both and they each followed their 

first instincts. Imradon tuned in right away and glanced over 

at Zhamhra, satisfied that everything was under control. 

Sheira, on the other hand, jumped up clutching her breast 

as her eyes scoured the hall to understand what was going 

on. When they landed on the hologram in front of Zhamhra, 

she tiptoed over, craning her neck to see what the problem 

was. There was Rah lying on the floor, her body doubled 

over and convulsing with the depth of her tears.  

Imradon, ever the teacher and mentor, was more 

interested in observing Sheira’s sorrowful countenance than 

participating in Zhamhra’s work. He knew Zhamhra was 

doing all that was possible for Rah in that moment. Seeing 

that Sheira was too emotionally involved for her own good, 

he walked up behind her and sent her an uplifting wave of 

Love that not only purified the transmission she was trying 

to send to Rah, it could also help her transform her own 

worry should she choose to. 

An expression of empathy filled with pain defined 

Sheira’s features as she stood there watching, feeling 

helpless. Even her breathing was ragged, in sync with Rah’s. 

Not having the same omnipotent understanding as 

Zahmhra, she reflexively reached out to Rah. Her arms 

wanted to hold her, comfort her, to take the pain away. 

Remembering it was a hologram in front of her and not the 

real person, Sheira pulled them back and wrung her hands, 

instead. What could she do? She had to help that poor girl. 
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Empathy got her own way when Sheira tried sending 

Rah love from her Divine Heart. The Love she did manage 

to transmit was dirtied and distorted by her own emotional 

response. Apparently, Sheira reasoned, it wasn’t enough 

sending Creation Love since Rah was still crying, now even 

harder. The fact of the matter was Sheira’s Graion roots had 

never prepared her to understand how tears are the Human 

body’s natural way of releasing old emotional toxins.   

Feeling impotent, Sheira wasn’t willing to throw her 

hands up and admit defeat. When she felt the wave of 

Imradon’s transmission of Unconditional Love, she dropped 

her Human form to move in her consciousness sphere. She 

slowly circled around Rah to take in information. 

“What can you tell me about her?” Imradon telepathed. 

“She’s truly agitated. And in pain.” 

“Yes. Anything else?” 

“Well...” Sheira’s sphere shot towards Rah’s head with 

the intention of merging with it. When she got within 

inches, she was pulled backwards towards Imradon in one 

fell swoosh. 

“No,” he telepathed. “Mind digging is your old way, 

the Graion way. You do not have Rah’s permission, so listen 

from your innermost heart. It is not violent, and the 

information is pure.” 

Shiera’s colors dimmed at the gentle reprimand. She 

knew he was right. Her sphere contracted in a sigh. Old 

habits were so hard to leave behind. 

“You are paying attention to your own ego-intellect’s 

desire to feel important by serving, and not Rah’s well-

being,” he observed. “It is not about fixing the other 
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person to fit your idea. To truly serve, you must first know 

yourself and then send your Love so they can find their own 

power to heal themselves. Trust that they will find their own 

equilibrium for their highest good and the highest good of 

all involved. This is enough for now.” 

Sheira’s colors oscillated a half nanocycle lower in 

disappointment before she reluctantly agreed.  

“Now, let us speak of what just happened.”  

“Okay.” Sheira’s colors muted in anticipation of another 

reprimand. 

“What is Creation Light made of?” 

“Infinite Intelligence that knows all things because it 

created all things,” Sheira recited from her lessons at the 

Academy. “Omniscient Wisdom that knows how to manage 

all things in the best way possible, considering the 

circumstances. And an Omnipotent Unconditional Love that 

can create and transform all things.” 

“Good. Now, is there anything that has been created by 

something other than Creation Light?” 

Sheira let out a startled burst of Light. “No, I don’t think 

so. Everything is made up of Creation Light.” 

“So, it stands to reason that you can ask the Infinite 

Intelligence, All-Knowing Wisdom, and All-Powerful 

Unconditional Love inherent in your make-up to give you 

any understanding you seek. Right?” 

Sheira tilted her sphere to the right as she 

contemplated the thought. “Yes. I can!” 

“So why go through the violence of mind 

manipulations?” 
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“I wasn’t being violent!” Sheira’s hot denial burned a 

flat burgundy with a dull grey spiral in its center. 

“If you dig where you do not have permission, it is.” 

“Even if it is for a good cause?” 

“Violence only breeds more violence, no matter the 

cause.” 

“But…” 

The lackluster glow to Sheira’s consciousness sphere 

made it clear that she was struggling with the idea that she 

had been ready to commit an unwitting violence. Struggle 

meant she didn’t yet understand. And if she didn’t 

understand, well, it was her choice to open up and discover 

understanding from within her own consciousness. His job 

as her mentor was to guide and assist her vibrationally in 

her personal journey. The rest was up to her. He sent her a 

wave of Unconditional Creation Love for her illumination 

should she choose to receive it. 

“Pay attention,” he shimmered. “What are your colors 

doing now?” 

“They’re turning gray.” The gray deepened at Sheira’s 

disappointment in herself. 

“Stop struggling. Accept where you are. Struggle only 

creates more density, so let go, and let your Light of 

Unconditional Love shine bright.” He emitted a harmonic 

tone to assist her. “See the difference?” 

“Yes. I do! It feels marvelous!” Sheila’s colors glowed. 

“Unconditional Love is your homestead. Remember this. 

It is key to your evolution, and your participation in the 

Mission.” 

“I’m like Rah, in a way.” 



G L E N N  Y O U N G E R  

111	  

“In that you both need to remember to go first to the 

Source.” He waited for Sheira to accept the teaching. When 

he saw that she had to the best of her current ability, he 

said, “Now. Recreate your Human form. With your new 

knowledge.” 

Sheira began by creating an Origin Heart Sphere 

around her Creation Essence. 

“Very good,” he telepathed. “What comes next?” 

“My Divine Heart and Soul surrounds it. Then my 

Human Heart and Soul surrounds that. Did I do this right?” 

 

“Very good. Now before you even create a physical 

body to contain the three levels of your Heart and Soul 

sentience, where does your purest information come from 

when in the human form?” 

“My Divine Heart and Soul.”  

“Where does your Divine Soul get its information?’ 

“From my Origin Essence of Infinite Intelligence, 

Omniscient Wisdom, and Omnipotent Unconditional Love.” 
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“Exactly. Now, where do most humans believe their 

information comes from?” 

“It depends on their worldview.” Sheira tilted her Heart 

and Soul spheres in thought. “Their mind. Books. Experts. 

Science.The Universe. Their religions. It depends.” 

“What were you just now ready to depend upon to get 

information?” 

Shiera’s colors dimmed three nanocyclets. “My Graion 

mind training.” 

“There’s no need to self judge.” He shimmered a loving 

smile. “That won’t help you grow. The fastest way to evolve 

is to know where you are in your ascension spiral, and 

recognize what you are doing without judgment.”  

“Why is it so hard for Rah to remember? It’s all right 

there within her. I mean, it’s not like she’s a Graion like me 

who ascended to the Origin Dimension. She was born 

here.” 

“It is simple, and not so easy. Once you add other 

layers of a physical body, plus human experiences from 

people who have taught her to look outside herself for 

answers, it becomes a bigger challenge for Rah to 

remember that she has three simultaneous levels of being: 

Human, Divine, and Origin.” He emitted a deep glow of 

love. “Ready to finish recreating your physical Human 

body?” 

When she did, she was still blonde and petite, but with 

a new maturity that showed in small lines around serious 

hazel brown eyes. 

“What do you sense about Rah now? Asked within.” 
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“She’s at war with herself, fighting to hang on to what 

she thinks she knows even in the face of something 

bigger.” Sheira sighed. “Oh, I so do understand what she’s 

feeling.” 

“Exactly. Welcome to the Human condition. All middle 

and outer-dimension conditions for that matter. And our 

Zhamhra here? What do you sense is happening with him?” 

 It was apparent that Zhamhra was still sending a 

transmission of some kind to Rah. No, wait, he was also 

sending a transmission to… how many…? 

“Nine thousand WayMakers on Earth,” Imradon 

answered her question. “That’s how many are involved in 

Rah’s and Zhamhra’s mission to save Humankind.” 

Sheira’s eyes widened. “He’s doing it all by himself?”  

“No.” Imradon smiled and reached for a scone. “He is 

the lead Vibration here in the Origin Dimension. Rah is the 

lead on Earth. Each of the individual Origin Souls on Earth 

has a counterpart here in the Origin Dimension working in 

their own ways. Pay attention and you’ll understand.” 

 Sheira tuned into Zhamhra’s telepathy. 

“When Rah wakes up to remembering her Creation 

Song Vibration, she will join with mine. Together, we’ll 

create the base harmonics for all of you to join in with your 

Creation Songs. Remember this. Remember me. I am 

Zhamhra.” He paused, allowing the vibration of his 

communication to come to a natural state of rest. “Hear 

who I am by chanting my signature vibration. Hold each 

vowel and consonant for as long as you can make one of 

your breaths last and feel it vibrate in your bodies.” He sent 
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out a vibration of telepathic toning to assist the process. 

“Zhaaaaaaammmmmmmhhhrrrraaaaaaa.” 

When Sheira mentally tried it for herself, she felt it spiral 

back and forth between her third eye in the middle of her 

forehead and her solar plexus. “Wow,” she mouthed to 

Imradon before turning her attention back to Zhamhra. 

“This is Rah’s signature vibration: Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-zha. 

Tone hers as you did mine.” Once again, Zhamhra 

paused—waiting, listening, discerning—to understand how 

the WayMakers on Earth perceived his message and on 

what levels. “Now feel what it’s like to chant the two 

together: Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-

ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha.” 

Sheira felt her entire being vibrate at accelerated 

speeds. 

“Now that you are in the Human form,” Zhamhra 

continued, “it’s important to recognize this Vibration. Once 

you do, your mission is to live your Vibration in 

synchronicity. From there, you will hold the thought of 

raising the collective consciousness of Humankind and help 

Souls return to their home dimensions. The prison walls 

made by the Human fear of separation will be opened. Hear 

me now and join in.” He opened his arms in benediction to 

the Creation Song. “Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRahn-nee-i-ahmm-

ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zham…” 

“Tone with him,” Imradon suggested, “and send your 

Creation Love for Rah’s awakening. Let your Origin and 

Divine Soul aspects do the work.” 
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When she did, the air around them shimmered in 

response. Soon, the physical elements of the room moved 

in and out of focus, as did Zhamhra’s Human hologram. 

Every hair on Sheira’s Human holographic body stood on 

end. Even though she felt the physical form of the teacup in 

her hand, its visual aspect appeared as glowing transparent 

Light.  

“How’s he doing it?” Sheira was confused. Once again, 

resistance to her not knowing formed a small gray spiral 

inside her head. “I mean, how is he transmitting thoughts 

all the way to the Earth dimension? I know there’s no real 

time and space, but the Earth paradigm believes it. So 

how’s he getting through?” 

“Be calm,” Imradon said. “Sense the answer to your 

own question.” 

“I don’t know if I can.” 

“Of course you can,” Imradon said. “If you couldn’t, you 

wouldn’t have made it all this way from the outer dimension 

of war and strife to the Origin Dimension of Unconditional 

Love. It’s also crucial to your being able to incarnate as 

Rah’s daughter one day.” When Sheira’s face lit up, he 

reminded her, “It is not preordained. You still have some 

evolving to do. And Rah may very well decide not to have 

children. It is her free choice.” 

Zhamhra’s vibrational tones grew more intense. “Rahn-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-

ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha.” 
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Sheira concentrated on feeling her own Heart Song and 

how it resonated with the one Zhamhra was singing. “Oh! I 

get it!” 

“And…?” 

“Zhahmra’s communication spirals through his Origin 

Heart to theirs!” 

“Precisely. Then, their Divine Souls pick up the 

vibration, and transmit it to their Human aspect. It is up to 

each Human intellect to allow the information into their 

conscious awareness.” 

“Is it working?” 

“You tell me. Watch.” 

Imradon projected a hologram of Earth with small 

snapshot moments superimposed and intersecting each 

other to create an overall collage showing the different lives 

the Origin Souls inhabited on Earth. Image after image 

floated up and away, one after the other, people from all 

walks of life doing nothing in particular but living their own 

lives with varying degrees of happiness and pleasure, 

unhappiness and displeasure.  

Sheira looked at her mentor for guidance. “It all looks 

very ‘Earth normal’.” 

“Always look underneath the appearances,” Imradon 

said. “Feel the Truth from deep within you. That is the key 

for all of them, especially Rah.”  

She felt Zhamhra’s Creation Song move through her as 

she looked back upon the parade of images. When the 

realization began to take form, she spoke.  
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“They’re all connected, but they don’t realize it because 

they’re not paying close enough attention. Still…” she 

trailed off and looked closer.  





C H A P T E R

15 
E A R T H  S N I P P E T S

Zhamhra’s Vibration rippled around the globe. Although 

his Creation Song hummed silently to Human ears, it 

resounded in their Heart of Hearts calling out to their 

subconscious minds. 

A teenage boy in Pennsylvania stood at home plate, wiping 
the perspiration from his forehead with the tail of his baseball 
jersey. The afternoon sun was bright and he narrowed his eyes 
against the glare. He lifted the baseball bat over his shoulder and 
took his stance in anticipation of the pitcher’s famous curve ball.  

I have to hit this. My team is counting on me. You can do it. 
Just concentrate.  

He saw the pitcher make his move. He sensed the ball and 
swung his bat. WHACK!  

“It’s a long one!” The announcer blared over the speakers. 
The bleachers erupted in excitement. “Goooooo Johnny! Run! 

Run! Run!”  
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He heard the cheers as he ran towards first base. Fed by their 
collective energy, he raced past second base. Their “Run! Run! 
Run!” slowly morphed into “Rah! Rah! Rah!” in his mind as his 
feet pounded out a beat to Rah-nee-iii-ahm-ZhamRah-nee…  

Meanwhile, in Brussels, a matronly woman was taking hot 
croissants out of the oven. She smiled with pleasure as the buttery 
flavor wafted in the air around her. 

“Mmmmmm,” she murmured.  
That, “Mmmmm,” turned into a repeating hum of pleasure as 

she wondered if her children would call her that day. 
Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmmm-Zham… 
Two lovers were walking in a park when they spontaneously 

reached out to hold hands. 
A teenage girl in India was running through torrential rain, 

exhilarated by the force of the elements, while her younger brother 
grumbled and griped. For no apparent reason, she erupted into 
joyous laughter that flowed in rhythm with Zhamhra’s Song. 

 Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-
nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmmm-Zham… 

Three young hoodlums on the backstreets of London were 
arguing with rising passion about whether or not to rob a local 
convenience store when one stopped to admire a pretty girl passing 
by. 

In Amsterdam, a lone businessman was sitting after hours at 
his desk typing away at his computer when restlessness struck him. 
He stopped and looked up to see his reflection in the darkened 
window before him. A smile flickered across his face as a distant 
memory of a profusion of color and a field of tulips came to mind. 

 Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-
nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmmm-Zham… 

 A young baby was crying at a grocery store in Majorca, Spain. 
A passing shopper stopped to look into his baby carriage and say, 
“Hola.” The baby’s face lit up and he gurgled laughter. 
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A group of Muslims were bowing towards Mecca when one 
man’s chant slowly morphed into a slightly different rhythm.  

 Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-
nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmmm-Zham… 

A middle aged Vietnamese man was selling embroidered 
clothing to tourists at a roadside stand when, without warning, 
they stopped their haggling and came to an agreement. 

A nondescript blonde woman in Norway was curled up on her 
sofa reading a book and drinking coffee by a fire when she 
unexpectedly burst into tears. Her sobs moved in rhythm to 
Zhamhra’s chanting. 

In Italy, Rah was moving unconsciously in sync with 
Zhamhra’s Vibration as she vacuumed her apartment and mulled 
over the turn her life was taking. Why me? Why me? Why mee-i-
ahmmmmmm-Zhaaam. Huh? 

ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-
ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmmm-Zham… 



 

 



C H A P T E R

16 
L I M E L I G H T S

Fortified by the release of her morning cry, three cups of 
herbal tea, and a homemade Pasta Alfredo with Marina, Rah was 
almost ready to face her night of improv on stage at LimeLights. 
Almost. 

“My last two pain killers ought to do the trick,” Rah said. 
“What do you need pain killers for? I thought your hand was 

better. In fact, let me look at it.” Marina shut the dishwasher door 
and walked over to Rah to unwrap the bandages. “Rah! It’s 
practically healed!” She turned it towards the light to inspect the 
wound closer. “Unbelievable,” she muttered. “When did you get 
the stitches taken out?” 

“I hadn’t noticed.” Rah pulled her hand back to rewrap it.  
“Have you been holding out on me?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Have you been doing Light work? There’s no way your hand 

could have healed that fast without conscious Light work.” 
“No, I haven’t been doing Light work! Don’t be ridiculous.” 
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“Well, at any rate, what do you need pain killers for? You 
definitely don’t need the bandage anymore.” 

“Oh….” Rah shrugged. “Think of it as a precautionary 
measure. Just in case.” 

The prescription drugs worked wonders. By the time she 
walked through the front door of LimeLights, she felt like she was 
floating. When the hostess, Alessia, greeted her and informed her 
that Signore Amatore wasn’t there, Rah let out a sigh of relief. 

“Everything okay?” Alessia asked with a chirpy smile. “Yes? 
Good. Oh, did you bring your photo?”  

“Sure did.” Rah fumbled with her case. “I’ve got it right here. 
Hang on. Here, can you hold these? Thanks.” She pulled out a red 
wig, two scarves, and a pair of horn rimmed glasses. “Okay. Found 
it. Here you go. I’ll take my props back.”  

“Super,” said Alessia. “I’ll put it right here in the marquis next 
to your partners Tro and Seppe. They got here about forty five 
minutes ago.” She motioned for Rah to follow her. “Right this 
way. I hope you like the stage set up and enjoy being in our 
LimeLight.” She laughed at her own joke. 

“I’m sure I will.” Rah looked with pleasure at the huge stage 
replete with curtains, lights and even a sound system. “Wow, I had 
no idea this was all here.” 

“Isn’t it just fab? Signore Amatore wanted a place where 
entertainers could put on their best performance. You’ll get a write 
up on his Blog, you know, he does it for all the acts. It can do 
wonders for your word-of-mouth advertising.” 

“I’m sure it will.” 
“Rah! Is this place amazing or what?” Seppe bounced out from 

behind the backstage curtain to give her a big hug of welcome. His 
droopy eyes were electric with excitement and the circle of flyaway 
black hair around his balding head made him look like a mad 
scientist from an old black and white film.  
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“Well… ” Alessia turned to walk away from the exuberance of 
the hug when she saw Tro throw his arms around the other two. 
“Okay… I’ll leave you to your… preparations.”  

“Me?” Tro looked over Rah’s shoulder with appreciation at 
Alessia’s very female swaying retreat. “I’ll go with amazing AND 
what. Mamma mia, and what a what is that! I have died and gone 
to blonde girls’ heaven.” 

“Tro!” Rah popped him on his bottom with a laughing 
reprimand. “Do you ever stop?”  

“Not if I can help it.” Tro grinned. “You can’t tell me our 
babies wouldn’t be fair haired and beautiful.” 

“Like the world needs another blonde Casanova.” Rah ruffled 
Tro’s blonde head.  

“Come on, let me show you around.” Seppe broke the three-
way hug by grabbing Rah’s arm and pulling her backstage. 

Although RahTroSeppe as a comedy improv troupe was used 
to performing under simpler circumstances and their technical 
needs were few, both Seppe and Tro were filled with ideas of how 
they could use the equipment in that night’s show.  

“Oh, and Rah! We have a surprise for you.” Seppe’s 
excitement stopped just short of bouncing up and down in delight. 
“We even called your friend Gianni and enlisted his help to run 
sound and lights.”  

“Gianni? How does a plumber know how to run sound and 
lights?” 

“We taught him.” Tro gave Seppe a wink of complicity. “He 
knows enough now to be a part of the show.” 

“You’ve got to be kidding,” Rah said. “You want him go on 
with no rehearsal?”  

“Hey, that’s why they call it improvisational theater.” Tro 
patted her on the back. “Take the plunge, Rah. Play off what is 
and not what you want it to be. That’s the first rule to improv in 
case you’ve forgotten.” 
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“No, I haven’t forgotten. But, in this case, I think you mean 
play off of what could be and hope it’s not an unmitigated rookie 
disaster.” 

Tro scolded her with a typical non-verbal Italian hand gesture 
with three fingers held together that said, “Listen to yourself! 
What are you saying?” 

“It’s a non-negotiable for you two, isn’t it?” Rah asked.  
“Pretty much.” 
“Even though this is a new booking for us?” 
Tro grinned. 
Rah shook her head and sighed her acceptance. 
“That’s our girl.” Sepped hugged her and looked towards the 

sound booth. “Okay, Gianni. Show her what we’ve got!” 
The Lights flashed overhead. A low voice speaking in a dialect 

of southern Italy and enhanced by extra electronic reverberation 
rumbled through the air. “Signore e signori welcome to another 
world…”  

Rah jerked in surprise and looked with bemusement at her 
two partners.  

“Gianni is a quick study,” Seppe whispered.  
“Oh,” she mouthed back as the booming voice continued. 
“A world where anything can happen… where old boundaries 

no longer exist. You… are… about to go… on a voyage… a 
voyage where laughter is the norm… and nothing you ever 
thought could be, already is! Give a warm welcome to… 
RahTroSeppe! Improv Theater at its crazy best!”  

The speakers blared out wild audience applause that broke 
into riotous laughter, followed by cheers of a standing ovation. 

Rah shot Tro and Seppe a droll look before clapping her 
hands and calling out to Gianni, “A techno star is born!”  

Gianni gave her enthusiastic thumbs up from behind the 
soundboard.  

“O-o-okay, then,” Rah said. “Let’s go do our warm-ups.” 
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～～～

Despite the weather, Fede’s marketing prowess filled the 
audience to capacity. Considering how Gianni’s haphazard choices 
with his new toys kept the three actors on their toes during the 
entire show, RahTroSeppe gave a notable performance. Random 
electronic sounds and disincarnate voices popped in and out at 
arbitrary moments over the speaker system, more often than not 
sending scenes reeling towards alternate realities filled with ghosts, 
talking plants, or visits to other planets.  

“I told you not to let our son play with the inter-galactic 
console,” Rah’s character said after they ended up justifying a non-
specific electronic sound effect by transporting themselves to the 
planet Mars. 

“But, dear.” Tro spoke in character, knowing all the while that 
Rah was venting her real-life frustration. “How else is he going to 
learn?” 

“We should’ve sent him to training school. What are we going 
to tell the Inter-Galactic Council when they find out we broke 
protocol?” 

“Whoooooooo-aaaaahhhhhh,” Gianni’s voice boomed over 
the airwaves. “Head Martian am I.”  

“Oh good lord!” Rah gave Tro a mutinous look. “They know 
we’re here. Quick, batten down the ship’s hatches.” 

“Mom!” Seppe’s character called out from his mimed console 
as he fiddled with the controls. The audience laughed at the idea 
of Seppe being Rah’s son; he looked more like her father to them. 
“It’s not my fault. They’ve taken control of the ship.” 

Tro ran over to Seppe. “Son, tell them we’re on a friendly 
mission, we mean no harm.”  

“What do you want Martian?” Seppe’s character asked. “We 
mean no harm.” Sporadic giggles scattered throughout the 
audience. 
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“Yoooouuuuuu are froooom Earth, hommmme of Mary 
Poppins. We Martians loooove Mary Poppins.” 

The audience groaned in unison. Rah instinctively looked at 
Tro. Should she take the lead and try to save the scene from 
Gianni’s rookie blunder, or did he want to? Before either could 
respond, Gianni did, to more disastrous results.  

“Yooouuuuu doooon’t liiiiike Mary Poppins?” Gianni’s voice 
reverberated two tones lower than before. “You must beeee 
punished. Take a spoooooonful of sugaaaar to make the medicine 
goooo doooown.” 

The groan’s and boo’s of the audience left no room for doubt; 
the scene was beyond saving. Tro looked at Rah with an 
expression that said, “Oh well.” 

Knowing it was critical to engage head-on with that kind of 
audience participation, Rah harnessed the energy of the room by 
standing center stage and apologizing for the failure with an over-
the-top formality reminiscent of a pompous English judge caught 
in the act of a damning indiscretion. The audience loved it when 
Tro plopped a white curly wig on Rah’s head to reinforce her 
English judge persona. As penance, she then mimed taking a 
spoonful of Mary Poppins’ sugar. Her subsequent grimace of 
distaste, and the comical failure of the judge to cover the social 
gaffe with some semblance of due dignity, elicited cheers from the 
audience. Not only was it funny to them, they liked seeing 
someone not get knocked down by failure. After all, they saw 
enough of that in real life so it was true entertainment to see Rah 
not only accept failure, but also play with it. Others were still 
having too much fun booing to stop.  

That is until one audience member stood up and changed the 
tide for everyone by shouting, “Don’t do it! Martian Mary 
poisoned the sugar!”  

Rah took the bait and the judge, wig askew, proceeded to die a 
theatrically slow and snooty death.  
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Meanwhile, Tro and Seppe sobbed in desperation, damning 
Martian Mary Poppins to Walt Disney purgatory for all eternity. 
A spontaneous burst of cheers and laughter erupted from the 
audience. A spectacular failure had turned into a spectacular 
success thanks to everyone’s participation, including theirs. 

～～～

Afterwards, the group sat down for their usual round of after-
the-show drinks and to talk about what did and did not work in 
the evening’s performance. Gianni begged to be included in future 
shows, even offering to do them for free. Tro and Seppe asked 
Rah if she agreed providing Gianni was willing to come to 
rehearsals and learn some of the basics of improvisational theater. 
Because she was so tired, and yet exhilarated at the same time by 
the successful recuperation of so many harrowing near misses on 
stage, she was willing to agree to just about anything.  

Before she could answer, though, Gianni jumped down on 
one knee, and held her hands in his. Then, as only Italians can do 
when taking guilt to high art forms, he implored, “You must say 
yes to me. I am your oldest friend, one of your dearest friends. 
How could you possibly betray our history together by denying me 
this one, small, tiny, insignificant pleasure? It would mean 
everything to me.” She rolled her eyes in mock chagrin and made 
Gianni’s night by saying yes. 

Just when they were ending the evening with prolonged good-
byes and Rah was breathing a sigh of relief that Fede Amatore had 
never made an appearance, she saw him across the room talking to 
some other patrons. She didn’t know she was looking at the owner 
of LimeLights Bar in the flesh. She did know she had never seen a 
more attractive man in all her life. Her eyes widened and her 
eyebrows shot up in an expression of utter astonishment. He 
exuded charisma with his casual laughter, and the fact that he 
looked so at ease with himself and all the attention they were 
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giving him, made her want to bask in his glow. Of course, his 
traditional Italian good looks with chocolate brown eyes and lush 
dark hair didn’t hurt his image, either. 

The others turned their heads to see what had caught her 
attention. 

“Oh. My. God.” Gianni threw his hand over his heart. “Who 
is that man? And is that Armani he’s wearing?” 

“Down boy,” Tro said. “You’re a married man.” 
Gianni sighed. “The Gods have sent him down from gay 

heaven.” 
“Okay, that does it.” Seppe laughed as he pulled out his cell 

phone. “I’m calling Giacomo.” 
“Whoa, hold on there.” Gianni managed to look hurt and 

alarmed at the same time. “I was acting just to show you I could 
do it.” 

Meanwhile, sensing their collective attention, Fede turned to 
make his way over to their table.  

“I’ve got dibs.” Gianni never took his eyes off the easy stride of 
Fede’s approaching maleness. 

“I’m dialing the phone…” 
“Still acting, give me a break!” 
“Let it be noted.” Rah’s pulse quickened as Fede drew near. “I 

saw him first.” 
“You’re out of the danger zone.” Tro leaned over and took 

Seppe’s phone. “Rah gets first dibs because she never calls first 
dibs.” 

Fede’s personal charm lived up to all their imaginations, even 
if Rah was thrown off guard when she discovered he was 
Federico—aka Fede—Amatore of her emails. It didn’t help 
matters that she was also imagining what he would look like naked 
at the time—ooh, I’d like to run my hands down all those solid 
muscles of his.  

He sat down and they all enjoyed getting to know him on a 
more personal basis. He loved the show, he said, and made three 
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new bookings on the spot. That was the clincher; in everyone’s 
mind, he was one of the good guys.  

～～～

One by one, each said their goodbyes as individual lives had to 
be attended to. Gianni had Giocomo waiting so he was the first to 
go. Seppe had to prep for his brother who was coming in from 
Rome for a visit the following day. Tro made a vague mention 
about some important question he had for Alessia as he excused 
himself, leaving Fede and Rah sitting alone together.  

“Do you have someone you need to get home to?” Fede 
flashed a flirtatious smile. 

Rah’s eyes were drawn to his lips. Wouldn’t you like to kiss 
them? “Yes.”  

“Oh.” He took a sip of his Chardonnay. “You have a 
boyfriend.”  

“No. I mean...” She grabbed her glass and gulped some water 
hoping it would squelch the tingling in her inner thighs. It didn't 
work; a flame of desire shot up out of her lower stomach. “Um. 
Sorry, could you repeat the question?”  

“I’m asking if you have a Cinderella time or can you stay with 
me longer?” His eyes twinkled as if to say, “She’s into me, 
boyfriend or not.” 

“Oh. Sure.” Good job, Rah, way to impress a man. Her eyes 
wandered to his flat stomach and—stop it Rah! She put a lock on 
her mind and concentrated on looking him in the eyes and 
nothing else.  

“Okay, I have to ask,” Fede said with a quizzical look. “And I 
don’t want you to take it the wrong way.” 

“Uh oh.” Her stomach muscles tensed. 
“It’s not that big of a deal.” He held his hand up to show he 

was harmless. “It’s just a question.” 
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I’ve got to get out of here; he’s going to ask about that Divine 
Soul stuff! Rah, calm down, breathe. She made a conscious effort 
to smooth her face into a neutral expression though her eyes still 
spoke of panic. “Okay. Ask away.”  

“Have we met before? I know it sounds like a tired line from 
an old movie but… I just get this very strong feeling we know each 
other from somewhere.”  

She started to say no when the realization hit her: I do know 
this man from somewhere. Relief flooded Rah’s body and the 
smile returned to her eyes. “It’s strange, but I just got that same 
feeling.” 

His face showed his pleasure in no uncertain terms. They went 
through a series of questions and answers to see where their lives 
might have crossed before, but nothing struck them.  

“Okay,” Fede said, “it must have been a past life and we’re just 
picking up on the residual memory of it.” When Rah didn’t 
comment, he asked, “Do you believe in past lives?” 

“I don’t know.” She took a sip of water. “Frankly, I prefer to 
concentrate on the here and now.” Ask him about that Divine 
Soul thing. No, I can’t. Don’t you want to know? Yes, of course. 
So, just do it. She took a deep breath. “I have a question.” 

“Okay. Go for it.” 
“Is that why you asked me in your first email if this was my 

first time being born on earth?”  
“I’m not sure why. At the time, I was just following a message 

that I felt in meditation and when you didn’t answer, I let it go. 
And, now, here it is again. Strange, no?” Fede watched to see what 
her reaction would be. Now that he had met her, he was convinced 
the question had come to him just so he would recognize his past-
life love that had shown up once again in this lifetime. He did his 
best to send her a silent command, “You HAVE to remember our 
history together.” 

“Bizarre would be more like it.” Rah’s hard earned wall broke 
down as it all came flooding back. Conflicting emotions flitted 
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across her face as she relived the jewelry box that had disappeared 
and reappeared, the ‘read’ receipt to that crazy email, the missing 
photo, her exaggerated and ridiculous response to what now 
appeared to be an innocuous question in Fede’s first email, the 
cryptic answers in her meditation that told her she was the one 
responsible.  

“What’s going on? Want to talk about it?”  
Against her better judgment of social conditioning that said 

some things were better left private, Rah came out of her spiritual 
closet and metaphorically stood up. She was nervous at the 
newness of it, and her knees were shaking in fear of his judgment, 
but she told him everything. 

 

～～～ 
 “So what do you think?” Rah ran a hand through her hair 

with a nervous laugh. “Am I going crazy?” 
“Crazy? Are you nuts?” Fede’s smile lit up his entire body. 

“This is incredible! It’s fantastic! Do you know what this means?” 
“If I knew what it meant, I wouldn’t have held you hostage 

with a thirty minute monologue.” 
“Hostage? Now that is crazy.” He reached out to touch her 

and pulled back. “No, it means you are living proof of what I have 
always known. We are NOT limited by… by… all of this… “ He 
made a sweeping gesture with his hand. “There is so much more 
to this world then we have ever imagined.” 

“Thank you.” Warm gratitude for Fede’s non-judgment filled 
her, loosening all the corners of tension that had been building up 
and threatening to crack her sense of self.  

“No, I’m the one who should be thanking you. You are one 
incredible woman, do you know that?” A small frown of 
concentration flitted across his face. Remember me. Remember us. 

“Oh, I don’t know about that.” 
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“You’re blushing. How cute.” He couldn’t resist leaning over 
and giving her a kiss on the cheek. 

That one small physical contact felt like a live spark that 
shocked Rah to her very core. It transmuted and catapulted her 
feelings into a strong yearning that rose up from deep within her. 
She wanted nothing more in that moment than to conjoin their 
individual emotional, mental, spiritual, and physical juices on 
levels so deep, they would be transported to the very creative 
essence of life itself where there were no struggles, only the infinite 
possibility inherent in Unconditional Love.  

In short, she yearned for ‘home’ and the human aspect of her 
interpreted that hunger as a strong biological desire to engage in 
hours of hot and sweaty orgasmic-filled sex. She decided it was in 
everyone’s best interests—first and foremost to protect her from 
herself—to call it a night. 

True to their natures, they both left LimeLights that night 
changed people.  

Rah felt warmed knowing she had found a new friend, one 
who was already important in her life, and maybe, just maybe, 
might become something more… more what? Well, just 
something more.  

It’s all going to be okay, she thought as she walked out the 
door and saw that it hadn’t rained after all. 

She will remember, sooner or later, Fede thought as he 
watched her go. I’ll make sure of that.  

As he closed up LimeLights for the night, he was convinced 
that he was irrevocably in love once again with the same past-life 
lover… or was she his wife?... mistress? Well, whatever the nature 
of their past relationships were, some loves defy definition and go 
beyond the parameters of just one lifetime, like this one was going 
to be. He assured himself they would remember the details sooner 
or later. Together. 
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Rah’s last thoughts as she drifted off to sleep were filled with 
images of Fede’s naked body tangled together with hers, and being 
swept away by orgasms of a lifetime.  

Fede, on the other hand, spent a night where sleep eluded him 
altogether. His mind was too busy trying to think up ways in 
which he could make Rah remember, through the sheer force of 
his will if necessary. He had no idea that when it came to spiritual 
matters of the soul, will power was the last thing that works.  

Through the inherent power of their individual thought 
processes, they each sent out a myriad of invisible energy cords, 
one to the other, that entangled themselves in a web of their own 
making, one that had the potential to trip themselves up in ways 
well beyond their wildest nightmares. 
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17 
R E S I S T A N C E

“Grrrrrr.” Zhamhra’s rumbling vibration shook the 

glasses of sparkling water on the table in front of Sheira and 

Imradon. “She’s done it again. Rah is projecting the sparks 

of her memory recall of me, of us creating together, and 

endowing them onto Fede just like she did with her ex-

husband. And we all know the pain that created. Oh well.” 

He poured himself a glass of water and held it up as if 

making a toast. “It is what it is.” 

Sheira wanted to protest Zhamhra’s apparent passivity. 

It was obvious he didn’t like it so how could he just accept it 

and not do anything about it? 

 Zhamhra answered her unspoken thought. “I didn’t say 

I wouldn’t do anything in response.” 

“Humans,” Imradon said, “and all Beings in the 

generational dimensions for that matter, often repeat 
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emotional experiences as an integral part of learning. When 

they get tired of the repetition, they release their limited 

vision of who they are and how they think life has to be.” 

He sat back and crossed his legs. “Rah is being Human as 

she makes her way back to remembering her true Origins.”  

“Yes, but—” Sheira said. 

“If you involve yourself emotionally in another person’s 

drama,” Imradon said, “their drama becomes yours. Then 

you are both in danger of getting dragged back down the 

ascension spiral. Let it go, Sheira, and try to view it from a 

larger perspective.” 

“But, if Rah and Fede connect, even if it’s just through a 

projection of something else, that’s not such a bad thing, is 

it?” 

“There is no good or bad…” Imradon said. 

“It just is.” Zhamhra smiled. 

“Okay, Zhamhra.” Sheira straightened her back, making 

her challenge clear. “If it’s not good or bad, why did you 

just have such a strong initial reaction to Rah and Fede? 

Isn’t love what all Humans hope for?” 

“Have you forgotten that we are all connected? And 

that I have traces of outer-dimensional qualities?” Zhamhra 

took a sip of water. “Oh, that’s good water, well done. Who 

created it?” 

“Are you avoiding my question?” 

“No, just curious.” 

“First level students in my class.” Sheira dismissed it 

with a flick of her hand. “And?”  

Zhamhra grinned. “I can get what Humans would call 

‘frustrated’. I just don’t let it drive me. Rah was so shaken by 
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her jewelry box, and then the photo, that she gave me the 

opening I’d been waiting for to get through to her. If 

nothing else, to help her understand how she did it. And 

I’ve been waiting a long time by Earth years. I was getting 

through until Fede showed up.” He pursed his lips. “This 

could side track us in a big way.”  

“You don’t know that,” Sheira shot back. “Maybe the 

two will wake each other up. You’ve said it yourself that you 

can never know for sure how something will turn out when 

there are a lot of factors involved.” 

“Our apprentice is learning,” Zhamhra said. “Yes, there 

is the potential for that and I’ll work with what is. But they’re 

the ones who have to spiral their way through all their 

Human projections before we get to the core of the 

matter.” 

“Core?” Sheira asked. “Oh, Rah remembering, so you 

two can plant your Creation Song on Earth.” 

Zhamhra nodded. “And we’re running out of linear 

Earth time. Too many Human Souls aren’t shifting in sync 

with the Earth’s magnetic poles.” 

“That’s why there’s more disease than ever.” She liked 

showing off her new knowledge from the Academy. 

“They’re not in sync.” 

Oh my child, my child, you still struggle with pride. 

Imradon sent her a wave of Creation Love to help her in her 

balance. 

“I still don’t see why—” Sheira stopped herself. 

“Why what?” Zhamhra asked. 
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Sheira stuck out her chin in defiance. “Why can’t you 

work at an earlier point on Rah’s Earth Time Line and just 

change her linear history?”  

“You know I can’t intervene directly.” 

“I meant, transmit thought vibrations to a younger Rah.” 

“I could,” Zhamhra said. “But since all the outer-

dimensional Races don’t have the ability, I won’t. What 

would be the point? The Great Human Experiment has to 

succeed because all the dimensional Races worked 

together to make it functional. Otherwise, they wouldn’t 

learn through experience and could end up destroying 

themselves in some other way. Besides, it would probably 

overload Rah’s circuitry and there’s no telling how it would 

affect the rest of Humanity. No separation, remember?” 

“Yes, I remember.” Her lips pursed into a pout. 

He felt her displeasure. “Going back in time to change 

the past is not the same thing as using the alchemy of 

Unconditional Love to transform the emotional charge of 

past experiences. The first changes circumstances that, 

when played out into new scenarios, could prove to be 

disastrous.” 

“Or they could be better.” 

“Ah, but you can’t know that in advance,” Zhamhra said. 

“You can only make your best estimate based on the past 

and that doesn’t always reflect what will unfold in the future. 

However, when you ask Creation Love for transformation 

into illumination for the highest good of all, you’re allowing 

Infinite Intelligence that knows all things, Omniscient 

Wisdom that knows how to manage all things, and 

Omnipotent Unconditional Love to make the judgment call 
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and facilitate the change. Once Rah starts consciously 

allowing that to occur, the veil will lift from her Human eyes 

and she’ll remember what she’s there to do.”  

Sheira’s eyes narrowed. Her Graion heritage that liked 

to be in control of outcomes resisted his words. There’s 

GOT to be a better way. 

“Besides,” Zhamhra added, “going back in time won’t 

help establish the grid. If we don’t establish the grid, then 

how will the different civilizations get their emissaries back 

home?” 

“The grid?” Sheira’s eyebrows knotted together.  

“Projections. That’s it!” Zhamhra’s face lit up. “If Rah 

understands that all of the Human experience is projection, 

perhaps she’ll remember to project from her Divine Heart 

and not her human ego-intellect.” 

“That is definitely worth a try.” Imradon smiled at 

Sheira. “Would you like to assist in the transmission my 

dear?” 

“Sure!” She tilted her head towards Zhamhra. “Is it 

connected with how her jewelry box disappeared and 

reappeared?” 

“You didn’t connect the dots on that, yet?” Zhamhra 

asks. 

“No.”  

“Think of the first cartoon films on Earth. You know how 

they had different layers for each element of the scene?” 

“Like a layer for me, and one for you?” 

“And one for each element of our makeup. Yes. Then 

the different layers are played one after the other so fast 

that it looks seamless.” 
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box got pulled out of the sequence and then put back in?” 

“Exactly.” 

“Did you do it? I mean, Rah couldn’t have, so it must 

have been you. Right?” 

“No, it was Rah’s Divine Soul who did.” 

“Oh, come on! Rah doesn’t even remember her Divine 

Soul, so how could she do something that… that… big.” 
“It’s not that big for Rah. She used to do it all the time 

back at the Academy. In fact, she was the one who taught 

me. Okay, I sent her some vibrations to remind her how, 

but Rah’s Divine Soul did the rest. It’s all about resonating 

at either the same—or at corresponding transformational 

frequency—as the piece of information you want to 

change.” 

“It can’t be that easy!” Sheira sat back with 

wonder dawning on her face. “Is it?” 

“Anyone can if they’re vibrating in sync with that 

particular packet of information. Like I said, for Rah, it’s 

even easier. She just needs to remember how.” Zhamhra 

closed his eyes in concentration. “Let’s see if we can remind 

her. You can piggyback on my transmission for practice.” 

142
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18 
R E L A T I O N S H I P

“That’s what’s wrong with dubbed movies,” Rah said. “Even a 
classic like Casablanca can’t stand up to the dubbing.” 

“What are you saying?” Fede grabbed a handful of popcorn 
from the bowl sitting between them on Rah’s couch. “Casablanca 
IS a classic. It’s a love story that never goes out of style.” 

“I’m not talking about style. I’m talking about dubbing. So far, 
we have seen four different movies together and Bogie has the 
same dubbed voice as John Wayne and Cary Grant. That’s just not 
right.” 

“Sure, but the voice isn’t important. It’s the love story the 
counts.” 

“Yes, it is important,” she insisted. “Even the dubbed 
breathing is all wrong.” Rah looked at Fede with a sidewise glance 
as she took a handful of popcorn and tossed a kernel into her 
mouth. “I think that’s why Italians are notorious for not speaking 
good English. With all this dubbing, they never hear it spoken 
properly. 
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“What you say?” Fede shook his finger in mock disapproval. “I 
speak well the English.” 

“Of course you do.” Rah patted his knee. “Next up, vintage 
Mickey and Minnie Mouse from 1929.” 

“Rah! I was just joking, I don’t talk like that.” 
“Of course you don’t.” She tossed a kernel of popcorn up in 

the air and let it drop into her mouth. 
“No, I mean it!” 
Of course you do.” She tossed another kernel of popcorn 

higher in the air and patted his knee while waiting for the kernel 
to come back down from its flight. 

“Grrrrr.” Wanting an excuse to touch her, he reached over to 
tickle her in a fake attack. “You are so frustrating!” 

“Agghh!” She yelped and fended him off in a spate of giggles. 
After a few minutes of playful struggle with Rah trying to 

tickle him back, the two ended up rolling off the couch in a 
tumble of arms and legs intertwined. When they landed on the 
floor with Rah on top and popcorn scattered everywhere, she 
grabbed his wrists to pin his arms to the floor. 

“Now I’ve got you.” She grinned. “Say I’m right or I won’t let 
you go.” 

“We’ll see about that,” he said with a glint in his eye. 
After three dates of biding his time waiting for his opportunity 

to get physically closer to Rah, he wasn’t about to let this 
opportunity slip away. With another fake growl and a shriek of 
surprise on Rah’s part, he rolled her over in one smooth motion 
until he was on top and Rah’s arms were the ones pinned to the 
floor. 

Rah’s breath caught in her throat. God, he was beautiful. “Oh, 
Signore Amatore.” She faked a melodramatic high-pitched tone of 
a damsel in distress and batted her eyelashes. “What are you going 
to do with me?”  

“Hmmm, I wonder. What should I do with you?” 
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Something shifted between them and their hearts started 
racing. 

I want him to kiss me. Her eyes broke eye contact with him 
and moved down to the fullness of his lips. 

He saw it in her eyes and his breath caught in his throat. That 
was enough for Fede, and he lowered his face for their first long 
lingering kiss. A spark ignited in both of them. One kiss turned 
into two and then three. When they broke apart, they were both 
breathing heavy.  

“See?” Fede smiled with soft eyes. “It’s the love story that 
counts. I win.” 

Rah replied by pulling his face back down to hers. 
Their kisses heightened in intensity until the two came to a 

crossroads to either move forward on the waves of their passion or 
pull back. It was Rah who pulled back with a murmured, “I’m not 
ready for more.” 

“No worries, we have all the time in the world.”  
He didn’t really believe it. Something inside of him knew their 

time was limited and he felt a pang of disquiet that she wouldn’t 
remember their past lives together before it was too late. With a 
gentle touch, he moved a strand of hair off her face to treasure the 
closeness he had been waiting for. A lifetime, it seemed. 

When the soundtrack to the Micky Mouse cartoon came on, 
the moment ended. Back up on the couch, Rah snuggled 
comfortably under Fede’s arm, and he contented himself with 
having made some progress. 

As they watched Micky court Minnie in the vintage cartoon, 
Fede projected himself and Rah onto the two characters.  When 
Micky made progress, Fede’s unconscious reaction was to smile. 
When Micky faced a set back, Fede’s arm around Rah tightened. 

Meanwhile, Rah’s reaction was on a whole different plane. 
She watched the jerkiness of the film and thought about how 
much work went into drawing each frame before it was projected 
onto the screen.  
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“PROJECTION,” flashed in her mind, in shining capital 
letters. Somehow that was important. Fede’s arm tightened on her 
shoulder in that moment. Was she projecting onto Fede? The ‘yes’ 
sensation was lukewarm, so she put a piece of popcorn in his 
mouth, both in recognition of him and in lieu of more kisses. Did 
projection have to do with something else? The ‘yes’ was much 
stronger.  

On the screen, there was a blip in the cartoon sequence where 
the artist had left out a window in the background for a few 
frames. It disappeared and reappeared.  

“Wait!” Rah sat up and grabbed the remote control to rewind. 
“Did you see that?” 

“What am I looking at?” 
“Look at the window over Minnie’s shoulder.” Rah pressed 

play. “There! See? It goes away, and then comes back.” 
“Honey, this cartoon was made in 1929. There are bound to 

be little errors.” 
Rah was too focused on the window to take notice of the 

endearment he snuck in to test the waters between them. She 
didn’t know why, but somehow the window was important.  

“One minute it was there. Then it wasn’t. Then it was.” 
“Aren’t your expectations a little high for a vintage cartoon?” 

Fede teased and kissed her neck. “This was pretty cutting edge in 
its time.” 

“Sure, but there’s something about the projection of that 
window…” Rah’s voice trailed off as the rising upward flush of 
sexual energy overrode the potential illumination that Zhamhra’s 
transmission had seeded. 
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19 
T H E  E M A I L

Rah snuggled more deeply under her covers, dreamily reliving 
her date with Fede. She smiled to herself. Maybe he’s the one I’ve 
been dreaming of, hoping for. He’s handsome, he’s the only one 
who knows everything that has happened to me and he somehow 
makes it seem okay. Even just a simple Wednesday night dinner 
followed by a walk around the piazza is magical with him. 

And his lips. Oh, what lips. It just felt so right. And familiar 
somehow.  

Random thoughts beyond kisses softly filtered into her 
awareness: Do I know him from somewhere? What if this IS my 
first time here? What would that even mean? Why would it even 
matter? Still, I wonder what it was like before I was born? 

In the midst of those thoughts, she suddenly remembered 
with a start: Ohmygod, I forgot to answer that email to Signore 
Caccaro and his booking request. He has to have the answer by 
first thing tomorrow morning or there’ll be no booking. Get up, 
Rah, and answer that email. No, that’s okay, she told herself as she 
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fluffed her pillow and turned over. I set the alarm for early. I can 
take care of it then. 

She fell off to sleep mentally composing the email and making 
a note to insert it into the sequence of her to-do’s for tomorrow 
morning.  Dear Signore Caccaro, thank you for your booking 
request. I’m pleased to confirm that we’re available for the 
following dates… 

～～～

Rays of mid-morning sunshine and a soft breeze flowing 
through the windows woke Rah out of a deep slumber. Her first 
thought was of Fede and she smiled, excited to face a new day 
knowing he was in the world.  

“Lah dee daiii ahm zaa,” she hummed absently as she made 
coffee. “Lah dee daiii am zaa.” Cleaning up the spilled popcorn 
from the night before prompted her to lie down on the sofa and 
relive those kisses all over again. “Mmmm dee daiii mmm mmm.”  

A big gust of wind blowing through the trees outside her 
window woke her from her reverie. It was too beautiful a day to be 
stuck indoors. She stood up into a luxurious stretch and decided to 
go to the market to buy some flowers instead of chaining herself to 
the computer. 

She had forgotten all about the email to Signore Caccaro until 
she ran into him at the market by one of the open stalls that filled 
the piazza on Thursday mornings. 

“Rah! How are you?” Signore Caccaro’s round face wore a 
smile that crinkled his eyes into two small slits above rosy cheeks. 
“I didn’t know you were a flower lover.” 

“Signore Caccaro!” Rah’s eyes widened. “Your email!” 
“Yes, thank you for getting back to me. It’s all confirmed and 

you’re on the books. I was able to clear the dates you suggested.” 
“But…” She shifted the flowers in her arms. What’s he talking 

about? I didn’t send that email. “Um. How?” 
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“Oh…” He tapped his Smartphone and winked. “I just moved 
a few things around.” 

“Oh…” What on godsgreenearth was going on? “Good.” 
“I sent you the confirmation. It’s sitting in your inbox as we 

speak.” 
“Oh, that’s super…”  
“Well, I’ll let you get on with your shopping. I’m meeting my 

wife and I’m late.” 
“Okay. It was nice running into you.” 
“Looking forward to your shows.” He turned and waddled 

away, punching numbers into his phone. 
“Me, too…” Rah’s voice trailed off behind him. What just 

happened? 
Too agitated to enjoy the market, she plowed her way through 

the crowded piazza to go check her emails. Her home was only a 
mile away, but her feet couldn’t carry her fast enough. Why oh 
why hadn’t she invested in a decent phone that would let her 
check her emails on the spot? Get into the twenty first century 
Rah! 

She jumped into one of the taxis waiting on the edge of the 
city center. 

“Sorry,” the driver said, “but I’m going to have to charge you 
minimum fare, even though it’s right around the corner.” 

“That’s okay. I understand.” Her only outer signal of inner 
agitation was to twist the ring on her finger. “I have to get home 
fast.” 

“Problems?” The driver started the engine. 
“I’m not sure.” 
When they pulled up in front of her apartment, she threw a 

ten-euro bill at the driver and raced inside to her computer. There 
it was: Signore Caccaro’s email confirming the dates he said she’d 
provided. She frowned. How could this be? I never answered his 
email.  
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She checked her sent box to see if maybe she had just 
forgotten.  

Nothing. 
She rechecked his email to see if the body of hers was included 

at the bottom.  
Nope.  
She rechecked her sent box.  
Still nothing.  
She sat at her computer, confounded, holding her head in her 

hands. Oh. My. God. It’s happening again. No, there has GOT to 
be a logical explanation. But, what? Her eyes narrowed in 
concentration. Oh, I know! 

She picked up the phone and dialed. 
“Signore Caccaro? It’s me, Rah.”  
“Rah, to what do I owe the pleasure of hearing your voice 

twice in one morning?” 
“I need a small favor.” 
“Of course. What can I do for you?” 
“For some odd reason, I don’t have a copy of the email I sent 

giving you the available dates for RahTroSeppe. It must have been 
a computer glitch.” She choked back a small nervous laugh before 
adding, “Can you send me a copy? I need it for my records.” 

“Sure. One moment, please. I have it right here in my phone.” 
After a pause, he said, “Now that’s odd. I don’t have it either.” 

“Are you sure?” 
“Yes, I’m sure. I’m looking at all the mails I’ve received in the 

last twenty-four hours, but it’s not here. Anyway, is there a 
problem with the dates?” 

“No, no problem,” Rah lied. “I just wanted a copy of the one I 
sent you for my files. No worries. Sorry to bother you.” 

“Oh, it’s no bother. We’ll see you on the twentieth.” 
“Okay. Ciao.” 
“Ciao, ciao.”  
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When she took it into meditation, the only clear answer she 
got was the succinct response: You did it.  

I must have sleep walked. Did I?  
Her answer was a very clear ‘no’.  
Did I send the email from the computer?  
No.  
But, then how could Signore Caccaro have gotten an email 

from me? It’s IMPOSSIBLE otherwise, she told herself through 
gritted teeth. And, yet, it had happened. So what, I did it in my 
sleep? 

 Yes.  
Then I really do sleepwalk? 
No. 
HUH? I give up. (Sigh.) One more time. I did it in my sleep?  
The flush telling her ‘yes’ couldn’t have been clearer. It rose up 

from deep behind her solar plexus until it hit the point between 
her eyebrows square on where it burst and crackled inside her 
skull. Tingling sensations spiraled upwards to the crown on top of 
her head. Rather than resist, she observed with a curiosity she 
hadn’t felt in a long time.  

Wow, that’s a first. It’s like my brain synapses are rearranging 
themselves.  

Yes.  
They are?  
Yes.  
Hmmmm. That’s different. Wonder what it means? 
Rather than wait to hear the answer, she flopped over, curled 

into a ball, and promptly feel asleep. 
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R A H - N E E - I - A M - L O V E

Thoughts of Fede floated into Rah’s mind.  He didn’t have 
any answers about Signore Caccaro’s email, but it sure was fun 
thinking of different hypothesis in between laughter and kisses. 

The last thing he’d done as they were saying their goodbye’s at 
her front door was try to give her a nickname: Rahnini. She 
smiled. It reminded her of the email she’d sent right after the 
jewelry box had gone missing, the one to the imaginary space 
entity father when she’d said her circus name would be Rahdini.  

～～～

 “Rahnini?” Rah wrinkled her nose. “I don’t want to have the 
name of a chemical-filled donut.”  

“No!” Fede emphasized the last part of the name. “Rahnini. 
The ‘ini’ is a diminutive to Italian names, you know that. Like 
adding ‘ie’ to an American name. It’s a sign of—” He broke off, 
not wanting to scare her with an admission of affection. 
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She understood. A part of her was pleased he wanted to feel 
close; a part of her still didn’t like diminutive names. She’d spent 
the greater part of her childhood resisting Debrah becoming 
Debbie. That’s why she loved her name Rah; it was different and, 
up until now, no one had tried to turn it into a sweetsie peetsie 
cutsie name. She drew the line at Rahnini and came up with a 
compromise.  

“Okay, I’m not a great lover of diminutives, but…” She leaned 
up, put her cheek against his and whispered, “In your case, I’m 
willing to make an exception. Why not call me Rah-nee?” 

He hugged her, strong, and lifted her off the ground. 
"Okay, Rahni it is.”  

He had no idea how big a compromise it was for her. He was 
happy that he’d gotten what he wanted: something that would be 
reserved for the two of them and nobody else. He put her down 
and they rested in the flow of each other’s warmth.  

She placed her palm on his chest. “But you have to spell it 
Rah-nee, with a hyphen and two e’s, not Rahnie with an ie.”  

“But then it would be pronounced Rah-nay-ay.” 
“Yeah, but I’m American so you need to spell it in a way that 

it looks like it sounds to me.” 
He laughed. “Okay, R. A. H. Hyphen. N. E. E.” 
“Thank you.” She smiled into his eyes and they stood there, 

savoring the heady cocktail of new lovers that brims over with 
unspoken hopes and dreams of what the new relationship might 
bring. 

～～～

A smile played in the corners of Rah’s mouth as she relived 
the moment. The things we do for love. The smile grew when the 
lyrics from a super-oldies 10CC song came to mind: The things 
we do for love, like walking in the rain and the snow when there’s 
nowhere to go and you’re feelin’ like a part of you is dyin’.  

She mentally ran the lyrics again, changing them to suit her. 
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The things we do for love. Like lettin’ the name that I know 
become a different show, and I’m feelin’ like a part of me is dyin’, 
and you’re looking for the answer in his eyes. And now he calls me 
Rah-nee, I think it’s super funny. Ooooooh, my name is Rah-nee, 
the things we do for love.  

But, wait! It’s too soon to say I love him. Isn’t it? And do I? 
She flashed onto her ex-husband. She’d thought that was love 

at one time, and it didn’t last. What is love anyway? 
Her answer came weaving its way up through the labyrinth of 

her memory banks when she flashed on the memory of a mantra 
about love that a college roommate had given to her.  

What was her roommate’s name? Rah could see her in her 
mind’s eye. She had blonde streaks in brown hair. A face filled 
with sharp angles. Her mother was into transcendental 
meditation, that’s how she even knew about mantras. She was the 
only person Rah knew at the time who meditated. In fact, she was 
the first one to try teaching her.   

Rah saw them sitting on their beds, facing each other. Their 
dorm room was a mess with clothes and books and art supplies 
strewn everywhere. What was her name? Oh, that’s right. Margie. 

Suddenly, out of the blue, Margie had started talking about 
mantras. 

“You should have one,” Margie said. 
“What’s a mantra?” Rah asked. 
“It’s like a repetitive thought that becomes the theme of your 

life.” 
“Why would I need that?” 
“So you can replace any repetitive thoughts you have that 

make you believe you’re not loved.” 
Rah thought of her meticulous mother who found fault when 

any little thing wasn’t quite right. In quiet rebellion at the 
memory, she picked up a pen and began doodling on the leg of her 
jeans. “Does it work?” 

“You bet it does. Want me to give you one?” 
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“Um…” Rah drew a silhouette of a female face and added 
three wavy lines for hair. She was ruining her jeans, but who 
cared? She drew in eyes, and then added two tiny black dots 
towards their center. Rah smiled at her cross-eyed drawing. “Why 
not?” 

 “First, I have to tell you that this will be your base mantra for 
the rest of your life. Everything you do will build off of it. Okay?” 

“Sure.” 
Margie closed her eyes to ostensibly ask for Rah’s mantra. 

Meanwhile, Rah added a body down the leg of her jeans. When 
she stood up and looked in the mirror, she quite liked how the 
lithe figure wore an upside down head with crossed eyes. 

 Right then, Margie got up and tiptoed over to Rah’s side of 
the room to whisper the mantra into her ear. She held her finger 
up to her lips. “It’s very important that you keep it to yourself and 
not tell anyone what it is, or you’ll disperse its power.”  

It all seemed a little overly dramatic to Rah. Sure she was 
mildly curious, but it was the newness of the idea that attracted 
her more than any belief in the power a mantra might exercise in 
her life. Besides, boys and clothes and art were so much more 
interesting.  

What was that mantra? Oh, that’s right. In all ways life, living 
love. Or was it ‘in all ways love, living life’? Or ‘always love living 
life’? 

Rah repeated each of them, one word at a time, trying to feel 
the difference between the three. In all ways life, living love. She 
felt the sensations the thought created. It was an expansive 
vibration in her chest that moved upwards and spread outwards to 
her shoulders.  

In all ways love, living life. Those sensations came from lower 
in her body and moved up the center of her torso, made a kind of 
sphere around her heart, and then moved up towards her head.  

Always love living life. That was similar, but it reached all the 
way to her forehead.  
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Which one is better? They each had an effect and gave her a 
feeling of peace, but in different ways. She decided to take them 
into meditation and say them, one after the other, to see what 
would happen if she did them together. With each repetition, she 
felt herself relaxing and opening up, sensing the difference each 
time she said them. 

Random thoughts came to mind and tried to grab a hold of 
her calm. She was stubborn about keeping the mantra as the 
protagonist of her meditation, and refused to let herself waver 
from that decision. Up front and center stage, always love 
l iving l ife… The jewelry box… In al l  ways l i fe ,  l iving 
love… The missing photo, but how? I must’ve missed… In al l  
ways love,  l iving l ife… searched everywhere for that photo… 
Always love l iving l ife… Signore Caccaro’s email… In al l  
ways love,  l iving l ife…  

The more she repeated the mantra, the more she disengaged 
from the weight of recent experiences.  

In al l  ways l i fe ,  l iving love… Fede’s nickname for her… 
Always love l iving l ife… Rah-nee, the things we do for 
love… love l iving l ife… The read receipt on her inter-galactic 
email… In al l  ways l i fe ,  l iving love… The missing photo 
sitting in her scooter. What was the photo doing in her scooter? 
She shook her head at such a silly image… Always love l iving 
l ife… In al l  ways love,  l iving l i fe… In al l  ways l i fe ,  
l iving love… Rah-nee… I am love,  l iving l i fe… the song 
lyric, “and a part of me is dyin’…”  

Ooooooh, I get it! If you want to love bigger, a part of you has 
to die to make room for a new birth. 

Yes. 
A deep calm washed through her and… she finally let go of 

her fear. One day, it would all make sense.  
Know that you know. 
She felt a rumbling in her solar plexus and an uprising 

vibration that made her want to sing out loud in celebration. 
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“Raaah-neeee-iiii-aaam-looove.” Tears of release flowed gently 
down her cheeks.  

Yes. Sing it from as deep as you can. 
Rah took a deep breath and sang from deep within her solar 

plexus. “Raaaaaaahhhhhh-neeeeee-iiiiiiiiiiiii-aaaaaaaaaammmmm-
looooooooooove.” 

 
 



C H A P T E R

21 
F A L L I N G  O U T

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha.”  

Zhamhra heightened the emotional stimulus inherent in 

his toning.  

“You can hear me Rah. Feel me. Move through your 

past conditioning and let your consciousness spiral into the 

memory of home. Of me. Of us. Let Creation Love 

transform any and all fears. Yes, tune in. I am here. 

Remember. You are Love. I send you Love. You are Love. 

We are Love. Know that you know this. 

Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha.” 
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Zhamhra’s toning vibrations were so strong and so 

refined that Sheira had trouble teleporting herself in. When 

she did arrive, she did so with an abrupt POP! that sent her 

head reeling. Before the room finished coming into focus, 

she half ran, half staggered over to Zhamhra and fell onto 

her knees in front of him.  

“Zhamhra!” Her urgent cry jarred the vibrancy of the 

room, and the spinning gray spiral in her head dimmed her 

normal colors. “You’ve GOT to do something!”  

“Sheira. That was quite an entrance.” He opened his 

eyes and scanned Sheira’s appearance, from her disheveled 

hair and rumpled dress to the tension in her body and 

ghostly pale face. “I see you’re back from the experience of 

your second Earth History hologram. It was bigger than you 

expected?”  

“No. Yes. Whatever. That’s not important.”  

“No?” 

“No! You’ve got to stop them!” 

“Who? The Graions?” 

“Yes, the Graions! Their attack-conquer-and-consume 

mind manipulations using doubt and fear are everywhere 

on Earth: in the media, governments, between friends, 

family, in their love for each other. Humans have been 

conditioned to attack even themselves in their own minds. 

You know they have Internet sites teaching Humans how to 

do that to each other, as if they weren’t doing it enough 

already? You’ve got to do something!” 

“What do you think my mission is for?” 

“It’s not enough. And the terrorism! Look how it’s 

growing. And what about the media and governments that 
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promote the fear of terrorism? That’s all attack-conquer-

and-consume Graion in action, creating even more fear and 

more terrorism. They’re winning.” Her restiveness propelled 

her off her knees and over to a vase of roses. She tried to 

appreciate them and give them Love like she’d been 

learning, but ended up plucking at their petals, instead.  

“Sheira, calm down. Breathe through your solar plexus.” 

 “Why, oh why, did the Grand Inter-Dimensional Council 

ever allow Race emissaries to incarnate in the first place? 

Everything was going so well for the Humans until then. 

Sure, Humans fell into experimenting with their ego—that 

was part of the Plan. But, still, they were procreating and 

living in true peace even with—or despite of—the denser 

parts of their make-up. Again, just as planned. And then, 

the Graions had to stick their dirty spikes into it.”  

Rising up from his chair, Zhamhra sent a thought-wave 

to guide her hand away from the rose while there were 

some petals still left on it. “It was always part of the 

Experiment to let Race emissaries eventually visit Earth and 

intermingle with Humans. That way they could learn from 

the Humans and speed up their own evolutions. Even the 

act of co-creating their Human infant body, together with 

the Human parents, was designed to promote greater 

understanding between the Races.”  

“Yes, but at the risk of contaminating Humans.” 

“Okay, some of the Races did go a little overboard in 

that. That’s why the Council added the decree of no direct 

interference. From that point, Race emissary interaction was 

limited to observation and nothing but observation.”  

“See? I told you. Contaminated.” 
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Zhamhra sent Sheira a wave of Creation Love to aid her 

in viewing history from a more omniscient and 

unconditional perspective. “That’s what the shield of 

protection around the edge of Earth’s sphere of sentience 

was for. When the Grand Council created that veil, it was a 

built-in safety mechanism that masked the greater part of 

an emissary Soul’s memory until they finished their Earth 

experience and were ready to go back home.” 

“Some shield. Emissary Souls were born without full 

recall of their homes. The plan gave them amnesia.” 

“It was disconcerting at first,” Zhamhra admitted. “But 

they got used to it and it did help to avert any inadvertent 

tampering with Human evolution. Besides, that partial 

‘amnesia’ as you call it, was temporary. When Soul 

emissaries left their Human bodies at the end of their 

Human incarnations, they remembered everything about 

their former lives as soon as they reached the edge of 

Earth’s sentience sphere. The memory was quite 

spontaneous, including how to navigate back to their home 

planets or dimensions. Angels, of course, were so evolved, 

they could live on Earth without the Human body.” In silent 

communication, he gave a slight caress to one of the roses, 

pulled it from the vase and held it out to her. “Want to try 

Loving this again?” 

Sheira ignored his offering and crossed her arms. “They 

can’t anymore. Look at how it is on Earth today. The 

collective Human consciousness is so dense that now even 

Angels have to incarnate into a Human form if they want to 

live on Earth.” 

“Sheira…” Zhamhra gave her a warning look. 
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“What was the Grand Council thinking?” She twisted 

her hands together. “Why didn’t they take into account how 

cunning the Graions could be? Especially once they 

discovered the Earth had minerals suited to the Graion war 

machine, ones that were hard to come by anywhere else in 

the universe.” 

“The Council put a moratorium on war for the duration 

of—” 

“I know all that. But the Graions were still one hundred 

percent engaged in a cold war with the Gravinions, 

amassing military power all the while.” 

“Actions were taken—” 

“Not enough! Right from the start, the Graions used 

their mind manipulations against the trusting innocence of 

early Humans, and turned them into slaves for strip mining 

minerals for their war machine. Right out of the Earth’s 

belly!” As Shiera quivered in outrage, the gray spiral in her 

accelerated. “How could they?” 

“Sheira, you’re not breathing. Relax your stomach 

muscles.” Zhmahra guided her to a sofa and placed the 

rose on the table in front of her. “This is all history. Our 

mission is to address the here and now.” 

She sat down beside the window with the lush green 

tropical Earth scene. Although it was her favorite view with 

a royal blue ocean and white sandy beaches, she was blind 

to it. Her nerves were stretched to the extreme of the 

Origin Dimension’s vibrational field.  

“If that wasn’t enough,” she vented, “they turned on 

the other Soul Emissaries who tried to report back all that 

was happening to their home Councils. So much for 
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working together. Before the Grand Inter-Dimensional 

Council could take action, the Graions put that invisible 

mind grid around the Earth’s sphere of sentient 

consciousness. They imprisoned Soul emissaries against 

their wills into the Earth dimension.” She shook her head in 

disgust and her colors dulled another three degrees. “The 

Graion’s first Earth legacy was slavery and the reincarnation 

wheel.” 

“Sheira, be careful how and where you focus your 

thoughts. You’re getting worked up over history. Come 

back to now.” 

“Now? Those emissary Souls—all of them—are still 

trapped on Earth. After all this Earth time.”  

“You’re exaggerating. Many have made it—” 

“Not enough. And the grid was so simple. Ingenious. In 

a way, you’ve got to give it to the Graions. They didn’t 

break the rules per se—after all, it was just thought 

transmission—but they did stretch the Agreement to its 

limits.”  

Even though her frustration with the ancient Graions 

was at a boiling point, the whisper of her birth Race still left 

in Sheira’s makeup felt a small tingle of pride. Sheira 

misinterpreted that sensation as an awakening illumination 

of another kind: Righteous determination that promotes 

right action for the highest good of all. 

Sheira brooded over the second holographic lesson that 

showed the Graion mind grid in action. She saw emissary 

Souls departing their Earth bodies as usual, encountering 

the mind grid and being blasted with a strong thought 

vibration that put them into a kind of trance state. Those 
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poor things! Confusion abounded. Suddenly believing they 

couldn’t leave until they were cognizant of their path home 

before leaving the Human body—and not knowing what 

else to do—emissary Souls ‘turned back around’ out of their 

own free will to reincarnate into another lifetime on Earth. 

Once again, the psychic veil on their consciousness 

dropped back into place, blocking their memories as 

before. With repetition of lifetimes, it became harder and 

harder for them to remember. The grid also affected the 

Graion emissaries, but, no, they didn’t care! They intended 

to take over the Earth in the end anyway. 

“After that, it was official.” Sheira’s brows knitted in a 

frown of censure. “The grace period of the Great Human 

Experiment was over. The different Races stopped sending 

Soul emissaries for the pleasure of learning. No, their new 

purpose was to free those who were stranded. Which, of 

course, didn’t work when they also got trapped. Eventually, 

they gave up trying altogether.” 

“That’s not entirely—” 

“Oh sure, they were sorry to lose members of their 

Race, but they couldn’t afford to lose any more. The 

Graions, on the other hand, had a clear goal. They kept 

sending their emissaries in as settlers, not visitors, so they 

could tip the Human balance in their favor.  

“There’ve been Soul emissaries throughout Earth time 

who’ve been up to the challenge. They helped many of 

their fellow emissaries make it back to their home 

dimensions.” 

“Yes, but most are still trapped after hundreds of 

lifetimes. Do you realize they don’t remember anything 
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So does Rah!”  

“Do you hear what you are saying?” Zhamhra’s smile 

and small shake of his head held a hint of sorrow. “How 

could I not know?” 

“Oh, no, I meant the Inter-Dimensional Council.” 

Zhamhra decided to ignore Sheira’s half-truth. “The 

Council finally did come to an agreement and demanded 

that the Graions stop trying to control the Experiment.” 

“The point is the Graions flat-out lied to the Council.” 

Sheira pounded the seat cushion next to her to emphasize 

her points. “First they claimed to not understand. When 

they couldn’t deny it any longer, they feigned being 

incapable of lifting the reincarnation grid saying it’d 

somehow gotten too strong even for them to counteract.” 

“The Council knew—” 

“When that didn’t work, the Graions accused other 

Races of being at fault in order to shift attention away from 

themselves. So much for integrity.” Her shoulders slumped 

in shame. “They were my people. How am I any different?” 

“Despite all odds, you discovered the doorway in your 

Divine Heart, and that led you here.” Zhamhra put his hand 

over hers. “That’s what makes you different. If you can do it, 

so can any one of them. Free choice, remember?” 

“But so what?” She pulled her hand away and drummed 

her fingers on the armrest.  “I’m one little Being." 

“One little Being can be a tipping point,” Zhamhra 

reminded her. “Here and on Earth. We’re all connected, 

remember?” 

166
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“Exactly. And the Graion mind grid is still up and 

running strong. You know it affected even the more 

enlightened emissary Souls. Or should I say infected?” She 

sneered. “Drugged by the Graion mind grid—I’m talking 

about being in a total trance state—and groping around in 

the darkness of their minds, trying to hang onto fading 

memories of ‘home’— it was the so-called enlightened 

emissaries who created the concept of Karmic 

reincarnation. In effect, they locked themselves in even 

further when they told each other they need to consciously 

address the cause and effect of past actions in order to be 

free.” She hit her forehead as if to knock some sense into 

history. “Unbelievable. They blamed it on themselves. After 

a while, they didn’t know what they wanted to be free from. 

Rah is in the middle of all of that! On her own!”  

“They all still have their key to freedom. Their True 

Guidance is right there inside their own Heart of Hearts.” 

Sheira knew Zhamhra was right, and still she was 

agitated. “The council spent millenniums on the brink of 

war just talking about it. Meanwhile, Earth is at war. And 

doing the same damned thing.” 

“Thank the Creator that wiser heads prevailed in the 

Inner-Dimensional nations closest to the Origin Dimension. 

Focus on what they did.” 

“What? They pointed out that if the Grand Inter-

Dimensional Council declared war, that very reaction would 

activate more Graion in all of them? In that, they were right. 

It would have turned them all into Graions, which is what 

Humans are doing to themselves.” 

“What else did they do?” 
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“Not a thing worth mentioning.” 

“No?” Zhamhra’s face showed utter surprise. “They 

consciously sent Divine Light directly through their Origin 

Hearts! It shifted everything. It’s what made the Council let 

go, and decide to add the clause that allowed direct 

participation by Origin Souls through incarnation.” 

“Why does the Origin Dimension even NEED their 

clause? You’re giving away your power. And doing it 

willingly!” Outrage tremored through Shiera’s entire body. 

 “Sheira,” Zhamhra said softly. “If the Universe is to be 

saved, it has to be through the willing participation of all 

parties. You know that.” 

“Even so. It’s a limited intervention. Look at how even 

now the Origin Dimension is restricted to sending a mere 

nine thousand WayMakers.” 

“Don’t you see the hope?” Zhamhra smiled with 

encouragement. “You say, ‘a mere nine thousand’ when, in 

fact, that number shows the Great Human Experiment is 

winning against all odds. For the first time in Earth history, 

the collective Human consciousness has evolved to the 

point that it’s able to sustain a full nine thousand Origin 

Soul vibrations, at the same time, without overloading.” 

“Nine thousand in a Human population of seven billion, 

and growing.” Sheira shrugged it off. “That’s not even .013 

percent.” 

“You’re not taking into account how those Origin Souls, 

by their very presence, are elevating the Heart vibrations in 

those seven billion Humans. And reawakening the trapped 

emissaries.” 
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 “What about the walk-in clause where new emissary 

Souls can exchange places with each other in the same 

body?” 

“What about it? The purpose of a walk-in Soul exchange 

was to bring in fresh memories.”  

“Agh!” Sheira grabbed the rose from the table and 

jabbed it in Zhamhra’s direction. “Then why don’t you send 

in a fresh Origin Soul as a walk-in exchange with Fede? 

Mark my words. He’s going to INFECT Rah!” Three petals 

fell off the rose as Sheira used it to strike the table to 

emphasize her point. 

“We can’t.” A pained expression flitted across 

Zhamhra’s face as he picked up the petals. “His vibration 

has dropped during his three incarnations. He’s got to 

ascend on his own free choice like everyone else.” Zhamhra 

held out his hand, asking for what remained of the rose.  

 “Whatever.” Sheira pursed her lips and flung it onto 

the table. “So you’re saying the only hope is for Humans to 

remember to live their Divine Light, while fighting Graion 

attack-conquer-and-consume fear all the while.”   

Imradon crossed the hall towards the two. “Then you do 

understand.” 

“Sir! When did you get here?” 

“A moment ago. That is the essence of our work here, 

the work of our nine-thousand WayMakers on Earth, 

Zhamhra and Rah’s mission, and the work of all the inner-

dimensional Races. We must maintain a vigil in transmitting 

more refined Heart vibrations.” 

“Yes, I understand all of that.” Sheira dismissed 

Imradon’s explanation with an impatient flick of her hand. 
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No longer able to contain her agitation without movement, 

she jumped up and paced in front of the window. “But the 

Humans have constructed a dense fog in their minds 

and we’re running out of Earth time. How many times 

have I heard you say that? The Earth’s magnetic lines are 

shifting, and all Souls not in sync are being thrown 

into deeper darkness. Forget history. I’m talking right 

here and now.” She stopped dead in her tracks and glared 

at Zhamhra with her fists on her hips. ”What will happen—

and I mean really happen—if Rah doesn’t wake up and 

vibrate her part of your Creation Song?” 

“If Zhamhra and Rah,” Imradon said, “along with 

our other emissaries, do not have the Light grid and 

transport beams in place before the Earth makes its final 

shift, those Souls not living from their Hearts will leave their 

bodies and get thrown out into space.”  

“That’s even worse!” Sheira gasped and her hands flew 

up to hold her head in desperation. “If it were to 

happen now, it would mean the greater part of Humanity 

would be lost. And the Graion attack-conquer-and-consume 

mentality will move even further up the Creation 

Spiral.” She blanched at the sense of betrayal. “Why 

didn’t you tell me?” 

“The quality of the answer always comes from 

the quality of the question,” Imradon said gently. “This is 

the first time you have truly posed the question with the 

clear intention of hearing the answer. And, then,” he 

warned, “how one handles the answer makes all the 

difference to their evolution. Sheira, pay attention to 

how you are handling all this new information. Your focus 

is off.” 

170
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“We still have time,” Zhamhra reminded her. “It’s not 

over yet.” 

Fear constricted in on her Hearts. Rather than allow 

Unconditional Creation Love to transform it into 

illumination, she swallowed down hard and continued her 

perverse search for ways to feed it. “What happens in the 

meantime?” 

“In the meantime,” Zhamhra said, “the Earth is shaking 

off the extra weight of denser Souls through earthquakes, 

wind, floods, and fire like it always has.”   

She’d heard it before, even said it herself, but it had 

never carried the same impact as it did in that moment. 

Fighting against rising hysteria, she asked in a tight voice, 

“And, then?” 

“Some Souls will try to reincarnate.” Imradon sent 

another wave of Creation Love. “Others will go into a 

holding pattern. Some of the more evolved Souls will also 

choose to leave their Human bodies and endeavor to assist 

those who are less aware as they wait for the outcome.” 

“And the Angels are always on hand for those who call 

on them,” Zhamhra said. 

Sheira groaned and rubbed her temples, projecting how 

she would feel if she were a Human. “You have no idea 

what they’re up against. Most don’t even believe in Angels, 

or if they do, they make them into mini-Gods rather than 

teachers. They’re going to feel so out of control, and what 

about the absolute chaos and fear from all that confusion? 

Oh, you just can’t understand how ripe they’ll be for the 

Graions who’ll just swoop right in and grab them up for 

their own gains.” 
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“Sheira,” Imradon said. “Look at me. We do 

understand. There is an entire network of Souls, from many 

of the Races, right now on Earth and throughout the 

Universe, who are tireless in sending vibrations of their own 

Creation Love to all aspects of the Great Experiment. More 

evolved Races are sending in new emissary Souls again who 

are already making a difference. Yes, many Humans are 

falling deeper into the ego-intellect’s fear mechanism. 

But—and this is important—more and more Souls on Earth 

are waking up and starting to remember how to live from 

their Hearts. This is elevating the ascension vibration of all 

Humanity.”  

Picking at her nails, Sheira made a cursory effort to 

focus towards the lightness of her Origin Heart, but she was 

more interested in fortifying and justifying the density of her 

fear for Rah. “I beg of you,” she implored. “You have to do 

something more or there will be no hope! The Graions will 

win; they are winning!” 

“You can do more,” Imradon said. “Your job is to 

participate in Humankind’s ascension by sending 

transformation vibrations through your Origin Heart to 

theirs. Do it to the best of your ability, and your ability 

grows. Obsessing on the Graion influence is not helping 

Humanity or yourself.” 

Sheira broke eye contact. “You just don’t understand.” 

She put her finger in her mouth to suck the blood where 

she had ripped her cuticle. 

“Focus on where we’re headed.” Zhamhra placed his 

hands squarely on Sheira’s shoulders and lowered his face 

to the level of hers in order to make distinct eye contact. 
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“Earth is going to be populated by those who first think… 

live… and breathe… from the Unconditional Creation Love 

in their Heart of Hearts. Doesn’t that sound glorious? Every 

single thing, every single Human, no matter where they 

came from or what they look like, all evolving deeper and 

deeper into their Hearts. No more greed. No more wars. 

No more famine. No more fear.” He sent her an uplifting 

wave of Love when he saw he wasn’t getting through. “Self-

Sentient Earth and Humankind will be the closest thing in 

the entire universe to the Unconditional Love found in the 

Origin Dimension. Humans who choose complete Self-

Sentience from their heart of Hearts will be the WayMakers 

to all the Races who created them and threw obstacles in 

their path. Do your part by sending everyone, including 

you, your Unconditional Love.” 

“I am doing my part!” She yanked away from Zhamhra 

and turned her back to both of them. With an erratic spin, 

the gray spiral in her head grew in density and form, 

draining the last of Sheira’s once brilliant colors.  

Imradon raised his eyebrows. “Are you?” 

Her stubborn resistance sucked at Imradon’s Light to 

channel it into more fear and anger. He remained neutral. 

That was the only thing he could do. Resistance would have 

fed it more and, seeing how she was using and abusing 

Creation Light, sending her another wave would push her 

over the edge.  

When her resistance saw there was nothing more it 

could consume, it regurgitated back into Sheira as a pure 

blinding anger that contracted in on her, squeezing and 

twisting at her like a wild beast in the first throes of ravaging 
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a new kill. Her face contorted into an aggressive snarl and 

she lashed out at her two mentors.  

“You’re no better than the others. It’s not enough! Your 

inaction against the Graions is implied consent!” Shaking in 

outrage, she pointed her finger at Zhamhra. “And you! 

You’re not even using the walk-in clause!” 

 Warning signals blared out in her mind, but before she 

could pull back, a strange and unbearable stinging 

sensation moved in Sheira’s outer extremities. It scared her 

to no end and her fear fed the beast. Her legs and arms felt 

murky, like they were being pulled away from her body and 

twisted into something tortuous and dark. 

Frantic thoughts assaulted her as they waged war in her 

mind. What’s happening to me? Aaaagh! Make it stop!—

Stop the Graions!—Do more! It’s not enough!—Fight 

back!—A flash of illumination darted up out of the chaos—

It’s me who’s doing the fear mongering—Imradon, liberate 

yourself from your Graion past—Zhamhra, you’re not 

resonating with the Origin Dimension— 

Her mind was too frenetic to latch onto those flashes. 

Her consciousness spiraled away from her Origin Heart into 

something slimy and repulsive in comparison. It squeezed 

at her, clamped around her torso, slithered inside her, 

smothered her head, suffocating her, and ripping etheric 

limbs and organs away from her body. She fought back with 

frantic desperation, screeching, yanking, pulling, scratching, 

and pawing at the air, at her body, her eyes, her arms, until 

she was exhausted, ready to give up the battle. 

Imradon and Zhamhra encircled her in a sphere of 

Unconditional Love. It gave her the perfect pivot point to 
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make one simple new choice: Ask the all-powerful vibration 

of her Origin Heart to transform the entire terrifying 

experience in one fell swoop. But, she didn’t change the 

direction of her focus. Instead, she made her most ruinous 

mistake of all by looking to Imradon for her power. She 

whimpered, “Save me!”  

Imradon shook his head. “I cannot do it for you. I Love 

you Sheira—unconditionally—and so it must be your 

choice, and yours alone, to save yourself. Please. Choose 

Love.” 

Her fear reared its thorny head and sank its teeth into 

Imradon’s declaration, devouring and distorting it into a 

new strain of anger that spiraled Sheira deeper into her 

trance state. Believing that his refusal to act on her behalf 

was downright cruel, she howled out in blind rage against 

Imradon, Zhamhra, the Graions, the slimy sensations that 

were still attacking and eating away at her from the inside 

out like a malignant disease, and against all she didn’t 

understand about the Origin Dimension.  

“THAT’S-NOT-LOVE!” Her fading Human hologram 

flickered and then imploded into a sickly muddy-gray 

viscous blob. 

“Sheira!” Imradon and Zhamhra roared in unison. 

“Choose your Origin Heart. NOW!” 

It was too late. That dense anger had been her breaking 

point. 

“How could you do this to me?” Her pitiful wail was the 

last sound Sheira made in the Origin Dimension. 

Imradon and Zhamhra stared for a long moment at the 

ripple in space where she had just stood, resigned to 



W A Y M A K E R S :  T H E  B E G I N N I N G

176

accepting her choice. Neither of them spoke about Sheira’s 

connection to Rah, and how her fall would open up new 

attack channels for the Graions to enter into Rah’s psyche. 

They didn’t have to. Rather, their telepathy was colored 

with a distinct element of sorrow for Shiera, who had come 

so far only to fall back down.  

“And so it is.” 

 “It’s not over yet.” 

“It is not.” 

“She can always change her choice.” 

“There is always hope.”  

“Hope is with the mission.” 

“Yes, it is. I’ll leave you to your work.” 

As Zhamhra toned his Creation Song to Rah, his passion 

burned with a white flame of Creation Light that shot 

straight from his Heart to Rah’s. Even if his focus had never 

been so pure and so clear, it was now tinged with an 

unexpected sense of longing for his partner down on Earth. 

Still… 

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha.” 
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T H E  G U R N  S H O W

She was trapped in a dark cave, trembling in fear that the feet 
she saw walking by the lighted entrance on the busy street above 
would stop, and dark demonic eyes would search the darkness to 
find her cowering in the corner. If they did, she knew it would be 
the end. 

“Please don’t let them find me,” she whimpered. She bit her 
cuticles to stop herself from making noise.  

Drops of sweat trickled down her forehead and into her eyes. 
They burned with a salty sting. She tried to blink away the 
blindness they caused and her fear deepened. With another 
whimper, she crouched smaller into the corner, ignoring the sharp 
rocks that stabbed at her back and drew blood as they broke skin 
through her favorite summer dress.  

Something brushed against her face as it flew by. The echoes 
of her scream bounced off the rock walls, magnifying her fear and 
bombarding her with its shrill terror. Her arms flew up to cover 
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her head and she scuttled further back into the cave. The incessant 
ringing of a bell portended her doom. 

～～～ 

Rah woke up with a start. With a heaving chest, she gulped in 
long drinks of air in an effort to shed the dankness of the cave and 
come into her waking senses. It had been a long time since she’d 
dreamt about the cave. Not since she was a child when it haunted 
her in the dark of the night. She shuddered. It was just a 
nightmare. Or was it a day-mare?  

She blinked against the bright sun streaming in through the 
window. What’s that ringing? She groped for her phone on the 
bedside table. What time is it? Ohmygod, it’s ten o’clock! She 
rolled out of bed and stumbled to the door, rubbing her eyes to 
wipe away the creepiness of that horrible dream.  

“Yes?” She yawned and dropped the intercom phone. 
Bouncing like a yo-yo on its cord, she caught it on the second 
bounce. “Who is it?” 

“Rah, it’s me Tro. What are you doing? I haven’t had to ring a 
bell this long since I was an altar boy at St. Theresa’s.” 

She buzzed him in, opened the door, and shuffled to the 
kitchen to make coffee. 

“Buon giorno!” Tro made his entrance dancing and singing. 
His energy filled her tiny apartment like music blaring from a 
passing car with its stereo cranked up to the max. “Today’s a great 
day, a great day, a great day! The sun is shining and there’re plans 
to be made. Oh, yes, great big plans are in the air, for 
RahTroSeppe, Improv Group extraordina—”  

He stopped short of his big finish when Rah’s sleepy 
appearance grabbed his attention. Putting his hands on his hips, 
he deliberately scanned her from head to toe, starting with her 
short black hair sticking up every which way to the long and very 
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wrinkled red, yellow, and black geometric print sundress. “Oh, I 
get it. Where is he?” 

“Huh?” Rah yawned again and put the coffee on the burner. 
“Sweet-pea, you look like you’ve been rode hard and put up 

wringin’ wet.” The Texan accent Tro pulled out of his acting hat 
wasn’t half bad for an Italian, but Rah was still fighting with the 
after-effects of her dream so she only grunted. He hooked his 
thumbs in the pockets of his jeans. “Ya’ll got him hidin’ in the 
back forty of a bedroom?” 

“You want milk today?” She stretched. “And you only say ya’ll 
if there’s more than one person. Bad southern grammar.” 

“Darnation, I should’ve paid more attention to Miz Ecklebert 
back in tenth grade. She shore was pertty. Come to think of it, I 
did pay attention, just not to the grammatical lessons.” His blue 
eyes radiated a mischievous twinkle as he wagged his eyebrows.  

Rah laughed and joined in. She stuck one hip out in a 
provocative pose and mimed patting the side of an imaginary 
Jessica Rabbit hairdo. “Why Mister Trojan, you’re talkin’ ‘bout my 
mamma.”  

“The boys call me Tro. That’s short for Pietro, from my Eye-
talian mamma. Trojan is what I keep in mah pocket at all times.” 

“Why you must’a been a boy-scout, bein’ prepared and all like 
that. I like a man to be prepared for the,” she dipped one shoulder, 
“unexpected opportunity as it might come his way.” 

“Wowza lil’ lady, you shore can make a man feel his juices. An’ 
I’m not talkin’ ‘bout fruit juices. Come here and give your old 
friend a hug.” 

Rah laughed and hugged her acting partner. “Can we speak 
normal Italian now and not your spaghetti western?” 

“Of course, your wish is my command.” He held her shoulders 
and scrutinized her face. “Seriously sweet-pea, you look a mess. 
What’s going on?” 

“Ah.” She waved it off and shook her head. “Just a dream that 
I haven’t had in a long time.” 
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“Recurring?” Tro sat down at the table and leaned back in his 
chair. “Those can be important. Or that’s what I heard, I don’t 
know much about that kind of thing. That would be your friend 
Katarina’s domain.” 

“More like Marina’s,” Rah muttered. “Yes,” she said to Tro, 
“recurring. But I haven’t dreamed it since I was a little girl.”  

As she went to get the coffee off the stove, she remembered 
the last time she dreamed about the cave. It was ten years ago and 
she wasn’t a child at all. It was right after she’d seen a movie about 
aliens taking people aboard their spacecraft to test and tag. Her 
reaction to the film was way over the top. She’d burst in tears and 
lived in terror that they would come get her. She knew at the time 
that it wasn’t rational, but she couldn’t sleep for a solid week. Each 
night for seven excruciating nights in a row, she sat at the foot of 
her bed, wide-awake, sensing the presence of someone or 
something in the room.  

Was it real? Or was it a hysterical reaction to something that 
had happened when she was small? She still didn’t know.  

At the time, she had wondered all sorts of things. Was it 
possible that ET’s had taken her? Or was it caused from 
something as simple as sleep deprivation? Maybe there was buried 
childhood abuse that she was projecting onto the film? By that 
time, she had read enough personal growth books to know people 
were very adept at blocking memories, and then recreating 
histories in order to cope with strong trauma.  

The living nightmare had ended when exhaustion brought her 
to her wit’s end. Weeping, she’d begged to be saved from the 
living nightmare. Her prayer was answered when a vision of a 
super Light Being appeared in her mind, and she reached out to 
touch the hem of his glowing cloak. He’d turned around and filled 
her with the warmth of his Light, melting away all her anxiety. It 
was the gratitude in her heart that rocked her to sleep.  

That had been the beginning of her first spiritual awakening 
as an adult. Since years of therapy afterwards hadn’t turned up any 
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childhood memories of abuse, she’d tucked the nightmare away 
into the deep recesses of her mind. Or, so she’d believed, up until 
now. 

“You want an Italian cup or an America mug?” Tro opened 
the cupboard door. 

“I’ll take a mug.” This time will be different, she vowed. Not 
this time, no way, was she going to bring that dream into her 
waking world. “Coffee’s ready.” 

“Bring it on.” Tro saw blood on Rah’s dress as she squeezed 
past him with the coffee. “Sweet-pea, you did have a big night. I 
didn’t know you and Fede were that far along.” He wagged a 
finger at her. “Sleeping with the client. You naughty girl. Is that 
how you wrangled our first booking at LimeLights?” 

“No, we’re not that far along!” She laughed. “Although…” She 
wagged her eyebrows like Tro had. “Fede sure is good looking, 
don’t you think?” 

“You should’ve used your safe word. Or what, did you forget 
in the throes of the moment?” 

“What are you talking about? There was no moment.” 
“I’m talking about the blood on your dress.” 
“What blood?” Rah looked down to check. 
“On your back.” 
She craned her neck to see. 
“Come here.” Tro pulled her into the bathroom so she could 

see herself in the mirror. “There.” 
Rah frowned. Weird. She lowered the straps on her shoulders 

and pulled down the back of her dress to reveal six fresh tiny cuts 
beginning to scab over. 

“Okay, Rah.” Tro’s eyebrows creased as he ran a hand through 
his blonde hair. “Doing it rough can be fun, but not when you 
draw blood. I don’t like it.” 

She gave a small slap on his arm as a reprimand. “Tro! I didn’t 
do to the deed last night with anyone. I fell asleep in my sundress 
while doing a meditation, that’s all.” 
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“Alright, it’s probably none of my business, but you’re my 
friend. How’d it happen?” 

Her bathroom was small and they were on top of each other, 
so she turned to go back out into the living area. “Do you believe 
in ET’s?” 

“What? You’re telling me an ET did it?” He let out a hearty 
laugh as he followed her. “Good one! You are joking, aren’t you?” 

“Sure.” 
“So, how did it happen?” He poured coffee into both of their 

cups.  
“I don’t know, maybe my house is haunted.” Her eyes lit up 

with hope. Hey, maybe that would explain all the weirdness. 
Tro was incredulous at her expression. “You want to have 

ghosts in your house?” 
“NO!” Rah fell one octave short of screeching. 
Tro laughed. “Good. Okay, then we’ll just have to call your 

night wounds one of the great unknowns in the world of Rah 
Neill.” 

 “Welcome to the GURN show.” Rah took a sip of her coffee. 
You have no idea. 

“Gurn?” 
“Great Unknown of Rah Neil.” 
Tro chuckled and almost snorted. “The GURN show. Good 

one.” 
“Yeah. An American classic right here in Italy.” 
“Coming soon to a stage near you. Hey, you know what? That 

wouldn’t be a bad theme for one of RahTroSeppe’s shows.”  
“What?” 
“The Great Unknown.” 
Rah shifted in her seat. There were already enough unknowns 

in her life as it was. No, she didn’t want any more. “Could be.” 
“It’s something to think about. Listen.” Tro reached into his 

briefcase to pull out a memory stick. “Why don’t we print out the 
promo materials while we’re waiting for Seppe. He’s late.” 
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“No!” Rah almost knocked her coffee over in an effort to stop 
him. At his surprised look, she rushed to explain, “The printer’s 
broken. I haven’t used it since the first LimeLights booking.” She 
didn’t want him to know about the disappearing photo, either. 

“Let me take a look at it.” 
“No, thats alri—” 
Seppe stuck his head in the front door. “Hey, you always leave 

the front door open?” 
Rah shot a look at Tro that said, “You left the door open?” 
Tro mimed, “Sorry.” 
“Seppe!” Rah stood up to give him a welcome hug. “Come in. 

Ohmygod! What have you done to your hair?” 
Seppe rubbed his shaved head and grinned. His droopy eyes 

twinkled. “You like?” 
“You used to look like a mad scientist with your hair flying 

every which way. Now you look like—” 
“An ET?  Whoooooo.”  He made a spooky sound and dance 

around the apartment with his hands, rather than his hair, flying 
every which way. 

“That sounds like a ghost,” Tro said. “Now it’s official. Your 
house is haunted, Rah.” 

“Oh, that’s just great.” 
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Rah raised her face towards the sun and let it seep into her 
pores. Thank you, thank you for Tro and Seppe. Laughter is 
always good medicine. Think I’ll take the scooter rather than walk 
to Marina’s. It’s been ages since I’ve taken it out for a spin, over a 
month.  

 A gust of breeze blew through her cropped hair. 
Yeah, today’s a perfect day for the scenic route to Marina’s. 

It’ll blow some cobwebs out of my brain and I’ll be ready for our 
meditation. 

When she opened the back trunk of her scooter and lifted up 
her helmet, she saw multiple faces smiling up at her from inside 
the trunk. Jumping back in horror, her reflex reaction was to throw 
her helmet at them. The last thing she expected was for the 
helmet to bounce right back out at her.  

She let out a blood-curdling scream. 
 Her brain synapses shot into rapid-fire motion as she tried to 

process the image of multiple faces and the idea of a boomerang 
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helmet. Silly girl, it’s just a photo. She laughed in relief. But, wait 
a minute. What? NO WAY! 

Picking it up gingerly with two fingers on the corner as if it 
could somehow bite her, she held it up for closer inspection. Sure 
enough, it was the missing photo page of wallet-sized headshots 
that had disappeared from her printer the day of their first 
LimeLights booking.  

That’s impossible! How did it get all the way out here? Maybe 
it’s an old one and I forgot I left it there. Except there’s no wear 
and tear on the edges.  

She grimaced and turned it around to see what brand of paper 
it was printed on. There was no doubt about it. This was the 
missing photo. It was the first time she’d used that brand of paper, 
and it’d come from a spanking new package. Dammit! The 
GURN show really was up and running. Again.  

She tossed the photo into the trunk, rammed the helmet onto 
her head, and shoved the key into the ignition. Driving off with 
the motor revved, she remembered Fede’s words when she’d first 
met him. He’d said her story about the disappearing jewelry box 
proved to him that there is so much more to this world than one 
could possibly imagine. Well, he’s going to go nuts over this one. 
Please, oh please, don’t let him think I did it and want to know 
how. Maybe I shouldn’t tell him about it.  

As she turned a corner, she felt the distinct message rise up 
from her gut: But you did do it.  

Not again! What does a girl have to do to get a break in all 
this?  

She flashed onto her meditation the night before. Wait a 
minute. She stopped the scooter and concentrated on 
remembering. What was that mantra? Always love living life. In 
all ways life, living love. In all ways love, living life. She 
remembered singing, “Rah-nee I am love,” and all the wonderful 
sensations it created.  
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There was something else, though. Her eyes narrowed in 
concentration. That’s it. Goosebumps raised the hair on her arms. 
I already knew the photo was in my scooter. I even thought it was 
funny when it crossed my thoughts in meditation. How could I 
have known if I didn’t see it until today?  

The sound of a honking horn jerked her out of her reverie. 
Okay, sitting there on the side of the road wasn’t going to give her 
answers, but it might get her killed. She pulled back into traffic 
and drove up towards Monte Berico. Maybe the view would afford 
her a larger vision that would help her to understand. When she 
got to the site of the big Baroque church, however, a tour bus had 
just pulled in to the parking lot so she kept going.  

Thirty minutes of winding road with the wind in her face did 
wonders. From her vantage point on high, the rolling green hills 
with houses tucked here and there in the valley below looked like a 
picture postcard. Although it was static on the surface, she knew it 
was teeming with life underneath with people falling in and out of 
love, hoping and dreaming, fighting and crying. It made her think 
about the vast array of spiritual teachings that talk about how the 
world is what you imagine it to be.  

Suddenly those teachings no longer seemed so theoretical to 
her. 

Maybe it’s not all as weird as it seems. Maybe all these 
unexplainable phenomenon seem weird because they’re new. 
Maybe I did do all of it in some way and I just don’t know how. 
Yet. Maybe I should talk about it more to people and I’ll get 
answers. Maybe I should tell Marina. Marina is into any and 
everything spiritual, especially if its alternative. 
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“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-zhammmRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha...”  

Zhamra’s toning was having its effect. He was pleased 

to be working alone; it gave him the chance to elevate the 

refinement of its vibration without the possibility of 

interruptions.   

 The telepathic voice came in through the toning. “Mr. 

Zhamhra, I’m calling out to you. Can you hear me?”  

“Just a moment,” Zhamhra telepathed to the Being 

calling him. So much for no interruptions. He kept the 

toning cycle going, but lowered it 1630 bigecibals to 

maintain a direct connection with the WayMakers on Earth 

who were beginning to tune in. His glowing purple sphere 

surrounding the spinning tetrahedron form faded slightly in 

its brilliance as he lowered his vibration to match the 
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inbound telepathic one. “Okay, Zhamhra here. I am 

present.”  

He felt the quality of the vibration that belonged to the 

telepathy wave. Hmmm. A Being not from the Origin 

Dimension, but dedicated to being here. Not young. Not 

old. Just is. And advancing—slow and methodical—deeper 

into the Origin Dimension. His spheric form swayed from 

side to side as he read the signals. A tinge of sorrow, but 

not attached to it nor does he—no she—identify with it. She 

adores surfing laugh-waves. I haven’t encountered this 

Being sphere to sphere yet.  

“I’m Tanyiara, one of Sheira’s friends at the Academy. 

Sheira. She knows about Sheira. Zhamhra dropped his 

toning to Earth another 60 bigecebals in order to dedicate 

more concentrated attention to Tanyiara. “Yes, Tanyiara. 

Shiera spoke of you with fondness.” 

“I’ve been trying to get through to you ever since Sheira 

fell from the Origin Dimension, but the vibrations have 

been so... so... Well, it’s like there’s been a wall around you 

and I couldn’t get through.” 

“There’s no wall. I’m just working.” Zhamhra emitted a 

smile-wave that traveled along the vibrational waves of his 

toning to the WayMakers on Earth and spread out to fill the 

hall around him. The flowers in a nearby vase danced to its 

cycling rhythm. It also radiated straight to Tanyiara. Let’s 

see what she does with this one. 

“Woo hoo!” She giggled. “I can see why Sheira was so 

enamored with you. That was fun.” She tried to send a 

smile-wave back, one of equal intensity. “See? That’s what 

I’m talking about. There’s that wall. My Light vibe dissipates 
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as soon as it gets close to your sphere of consciousness. 

Well, it starts dissipating at the Light sphere around the 

Great Hall. What gives?” 

“It didn’t dissipate. It got absorbed by a vibration of a 

different frequency, that’s all. A more refined one.” 

“Is that why I haven’t been able to come in person? In 

person! Hah, that’s funny.” She laughed at her own joke 

and was happy to feel the lightness of Zhamhra’s smile-

wave. “Anyway, I’ve tried, like, coming to you in my Human 

hologram body, then with no physical form, and even 

my...Zooooooon-nuu... ah, skip it, my home dimension 

form.” 

“You can say it.” 

“Say what?” 

“The name of your home dimension.” 

“Oh, sure. I haven’t met one Being at the WayMaker’s 

Academy who can say it just right, other than those who 

come from the same place. Okay, you asked, so here goes. 

Zooooooooon-nuuuuuuuuuu-liiiiiiii-mooooooh-tooooooo-

riiiiiiiiiiii-luuuuuuuum-iiiiiii-nonoooooooo-noooooooo- 

siiiiiiiii-si-siiiiiiiiiiiiii-meeeeeeeeeeee-laaaaaaaaaa. That’s 

enough of it to understand. There, I said it. Like Humans 

say, be careful what you ask for because you just might get 

it. Got it?” She laughed. “I even tried coming in with that 

body.” 

“You know,” Zhamhra shimmered, “we Origin Souls 

have a shortened version for your home when we’re talking 

to each other.” 
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“You do?” Her vibration lightened. “It sure would be 

convenient to know. So, what’ya think, wanna’ give it up? 

Give a newbie a break?” 

Zhamhra couldn’t help but smile at her love of Human 

jargon. He felt her pleased smile-wave come back to him. 

“We call it Nosimila.” 

“Nosimila? Man, that’s like taking a seven tiered Human 

wedding cake big enough for two thousand people and 

turning it into a bite-sized cookie for a six inch fairy. On a 

diet.” 

A laugh-wave burst out of Zhamhra so enormous it 

made the nearby flowers pop straight up out of their vase. 

He sent them a thought-wave that settled them back down 

to where they were most happy. “Well, now you know. And 

you’re more than welcome to come, just as soon as you’ve 

ascended enough to permit your entry.” 

“So...” Tanyiara held her vibration in anticipation of a 

‘yes’ response. “I can consider that a formal invitation?”  

A smile-wave played around the edges of Zhamhra’s 

consciousness sphere. “Yes, you may.” 

“Merci buckets, muchos thankos, grass-your—. Never 

mind. Listen, I’ll get right to the point. Like I said, I’ve been 

trying to get in touch with you.” 

“What can I do for you?” 

“Well, first, I want to say it’s too bad about Sheira. I 

wanted to recognize that with you. I miss her.” 

“I know.” Zhamhra’s vibration was calm, filled with 

Creation Love that still held a tinge of resigned acceptance 

to it. “I do, too.” 
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“I’ve been sending her thought-waves, but couldn’t find 

her. Our mates can’t find her either. Or the teachers.” 

“I know. We’ve been sending out waves of Creation 

Love to help her evolve back into the Origin Dimension, but 

she’s still on the move. The attack-conquer-and-consume 

vibration she created still has a hold of her.” 

“Here’s my thought. What if we’re all looking for the 

wrong vibration? I mean, what if we’re looking for Sheira’s 

vibration, as we know her? That’s the wrong vibration. 

Right? Her current vibe would be Sheira that we know, plus 

the anger, plus the disappointment—because you know 

she’s disappointed in herself—plus the vibe of newly 

scorched Origin Dimension vibrations.” Tanyiara paused. 

“Does that make sense?”  

“You know what, Tanyiara? It actually does.” 

“So what we need to do—if I can be so bold—just 

brainstorming here—we need to put our collective minds 

together, you know, the ones closest to her, and project out 

possible vibrations to search for.” 

“That, my new friend, is brilliant.” 

“From the mouths of newbies, eh? I also had another 

idea. About Rah.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Well, I was reviewing her history. Not being invasive, of 

course. I asked to know what I’m ready to know.” 

“Well done.” 

“Thanks.” Tanyiara emitted a vibration of pleasure at his 

recognition. “Do you remember when Rah flirted with a 

kind of under-plane of energy?” 

“Yes. She wasn’t on the mark on that, was she?” 
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“No. But…” Tanyiara let it hang between them. “Just 

playing, ‘What if?’. What if you transmitted memories of her 

Origin Dimension colors as a kind of under-plane memory? 

Her Divine Soul will guide her from there.” 

“Hmmm. It could pull her attention inwards.” 

“You know better than I do, of course. But, what if it 

worked?” 

“What if, indeed.” 
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Rah made her decision just as she was knocking on Marina’s 
door. “I’m going to tell her. All of it.”  

When she did, Marina was as excited as Fede was about the 
potential ramifications.  

“Oooph! It boggles the mind!” Marina shook her curly head of 
streaked ash brown hair. Her blue eyes were shining at the 
possibility of witnessing first hand a love story bigger than any film 
she’d ever seen. “Maybe Fede is the famous ‘it’ you’ve always been 
longing to know.”  

“That’s what I was thinking.” Rah hugged one of the cushions 
of Marina’s huge sofa. “Okay, maybe hoping might be a better 
word.” 

“Do you want me to lead you in a past life regression? To see 
if you remember anything?” 

Rah eyes widened and she pulled the cushion tighter to her 
chest. “I didn’t know you did that!” 
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“Oh, sure.” Marina laughed and waved it off as nothing. “I just 
don’t talk about it because I thought it was too ‘out there’ for you.” 

“How do you do it?” 
“It’s a lot like hypnosis. I lead you in a relaxation technique 

that lets you tap into buried memories.” 
“Are you trained in it?” 
Marina laughed. “As trained as anyone can be. I learned to do 

it about seven years ago.” 
Rah shrugged. “Why not? I’ve read a little bit about hypnosis, 

so I get the basics. What do I have to lose? And, besides, I trust 
you.”  

They began with Rah lying down on Marina’s couch and 
Marina talking her through the breathing and relaxation 
techniques. When it came time to go into past life recall, however, 
the only thing that came to Rah’s mind was a profusion of colors 
and exquisite sensations of vast notes resonating from the far 
reaches of the universe. Try as she might, Marina couldn’t get Rah 
to pull anything more than that out of her memory banks.  

“Okay,” Marina said when she gave up trying. “Let’s take it 
from the moment you were born and see what we get if we move 
forward.” 

She guided Rah in imagining herself in her mother’s womb. 
Between sensations of extreme well-being and a few flashes of 
dancing amongst the stars, Rah began to imagine herself in a 
world where her body was completely cared for. The temperature 
was perfect, she was weightless in the amniotic fluid, and she was 
nurtured through the umbilical cord. 

When Marina asked her to visualize being born, Rah 
squirmed and moaned. 

“Let’s move to after you were born. You’re in the hospital 
room now. What do you see?”  

After an initial resistance, details of the room where Rah was 
born came into focus. She saw the doctors and nurses attending 
her and recalled the first feeling of being held by her mother. 
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Mixed in with that were extreme sensations of cold hands and feet 
as well as feeling trapped inside her body. She shivered. 

“Let’s move forward. Go to the first memory you have as a 
child. What are you doing?” 

“I’m playing with my doll and Mom is telling me it’s time to 
go to bed.” Rah spoke in the voice of a small child. “She’s tucking 
me in to bed. No, don’t go!” Violent shivers ran through Rah’s 
body as she wailed, “Don’t leave me here!” 

“What’s happening?” Marina covered Rah in a blanket.  
“I’m in a cave.” Fear was evident in Rah’s voice. “But, it’s just a 

dream.” 
“No, it’s not.” Marina pulled her curls back into a ponytail. 

“It’s real. Why are you in a cave?” 
“Someone put me here.” 
“How old are you?” 
“Maybe three or four. No, I’m four.” 
“What do you see?”  
“I don’t want to look. I’m scared.” Rah whimpered and 

plucked at her blanket. 
“I’m with you and no harm will come to you.” Marina watched 

as Rah relaxed. Good. “Look around and tell me what you see.” 
 Rah described the dream she had experienced the night 

before, but in much greater and vivid detail. 
“Do you want to get out of the cave?” 
“Yes, but I can’t.” 
“Why can’t you?”  
“Because they’ll find me.” 
“Who will find you?” 
“The dark people.” 
“People with dark skin?” 
“No, the dark people. They’re dark inside.” 
“Why are they looking for you?” 
“They want my power.” 
“What’s your power?” 
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“I don’t know.” 
“Yes, you do. Why don’t you use your power right now?” 
Light began pouring out of Rah, streaming from her solar 

plexus, moving through her lower heart and then outwards. She 
didn’t say anything; she was too busy enjoying the warm flowing 
glow. 

“What are you doing now?”  
“I’m putting light everywhere. I’m filling the cave.” 
“What do you see?” 
“There are a lot of souls who’ve been trapped in here with me. 

The Light is releasing them.” Rah smiled and her eyes fluttered 
under her closed eyelids. “They’re flying up to the heavens. 
They’re happy as can be.”  

“I’m glad. Are you ready to leave the cave yet? Go further 
back?” 

“No, there are still souls in here that need to be released. I’m 
going to check the corners.” 

Marina looked at her watch. “What’s happening now?” 
“There are a lot of corners. And some souls don’t want to 

leave, so I’m giving them a bunch of Light and letting them 
choose. Oh, wow. There’s one soul that refuses to leave.” 

“Try sending it more Light,” Marina suggested. 
“I tried blasting it with Light, but it just made it bigger. It 

gobbled it up like the Light was super-charged grow-vitamins.” 
Rah’s smile turned to a frown. “It’s still growing. Like it wants to 
take up full residence.” 

“What if you take the Light away altogether?” 
“It’s digging into the side, like putting out energy tentacles.” 

Rah shook her head. “Okay, there has to be a right measure of 
Light to use.” 

“Try—” 
“I’m letting my body decide how much. Kind of like the way it 

can kick out a germ.” Rah kept at it until the soul disengaged and 
she was alone in the cave. “Okay, they’re all gone now.” 
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“Would you like to leave the cave?” 
“Yes, but…” 
“But what?” 
“I’m afraid.” 
“What are you afraid of?” 
“All those dark people. They look like regular humans, but 

they’re not.” 
“Fill the whole town with Light like you just did the cave,” 

Marina suggested. “If they’re dark inside, they’ll either be changed 
by the Light or go away.” 

“I don’t know. Can I do it from here in the cave?” 
“Do you want to leave the cave?” 
“Yes.” 
“Then go up to the entrance of the cave and send Light from 

there.” 
“I can’t. I’m afraid.” 
“Give yourself some Light to wipe away the fear.” 
“I’ll try.” Rah felt warmth flooding through her. Strange how 

her fear turned to courage in its warmth. “Okay, I’m going up to 
the street to fill the town with Light.” 

“Is it working?” 
“Hey, you’re right. They’re going away. Not to the heavens 

like the souls did, but they’re leaving. The Light is too much for 
them.” 

“Tell me when they’re all gone.” 
“I’m standing on the street now. They’re all gone.” 
“Let’s try to regress back to a past life.” 
“Okay.” 
Try as she might, Marina was unsuccessful with helping Rah 

recall any past life other than coming up with the same image of 
swirling color and a sense of absolute freedom. Finally, she said, 
“Rah, it’s time to come back now.” 

“No, I don’t want to, I like it here. It feels like home.” 
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Sitting at Marina’s dining table drinking sparkling water after 
the session, Rah felt freer than she ever had in her life. A weight 
had been lifted from her shoulders and it felt marvelous.  

“You know,” Marina said. “Maybe you couldn’t recall any past 
lives because this is your first time living on earth. I’ve never 
thought about it, I mean, I’ve always thought we were all 
reincarnated. But, then again, we have to come from somewhere 
before we were here. Don’t we?” 

“I don’t know. I’ve never thought about it either. Well, until 
all this stuff started happening and Fede had that meditation 
where he said my Divine Soul spoke to him.” Rah poured some 
more water for both of them. “I do know this. Thanks to your past 
life regression—” 

Marina laughed. “You mean your this-life regression?” 
Rah smiled and put her hand to her heart. “It was perfect. I do 

thank you. What I wanted to say was… well… I now realize that 
I’ve always lived with this buried sense of—and this is going to 
really sound dorky—of not really wanting to be here.” 
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“Interesting. Tell me about that.” 
“Well, like right now, I have this feeling. It’s hard to describe. 

It’s like I wanted to come here…” Rah trailed off. 
“Here to my home? Or here to earth?”  
“No, here to earth. And I’ve been kicking and screaming about 

it ever since I did.” Rah let out a peal of laughter. “I just realized 
something. If this IS my first time here on earth, that means I’m 
the extra-terrestrial!” The two women laughed. As she reached 
over to take a cookie, Rah became serious. “You know, that would 
explain my fear of humans when I was a child.” At Marina’s 
questioning look, she said, “They were all so emotionally violent 
with each other—being mean, blaming others, fighting, mocking 
each other to make themselves feel big at someone else’s 
expense—and they all thought it was so normal. Or that’s how I 
saw it. To my young mind, people were scary aliens!” 

They both chuckled at the irony, and they chatted about the 
ramifications if it were true. If this was her first time here, where 
did she come from? Were there any others like her? Why would 
she come now when the earth was in such a state of chaos? Were 
any of those souls that were trapped in the cave first-timers? 

“Talking about entities,” Marina said, “there’s a bunch of them 
in the room right now.” 

Rah’s eyes opened so wide, her eyelashes touched her 
eyebrows. “How do you know?” She’d heard about disincarnate 
spirits, but to experience them first hand? She shuddered.  

“You can feel them.” Marina pointed to Rah’s left arm. 
“There’s one right by your side. Can’t you feel it has a colder 
temperature?” 

Rah looked down. Her left arm did feel cooler than her right. 
Without prior thought, her head jerked up and she addressed the 
room at large in a strong and commanding voice. “Now hear this! 
Any spirits in this room that are not from the Light, and who are 
not here for our highest good, be gone with you.” She made a 
decisive sweeping motion with her arm. “Now!” She filled the 
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room with Light as she had just done in the cave during her 
regression session. When she felt safe again, she looked 
shamefaced. “Sorry about that. It just felt like the right thing to 
do.” 

“No worries.” Marina shrugged and took a sip of water. “Some 
of them left so they must not have been here with the best of 
intentions. The one by your shoulder wants to communicate with 
you, though.”  

Had it been anyone other than Marina, a woman who had 
Rah’s implicit trust thanks to her grounded approach to her 
spiritual world, Rah might have called her crazy and escaped by 
the quickest route possible. Instead, she’d done just the opposite. 
Not only had she accepted the presence of disincarnate spirits, 
she’d responded in a way foreign to her habitual behavior. Still. 

“No, I don’t want to talk to any disincarnate spirits.” Rah’s 
rushed tone held a small note of panic. “I mean, I can accept their 
presence, but actually talking to them?” She flapped her hands in 
the air, trying to make a joke of it. “No, that’s a whole other 
ballgame.”  

“They can’t hurt you, you know. It’s only through your own 
fear that they can get to you. Most of them just feel lost.” 

Rah held her breath and grimaced at the space beside her arm. 
“How would you talk to it?” 

“Through automatic writing.” 
What? Isn’t that just for whackos? Rah’s face screwed up in 

indecision. But, Marina isn’t a whacko. And it’s obvious she’s not 
attached to my decision one way or another. Rah’s curiosity got 
the best of her. “How does it work?” 

“I go into a kind of meditative state and let them use my hand 
to write.” She said it as if it were the most normal thing in the 
world. After many years of practice, to Marina it was. “Then, I 
mentally ‘read’ what my hand is writing. I haven’t done it in a 
while, but that entity still wants to communicate to you. Do you 
want to know what it has to say?” 
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Rah took a deep breath and decided. “Okay. Why not?” 
“Okay, let’s do it.” Marina placed a sheet of paper in front of 

her, put a pen in hand, closed her eyes, and concentrated. “Oh,” 
she murmured. “This one is different,” 

“How?” 
“Just different. Less earthly than most. Okay, I’m tuned in. 

Here we go.” 
Marina’s hand flew across the paper making erratic scribbles 

that vaguely resembled messy handwriting. Rah swallowed back an 
incredulous laugh. She leaned over and tried to read what was on 
the page in front of Marina, but couldn’t make head nor tail of it. 

Marina began to speak on behalf of the entity about life 
lessons that Rah was facing. She needed to listen more, to hear 
what her heart was trying to tell her, to be more attentive in her 
meditations. It is in her meditations that she will find her answers. 
Do not look to others. 

Although attentive, skepticism reigned as Rah listened to the 
message. This supposed entity wasn’t saying anything that all 
spiritual leaders—self-appointed or charged by others with a 
leadership role—wouldn’t say to anyone. She wanted a more 
specific point of reference, one that was particular to her. 

“Oooh, ooh, I know!” Rah sat on the edge of her chair and 
bobbed her head with excitement at her own idea. “Ask it if he 
was the one who made my jewelry box disappear, and then put it 
back three days later on top of the bed, after I changed the sheets.” 
As an aside, she muttered, “He’s in biiiiiig trouble of he did.” 

 Marina’s hand went wild scribbling over what she had already 
written. “It sounds like a soft admonishment. He says you already 
have the answer to that question and you refuse to consider it. Up 
until now, you’ve been playing at your spiritual life. We’re running 
out of time. It’s time to graduate to more adult matters and 
remember your mission for being on earth.”  

“Okay…” Rah’s eyes narrowed in suspicion. Graduate to more 
adult matters, my butt. I’m still not buying in, not even if it’s on 
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sale. He needs to tell me something that isn’t cookie cutter 
spirituality. The last thing she expected was to hear herself asking 
the most basic of questions. “What’s its name?” 

“He was waiting for you to ask that.” Marina knitted her brow 
in concentration as her hand continued to make erratic marks on 
the page. “It sounds buzzy,” she said. “Like a vibration.” Her hand 
stopped, she turned the page over, and held the pen above the 
page. Her head tilted as she concentrated on interpreting what she 
heard. With a decisive movement, she dropped the pen point 
squarely onto the paper. Rah jumped in surprise. Then the pen 
moved in a slow circle—no it was a spiral—that moved outwards 
before it came to rest outside the edge of the paper. “The best I 
can understand is something like Zamaranayayena, but much 
longer. More vowels. Lots of vibration.” 

Rah felt an unnamed urge of some sort rising up from her 
solar plexus. Even though it didn’t make sense to her, she said, 
“Ask him where he comes from.” 

Marina’s hand went into rapid motion once again. “He comes 
from where you come from.” 

Rah started in surprise. Goosebumps ran along her arms, 
down her legs, her neck, the sides of her face, and all along her 
skull. 

“It is time to remember,” Marina continued. “If you listen 
deep within, you will remember him. He has come to you before, 
but you weren’t ready. You are ready now. Remember.” Marina’s 
hand stopped writing. “That it is all.” She opened her eyes and 
blinked a few times until the room came back into focus. “Was 
that helpful?”  

“Um, it was interesting to say the least. What was his name 
again?” Rah wanted to see if she’d remembered it right. 
Zamranee-something. 

“Sorry.” Marina shook her head. “I put my own sense of self to 
one side so I never remember anything an entity says afterwards.” 
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Even though the elusive ‘it’ wasn’t any clearer to her when she 
left Marina’s that afternoon, Rah’s understanding of the cave 
dream was. For the first time in her life, she felt free of its 
restrictions. There were so many new things to digest! Before 
getting on her scooter, she put her face to the sun like she 
did when her day started. This time, she held her arms up to their 
full length just to feel the new spaces inside her.  

Driving home, she sang out loud in unrestrained 
self-expression, improvising lyrics of freedom, curiosity, letting 
Light flow, finding your way. Her favorite song went to the 
tune of a country western about a cross dressing entity in search 
of a body, one who had a thieving love of Bobbi Brown eyeliner. 
She tried to add the entity’s name in the chorus, but no matter 
how hard she tried, the name Zamaranayayena kept morphing 
into Zamra-nee-eye-ah-mla.  

She was struggling to sing it as she thought Marina had 
pronounced it, and wasn’t paying attention to the road, when a car 
cut in front of her. A rush of adrenaline made her hands clutch the 
breaks too hard, sending her scooter into a skid as she sang 
out, now in fright, Zhaaaaamhraaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa—” 
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Zhamhra’s purple sphere was spinning at top speed, 

sending out elated sparks of neon yellows and bright 

fuchsia. His thoughts were still projected down on Earth, 

and he wanted to do something physical, so he let his three 

inner tetrahedron triangles spin until he recreated his Earth 

form. The Creation Song had a decided rock and roll beat 

of Earth Music as his broad shoulders and lean hips danced 

what a Human would call a boogie-woogie. 

“Rahn-nee… i-ahmm-Zhamh… Rah-nee… i-ahmm-

Zhamh… Rah-nee… i-ahmm-Zhammm… Rahn-nee…”  

He threw his head back in elated laughter. Ah Rah! 

She’s my— 

“I didn’t realize there was a body dress code for this 

party.” Imradon’s white sphere with the golden aura 

shimmered. 
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“Ooomph ba boomph.” Zhamhra danced his boogie-

woogie routine with arms waving in the air around 

Imradon’s sphere, singing his words to the beat of his 

dance. “No, no dress code… it’s a come… just as you like.” 

“Oh, then, I… shall join in with you.” Imradon emitted a 

melodic humming sound to match Zhamhra’s beat. A burst 

of Light shot forth and the hologram of a Human 

grandfather that Imradon had once created for Sheira 

formed. He was wearing a navy blue suit, white shirt, and 

thin blue paisley tie the same color as his eyes. “I’m not 

sure if I’m in the right time period on the dress code, 

though.” 

Zhamhra danced in place and surveyed the head of the 

WayMaker’s Academy. “Perhaps a little on the formal side 

for a celebration dance, but Human-elegant nonetheless. 

But my jeans and dress shirt wouldn’t suit the grandpops 

hologram, would it?” Zhamhra grinned and ran a hand 

through espresso colored hair.   

“You have good news I take it?” 

“Yes, I do! Let’s sit down and I’ll tell you about it. First, 

though…” Zhamhra looked off into the distance while he 

transmitted a low throbbing vibration to Rah that would 

recycle itself until she no longer needed it. “That should 

help her through the next stages of processing. Where do 

you want to sit?” 

“I take it your news is about Rah. Why not the window 

overlooking the river in the plains below the mountain 

range they call the Dolomites?” 

“That’s fitting, sounds like a plan.” 
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“Speaking of plans, what is yours?” Imradon fluffed a 

pillow on the white sofa and put it behind his back as he sat 

down. 

 Zhamhra’s eyes turned serious as he lowered himself 

into one of the comfortable chairs facing Imradon. “Now 

that Rah’s dealt with her cave dream and sent out Light 

waves to free all those disincarnate Souls that were hiding 

out in her Human Earth body, she’s taking up full residence. 

It seems she’s listening within with more clarity.” 

Imradon nodded. “I thought that would happen. It has 

been a long time coming.” 

“She’s also gotten more courageous. I was able to 

communicate with her through her friend, Marina.” 

“I felt that. It is why I came to you. How did she take it?” 

“She was nervous, but curious. Curiosity, more often 

than not, is the leader to new awakenings.”  

“True.”  

“It’s what I’ve been waiting for. The one thing I wanted 

was for her to ask my name.” Zhamhra’s whole countenance 

lit up. “And she did! I transmitted one complete Creation 

Song sequence instead of just my name.” He closed his 

eyes and tuned into Rah. “I hope I didn’t go overboard by 

giving a whole sequence. Maybe just my own vibration 

name would have been better.” 

“You can’t know that until it plays out. We are back 

again to the question of how much is too much?” 

“You’re right. Still, she asked for my name.” His energy 

brightened. “The best part? She got into an accident on her 

scooter while she was actively engaged with her Heart 

vibration. She rearranged the pieces of reality around her 
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just like she did with her jewelry box, photo, and emails. It 

happened so fast, she’s justifying it as a piece of luck. Or 

trying to. But she did it while she was awake. And her 

physical body was unharmed. It makes me want to dance 

just thinking about it.”   

Imradon smiled at Zhamhra’s exuberance. “She also 

used Light to send away some of the disincarnate Graion 

spirits, did she not?” 

“That was excellent, wasn’t it? Pure instinct.” Zhamhra 

leaned forward. “There is one thing that happened. It’s 

about Sheira.” 

“You found her?” 

“Not exactly.” 

“That is a shame. She was the first Graion to ascend all 

the way to the Origin Dimension, so her fall was felt in the 

entire Universe. It would send a tremendous message of 

hope if she ascended back in to us.” 

“Talk to her friend, Tanyiara. She had an interesting idea 

about tuning into Sheira.” 

Imradon took a reading of Zhamhra’s thoughts. “That is 

interesting. Do you think the spirit that was hanging on 

inside of Rah was Sheira?” 

“There was a moment when it crossed my mind. How 

would she have gotten in, though? It never felt like Sheira 

was that advanced.” 

Imradon contemplated the possibility. “She was in an 

atomic state, with a lot of raw energy that could have been 

channeled in just about any direction.” 

“If it was her, she’s gone from Rah now.” 

“I will speak with Tanyiara. She could be helpful in this.” 
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“Good idea. In the meantime, regarding Rah, I have 

more to work with. A lot more curiosity, a little more 

courage.” 

“What do you have in mind to do?” 

“Continue toning our Creation Song, of course. Then, 

there are always her dreams. I can get in through those 

without breaking the Grand Inter-Dimensional Council 

Agreements. Meanwhile, I want to get back to Rah and see 

how she’s processing our encounter.”   

“There’s a lot to be hopeful for. I will let you get back to 

work.” 
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28 
D I S B E L I E F  

They shouldn’t have chosen such a trendy restaurant for 
dinner that night. Rah showed up excited and ready to recount the 
events of her day to Katarina, only to discover the din of laughter 
and gossip from the diners around them grated on her nerves. 
Instead of feeling free like she had when she left Marina’s, she 
now battled against irritation towards the chaos. No, this wasn’t 
the time and place to share.  

Somewhere between the pasta course accompanied by a nice 
Chardonnay and the main course of fresh fish, however, Rah 
decided to go for it. The news was bursting out of her and all 
other conversation seemed banal by comparison. Besides, as a 
psychologist, Katarina might have an interesting take on the 
regression, as well as Marina’s automatic writing with the message 
from Zamarayakneeya, or whatever his name was. For once, 
Katarina couldn’t hang it on father issues. She almost laughed out 
loud at the thought of Katarina ever believing Zhamhra-whatever 
was connected to family issues.  
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And how about the near miss accident on her scooter? It had 
slipped out from her her, skidded, then popped back up to right 
itself with nary a scratch. Was it luck, divine intervention, or the 
entity? Rah didn’t care. She was alive and well, at the end of a 
remarkable day. Her lips puckered to hold back a grin. 

“What’s the smile about?” Katarina took a sip of wine and 
studied Rah over the rim of her glass. “You look like you have a 
juicy secret you’re dying to tell.” 

“I was thinking about today. It’s really out there. Want to hear 
about it?” 

“Sure.” 
Considering that everything Rah spoke of flew in the face of 

her belief system about the world she lived in, Katarina did her 
best to be neutral as she listened with growing concern to Rah’s 
story. Living in the ego intellect was Katarina’s world. She was 
comfortable with its advantages. There were no unknowns, only 
proven facts by reputable experts. And here was Rah, her good 
friend, serving up a tale of unknowns based on nothing but pure 
fantasy. Katarina’s training held her in good stead, though. There 
was nothing in her professional mask to betray her real feelings 
except a minuscule glint of coolness in her green eyes. 

When Rah finished her story, she asked, “Do you think I’m 
crazy?” 

“Honey.” Katarina leaned over the table and held Rah’s hand. 
“Crazy people don’t think to ask if they are crazy so, no, I don’t 
think you’re crazy.” Her plucked eyebrows furrowed. “I do think 
Marina is suffering from delusions and you’d be better off staying 
away from her.” 

Rah gasped. “I can’t do that. She’s my friend. You wouldn’t 
feel that way if you knew Marina better.”  

“Are you out of your mind?” Katarina gripped Rah’s hand 
harder. “Rah, she’s flat out bad for you.” 

“There’s no way anyone can be out of their mind.” Rah pulled 
her hand away. “That’s where our consciousness lives: in our 
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minds. You can say I’m out of the box... and I’d tell you that you 
need a bigger box. Or you can say I’m out of my rational ego 
intellect, but you can’t say I’m out of my mind.” Her smile was 
generous. “What would your hero Freud say? He said we live in 
our conscious, pre-conscious and unconscious minds, so how 
could I be out of my mind? I’ve got three to choose from.” 

“All I’m saying is Marina isn’t your best role model. You’ve 
got a lot of repressed unconscious activity going on.” Katarina 
didn’t blink as she smiled, willing Rah to follow her advice. “I have 
a friend who you can talk to. He’s very good at his work.” 

“A psychiatrist?” Rah reared back into her seat. “You think I 
need to see a psychiatrist about all of this? You just said I wasn’t 
crazy.” 

“You’re not. I’m just saying that he could help you find a 
healthier perspective than Marina can. He’s trained, after all.” 

Rah’s face screamed disbelief at her friend’s words, but she 
kept her tone even. “No, I’m not going to see any psychia—” A 
passing diner knocked into Rah just as Katarina interrupted her. A 
flare of anger reddened her cheeks.  

“Honey—”  
“No, don’t ‘honey’ me.” Rah threw her hand up to say stop. 

Katarina didn’t know who Rah was stopping—her or the passing 
diner—but Rah’s head shake turned into a nod of personal 
decision, which made it crystal clear that the discussion was closed. 
“I’m taking my mind on a journey into my heart. Or, at least, I’m 
going to try. You can let your mind take up residence wherever 
you want. And so can your psychiatrist friend.” 

“Well.” Katarina sat up straighter. “On Marina, we’ll have to 
agree to disagree.” Not a red hair was out of place in her tight 
chignon, but she smoothed it anyway.  

“Yes, we do.”  
Rah had never butted heads with Katarina before. They had 

never fought, never exchanged a cross word. She had a tight 
feeling in her stomach and the tense energy between them made 



W A Y M A K E R S :  T H E  B E G I N N I N G  

216 

her feel sick at heart. Although neither of them recognized it, in 
the fifteen years they’d known each other, they’d never lived their 
friendship below the surface, either. 

“You can always think about talking to my friend.” Katarina 
took a casual sip of wine. “Like I said, he’s very good at his work.” 

Since she had left her no space in which to do so, Rah didn’t 
ask for any of Katarina’s opinions about the why’s and how’s of the 
day that were still circling in her brain.  

 
～～～ 

 
When they said goodnight to each other, Katarina reached out 

and gave Rah an uncharacteristically strong hug. She was 
determined to save Rah—actress with a creative temperament or 
not, this was nothing but pure folly—and vowed to herself to do 
everything in her power to save her.  

Rah mistook the fervor of the hug as a silent apology and 
encouragement to keep going in her search for understanding. 

That night, Rah found two-dozen red roses waiting on her 
doorstep with a note from Fede saying, “My Rah-nee, the beauty 
of these flowers pale compared to the inner beauty I see in you. I 
look forward to us discovering each other on deeper levels... and 
creating new memories on old ones. Kisses, Fede.” 
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T H E  L O N G E S T  J O U R N E Y  I S

E I G H T E E N  I N C H E S

“What’s the furthest you’ve ever traveled?” Fede caressed Rah’s 
arm with languid warmth. 

Hmmm?” Rah answered in a sleepy voice. 
They were in each other’s arms basking in the afterglow of still 

another shared orgasm. It had been a mutual encounter of hearts, 
minds, and bodies in a fiery passion that had left them both 
exhausted as well as satiated with the after effects of its intensity.  

If they hadn’t yet joined on deep soul levels like Rah had 
always searched for in her encounters with men in the past, it was 
the best sex she had ever experienced. She was ready to content 
herself with the best, even if it fell short of what she felt it could 
be.  

These things take time, she had assured herself after their first 
night together. It was one that had included very little sleep and a 
lot of discovery of each other. The warmth of skin, new tastes, and 
sensations made it a night to remember. 
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Now, after one month of ardent togetherness, she was still 
enthralled with the richness of his sensuality. He surprised and 
inspired her body in ways she had never imagined was possible. 
Naturally, she attributed it completely to Fede. It never once 
crossed her mind that a great deal of that richness came from the 
simple fact that she had never fully resided in her body until her 
session with Marina. 

“In your travels, what’s the furthest you’ve ever gone?” He 
repeated softly. 

“Do you realize I never felt my toes until we met?” Rah 
murmured from her own little world as she snuggled closer. She 
rubbed her hand over his chest muscles. “You’re so beautiful.”  

He chuckled and kissed the top of her head. “This just feels 
right, doesn’t it?” 

“Hmmm,” she agreed. 
He waited a beat. “It’s like we’ve been here before.” 
She smiled in the darkness. “We have.” 
His heart leapt in his chest. She’s remembering. Finally. 

“When?” 
“Let’s see.” Rah lowered her voice into a sultry tone. “The first 

time was here a few weeks after I met you. The second time was 
here, the night after, on the sofa. And then again here in this bed. 
Then there was the time at your place, then the weekend in 
Tuscany, here again once we got back home. And here on the 
dining table. Then here in the bedroom. Then there was the time 
in my garden on the swing. That one is to be repeated.” She 
giggled. “It sounds like we don’t do anything but spend time here. 
But, the museum down in Florence was fantastic. And the statue 
of David, oh, I love it every time I see it. Anyway, let’s see, there 
were a few nights off when RahTroSeppe performed in Milan. 
And then here again.” By the time Rah finished her recounting, 
she couldn’t miss the fact that Fede’s muscles were tense. 
Misinterpreting his reaction as being caused by her wrong answer, 
she leaned up on one elbow and looked at him with seduction in 
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her eyes.  She ran her fingertips down his stomach. “What? Are 
you looking for another ‘when’?” 

He put his hand on hers. “Not right now.” He gave her a small 
kiss. 

“Okay.” She snuggled back down in the crook of his arm. 
 “I was thinking of another place, another time.” He masked 

his frustration with a quiet voice. What do I have to do to make 
her remember our past lives together?  

Rebuffed, she racked her brain until she remembered one 
other encounter. “Oh! I do remember! How is it possible that I 
ever forgot?” 

His heart skipped a beat. “You do? When?” He held his 
breath only to be disappointed. Again. 

“And you were so sweet to bring me flowers just before the 
show in Padova. Sorry.”  She gave him a small hug. “There was so 
much going on that night, it slipped my mind.” She suppressed a 
grin and raised herself back up to look at his deep brown eyes set 
below a strong forehead. “But now that I remember, our after 
party was a particularly stellar moment. I guess I need to store that 
one back down here in my earthly memory banks.” 

A tiny frown flickered across his face. He wasn’t getting 
through to her. He wasn’t used to not getting through to someone 
when he set his mind to it, and he was displeased at how little 
progress he was making.   

“What?” In turn, genuine concern flashed across hers. “What’s 
wrong?”  

“Nothing,” he lied. “Nothing’s wrong.” You need to back off. 
Give her time. He reached out to embrace her again. “Here. Come 
back to my arms where you belong.” He gave her a hug and she 
settled back in next to him. 

A restive silence fell between them. 
Rah was hyper-aware that something wasn’t right in Fede’s 

world. What was it? What did she do wrong?  
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She reviewed events of the evening and nothing seemed amiss 
during their candlelight dinner of fresh fish served with cold 
Prosecco wine, her favorite. Did he not like the wine? No, he 
made a specific comment about how much he enjoyed it. The 
conversation had flowed, and they’d shared more of their stories 
amidst laughter and hand holding over the table.  

They had an obvious connection of being interested in 
spirituality, each in their own way, so it was a favorite topic of 
conversation between them. Where Rah had always taken a more 
organic approach to spiritual teachings and classes, he had begun 
by learning Neuro Linguistic Programming at the tender age of 
nineteen in order to make better deals at trade shows for his 
family’s gold jewelry business where he’d worked before opening 
his LimeLights bar. That was so successful, he had gone on to 
study Silva Mind Control but he, too, didn’t like the leader of the 
local group so left once he felt he had gained all he could from the 
teachings. From there he had learned meditation, and then started 
dabbling with dream interpretation. Much to his surprise, he was 
quite adept at it.  

That night over fresh seafood, they discovered they both loved 
to travel. They revisited all their favorite monuments and 
museums together in the intimacy of a table for two in a dimly lit 
restaurant in their own hometown. His favorite cities were Venice, 
Paris, New York, London, and Barcelona. Oh, she loved those 
cities, when did he see them? His mother had taken him on a 
whirlwind tour when he was fifteen, the summer before she died. 
Later, he went back to revisit them as an adult on his own, or with 
friends and lovers. When did she see them? It was when she 
worked as a worldwide tour guide right out of University.   

Somewhere towards the end of the meal, they agreed with a 
kiss leaning over the table that their favorite place of all was in bed 
with each other so they skipped dessert and came back to Rah’s 
apartment to make their own dessert of a more earthy nature. To 
Rah, nothing at all had seemed amiss. 
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Nor did anything seem off during their lovemaking. Okay, it 
wasn’t what she had always dreamt of what was possible, but it was 
still glorious the way their two energies joined together in an 
abandon that left them free to delight in a virtual smorgasbord of 
delicious sensations that all the nooks and crannies of a physical 
joining could provide. And there was always the promise of more 
each time, a promise that both of them embraced with an 
unspoken consent of eager passion. 

So, what is it? What is bothering Fede? Then, it dawned on 
her that he had asked her something that had never quite gotten 
through the veil of her after-sex languor. 

“You know,” she said softly, “I never answered your question 
about what’s the furthest I’ve ever traveled. Is that what’s 
bothering you?” 

It wasn’t, but he saw that as another opening to try to get her 
to remember. “I know it’s not macho, and it shouldn’t bother me, 
but you weren’t paying attention to what’s right in front of you.” 

Her heart warmed at his apparent sincerity. “Well, I never 
meant to ignore you.” She gave him two small kisses on the 
smooth skin that covered the hard curve of his pectoral muscle. 
“How could I possibly do that?” God, she loved the smell of him. 
He’s just all man. “I was so engrossed in your juices that I lost 
focus. Forgive me?” 

He melted. How could he not? His ego loved the attention 
from a beautiful woman anyway—Rah made it even more 
appealing—and his body’s physical response spoke volumes about 
the strength of his forgiveness. But he willed himself to keep his 
eye on the goal, and the goal wasn’t sex, no matter how great it 
was with her. He wanted her to remember their past lives 
together. “Of course I forgive you. How could I not? I never 
judged you in the first place.” He caressed her hair and reposed the 
question. “So, what is the furthest you’ve ever traveled? Only time 
and space are your limits.” 
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“Hmmm. Let’s see,” she flirted. “Geographically or 
emotionally?”  

She’s going in the right direction! He feigned neutrality. 
“Good question. I meant geographically, but I’ll take emotionally.” 

She giggled. “Oh, okay, we’re playing nighttime Jeopardy. I’ll 
take emotional travel for twenty.” 

He laughed out loud; it rang strong and clear and straight 
from the belly. God he loved her. From so many lifetimes, he was 
sure of it. There is no way he could have a connection like he felt 
with her without a past history.  Can’t tell her yet, though, it’ll 
scare her away. He felt her smile against his shoulder and was 
pleased. “So? What’s your answer?” 

She searched her memories for the right answer. Not for Fede, 
she told herself, but for me. That’s what I love about him. He 
always makes me think, always encourages me to look within for 
my answers. She thought about all she had been through in the 
days before meeting Fede, all the things they had done together 
since then. Museums. Film. Dinners. Walks in charming cities 
around the Veneto.  

She thought back on all her past emotional highs and lows in 
her life… lovers she’d had along the way… the ups and downs 
with her ex-husband… her first tap dancing recital as a young 
girl… her first foreign country and the exhilaration of knowing she 
was putting her foot on unknown soil for the first time… the time 
when that horrid Johnny Lochner locked her in the utility closet 
during a grammar school recess, and when her pounding on the 
door didn’t attract anyone’s attention, she lost four fingernails in 
her desperate attempt to scratch her way out…her first improv 
show fresh out of an international school of improvisation, and all 
the fear that ran through her when she first got on stage, the lights 
blinding her to where she couldn’t see the audience… the high of 
hearing the audience’s collective laughter and applause when the 
scene went well after all… her first pair of high heels and how hurt 
she had been when her brother had laughed at her tottering walk 
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as she tried to find her balance from a new height… her past life 
regression with Marina and that totally unexpected contact with 
the entity… the times she used to get angry inside when she felt 
like she was being put in a box, and how she had learned to 
suppress that anger even if being put in a box was still her biggest 
terror—it wasn’t so strong now that she knew she was out of the 
cave so it didn’t matter whether it was metaphorical or real… her 
life long yearning to feel like she ‘belonged’ somewhere and now, 
wrapped in Fede’s arms, she felt like she was getting close.  

Meanwhile, Fede was patient as she considered the question. 
He stopped stroking her arm to give her as much space as possible. 
His instincts told him she was searching within and that pleased 
him.  He was convinced if she kept looking, she would eventually 
remember—she had to remember—how they were together in 
other lifetimes. Remember me, he willed her. I don’t remember 
the details, but I remember we were together so you have to, too. 

“Don’t take this the wrong way.” Rah’s voice was filled with 
caution. When she felt his muscles tense up again, she hurried to 
add, “Not because it’s bad, because it’s not. I just don’t want you to 
think it’s a gratuitous answer.” Even though he relaxed a bit, she 
could still feel he was charged with energy. “The furthest I’ve ever 
traveled was the voyage I took that brought me right here with 
you.” That was the closest thing to a declaration of affection either 
of them had ever expressed out loud. Her back muscles tightened 
as she waited to hear his response. 

Fede let out a long breath of release and squeezed her arm in a 
hug. Rah took it as a sign of his pleasure at her answer, which it 
was, just for different reasons than she imagined. We’re getting 
close, he thought. We’re getting close. “That’s how I feel about 
you.” He leaned over to give her a long lingering kiss. 

When they both had settled back down, Rah’s curiosity 
prompted her to ask, “Where did that question come from 
anyway?” 

His senses went back on full alert. This was another chance! 
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“I read something years ago that I liked,” he said. “It was a 
quote that I’ve used as a guidepost: No matter how far they travel, 
when a human finally wakes up out of their trance state of fear, the 
longest journey they’ll have taken is the eighteen inches from their 
minds to their hearts. Your heart is where you remember your 
truth.” Fede was convinced he had already completed that journey, 
and had no idea that he himself had traveled maybe only seven of 
those eighteen inches.  

“That’s beautiful,” she whispered. “It seems so simple, so 
obvious. And so true.” In that moment, she renewed her vow to 
dedicate all her energies to taking that pilgrimage to her heart of 
hearts. No more resistance, no more denial. Look how far she’d 
come to discover all those feeling she had for Fede. They were 
from her heart, right? She mused out loud, “It’s all about saying 
‘yes’ to your heart and ‘no’ to fear, isn’t it?” 

“Exactly.” He grabbed his opportunity. “Simple, yes. Easy, no. 
Not for the human intellect that wants to know where it is going 
before it gets there.” Listen within, Rah-nee, he willed to her. 
“Sometimes, you can’t know. You just have to remember to take 
the plunge of saying ‘yes’ and you’ll remember what you’ve always 
known, but forgot.” 

Rah felt goose bumps rising all over her. “Look!” She pointed 
to her arms. “That resonates all over!” 

Yes! She’s getting it! He grabbed her in a huge bear hug of 
exultation and they laughed together. When the wave of laughter 
died down, he looked at her with soft eyes. “Now do you see why I 
just know we have spent other lifetimes together?” He placed his 
hand over her heart. “The memories are right there.” 

Rah grew serious. Worry filled in her eyes. “But, Fede, when I 
asked in meditation if this was my first time here on earth, I felt a 
‘yes’ in my heart that was too big to ignore.” Please understand me, 
she pleaded silently. 

 He’d played his hand too soon. 
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“That’s okay.“ He held her close. “We’ll both just keep looking 
within to our hearts and we’ll remember what’s true.” What he 
meant was, you just keep looking. 

“Okay,” she agreed and then responded to the taste of his lips. 
This time, there were more than just two hearts and minds 

dancing together during their lovemaking. There were also a 
myriad of conflicting thoughts that gave a different rhythm to 
their kisses and caresses. This is my first time here. We’ve been 
together before. There was that spark of recognition when I first 
met him, though. You must remember; I do. I need to trust what I 
get in meditation, that’s where I hear my heart, right? I don’t 
remember the details, but maybe she will. Oh, yes, that feels w-o-
n d-e r-f-u-l. Come with me. Yes, yes. I’m coming. Go, go. I’m 
coming! Me, too! Y E S! 
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F E D E  G E T S  H O O K E D

“Rah-nee, it’s me Fede. Did you get my email?” His voice was 
filled with urgency. 

“Which email?” Rah perched the phone on her shoulder and 
took a sip of coffee. “You sent me two. The one about the 
concert?” 

“No, the other one.” 
“I haven’t opened it yet.” 
“Well, open it. It’s important and you need to take it into 

meditation. I think you’ll find it very interesting, I know I did. 
Someone I trust forwarded it to me. I just gave it a positive 
response. 

“Okay. It’s about three down on the list.” 
“Read it first. I’ll call you back.” 
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G R A I O N S  I N  A C T I O N

“Yes, they did.” Imradon sighed with resignation. “The 

breadth and scope of the ramifications would have been 

disastrous had the Graions gotten away with it. They have 

no idea. If Humankind were to tip all the way over to outer-

dimensional attack-conquer-and-consume mentality…” 

“It would be the eventual end to them all, Graions 

included.” Zhamhra squared his shoulders. “But, that’s not 

going to happen. Not if this mission works.” 

“We’ll deal with what is,” Imradon said. “It is built into 

the Human psyche to be able to listen within and follow 

their highest instincts.” 

“Their way of manipulating the Human psyche in this 

instance is typical Graion through and through.” Zhamhra 

shook his head. “Say they want to help, gain permission, 

and then infect those who willingly give away their power. 

What exactly did the Internet letter say?” 
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“It said they are a loving and peaceful space nation who 

want to help Humanity as the Earth goes through its 

ascension shift, but they can’t come in and help unless they 

have the express permission of enough of the Human race.” 

“That’s not technically breaking the rules.” Zhamhra 

grimaced. “But they’re preying straight on Human 

conspiracy fears and the unsettling sense of powerlessness 

Humans feel when they believe their governments are lying 

to them.” 

“But asking all Humans who read the letter to give them 

permission during their meditations, or even just take a 

moment to acknowledge their agreement when they 

finished reading it, is stretching the Agreement to the 

extreme.”  

“This is not propitious for the mission by any stretch. 

They’re still within the limits, though.” Zhamhra closed his 

eyes in concentration. “I’m getting that it all started with 

one well-intentioned Human believing he channeled the 

information for the highest good of Human existence.” 

“It did.” 

“Again, so very Graion.” 

“On that count, the Grand Inter-Dimensional Council 

can’t call them on a violation of direct physical intervention 

because they didn’t do anything except transmit a thought 

vibration to one person. All the other Races are doing the 

same, in their own ways. Still, too many have been fooled 

by the letter and have already given their permission.” 

“It spread that fast?” 

“Like a Human cancer.” Imradon looked grim. “Those 

unsuspecting Humans who did agree, opened up a direct 
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channel for the Graions to exploit them through direct mind 

manipulations. Just reading and entertaining the notion is 

enough to open up channels they can use to infect Humans, 

even those who have shown little Graion influence in the 

past.”  

“It’s that powerful?” 

“The potential is…” Imradon let the thought trail off; he 

didn’t want to feed it anymore than Humans were already 

feeding it. 

“Of course,” Zhamhra agreed. “It doesn’t help that the 

shifting of Earth’s magnetic poles is making the 

consciousness veil around it weaker. People are seeing 

more sightings of ships from the middle and outer-middle 

dimensional Races.” 

“It’s adding fuel to the fire as Humans might say.” 

Imradon tapped his finger on his armrest. “The Grand 

Council has reprimanded those Races for even being in the 

Earth atmosphere, but they’re losing their handle on the 

situation. The owners are claiming that Humans are seeing 

nothing more than holographic images of their ships.” 

“Holograms that include atmospheric disturbances that 

register on Human radar?” Zhamhra rolled his eyes. “And 

seen by Humans from different Race origins who aren’t 

evolved enough to tune into the vibration of said 

hologram? Who are they fooling?” 

“No one. Their intentions are not as devious as the 

Graions, of course.” 

“No, of course not. The middle-dimensions truly believe 

their thought transmissions to their lost emissaries are more 

powerful if they’re physically closer to Earth. No matter how 
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much the inner-dimensions try to tell them differently, they 

simply aren’t willing to recognize that thought transmissions 

are not bound by time and space.” 

“In the meantime, though, the sightings have fed right 

into the subconscious longing many Humans have for a way 

to get back to their home dimensions. They are willing to 

latch onto anything that feeds their dedication to proving 

other Races exist out in their galaxy, despite government 

claims to the contrary.” 

“So the Graions added several new levels to their 

double sided power game.” Zhamhra counted them off on 

his fingers. “They preyed on the confusion in the Grand 

Council, on Human distrust of their governments, as well as 

their subconscious longing for home.” 

“Exactly.” 

“What has the Grand Inter-Dimensional Council done 

about it?” 

“They put a stop to them on a technicality. The Graions 

had the nerve to name the Grand Inter-Dimensional Council 

in the letter saying it was the Grand Council itself that 

wouldn’t allow them to come in unless there was a large 

enough collective agreement by the Humans.” 

Zhamhra’s eyebrows shot up. “What! They called the 

Grand Inter-Dimensional Council by name?” 

Imradon nodded. “They used another name, of course, 

but the reference was clear. The Grand Council decided 

that making a specific reference to them in an Earth Internet 

letter provided too much outside information, and so was in 

direct violation of the Agreement. There is now an embargo 

on new Graion emissaries.” 
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“Way to go,” Zhamhra approved. 

“But the Graions don’t care. They think they have won 

because they have infiltrated so many social systems on 

Earth. Their confidence has made them sloppy.”  

“Sloppy can work to our favor.” 

“If it weren’t for the inner dimensional and upper-

middle dimensional Races doing their best to send their 

own Origin Vibrations, I don’t know if the Graions would 

have backed down. Anyway, the circulation of the email has 

slowed down. Humans aren’t passing it along like before.” 

Imradon emitted a wave of appreciation. “Again, we must 

give credit to the inner and upper-middle dimensional 

Races. It’s the work they are doing to help awaken their 

own emissary Souls on Earth that dissipated the effects. It 

looks like the pollution has been contained, but concrete 

de-evolution occurred in too, too many of the Humans. 

Once again, they looked outside themselves for their 

power.” 

“The letter is still out there, though.” 

Imradon nodded. “The only one who can pull it out of 

circulation is the Human who sent it. And he doesn’t have a 

clue that he can, nor that he should. He believes he is 

helping humanity.” 

An unsettling feeling washed over Zhamhra. “I need the 

check on Rah.” 

“Be careful that you don’t overstep the Agreement,” 

Imradon advised. “If you try direct manipulation of the 

situation around her, you’ll be activating the Graion in 

yourself.”	  
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“So, did you take it into meditation?” 
“Fede, it’s only been twenty minutes. I have two more emails 

for booking requests that I need to answer first.”  
Rah didn’t tell him that his call caught her playing a game of 

Bubble Explode instead of working. Why can’t I share that with 
him? One little guilty pleasure in the middle of the day. Don’t 
even know why I took that tangent, but I did and so be it. 
Anyway, thank godsgreenearth he didn’t call me on Skype where 
he would’ve seen the little white lie on my face.  

She opened up Photo Booth on her computer to see what she 
looked like.  

“Rah-nee, you have no idea how exciting this is. I mean, I 
don’t know if I believe it or not, but what if there really is some 
extra-terrestrial nation that wants permission from mankind to 
visit? Why didn’t you look at the email like I asked?” 

“I got busy.” Could he tell she wasn’t telling the whole truth? 
She snapped a photo of herself. For an actress, you’d think she’d 
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be able to lie with a straight face, but she couldn’t. Look, there was 
the proof. 

 “For sure, our governments wouldn’t tell us. The whole idea 
would scare the living pants off of them. There’s tons of 
documentation about extra-terrestrial visitors that governments 
have suppressed.” 

“Fede, calm down.” 
“I am calm. Well, no, I’m excited. Do you realize what this 

could mean?” 
“What could it mean?” She snapped another photo. Weird 

expression. 
“It would mean the government would lose its control. This 

might mean we have a chance for positive change for the future of 
our planet!” 

Rah’s eyes widened. “Fede! I didn’t know you were an 
anarchist.” She deleted the photo. No sense in keeping the uglies 
around. 

“An anarchist? Please tell me I didn’t just hear you call me 
that. It would kill me if you thought that!” 

That got Rah’s attention. “Well, you’re sounding like one. 
What do you mean we need change?” 

“We’ve talked about this. We’re killing the earth, the big shots 
in government are raking money from us right, left, up, down, and 
center. There’s too much war. You can’t tell me you don’t agree.” 

“Yes, I agree. But calling in extra-terrestrials? Isn’t that a bit 
much?” She muttered under her breath, “If they even exist.” She 
flashed on her session with Marina and scrunched her lips. Then 
again, if this really was her first time here, wouldn’t she be an 
extra-terrestrial? Hmmm, wonder if someone called her in? Her 
parents? Nah. 

“Rah-nee?” 
“Hmmm?” 
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“Read the email. It’s very convincing. Besides, what do we 
have to lose? If it’s not true, nothing. If it is true, well… Just 
promise me you’ll read it and listen to your heart.” 

“I promise.” 
“Remember, it’s time for change. We’re running out of time.” 
“Okay.” She snapped another photo. Oh, this one is actually 

good. 
“Ciao my dear.” He started to hang up the phone, but couldn’t 

resist. “Promise me.” 
“I just did.” 
“Do it again.” 
“Fede…” 
“Okay, ciao.” 
“Ciao, ciao.” 
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R E P E L L I N G  V I B R A T I O N S

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-zhaRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-

ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha…” 

Zhamhra intensified the toning of their Creation Song 

and let it cycle as a background rhythm to his telepathic 

message.  

“I am Zhamhra, your Creation Partner. Hear me. Listen 

to your Heart. Listen only to your Heart. Your Divine Soul is 

guiding you in this matter.  

Raaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiiiiiii-aaaaaaaaahmmmm-zhaaaaa.” 

He sent out a danger signal around the Graion email, 

one that had the potential to repel her from it. His signal 

rippled back towards him, muddied with Graion.  

Imradon was right. If that could happen, then this 

particular Graion vibration was truly powerful. He emitted 

an elevated wave to counteract it before it got too far back 
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up the spiral of his transmission. The Graion dissonance 

dissipated in retreat. He shook his head. No, that approach 

wasn’t working. Too messy.  

How can I protect her? He pursed his lips. I can’t, and 

I’m thinking like a Graion if I’m even posing a question of 

protection. He activated a transformative wave of Creation 

Light to flow through him and clean up the effects of the 

Graion vibration that had snaked its way all the way up to 

even him. How can I assist her? A flash of intuition followed. 

“Raaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiiiiiii-aaaaaaaaahmmmm-zhaaaaa. 

Play more of your computer game.” 
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As soon as she hung up the phone Rah did as she promised 
Fede, just not in the same order. She closed her eyes and asked, 
“For my highest good and the highest good of all, what comes 
next for me?” 

She felt an overwhelming urge to finish the game of Bubble 
Explode. For once, she didn’t argue. After all, she was winning 
when Fede called and the game was still on pause. As she pressed 
‘continue game’, she laughed at herself. If someone gave an award 
for taking procrastination to high art forms, she’d win hands 
down. 

Three game levels later, she got around to opening the email. 
It was a long one and she normally would have deleted something 
like that without reading it the whole way through. But it came 
from Fede, so she tried to read with an open mind. 

 “Dear brothers and sisters, 
We are a friendly space nation desirous of communication 

with you. You have seen our ships in your skies. You know we are 
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here, even though your governments try to deny it. If you doubt, 
look on your Internet. Many of you have posted sightings of our 
ships. 

What you don’t know is we are worried. We are worried about 
your futures. Mankind is ascending, evolving towards heights 
greater than you can imagine. But too many obstacles are 
thwarting your ascension and we want to help. Your futures are 
inherently linked to our futures. We are family in one great 
universe. 

Look at what your big businesses are doing to destroy the eco-
culture of Earth. Too many species of life are dying out. Over 
population is taking up too much land space to cultivate enough 
food supply. In your lifetimes, more of you will die of famine and 
not just the struggling nations as it has been in the past.  

Many of you have been active in trying to thwart big business 
in their greed. Most of you believe your governments only pay lip 
service to stopping them because they feed the coffers of your 
governments. You are right. This is a problem that has gotten out 
of control and it may be too late to stop it. But that doesn’t stop us 
from wanting to help…” 

The letter went on for three whole pages. She agreed with a 
lot of it. But when Rah got to the mention of an Inter-Galactic 
organization that was watching them, she shivered. What? Is it 
possible that there is an actual Inter-Galactic organization? There 
couldn’t be! That would be just too, too Star Wars. Then again, 
look at all that happened with the jewelry box, the photo, the 
emails she’d sent—or didn’t send—and she never got a reasonable 
explanation for any of it. Oh, sure, she’d contented herself with 
knowing she would understand one day. But, how much more ‘out 
there’ was this than all the other weird happenings?  

Suddenly her world felt much smaller and the universe 
stretched out to dimensions that boggled her mind. Maybe she 
should give credence to the letter as Fede suggested.  

She printed it out so she could consider it in greater depth. 
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R E S C U E

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-zhaRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-

ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha…” 

He sensed Rah centering herself in meditation. A surge 

of urgency flowed through him. This was going to be 

definitive, one way or the other. He focused all his essence 

like he’d never done before on his telepathic emission from 

his Origin Heart to Rah. 

“Raaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiiiiiii-aaaaaaaaahmmmm-zhaaaaa. 

Place your attention on your solar plexus and imagine 

there’s a flame of Creation Light with a golden glow 

surrounding it. Let this glowing sphere grow and fill your 

Origin, Divine, and Human Hearts. Imagine it flowing 

outwards to touch all of Creation. Now, let it flow down 

your spinal cord to touch the center of the Earth and feel 
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the Love that the Earth gives you in return. The air you 

breathe, the water you drink, the food you eat. Be grateful.” 

He felt her Divine Soul bridging his communication, 

guiding Rah’s thoughts as much as her Human aspect 

would allow. Good. 

“Raaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiiiiiii-aaaaaaaaahmmmm-zhaaaaa. 

Let this Creation Light of Unconditional Love flow up 

through your crown chakra on the top of your head, flowing 

upwards until it reaches the heavens and circles back 

around to surround the Earth’s sphere of Creation Love 

sentience. Feel this Love come back to you, multiplied in 

abundance. Now, radiate your flow of Creation Light to the 

far reaches of the Universe and beyond. Allow it to come 

back to you.” 

He knew Rah wasn’t getting his transmission on 

conscious levels but, for the first time, he felt her 

responding in tiny ways. Good. It enabled him to raise the 

quality of the vibration he was sending. 

“Raaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiiiiiii-aaaaaaaaahmmmm-zhaaaaa. 

You are Creation Love expressing now in a Human form. 

Listen to your Inner Guidance. This is true for all matters, 

especially the one you are facing now. Be guided by your 

Inner Light of Infinite Intelligence that knows all aspects of 

Creation, Omniscient Wisdom that knows how to manage 

all things, and Omnipotent Unconditional Love that can. 

There is nothing greater than this Creation Light. You are 

Creation Love. Listen and know this. You act for your 

highest good and the highest good of all Creation. 



G L E N N  Y O U N G E R

245	  

Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-zhaRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-

ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha…” 
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Rah sat on her bed with eyes closed and letter in hand. The 
pages felt cold and sterile to the touch, off-key somehow. Maybe it 
was because the email letter was the first thing she’d printed since 
the photo ‘incident’. She placed them on the bed in front of her. 
Something in her gut told her that this letter was of extreme 
importance, but not for the reasons Fede proposed.  

She sighed. She loved Fede; that was a no brainer even if she 
had never declared it out loud. But this letter, well, that was 
something else. She was inexplicably nervous about it. With all her 
heart, she wished he’d never passed it on to her. Still, she should 
try to read it again with an open mind. After all, Fede was so 
much wiser in spiritual matters than she was.  

Something inside of her rebelled. Maybe I can just tell him I 
read it. Oh, but that would be a big fat bold-faced lie, in a whole 
different league to little white ones. No. She squared her shoulders 
in resolution. A promise is a promise. She said she’d to take it into 
meditation and listen to her heart, so that was what she was going 
to do no matter what. 
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Her hands were clammy and felt out of place, discordant 
somehow, just like the letter. As she blew on them to dry them 
off, she thought about the various hand positions from different 
meditation techniques that she’d learned over the years. Which 
one would be best?  

She admonished herself. Rah! Just let your hands decide where 
they’re most comfortable.  

As if they had a mind of their own, they moved to rest onto 
her lap, one cupped over the other with tips of their thumbs 
touching. That was better. It felt familiar somehow. She started in 
recognition. Oh! That was the final hand position for the 
MerKaBa meditation with the spinning tetrahedron triangles. She 
hadn’t done it in ages.  

Okay, it’s time to find out about this letter. First question: 
Should I respond to it?  

The distinct non-movement told her ‘no’. 
Is it for real? A huge upsurge of energy told her ‘yes’. That was 

a surprise; she was expecting another ‘no’.  
What does it mean? What should I do? 
Her answer came as a vibration around her solar plexus. She 

tried to control it, breathe space into it, but the vibration grew 
more pronounced. Okay, maybe she should just observe it to 
understand what it meant.  

The tingling first moved to her lower body and then moved to 
fill her torso, arms, neck and head. It wasn’t unpleasant, nor was it 
pleasant, just different in its newness.  

She asked again about the letter. Should I let it go? Delete it 
from my computer? 

The expansion of ‘yes’ was enormous, so huge that it made her 
head spin in a freewheeling sense of vertigo. While concentrating 
on not falling over, she smiled. A clearer answer than that would 
be hard to beat.  

Just as the ‘yes’ was settling back down, new impressions took 
precedence. At first, she felt itching sensations all over. She didn’t 
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know it, but they were early signs of the Graion virus that had 
weaseled its way in on the edges of that expansion. She wanted to 
scratch her arms, her legs, her stomach.  

Resist it, she told herself, don’t scratch. 
It wouldn’t go away. A flare of anger surged through her, 

making it worse. Agh!  
Yogis would say relax into it, so try that.  
Wait a minute, I know what to do! Try sending Light to the 

itching like you did to the souls in the cave. Maybe the warmth of 
that Light will make it go away. She felt a stream of warmth 
pouring out of her solar plexus to soothe the itching sensations. It 
took a while, but it worked. More or less. 

Once her mind was relaxed again, other distinct pulls and 
vibrations came to her awareness.  

I need to remember something. Something about my heart.  
Yes.  
But the yes was unlike any she’d ever felt before. Expansive, 

but with a push/pull sensation added to it. She didn’t know it, but 
each in their own ways, both Zhamhra and Fede were very active 
in asking her to listen to her heart and ‘remember’. Expansion 
came from Zhamhra, contraction from Fede. 

Each time she asked what a sensation meant, the pulls became 
stronger, more succinct in nature.  

What is it? An upward surge was her answer. 
Wait, what is it? A new vibration flowed and contracted her 

stomach.  
What does that mean? Another vibration flowed out of her 

heart. 
What? There was a tightening in her chest.  
WHAT? A warm sensation from her solar plexus filled her.  
What’s it all trying to tell me? Her frustration grew to where 

she said aloud, “What am I supposed to do? I don’t get it!” 
In answer, an impulse rose up: Go get the crystal.  
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Which crystal? She flashed on the crystal pendant she’d 
bought with Marina ages ago down in Florence.  

Where was it? She hadn’t worn it since that day the jewelry 
box disappeared. The image of her dresser popped into her mind.  

She got up and, sure enough, it was right where she’d 
envisioned. A little dusty, though. After wiping it off on the front 
of her shirt, she clasped it around her neck. No, that wasn’t right, 
it was too short. She rummaged for a longer chain and found one. 
Ah, that’s better. Now it hung down right at her solar plexus. 
Considering she didn’t ‘believe’ in crystals, she wasn’t sure why it 
was better, but it felt right and, so, what the heck.  

She returned to her meditation, sitting quietly on her bed with 
her hands cupped and thumbs touching, doing the breathing she 
had been taught to do for the MerKaBa meditation. When she felt 
centered, she proceeded with the meditation she’d been 
concentrating on ever since she made the vow to make the 
journey.   

“Take me to my heart. I release anything that impedes my 
ability to discern what’s in my heart.” The crystal hanging on her 
neck felt heavier than before, but she continued with her 
meditation anyway. “I ask for transformation into illumination.” 

The crystal soon became charged with her energy, and she felt 
the difference in that it was almost... could it be?... yes, the crystal 
was vibrating. She marveled at that, feeling the new sensations it 
created in her body.  

Another urge from deep within her rose up and she 
instinctively followed its directions. 

 Imagine your heart is a spinning torus.  
Where did that thought come from? What’s a torus? An 

image of a spinning donut came to mind.  
Place yourself on the upper edge of the torus.  
Okay, done.  
Allow it to spiral you into your heart.  
The sense of vertigo was strong, but she didn’t resist. 



G L E N N  Y O U N G E R

251	  

Now imagine the crystal is in the center of your heart. Find it.  
In her mind’s eye, she picked it up. As she looked around, she 

got the sense that her whole history was stored in that space. She 
didn’t see anything specific; it was just a feeling. 

A new guidance rose up on another expansive vibration. Use 
the crystal to find the opening.  

What opening? Oh, there was something that looked like a 
tiny, tiny peephole to her right. Is that it?  

Yes, it’s a gateway.  
To what?  
Transmit Light through the crystal to the portal.  
She held the crystal to her solar plexus and asked for Light to 

flow through it. A beam of Light spiraled towards the entrance. 
Go through the doorway.  
How? It’s so small.  
Make yourself small.  
Okay. She projected her consciousness towards it.  
Without warning, the spiraling beam of Light pulled her 

through. She gasped at the sensation of falling, falling, spiraling 
through a long funnel, spiraling, spiraling, thinner and thinner.  

She landed in a wide-open space. Visually it was dark, like a 
deep eggplant purple, but so filled with space that it gave her an 
odd sense of freedom in both her mind as well as her body. Just as 
she was getting accustomed to it, she was yanked into another 
long funnel, spiraling, spiraling, thinner and thinner, until her 
consciousness was stretched into a long thin spinning spiral. It felt 
like a metaphysical roller coaster ride and her head was going to 
explode from all the excitement.  

The jarring ring tone of her phone jerked her awareness out of 
the spiral and back into her bedroom.  

Rah resisted the ringing with all her might. She wanted to go 
back into the funnel. Frowning, she tried to refocus her attention 
on repeating the experience. Place your attention on the edge of 
the spinning torus. Ring, ring, ri-ri-ri-ring. Agh! Why is that ring 
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tone so invasive? I should change it. Ring, ring, ri-ri-ri-ring. Go 
away; leave me alone. Ring, ring, ri-ri-ri-ring. Oh, all right, 
enough already, I’m coming. 
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Zhamhra applauded the creativity that Rah’s Divine Soul 

aspect had used in prompting Rah to create the crystal 

vortex in her heart. His excitement showed in the timber of 

his toning. That vortex opened the door to a number of 

possibilities for Rah to hear her Origin Memories, as well as 

for sensing Zhamhra as a specific dynamic in her life.  

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-zhaRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-

ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha…”  

Now that the vortex had been anchored, he knew it 

needed nurturing so it would grow stronger. Once it 

finished stabilizing in her Divine Heart, it would soon lead 

her to her Origin Heart. He poured all of his attention in 

giving Rah’s Divine Soul the Unconditional Origin Vibrations 

needed to fuel the vortex, bridge the communication to 
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Rah’s ego intellect, and counteract that Graion vibration. If 

only she remembered how to specifically ask for 

transformation into illumination with a clearer focus. 

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-zhaRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-

ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha…” 

He also knew that the crystal vortex had the potential to 

create problems, especially in the earlier stages when it was 

less stable. Because Rah was still new to discerning the 

subtle difference between her Human Heart and Divine 

Heart, it would be too easy for her to misinterpret the 

feelings and sensations she experienced as a result. What 

was it going to do to her behaviors? He sighed. It was one 

more part of the Human veil that Rah would have to 

transform before waking up to her mission. She was still in 

the danger zone. 

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-zhaRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-

ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha…” 

Zhamhra thought of Sheira’s first physical form of the 

three concentric spheres she had chosen to create for her 

Human form. If Rah could see that image, it would be easier 

for her to grasp and remember that all True memories and 

all transformative vibrations come through her Origin Heart. 

This might help her to remember that her ego could be 

used to magnify those vibrations instead of the dense 

Graion attack-conquer-and-consume emotions of anger, 

fear, and jealousy.  

He tried transmitting the mental picture of the three 

Heart and Soul spheres. First the Origin Heart and Soul, 
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surrounded by the Divine Heart and Soul, and then the 

Human Heart and Soul spheres.  

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha…” 

Yes! 

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha…” 

She feels it! 

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha…” 

Come on, you can do it! 

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha…” 

Almost! Keep going…. You’re almost all the way here. 

 “RAHN-NEE-I-AHMM-ZHAMHRA-NEE-I-AHMM-

ZHAMHRAH-NEE-I-AHMM-ZHARAHN-NEE-I-AHM-

ZHAMHRAH-NEE-I-AHMM-ZHAMHRAH-NEE-I-AHMM-

ZHA…” 

Noooooooo….. Her consciousness was diverted. 

Zhamhra tuned in to read all the levels of Rah’s state of 

Being. A contraction flickered through him.  

What is it?  

His stomach knotted. 

No! The Graions got a hook into her through that email. 

It wasn’t much, but it was still there. She has to address it 
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directly or their aggressiveness will be like a weed growing 

wild. 

What other aspects of Rah was it going to attack? He 

tuned in and felt a new strain of anger had already been 

activated. 

Adding a new note of transformation into the 

harmonics, he toned, “Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zhaRahn-nee-i-ahmm-

ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha…” 
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Rah blinked in rapid succession. What time was it? The light 
coming through her window was all wrong. The clock on the 
bedside table told her that two hours had passed. Wow, what just 
happened? It had something to do with the crystal. Where was 
that stupid telephone? 

“Hello?” 
“Rah-nee? It’s me, Fede. Are you all right? Your voice is 

funny.” 
“No, I’m fine.” She stretched. “I just came out of meditation.” 
“So, what do you think?” 
“It’s too soon to tell. It was an amazing meditation.” 
“Do you think the letter is for real?” 
“Which letter?” 
He chuckled. “Man, that was a deep meditation, wasn’t it? 

The letter from the space nation. Do you think it’s for real?” 
“Umm. Oh, the letter! I got a ‘yes’, it’s real.” 
“So, did you give them permission to come in?” 
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“No.” 
“No? Why? What harm can it do?” 
“It just didn’t feel right. You told me to listen to my heart. I 

asked, and I got a no.” 
“Why don’t you go back and ask again?” 
“Fede, come on. Let it go. It probably doesn’t count for much 

anyway.” 
“You never know.” 
“No, you don’t. Still, a no is a no, and so I didn’t.” 
He wasn’t happy, but he accepted it. He had more important 

issues on the table. “Did you start remembering anything?” 
“Oh, let me tell you about it! No, wait a minute, there’s 

someone at the door. Hang on, Fede, I’ll get rid of whoever it is 
and we can talk, okay?” 

“Okay.” 
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V I S I T O R S

Rah picked up the speakerphone beside her front door. “Who 
is it?” 

“Rah, it’s me Katarina.” 
“Oh, Katarina, I wasn’t expecting you, what a surprise. I’ll 

buzz you in.” Rah let out a startled, “AGH!” when she opened the 
door and saw Katarina with an unknown man already standing 
there.  

“Agh!” They jumped back in unison.  
“Ohmygod!” Rah laughed. “You scared the living daylights out 

of me!” 
“Rah-nee! Are you okay? Rah!” Fede’s voice coming from 

Rah’s cell phone was too muffled for Rah to hear. 
“I’m so sorry,” Katarina said. “The front door was open. I tried 

calling, but there wasn’t an answer.” She looked at the man with a 
look of complicity. “We were going to leave a note, but I thought 
we’d try ringing the doorbell first. Are you busy?”  
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Rah’s eyes swept him for details. He was in his early to mid 
thirties, sandy brown hair, hazel green eyes and wearing black 
dress slacks, a white shirt, and nice shoes. I don’t know him, but 
they make a handsome couple. Maybe he’s a new boyfriend. I’ve 
never seen her so nervous. 

“No,” Rah said, “I was just finishing a meditation.” 
“We’re disturbing you. We can come back.” 
“No, come on in.” Rah moved to one side and opened the 

door wider. Katarina gave her a hug and stepped inside. 
“Where are my manners?” Katarina smoothed her hair. “Rah, 

this is my friend Ricardo Giardin. Ric this is Rah.” 
“Nice to meet you.” 
He reached out to shake her hand. “Nice to meet you, too. 

Katarina has told me a lot about you.” His voice was deep and 
resonant. 

“Can I offer you a coffee?”  
“That would be nice,” he said.  
“Katarina?” Rah placed the phone on the kitchen counter and 

filled the coffee maker with water. She’d forgotten all about Fede 
on the line. 

“Yes, that would be lovely.” 
“Why don’t you put your jackets back on the bed? Ric, please 

make yourself at home.” 
“Thanks.” Ric’s eyes swept the small apartment with 

appreciation. “I like your space. Katarina said you were unique, so 
it makes sense your place would be, too. I see you’ve traveled a 
lot.” Ric stopped to inspect the two masks from Bali. The one 
designed to protect the household with a ferocious growl painted 
on in frozen animation was the first to catch his attention. When 
he moved on to the one that honored spiritual enlightenment, he 
smiled.  

“You like masks?” Rah spooned in the coffee grinds. 
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“A lot. I studied them at University. In fact, I did my graduate 
thesis on indigenous masks and the role they played throughout 
history in man’s search for meaning.” 

As Katarina came back into the room, Rah shot her a look 
that said, “Impressive.” She smiled at Ric. “Really? What did you 
study? Philosophy?” 

“No, psychology.” 
“Oh, you’re a psychologist? So, how long have you and 

Katarina been seeing each other?” Rah placed the cups on the 
table. 

Katarina and Ric looked at each other in surprise. Katarina 
laughed. “No, we’re not a couple. We’re colleagues, actually. Ric is 
the friend I told you about at dinner. Remember? He does great 
work in the realm of psychological spiritual healing.” 

A flare of anger shot up through Rah, erasing any afterglow 
from her meditation. Yes, I remember that dinner. How dare she? 
I told her I didn’t want to see a psychologist. And now she’s just 
bringing him here unannounced? Rah turned her back to them to 
compose herself. “No,” she lied in an even tone, “which friend 
would that be?”  

Katarina stuttered, “The-the one I told you about at dinner. 
You remember.” 

“No, sorry, I don’t. Remind me.” Rah gave Ric a polite smile 
and opened the refrigerator door. “Do you take milk with your 
coffee?” 

“No, black is fine.” 
“Okay.” Rah gave Katarina the same polite social smile. “Now, 

what were you saying?” 
The tension between the two friends was palpable as Katarina 

struggled to figure out how she was going to cover her gaffe and 
still get Rah to become Ric’s patient. Rah felt a perverse pleasure 
in watching her friend squirm. Serves her right. 

Ric broke the ice. “When I was in Bali, they told me their 
secret to spiritual enlightenment. Know what it is?” 
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Katarina jumped at his lifeline. “Why don’t you tell us, Ric?” 
He smiled and looked at the two women. Rah maintained her 

hostess mask with the polite social smile. Katarina patted her 
chignon and waited with an expectant look on her face. The 
silence lengthened. 

“So, what is it?” Katarina blurted out. 
Ric raised his hands to the sides of his face and his smile 

deepened into a grin. “That’s it. Smile. That’s the Balinese road to 
spiritual enlightenment. Why don’t you two try it?” 

Rah took the coffee off the stove and brought it to the table, 
still wearing the same tight smile. “I do believe that’s what I am 
already endeavoring to do.” She poured the coffee into their cups. 
“Do you take sugar, Ric? I know my good friend Katarina doesn’t. 
She likes it bitter. “ 
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“Knock, knock.” Fede stood in the doorway.  
“Fede!” Rah’s eyes held a distinct look of relief. 
“You left both doors open. Am I interrupting?” 
“No, of course not! How—” 
“I was in the neighborhood.” Fede gave the appearance of 

sauntering into the room, but his body was tense with suspicion. 
“You left me hanging on the phone.” 

“Oh, I am so sorry! I did!” She rushed over to greet him with 
standard social protocol of a quick kiss on each cheek. “We’re just 
having coffee. Fede, I don’t think you’ve met my fr—” She choked 
on the word ‘friend’. “Katarina. And this is her friend, Ric.” 

Fede’s territorial instincts as a man were set on full power as 
he reached out to greet Ric. Both of the men’s handshakes were 
firm, and each refused to let the other have the stronger one. Ric 
gave in first, but not before making his point. Fede put his hand in 
his pocket to resist rubbing it. 
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 Once the niceties of social greetings were completed, Ric said, 
“We’ve taken enough of your time without fore-notice.” He 
smiled at Rah. “Would you like to have a coffee some time at your 
convenience? I’d enjoy hearing your insights on masks, especially 
those from the Amazon. I don’t know much about that culture.” 

Fede jumped in and established territorial rights between the 
two men by putting his arm around Rah’s shoulders. “No way. 
She’s got a man in her life.” He glared at Ric, daring him to make 
a move. 

“Hey, man, no harm intended.” Ric laughed and held his 
hands up in surrender. “It’s just for research purposes.” 

Rah felt another flare of anger. How dare he? Fede doesn’t 
own me. “Of course I have a man in my life.” She gave Fede a 
sideways hug and looked at Ric. “I’d be more than happy to share 
what I know with you. It’s not much.” There, that’ll show Fede 
that I’m my own woman. 

“I’ll go get our jackets,” Katarina said in a rush, more than 
ready to get out of that awful nightmare. How could it have gone 
so wrong? 

“What would be a good time for you?” Ric picked up his cup 
to put it in the sink.  

“I’ll take that.” Fede reached out to take it from Ric’s hands, 
but Ric held on and wouldn’t let go. Fede pulled it away with 
enough force that the cup clattered and flew off its tiny saucer. 
Catching it in mid air, Fede shot Ric a look filled with disdain and 
a glint of triumph. 

“I can’t really say. I have a lot going on right now,” Rah 
hedged. There was no way she was going to have coffee with Ric. 
That would feed right into Katarina’s diabolical plan to 
psychoanalyze her spiritual world. But social convention dictated 
for her to be nice. “Why don’t you write down your number and 
I’ll call you?” 
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Ric’s eyes darted towards Fede as he pulled out his phone. 
“Give me your number and I’ll call you so you’ll have it in your 
phone.” 

“Just write it down for me.” Rah ducked him with another lie 
as she handed him a slip of paper and a pen. “I’m not so good with 
technology and I haven’t figured out how my phone really works.” 

“Okay.” He wrote his number down on the paper and handed 
it to her. “Can you read my writing?” 

“Sure.” She put it on the table. “I’ll get back to you when I 
can.” 

Meanwhile, Katarina saw the Graion email sitting on Rah’s 
bed when she picked up their jackets. What’s this? Her eyes 
widened in shock as she scanned it. No! This was worse than she’d 
thought. With a furtive glance towards the living area, she stuck 
the paper in her jacket pocket and hurried back to the others. “Are 
we ready to go?” 

After goodbyes were said, Fede turned to Rah with anger 
smoldering on his face. “I can’t believe you just made a date with 
that guy, right in front of me.” 

Rah spoke in even tones. “First of all, we never said anything 
about being exclusive. And even if we had, I am not your 
property.” When Fede tried to protest, she cut him off by raising 
her voice a tone. “Second of all, it wasn’t a date. There is no way 
I’m meeting with him. C’mon Fede, give me a break.” Her hand 
popped the side of her head. “I don’t know anything about 
technology? How lame was that? I was brushing him off, you 
should have seen right through it.” 

Fede had the good graces to look contrite as he reached out to 
give her a hug. “You’re right. I’m lame.” He looked at her with 
curiosity and suppressed smile. “I’ve never heard you lie, before. 
Didn’t know you were capable.” 

She deviated by saying, “Don’t be silly, I didn’t call you lame. 
My excuse to him was lame.”  
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He squeezed her in a hug; all was forgiven on his part. “Hey, 
I’m ready for that coffee now. And you never told me about your 
meditation.” 

Neither of them discussed the unspoken question hanging in 
the air about territorial rights and exclusivity.
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D R E A M  C O N N E C T I O N S

Both Zhamhra and Imradon were silent with their 

thoughts, divining the complexities of the situation they 

were all facing. The solution was so simple if all would 

choose the vibration of their Divine or Origin Hearts. 

Imradon was the first to speak. “What are your updates 

on Rah?” 

“There’s progress,” Zhamhra said. “Not as much as I’d 

like, but I’m feeling things shifting. My non-stop chanting 

has to show accelerated effects sooner or later. She might 

be getting close to letting me appear to her as a hologram 

and not panic when I do.” 

“That is progress.” Imradon’s eyes shone with pleasure. 

“In general, only the more evolved Humans can see our 

holograms. And, of course, the children. What signs tell you 

she is getting close?”  
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“She’s open enough that I’ve gotten as far as the room 

she’s in. She senses me and then diverts her attention. 

She’s still afraid.” 

“And Fede?” 

Zhamhra grimaced. “Their entanglement is getting 

stronger than ever. Rah is making some personal progress 

while Fede is still struggling with his ego-intellect that wants 

to be in control. There’s still a whole lot of projection going 

on.” Zhamhra pursed his lips. “She needs to move through 

her Human Heart and into her deeper Hearts if we’re ever 

going to complete this mission. I’m hoping I can get 

through to Rah on one of her orgasms.” 

A droll smile played on the corners of Imradon’s mouth. 

“I am sure you are looking forward to that.” 

“Oh, immensely.” Zhamhra’s voice dripped with irony 

before changing to a more serious tone. “I’ve been sending 

her the thought transmission of the tantric Egyptian ankh 

sexual technique that one of the inner-dimensional Races 

once used to get their emissary Souls out to the other side 

of the reincarnation grid. I felt her Divine Soul pick up my 

transmission enough to know the seed is planted in Rah’s 

Human mind. Let’s see what she does with it.” 

“That just might be effective. How about her dreams?” 

Imradon inquired. “Have you gotten through yet?” 

“Yes and no.”  

“What happened?” 

“It’s easier to show you,” Zhamhra said. “I wanted to 

tap into Rah’s love of color and remind her of her earlier 

lessons here. I got in all the way, but with limited success as 

you’ll see.” 
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A hologram of an elementary school room appeared. It 

was similar to rooms in the Academy during the early days 

of Rah’s lessons on the Origin Dimension. The walls were 

transparent to show open fields of flowers and majestic 

mountains in the far distance. 

A young Rah from her early Earth days was happily 

creating a finger painting with a school chum. The boy had 

dark hair like Rah, but was different in that he radiated a 

glowing purple Origin Light around his form. 

 “Nice choice of form for the boy,” Imradon approved. 

“Thanks, but look what happens next.”  

The boy wiped his hands on a towel and began painting 

without paints in the air in front of him. 

“Look.” He tapped her shoulder and went back to his 

air painting. “No paints.” 

Young Rah clapped her hands in delight at his designs 

of trees and forests. “Me too!” She began waving her 

fingers in front of her like she had seen the boy do. When 

nothing happened, her face broke into a stubborn frown of 

concentration. She stabbed at the air in front of her with 

more aggression, but still to no affect. 

“Here,” the boy said, “I’ll show you.” 

He taught her how to paint with her mind in the space 

in front of her. Soon, the air around her was filled with 

flowers and butterflies and dancing fairies. She was thrilled 

with the results, especially when he taught her how to 

project a hologram that turned her drawings into three-

dimensional animation.  

She twirled around looking at her creations with pure 

delight. 
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“See? You don’t need these.” The boy waved his hand 

and her finger paints disappeared. 

Rah’s whole body quivered in outrage. “They’re mine!” 

She stamped her foot in a childish tantrum. “And you took 

them! Give them back!”  

“Don’t worry.” The boy tried to soothe her with a hug. 

“You can bring them back whenever you want. Look!” 

She was too busy crying to pay him any attention. 

With a sigh, he nodded to where the finger paints once 

were and they magically reappeared. “Look.” He planted 

his hands on her shoulders and turned her towards the 

paints. “Here they are.” 

She quieted back down and fondly welcomed the paints 

back into her treasure trove of belongings. Picking the blue 

one, she painted clear skies onto the page in front of her. 

 She didn’t hear the boy when he said, “Now you know 

how to do it yourself.” He repeated it a few times even 

louder and tried to shake her shoulders to get her attention, 

but, for her, the boy no longer existed. 

 “See?” Zhamhra ran his hand through his hair in 

frustration. “I got through and even got the information in, 

but then she shut down.” 

“Still, you planted the seed.” 

“Yes, I planted the seed, but…” Zhamhra let the 

sentence drop off. He didn’t have to say the Graion 

infection was still active in her; this time, in the form of 

impatience, jealousy, and aggression. 

Imradon knew he wanted to do more than just plant 

seeds. Zhamhra wanted to sing their Creation Song 

together and complete the mission both he and Rah had 
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been chosen by the WayMakers Council to do while there 

was still enough linear Earth time in which to do it.  

Imradon felt Zhamhra’s strength and knew the 

connection he had with Rah was just as strong as when the 

two were in Academy together. If any two WayMakers 

could successfully complete a mission of this magnitude, it 

was Zhamhra and Rah.  

Imradon stood up and put his hand on Zhamhra’s 

shoulder. “The Board made the right decision in choosing 

you two. You have your history together. You understand 

what she’s going through because you’ve been there. And, 

you’ll have Rah’s fire and water creativity once she 

awakens.” 

“Once she wakes up is the operative phrase here.” 

“Keep going. You’ll find the way.” 

“Somehow. Some way,” Zhamhra said. Then, thinking of 

Rah, he added, “You will remember.” 
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“Rah, I can’t thank you enough.” Marina stood up and gave 
her a hug. “What can I do to repay you? Clean your house?”  

Rah laughed and rolled her eyes. “If I only had enough guts to 
say yes.” 

Marina took stock of Rah’s tiny apartment and wrinkled her 
nose. Not a single thing was out of place. “Okay, that was kind of 
an empty offer. Seriously, girl, you are on fire. Once again, your 
intuition was right on the money.” She started to take a bite of her 
sandwich and stopped. “You know, ever since that meditation 
when you created the crystal vortex in your heart, everything 
changed. Your intuition, your abilities. I’ve never seen you so free.” 

“I know. It’s amazing isn’t it?” Rah reached down and 
wrapped her hand around the crystal pendant.  

“I told you it was special when we saw it down in Florence.” 
“Yes, you did.” Rah smiled. “Who would’ve thought?” 
“Who would’ve thought I’d be coming to you for spiritual 

guidance? Talk about the tables being turned.” 
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Rah dismissed it with a wave. “The one thing I do know is 
spiritual growth isn’t linear. We all need to help each other in the 
best way we can.” 

“I give you kudos. This is a good sandwich, by the way. ” 
“It’s the prosciutto that gets the credit. I got it from that new 

market in town.” 
“No, kudos on how you handled Katarina. I know there’s no 

love lost between us, but she did have your best interests in mind, 
even if she was controlling on how she went about it.” 

Rah sighed. Her friendship with Katarina had never 
recuperated from that one incident. “I’m trying, but I still don’t 
trust her. I hate to admit that.” 

“Just keep tailoring your speech to your audience like you’ve 
been doing. She’s softened.” 

“Some.” Rah nibbled at a potato chip. 
“As long as you keep talking about Unconditional Divine 

Love—” 
“Unconditional being the operative word in that phrase 

because it stops her in her tracks.” 
Marina nodded with a smile. “And make no mention of 

crystals, vortexes, entities—” She counted them off on her fingers. 
In complicity, Rah also counted off on her fingers, “Divine 

Souls, vibrations, intuition—” 
“And whatever you do, do not—and I repeat do not—ever, 

ever mention the fact that you believe in the transformative 
alchemy of Divine Light.” 

Rah snorted out a burst of laughter. “Oh, oh, oh, that would 
send her over the edge, right out into the twilight zone.” 

“Yes, it would.” Marina laughed thinking about how Katarina 
would handle that piece of information. “Speaking of keeping 
things from the general public, have you talked to Fede about his 
Blog entries?”  
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Rah rubbed her scalp and then fluffed her bangs back into 
place. “No, I haven’t. He hasn’t mentioned me by name, so I still 
have my anonymity.” 

“Honey, if you don’t like it, you need to tell him.” 
“I know, but he’s just so excited by everything, I hate to burst 

his bubble.” 
“Have you taken it into meditation? Asked what’s the best way 

to handle it?” 
“Yeeeees, I have.” Rah rolled her head to stretch out the 

tension in her neck. “I might be accurate when I ask about others, 
but when it comes to my own stuff…” She held up a potato chip 
and crumbled it on her plate. “It comes in bits and pieces. I can’t 
ever seem to get a whole picture about what’s best. Especially 
when it comes to Fede. I just can’t bring it into my heart to stand 
up against him.” Her eyes twinkled and her lips pouted. “He’s just 
so cuuuuuute.” 

“Well, pay attention to your fire. The other side of all your 
growth is it runs hotter than ever.” 

Rah raised her eyebrows in a provocative expression. “I’ll just 
keep channeling it in the bedroom. It works.” 

“Girl, you are a piece of work.” Marina grinned and wagged 
her finger. “But you’re going to have to face it sooner or later or 
it’ll come back to bite you. Big time.” 
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Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah…” 

Zhamhra was chanting and doing yoga poses at the 

same time when Imradon’s white sphere appeared in front 

of him.  

“What are you doing?” 

“I-am-dooooing-yooooga-in-sync-with-Rahn-nee-i-

ahmm-zha. I-thiiiiink-it-is-wooooorking…” 
“I’ll leave you to your work.” 

～～～

Zhamhra was painting a watercolor filled with 

swirling colors while chanting, “Rah-nee-i-ahmmm-

Zhamh-ra…” A purple sphere and spinning tetrahedron 

began to appear in the middle of the page. 

Imradon appeared behind him. “A picture?” 

“I-am-paaiiinting-aloong-wiiiith-Rahn-nee-i-ahmmm-

zhaaa. I-am-hooooping- she-maaaakes- the-connection-  

toooo- her- MerKaBaaaaaaa…” 
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“I’ll leave you to your work.” 

～～～

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-

i-ahmm-zhammm…”  

Zhamhra had a picnic laid out in the middle of the Great 

Hall. He was sitting on a blanket and chanting 

when Imradon’s white sphere surrounded by the golden 

aura floated up from inside the picnic basket. 

“What is this?” 

“I-aam-at-the-piicniic with-Rahn-nee-and-Feeeedeeee. I-

doooon’t-knooooow-if-it’s-gooooing-tooooo-wooooooork-

buuuut-I’m-tryyyyyying-aaanywaaaaaaay….” 

“I’ll leave you to your work.” 
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“Wow, how gorgeous is this?” Rah exulted over the beauty of a 
rolling green valley and thousands of yellow sunflowers growing 
wild in abundance under a bright blue sky. She held out her arms 
as if to embrace the entire scene, laughed, and turned to wrap her 
arms around Fede. “I’ll hug you instead. This is sooooo fantastic. I 
love the mountains, and the area around Asiago is my favorite. 
Thank you! You do listen.” 

Fede returned her hug with equal exuberance. “You needed 
the break. It’s been a busy couple of months for you, and it seems 
that Tro and Seppe are turning you into the star of the show.” 

“What’s wrong with that? Even if they aren’t really. They just 
like playing off my ideas. And the dynamic has changed now that 
Gianni is coming to every show with his own equipment. Not 
every venue we work is equipped to the nines like LimeLights,” 
she teased. 

“He wouldn’t have had to invest in equipment if you’d 
accepted my offer.” 
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“Didn’t your Dad tell you to not put all your eggs in one 
basket?” 

“Yeah, but I never see you. Not like before.” 
“Sure, but when you do…” Rah ran her fingers along his 

collarbone. “It’s good, right?” 
Fede grinned. “You know it is. Still. Sometimes the closest I 

feel to you is when I blog about your spiritual breakthroughs.” 
When he felt Rah tense up, he grabbed her hand and picked up 
the picnic basket. “C’mon. I found the perfect spot. It’s right down 
here. I scouted it out last week while you were on the road.” 

Rah was equally entranced with his private spot underneath 
the shade of some evergreen trees. With some woods to their 
backs and the panorama of open fields dotted with sunflowers in 
front of them, Rah felt her heart expand with pleasure at the 
beauty.  

“You’re right, it’s perfect.” She danced like a little girl twirling 
in circles as he laid out the tablecloth. “I love it!” She stopped and 
ran to him, throwing her arms around him. “I love you!” 

 “Me, too!” He picked her up and twirled her around. The day 
was going exactly as planned. 

He picked her a bouquet of flowers. They drank cold 
Prosecco, and picnicked on specialty breads with local cheese, 
prosciutto, fruit and honey. There was something so intimately 
familiar about it to Rah—you’ve done this before, she thought—
that she was ripe for opening up her memory banks. That could 
have been the perfect moment for Fede to realize his dream of her 
remembering how and when their lives had crossed before. It 
could have been a major breakthrough for them both.  

But it didn’t happen. 
Fede was so focused on his goal of getting an exclusive 

commitment from RahTroSeppe that he blew his opportunity.  
“So, what do you say, Rah-nee?” Fede’s flirtatious smile was 

designed to build off of a particularly heated kiss in the sunshine. 
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“Wouldn’t it be good for everyone if RahTroSeppe made 
LimeLights their exclusive venue?” 

“Oh, Fede.” Rah sighed. Not again. “You know that it’s Tro 
and Seppe you have to convince. I’m only one-third of the trio.” 

“Rah-nee.” Fede kissed her neck. “If you loved me, you would 
have already convinced them.”  

“We already perform at LimeLights more than any other 
theater, bar, or stage.” She sat up and refilled their wine glasses. 

“It’s not enough.” He stuck his chin out and reluctantly 
accepted the glass from her. 

“Well, it’s got to be enough because it is the way it is.” She 
took a sip of wine to cool down her flare of anger.  

“You say you love me, but—” 
“Dammit, Fede!” She slammed the wine glass onto the 

blanket. “You’re starting to sound like a looped recording. Let it 
go!” 

“You know how much I love you, Rah-nee.” He made a show 
of soothing her by wiping the spilt wine off her hand, 
backpedalling all the while in an effort to make it look like she was 
the one being unreasonable. “So don’t get upset if I just want to 
spend as much time as possible with you.” He raised her hand up 
to his lips for a long soft kiss. “Let’s just spend this beautiful day 
together, and we don’t have to think about anything else. No more 
dissension, okay?” When she relented, he murmured, “That’s my 
girl.” 
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45 
J U S T  S A Y I N ’

Zhamhra stood up and stretched. Even though he was 

pleased with the progress he was making with both Rah and 

the WayMaker emissaries, he needed a break. Did he feel 

like teleporting himself over to the Academy to drop in on 

Imradon?  

Just then, a new vibration rocked into the Great Hall. He 

fell back down in his chair with a plunk. 
“Yowza bowza, I did it! Yoo hoo!” 

He looked around in surprise, but the Great Hall was 

empty. 

“Wait, I’m coming! Almost there...” A strapping girl with 

rosy cheeks, big round blue eyes encircled with purple 

eyeliner, and pitch black hair with purple and orange stripes 

pulled up into several bouncy ponytails wavered into view. 

“Hold on, let me finish pulling in the details.” Next came a 

tall robust female Human form draped in a flowing purple 
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and red dress atop stacked heel boots. “Taa Daaa! Eccomi 

qui!” She threw her arms out and curtsied, almost falling 

over. She giggled. “Ooops! Shoulda’ waited ’til I was 

finished teleporting in.” 

Zhamhra bit back a smile and raised his eyebrows in 

mock surprise. “Tanyiara.” 

“In the flesh! Okay, not so much flesh, but... In the 

hologram! Let me try that curtsy thing again.” She did with 

a little more success. “Shoulda’ gone with flat ballerinas. Oh 

well. Hi.” She waved at Zhamhra. “You said I could come 

on my own whenever I could. It’s okay, isn’t it?”  

Zhamhra laughed. “Yes, it’s okay.” 

“I dressed for the occasion, you like?” She twirled 

around, swinging her skirts. “Sir Imradon told me that 

purple was your signature color.” 

“You look... very... what would you call that look on 

Earth?” 

“Tanyiara goes exotic?” 

“You look very exotic.” He thought of Sheira and what 

happened to her when she materialized right when he’d 

been transmitting a vibration that elevated emotions of all 

kinds. “Next time, though, you might want to call ahead.”  

“Call ahead, schmall ahead, are you kidding me? Your 

non-wall vibe makes it impossible to get in if my vibe’s not 

in line. OH!” Her hand flew to cover her mouth. “You were 

telling me to be more formal, weren’t you?” 

“It’s more for your own good than for the sake of 

formality.” 

“Then, yessir, I will.” She winced. “I’m sorry.” 
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“No need to be sorry. We’re talking about next time, 

not this time.” 

Her face lit up. “There’ll be a next time?” 

“That depends on you. At any rate, if I recall correctly, I 

promised you a tour and your favorite beverage.“ 

“Yay! Thank you, thank you, thank you!” 

He held out his arm to guide her. “I have to compliment 

you. You’ve done well in your studies if you made it here.” 

“That’s all I’ve been concentrating on in my free space.” 

“Well, that deserves a treat. You wanted a coca-cola if 

my memory serves me?” 

Tanyiara threw her head back and burst out laughing. 

“Hah! Hah! Hah! Hah! That’s a good one! If your memory 

serves you!” 

“Where would you like to sit?” Zhamhra asked. 

“My choice? Really?” 

“Sure. Why not?” 

“Then I choose…” Tanyiara pointed to the pool of 

water in the middle of an atrium. “There. Okay?” At 

Zhamhra’s nod, she pulled off her boots and skipped over 

to the edge of the pool. “Feet in?” 

“Sure.” 

“You’re beyond the best!” 

“So,” Zhamhra said when the two were seated with their 
feet dangling in the water. “Two sets of feet wet. Bubbly 

soda. A strong entrance. Does this complete your agenda?” 

“Almost.” She reached into her bag and pulled out a 

bouquet of flowers. “I made these for you.” 

“Thank you. They’re unlike any flowers I’ve ever 

seen.” 
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“Yeah, they are kind of funky, aren’t they?” She wrinkled 

her nose and took a long swig of her coca cola. “Okay, I 

know stripes, spirals, and polka dots on the same petal was 

way over the top, but I wanted to try to create something 

different and my teacher said I could, so why not? Plus, I 

wanted to bring you somethin’ I created.” 

“It’s a good thing you gave them extra large petals.” 

“I’m an extra large kinda’ girl.” She tilted her head to 

study the flowers. “And maybe the color combinations are a 

little weird, too. I mean, hot pink and fiery blue mixed with 

light coral.” Her eyes darted towards the window on the 

other side of the atrium. “Oh look! The volcano is exploding 

again!” 

Zhamhra turned to admire the fiery brilliance of Earth in 

her early days. “Fabulous, isn’t it?” 

“I chose to sit here because it matches my ‘Tanyiara’s 

exotic look of the day’.” She struck an exaggerated exotic 

pose. “The volcano is an added bonus.” 

Was she fishing for a compliment? 

“No,” Tanyiara said reading his thoughts. “Just telling it 

like it is.” 

His eyebrows raised in surprise. “Very good! You’ve 

been studying thought vibrations. What level are you now?” 

“I jumped to level four.” She blushed. “Not bragging, 

just—” 

“Telling it like it is.”  

“You got it!” She grinned. 

He considered the long earrings that sent out tiny bursts 

of light. “Yes, you do match the volcano. Any particular 

reason for this rather singular look-of-the-day?” 
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“I’m diggin’ on Earth fashion. We’re studying how it 

reflects the collective consciousness of the society, or not.” 

“So, does this particular ensemble reflect an entire 

society or a society of one?” 

She blushed again and wagged her head. “Ahhh. Oh, 

what the bingledops, you know anyway so I might as well 

say it out loud.” She took a deep breath and then shook her 

head. “Whew, it’s not easy, you know?”  

“It’s much easier if you just say it.” 

“Well, it’s all kinda’ connected.” 

“Everything is,” he agreed. 

“This in particular.” She flipped her black hair over her 

shoulder. “See, I’m slow and steady in my growth, you 

know? An’ that can seem kinda’ dull, but it’s not. Still, I 

wanna’ express other parts of me that are unique, ‘cept 

nothing is really unique, so I like to try new things, as long 

as I’m not hurting anybody, and that’s why the flowers have 

those funky odd petal shapes.” She blew a kiss to the 

flowers. “Anyway, and that’s why I like to come up with 

different outfits and stuff, just to try it, to stretch my 

boundaries, you know? You probably never did anything 

like that, but...” 

“Let me tell you about one of the flowers I created back 

at the Academy. No, better yet, let me show you.” He 

projected a hologram that rotated between them above 

Tanyiara’s flowers.  

“Oh... Mr. Zhamhra...” Tanyiara’s face was frozen in 

disbelief. 

“Well, what do you think?” 

“I-It’s the m-mo...” She held her breath. 
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“Breathe. Finish the thought.” 

“M-mo-” The rest of the thought burst out of her in 

rush, one word tumbling over the over. “Most 

cockamamied thing I’ve ever seen in my entire existence!” 

She leaned forward to scrutinize its details. “It barely looks 

like a flower, but it is. How’dya get the petals to look like 

little cogs in an Earth watch? And are there any more like 

this?” 

Zhamhra chuckled. “No, just the one. It dissolved after a 

few nanogigs. My teacher explained to me that it was a 

lesson in learning that some things are better off not being 

cross-created. Your flowers, on the other hand, are still alive 

and well so they’re a pure Creation.” 

“You’re really good with holograms, you know.” 

“You’ll get to that in your advanced studies when you 

evolve into the ability.” He let the hologram dissipate. 

“I’ve been thinking.” Tanyiara took another sip of her 

coca cola and giggled. “Do love ‘dem bubbles.” 

“Thinking can be productive.” Liking her energy, he 

chuckled again. “What have you been thinking?”  

“Well, it’s like this. You showed me Earth in a hologram 

the second time I was here, then you took me down there 

to experience it like Sir Imradon did with Sheira—she told 

me about it—and I’ve seen Rah’s apartment. Now, you 

show me a flower that no longer exists.“ 

“That was from my memory.” 

“Still, you can create a super precise and mega-clear 

hologram, even from memory. So, why can’t you project a 

hologram to Rah on her end of the flowers you two created 

together? I mean, she’s the one who has to accept it—
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consciously or unconsciously—so it’s not breaking the 

Agreement, right?” 

“I tried that. It didn’t work.” 

“What happened?” 

“I put them on her dining table. When she came out of 

her meditation, she didn’t notice them. The hologram 

dissipated when she left the room.” 

“Because her vibration wasn’t there to sustain it.” She 

held her palms upwards. “Of course.” 

“Very good. Tanyiara, you are learning your lessons 

well.” 

“So, why don’t you keep doing it until she gets the 

message?” 

“Three times a charm as they say on Earth?” 

“It’s a shame you can’t charm that third hologram and 

add a card with your name on it.” 

“Tanyiara!” 

“I know, I know, it’d be totally against the Agreement. 

I’m just sayin’, that’s all.” 

“However.” His eyes narrowed in reflection. “If she truly 

remembered my name...” 

“On her own...” 

“That would be a different story.” 

“I’m just sayin’, that’s all. It’s a way to stretch your 

boundaries. I have another idea for the use of holograms. 

Wanna’ hear it?” 

“I’m all ears.” 

“Well, you told me how you’ve been chanting almost 

non-stop Earth time, right?” 

“Right.” 
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“And so Rahn-nee-i-ahm-zha is elevating her vibration. I 

mean, that’s obvious or you wouldn’t have been able to 

send her non-noticed holographic flowers, which wasn’t 

your fault, it was a measure of Rahn-nee-i-ahm-zha. Still, it’s 

a positive measure. So, why not try sendin’ her a 

holographic memory in the midst of your non-stop toning?” 

“I do. It’s in all the transmissions I send.” 

Tanyiara studied him and tried to read what he was 

saying on deeper levels. 

 Zhamhra smiled. He liked that she was trying, so he 

opened a channel for her to perceive different depths of his 

transmissions to Rah. Her eyes widened, smiled a thank 

you, and she went back to concentrating. 

“Okay,” she said finally, “maybe I’m a babe in the wide 

open spaces here and I know I have my limits because I’m 

still pretty new.” 

“But?” 

“But...” A flicker of worry flashed across her face. “And I 

don’t want to overstep my boundaries.” 

Zhamhra’s eyes crinkled with mirth. “Just say what’s on 

your mind.” 

“Okay, here’s the but, and it’s a big one. I don’t sense 

that you’ve sent her a transmission as a distinct thought 

hologram. I mean, a complete hologram in all its details in 

pure Thought form. Okay, I didn’t say that right because all 

holograms, all of Life is Thought. But, my sense is that your 

transmissions are thought vibrations and toning of the 

Creation Song, and then you’re letting Rahn-nee-i-ahm-

zha’s Divine Soul create the image for her Human mind to 

digest.” 
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“Yes. That’s the role of the Divine Soul, to bridge 

between Infinite Creation and the Human awareness.” 

“Well, here’s my idea and it puts a little different twist 

on the matter. Why not transmit an already complete 

hologram—created by you in all of its detail—of something 

only you and Rahn-nee-i-ahm-zha know? Sure, it’d be a 

huge amount of information in one transmission, but if it’s 

something that Rahn-nee-i-ahm-zha already knows, it’d be 

difficult for her to muddy the interpretation, right?” 

Hmmm. From the mouths of newly ascended Souls. 

“You could also do the same in her dreams and 

meditations, you know? I’m just sayin’.” 
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E A R T H Q U A K E S

The real measure of where Rah and Fede stood in their 
personal ascension spirals came the night of the earthquakes.  

Earthquakes do more than shake the ground on which 
Humans walk. They also shake the very foundation of Human 
belief systems about the solidity of the world in which they live. 
Humans can pretend stability in all other areas of their lives, but 
the earth represents a rock-hard constancy of which they take for 
granted. They can moan about the weather or complain about 
crops, but they never doubt its sturdy permanence under their feet. 
When that one constant betrays their trust in its reliability by 
quaking, their make-believe game of having everything under 
control goes haywire, and the reptilian part of their nature takes 
over in one fell swoop of fight-or-flight filled fear. 

Looking at the two lovers on a superficial level, Fede’s 
personal charisma and outward confidence made it appear that he 
was still much further along than Rah. The reality, however, was 
just the opposite. 
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The first earthquake came with a rumbling that shuddered 
them out of a deep sleep and then shocked them as pictures 
crashed down from the sturdy stucco walls around them. Through 
the fog of sleepy heads, their heightened senses screamed, 
“Danger! Danger!” True to their current natures, Fede was all fast 
action, grabbing Rah who was sitting on the bed waiting to intuit 
how she should respond to the emergency. Before she could open 
her mouth in protest, he scooped her up into his arms and carried 
her to stand under the entrance doorway of her apartment.  

“I read that doorways are the safest place to be in an 
earthquake.” He held her tight against him. Once the quake was 
finished, he was reluctant to release her.  

“I think it’s over.” She took his hand as she pulled away. “Let’s 
go back to bed.” 

As Rah curled up under the covers and lay on her side, Fede 
spooned her back with his arm over her waist. They were both 
wide-awake in their own thoughts.  

On the surface, he wanted to protect her and keep her safe 
from harm. Underneath, he was hungry for the assurance that he 
wasn’t alone.  

Rah’s reflexive reaction was to reach for her crystal pendant. 
She concentrated on where she had once created the crystal vortex 
in her heart and asked within, is everything okay? Yes. The 
illumination struck her: Of course it’s okay because it’s not my 
time. Fede will be okay, too? Yes. 

A vision came to her as she drifted off into that small space 
that comes just before sleep, where human awareness isn’t limited 
by its daily reality and hasn’t yet dropped into the mystical magical 
world of dreams. The full color vision was of a massive earthquake 
with tall buildings crumbling down, crushing some people under 
falling beams and mortar, while miraculously leaving others 
untouched.  

Being detached from the mayhem gave her emotional space 
for curiosity. Why were some people killed or injured and others 
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not? Maybe it wasn’t their time? The upward vibration of a ‘yes’ 
stopped short, telling her there was something more to 
understand. What was it? Was the vision a premonition? She 
recognized the stillness of a ‘no’, but there was a subsequent niggle 
that urged her to stay with her current line of thinking and not 
respond to Fede’s urgent cuddling. She feigned sleep.  

The image of the earthquake played again in her mind, in slow 
motion this time. Why slow motion? Her mind’s eye was drawn to 
scrutinize people’s reactions. What was it about some of them that 
was different? It was like some wanted to be crushed and others 
were just too frenetic in their panic to be aware, which put 
themselves in the line of danger. An upward flush told her that her 
impression was accurate.  

The scene played once again in slower motion and her 
instincts told her to pay closer attention. She observed with no 
attachment, guided by her natural newborn curiosity. That’s when 
she discerned an invisible connection people had with something 
that seemed to be coming up from beneath the earth’s surface. 
OH! It was like the earth was holding on to some and not to 
others. Yes, that was it. But, why some and not others?  

The vision replayed itself from another angle affording her a 
new point of view. Then she understood. Those who lived in their 
hearts were calmer, more connected to the invisible energy cords 
that kept them in sync with the earth’s movements. They were left 
untouched or relatively unharmed. It was the people who weren’t 
in sync who were crushed.  

Souls rose up out of bodies lying inert on the ground and then 
mingled together in confusion before a glowing sphere of white 
Light came to guide them upwards. Her eyes followed them until 
they disappeared into the deep blue of the sky. Maybe that’s why 
she’d felt the guidance to create that crystal vortex in her heart; it 
connected her to the earth. Yes. An additional upward vibration 
urged her to discover more, but she was tired and her body was 
buzzing all over with the new information. She wrapped her hand 
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around Fede’s arm still draped over her waist, yawned, and drifted 
off to sleep. 

There were three more quakes that night. The next one 
instilled the same reactions as before, but with an elevated 
intensity. Fede’s ‘take action’ panic wanted to set up a temporary 
sleeping arrangement by the door. Rah flat out refused to move. 
Her instincts told her to stay right there where she was.  

“It’s not safe here in bed,” Fede argued. “We need to be under 
something more structurally sound.” 

“Fede,” she soothed. “It’s all going to be just fine.” 
“How can you say that? You don’t know.” 
“It’s easy. Look. The quake is already over.”  
“Sure, but you didn’t know that before it began, and there 

might be more aftershocks.” 
“Come here.” She held out her arms. When they were settled 

back in under the covers, she explained what she had divined in 
her vision after the first quake. He didn’t want to give in to her 
point of view, but Rah was firm in her conviction.  

By the third and fourth quakes, Rah was sleeping so soundly 
she never woke up. Fede, on the other had, was hyper-aware of 
both and spent the rest of the night in suspended tension waiting 
for the fifth one that never came.  

The following morning, Fede inspected the apartment with 
his coffee in hand. He didn’t say it out loud to Rah, but he 
reasoned that it didn’t really matter one way or another where they 
had passed the hours of the earthquakes since Rah’s apartment had 
remained undamaged except for a few small cracks in the ceiling. 
Maybe she was right, after all. 

That day, Fede posted on his Blog about what he had learned 
from the experience. He had taken Rah’s illumination as his own 
without fully integrating its magnitude.  

“For those of us who live in our hearts,” he wrote, “the earth 
inherently looks out for us because our energy field is connected to 
it. For those who aren’t, all bets are off. So don’t let catastrophe 
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strike you just out of sheer laziness. Connect to your heart before 
it’s too late.”  

In effect, Fede offered his growing readership illumination 
through fear in the name of love and spirituality. They, in turn, 
offered him ‘expert’ status by turning to him for their answers in 
an effort to alleviate their fears.  

In addition, many of those readers had avidly followed his 
advice when he’d posted the Graion email onto his Blog. Their 
comments and contributions to his Blog inadvertently nurtured 
their denser aspects, ones that had been exacerbated by the 
vibration of the Graion thought-virus. Without consciously 
realizing it, they were all falling prey to fear and looking outside 
themselves for their power. 
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47 
B R E A K D O W N S  A N D

B R E A K O U T S  

While in deep meditation, Rah got a vague sense of another 
place. It’s like I’m here, meditating in my bedroom, but there at 
the same time. Where is there?  

Defining it was hard. It was just there, somewhere in the vast 
universe, like she was between the molecules. Snippets of visions 
darted through her mind. They popped into a focus clearer than 
her eyes could normally discern with minute details in sharp 
precision. A field of flowers, where she was somehow intimately 
familiar with every petal and every leaf, even the ones furthest 
from her. A close up of a purple daisy, where she viewed the petals 
from below. Far off mountains with snow topped peaks that 
looked pink in the setting sun. When she recognized she was not 
just observing any one vision, but she was also immersed inside it, 
the vision disappeared in a snap, leaving her consciousness back in 
immense space.  
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It all seemed so familiar somehow. Maybe I’m here meditating 
and also somewhere else at the same time. A resounding upward 
flush of a huge, mammoth ‘yes’ boggled her mind. How cool was 
that?  

This ignited a sudden interest in the concept of being in two 
places at the same time. It superseded her past interest in learning 
how she could have been the one responsible for the jewelry box 
and photo disappearing and reappearing. In her mind, there was 
no comparison between the two. Bi-location was infinitely more 
interesting. 

“Honey, bi-location is an exciting concept and all, but is it the 
important issue?” Fede’s admonishment was gentle, but clear. “I 
don’t think so. Just think about the possibilities of being able to 
move physical objects from one place to the next. And you, you’ve 
already done that. It’s just a question of figuring out how.” 

“That information will come to me when the time is right.” 
She gave him a quick peck on the cheek as she went to check on 
the pasta. “Until then, wouldn’t it be fun if I learned how to be in 
two places at the same time? I could be home having dinner with 
you AND be doing a show down in Rome. You’d get your wish of 
me not being on the road so much.”  

In effect, the Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-zha Vibration from the 
Origin Dimension was waking her back up. And true to her 
Original nature, the human Rah was trying to run before she had 
learned to walk.  

She knew better than to say anything to Katarina about her 
new passion. Look how she’d handled the past life regression. The 
only other conversation they’d had since then, Katarina had tried, 
once again, to use logic to talk her out of her spiritual interests. 

“This is just a cry for attention from your inner child,” 
Katarina said. “Please, please, face your father issues.” 

“I don’t have any father issues left. I’ve worked through them 
all.” Rah protested, but to no avail.  
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“Do you think it’s possible that your inner child is wanting to 
be center stage because she felt neglected growing up?” 

Rah sighed. In order to get Katarina off her back, she told a 
simple lie. “Perhaps. I’ll take it into meditation.” 

She shared her fascination with Marina, instead. Although 
interested in the concept, Marina was too involved in her own 
business to have much active interest in Rah’s new focus.  

“I don’t have time to meet with you Rah, I’m sorry,” Marina 
said on the phone one day. “I’ve got more clients than ever asking 
for past life regressions. I’m telling you, Fede sure does have a 
readership on his Blog. That’s where most of them come from.” 

“I’m happy for you. What about lunch? Or dinner?” 
“Let me check my calendar. Not this week, I’m packed.” 
“Next week?” 
“I’m setting up new short courses for the Spiritual Cultural 

Association and have to meet with all the teachers in the next few 
weeks. Sorry. I just don’t see an opening for a while. It’s crazy 
busy.” 

“Not even coffee?” 
“I wish. I’ll be out of the city for the duration. I’ll tell you 

what. I’ll loan you a book I have on bi-location that I think you’ll 
like. I’ll ask someone to leave it at LimeLights and you can pick it 
up there, okay? We’ll talk when I get back in town.” 

That book was Rah’s official launch in a new direction. She 
spent exorbitant amounts of money on other books from Amazon 
that addressed the subject. To make her way through her new pile 
of reading material, she read over her first cup of coffee in the 
morning, in the car on the way to out-of-town shows, during 
lunchtime in the piazza, late afternoons before she got ready for a 
show, and even late at night if Fede had business to attend to and 
they didn’t hook up.  

She read reports about enlightened Gurus, and eyewitnesses 
who claimed to have seen the same guru at the same hour of the 
same day thousands of miles away. This interested Rah to no end 
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so she addressed it in meditation, asking to learn how to bi-locate 
and releasing anything in her that inhibited her illumination. Her 
conversations with Fede on the subject were spirited. Even though 
he wasn’t happy about this new tangent of Rah’s, he continued to 
Blog his ‘illuminations’ gained from her thoughts and ideas.  

Her improv scenes gave her an outlet to play with her new 
discoveries and curiosities. Metaphysical themes of bi-location and 
life in the universe became so frequent in her scenes, the word got 
out and RahTroSeppe soon attracted groups with spiritual 
interests. These were people who traditionally snubbed their noses 
at the worldliness of theater, much less improvisational comedy at 
a bar that served alcohol and French Fries instead of vegan dishes 
and herbal tea.  

Thanks to Fede and his prolific Blog entries highlighting the 
scenes that dealt with the metaphysical, they came in droves. This 
thrilled Fede to no end. He was making a difference in the world 
and making money to boot. As an added bonus, he was also 
making strong headway on his goal of keeping Rah in town.  

The boys, on the other hand, were blinded by their monetary 
gains and the elevated status their extra spending money brought 
them. When they grumbled now and again about Rah’s singular 
focus, she pooh-pooh’d them and kept going until bi-location 
became an outright obsession.  

It would have continued unabated except, one evening after a 
show at LimeLights when they were reviewing the performance, 
Seppe stepped way out of character and put it on the table for 
discussion. “Enough! I can’t take it anymore!” 

“What? Can’t take what?” Rah was wide-eyed with 
astonishment. Seppe’s modus operandi was to avoid conflict at all 
costs so his behavior was extraordinary.  

“Enough already. Enough of the scenes with bi-location.” 
Seppe took an angry sip of beer to calm down. When it didn’t 
work, he slammed his beer glass down on the table to emphasize 
his point. “It’s gone waaaay beyond more than enough.” 
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“Hold on there, big guy.” Fede stepped in to protect his 
woman. “It’s thanks to Rah and those scenes that you’ve gotten 
new audiences.” The exaggerated calm in Fede’s voice held a 
distinct note of tension, which called more attention to his anger, 
rather than hide it. “And I haven’t heard anybody complaining 
about their recent bank balances.”  

From there, all hell broke loose in the group. 
“Don’t patronize us.” Gianni growled at Fede, his eyes 

narrowed in anger. 
“Gianni!” Rah’s tone spoke volumes about how she thought he 

was out of line. She reached out to touch Seppe’s arm. “And, 
Seppe. The audiences love the bi-location scenes. They give 
infinite possibilities.” 

“They loved the ones we used to do, too.” Seppe scowled and 
flicked his hand in disgust. “We’ve become a one-theme show. We 
should change the name of the group to Bi-Lo-Rah.” 

 “Hey, buddy, lay off of her,” Gianni said. “She’s only doing 
improv.”  

“You were the first one to say you didn’t like ‘all that bi-
location crap’ in the first place.” Seppe jabbed his finger with 
boiling accusation towards Gianni’s chest. “That’s right. You.” 

 Rah gasped and looked at Gianni in horror. “Is that true?”  
“No, it’s not true!” After his hot denial, Gianni turned to 

involve Giocomo. “Have you ever heard me say that?” 
“I don’t see the problem.” Giocomo held his hands up in 

defense. 
“What?” Seppe cried out in disbelief. “He’s been moaning 

about it for weeks!” 
“Behind my back?!” Rah’s sense of betrayal was acute and it 

showed in her expression, her slumped shoulders, and plaintive 
tone of voice. “How could you?”  

“You never listen.” Gianni accused Giocomo, ignoring Rah 
altogether. 

“I do, too!” Giocomo and Rah spoke in unison. 
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Once again, Rah defended her position on the value of her 
scenes, but they all started talking and arguing at the same time. 

Fede broke in with a voice of reason. “Okay, everyone calm 
down.” 

Instead of calming down, they turned on Fede, telling him it 
to stay out of it because it was their problem, not his. A surge of 
anger flared in Fede’s eyes. Those ungrateful imbeciles, after all 
he’d done for them.  

Tro had been silent up until then. “Sorry about them,” he 
apologized to Fede as he stood up. “I’m out of here. Do you mind 
if I have a drink at the bar with your hostess, Alessia?” 

Rah pulled on Tro’s sleeve. “Sit down Tro! You need to keep 
focus. We’ve got a problem here in the making.”  

“Problem in the making? That’s a joke!” Tro snorted in 
disbelief. “The problem is already well established.” He stood up 
again and straightened the sleeve of his shirt. “We aren’t having 
fun anymore, so why shouldn’t I go divert myself a little?” 

“What? We’re not having fun?” Rah reeled back in her chair. 
The shock of it felt like a knife driven straight to her heart.  

That was her wake-up call to come out of her own little world 
and take a clear look at the ramifications of her choices and 
actions.  

All her friends around the table watched her reaction with 
varying degrees of concern and arrested anger as she sat frozen 
with a stricken look on her face. Her thoughts raced. Not having 
fun? That was one of the basic building blocks of improvisational 
theatre. If the players don’t have fun, then odds are the audience 
won’t either. But, our audiences are growing. Yes, but, Tro and 
Seppe are professionals and they’re adept at playing through just 
about anything. Ohmygod, if they’re not having fun, then the end 
of RahTroSeppe is already being scripted. I don’t want this to end; 
they’re my family. 

 A swift realization knocked some sense into her. 
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You thought telling them about your experiences was enough 
for them to come right along with you. They have to do it on their 
own.  

In a spontaneous response, she sent out warm beams of Light 
to each one of them. “I am so sorry.” Her hands clasped the area of 
her heart. “I had no idea. Why didn’t anyone say something?” 

“We tried to,” they all said in their own ways, but in a much 
softer manner than before. “But you weren’t listening.” 

“Well, I’m listening now. I promise, it won’t happen again.” 
She was true to her word. Even though she had to struggle 

through a few rehearsals as she put into practice what she’d 
promised, the entire group found a new equilibrium by the time 
curtains opened on their next show a few days later. Once again, 
they worked together in the lightness of having fun, even in the 
few spiritually oriented scenes that came about due to Tro and 
Seppe’s machinations, not hers.  

～～～

That night in meditation, Rah reviewed the emotional 
upheavals of her day. She still felt a little wobbly at how her 
friends had reacted to her unconscious behavior, even though they 
had forgiven her. With Fede, there was nothing to forgive per se, 
but they were both relieved to discover the other needed their own 
space to process. With a small goodnight kiss, they’d gone their 
individual ways.  

Thanks to that altercation, Rah was pulled a few steps further 
along her spiral towards understanding what it meant to be truly 
aware of herself and the world around her. One thing she knew for 
certain was that walking her path of discovery, rather than talking 
about it, was the more effective course of action for everyone. 
Once again, she made the firm decision to go back to keeping her 
spiritual perceptions as something very private and intimate, 
revealed to select ears only. She was at peace with that decision. 



W A Y M A K E R S :  T H E  B E G I N N I N G

306

Is there anything else to learn from all of this? She was patient 
in waiting for her answer. When the realization rose up from 
within, it was like a morning sun radiating light on the terrain of 
her mind. 

Whether it’s from conscious or subconscious choices, we do 
shape our own realities.  

From that recognition, she understood how it was her longest 
standing unconscious belief system that had convinced her she was 
‘different’. She could never belong, no matter how hard she tried. 
Her thoughts flew to when she first moved to Italy. At the 
beginning, it had all felt so freeing. She liked being an actual 
‘foreigner’. It gave her a comfortable margin of difference so she 
no longer had to pretend to fit in. Or so it had seemed.  

She was incredulous, but it was crystal clear to her. 
I still chose to make myself into a bonsai tree version of the 

real me; I was authentic, but a miniature facsimile of a greater 
essence. Tonight was about me seeing how I sabotage myself—
albeit unconsciously—by alienating others. I thought I was sharing 
my new discoveries with them. I was. But it was with a misguided 
effort to feed my unconscious belief about not belonging. I was the 
one who created the situation, and I did it with some of the people 
dearest to me, people who have always made me feel like I belong. 
Unbelievable.  

She recognized that they’d all participated in the drama and, 
one day, she would understand what unconscious belief systems 
they had in play. But tonight was about personal introspection. 

Why did I do that? Why is it so important to me that I 
confirm I’m an outsider? Then it hit her, strong and clear in an 
upsweeping wave of illumination from deep within her solar 
plexus. It was so obvious.  

This IS my first time here!  
For real, no denying it, beyond the shadow of a doubt. She felt 

an exultant wave of pure unadulterated freedom. I am a foreigner 
and always have been wherever I’ve gone. And. That. Is. Okay.  
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She let that feeling of acceptance fill all corners of her 
awareness. On its wings rose her next illumination. This is what 
love is: unconditional and magnificent acceptance, honesty, 
recognition, respect, and e x p a n s i o n.  

Her next question was born out of genuine curiosity. She’d 
asked it before, but never with such a straightforward intention to 
hear the answer. Where do I come from? Before I was born here 
on earth? Where is ‘home’? 

The moment she finished forming the question in her mind, 
an odd pulsing sensation buzzed in the area around her solar 
plexus. It had a certain rhythm that kept repeating itself. What 
does it mean? Does it have something to do with the crystal 
vortex?  

Yes, but there is something more.  
Is it about sending Light beams to the others?  
Yes, and... The pulsation sensation grew stronger.  
Is it that my home is my heart and the truth is that’s where I 

belong? Because if I’m conscious about living from my heart, I’ll 
belong anywhere?  

Yes, and...  
But nothing came to her after that. 
It would take her a while to learn how to live her new 

illuminations with grace and full recognition of their significance. 
But the seed of understanding had taken root and was ready to 
break through to the surface of her waking awareness. 

As she drifted off to sleep, she reached out to hug the pillow 
next to her. It felt strange to not have Fede in the bed with her. Is 
that a problem? No, it was what needed to be. 

 

～～～ 
Sometime in the middle of the night, she woke with a start 

and sat up in bed. All senses were on alert with goose bumps 
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running along her arms, her legs, and the sides of her skull towards 
her crown.  

Standing on the side of the bed where Fede normally slept, 
she saw a tall opaque Being that glowed from within. Her first 
reaction was to gasp in fear. Oh my God! It’s an ET! I’m afraid of 
extra-terrestrials! But wait, I’m not afraid. Oh.  

She gazed upon the luminescent form that reached almost to 
the ceiling and was filled with wonder. He’s benevolent. I don’t 
have to be afraid.  

She smiled at her own silliness at ever thinking it would hurt 
her as she turned over and snuggled back under the covers. 

 Just as she was drifting off to sleep, it hit her: Was it holding 
a rose?  

She jerked back around to look, but it was gone. She laughed 
at herself. Silly girl.  
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48 
W O N D E R I N G  

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-zhammmRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRah-nee…”  

Imradon’s white sphere with the golden aura flashed 

into the Great Hall with a burst of white Light.  

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-zhammmRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRah-nee…”  

“Calm down,” Imradon shimmered. “You don’t want to 

go too far too soon. Appearing twice in the same night 

could send Rah into confusion. Let her rest and process.” 

Zhamhra paid heed and stopped his toning. “I have to 

wonder…” Staring off into space, he allowed his vibration 

to shift into a more relaxed state.  

“You have to wonder.” 
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Lost in thought, he punched his palm three times and 

then turned to Imradon’s sphere. “I have to wonder what 

would have happened had I stayed there in her bedroom 

and moved to the other side of the bed where she was 

facing. The window of opportunity was right there.”  

Imradon didn’t answer. He knew the question was 

rhetorical and Zhamhra had to evaluate things for himself.  

“Once again.” Zhamhra leaned back and folded his 

arms. “The question is, how much is too much?” 

“Yes,” Imradon shimmered. “That is always the 

question. How much is too much? And the other side is, 

how much is too little? What is your sense in this particular 

situation?” 

“It could have gone either way when I appeared before 

her.” Zhamhra pursed his lips in consideration. “She could 

have moved to remembering more of her Origin roots or 

she could have moved further out on her spiral into her 

Human fears.” 

“That is my sense, too.” 

“We are so close.” 

“I know. Take your steps with care.” 
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49 
I M P R O V I S I N G  

Rah was on stage when she felt Zhamhra’s vibration get 
through to her once again. At the time, she was acting out a scene 
where she was playing a character named Alice, a clumsy librarian 
who kept dropping books. Tro was acting the part of her contrite 
lover who wanted to get back into her good graces after some yet 
unnamed transgression. He reached out to hold her and Rah 
pushed him away.  

“What’s wrong my huggy bunny?” Tro asked as the comic 
lover. 

As part of the character, Rah burst into desperate stage-tears 
in the hopes that it would give her a moment to invent a reason 
behind her boyfriend’s offense to their relationship. 

Tro’s character was quick to respond with a litany of fast paced 
excuses in defense of himself. “What did I do? What did you hear? 
It wasn’t me. I was with my mother. Honest.”  

Titters of laughter scattered throughout the audience. They 
enjoyed seeing him in trouble. 
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“How?” Rah blubbered through stage tears, still waiting for 
inspiration for her next line. “I—I—I.”  

“How-eye?” Tro slapped the side of his head and donned an 
over-the-top earnest expression. “Oh, man, how’d you know my 
mom was in Hawaii? Still, it’s not my fault, whatever it is.”  

 Right then, Zhamhra’s vibration hit Rah’s awareness full on. 
It felt like a rumbling volcano that grabbed a hold of her fake tears 
and exploded out in over-the-top decibel levels of a wail. “Iiiiiiiiiii 
aaaaaaammmmm.”  

“You’re what?” Tro struck a hapless, helpless comic pose with 
his toes pointing inward. 

 The professional side of Rah tried to invent a reason for her 
tears to help the scene move forward, but the sounds coming out 
of her overpowered her own thought processes. 
“Zzzzzaaaaammmmm raaaaahhhh neeeeee.” 

“Huh?” Tro was confused. As her friend, he recognized that 
something wasn’t right. As an actor, he wasn’t sure what his 
character should do with this burst of energy. “You’re not 
Zamranee,” he protested. “Your name is Alice. “  

Rah’s body quivered as the vibrations moved through her. She 
masked it as more fake tears. 

“Okay, okay.” Tro patted the air in front of her in a comic 
attempt to calm his librarian girlfriend down. “I’ll call you 
Zamranee. No more Alice for you. Will that make everything 
okay? It’s still not my fault.” 

Rah tried to get back into the scene, but could only stutter, “I-
I-I...” as she trembled and picked up some books from the floor. 

“What’s going on, sweet-pea?” He asked in character, but 
communicated to his scene partner as himself. 

Zhamhra’s toning of the Creation Song was still rumbling 
deep within her solar plexus. It couldn’t be stopped. She knew 
something important was happening to her so she didn’t want it to 
stop. Still, she was on stage in front of a live audience so she 
dropped more books in an effort to stay in character. When she 
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stooped down to pick them up, her hands were shaking so hard 
she couldn’t get a grip on them. 

“Zamranee? Alice? Hunny Bunny? Whatever your name is.” 
The audience laughed. Tro bent down to help Rah with the 
books. He knocked some over and the audience laughed harder. 
“What do you want? I’ll do anything you ask.” 

She couldn’t hold it back anymore and it burst out of her. “I 
WANT TO SING!” The professional in her took over and she 
slammed two books on the floor, screwing her face into a fake 
pout. “You never let me sing.”  

“Is that all it is?” Tro’s eyes were full of concern.  
She nodded her head in confusion as real tears welled up and 

rolled down her cheeks.  
Tro looked at the audience with a look of comic disbelief and 

mouthed the word, “Women.” They burst out laughing. He 
turned back to Rah with exaggerated and eager concern. “Well, if 
that’s what it takes, then, let’s sing.”  

He began clapping out a beat on the book he was holding, 
encouraging the audience to join in.  

Rah gave over to what she was feeling of Zhamhra’s song and 
sang out with a heartfelt, “Iiiiiiiiii aaaaammmmm” Clap, clap.  

 “Zam-ra-nee!” Tro joined in with a counter chorus to 
communicate to Rah that he was with her. As an actor, he used 
his counter chorus as a tactic of imploring his scene girlfriend to 
forgive him his transgressions. 

Rah’s character refused her boyfriend’s musical entreaty and 
kept singing as she picked up books only to drop them once again. 
“Iiiii ammmm zhammmm...”  

“Zam-ra-nee!” Tro’s character picked up the dropped books 
and followed his girlfriend with hopeful enthusiasm. 

“Iiiii ammmm zhammm raaa...” Rah moved to another part of 
the stage, knocking books off a table in the process. 

“Nee!”  
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The scene soon turned into a musical number with the 
audience clapping out the beat and the two singing together, “I 
am-zham-Rah-nee-I am-zham....” as love was restored in the land 
of the scene’s library. 

～～～

After the show, Tro pulled Rah aside from the others. “What 
was that library scene about?” 

 “Nothing.” She shrugged it off. Everyone had already talked 
about how amazing that scene was, and she flat out didn’t want to 
open it back up for discussion. However, she was grateful that he’d 
approached her in private.  

“No, Rah, something happened to you.” Tro put his hand on 
her shoulder.  

“Really, it was nothing.” 
“Rah...” Tro gave her a warning look. “I’m not going anywhere 

until you tell me.” 
“I’m so sorry Tro,” she relented. “I know I promised no more 

esoteric stuff.” She rubbed her temples. “I can’t talk about it.” 
“Yes, you can. Tell me.” 
Tro looked so sincere, she reluctantly told him about the 

appearance of the tall luminescent Being beside her bed.  
“It was a similar vibration onstage to what I felt when it 

appeared.” Her eyes were so imploring they made his heart pang. 
“I haven’t told anyone about it so please, please, keep this quiet.” 

“No worries.” His expression was bemused. “I wouldn’t know 
where to start.” 

“What do you think it was?” She massaged the palms of her 
hands to calm herself. 

“Sweet-pea, I haven’t a clue.” 
“Should I worry?” 
His answer was lighthearted. “This would be a good time to 

recite the words of the Bard from Hamlet: There is nothing either 
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good or bad, but thinking makes it so. So, my advice? Just think it 
was either a good thing, or a dream, and don’t worry about it. But, 
you need to tell Fede just in case it shows up again when he’s there 
in the bed with you.” 

“It could show up again?” 
“I don’t know.” Tro shrugged. “But, if I were your man and 

something like that happened and you didn’t tell me? Well, it’s not 
some strange entity that you’d need to worry about.” He made a 
ferocious expression and added a growling sound to make her 
laugh. It worked. Her laugh rang out before the backstage curtains 
swallowed it. 

“Okay, I will.” 
Later, she was sorry she did. 
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50 
C H A N G E D  T I M B R E S

“So Rah-nee-i-ahm-zha was on stage when you finally 

got through to her. Of all places.” Imradon nodded towards 

the now frozen hologram of her performance. “She handled 

it well.” 

“That she did,” Zhamhra said with pride. “She’s 

wonderful. Her acting training held her in good stead.” 

“Did it accomplish what you hoped for?” 

“It’s too soon to tell,” Zhamhra said. “You know, I 

sometimes discount how difficult it is for Rah to ‘wake up’ 

when she still wants to stay hidden in plain site. My toning 

while she was on stage might have been too much. I knew 

we were close to a breakthrough. I just didn’t account for 

how close. I could have pulled back and I didn’t.” 

Imradon smiled his approval of Zhamhra’s self-

recognition. “Do you remember your middle phases at 
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WayMakers Academy when you were learning the 

intricacies of the Human makeup and their current belief 

systems?” 

Zhamhra nodded. “What about it?” 

“They believe in a Creator of a hamburger Universe.” 

“Good is above, bad is below, and they’re all scrabbling 

in between to either move up or stop from moving down.” 

“Indeed.” 

“And so...?” 

“Do you remember learning how that’s a misconception 

that Humans, and all generational offspring who remember 

us, have about any Soul who is more evolved on the 

ascension spiral?” 

“We’re not perfect, though.” Zhamhra was matter of 

fact. 

“No, we’re not. We don’t get a creation ‘perfect’ every 

time although it is created just as we imagine it from our 

Heart Sentience. Once something is created, we are 

pleased. Then we look at how we can evolve that creation 

the next time. Humans might call it ‘hit or miss’.” 

“Our teachers at the Academy used to call it perfecting 

the perfection.” 

“They still do.” 

“Of course, the only Sentience who ever created to 

perfection is our Creator, who lets us all co-create alongside 

or ‘in conjunction with’ if you will.” 

“That,” Imradon emphasized, “is Creation Love. It is 

Infinite, Omniscient, Omnipotent as well as Unconditional.” 

Zhamhra pondered these old primary lessons, ones that 

had resided in him as a working knowledge for as long as 
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he remembered. He looked at them anew from his 

perspective of now having to make a conscious and direct 

connection with the Human psyche.  

“We, too, have our Divine Guidance from within.” 

Imradon was gentle with his reminder. “Perhaps this is the 

moment for you to listen with more precise attention. Rah is 

waking up and the margin for mis-direction is heightened.”  

Zhamhra flushed with recognition that he had, indeed, 

gotten caught up in his own exultation. He shared as such 

with Imradon who had already sensed Zhamhra’s process. 

That’s why he had come. Still, Imradon waited to allow 

space for Zhamhra’s conscious introspection. 

When Zhamhra spoke, waves of tenderness poured out 

of him. “Sometimes, I look upon her from here in the Origin 

Dimension while she’s sleeping. I see how her color is faded 

in vibrancy from when her point of reference for being, for 

creating, was her Origin Heart.” His arms opened wide. 

“We sang our Creation Songs together with such freedom. 

It rang across the heavens.” His arms dropped. “Now her 

vibrancy isn’t even a whisper of what it once was. And, still, 

I can sense the richness and fullness of Rahn-nee-i-ahm-zha, 

my Creation partner. In those moments of eternity, I forget 

that she’s incarnated down on Earth.” 

“You want to create with her again.”  

“With all my Essence, I do.” Zhamhra’s expression 

showed a minuscule waft of heavy-heartedness and his 

small smile the lightness of acceptance. “You know, before 

Rah’s incarnation, you might have said I was supremely sure 

of myself in my comparative omnipotence. Now, I’m not as 

sure. More is at stake. In many respects, it’s easier being the 
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one incarnating, despite all the inherent challenges. Being 

left behind is infinitely more difficult.” He smiled at his own 

exaggeration. “It’s easier to create an entire city made of 

crystal than it is to be an interested onlooker as Rah wakes 

up, knowing I can only do so much. She has to do the rest 

on her own.”  

“Now you have a measure of what she experienced 

when you were in the Earth realms. And, so?” 

“And so, I thank you.” Zhamhra bowed his head in 

simple acknowledgement. “I needed that. I’ll be more 

refined in my approach.” 

“That is wise.” 

With that, Zhamhra returned to his transmissions with an 

altered timber altogether. 

“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-zhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-

ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha...” 
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B L O G S  A N D  S T E L L A R

M A K E  U P  S E X

“How could you have written about that Light Being 
appearing by my bed without telling me first?” Each and every 
fiber of Rah’s body quivered in outrage at having her privacy 
violated without her permission. “I told you that in confidence!”  

Rah had never been so angry with Fede, and she felt she had 
every right to be. Her most defining fear from way back in the 
days of that first cave dream as a child was the world seeing the 
‘real her’. Although that fear had recently diminished, shades of it 
were still active and very much alive. Her anger served as an 
effective defense mechanism. The disgusted exasperation in her 
voice emphasized the height of disapproval when she added a 
scathing, “How could you?”  

“Honey...” Fede followed behind her as she paced the small 
living area of her apartment. 

“Don’t you ‘honey’ me!” She growled and turned to face him 
almost nose to nose. “I trusted you!”  
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Fede didn’t feel contrite. In fact, he felt righteous in his 
decision to publish the account on his Blog. The world needed to 
know. This was important stuff. He didn’t, however, want to lose 
her. Ever.  

“Come here.” He reached out to calm her in a hug. 
“Don’t you touch me!” She threw his arms off of her and 

began pacing again.  
Alarm bells went off in her head: Rah! Don’t go too far. Fede 

is important to you, don’t push him away. But, she was too 
enraged to give in to a voice of reason. Her fearful tirade was 
driving her at high speeds and she was unwilling to put on the 
breaks. 

 “People will think I’m a nut case,” she said. “They’ll lock me 
up and keep me there for the rest of my days. The only contact I’ll 
have with others is through the bars of a mental ward.” She 
snatched up a glass ladybug sitting on a table and raised it high, 
wanting the physical outlet of throwing it at something, at him. 
She bit back her impulse, holding it in her shaking fist instead. 
“And it would be all your fault! I told you I didn’t want you 
blogging about me!” 

“No, you didn’t!” 
“Yes, I did!” 
Fede reined in his instinctual competitive streak that wanted 

to fight back against the aggression of her anger and managed to 
keep a calm head about him. ““They don’t think you’re a nut case. 
Anything, but.”  He patted his chest twice. “Trust me on this.” 

It was his assurance that stopped her pacing. With glowering 
eyes and dripping sarcasm, she said, “What are you, omnipotent 
now?” 

He saw his opening and ignored her last stinging jab. “Check 
this out.”  

He dragged her to the computer. As he typed in an address, 
she crossed her arms and tapped her foot waiting to see what jewel 
he was going to come up with next. With a flourish of pride, he 
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turned her laptop around when his Blog page came up. Confident 
he was about to turn the tide of her anger, he pointed to the 
computer screen.  

“Look what they’re writing in the comment section.” Fede’s 
eyes implored her to come his way. “They’re excited and they love 
it. I’ve never had such a strong and positive response to anything 
I’ve written.”  

Disinclined to give in, Rah swallowed her fear anyway and 
edged towards the computer with halting steps. Her shoulders 
were tense with distrust towards Fede and trepidation regarding 
what readers might have written in the last six hours since she had 
first seen his Blog entry. Other than a few negative comments here 
and there—with other readers putting them in their place with 
varying degrees of good will—the vast majority of the comments 
were, indeed, positive. 

“See?” Fede wanted to touch her, massage her neck, but she 
was still giving out a strong ‘keep your distance’ vibe. He rested his 
hand on the back of her chair, instead. “It’s a good thing, don’t 
you see?” 

“I’m still not so sure about that,” Rah mumbled. She hadn’t 
lost sight of the fact that he had publicized something she had 
thought would be between just the two of them.  

It wasn’t until much later that she would justify his actions by 
telling herself that she never had specifically said ‘don’t write about 
it’. But, for right then, her fear was still leading her to focus on the 
negative comments, not the positive ones.  

“Why don’t you read them all?” He suggested with 
equanimity. When she didn’t resist, he added, “Let me give you 
some space.” 

The apartment was small and he didn’t want to hover. That 
could set her off again. And he couldn’t leave. She might boil to 
even hotter levels in his absence, and that was the last thing he 
wanted. So, while Rah read on, he went over to the kitchen and 
quietly filled a pot with water and put it on the stovetop burner. 
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He kept an eye on her from a distance as he pulled out eggs, 
pancetta cubes, and Parmesan cheese from the refrigerator.  

So far, so good, he thought, she’s calming down. 
As he prepared her favorite pasta carbonara, he kept his 

vigilance, studying her emotional reactions to all the comments. 
Even as she sat there reading, more were coming in so they both 
kept busy. He poured them two glasses of sparkling cold Prosecco 
wine and discretely placed hers by the computer. His glance at the 
screen told him she had now moved on to read what was on the 
links to other websites posted by people in their comment boxes. 
Good. With more information, she’d see she wasn’t the odd one 
out. There were more people like her who’d had encounters of that 
nature and they were thrilled to connect with each other through 
his Blog. 

By the time a dinner of crisp greens and her favorite pasta 
were ready with lit candles that gave a soft glow to the table, Rah 
was in a different frame of mind. Fede charmed her with success 
stories from his readers and endearing anecdotes from his 
childhood on the crazy things he did to face his fears back in the 
day. By the end of the salad course, he’d managed to coax a few 
laughs out of her and she was visibly more relaxed. 

Their make-up sex that night was stellar as they let off the last 
bit of steam still simmering in the corners of their minds and 
bodies. Their kisses were hungrier than usual as they sought each 
other out in their desire to reconnect, rediscovering favorite spots 
on each other’s bodies, and even more new ones through their 
heightened recognition of having returned from the brink of a 
fatal precipice in their relationship. They gave and responded, 
reciprocated and retaliated, gave back and received in ever 
increasing fervor until that one final moment of mutual orgasm 
where the two were rejoined once again in conjoining waves of 
ecstatic sensation. 

Except that Rah kept going. 
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Her consciousness leapt towards the stars where she had the 
feeling of being surrounded by immense and deep indigo space 
that went on forever. No walls. No limits. Just wrapped in a 
glowing deep purple of Unconditional Love, and swimming in 
waves of an exquisite tone of infinite creation. Just like she always 
knew it should be.  

By the time she came back to her normal senses, Fede was at 
her side with his head propped on his hand, contemplating the 
richness of the love he was feeling and the woman who inspired it. 

“Yummmm.” Her voice was dreamy as she raised her arms in a 
lazy stretch. She gave him a long slow caress down the muscles of 
his arm. “That was marvelous.” 

It was obvious her orgasm had lasted much longer than his 
and he was pleased he had navigated the dangerous waters of the 
day with such obvious success. After a long lingering kiss, he 
murmured, “I’m glad you liked it.” 

“Liked it? It was amazing!” She did her best to describe the 
experience, but came up short. “Meh, it was beyond words.” 

Fede’s reaction was mixed. Once again, Rah expanded his 
horizons towards understanding more of what was possible in his 
world. It tickled him with a small sense of wonder. His male pride 
liked to think he was the one who brought her to that level, tinged 
with just a hint of envy that he hadn’t experience it for himself. 
Not because he begrudged her that kind of orgasm, he assured 
himself, just the opposite in fact. He liked being the ‘expert’ in so 
many areas in his life, but he also wanted to experience the kinds 
of things she did. Together. With her and nobody else. 

On that, Rah and Fede were in tune. It was her secret wish 
that he, too, had gone to that space with her. His absence fed the 
thin trail of loneliness she’d been feeling ever since the showdown 
with RahTroSeppe. 

He had the good sense to leave out Rah’s name the following 
day when he asked his Internet readers to share if they had ever 
encountered anything similar to Rah’s during intimate 
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lovemaking. One particularly loyal reader from Australia sent him 
a link to a website article entitled, ‘Ancient Egyptian Sexual 
Ankhing’ by Drunvalo.  

“I think this,“ his reader wrote, “is what you are looking for. 
It’s pretty amazing the way your energy will flow in the moment of 
orgasm.” 

Indeed it was. 
He read it eagerly and then shared it with Rah, who also read 

it with equal enthusiasm.  
They had no idea how that one practice would ultimately tear 

their worlds apart. Not because of the technique in and of itself, 
which they quite enjoyed once they put it to use. Rather, it was 
because of all that followed afterwards. 
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“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-

nee-i-ahmm-zhaRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-

ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zha...” 

Zhamhra’s thoughts reached out towards Rah as he 

oscillated in front of the hologram of Rah’s apartment. For 

just an instant, he relived the moment in which her 

consciousness had gone beyond the confines of her Earth 

existence and they had been together in the vibration of his 

toning of their Creation Song.  

Connecting with her like that had its dangers. There’d 

been a few Graions on the loose in the cosmos, but Rah’s 

Light had been too great for them to approach her directly. 

They preferred to feed on Light sources only slightly more 

elevated than their own. No, it was a calculated risk and 

one that paid off. 

Would he do it again? Absolutely. 
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A pang of recognition in his memory reminded him how 

it was so much richer, more complete, when she toned her 

part. But she was in the Earth dimension and he was there. 

With total acceptance, he once again began his vigil in 

anticipation of his next doorway into her conscious 

awareness. 



 

 

C H A P T E R   

53 
U N I O N  A N D  R E U N I O N  

 Although different inner motivations spurred them on to 
practice the Egyptian Tantric Ankh technique in their 
lovemaking, they both approached it with equal enthusiasm. Rah 
secretly dreamed of getting back to the memory of that one fateful 
climax where she felt surrounded by purple bliss. Fede just didn’t 
want to be left behind. 

Together they’d eagerly read the Internet article on how the 
ancient Egyptians created the practice believing the orgasm was 
intimately connected to an energy vortex of the Universal Heart, 
an essential key to spiritual enlightenment and ascension. Despite 
the fact that both Rah and Fede’s notions were rather vague on 
what a Universal Heart was, the whole idea of enlightenment 
through a physical joining intrigued them to no end.  

Maybe it’s a part of your consciousness, they debated. Or 
maybe it’s a part of your actual heart. No, if it’s Universal, maybe 
it’s a part of the collective, like the heart of mankind. Yes, but... 
Oh, what the heck, let’s just practice and we’ll figure it out. 
Mmmm. 
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It wasn’t easy at first to get the breathing right, even though 
they followed the directions to the letter. Mishaps at the 
beginning included premature ejaculations on Fede’s part and 
dissipated orgasms on Rah’s. But they kept at it and, oh, how they 
loved it when they succeeded. Even if the experience fell short of 
the promised enlightenment, the circling orgasms were intensely 
gratifying on both emotional and physical levels.  

The day of the razor fight when Fede accused Rah of dulling 
his razor on her legs, however, something new happened.  

Rah and Fede were laughing and playing in a full out free-
spirited romp of make-up sex that brought them to a mutual peak. 
Their sexual flows each rose up in sync with the other and circled 
around their bodies just like they had been learning. This time, 
however, their individual energies also looped around together on 
and in each other’s flow. And looped. And looped. They had never 
felt each other in this way before. There was no thought, no 
subjective observation in an effort to remember it later, only 
luxurious sensations of the moment that just kept going and going. 
It was marvelous. 

Without warning, the Egyptian Ankh technique actually 
worked as it was supposed to. At least for Rah it did. Her 
consciousness shot up towards the heavens, leaving Fede behind.  

Even though he was still in the throes of his own circling 
sensations, he felt the shift in their timbre. Somehow they weren’t 
as full bodied. Since it was all still new to him, he continued 
breathing as he had learned in order to sustain the orgasm while 
enjoying the warm skin of Rah’s body lying on top of his. To him, 
he was living a slice of heaven right there and then. 

For Rah, she felt space. Infinite glorious space and sublime 
Creation silence washed over her, around her, and through her. It 
was like the last time, but oh so much more. She felt no sense of 
limits, no sense of edges to her awareness. Yet, at the same time, 
the is-ness of her being was intimately connected with all of 
creation—every star, every planet, every galaxy, every molecule, 



G L E N N  Y O U N G E R  

331	  

and every light wave. Everything was in her, and she was in 
everything. 

Out of that resonant silence, she felt strains of a new vibration 
rise up, quiet at first, building to a crescendo of throbbing 
repetition. The heart of her consciousness pounded in 
synchronicity. 

 Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-
nee-i-ahmm-zhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-
ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm... 

This, too, washed over her, around her, and through her, until 
she felt it rising up from within her -  

Zzzzhhhhhhaaaaaammmmmmmhhhhhrrrrraaaaa  
—and her instincts told her to join in with her own part of the 

Creation Song— 
Raaaaahhhhh-neeeeee-iiiii-aaaaaahmmmmmzzzzhhhhaaaaaa.  
The two vibrations mingled and danced together, spiraling 

around on each other in a sweet familiarity that swept her further 
away from the world she had just left behind.  

Rah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamRahn-nee-
i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-
zha... 

She exulted in the cycling rhythm that expanded her 
perception out to the far reaches of her known universe, and then 
beyond. 

ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-
ZhamRahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-
nee-i-ahmm-zha... 

Just when she thought it couldn’t get any grander, her 
consciousness lit on a brilliant glowing purple forming in front of 
her. Pulsating and emanating a radiant Light from within, it was 
unlike anything she’d ever seen in any photo of space. Her senses 
heightened as she beheld its beauty. It wasn’t really purple like she 
knew purple. No, it was an entire spectrum of fiery reds from 
blazing hot to lukewarm, all perfectly blended and balanced with 
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another spectrum of cool rich blues that called to mind both deep 
and shallow waters.  

She had never sensed such depth and clarity. Even so, it was 
somehow so familiar that she felt a sweet ache in her Song. Pure 
unadulterated awe carried her to new heights. She felt as if she 
would burst with joy, never to return to earth, and she didn’t care. 
An experience this exquisite was worth it.  

With the innocence of a newborn, she watched as the glowing 
purple formed a sphere that spun on its axis. Wait. Was it moving 
in two directions at the same time? No, three directions. She 
discerned a fourth direction. How can it do that? Still circling, it 
flattened into a spinning oval and a donut hole formed in its 
middle.  

A flicker of recognition struck her. It was like the spinning 
torus from her crystal heart meditation. The moment she 
identified the form, a side of it opened up and it turned itself 
inside out in a seamless spinning movement. 

Wow! How cool was that? 
After three rotations, it morphed into a spiral that swirled as 

the sphere had in multi directions at once. Wonder opened the 
eyes of her consciousness. Was it trying to communicate with her? 
She felt a wave of expansion like a yes vibration in her 
meditations. What?! Could it be possible it was sentient? She felt 
another wave of expansion, this time coming towards her from the 
glowing purple. Unbelievable! It was communicating with her! 

Without warning, another sense of recognition exploded 
within her consciousness. She felt it in deep within her heart of 
hearts, and joy burst out of her in a wave that resounded through 
the heavens. 

ZHAMHRA! 
As if responding to her call, the illumined purple morphed 

into a cumulus cloud-like form and came rolling towards her like a 
fast-forwarded film. Her heart consciousness expanded—Yes,
come to me!—and embraced the glowing purple in all its glory,
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pulling it into the centermost point of her essence. The strangest 
part of the sensation was she felt the purple was enveloping her at 
the same time, and bringing her into its center. And, thus, they 
merged and became one as they had so very many times before.  

They danced together in their Creation Song of home —
spinning, spiraling, spiraling and spinning—with the same
freeness that is possible only when time is not present to impose 
its measurements. And it was sublime. 

In the joy of their homecoming, Zhamhra took her 
consciousness on a tour of her time on Earth. Being an omniscient 
observer for the first time to her own life, she gained a greater 
understanding of the dynamics and scope of her human existence.  

He showed her the Earth from above: the deep blue oceans, 
majestic mountain chains, bodies of land, churning volcanoes, 
masses of ice, tempestuous weather, and clear skies. Memories 
buried deep within her came back to life. The first was how the 
beautiful planet Earth was a sentient creation.  

Then she ‘saw’ by perceiving through her sixth sense of 
intuition and her seventh sense of deeper understanding how 
prevalent the Graion attack-conquer-and-consume dynamic was 
down on Earth. She was able to pick up on their vibrational fields 
scattered all over. Some areas were denser, more clustered, 
especially around the major cities where power governments 
convened. Other more remote areas of the Earth were freer of that 
attack-conquer-and-consume aggressiveness in their social 
structures. She was surprised to see how many other Races of the 
universe had populated the Earth along the way. That had totally 
slipped her memory. 

The Graion’s vibrational sphere that manipulated thought on 
an earth-wide scale, and created the belief in the necessity of 
reincarnation, was barely visible until Zhamhra pointed it out. She 
tuned in and saw the dense murky sphere surrounding that 
beautiful planet with thousands upon thousands of Souls trapped 
behind its edges. She watched Souls as they left the Earth, hit the 
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shield and then mill around in confusion before going back down. 
There were so many that came and went, back and forth, that she 
almost fell into sadness until Zhamhra stopped her. 

He heightened the quality of his Origin Heart vibration to 
remind her, “Don’t fall into dense vibrations. It is what it is. They 
experience it as being lighter than what they just left on Earth. 
Stay in your Hearts. This is why we are here.” 

She responded with the ease and grace he knew so well, 
instantly tuning back into her connection with Zhamhra and their 
Creation Song. 

“Do you remember our mission?” Zhamhra telepathed. 
“We will sing our Creation Song.” 
“Yes, and...?” 
More memories returned to her. “The others will join in.” 
“Yes, and...?” 
“The Light Grid and Light Beams will be created.” 
“Why?” 
“It will blanket the world with Creation Love and emissary 

Souls will be able to go home.” 
“And...?” 
“Mankind will rise above the density of fear and separation to 

become ascended Masters of Light.” 
Zhamhra’s joy resonated in an enormous boom! of light 

waves… Rah’s rang out in exuberant laughter of wave after wave 
of Creation Love…  

... until she was yanked away, back into the density of Earth, 
the joy caught in her throat as a mystical-colored memory of star-
filled dreams. 

“Baby, that was unbelievable!” Fede wrapped his arms around 
her in a huge bear hug. 

Rah’s consciousness returned to her body with a violent jerk 
that threw her out of Fede’s arms. 

“Whoa!” He started in surprise. 
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Dazed, Rah sat up on the bed and swallowed hard. Where am 
I? What just happened?  

“Honey, are you okay?” 
Looking for something familiar in the morning brightness of 

the room, she saw the sheets in a tumble around her, a picture in a 
frame, the muslin curtains at the windows, shafts of sunlight 
peering through drawn shades. Where am I? She saw a skirt laying 
on the floor, bra and panties at the foot of the bed, a wet towel 
beside them. Nothing was familiar. Where am I?  

“Rah-nee?” Fede put his hand on her shoulder. 
She was looking for something, but she couldn’t remember 

what. 
“Rah-nee!” He sat up and firmly put his hands on both of her 

shoulders. “Look at me.” 
Bewilderment clouded her eyes. Who is he? 
“What happened?” He couldn’t hide the trace of panic in his 

voice. 
Then, as her consciousness finished returning to her physical 

human senses, she recognized him on the other side of the concern 
in his deep brown eyes. “Fede!” She spoke with astonishment in 
her voice as if to say, “How did you get here?” 

“Yes, I’m Fede.” His voice was calm as if speaking to quiet an 
upset child. “What happened?” 

Rah couldn’t remember. She knew she had to remember. She 
felt a yearning so deep down inside she couldn’t perceive where it 
began. She closed her eyes and bowed her head. It was important 
that she remember. The feeling grew more intense as she searched 
for what it was she’d forgotten. That yearning was so familiar, the 
never-ending search for the elusive ‘it’. She had the sense that she 
had somehow found it, and then had lost it again.  

 A stabbing pain of loss ripped at her heart and shot through 
her. She wrapped her arms around her stomach and burst into 
tears, sobbing with desperation almost too great to bear. 
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“Come here.” Fede wrapped her in his arms, rocking her with 
soft crooning. “It’s okay. It’s okay.” 

Looking for an anchor of some sort, she buried her face in the 
musky warmth of his neck. His familiar scent that somehow 
wasn’t the same familiarity she knew she had experienced just a 
short moment before. You have to remember, she sobbed to 
herself. You have to. 

When her tears died down, Fede spoke in a quiet voice, 
“What was that about? What happened?” 

“I don’t know. I can’t pull up the memory.” Curled up by his 
side with her head resting in the crook of his arm, she made an 
honest effort to recall. Tears threatened to well up again so she 
swallowed them back down. “It was so... so... exquisite... full... 
sweet...” she trailed off to form her thoughts before continuing. “I 
literally ache in my heart to know I left it behind.” 

“What did you leave behind?” He honestly wanted to 
understand and needed something concrete on which to hang his 
intelligence. 

Silent tears slipped by her resolve to keep them at bay. They 
dripped onto his skin, still warm from their lovemaking. “I don’t 
remember,” she said with a deep sigh of mourning. “It’s like a 
really vivid dream that seems so real while you’re dreaming it. 
More authentic than your real life even. And then, the alarm goes 
off and it pulls you out.” Her voice started to break, but she held it 
in check. “But you don’t want to leave the dream. It was too 
beautiful. Then, when you wake up, you can conjure up shades of 
the feeling, but you’ve forgotten the details that made it so real.” 
She murmured, almost to herself, “It felt so... complete.” 

That last word he could understand, so he leaned down and 
gave her a sweet kiss on the top of her head. In an effort to make 
her smile, he said the understatement of the morning. “Then I’d 
say that was quite an orgasm.” 

The sound she made was a cross between a laugh and another 
sob, so she pushed herself towards the laughter and kissed him on 
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the neck as a way of saying, “Thank you.” They lay there in each 
other’s arms in implicit agreement that it had turned out to be a 
lazy Saturday morning, and their errands could be done later that 
afternoon.  

Fede’s thoughts churned as he caressed Rah’s arm. He was 
intrigued even though the depths of her tears were out of his 
league. He had never cried in his life, or not to his recollection, so 
her tears were alien to him on all counts. She said it was—how did 
she describe it? —exquisitely something. Why didn’t I experience 
something like that? Still, it was a kick ass orgasm. But, why was it 
so different for her? Well, women are just made different than 
men. Or, maybe it was that crystal vortex that she told me about 
that made the difference. The more he pondered it, the smaller he 
felt in comparison. 

Meanwhile, Rah’s thoughts were much simpler: What 
happened? I don’t remember. Yet. But, I will. Something about 
the Graions. I have to look out for the Graions. 

From that point on, nothing was the same for them.  
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“HURRAH!” 

“BRAVO!” 

“MAGNIFIC!” 

The applause and cheers were deafening in the Great 

Hall when Zhamhra reentered from his merging with Rah.  

“Hey Mr. Zhamhra!” Tanyiara was exuberant and the 

beads on her hippy dress bangled together. “Welcome to 

your party! Everyone felt your encounter with Rah. What a 

turnout, eh?” 

Zhamhra took stock of the crowded hall. Virtually the 

entire WayMakers Academy had turned out to welcome him 

back. In the name of celebration, everyone wore Human 

holographic forms from all Earth times and places around 

the globe. Some chose the physical forms they had once 

donned for their own Human incarnations, while others who 
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had never been there had chosen forms they most liked in 

their studies. 

“Did you plan all this?” Zhamhra swirled into his Human 

hologram to join in the festivities.  

Tanyiara’s head bobbed up and down before she 

laughed and wrinkled her nose. “You’re wearing jeans and 

a tee shirt to your own party?”  

“Now you sound like an Earth wife.” A smile played in 

the corners of his mouth as he considered Tanyiara’s 

beaded and fringed dress. “A sixties hippy who doesn’t 

want to see someone at a party in jeans and a tee shirt? 

What is wrong with that picture?”  

“What can I say? I’m a walking paradox.” 

“That you are.” With a laugh and a shimmer in his 

purple aura, Zhamhra’s clothes shifted to midnight blue 

dress slacks and a deep purple open necked shirt. 

“Better?” 

“Very super Earth chic!” Tanyiara’s wolf whistle turned 

heads and she covered her mouth to hide her giggle. 

“Oooh! Check it out! There’s a bunch of people—so to 

speak—who wanna’ congratulate you in person.”  

Zhamhra grinned and turned to greet them. 

“Felicitaciones.” A smiling Spanish matador waved his 

red cape with a flourish. 

“Chugha haeyo.” A small Korean lady in a diminutive 

voice bowed low in front of him with great respect. 

A Jewish Rabbi nodded wisely. “ טוב מזל,” and then gave 

Zhamhra a studied smile of appreciation. 

“Comhghairdeas!” An Irish girl laughed in delight as she 

danced an Irish jig. 
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“Gefeliciteerd,” a shy young Dutch boy whispered, too 

in awe to speak any louder. He blushed and handed 

Zhamhra a tulip. “I made it myself.” 

“Thank you.” Zhamhra inclined his head with a gracious 

smile. 

“Right on!” A Woodstock hippy with an Afro hairstyle 

from the American sixties held up the two-fingered sign of 

peace. He turned to Tanyiara and surveyed her top to 

bottom. “Girl you got the clothes thing groovin’. Where you 

been hangin’?” He linked arms with her and they walked off 

together.  

“Have fun!” Tanyiara called out to Zhamhra over her 

shoulder.  

“Συγχαρητήρια.” A helmet-clad man from ancient Greece 

greeted Zhamhra with a broad grin. 

“Zamin!” Zhamhra grabbed his old friend in a hug. “It’s 

good to see you!” 

“Haven’t seen you since you got back as Leo DaVinci!” 

“It’s been too long.” 

Zhamhra excused himself and the two made their way 

through the laughing crowd to Zhamhra’s favorite window 

where they could talk in relative privacy apart from all the 

celebration. A passing waiter handed them both a glass of 

sparkling Italian Prosecco wine. “This is in honor of our Rah-

nee-i-ahm-zha.” As he walked off to serve others, new 

glasses appeared on the tray to replace the two he had just 

given away. 

“That was quite a reunion between you two!” Zamin’s 

eyes were filled with warmth as he raised his glass in a 

toast.  
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“Yes, it was!” A bemused expression flittered across 

Zhamhra’s face as he surveyed the crowded hall. “And it’s 

quite a celebration.” 

“You should have been here. Well, no.” Zamin 

corrected himself with a laugh. “You had to be there or we 

wouldn’t have felt it. I’m telling you, it rippled through the 

WayMakers Academy like a sonic boom ripples through the 

air on Earth.” 

“I didn’t realize there were sonic booms when you were 

incarnated.” Zhamhra’s eyes twinkled as he regarded his 

friend’s warrior attire of ancient Greece complete with 

helmet, breastplate, shin greaves, a shield, a sword, and a 

spear. He nodded towards the spear in Zamin’s hand. “I 

thought spears were more to their liking.” Zamin’s dark 

curly hair touched his shoulders from under his helmet and 

Zhamhra reached out to give it a tug. “Nice military haircut, 

though.” 

Zamin grimaced. “Those wars were pure Graion attack-

conquer-and-consume. I was making headway with the 

leaders in signing a new peace treaty when a faction of the 

army that didn’t want peace at any cost ambushed us. Oh 

well.” He smiled and took a sip of wine. “I got killed. 

Luckiest day of my Earth life in that another emissary Soul 

was right beside me when the spear went through the front 

of my neck. He reminded me of home just as I was leaving 

the body.” Zamin’s face clouded over. “He didn’t make it 

back. He was so determined to stay and plant more seeds, 

he ended up getting caught up in the horrors of those 

wars.” 



G L E N  Y O U N G E R

343	  

“I remember,” Zhamhra said. “He got entangled in the 

Graion’s vibration shield on his way out. Where is he now?” 

“Right now, he’s a high ranking officer in the American 

military.” Zamin sighed. “After sixteen incarnations, he’s still 

stuck in the spiral of war energies, trying to stop war by 

fighting one. There’s still the possibility that he’ll work his 

way through to remembering who he is despite the system 

surrounding him.” He grinned. “Especially now that 

circumstances are shifting with you and Rah-nee-i-ahm-

zha.” 

The two were raising their glass for another toast when 

Imradon walked up wearing a grave expression. “We have 

to talk. There is a serious situation evolving.” 

Both Zhamhra and Zamin changed demeanors in an 

instant. “What’s happened?”  

“First let me add my congratulations,” Imradon said 

with a resolute smile.  

“Thank you.” Zhamhra barely acknowledged the 

greeting before repeating, “Tell us what’s happened.” 

“Well, your merging with Rah was so successful, it 

attracted the attention of the Graions in a big way.” 

Zamin sucked in his breath. “So, it was propitious after 

all that Fede pulled her back when he did.”  

“Yes, it was quite timely.” 

“And here I was thinking it was a shame.” 

“Not at all.” Imradon looked at Zhamhra and added, 

“Despite the fact that she was pulled back to Earth so fast 

that she forgot most of the details. I know you hoped she 

would retain the entire experience in her active memory.” 
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Zhamhra gave a slight shake to his head. “That’s okay. 

Those memories are now closer to the surface, and I can 

get to them easier than before.”  

“That’s not the critical aspect right now,” Imradon said. 

“The issue of paramount importance is that the Graions felt 

the merging. They’re gathering even as we speak to wage a 

direct attack against her. She’s no longer hiding in plain 

sight like she once was.” 

“We knew they would want to tap into her Light and 

feed on it once we were closer to toning our Song,” 

Zhamhra said.  

“I know,” Imradon agreed. 

“I didn’t think they could pinpoint her if we merged in 

space.” Zhamhra sighed in resignation and rubbed his 

forehead. “What have I done?” 

“You’ve done nothing other than move your mission 

forward along its spiral,” Imradon said. “We’ve never had a 

Creation undertaking like this one, so you had no 

background knowledge on which to base your actions. We 

have to trust the Inner Guidance you felt, and we’ll all trust 

ours as we proceed.” 

The three were silent as they considered the possible 

ramifications of these new circumstances to the mission. 

“Since Rah is more aware now and our merging was 

successful, they’ll have a harder time getting through to 

her,” Zhamhra said. “Her vibration is more elevated and 

refined than before. We can add a group of the more 

advanced WayMakers to surround her with non-stop 

heightened Origin Vibrations.” 
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“We can do that,” Imradon said. “The Board is already 

deciding who will be the most effective working together.” 

“That’ll make it more difficult for the Graions to have an 

effect on her.” Zamin nodded in approval. “When they get 

too close to heightened Creation Vibrations, they can’t 

handle it and have to move away.” 

“Be careful of the kinds of heightened vibrations you 

transmit so you don’t overload her.” Zhamhra squared his 

shoulders. “Or that it doesn’t attract more Graion attack-

conquer-and-consume attention from the Humans in her 

life.”  

“It is Fede who is the weak spot.” Imradon was matter 

of fact as he looked at Zamin. 

“That’s true,” Zhamhra said. “He’s the closest to Rah in 

her Earth life. If he falls prey, he could very well 

inadvertently drag her down with him.” 

“Mm,” Zamin let out a grunt and shook his head. “And 

he’s at a highly vulnerable stage right now. Rah’s influence 

has softened his ego-intellect, so he’s been learning a lot. 

But—and this is a big but—he’s trapped himself in the ego-

phase of wanting to hold her back so he can catch up to 

her. You’re right. Fede would be the best entry point for the 

Graions to use their mind manipulations to get through to 

Rah.” 

Imradon nodded, “That was my evaluation as well. We’ll 

put together another group with their sole focus on Fede.” 

He looked at Zamin. “You’ll be in charge of that.” 

As Zamin was acknowledging his agreement, he saw his 

new Pleiadian partner pass by in the crowd. “Onora.” He 

called her over with a subtle hand movement. “You need to 
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be in on this.” He turned to Zhamhra. “You haven’t met her 

yet, and she does great work.” 

Slightly taller than Zhamhra, who was the tallest of the 

three, and with golden blond hair that cascaded over one 

shoulder before falling to her waist in shining waves, her 

smiling blue eyes changed to concern as she read their 

vibration levels. “What’s going on?”  

Her expression went from concerned to troubled and 

then thoughtful as they explained the situation to her and 

she digested all the possibilities from her point of view. 

With quiet resolve, she looked a Zamin, her assigned 

mentor.  

“Do you want me to descend back to the Pleiadian 

dimension and get a dedicated group there to work with 

Fede? The Graions haven’t messed with a Pleiadian since 

that encounter between our ships on the other side of the 

Earth’s moon. They have a tendency to stay away when 

they pick up on our vibrations.” 

Surprise flickered in Zamin’s eyes. “Are you sure you 

want to do that? 

Onora nodded. “If it would help.” 

Zamin spoke his considerations aloud. “It would 

enhance Fede’s Pleiadian vibrations for sure, and give him a 

heightened shield. On the other hand, it would also slow up 

his remembrance of his Origin Memories. Still, it would 

confuse the Graions with the mixed vibrations being 

energized simultaneously.” 

“That was my thought,” Onora said. “Even if we’d have 

to pay with his Origin Memories in order to do so.” 
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“That’s all depending, of course, on Fede’s free choice 

to respond to the stimulus.” A small frown formed between 

Zamin’s eyebrows. “You might not get back to the Origin 

Dimension, though. Not without a lot of effort.”  

“I know,” she said. “But, if it’s for the greater good, I’m 

willing to go. We’re all depending upon the success of this 

mission.” Zamin’s hazel eyes narrowed and looked deep 

into Onora’s blue ones in wordless communication. Finally, 

she said, “It’s not a time for dwelling on self interests.” 

“I don’t think your spiraling down will be necessary,” 

Imradon said. He smiled at Onora. “However, we do thank 

you for the consideration.” 

“I say let’s go with the addition of two groups with 

individual focuses on Rah and Fede,” Zhamhra said. “And 

we’ll keep Onora’s idea on the side for implementation if 

we think it necessary.” 

“In the meantime,” Zamin added, “Onora can continue 

to work on the Pleiadian vibration from here. Let’s see if it 

expands or contracts the success of the overall mission.” 

Zhamhra said to Zamin, “And we’ll both continue our 

respective missions with Rah and Fede.” 

“Keep each other abreast of your progress and any 

changes,” Imradon said. “And I’ll do the same with the 

Council’s progress on monitoring Graion activity around 

Rah. We all have a lot to keep track of, and we don’t want 

to weaken our headway through missing any key elements.” 

“We’re all agreed then?” Zhamhra asked the group. 

“Agreed,” they all said in unison. 

“Then, so it is.”  
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All of their plans were based on one salient fact and one 

salient fact alone: Rah’s free will to be influenced by 

whatever vibrations, thoughts, and ideas she drew to her, 

and the choices she made as a result. 
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P A S T A  A N D  P L A N S

Pasta is always a comfort food in Italy and Rah wanted some 
comfort in her relationship with Fede. They hadn’t yet fully 
recuperated from still another little bickering argument when Fede 
tried to convince her of their past lives together. She wanted to 
give the two of them space without declaring it as such. What 
better way to do that than by having friends over for dinner? 

“So, what do you think?” Rah asked Marina on the phone. 
“Can you make it?” 

“Sure, I’d love to come, your timing is perfect. I have all the 
course leaders in place for the Association, so it will be my ‘Yay! I 
got it all done’ celebration dinner.” 

“Okay, dinner is at eight.” 
“I’ll bring wine.” 
Setting the table the night of the dinner, Rah remembered the 

dynamics of that last near-miss dinner when Katarina and Marina 
first met. No worries, we’re all grown adults, so there shouldn’t be 
any problems. To be sure, though, she put Fede at the foot of the 
table, herself at the head near the kitchen. She placed Katarina 
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next to Fede to his left and Marina was to Rah’s right, which 
meant they were opposite ends of the table and not facing each 
other. Good. That should give them limited eye contact. To 
ensure her just-in-case seating wasn’t too obvious, she split Gianni 
and Giocomo by putting Gianni to her left and Giocomo on 
Fede’s right. That left the two middle seats for Tro and Seppe to 
act as buffers. Perfect. Without realizing it, she had split all the 
couples, including Fede from herself. 

“Let’s all agree to talk about anything but religion and 
politics.” Rah served the last plate of homemade lasagna to her 
guests and picked up her fork. “Buon appetito everyone.” 

“Buon appetito,” they all said in general chorus. The dinner 
had officially begun. 

“Does that mean we can’t talk about that terrorist group on 
the news that claims to have special powers?” Fede took a bite of 
his lasagna. 

“What powers do they claim to have, anyway?” Seppe took a 
sip of wine, ready for a good table conversation. 

“Telepathy,” Fede said. “Rah, this is really good!” 
“You don’t have to act so surprised.” Rah laughed even though 

she noted with a pang that he didn’t call her by his pet nickname, 
Rah-nee. 

“Telepathy!” Katarina wrinkled her nose. “What a load of 
hogwash.” 

“I think it’s possible.” Fede shrugged his shoulders. 
“Me, too,” Marina said. “I don’t know about the group, but 

wouldn’t it be great if we could all speak telepathically? Maybe we 
already do in a way. Can’t you tell I love this lasagna?” 

Tro groaned. “Oh my God! I couldn’t imagine anything 
worse! Not the lasagna,” he assured Rah. “I mean speaking 
telepathically.” 
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Gianni burst out laughing and raised his glass in a toast to 
Tro. “To not speaking telepathically. It would mean the 
breakdown of all social systems, especially yours my friend.” 

“Just think if people could actually hear your real thoughts.” 
Rah winked at Tro and raised her glass. “Including Tro’s Friday 
night rendezvous with women.”  

“Let’s not forget.” Seppe raised his glass. “He’s also got 
rendezvous on Saturday, Sunday, Monday—” 

“Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday,” everyone finished in 
unison. They all burst out laughing. 

“Now, there’s no sense in exaggerating.” Tro defended himself 
while laughing with them. “I can’t help it if I love women.” 

“And they love you, sweetie.” Rah exaggerated an Italian 
shrug. “So, it’s all good.” 

“Okay, serious question.” Katarina’s secret smile belied her 
words. “How can anyone take a group seriously and call them 
legitimate terrorists if they have such unsubstantiated claims like 
having telepathic powers?” 

“Well, the US and Italian governments think it’s serious,” 
Fede said. “It’s all over the news.” 

 “Just because it’s on the news doesn’t make it true,” Katarina 
said. 

“You’ve got that right,” Marina said. 
“I think they like to invent the idea of terrorist cells to keep us 

all in check.” Gianni scrunched his lips. “Do you remember those 
two actors that got put in a cage of all things? For doing a comedy 
sketch.” He shook his head in disgust. “In that case, the news was 
a sham.” 

Rah shuddered. She couldn’t imagine anything worse than 
being put in a cage on public display. 

“I know,” Fede said. “Our president is an idiot.” 
“However,” Giocomo said. “If that terrorist group really was a 

problem, the government would shut them down.” 
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“I sometimes think the anti-terrorists programs create more 
terror than the rings they are supposedly trying to break apart.” 
Tro held his glass up for more wine. “Giocomo, will you do the 
honors?” 

“I know.” Katarina agreed with enthusiasm. “The leader of my 
Silva Mind Control league is addressing that very issue. He’s 
broken away to create a new one called Group Mind for Peace. 
We’re working on world peace and the end of terrorism through 
group mind control.” Rah and Fede exchanged a quiet look of 
implicit agreement over their shared dislike of the leader.  

“I thought we agreed on ‘no politics and religion’ tonight,” 
Rah interjected with a small smile and air quotes.  

“You’re right, honey,” Fede agreed as if he wasn’t the one to 
bring up the subject in the first place. A small silence fell over the 
table. In an effort to fill it, he brightened his voice and radiated a 
charismatic smile to everyone at the table. “Hey, here’s a question 
that’s not at all political. What’s your best memory?” 

Rah’s warm eyes told him, “Bless you, Fede. You always jump 
in to save the day.” His return smile was equally warm. 

“Anytime, anyplace?” Seppe asked. 
“Anytime, anyplace,” Fede confirmed. 
“As long as it’s G-rated,” Giocomo said. “After all, we’re at 

the dinner table.” 
Laughter and ‘awwww’s’ filled the air. 
Rah felt a trill run through her body as she thought about the 

elusive memory of the experience that night during the Egyptian 
Tantric Ankh orgasm. Gianni and Giocomo leaned over and 
smiled at each other from the two ends of the table remembering 
their last trip to Mexico. Tro suppressed a grin thinking about his 
twenty-first birthday when he was inaugurated to the mile high 
club with a pretty stewardess on a flight to London. Katarina 
flashed on the satisfaction she felt when an article she wrote on 
child psychology was published in a major magazine. Seppe 
remembered the first time RahTroSeppe performed for the local 
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television station and their careers as a comedy troupe were 
launched. Fede struggled to remember details of his past life with 
Rah. 

It was Marina who was the first to speak her memory out 
loud. “My first astral travel experience.”  

“Your what experience?” Katarina raised both hands as if in 
surrender.  

“Astral travel,” Marina said. “Tro, would you pass the bread, 
please?” 

“Oh, I heard about that.” Gianni took a sip of wine. “Isn’t that 
where you’re supposed to leave your body and you can travel 
anywhere?” 

“How can you possibly do that?” Katarina practically sputtered 
her disbelief.  

“It’s easy.” Fede was back in his element of being the sage 
filled with the knowledge. “You relax, focus your mind, and allow 
your consciousness to leave your body. You can travel anywhere 
with full memory of the experience afterwards.” 

Rah looked thoughtful. “Anywhere? With full memory?” 
Fede nodded. “Anywhere.” 
Katarina’s frown softened. She respected Fede. After all, he 

was a successful business owner. Still. “Where have you gone?” 
“I haven’t actually done it myself,” he admitted. “But you have, 

Marina. Tell her.” 
Marina spoke of the feeling of weightlessness and the sense of 

being outside of time and space. The more she spoke of her 
different experiences astral traveling to different places around the 
world, the more her eyes lit up. She emanated enthusiasm and it 
touched everyone at the table.  

“Do you remember everything afterwards?” Gianni asked. “It 
sounds like you do.” 

“Not everything, no,” Marina said. “It’s like dreaming in a 
way. Sometimes you remember a lot and other times just a 
sensation.” 
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“That’s true in real life,” Tro said with a laugh. “How much do 
you remember from the show two nights ago? And I bet what you 
remember is different than what I remember.” 

It was Fede who suggested they all try astral traveling 
together. To his great pleasure at being the initiator, they were all 
signed up by the following week for an astral traveling seminar 
conducted by someone Marina knew by word-of-mouth.  

Rah was the first to give it a thumbs up with the public agenda 
of it being a good activity for Fede and her to do together. Her 
unspoken agenda was the deep desire to re-experience whatever it 
was that had happened to her before.  

Gianni signed up out of pure curiosity, and Giocomo to keep 
him company. 

Seppe joined in thinking it would be an interesting way to 
expand his creativity on stage.  

Katarina agreed because she didn’t want to be left out. 
Besides, she thought, there must be a logical explanation to all 
this.  

Even Alessia, Fede’s hostess at LimeLights, signed up. She’d 
been sensing that there was trouble in Fede’s relationship with 
Rah so, to her mind, this was the perfect opportunity to get closer 
to her heretofore-unavailable boss. 

Thinking it would be a total waste of time, Tro was the last 
hold out and he didn’t sign up until the day before the big event.  

“Why now?” Gianni asked. 
“Because.” Tro wagged his eyebrows. “Alessia, the hostess 

with the mostest, is going.” 
“Seriously?” Seppe said giving him a small punch to his arm, 

“You only want her because she’s the only woman you’ve ever met 
who’s told you no.” 

“Worst case scenario?” Tro grinned. “It’s a good way to cruise 
for babes. I’ll get the overall lay of the land and it’ll tell me which 
direction to take.” 



G L E N N  Y O U N G E R  

355	  

Seppe almost choked on his beer. “Buddy, your personal 
plumbing is radar enough.” 

And, so, the stage was set for the Graions to make their move. 
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A S T R A L  T R A V E L I N G  S E M I N A R   

“Now, remember,” Luca said. “Once you’re out of your 
physical bodies, it’s the quality of your thoughts that propel you 
precisely as you project them. And you can only think them for 
yourself.” 

The group’s Astral Travel Guide was a middle-aged man with 
thinning grey hair and deep brown eyes filled with calm 
confidence. Years of yoga had kept him in good physical shape, 
which always gave the impression of personal power. Since Luca 
had been astral traveling since he was a teenager under the tutelage 
of a yoga mom, his experience put people at ease. 

Standing in the center of the room, he did a quick scan of the 
fifteen attendees seated in comfortable chairs placed in a semi 
circle facing him. Soft lighting matched the music, both selected 
with care to create a stress-free and calming environment. 
Although most of his participants were relaxed, some still showed 
traces of concern on their faces. That could be taken care of during 
the relaxation process. 

“Any last questions?”  
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“You said nothing bad can happen, right?” A young man with 
unruly black hair squinted through his glasses. 

“Marco, right?” The young man nodded, pleased that his 
instructor had remembered his name. “In my twenty years of 
doing this professionally, nothing bad has ever happened to me or 
any of my participants.” Had he been listening, Luca thought, 
instead of playing with his phone during the briefing session, he 
would have known that. 

“But...” A middle-aged woman with bright red dyed hair 
raised her hand. “What if we encounter disincarnate entities or 
such?” 

“You might.” Luca’s unconcerned shrug was designed to allay 
fears. A ripple of anxiety moved through the group anyway. He 
smiled to reassure them. “No worries, though. It’s been my 
experience that they’re more curious than anything. You can liken 
it to meeting someone new while you’re in your physical bodies. 
How dangerous is that? If you feel uncomfortable, move away 
from them just like you would at the grocery store, for example. 
Besides, you can send them some love and they’ll probably move 
away themselves.”  

“That makes sense.” The red headed woman gave a knowing 
smile. “I do it all the time with my husband when he’s angry. I 
send him Light and it calms him right down.”  

“What if we get too far away from our bodies?” The young 
woman with rosy cheeks had been quiet up until that point. 

“Your silver cord keeps your Soul sentience connected to your 
physical body.” Luca sighed inside. It was always the same 
questions just before the actual practice, questions about 
information that he had gone over several times already. “As we 
discussed, it’s enough to think the thought, ‘I want to come back 
into my physical body’ and you will. In the meantime,” he added 
with a touch of pride, “you will all be wrapped in your etheric 
bodies as you travel in consciousness.” He mentally praised himself 
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for his special brand of astral traveling where the traveler 
maintained a conscious awareness of his or her etheric body. 

Oh, brother, thought Katarina. I can’t believe I’m doing this. 
Rah fidgeted and stretched her shoulders. Can’t we get on 

with it? 
Fede bit back a grin. Rah and I are doing this together and I 

made it happen. 
He’s so gorgeous, sighed Alessia, looking at Fede. 
She’s hot, thought Tro, with a surreptitious glance at Alessia. 

Notice me. 
Seppe asked himself, how would this play out if it were an 

improvisational theater scene? 
I can do this, Gianni assured himself. 
Did I get those fabric samples to Signora Rossi? Giocomo 

made a mental note to follow through when they’d finished this 
whatever-it-was. 

Oh, this is going to be fun! Marina smiled and licked her lips. 
“Any more questions?” Luca’s eyes scanned the group. “No? 

Okay, one last reminder. When you do come back, do not touch 
the bodies of any of the other participants who are still traveling. 
Are we clear?” The group nodded their understanding. “Right, 
then. Let’s begin.” 

He instructed the group to lie down on their mats. When 
everyone was settled, he guided them in his relaxation techniques. 
“Close your eyes... pay attention to your breathing... relax your 
thoughts... your face muscles... your feet... your hands...” He paid 
special attention to those who were struggling with their fear or 
skepticism.  

For some it was easier than others but, one by one, they each 
managed to leave their bodies on their individual astral voyage. 
Luca smiled at still another successful ‘lift off’ as he liked to call it. 
After the participants’ initial confusion of being in a new state of 
awareness and not quite knowing where they wanted to go or what 
they wanted to do, he felt some of them simply go to another side 



W A Y M A K E R S :  T H E  B E G I N N I N G

360

of the room or up to the ceiling. One left to visit their hometown. 
Another went across to the other side of the city. Still another 
went to an elementary school playground to go play on the swings.  

Rah, however, was a woman with a mission. In search of her 
memory, she shot straight up into the cosmos. Fede followed right 
behind her; there was no way he was going to be left behind this 
time. Alessia followed Fede. Tro followed Alessia. Seppe followed 
Tro. Not knowing where else to go, Gianni and Giocomo 
followed the others. Marina turned as if to say, ‘C’mon!’ to 
Katarina and they brought up the rear. 

Luca noticed that all of Marina’s friends were going 
somewhere together. Even though his usual practice was to stay in 
the room and greet people when they returned, a gut feeling told 
him that something wasn’t right. Maybe he should take a quick 
astral trip to keep an eye on them. He had no idea as he left his 
body to follow them that he was heading to the infinite cosmos, a 
place he’d never been in all his travels. 

Marco, the young man with the glasses, felt their group 
exodus. He’d already gotten the gist of hanging around on the 
ceiling and was a little bored by it. Thinking it would be safe to 
tag along, he mentally projected his consciousness to join their 
astral train. 

None of them would have followed Rah had they known that 
all hell was about to break loose.  
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D I R E C T O R S  

The WayMakers Board of Directors was in session. The 

sentient consciousness of each member was in juxtaposition 

to the others in order to form a geometric configuration 

known as Metatron’s cube, one of the basic building blocks 

of conscious physical matter in the Earth’s Universe. 

Together, they vibrated their collective Origin Vibration, 

specifically directing it towards Earth. 

Suddenly, a strident discordant buzz ripped through the 

outer edges of their Song. It jarred each of them as they 

recognized the distinct Graion vibration of attack-conquer-

and-consume. 

“There it is,” one of the Members telepathed. “A 

Graion attack force.” 

“They’re moving into formation.” 

“Rah-nee-i-ahm-zha is the target.” 
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Imradon broke off from the group Vibration. “I’m going 

to Zhamhra.” 

In implied agreement, the group continued their vigil. 
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 T R A V E L  I N  T H E  C O S M O S    

“Oh my God!  It is so beautiful!”  Rah marveled at the sheer 
immensity of space, the profound silence, so filled with the 
promise of… how to describe it?  She wanted to commit it to 
memory so it would never escape her again.  Pure crystalline 
Creation.   

The reactions of ‘wow!’ and ‘amazing!’ from the other astral 
travelers told her she wasn’t alone, but they were of secondary 
importance as her heart swelled with the overwhelming emotion 
of the experience.  She was there again and starting to remember!  
In a leisurely sense of weightlessness, she savored the experience 
and felt her consciousness expand in the recognition of having 
lived this once before.  What else was it that she’d experienced?  
Oh, the earth.  Where was the earth?  Would that, too, be as she 
remembered?  There it was!   

When a resounding, “Yes!” burst out of her, the other astral 
travelers turned to see what had caught her attention.  A collective 
gasp of awe united them to see that magnificent sphere of blue and 
green suspended in such a colossal expanse of indigo blue, so blue 
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it was almost black.  Their Souls exalted at its beauty; it was so 
much grander and so very far removed from the noise and 
confusion of their daily lives that they let loose in a spontaneous 
celebration of exultation.   

Gianni and Giocomo twirled around each other like two 
grammar school children.   Every once in a while, they stopped to 
see what the others were doing before returning back to their own 
pleasure of playing together.  

Seppe was like a little boy, turning rolling summersaults in the 
weightlessness until he felt giddy with glee. 

Marina laughed with sheer euphoria.  In all her astral travels, 
she had never gone straight into the cosmos and it was superb. 
She wondered what would happen if she tried to stretch and touch 
all sides of the universe at once.  On that one thought, her 
conscious awareness expanded in a wave of rapturous laughter 
until she no longer had a sense of her own edges and, still, she 
kept going. 

Katarina was confused when Marina seemed to disappear.  It 
took a complete three hundred sixty degree turn for her to give up 
looking for her point of reference—oh well, the others are right 
here so who needs Marina anyway?—and fully acclimate herself to 
all the newness.    

Katarina’s second revolution ignited a perplexed curiosity. 
The sheer immensity of the earth, the moon, the stars, the space 
was entirely different from her known world. She marveled at it all 
with more wide-eyed wonder than she ever had at anything in her 
entire lifetime.  For once, she didn’t try to squeeze the miraculous 
into a tiny pre-manufactured box from her studies, creating doubts 
that would have sent her reeling back into her physical body. 

Fede, on the other hand, wanted to discover something on his 
own so he could come back and share it with Rah.  No more 
playing catch-up for him.  He saw the moon suspended like a 
luminous silver globe etched with dark shadows of mountain 
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chains and deep craters.  Yes, that’s it; he wanted to see what was 
on the other side.  With that one thought, off he went.     

Alessia’s only desire was to be with Fede.  She kept by his side 
and he cognitively reached out with his consciousness to include 
her.   

Tro’s hypersensitivity to Alessia drew him right along with 
her.  For the first time, and in that seemingly boundless space of 
unconditional Creation, Alessia didn’t push Tro away.  Rather, 
she instinctively reached out to him as Fede had just done to her. 
The three traveled together towards their destination in an organic 
triangular formation of consciousness with Fede at the lead. 

Meanwhile, Rah’s Creation Song rose up from within, 
followed by a longing for the vibration of Zhamhra’s signature 
purple. 

“Rahhhhnnnneeeeiiiiiiiiammmmzzzzzhhhhaaaammm…” she 
sang out to the cosmos.  “Rahhh neeee…” 

It was Luca who first sensed the Graions in the far distance of 
time and space.  He felt them as an animal would feel the 
rumbling in the earth before a major earthquake.   

It’s probably just some disincarnate spirits like I’ve seen a 
thousand times before, Luca rationalized.  When the rumbling 
grew stronger and took on an almost strident feel to it, his 
curiosity grew.  What in the world?  He simply didn’t have enough 
experience to understand.  Maybe it had something to do with 
Rah’s toning. 

“Rahhh neee  iiiiii…aaahhhmmmm.. Zhhhaaammm 
raaaahhhh neee iiii aaaaahhhhmmm  zzzzhhhhhaaaaam…”  Rah 
thought, where is the purple?  She called out with more intensity, 
“Rahhh neee  iiiiii…aaahhhmmmm.. Zhhhaaammm raaaahhhh 
neee iiii aaaaahhhhmmm  zzzzhhhhhaaaaa…” 

Marco wondered, why’s she making that sound?  Am I 
supposed to make that sound?  Luca isn’t. 
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“Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-

ZhamhRah…” 

Zhamhra felt Rah’s Song connect with his and he smiled. 

Yes! She’s calling me. 

Wait. No! 

He felt the Graion attack-conquer-and-consume 

vibration at the same time the WayMakers Board did. His 

and Rah’s Creation Song was giving the Graions their 

direction, showing them the way directly to Rah. 

Rah! No! Stop! 

Wait. I can get to her first and still not be breaking the 

Grand Inter-Dimensional Council Agreement. She’s called 

me in. 

In less than one nino-bit, Zhamhra was off. 
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Luca was the first to see the etheric manifestation of the 
Graion army, and he didn’t understand. What was that? It looked 
like a massive field of... What? Amoebas? They were an awful lot 
like the ones he saw the first time he looked into a microscope in 
his high school science class. Now how cool was that, gray 
transparent amoebas? Who would’ve ever imagined he’d be like an 
amoeba there in the cosmos? He looked down at his etheric body 
with arms and legs and saw his silver cord that stretched all the 
way back to his physical body on earth. No, he wasn’t like an 
amoeba. He patted his etheric arm and held it up for closer 
inspection.  

His attention was diverted, just like the Graions had mentally 
manipulated. 

Meanwhile, Marco, the young man beside him, wasn’t at all 
enthralled with the solid mass of transparent gray that let off that 
strange vibration. He hated it as much, if not more, than the 
sound of chalk screeching across that stupid Signore Scalfaro’s 
blackboard at University. His hackles rose. That mass was coming 
in too fast. He shivered, backed away from Luca and that thing. 
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No, wait a minute! It wasn’t a thing. It was made up of hundreds, 
no thousands, of slimy gray slugs. The screeching in his mind rose 
in crescendo. He turned to escape from his rising fear and ran 
smack into a group of Graions arriving from the other side. Whoa! 
Where’d they come from?  

A strange tingling enveloped him. No, he didn’t like them at 
all. They made him feel prickly like when he stayed at his 
computer too long and his legs fell asleep. But this was even more 
intense. He struggled against them, swatting, punching, pushing, 
but that only made it worse. The more he struggled, the more they 
amassed around him. My God! They were eating at him! He tried 
to think, what was it Luca said to do? I...I...I...want... AGH! He 
recoiled from the tingling that escalated into an intense pain.  

The Graions responded with malicious glee. The more Marco 
fought, the more he gave them lowered vibrations to feed upon. 
When he curled up into a fetal position, trying to make himself as 
small as possible, trying to pretend it wasn’t happening, hoping 
they would go away, denying their presence, the more he opened 
himself up to their attack.  

Katarina also perceived a tingling sensation, but she was too 
disoriented from her spinning to notice it much at first. To her, 
there was something infinitely familiar about the sensation of 
being surrounded and enveloped by the Graion vibration. In fact, 
it reminded her of her parents when she was very young, so she 
almost embraced them. She did wonder what happened to all the 
colors, and why didn’t she feel like there was circulation in her 
etheric arms? Didn’t Luca say her etheric body was similar to her 
physical one?  

Seppe’s summersaults slowed down the moment the Graions 
surrounded him. He felt sluggish, almost drugged. Oh, man! 
What are these things? This is NOT fun anymore. I want back 
into my physical body! With that thought, his silver cord pulled 
him out of the Graion mass and back towards earth. Along the 
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way, a few hung on, weaseling their way into his etheric muscles, 
ready to eat their way through their new host. 

Lethargy, as well as a tingling like Marco felt, also affected 
Gianni and Giocomo, but they thought one was doing it to the 
other. The Graion mentality in their Human makeup was 
activated, and they slurred their words as they struggled against 
each other. Ssstop it! No, you stoppit! I’m not doin’anything! Yes, 
youare! Amm not! That gave the Graions their opening and they 
prepared to move in for their attack.  

Giocomo got fed up with Gianni and barked, “If thass the way 
you’re goin’ to be, I’m goin’ back to my physical body.” On that 
one intention, he left Gianni alone in the cosmos surrounded by 
Graion troupes. 

Gianni flipped him a lazy finger. Fine, be that way. I’m going 
to join the others on the other side of the moon. Just as the first 
troupes were about to lash out at Gianni, he projected his 
consciousness towards where he thought Tro had gone and zipped 
away from the Graions surrounding him. Some followed, nipping 
at his edges, while the bulk moved on towards the other sentient 
vibrations that were closer and easier to feed upon.  

Marina’s reaction was altogether different. Her consciousness 
was so stretched and expanded that she responded with nothing 
more than a small quiver. Well, that was new, she thought as she 
luxuriated in the sense of infinite Creation. Since the Graions 
preferred to feed off of Light that was more concentrated in form, 
they bypassed her altogether. 

By the time Luca looked up from checking out his etheric 
body, the Graion troupes had surrounded him. Everywhere he 
looked, it felt like he was looking through a windowpane filled 
with dirt and grime.  

He felt an electric shock run through him. 
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“Yoo hoo! Here I am again! Victory is mine!” 

Beads and bangles hanging off Tanyiara’s hippy dress 

from the Earth timeline of the sixties made small knocking 

sounds as she danced with arms flung over her head and 

hips gyrating. Her long black hair was parted in the middle 

and hung down the sides of her face making her look like a 

curvy rendition of Cher in her early days of fame.  

“Where is the love?” She improvised her singing in free 

abandon. “It’s here all around. Don’t you know love, is 

without bounds? It’s in your heart, so just do your part…” 

Coming in to her big finish, she stopped short when she 

saw she had no audience. “Hey, Mr. Zhamhra? Are you 

here?” 

Her voice echoed through the emptiness of the Great 

Hall.  
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“I knew it was too easy to teleport myself in this time.” 

She swung her hair over her shoulder and let it hang down 

her back. With hands planted on her hips, she called out, 

“Yoo hoo! Anybody home?”  

She tuned in to sense where he might be. Black eyeliner 

emphasized the roundness of blue eyes now widened in 

surprise. He’s gone? To Rah? 

“Zhamhra!” Imradon’s Vibration bellowed throughout 

the Great Hall, making Tanyiara fall to the floor. 

“ZHAMHRA! COME BACK!” 

He felt the residual vibrations of the hall and intuitively 

read the records of recent events. Rah called him, Imradon 

thought, so he went to her. 

Imradon concentrated his telepathic message to 

Zhamhra. “Come back. There are too many of them against 

just one of you. They will consume you alive. COME 

BACK!” 

Tanyiara’s eyes narrowed. Nobody was going to harm 

Zhamhra. Not on her watch. 
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 Luca waited to see if the electric shock would repeat itself. 
Maybe it was just a figment of his imagination.  

Squinting through the transparent gray surrounding him, he 
tried to get his bearings. What was that? A surprised smile lit up 
his face when he saw a glorious purple form, like a swirling purple 
cloud, move straight towards Rah’s consciousness sphere 
surrounding her etheric body. His curiosity was piqued, and he 
didn’t notice how he was losing sensation in his extremities. 
What’s that sphere around her? The closer the purple cloud got to 
Rah, the more it emanated Light from within. It was so beautiful! 
Could the purple be the amoebas’ center?  

His smile faded when the swirling purple wrapped itself 
around Rah’s sphere and enveloped her etheric body. Was she in 
danger? No, she was obviously overjoyed at its arrival, so all must 
be well. She must know what’s going on, he assured himself. After 
all, she’s the one who led us all here. It’s just new, even that 
electrical shock. It’s just new, that’s all. 
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His first clue that something wasn’t right was when a large 
portion of the gray amoebas turned towards the purple light in 
agitation. It reminded him of sharks in the throes of a feeding 
frenzy. His second clue was an odd itching sensation in his silver 
cord. When he looked down, he saw the amoebas amassing 
around its silvery glow. No, this definitely isn’t right, he thought 
with a small frown. He looked over to Marco. They were doing 
the same to his young charge.  

Alarm bells finally went off in Luca’s mind. Whatever they 
are, they’re going for our silver cords! We need to go! Had he 
specified ‘back to my physical body’, he would have escaped. But, 
he didn’t and so, without clearer direction, he moved straight 
towards Marco and deeper into the mass of Graions around him.  

He called out to the others. “You need to go back to your 
physical bodies! Now!” But, they were too wrapped up in their 
own experiences to notice and speak for themselves. 

A searing pain shot through his temple as some of the more 
aggressive Graions latched onto him. He gagged when others 
went for his throat. Panic engulfed him, suffocating him. 
Forgetting that his etheric body didn’t need to breathe in the same 
way his physical body did, he tried to gulp in air and rip away the 
things that were strangling him, but to no avail. 

More Graions attacked from below and fought amongst 
themselves for territory along his silver cord. He tried sending 
another warning to his fellow travelers, but the Graion’s whipped 
him back and forth with such a frenzy of violence, it blocked all 
other thought. The sensation of being sucked down into a long 
dark tunnel fed his fear. It didn’t feel like the other times when 
he’d returned to his physical body, so he blindly lashed out seeking 
something to hold onto. Terror washed over him in sickening 
waves, directly feeding the Graions’ lust. They attacked with even 
greater zeal 
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All those years of mental training served him when a succinct 
thought rose up through the dank clamminess of his mind: Give 
them Light.  

Yes, that’s it! Light! I send them Light! No, that’s too general. 
In keen desperation, he refocused his thoughts. I send you Light. I 
am Light. You are Light. His desperation muddied the Light he 
was endeavoring to transmit, giving the Graions an even tastier 
vibration to feed upon.  

In the midst of his torment, he heard his mother’s voice echo 
from the past. “You must live in your heart.” He made another 
quick course correction in his thought transmission. From my 
heart, he clarified, I send you Light. The sucking sensation slowed 
down. I send you Light. I am Light. You are Light. From my 
heart, I send you Light. 

With Seppe and Giocomo gone, and Luca and Marco under 
full assault, the greater part of the Graion attack force 
concentrated on surrounding Rah.  

Once in place, they moved in to attack the outer edges of the 
purple sphere that Zhamhra had merged with Rah’s sphere of 
consciousness. They nibbled and then gobbled with a mindless 
turmoil, absorbing the more refined Light vibrations in such 
quantities that fellow Graions in the second and third flanks began 
eating away at their own kind in a bloodthirsty desire to suck a 
small measure of it for themselves. Their growling and snapping 
incited those behind them to join in until the brawl grew into a 
full out skirmish, Graion against Graion. Meanwhile, the front 
line continued their relentless attack.  

Something clicked in the collective consciousness of the 
Graions. This wasn’t right. Their target was the one known as 
Rah-nee-i-ahm-zha. They restored order amongst their ranks, 
regrouped, and attacked the purple sphere with more systematic 
precision. The ones closest to Rah and Zhamhra took their fill and 
dropped back, allowing the next line to attack and take their fill 
before they, too, dropped back to let the next line move in. 
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What was happening? Rah felt the initial rush of uniting with 

Zhamhra fade away to be replaced by a feeling of dizziness. Her 
energy was draining fast, and her fight-or-flight instincts propelled 
her towards the nearest and safest Light source her panicked mind 
could think of in order to maintain her equilibrium: Zhamhra. 

“Ra-nee-ai-am-zah!” Zhamhra sent her a telepathic vibration, 
willing her to understand that she was falling into the Graion’s 
clutches. “Stay with me! Give them your Origin Love!”   

“I am!”  
“Emit - Light - from - your - Hearts,” he repeated succinctly. 

Zhamhra lowered his vibration to sync with hers so he could lift 
her back up.  

“I am!” She gulped even harder on Zhamhra’s vibration. 
  
The Graions were quick to discern the difference between 

Rah’s vibration and Zhamhra’s. They focused on their goal of Rah 
with greater avidity, sucking at her Light, chomping and clawing 
on her edges. Zhamhra tried to mask her vibration by lowering his 
own once again. Malevolent exultation ran rampant amongst the 
Graion army. Even that purple vibration was becoming more 
accessible! 

“Rah!” Zhamhra felt his own vibrational energy draining as he 
tried to get her attention and hold off the Graion onslaught. 
“You’re drinking it in from me. You need to emit your own Light! 
From your Hearts!”  

“I’m trying,” Rah mewled, and she grappled at him harder.  
They’ve got her, he thought. She’s got to free herself. “Align 

with me!” He spoke with more urgency than he ever had in all of 
his life memories. “We have to merge, and we can’t unless you 
align with me in your Heart.” 

Instead of moving deeper into her Origin Memories to align 
with him, Rah grasped with more desperation at his Origin 
Vibration. The more she grasped, the more she opened venues for 
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the Graions to dig in at her and openly feed on her version of their 
attack-conquer-and-consume vibration. 

“Tone with me, Rah,” he commanded with all the focus he 
had in him. “Together. Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-
ahmm...” 

But she didn’t hear him. She didn’t feel him anymore. Rather, 
she felt something closing in on her. It was dark and dense. Oh, 
no! The dark people from outside the cave! They’re getting in! She 
cowered inside herself and gulped on Zhamhra as a dying woman 
hanging onto her last lifeline. The purple consciousness shield 
dimmed as Zhamhra weakened. 

Masses of newer Graion troupes moved into tight formation 
around them.  

Zhamhra evaluated elements of the situation in rapid 
succession. How could he keep Rah safe? Doing nothing but 
sustaining their current vibrational frequency wasn’t working. The 
Graions would keep feeding off of her vibration in the shield’s 
makeup, forcing him to lower his vibration again and again until 
they’d all be lost. And he had lowered his vibrational frequency too 
many times already in an effort to align with Rah’s Earthly 
consciousness to lift her back up. Now, the attack-conquer-and-
consume vibrations from both his beloved Rah, as well as the 
Graions, were siphoning off the quality of his Origin Light. If he 
kept up that pace, he’d be too dense to make it back to the Origin 
Dimension and their mission would be lost before it ever fully 
began. Plus, for every measure of Light the Graions consumed, 
they replaced it with their own attack-conquer-and-consume 
vibration, pulling both of them down the evolutionary spiral. No, 
he couldn’t endure those lower levels for much longer without 
falling prey to the attack force himself. Still, he had to uphold the 
integrity of their shield; it was an integral part of their united 
Beingness and was the one thing keeping Rah safe until she came 
to her senses. 
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He opened the conduit in his center to let a little more pure 
Origin Light flow. He knew there was an infinite fountain at his 
disposal, as it was for all who remembered to go to their centers 
and open the flow. He also knew that one intentional burst of 
highly refined Origin Light would repel the Graions, but that 
would mean sacrificing Rah and her friends through vibrational 
overload on their etheric bodies. He wasn’t willing to do that.  

Through the din of the Graion attack force, Zhamhra heard 
Imradon calling him back. He ignored the call. He wasn’t going 
anywhere without Rah. Although he still had the capability for the 
moment to return to the Origin Dimension, it would mean 
leaving the Human travelers in the clutches of the Graion army. In 
his mind, his only true course of action depended upon Rah 
opening up and freely emitting her own Light from her own 
Origin Heart. It was then, and only then, that he could elevate 
them together, and look towards saving the others. 

“Rah! Wake up!”  
Her precious Zhamhra, she thought, as she continued to draw 

from his more elevated Vibrations.  
He toned, “Rahn-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-

ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-zhammmRahn-nee-i-ahmm-
ZhamhRah-nee-i-ahmm-ZhamhRah...” 

More Graion troupes arrived, strengthening their collective 
attack-conquer-and-consume vibration.  

“Rah! Tone with me! Raaaaaaaahhhhn-
nnnneeeee...iiiii....aaa..”  

When the new flank of Graions latched onto the purple 
shield, they discovered that Zhamhra’s lowered vibration made 
parts of it more accessible than before. A ripple of avarice exploded 
through their ranks and they sunk their tentacles in further, 
draining away the Life Force they craved like a mass of blood 
sucking leeches.  

Rah’s vibrational levels took a nosedive from the newest 
onslaught. Hungrily guzzling with even more desperation at 



G L E N N  Y O U N G E R  

381	  

Zhamhra’s Light, she gagged. No, it was too much. She blindly 
sought out another vibration, any vibration, on which to feed and 
find her equilibrium. There’s some, she cried as she moved her 
consciousness towards the Graions around her. She shuddered in 
repulsion. No, that was too heavy. She grabbed back onto 
Zhamhra. 

Just as Zhamhra was lowering his vibration once again in an 
effort to realign with Rah and sustain her awakening, still more 
Graions pounced. 

His thoughts fogged and his toning became disjointed. 
“...ahmmmm- Zhaa -aa - mmmh...” 

The Graions felt the difference right away. We’re winning! 
Go in for the kill! Now! The next flank of Graions bombarded the 
purple shield with new fury. 

Zhamhra opened himself to let a new measure of Origin Light 
flow, aiming to wrap it around the shield to repel the Graions and 
still not overload Rah. She jerked in reaction. No, that was too 
much. He pulled back. 

“Rah! Tone with me, Rah,” he repeated, fainter than ever. 
“Raaaahhhhn-nnneeee...” 

The Graions learned that it was more crippling if they didn’t 
take their full fill, but rather let fresh flanks suck away in smaller, 
more intense portions. Zhamhra’s vibrational toning flickered 
when the subsequent flank of Graions hit with more force than 
ever.  

“...eeee-iiii..... AAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHH,” burst out 
of him in the closest thing to Human pain that he had ever felt in 
his Origin Form. A debilitating sense of vertigo washed over him, 
and his lost his place in his toning. 

The next flank moved in. 
“Raaaaaaa...” 
And the next.  
“Hhhh-nnnneee...” 
And another. 
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“...iiiii....ah...” 
His connection to Rah slipped as the first wisps of Graion fog 

moved into his consciousness.  
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Zamin and Onora entered the Great Hall in a burst of 

spiraling colored Lights that collapsed into their Human 

forms. Both their auras pulsated in tense concentration. 

“Where is he?” Zamin’s voice shot towards Imradon. 

“He’s gone to Rah.” 

“She called him?” 

“Yes.” 

“So, it’s legal then.” Zamin paced the room. “There’s 

too many of them for him to handle on his own.” He ran his 

hands through his curls in frustration. 

“I know,” Imradon said with a small contraction to his 

Essence. “Both the WayMakers Board, as well as the Origin 

Council, are in attendance sending Origin Vibrations to 

assist Rah. But they’re not getting through. She’s shutting 

down.” 

“It’s not enough anyway, is it?” 
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“We’ll have to see. She’s strong.” 

“I don’t know.” Zamin shook his head. “She’s not far 

enough along her spiral of remembering. Not for these 

circumstances, anyway.” 

Tanyiara broke into the conversation with a worried 

frown. “We need to send in reinforcements.” 

Imradon shook his head in turn. “We can’t unless they 

directly call on us.” 

“And none of them know enough about us to make that 

call,” Zamin said. 

“It’s true that Origin Souls can’t go in except by direct 

request,” Tanyiara countered. “But it’s not the true for the 

rest of us from any of the outer-spiral races. We just need to 

be in sync with a Human’s vibration, right?” 

Zamin stopped his pacing and his eyes narrowed. 

“What are you saying?” 

“I can go.” Tanyiara’s blue eyes were serene. “And 

others like me who have made it to the Origin Dimension. 

We’re not bound by the Agreement like the Origin Souls 

are. I can connect through…” She lowered her eyes in 

concentration. “The one they call Alessia.”  

“You’re too young,” Onora interjected. “But I’m not. 

And since I’ve been working with Fede, anyway, I can 

connect through him.” 

“Onora, if you go, you can get pulled in.” Zamin’s brow 

furrowed in concern. “It could take eons for you to make it 

back here.” 

“I know,” she said. 

“You can’t do it on your own,” Imradon interjected. 

“You are going to need others.” 
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“We’ll get volunteers at the WayMakers Academy,” 

Tanyiara said. 

“I agree,” Onora said. “The futures of all our home 

dimensions depend on Zhamhra and Rah. Without those 

two completing their mission of toning their Creation Song 

together, the other emissaries on Earth won’t be able to 

join in and complete their missions.” 

“There will be no direct intervention,” Imradon warned. 

“Only the focalization of Origin Dimension Vibrations or 

anything higher than the Graion attack-conquer-and-

consume vibration. Otherwise, you’ll be adding to the 

Graion effort, even if on higher levels.” 

“I understand, Sir. The Humans have to do it for 

themselves. But since they aren’t in their physical Human 

bodies right now, we can piggyback where a pure Origin 

Soul can’t.” 

“Okay, it is worth a try.” Imradon looked at Zamin. 

“Agreed?” 

“Agreed, Sir.” 

Onora gasped and clutched at her stomach. “We’re 

losing him! We’re losing Zhamhra! I’m going in.” 

“No, Onora! Not without others.” 

“We can’t wait.” She morphed out of her Human form 

and began spinning in preparation for her departure. Her 

last words as she teleported out were, “Send volunteers as 

soon as you can.” 

“Onora!” Zamin cried out. “Wait!” 

“I’m going, too.” Tanyiara wobbled in her spinning, but 

she was right behind Onora. 
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Fede, Alessia and Tro were coming back from the other side 
of the moon when they met up with Gianni. 

“Where’s Giocomo?” Tro asked. 
“Ohhhhh, he wen’ back.” Gianni waved a lazy hand.  
They looked at each other. “Is he stoned?” 
“How’za other side of za moon?” Gianni slurred. 
“Fabulous!” Alessia’s arms outstretched as if to embrace the 

entire cosmos. “Absolutely out of this world!” She laughed at her 
own joke. 

Fede’s attention was drawn to Gianni’s silver cord. A dozen 
transparent gray blobs were hooked onto it, draining out its silver 
glow. “What’s that?” 

The others looked down and a ripple of concern moved 
between them. 

It suddenly dawned on Gianni why he had been feeling 
sluggish and jittery ever since Giocomo and he had split off from 
each other. “Oh, man, thas wha’ happened. This is not good.” He 
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grabbed his silver cord and tried to shake them off. His resistance 
was just what they needed to hook in deeper.  

Both Fede and Tro projected their consciousness to try to free 
their friend from what they saw as parasites. Three of the gray 
forms detached themselves from Gianni’s cord and latched onto 
the two new Light sources. They watched in horror as the three 
amoebas multiplied into six, then seven, now eight, ten. 

“We’ve got to get out of here! Go get help!” Alessia turned to 
escape. To her horror, she saw what seemed to be an infinite mass 
of those same transparent gray things. There were so many, she 
could barely make out the presence of Luca, Katarina, that young 
man Marco, and some strange purplish thing engulfing Rah. Her 
instincts told her they were all in severe danger and her piercing 
scream shot outwards in shrill discordant waves that made Gianni, 
Fede, and Tro jolt backwards in shock.  

It also caught the attention of the back flanks of the Graion 
attack force. New Light sources! A low rumbling vibration of 
greedy hunger rippled outwards and hit the four in the pit of their 
stomachs. A euphoric trip of wonder and awe, turned into a 
nightmare as masses of transparent gray blobs moved in their 
direction. Immobilized, they watched in stupefying horror.  

Fede was the first to break their trance by turning to his 
intellectual spiritual knowledge. “Give Light!” He yelled. “Too 
much Light and they’ll go away!”  

“No, we haf’ta get outa’here!” Gianni cried. “I’m goin’ back to 
my physical body!” And with that, he slipped away. 

Intellectual knowledge is a far cry from practical knowledge, 
and ego-driven will power without heart is a distinct human aspect 
of the Graion attack-conquer-and-consume vibration. 
Unfortunately for Fede, his habitual ego-driven will power was 
what he used as he tried to send the transparent gray blobs an 
insupportable amount of Divine Light. In effect, he made himself 
into a Graion homing device. 
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Not knowing what else to do, Alessia latched onto Fede, 
looking to him as her savior. That, too, was a human aspect of the 
Graion vibration so the two of them together made a very 
interesting food source to the rapidly approaching Graion 
battalion. The mass of transparent gray blobs shot straight towards 
them. 

Tro’s training in improvisational theater where he had to stay 
centered and work with what was happening around him on stage 
helped him keep a cool mind. The passive knowledge he had 
picked up from Rah as she had spoken of her unfolding 
enlightenment helped make sense of Fede’s instruction to give 
Light. It was his unrecognized budding love for Alessia, however, 
the woman who had been a simple game of pursuit for him until 
that moment, was what galvanized him into action. He reached 
out, tore her from Fede, and placed her squarely at his back.  

“What the hell,” Tro said. “Follow my lead.” 
When she didn’t reject him, Tro felt himself swell with 

emotion. It was warm, like liquid gold, as it spread through him. 
He let it pour forth and projected it outwards to all of those 
horrible transparent gray blobs, imagining them as a sea of 
women, women who he loved individually for their uniqueness 
and collectively for their feminine juices.  

Even if she didn’t understand it, Alessia followed that flow 
and felt warmth moving up out of her heart to join with Tro. His 
improv training of playing off of the strongest element of a scene 
served him once again as he instinctively directed the core of their 
Light flow towards the purple glow in the midst of the churning 
sea of transparent gray. 

A spontaneous song of joy rose up in Tro in a sweet tone of, 
“Hallelujah.” Alessia was with him! Like most Italians, he was 
born a Catholic, but it had been years since he had even thought 
about setting foot in a church. Still, that song rose up with a fervor 
that he didn’t begin to understand. He sang it out strong and clear 
anyway, “HAAAL-LEEE-LUUUUU-JAAAAAAHHHHHH.” 
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Alessia felt a harmonic note rise up in her and she joined in. 
“HAAAAAHHHHHHHH.” 

“Let’s go!” Tro sang, “HAAAA-LLLE-LUUUUUU-
JAAAA...” 

She gave her assent by sustaining the harmonic notes and the 
two moved straight into the fray towards the purple Light. 

The deeper they moved into the transparent gray mass, the 
weaker their tone became. They felt like they were swimming in 
mud and their tone soon sounded dull to their consciousness. 
They kept slogging ahead anyway towards that purple Light. 

“Haaa-LLLEEE-Luuu-Jaaaa... 
Had they looked back, they wouldn’t have been able to see 

Fede through the mass of gray. 



 

 

C H A P T E R   

65 
B A C K  O N  E A R T H   

When Gianni returned to his body, he was disoriented and 
driven by just one thought: Fight off the transparent gray things. 
His legs kicked and his body shook as if in an epileptic seizure.  

“Oh my God!” Giocomo sprang up and lurched towards his 
partner. “What’s wrong with him?” 

“Don’t touch him!” Seppe bolted over and lunged at Giocomo 
to hold him back. “Luca said don’t touch a body until the soul has 
returned.” 

Giocomo fought against his restraints by elbowing Seppe hard 
in the stomach and twisting free. His hand made a reflexive fist 
and he landed a punch square on Seppe’s jaw.  

Seppe’s head was thrown back and his body followed as he fell 
to the floor. Three of the other participants who had already 
returned from their astral travels gasped in shock. Violence had no 
place in a spiritually harmonious setting!  

“Ow!” The pain in Giocomo’s hand brought him to his senses. 
“Oh my God! I am so sorry, I’ve never hit anyone in my life.” He 
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reached down to help Seppe, who was holding his jaw and moving 
it to see if anything was broken. 

Seppe tamped down on the urge to nail him one in return. 
“No worries. It happens,” he said through gritted teeth. He 
accepted Giocomo’s helping hand and nodded towards Gianni, 
who was still jerking on his mat. “What do we do? We can’t touch 
him.” 

The red headed woman spoke up. “We need to send him 
Light.” 

Giocomo frowned. “Send Light? How do we do that?” 
“You just have to relax,” she said. “Then place your attention 

on your heart and intend sending Divine Light. The intention is 
enough to activate it. I’ll guide you.” 

Following her lead, the group proceeded to do just that. 
Gianni’s body gradually stopped jerking as the group’s Light 
calmed down the Graion energy he had absorbed. When he sat up 
with a dazed look on his face, everyone breathed a sigh of relief.  

Giocomo grabbed his partner in a huge hug, rocking him in 
relief. “I am so sorry! I never should have left you. What 
happened? Are you okay?” 

Gianni dropped his head in his hands and mumbled, “Oh 
man, I’m going to be sick.” 

The red headed woman jumped up, grabbed a wastebasket, 
and thrust it under Gianni’s face. “Here. Let it go.” 

Gag reflexes convulsed Gianni’s whole body as he made full 
use of the woman’s offering. When he was finished, he gratefully 
accepted the glass of water one of the other participants had 
gotten. “Thanks.” 

“What happened?” Seppe asked. 
Gianni shook his head. “There’s some bad news going on up 

there.” 
“Tell us,” Seppe urged. He flashed back on his reasoning for 

coming back. A feeling of dread shuddered through him. 
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Gianni closed his eyes and did his best to recount the memory. 
When he was done, he said, “We need to go back and help them.” 

“You’ll do nothing of the kind,” Giocomo protested. “Those 
things attacked you!” 

“He’s right,” the red headed woman agreed. “We can do better 
work by sending them Light from here. Whatever it is, it feeds on 
the Light of others. If we send them so much that they can’t 
sustain the higher vibration, they’ll go away.” 

Giocomo started to argue with her when Gianni interrupted. 
“That’s what Fede said just as I left. Give them Light. But, how?” 

“We just did it for you. We can do it for them.” Seppe nodded 
to the red haired woman. “Will you guide us again?” 

“Of course.” 
The group arranged themselves in a circle and, to the best of 

their ability, sent Divine Light to the others still out in the 
cosmos.  
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“I give you Light, I’m giving you Light.” Luca’s repeated 
words were a cross between declaration and outright supplication 
as he continued to do his best to concentrate on sending refined 
Light vibrations from his heart.  

One persistent gray amoeba had wrapped itself fully around 
his silver cord and was stretching down towards Luca’s physical 
body back on earth. The other amoebas had fought it at first 
before detaching themselves to attack other areas of his etheric 
body.  

Luca was fighting for his life and his intellectual resources for 
giving Light from his heart were stretched to the extreme. He had 
never, in all his life, ever had to sustain something like this for so 
long. Yes, he had managed to stave off the feeling of being 
suffocated, but not much else, and it felt like a losing battle. Every 
time he sent Light to the gray amoebas, they backed off a bit, 
which gave him enough small reprieves to not give up. But it was 
like they fed on that Light, digested it, and came back even 
stronger.  
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At some point, he had managed to grab Marco, who was now 
curled up into a fetal position in his arms, but his fidelity as a 
group leader had waned with every renewed attack. I can’t save the 
rest, he thought. I give up. 

He tried to emit one last burst of Light before making the 
categorical statement, “I want to go back to my body.”  

Nothing happened. He stayed where he was and those 
amoebas kept coming back for more. In his turmoil, he’d forgotten 
he had to specify his physical body. In effect, he was affirming that 
he wasn’t in either of his bodies—etheric or physical—which 
debilitated him even more. 

“I send you...” Too weak to finish, his voice trailed off and he 
whispered the plea, “I want to go back to my body.”  

Still nothing. Why wasn’t it working? It always worked before. 
OH! That amoeba on his cord was blocking him. He ignored all 
else, dug deep within for one last push, and concentrated on that 
one.  

“I give you Light. Release me so I can go back to my body. I 
give you Light...” 

Fede felt like he was drowning. The transparent gray things 
were everywhere and they blocked out all else but a driving desire 
for them to go away. As Fede flailed against them, he lost all sense 
of everything but them. They were gnawing on his silver cord, 
yanking him to and fro. They were on all sides, eating away at his 
edges. He felt his energy dissipate and he called on every ounce of 
will power he had in him. 

“I send you Light! I SEND YOU LIGHT, DAMMIT!” 
A rage of impotence swelled and crested before pounding 

against the shores of Fede’s being, giving the Graions even more 
to feed on. The only part of him that had been left untouched was 
his heart of hearts, the very part of him that he had always resisted, 
and even ignored, for fear of being hurt. He had never felt so 
much pain in his life. Its severity numbed him to all else. The 
more he tried to use his will power, the more pain he felt and, yet, 
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it was all he could think to do. It wasn’t just the Graions that were 
consuming his Light. His own egocentric willpower was eating at 
him from the inside out. 

Katarina was happy without all the color. There was too much 
of it anyway, she thought with satisfaction. There weren’t but a 
few of those transparent gray things around her and they seemed 
to like her. But why do all the others have more? Why do others 
always seem to have more? I want some, too. Look at Rah. She 
has that purple thing. It was too purple before. It’s better now. It’s 
almost as opaque as these gray things. Oh, it reminds me of those 
purple lollipops I used to get as a child when I made straight A’s 
on my report cards. Mummy and Daddy never hugged me, but 
they did give me purple lollipops whenever I performed well.  

A tremendous hunger rose up in Katarina. She wanted some 
of the purple lollipop. Rah shouldn’t keep it all for herself, that’s 
selfish. I’m smart, she told herself with a puffed up chest and 
pouting lips, and so I should get to have some, too. And with just 
that one intention, she too began feeding from afar on the purple 
sphere surrounding Rah. 

Zhamhra knew his opening for leaving was almost gone—
there were just too many Graions against his one actively engaged 
Origin Vibration—but he still wasn’t willing to sacrifice Rah to do 
so. We’re in this together, he thought with grim determination, 
and together we shall stay, come what may. 

He felt the faint vibration of Divine Light coming from the 
group down on Earth. It crossed paths with the hallelujahs of Tro 
and Alessia, tones that had heretofore been muffled amongst the 
cacophony of the growling Graion vibration. Just as the vibrations 
of two notes will magnify when joined in a musical chord, those 
two vibrations magnified each other.  

Ah, good, Zhamhra thought with relief from the midst of his 
fog. This was a vibration of Light that contained so much Human 
that it couldn’t harm Rah.  



W A Y M A K E R S :  T H E  B E G I N N I N G

398 

He let it flow into his Being, holding it there until he could 
amass enough to counteract the Graion attack and still make one 
last effort to get through to Rah. All of the Origin Dimension 
vibrations and communications he’d tried thus far hadn’t worked, 
so Zhamhra channeled the Earth transmission of Divine Light 
and used Earth language to get through to her.  

“Rah, love of my Being. Look at me.”  
The Human aspect of Rah took notice of this more familiar 

vibration. Zhamhra expanded in hope when he felt Rah’s attention 
make a small shift away from her fear.  

“You are my Heart. I am your Zhamhra. We will always be 
together. Feel my Love for you. Send me your Love from your 
Heart to mine.” 

Just as she started to respond, though, the drain from Katarina 
struck them. It was so unexpected and so Human Graion that 
Zhamhra didn’t feel it coming until it hit him straight on.  

A kind of sonic whoosh rippled throughout their region of the 
battle as Zhamhra’s already weakened vibrational shield around 
Rah shattered into bits and pieces of opaque lavender Light. He 
instinctively released all of the Graion energy he’d been absorbing 
and contracted towards the center of his Origin Vibration. He’d 
have to stay connected with Rah from there until he regenerated 
his ability to manifest himself again on Earth’s etheric plane.  

Until that time, Rah was unprotected and on her own. 
The Graions grappled over each other in their frenzy to either 

gobble up their own piece of new lavender Light or pounce onto 
their original target in Rah. 

“C’mon Rah.” Zhamhra’s telepathy was weak. “You can do 
this, you’re my girl.” His transmission diminished in strength. 
“Show me that you know who you are…” 

To Rah, it felt like Zhamhra had died in her arms and a 
white-hot flame flashed in her mind. A resounding protest of, 
“AAAAAGGGGGHHHH,” roared out of her. That one long 
vowel sound woke her up out of her trance state from the Graion 
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influence and enabled her to focus on Zhamhra from another state 
of mind.  

“Come back!” She ignored the Graion onslaught as she toned, 
“Zhaaaaaaam-raaaaaaaaa! Wake up!” She urged. “Wake up 
Zhaaaaam-raaaaaa-neeee-iiiii-aaaaahmmm-ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-
neeeee-iiiiii-aaaaahmmmm.”  

From the depths of his pain, Fede heard Rah’s toning. Rah! 
He’d forgotten her! How could he have possibly forgotten her? 

“Raaaaaahhhhhh!” He called out with all his heart. 
“Raaaaaahhhhhh!”  

Onora arrived at the perfect moment where Fede’s heartfelt 
cry gave her a pinhole opening to his Divine heart. She emitted a 
full measure of her Plaiedian vibration and ascended Origin 
Knowledge. 

His, “Raaaaahhhhhh,” slowly morphed into a rough facsimile 
of the toning that Rah was doing for Zhamhra.  

A collective rumbling growl came from the midst of the 
Graion troupes as they encountered this new and more elevated 
vibration.  

“GrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrriiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeXxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxiiiiiiiaa
aaaaaaaa...” 
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“Onora has already gone to Fede,” Zamin addressed a 

solemn assembly of WayMakers. “Zhamhra is with Rah-nee-

i-ahm-zha, Tanyiara went to Alessia, but there are still five 

others in the midst of the melee who are defenseless 

against the Graion attack force.” 

A collective rustle moved through the assembly. 

He looked towards the group of ascended masters from 

the outer-spiral dimensions who were seated together. 

“Yes, they each need to fight their own battle and we can’t 

do it for them. But you can help them by piggybacking on 

their primary Race lines, and then infuse Origin Light 

vibrations of your own ascension knowledge straight to 

them.” 

A telepathic voice rose from the center of the group, 

“Do we need to go to them or do we do it from here?” 
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“It would be more effective if you go there, and you all 

know the risk in that.” Zamin emitted a matter of fact 

vibration. “You’ll have to drop down out of the Origin 

Dimension and then project yourselves over to them. When 

it is over, you may or may not be able to come back here 

directly. That all depends upon your total vibration level.”  

He didn’t have to add that the battle could consume 

them to the point of dragging them even further down-

spiral than that of their primary birth dimension. 

A woman spoke up. “I’m sensing that the one they call 

Luca is originally Omberian.” 

“I’m sensing that, too,” added another. 

“I’m from Omberia,” she offered. 

“Me, too. We can both go.” 

“That is noble,” Zamin said, “but, by the Agreement, 

there can only be one per Human.” 

“Then I’ll go,” she said. 

In short order, the assembly decided who would be 

assigned to Marina, Marco, and Tro.  

“Tanyiara, the one who went to Alessia, is a young 

neophyte. Please be on standby in case she needs you.” 

Zamin telepathed. “That leaves Katarina.”  

The group let out a collective sigh of concern. 

“She’s a difficult one,” Zamin acknowledged. “She’s 

primarily Graion and her Race lines haven’t been mixed 

much in her various Earth incarnations. She has, however, 

been socialized to keep her denser Graion emotions in 

check. That’s slipping, though.”  

“Where is Sheira?” A voice called out. “She was born 

Graion, wasn’t she?” 
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“She’s no longer here,” Zamin answered. “Do we have 

any other Graions?” He didn’t think so, but he concentrated 

anyway to sense the answer to his own question. Silence 

reigned. 

A low voice rose up from the far back of the assembly. 

“I was born Gravinion. That’s close enough. I’ll go.” 

Zamin looked towards, Osayra, his newest volunteer 

and felt a slight contraction in his center. He recognized it 

for what it was. His volunteer was already preparing himself 

for his departure.  

“Osayra, you do understand that your mission will be 

the most challenging of all?” Zamin waited for Osayra’s 

recognition. “You’ll be piggybacking a Human Graion to 

give Light to other Graions, Light that will either transform 

them or repel them. Or consume you. There’ll be a strong 

pull for you to fall all the way back into the Gravinion 

vibration.”  

The silence in the entire assembly was profound. They 

all understood that it might very well be eons before they 

saw their friend again. Zamin felt Osayra’s simultaneous 

expansion and contraction. It pulsated back and forth not in 

indecision but, rather, in preparation.  

“I understand,” Osayra’s lowering vibration rumbled 

quietly. “I made it here once. I can make it back again. It’s 

decided. We need to go.” 
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“Raaaaaaaahhhhhh!” Fede concentrated on finding the source 
of Rah’s toning as he called out to her.  

“That’s it, keeping toning until you find the resonance.” 
Onora stabilized her connection with Fede’s Divine heart and 
wrapped him in a sphere of her own Origin Vibration and 
Pleiadian memories. She wasn’t sure which would resonate more 
for him, so she mixed the two together. It seemed to be helping. 
The Graions had been repulsed at first, but she felt them still 
eating away around the edges of the sphere, concentrating on the 
parts of Fede that were most vulnerable. “Follow that tone with 
your own vibration,” she urged him. “Try concentrating on your 
Divine heart as you do.” 

“Raaaaahhhhhh...neeeeeee.....oooooo.....ugh—” He grunted as
another wave of debilitating pain shot through him. 

Rah sang straight to Zhamhra from the deepest part of her 
heart that she knew, and never stopped trying to find deeper 
resources within her. I will get through, she thought with dogged 
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focus. I will get through. “Raaaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiii-aaaaahmm-
ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-neeeee -iiiii-aaaahmm...”  

For the moment, the elevated heart quality of her vibrational 
toning was keeping the Graions at bay, but their eager rumbling 
showed they were lying in await for a new opening. 

 “Listen and follow from your Divine heart.” Onora coaxed 
Fede, encouraging him with her Light. “You can do it.” She felt 
one Graion, stronger than the others, slip through her sphere and 
clamp onto Fede’s chest in the area of his human heart. “From 
your deepest of Hearts Fede,” she encouraged. “Go deeper into 
your Hearts.” 

He nodded his understanding. “Raaaahhhhh....neeeee... iiiii.... 
 “NO!” Katarina cried out like a petulant child when she 

realized Fede was joining in on Rah’s toning. “It’s not fair! 
Everything is about Rah. When is it going to be my turn?” Envy 
swept through Katarina’s consciousness. She wanted nothing more 
in that moment than to annihilate Rah out of existence. She 
turned on her full human Graion attack-conquer-and-consume 
vibration and directed it towards Rah.  

 “Raaaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiii-aaaaahmm-ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-
neeeee -iiiii-aaaahmm...” As the quality of Rah’s toning from her 
heart increased, she felt its more refined waves resonate 
throughout her Being, elevating her out of the Graion density into 
which she had fallen. Come back, Zhamhra, she thought over and 
over, inserting it into the very Song she was toning. Come back to 
me.  

Rah felt Zhamhra’s Origin Vibration stir within her. Yes! 
In that instant, the viciousness of Katarina’s Graion vibration 

hit her. She became aware of how many Graions surrounded her. 
Oh, no!  

A surge of love for Zhamhra and a heartfelt desire to 
resuscitate him galvanized her toning. “Raaaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiii-
aaaaahmm-ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-neeeee -iiiii-aaaahmm...”  
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Luca heard Rah’s tone just as he was about to slip into the 
darkness of the void. A minuscule glimmer of hope gave him a 
small dribble of strength. “I give you Light. Release me. I want... 
to... go... back...into... my...” He didn’t have the energy to finish 
the sentence. I’m so tired, he thought. I’m just so tired. His arms 
went limp and he let go of Marco. 

The Graion wrapped around Luca’s silver cord stopped 
feeding and loosened her hold on it. Rahneeiamzhamhra? Where 
had she heard that before? 

For those astral travelers who had hit their darkest moments 
and were facing the peril of crossing over to the basest of Graion 
densities, the arrival of the WayMaker volunteers from the Origin 
Dimension couldn’t have been more propitious. Worn down from 
the struggle against something greater than their ability to control, 
they were finally willing to ‘let go’ and let a higher force than their 
own ego machinations reign.  

Osayra was the first of the new volunteers to arrive. He 
wrapped his vibration around Katarina like the warm hug she had 
always longed for and had always repelled. She snarled and clawed 
at him before bursting into tears. That caught the attention of 
many Graions who now saw her as new prey in her weakened 
state. Osayra let out a roar of righteous Light that sent them 
tumbling backwards over each other. 

“You are Light, my dear. Creation Light.” Osayra murmured 
in soothing vibrational tones to Katarina. “You are Love. Creation 
Love. That is what you are. You are filled with Creation Light. 
Made of Creation Light. You are Creation Light. Feel the Love 
inside of you.” Osayra’s gentle reminders whispered to Katarina’s 
three heart levels—Human, Divine, and Origin—quieted her 
tears. “There you go. See? You just need to emit your own Light 
from your Hearts and you’ll discover all you’ve been seeking.” 
Katarina listened in a heightened state of awareness. Despite the 
drain he was feeling from the Graions surrounding them, Osayra 
continued his loving communication. He did nothing to stop them 
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and kept his full attention on Katarina. “Let’s do it together, shall 
we? No, you don’t need to latch onto me. Place your attention on 
your own Hearts. That’s a good girl. This is your turn.” 

“It’s my turn?” Katarina asked with fragile hope. “Really?” 
“Really,” Osayra assured her. “You just show the world your 

Infinite Creation Love. Let it pour out of you. Do it with me. 
There you go, that’s it.” 

Luca’s volunteer was able to slip her vibrational thought into 
his Divine Heart straightaway. She felt him stir in response. This 
one has been working from his Hearts, she noted, otherwise we 
would have lost him altogether. 

“Luca.” She radiated Omberian Love mixed with Origin 
Knowledge. “Come back.” She filled him full, letting the mixed 
Light Vibration spill out to form a surrounding sphere.  

Just as the Graions were coming in for another attack, Luca 
woke up enough to follow her instructions for expanding his 
consciousness along with hers to sustain the sphere of Light 
around them.  

“Do you hear that tone?” Luca’s volunteer asked when she 
heard Rah renew her efforts at singing her Creation Song. “Tone 
with it. Whatever you feel resonates. Tone with it.” 

Luca let out a feeble, “Ahhhhhh.” 
“That’s it. Keep emitting Light with me and join in with that 

tone.” 
“Neeeeeee...” 
Marco’s volunteer wrapped himself around the young man 

who was still curled up in a semi-comatose state. Oh, he thought, 
we might have gotten here too late for this one. He toned for 
Marco, sending it through the labyrinth of walls Marco had 
constructed during his life in a misguided attempt to protect his 
heart from others. We are one, his volunteer declared, so my 
toning is your toning. You join in when you can. 

Luca had a vague idea that something was happening with 
Marco even if he was unsure what it was. He blindly reached out 
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to hold him once again in his arms. It felt right when Marco’s 
WayMaker volunteer placed him back in Luca’s arms and the two 
WayMaker spheres interlocked.  

“Iiiiiiiii-aaaaaaaaahhhhhmmmm.” Luca’s tone came out 
stronger now and he concentrated on following the full sequence. 
“Raaahhhhh-niiiiii…” 

The same stubbornness that had kept Tro chasing Alessia 
against all her refusals had served him well as the two continued to 
trudge their way through the mass of Graions. They were 
surrounded by so much thick mucky gray, he had lost sight of the 
purple. Still, he kept moving in what he thought was the right 
direction. It was arduous at times, but he was tenacious in his 
refusal to let go of his image of the gray blobs as all being woman 
who needed to be loved. Yes, he was fickle in his love as he moved 
on from one woman to the next in his life on Earth. For right 
then, though, that fickleness served him. He might have ached all 
over from the effort, but he wasn’t afraid of the Graions’ 
grappling. He gave his love freely, and kept moving.  

To Alessia, who was still riding on Tro’s back and following 
his lead with complete trust, he was no longer that rogue who was 
always bothering her at LimeLights. He had become someone else 
altogether, and it was effortless to let her love pour through him 
and to those yucky gray things. Their two vibrations had fused 
into one resonant song of cycling, “Hallelujah!”  

Tanyiara found her way to Alessia just moments before the 
other WayMaker volunteer arrived. From there, it was relatively 
easy to piggyback and elevate Alessia and Tro’s intertwined 
vibrations by surrounding the two Humans with interlocking 
spheres. When Tro felt their vibrations of encouragement to call 
out to Rah, he adopted it as a new aspect to the unfolding improv 
scene. Tanyiara’s steadiness and Tro’s stubborness worked well 
together as they slogged their way through the sticky Graion gray. 

“Rah!” Tro called out. Alessia followed and they both called 
out in unison, “Raaaaah!” From there, Alessia and Tro’s call to 
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Rah smoothly transitioned to join in with the toning. “Raaaaaahn-
neeeeee-iiiii-aaaahmm-ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-neeee-iiiii-aaahmm...

Marina’s volunteer was perplexed. Where was she? 
He projected his mind to search amongst the mass of Graions 
who were now in full alert, sensing that something was shifting 
and it might not be in their favor. He knew she was there, 
somewhere. He just couldn’t pinpoint her. 

“Maaaariiiiiinnnnaaaa!” He called out to her using his most 
refined Pleiadian vibration. 

When she felt the vibration of her WayMaker 
volunteer calling her, Marina was still stretched out and 
freewheeling on the outer edges of the cosmos, happily 
oblivious to what had been happening to her friends. The only 
effect she’d felt from all the Graion activity was a slight itching 
sensation now and again. Since she had nothing to reference 
it to in the newness of her experience, she hadn’t paid it any 
heed.  

Something’s different, she thought as she focused 
her attention to discover what it was. This was enough to pull 
her consciousness straight to her WayMaker volunteer and right 
into the midst of the Graion army.  

When they pounced on her, Marina yelped out, “Aye yah!” 
Her volunteer promptly looped his Pleiadian vibration into 

her last ‘yah!’  
Before she knew what happening, she was toning a 

resounding “AAAAAHHHHHHH” along with Rah’s. Oh, this 
is new, she thought with delight. She let herself go on the wings 
of the tone even if the itching was now more pronounced than 
before. 

The Graions closest to Marina and her volunteer were 
repelled backwards by the purity of the combined Vibration, 
crashing into those Graions who were still moving in for 
the kill. Chaos amongst them ensued as the front and rear flanks 
of their battalion collided in the middle. 
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 “Raaaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiii-aaaaahmm-ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-
neeeee -iiiii-aaaahmm-Zhaaaaaamh...”  

Rah felt the sonorous timbre of the others joining in on her 
toning. This is good, she thought.  

“Raaaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiii-aaaaahmm-ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-
neeeee -iiiii-aaaahmm-Zhaaaaaamh...”  

The higher her vibration rose, the more room she created for 
Zhamhra to once again join in on what was becoming a full chorus 
of their Creation Song. 

The transparent gray form around Luca’s silver cord took 
notice when she felt the quality of Zhamhra’s Vibration. There it 
was again. Rahneeiamzhamhra. Where had she heard it?  

It hit her in a flash. Zhamhra! Rah! 
She unwrapped herself from Luca’s cord in horrified disgust at 

her own actions. Sheira realized how far she had fallen from her 
once-upon-a-time ascension. 

Ignoring the Graion’s around her, Sheira dug deep within her 
own Being to where she had buried her fledgling Origin 
Knowledge behind a wall of shame for having fallen from the 
Origin Dimension. In a profound act of contrition, she reached 
out to touch Luca’s silver cord, the same cord she had been 
draining all that time. As she joined in with the full tone, she tried 
to return the Light she had stolen. “Raaaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiii-
aaaaahmm-ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-neeeee -iiiii-aaaahmmhraaa…”  

Although less refined than all the other contributions to the 
toning, Sheira still felt its resonance move through her and 
transform the newer Graion vibrations that she had acquired after 
her fall. She fed both Luca, as well as herself, from her awakening 
memories of the infinite fountain of Origin Love. It then spilled 
over to touch the Graion’s nearest to her.  

They turned on her and attacked. 
“OH, NO YOU WON’T!” One bright burst of Light 

exploded out of Sheira that sent them reeling. She returned to her 
toning. 
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In that moment, all of the various vibrations of Divine Light 
had now joined together with Rah and Zhamhra to create a 
collective joyful Creation Song of the Origin Dimension. From 
those travelers back on the Earth, to Fede, Tro, Alessia, Marina, 
Luca, Sheira, and all the volunteers including Marco’s who was 
holding his semi-comatose charge in his sphere, they each felt it in 
their own way.  

“Raaaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiii-aaaaahmm- ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-
neeeee-iiiii-aaaahmmRaaaaaahn- neeeeee-i iiii-aaaaahmm- 
ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah- neeeee -iiiii-aaaahmm...” 

It was Sheira’s small contribution to the whole spectrum that 
tipped the scales against the attack-conquer-and-consume 
vibrations of the Graion army. Earlier in the fray, Zhamhra’s 
elevated Origin Vibration had been too pure for Rah’s Human 
etheric body to handle. Sheira’s elevating vibration had the 
opposite effect. Since hers was the closest vibration to the 
collective one of the Graion army, both Humans and Graions 
alike could recognize, relate, and be lifted by it. 

Something surprising happened. Rather than continue their 
attack, the Graions around her began to bask in her 
transformation instead. It wasn’t at all unpleasant, they realized. In 
fact, it was even better than their habitual feeding. The ones 
closest to Sheira allowed the same metamorphosis that they felt 
transpiring in her. 

Those Graions further away from her, however, were still 
driven by their primary habits. They wanted to feed off the 
elevating Light vibrations, even the ones they felt happening to 
their peers. Some tried to. Others were inspired to follow Sheira’s 
lead by allowing the change and then letting it move through 
them, touching others still further out. It was this ripple effect that 
initiated an awakening in the greatest number of fellow Graions.  

“Raaaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiii-aaaaahmm-ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-
neeeee-iiiii-aaaahmmRaaaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiii-aaaaahmm-
ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-neeeee -iiiii-aaaahmm...”  
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The sound swelled in sonorous richness as each participant 
discovered their individual Origin Vibration—some on deeper 
levels and others for the first time—and they toned with greater 
commitment. 

The bulk of the Graions were dogged in refusing their own 
transformation, however. Still, as the ever-increasing quality of 
Light became too much for them to handle, the force of their 
attack diminished. They ended up retreating. 

“We will return,” they growled as they skulked away to the 
perceived safety of their known realm. 

The remaining Graions milled around, confused about the 
changes they felt happening, yet oddly unwilling to attack-
conquer-and-consume any other sentience around them. Many 
even did their best to join in with the toning with a gravely kind of 
growling. 

“Raaaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiii-aaaaahmm-ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-
neeeee-iiiii-aaaahmmRaaaaaahn-neeeeee- iiiii-aaaaahmm-
ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-neeeee -iiiii-aaaahmm...” 

When the last of the attacking Graion army had departed and 
the reverb of the collective toning faded away, infinite silence 
returned to the cosmos. 

Osayra released Katarina with a tender, “It’s all going to be 
okay. You are Divine Light. Remember that.” 

Katarina embraced him with a simple and profound, “Thank 
you.” She had never said nor thought those words with so much 
Truth. 

The other volunteers followed Osayra’s lead and gently 
disengaged from their Human charges. Grateful ‘thank you’s’ 
rippled as a soft cosmic breeze. 

“Are we ready?” Fede asked. 
Marco was still curled up in his arms when Luca quietly told 

his fellow travelers, “We all need to help Marco back into his 
physical body.” 
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In silent assent, Fede, Marina, Tro, and Alessia moved to 
form a circle around Luca and Marco.  

Fede looked to Rah with a question in his heart. “Are you 
coming?” 

“Not quite yet,” she said with a gentle smile. “There’s 
something I still need to do.”  

 Although Fede didn’t understand the nature of the purple 
sphere that was surrounding Rah, he instinctively knew it was 
important that she stay. He wavered, struggling between wanting 
to have her close and what he instinctively understood was right 
for the highest good of all. With a whisper of question in his 
acceptance, he said, “All right, then, I trust you’ll be okay. I’ll see 
you when you get back.” 

Fede turned to the other astral travelers around Lucas and 
Marco. In unison, they declared, “We want to go back into our 
physical bodies on earth.”  

A small glimmer inside of Marco heard them, and he sighed, 
“Me, too.” 

Their silver cords drew them towards earth. 
Onora considered the newly awakening Graions who were 

floating around them in a state of bliss. “What shall we do with 
them? They need attending to.” 

“I’ll watch over them,” Osayra declared. 
Onora’s vibration rippled in surprise. “You’re not coming 

back?” 
He shook his consciousness sphere. “I can’t. I took on too 

much Graion that’s going to need transforming. I might as well 
take them on in the process.” 

“Are you sure? We can help you.” 
“I’m sure. It’s a good mission. Left to their own devices, we 

might lose the progress they made here.” 
“Where will you go?” 
“I’m not sure yet.” 
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 “I know,” Sheira telepathed. “I found a place after my fall. 
And after Rah sent me out of her body. It’s remote and isolated 
from outside influence.” She turned to explain to Zhamhra, her 
once-upon-a-time mentor. “That’s how I ended up back with the 
Graions. It was too lonely to stay there on my own, and I let my 
loneliness eat away at me.” 

Zhamhra’s signature purple was almost as vibrant as it once 
was. “I understand. No Creation was ever meant to be isolated for 
too long. You’ll return.”  

“Yes.” She emitted a grateful smile-wave. “I will.” 
“That’s settled then,” Osayra telepathed to the group at large 

before turning his attention to Sheira in formal introduction.  
“I am Osayra, from the outer-lying race called Gravinion, 

conditioned by my parents and their parents before them to be 
your arch rival. You are Sheira, from the sworn enemy race called 
Graion. Are you ready to completely shed our past limitations and 
prejudices, and lead these souls together along their ascension 
spiral into Creation Love?” 

“I am Sheira, once a Graion, once ascended to the Origin 
Dimension of all Creation, once fallen, and ready to return home 
to my Heart of Hearts. As you said, it’s a good mission. Together, 
we’ll create a new generation of WayMakers.” 

“Sheira, wait!” Tanyiara moved out from behind the other 
WayMaker volunteers.  

Sheira turned. 
“I am Tanyiara.” When Sheira didn’t recognize her, she 

created a faint holographic form of her home dimension body with 
four arms and spiked head. “Your friend on the Origin 
Dimension.” 

“Tanyiara!” Sheira’s form contracted in surprise, and then 
expanded in recognition. 

“I salute you for today.”  With her four arms open, Tanyiara 
said, “And await your return with an open heart. A WayMaker 
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brings hope. You’ve given me that.”  With four thumbs up, she 
gave Sheira a wink. “You rock, girl. Go do great things.” 

“Thank you.” Pure love pouring out of the center of Sheira’s 
consciousness sphere brightened it now to a pale luminescent gray 
with shimmering points of colored Light.  “You, too.” She turned 
back to Osayra. 

With full agreement, and the support of Creation Love from 
the other Waymakers, Osayra and Shiera merged their 
consciousness spheres; and expanded together to encircle the 
awakening Graions in a sphere of glowing pink Light.   

 “Lead the way,” Osayra told Sheira. 
With that, the group slipped away. 
Onora turned to the other volunteers. Their work was done; it 

was time to go home. They did a quick reading of each other’s 
vibrational levels before merging and swirling together as one. Any 
bits and chunks of the Graion vibration they had absorbed in the 
process of their mission were fully, freely, and collectively released 
to their Origin Vibrations for transformation into what appeared 
as a dazzling array of light-works exploding in brilliant bursts of 
magnificent color against the indigo blue of the cosmos. 

“That’s absolutely gorgeous,” Rah breathed in rapt wonder. 
“A small measure of the beauty and power of Origin Love,” 

Zhamhra agreed. 
They were left, once again, alone and together in the vast 

cosmos.  
“Now,” Zhamhra shimmered. “Where were we?” 
Their Hearts swelled with the recognition of their Origin 

Vibrations, and they both merged—swirling, spiraling, spiraling, 
and swirling—into the fullness of their Creation Song.

“Raaaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiii-aaaaahmm-ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-
neeeee-iiiii-aaaahmmRaaaaaahn-neeeeee-i iiii-aaaaahmm-
ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-neeeee -iiiii-aaaahmm...Raaaaaahn-neeeeee-
iiiii-aaaaahmm-ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-neeeee-iiiii-aaaahmm-
ZhaaaaamhRaaaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiii-aaaaahmm-
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ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-neeeee -iiiii-aaaahmm.ZhamhRaaaaaahn-
neeeeee-iiiii-aaaaahmm-ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-neeeee-iiiii-
aaaahmm-ZhaaaaamhRaaaaaahn-neeeeee-iiiii-aaaaahmm-
ZhaaaaamhRaaaaah-neeeee -iiiii-aaaahmm-Zhaaaa...”  

When their merging was complete, Rah let out a replete sigh 
of total happiness. “Where to now?” 

“You must go back to Earth.” His vibration was gentle, with a 
small whisper of what her Human aspect interpreted as sadness. 
He had done his best to help her transform the attack-conquer-
and-consume vibrations that she had absorbed during the Graion 
hostilities. But he knew that, in many respects, she still had a lot 
of work to do. How much of this encounter she would remember 
was still another unknown. 

“You mean our mission isn’t done?” 
“Done? No, my Rah-nee-i-ahm-zha, it’s just begun.” 
She didn’t want him to be right, but deep down she knew he 

was. She sighed. With one last soft-eyed smile that spoke of all 
the love her human experience allowed her to remember, she gave 
him a small nod of assent. “It’s time to go back into my physical 
Earth body.” 

Zhamhra watched as her silver cord drew her towards Earth. 
“Remember me, Rahn-nee-i-amzha. I am Zhamhra. I am your 
partner. Remember Us, and our Creation Song of All-Knowing 
All-Powerful Infinite Unconditional Love.” 
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Transforming	  the	  voice	  of	  your	  “Inner	  Critic”	  is	  
fun.	  Easy.	  Here’s	  how.	  

Written with a non-denominational fictional premise that 
it’s a guidebook for Divine Souls visiting Earth makes this book 
fun and easy to read.   

Still… 
The 14 Principles of Unconditional Love—what are they, how 
they work, and how to use them for your highest good—are 
anything but fictional. They’re super concrete and usable at any 
time of the day, in any situation, no matter how far along you are 
in your spiritual awareness. Examples and action steps make them 
easy to understand and use in new ways.  

To quote the metaphorical President of the Divine 
Soul Travel Agency:  “It’s fun. It’s practical. You’ll reference it 
so much, you might even fray the edges of your eReader.”  
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To quote real readers on Amazon: 

“Glenn Younger's witty writing combines with important spiritual 
and personal growth concepts in such a way that we all benefit…” 

～FullyAlive 
“My soul is rejoicing. I already know yet I have forgotten, and this 
book resonates with me in such a way that I feel at home.”  

～Rachel 
“I assure you this is the perfect next step, where ever you may be in 
your life journey. I have recommended it to friends and family.”  

～Kelli 
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～April 
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to move forward on our own terms.”  
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“Read this, live this, and love this!” 
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The	  Art	  of	  Coming	  Back	  to	  Me	  

By	  Glenn	  Younger	  

Hopes	  and	  dreams	  dashed	  in	  an	  instant.	  With	  
nowhere	  to	  turn,	  there’s	  only	  one	  thing	  to	  do.	  

Tandy’s life is almost perfect. That is, until her almost-perfect 
dream falls apart at the seams in one fell swoop. 

Dismissing her photography as “anything but art”, Tandy’s 
boss gives her two weeks to land a new art client, or else Tandy is 
out of a job. 

With her eyes on moving into the idyllic upper-east-side life 
promised by her perfect Soul Mate, Tandy takes her professional 
worries in stride. That is, until she discovers the lying scoundrel 
isn’t what he seems. Now she’s out on the street with no 
apartment, and her job hanging by a thread. 

Just when she thinks it can’t get any worse, it does.  A green-
eyed stranger delivers a mystery missive on Unconditional Love, 
and then vanishes before her eyes.  

With her whole life up in the air, one thing is for sure: There’s 
no going back.  

But to move forward into living one’s real dreams, sometimes 
takes looking back. And that’s the last thing she wants to do. 
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(So	  You	  Don’t	  End	  Up	  in	  Podunk	  When	  You	  Wanted	  
Emerald	  City)	  

By	  Glenn	  Younger	  

When	  your	  Inner	  Critic	  spins	  your	  wheels,	  it’s	  
time	  to	  shift	  gears.	  

Those mystery missives that guided Tandy in “The Art of 
Coming Back to Me” through the pain of betrayal and the fear of 
being broke—all the way to expressing herself fully, freely, and 
with profound authenticity—are now available for you, too. 

Unlike Tandy, you don’t need a green-eyed disappearing 
stranger to get access to them.  You can take charge of your own 
destiny and get them for yourself. 

Discover the fabulously authentic YOU on even deeper levels. 
The rewards are greater than you could possible imagine at this 
point.    
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