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| dedicate

this book of expressions

to



Thoughts

Thoughts are the process by which we conceive, inee, believe and acheive in all aspects of our
lives . ... ithink! It was the Notable Philsoopr Descartes who coined the phrase « Cogito Ergho
Sum » . . .. | think therefore | am. And we can nogo any ffurtehr without 1st acknowlegeing that
most notable edict from the Old Testament, when Godaid « | Am that | AM » | Many of us may
not agree and wish to acknowledge the motivationd tfe and say it comes from either our Hearts,
Soul or Spirit. Ul am not at all in dispute with this observation or attestment, however, i do believ
that none of these Primal Urges » can manifest fromvithin to without withou thought. Ther
ultimate Magic about thought, is that it can also ke « Self Examinig » as well ! Is a man with no
thoughts in truth, Truthfull Living Life to the ful lest ? How does one avoid thinking. | know that
in many Esoteric Religious Doctrines there are Veres and Pracytices by which one may add a
Space of Cessation of Thought. But in the end, itag Thought which brought them to that Space.
Perhaps the driving motivation was Emotions or sontéing even purer that this, however as i said,
ulitmately, thought was the Ship that delivered th&Cargo upon the Shores of their lives.

We are constantly inundated with thoughts from manydiverging and converging Voices we
ghouse within. That is like the Raindrop attemptingto separate itself from the Ocean. It can not
be done, however we can embrace the true essencendio we are by way of submission of the
great thought and it's energy that is the true andotal Essence of all Existence and Creation.

As we mitigate through our Jungles of Thought, we W hopefully find our way to that place
where the cessation of Individuality becomes Univeality. This will take for us to upack a lot of
our Bags that we carry through life, and perhaps larning that Baggae is not necessary.

This Humble Offerings are aimed at just that. Hopetilly we may let go of some of the things which
inhibit us from arriving to that place where all Human Souls must get to . . . or die trying. |
dislike the term Die, so i will alter my evocationto embrace the term transform. Just be mindful

and thoughtful about what you allow your self to tansform into.

Think aboutit . . .
Blessed Be

bill

PS

There are a few writings contained herrein that arethe works of others, i thought they were a
worthwhile read. ENJOY.



"faint whispers anchored in the seas of dreamsdablit waves of doubt'

though each Snow Flake has its own individual festuShapes and thus Characteristics

in how it appears and “IS” . . . the picture of bigathat the Winter presents is when all
these individual entities work collectively !

It takes many Raindrops to make a Puddle . . . rpadygles to make a Pond . . . many
Ponds to construct a Stream . . . many Streams substit to make a River Flow, and
the River does ultimately submit it's Self to thegan . . . so is life.



My Closet

As | feared the approaching footsteps of my life i withdrew into my own
private “Closet”. | quietly shut the door and liséel intently for any evidence
of the footsteps to pas by that i may come out dexkitfully “Play at Life”
once again . . . when . . . i heard the footstéms 8ght before the door to my
Closet and then . . . CLICK . . . someone had #gtiecked my Door . . . to
my own private closet . . . and i was now trappethe Dark !






Swimming

One brief twilight, i stumbled and fell into to maost refreshing Relief filled

with what seemed to be a refreshing Pond of Wdtdéregan to immerse
myself, swim and bathe myself in its life coolingualities. As the Sun Rise
came about i saw that i was but in a hole fillethwiuddy Water. . . .and i
immediately began to attempt to extract myself fribms place. The more i
struggled to swim the muddier the relief becameth®&sDawn of my new day
became even more prevalent i struggled yet moreyet the Light of this

New Day has now become my Chief Adversary . . i Bggan to tire, i also
started to stiffen and lose my flexibility. | hageme to the realization that in
my life i was becoming a Brick . . . and i was st



The Slow Fall

The once was a bright and bonny young boy namedhdg¢ic Michael was a very intelligent lad who
possessed many admirable qualities, the kind ofitegpsathat made those around him feel good. Oft’
times the people of his community glorified him kvitomments and accolades about his abilities. He
was always able to solve the problems of many aad always available to help the needy. Yes,
Michael was truly loved by all that knew him andsk who were blessed to have met him.

As time went on and Michael became older, he bégdael the pressure of fulfilling the expectations
of others. He, over the years had come to accepadorations of his fellow Men and Women as his
total persona as well as his purpose in life. Hek @at hand to perform was quite an arduous otigein
very least, yet Michael pushed on. After all, he ot want to let any one down.

As Michael grew into manhood, his expectant charagéfinitions of “Self” became more ingrained in
all of his Words and Deeds, and thus in his cryf8elf Analysis”. He could not leave his home witiio
looking his best with every item of clothing in pé&g as well as his personal countenance. In truth,
Michael had become the consummate “Actor”. In tragiain, there were many times that Michael was
not up to the task . . . yet he somehow managquitchimself together for the “Performance” As a
general precursory to his integration with the “Rut- Large”, Michael would often spend many
hours, and some times days prepping himself foehisance upon the world’s stage . . .Life. Theslev
of his preparation depended upon the occasion enpenceived magnitude of the event that called for
his presence. In his preparation process, Miclmeld himself becoming increasingly critical of athe
and what he saw as their unreasonable demandshiiporide had learned to not only critique what he
saw in others, but that which he also saw in hifhE#imately he even learned to condemn himseli. O
a sad day when One learns to condemn One’s owh self

Summary :

There is no happy ending to this story unless veaterone for our own “Self”! We must be careful in
the values we embrace in our life and those we donaecept as our Truths and our Gospel. As in the
Article “ Garden of the Mind” we must diligently amine our own Thoughts and our Foundation of
Character. We, many times establish the “who” o&atwle “THINK” we are and the “Who” of what we
wish to be think we should be upon a soft soilaires. As above, if we do not exercise our “In&od
“Retro” spective abilities, we can become not o@lgndemning of Others, but also Condemning of
Self!

So, this i say in conclusion . . . Watch which mates you to be who you are . . . if in fact thisreven
the slightest itch of a query about who you arentthat is your “Righteous Self” calling for you to
STOP, LISTEN and WATCH not only “WHQO” you are, BMWHO” you are becoming!

Remember . . .No matter the Salad of Life . . .\@ll never blend as “One” with Vinegar !

If you too should experience a “Slow Fall” . . dmmthis . .. “You can still get back up!”

© 2009 : William S. Peters, Sr.



Success

We rationalize, we defend and we are at times willg to die to protect this prize . . . success! We
attribute “Success” to growth. The question is . . What have we attained ? Is it an “end” or a lot
of “means”? Does one really justify the other ? @n we live without it 7 Do we compromise our
values to obtain it, possess it and teach it ? Afth we grow does it become more meaning — full,
orless ?

The old and / or the weak dream of it, or tell tale of their encounters of times past or never.
When we grasp it we find that once again it's trueessence alludes us in it's permanence of
vibrancy. She, “Success” dances to the music of tHdease” as she entices us once again to
embark on the “Hunt”!

She at times appears to mean more to others than t&elf’ . . . but is not “Self” naught but a
composite reflection of others ?

Are we part of that evasive “Whole”, or is the “Whde” a part of us, that “Self” within ?

With each success is there not an equal “Failure”yst as important in meaning and significance
and stature ?

Today, let us take a position of “Observance” with the Halls of Silence.

Today open up thyself and proceed to empty thyselbf all pre-notions of “Success” and
“Accomplishments”.

Today allow your “Self” to just take in what comesthy way. Do not “Purposefully” Interact,
Deduce or Rationalize . . . just be the observer.

Today let us divest ourselves of the “Projected” $ewe have come to adopt and accept without
guestion.

Let to day be a “Self’ induced Failure, and today wen all is concluded, you will find that your
cup has been filled with “Success” . . . for todayou have grown !
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My Mother’'s Story

In April of 2000 my Mother had her first Major Stro ke.

My Mother was a very Strong, Independent and Outgaig woman who had raised six very Strong
Willed Children and three Grand Children. She wasalways on the go, here and there. She
especially had a passion for Atlantic City and Bing, which she was sure to be indulging in at least
4 to 5 days a week. Contrarily she was also an dvivorker in the Church. We all were raised
Religiously as she saw fit we should be. She ocoeghithe Office of Sunday School Superintendent
Locally and District Wide. She was the Head of th&ocal and District Missionary Board for many
years. Yes she loved her some God !

My Mother was a Diabetic for many years before heiStroke and of course, she was too busy to
care finitely for her own Health. After all, she had God, what more did she need ? She was too
busy caring for others. She raised or babysat at &st %2 of our small Community’s Children.

Well, she had a stroke any way ! Part of the “Afte Treatment” of a Stroke Victim is of course
Rehabilitation. Well as told to myself by my Mothe, she was sitting in the Rehab Waiting Area
doing her best “Woe Is Me” . . . Oh God, “Why Me”. . . for she could no longer walk at the time.
She was totally immersed in her Self Pity. Her Heawas crying out to God with it's sorrow, for
her whole life seemed to be taken from her. As slypiestioned God, her primary concern was that
of walking, for she could no longer independently & on the go as she was accustomed. “Oh God,
why did you do this to me . . . | can not walk anymre.”

Well . . .God is a funny Guy . . . for there is alays a “Silver Lining” or uplifting Purpose that can
be discovered somewhere when we be Quiet and Listand Observe. Well at the height of her
anguish she looked over next to her to a gentlemahat was in the wheelchair next to hers. She
looked down and saw that he had no legs.

Since that early encounter, my Mother clung even oker to God, Our Father, for she knew then,
that He had kept her here, for she did not have tbbe. Today, we are still seeking that purpose.
She has been uplifting and encouraging to many othe since that day. She continues to do her
own form of Missionary Service in her own way but tilizing what God has provided her.

Mom has since had many other Strokes and is comp#dy Paralyzed from the neck down. But
again, God is still the “Funny Guy”, for He has eleted to leave her Speech and Mind intact and
fully functional. | don’t know quite yet if i understand yet, but i embrace these wonderful times,
for there is much Wisdom Mom has imparted to all, specially myself during her personal plight.
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Tommy

There was a young boy named Tommy. Tommy was veryery small. Why, when he was borne, he
only weighed about one pound. His parents were wermuch concerned, as were his Doctors.
They all seemed to have faith that Tommy would growout of his “Small” condition of
“Smallness”, for he had no apparent Disease of Orgéc malady. But as Tommy grew older, it
became more and more obvious that this was not teelso.

Through Tommy'’s early childhood, his size was alwag/the topic of discussion . . . in School . . . at
Family Functions . . . and even when he went to Cinch. The frequency of these conversations and
discussions were so inundating that Tommy soon adtgdl other peoples visions and they became
his own. He started to think often about becomingdrge . . . he even dreamed about becoming a
giant, at night and even in the day time. Tommy soobecame obsessed with this “Small / Big”

phenomena.

Through this time in his life Tommy became very keely astute at noticing “Small / Big” things.
People, Place, Things and even the more subtle tigis like Feelings, Love, Thoughts, Kindness’,
Actions, etc. You see, Tommy in his own way wasvary gifted child. Though his physical stature
was “Small”, his mental capacity for Observation am Understanding was growing exponentially.
Tommy resolved for himself, that if he was stuck bag “Small”, perhaps he could help others
become very “Big” in other ways, as well as help hself.

Now Tommy was still obsessed with being “Big” . . “Driven” you might say! Tommy went on to
help many people find a means to become better pdepBetter Friends, Better Family Members,
Better Classmates and Better Human Beings. Tommy deloped quite a following and soon
became know as the “Biggest” Hearted “Little” Boy ever known. You see, Tommy had a small
Body, but a “Big” Heart, Mind and Soul.

Thank God for “Small” Things !
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The Rock

For in the time of trouble he shall hide me in higavilion: in the secret of his tabernacle shall he
hide me; he shall set me up upon a rock.
Psalm 27 :5

Part |

One early evening i was a bit troubled, and i decetl to go for my walk. I normally walk twice a
day, but due to my busy schedule, i did not have nonake the time to do so. | was in a place where
i needed consolance, and my walk was my answer.

As i was walking and communing with my Father i came across a Rock. This Rock was quite
distinguished in it's appearance. It was the sidef a Walnut with a big corner piece missing and
many cracks along it body. It was not much to loolat for it reminded me so much of my own like
.. ."Cracked” and “Broken”. The piece that was mising from the Rock and My Life was what
was once there and now is missing. For me it is M3eloved Wife and My Children for the Rock ...

Any way i contemplated the significance of this fid and i felt as if this was a Revelation to what
was troubling me. | then started to reflect on whee i was at this time and what was needed to
make me feel whole again.

A few steps further i found another Rock which wasomplete in it's countenance and beautifully
colored. It's color was a deep Magenta with very Rend and smooth corners . . . a Perfect
Throwing Stone. It reminded me of the “Smooth Stoa” which with David used to slay the Giant
in his life. 1too had a “Giant” in my life . .. ME!

Just as the first Rock, i was “Cracked and Broken”.Though i have seen much in my existence as
did the Rock, i came to the realization that i carbe renewed. Not that the Rock accomplished that
task, but could not I? Would not my Faith, Hope aml Love perhaps open that Door that would
help me remake myself that i too could be a “SmootBtone” and slay the Giants in my Life ?
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The Rock

Part Il

Further on in my walk i came across this small peble. This pebble seemed to represent that small
corner of my “Rock” that was missing.

In speaking of Rocks, you might ask what does thigarticular Scripture, Psalm 27 : 5 have to do
with this analogy. Well, there is more . . .

I do like to use analogies in my discourses of undganding, for that is how it comes to me. In this
one i am likening Life to that of a Swimmer. Lifeis some times like that.

All to often in life we are faced with many Trialsand Tribulations like that of a Long Distance
Swimmer. Yes, we have to Confront, Negotiate and @vcome the Waves of Life as they beat their
way To and Fro in our lives. At times the currentsare strong and attempt to overcome us. At
times we are able to Float, Doggie Paddle, while ather times we must swim hard to survive or to
hold our current position in the Waters of Life. There are times when we must take a deep breath
and go under for a while. At other times we are de to just lay back and Float. Let us not forget
to mention when someone comes along with a Raft @oat and we can acquire a “Free Ride”.
There are also times when another comes along withBoat and will not assist us in our Struggle
or Plight as well as times when we would rather jusdo it ourselves.

That being said, . . . back to the “ROCK”! Ever try swimming with a Rock in your hand ? Ever
try staying afloat while clinging to your own Rock. . . quite a difficult undertaking. Surely
depending upon the Rock you are clinging to will dermine your ability to negotiate . . . Right ! ...
The “Waters of Life™!

Many of us do not wish to let go of our own Rockshiat we may reach out and grab the Rock of
Deliverance and Salvation! How about it ? . . . tee a look at your “Self” and see if you are
holding on to any Rocks while combating the Wavesiiyour Oceans of Life. Could it be a Grudge,
Judgment, Hate, Indifference, a Hard Heart, Selfishess, Adultery, Theft, High Mindedness,
Arrogance, and Pride. Is there anything in your lie that you are holding on to that is assisting you
to reach your “Final Destination” ? . . The Bottom?

Are you a Smart Swimmer or is your intention to Drovn along with your Rock. Our lives are
much like the Rock in part 1 . . . Cracked and Brokn! The Father has offered to be our Salvation
as stated by David in Psalm 27 : 5.

Let Our Father set you upon the Solid Rock of His bve. Let Him fill in the missing pieces of your

life, repair the Cracks and you will become a “Smoth Stone” that you too may slay the Giants in
your life.
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Cogito Ergo Sum : | Think therefore | Am
Yes, we are the products of what we think !

In life we face many trials and tribulations. We ae confronted each day with many challenges and
decisions at every turn . .. every moment of our diy existence. The effect of these decisions are at
times fruitful, at times not quite so, and most tines go by unnoticed, yet they still have an effecho
our quality of life no matter how small. All that we experience is a process of our thinking process
along with our perceptions of what we think.

Today let us examine in a more finite sense the press upon which we allow ourselves to “BE”.

Thought itself is Spiritual in it's nature. We can not physically grasp our thoughts, yet they, our
thoughts can physically affect our positions and #tudes about life. As our thoughts manifest
themselves into our lives, there is a small functioof our thoughts that is so often over looked ...
and that is that we are in control of how we all tem to do so. Many times our thoughts manifest
themselves into “Actions” of at time they manifestas “Emotions”, but they always manifests
“Effect”! The counterpart to how we allow our thoughts to manifest is our perceptions of our
thoughts and those of others. Through our perceptims, we then “Think” of how we should
“React” to what we perceive. This is where one catake complete control of their life, by how we
perceive and thus react to the prevailing thoughtgwundating our lives from within and without.

Here are a few examples :

Ever have something not go your way . . .. of cowrswve have . . . we all do. Ask your “Self” how do
you react? Negatively or . . .? Well the point i ammaking is simply this .. .that is where we may
change the effect in our lives by simply at that pdicular crossroad of perception, CHANGE. The
outcome of that change can be a very positive andglifting effect that continually manifests into
more positive vibes and thoughts for you, as wellsahe others around you.

The same applies with such emotional items as Angdt’s affect is the effect of a cause that came
to your life left unchecked and allowed to manifestin the form of a base reaction to outside
influences, and thus became your thoughts . . . .nmmmmmmm And we adopt that Spirit of Anger
as being “One” with our “Self”. Oh what a Self defacing emotion anger can be.

The same principles applies with good thoughts. Ehonly thing about good thoughts is that they
don’t need fixing .. . . do they ? . .. or do the® . . . Perhaps they too can be tweaked to maxireiz
the experience of them. And, just perhaps our goothought processes can be borrowed and
adopted to become more regular patterns in our lifand thus we can enhance the quality thereof .
.. of no only our life but those around us who aréirectly affected by our “Cause”.

In conclusion i just have this to say : Cogito Eg&um . . . So, i say to you not only this day, by in
each moment we are always thinking, so be . . . “BEhe cause of the effect you wish to be and
“BE” mindful of your perceptions of who you are!

Thank you

bill
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The Reset Button

The advent of Remote Controls, Video Games andr dletronic apparatus has given
us the Reset Mentality. Though this is a very coiemt thing to have, especially when
things are not progressing the way we wish themowoWe have since learned that we
can start all over simply by pressing this littngenient button called “Reset”! Though
in many aspects of life, “Starting Over” is a vemprthwhile and at times “Virtuous”
ability to posses, there are times when it has ahmmuore profound effect on us and
society without our realization.

Example, when i personally look at the landscap@deft this time and the Violence we
effect upon our fellow man, i can not help but khthat somewhere deep within our Sub
Conscious minds that our action are related toftitat “Reset” button. War for example
Is an emanation of one factor not liking or agreeoo with another separate entity and
thus go for the “Reset Button”. Many of our Teen&idlng seem to embrace little or no
remorse for their actions and additionally havdrtk to it's permanence”. It is as if the
thinking process says, if you take or loose aylda can always hit the “Rest Button” and
start all over again. The same seems to apply tolraustry. They can always do a
“Reset” by petitioning the people for a “Bail Outbm not being sarcastic, at least not
totally, but perhaps i will just call this considéon.

Of Course this mentality is infused and embeddeaLiinDelusional Competitive Natures

we have come to embrace as the “Way of Life”! If eue truly honest about it, the

“Reset Mentality” also applies very significantly our own personal aspiration. We are
so quick to abandon our Dreams for a better lifel we ultimately know that we can

start all over. | wonder if any of this rings trieg you ? It does for me, for most certainly
I have considered quitting many a ventures ovet, lmve given up on many more. The
ultimate question i ask myself is but this . . .atvis to happen to me, our Society when
our Batteries become drained of all energy, ouif‘®Reset Button” should fail ?

Blessed Be

bill
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A House Upon a Hill cannot be hid !

Ye are the light of the world.

A city that is set on an hill cannot be hid.
Be a House.

Build your House on a firm foundation .

Ye are the light of the world.

Neither do men light a candle, and put it under a bshel,
but on a candlestick; and it giveth light unto allthat are in the house.

Let your light so shine before men, that they mayee your good works,
and glorify your Father which is in heaven.

Be a Light
be encouraged
be prepared

be loved
be blessed
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love is all around . . .

but 1st i must say thank you for your love, your tach, your thoughts, your smile, your tears, your
empathy, your care for others, your care for selfyour hopes, your efforts, your success' and
failures, your mind, your acknowledgment and apprettion for beauty, your dreams of a better
world, your inner urgings for peace, your faith, yair kindness, your tolerance and temperance,
your desire to be a better person, woman, man, mogh, father, sister, brother, mate, daughter,
son. i thank you for the cumulative spirit of all & who you are, for when you look at all theses
things with a collective eye, then you look insidef yourself, then and only then will you see your
light with in where Love resides . . .

bill
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A Diamond of a Story

Hello my admirers . . . look at me . . . | am a Dmond. | guess you must be saying to your self,
“yeah, | can see, but what'’s the point?” Well if pyu have a few minutes, | would like to tell you a
story. Will you indulge me?

Many, many, many years ago, | was what | thoughtat be a common piece of rock . . the technical
term is an allotrope of carbon | am the hardest knavn natural material ! That says a lot . .
Well, let me tell you from experience, it wasn't egy! Did you know that | come from what is
called a Volcanic Pipe from deep in the Earth? Actally | am a crystallization of certain composite
minerals that is brought towards the surface by wayof Magma. Some hot stuff, | tell you! You
see, | did not just happen over night, it takes umjue conditions for me to be brought to life. Oh,
by the way, | have some distant cousins who were duight here by way of Cosmic travel . . . but
that is another story . . .

Well, on with my story . . .

You see my point is simply this . . .. | am flattexd to be such an icon of your appreciations and
love, for | think I kinda deserve it to some degregefor | suffered much to get where | am today!
But, the matter | wish to speak about is a twofoldone, and that is ; The things you have to go
through in life to be a Diamond, and the things younust sacrifice. Now, because | am but a stone,
does not mean | don’t see what's going on. BecaugkEme, people die! | never asked for this! All |
ever wanted to do was be loved and appreciated favho and what | am! | did not want you
people to covet me so that you would oppress, lieheat, steal, and all that other stuff you do to
possess or control me! The thing is, that peoplepyr brothers and sisters are still dying and will
continue to as long as | am what you choose to gify. This is not my wish, for all | want to be is
admired. Granted, | am beautiful, but you make me gly. | am happy to serve you in your
industry and science, but the idolatry of me . .has got to go. Am I really worth all that?
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The Storms of Life

There are blessed times, when in the seas of éferveounter storms or inclimate
weather. During these times we hope for peaceeo$dlas, a break in the storm, or some
sort of refuge over the horizons of life. We lodgk $igns . . . In our life and times we are
just like the seas with all it's characteristics and i must say that God in His infinite
Grace and Love has endowed me with such wondectidsions as becoming acquainted
with other beautiful ships (souls) on the same #emts am on . . . . life. | thank you for
allowing yourself for being that soul of hope . . .

As i look upon the waters of life, i see the refileas of the Sun, this ensures me that the
storm is breaking as His promise waves itself talway ship . . . in this reflection, i see
you. Your words are like the waves of love embrgany ship with care and gentleness.
| am still afloat, for "Hope Floats".

It is i who am honored to know you, to encounteu yto be a part of your life thereby
acknowledging the truth of Oneness.

Love you

Bill
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My Grand Father’'s Garden

My Grand Father, My Father’s Father was a simple ma. There seemed to be no thing complex in
his life . . . at least from my perspective as a dtl, and later on “young adult’. He seemed to enjoy
the plainness and peacefulness of life. We endeagig called him “Gramps”. His name was Ellis
Wanamaker. He enjoy such things as sitting in hisacker in the shade under this humongous Pine
Tree in his front yard. Very often you could find hm playing his Acoustic Guitar and smoking his
Corn Cobb Pipe simultaneously. | credit him with irspiring me to later on in life enjoying playing
the Guitar, though not very good. | however do owr8 of them, a 6 Sting Acoustic, a 12 String
Acoustic, and a 6 String Electric. But the thing heloved most in his life was his garden. He
actually had 2 of them. He had a fairly sizeable anin the back yard. As a matter of fact, there was
not back yard, just garden. He also had a friend naed Mr. Kersey who also was an Avid
Gardener / Farmer who owned a large amount of landof which my Grand Father shared.
Gramps’ other garden was really big. Of course ashildren we did not appreciate it that much.
Probably because we were obligated to share in tHfamily obligation of tending the garden. |
guess it was fair, we of course enjoyed it's yiel@sardening is a lot of work. You have to plow the
land to create rows, straight rows. You have to sdeor plant the seedlings. You have to water the
garden. You have to pull the weeds. You have to filize the garden. You have to pick the fruit.
My Gramps had just about everything you can imagine Tomatoes (Jersey, Plum, etc.) White
Potatoes, Sweet Potatoes, Eggplant, Okra, String 8es, Lima Beans, Snap Beans, Peas, Yellow
Corn, White Corn, Collard Greens, Mustard Greens, Kale, Cucumbers, Cabbage, Lettuce,
Broccoli, Cauliflower, Onions, Watermelon, Peanuts,Green Squash (Zucchini) Yellow Squash,
Acorn Squash, Butternut Squash, Strawberries, Cantaupe, Honey Dew Melons, Grapes,
Peaches, and on and on and on. Quite a bit of contial work. It seemed like every day, there was
something to do. Don’t get me wrong, there were vegrfew days where you spent excessive time in
the garden, except picking season. You see, my Grpm knew his craft well. He was well
organized. He had it down to a science. He was a fdanologist. The point | am making is that
now, when | look at life | recognize many principas of my Gramps Gardening Behavior in my
Life and My Faith. First and Foremost, There will be no Fruit if you don't plant any seeds. . . for
real, unless you steal it. But before you plant andeeds or seedlings, you must prepare your soil in
your garden. If you remember, this just the beginmg of a very long process to yielding a “Good
Fruit or Harvest”! We must water our Gardens . . .We must pull the Weeds . . . We must Fertilize
our Gardens of Life . . . and almost finally if weare diligent, we can now Harvest. But still theres
more . . . You must wash off the dirt from your Frut . . . the dirt of the world! And lastly, your
fruit / harvest is ready for presentation and consmption. Juts 1 quick and final query . . . what
good is your harvest if there is no one to share with. My Gramps had us, and for his efforts,
dedication to his avocation, and HIS LOVE, we alway had smiles on our faces because of HIS
LOVE. Sounds like God!

Tuesday, April 24, 2007
wspSr
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The Pain of Ecstasy

Oft time we think of love being such a beautiful ting . . . | am not here to dispute such a notion,
however | would like to embellish the notion of whawe perceive love to be. We think of love and
we immediately become euphoric in our attitudes ahd our interactions with the object(s) of our
love. We envision the time we anticipating awaitd join our beings in the company of these
objects or person(s). Do we ever think about thegin of separation? Do we ever consider the
anguish of not being in the presence of the one dhing we love so that we may indulge in its
beauty or warmth? Do we in the least consider theurt and disappointment for a love thwarted?
Yes | say unto you that love has its price!l Thoughove may vyield ecstasy, it does require a
dedicated degree of commitment to the ideal. Lovegstasy does require work. Let’s face it, when
was the last time you were loved for free? Even wo dog requires some type of feeding! All love
requires some sort of sacrificial offering that onemight achieve the goal they seek. Whether that
objective is to be in another's company, or maybet's just to hear the tone of their voice
addressing you. Well, let me tell you from persoria@xperience, the more one love’s the more one
hurts. Who was that sang the song “love is a hurg thing”? Well think about it? We did not
even talk about the pain love imparts as a resultfather idiosyncratic behaviors, e.g. non-truths!
Think about it . . . we’'ll save that for another time.

On the Creative thought

you can not make it . . . itis like a butterfly .. . no patterns to it flight . . . but when it land the
beauty of vision, thought and love will "BE" there. . . capture it's essence, not the Butterfly . . .

~* ~ Life Choices ~ * ~
“ tis better to live a loving life with your heart committed to God and find out you are wrong,
then to live a life of Science, Equations and Evadlion and discover you were right!
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~* ~ the Jester ~ * ~

I am but a fool in his folly.
| know not of these affairs of men . . .
They are too High Minded for me!

Once upon a time, there was a Wonderful and Magicdkingdom. Like any other Kingdom, there
was a King, a Queen, a Prince and Princess, a Wizhand the Court Jester. The Kingdom like all
the other Magical Kingdoms of time, lived in peaceThe subjects were a happy people, and the
children played joyfully in the fields and gardens.The Sun shined by day, and the Moon by night.
There were no worries anywhere to be found. All théands and people lived together in love and
bliss. All of the people from the King to the Blackmith performed their daily tasks without any
complaints. The King ruled, the Queen advised the iKg and did Queenly things. The Princess
and the Prince embraced life for the good. The Wizd wizarded, and the Jester made all the
Kingdom laugh . He entertained the people of the kigdom as he often went amongst them on a
visit. He especially had an affinity for Children,and he loved them very much. The Children loved
him also for Who and As he was, for he was alwaysappy. This was really a “Story Book” Land!

One day a small child asked him, the Jester . . Why are you always so happy?” . . . and the
Jester replied . . . “I am but a fool in his folly.l know not of these affairs of men ... They ar&o
High Minded for me!”

As the people of the Kingdom lived in peace for magnyears, the word spread to other lands about
this Magical place.

We all know that sooner or later . . .

One day a visiting Caravan came upon the Kingdom.n the Caravan were Traders and Wise
Men, Magicians and Medicine Men, They were all awethat such a beautiful place existed. They
all loved it so much that they desired to find theeason or secret of how this could be, for this was
highly unusual and uncommon.

They first went to the King and Queen and inquired.The answer they received was really no
answer at all. All the Royal Court could tell themthat it was always this way as long as they could
remember. Then they approached the Wizard . . . anall he could say was that it was a magic
beyond his power and understanding. Then they weramongst the village and questioned the
people, but they had no reasonable response either. then there was the Child. The child told

them, they should ask the Jester! Now this was amusual approach, for all knew that Jesters

were Jokers, and Jokers were Fools, and Fools wedesters. So, what kind of answer could they
possibly expect of a Jester? But at this time whatid they have to lose . . . for there was something
beautiful in this Kingdom and they had to possesd!i
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~* ~ the Jester ~ * ~ (continued)

So they caught up with the Jester and proceeded tquestion him about every aspect of the
Kingdom for hours on end. The Jester listened patrly to their inquiries until the visitors had
finally exhausted themselves. Then the Jester stha@and spun around in a circle making Jest,
doing what Jesters do. . . and he replied . . . ‘dm but a fool in his folly. | know not of these affirs
of men . .. They are too High Minded for me!” Thg all quizzically looked at each other
somewhat irritated and puzzled at the same time. fen the Jester smiled broadly at them until
they smiled back at him, and then he said again... “I am but a fool in his folly. | know not of
these affairs of men ... They are too High Mind&for me!”

... but this | do know . ..

As the Sun embraces the Earth and blessed the flogeand gardens with it's smile, they smile
back at him. As the Moon caresses the night , thevening tide undulates to and fro and thus
caresses the lands and nourishes it’s thirst. As ¢hhands of the people massage and caress the soil
of the earth with attentive care, she yields her hanty that our tables may be always full. As the
North Wind blows it gentle breezes across our browthereby removing our sweat as we toil in the
gardens, we are thankful. Though | do not care to kow the ways of man, the ways of God are
sufficient for me. So, | smile and smiles come back. . | caress others with a smile, embrace or
kind word, and | myself am soothed. When | lend myhand to another it comes back full. And as |
sigh, as | often do each day, | offer my breath t&od giving Him my thankfulness for His Perfect
Creation.

So | say this . . . | humbly submit to you that . . “I am but a fool in his folly. | know not of these
affairs of men ... They are too High Minded forme!”
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The Stranger

and he said unto the stranger . . ."who are thou?dnd the stranger replied . . . are not i
as thee ? Am not i also the Son of Man? Doth notfesy walk upon the same earth as
thee ? Am i not also implanted upon and in theiSpirthe Mother for the nurturing of
my life ? Do not i to stretch forth my hand to teavens to seek the blessings that they
have to offer ? And the young man asked of then§ea. . . well from whence hast thou
come ? ... And the Stranger replied . . . | corom a Garden afar and near . . . a Garden
of all Gardens . .. where the Seeds of this Gaade harvested that they may be sown to
the world that they too may know of the abundantdoy . . . for my Garden is that
which Men Dream of, Woman Embrace and Children klayhe soil of my Garden is
naught but Love, where the Light never fails anel Blants grow and reach out to all
aspects of life at all times. The Fruit of my Gardes abundance untold and
immeasurable. The Spiritual Water of the Streant tiever dries flows at my feet to
provide a cool refreshing treatise for all need®y have . . . but i have none. The young
man asked of him . . . where is this Garden an.isee it . . . and the Stranger replied . . .
it is but your own Garden. Man is the only Soul ethcan elect at any time to change the
Soil where he plants the feet of his soul.
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I will not go quietly into the Night!

When i was a Child of about 2 — 3 years of age, iall the opportunity to go to Town with my
Grandmother, endearingly know as “Grandma ‘ouise” ronounced “Wees” short for Louise). My
self being the only child at that time, i was dote@dn with much love and celebration. You see, both
of my Parents were some what Orphaned and Only Chdren. They were raised by some one other
than there “Natural” Parents. | was so loved, beig the “First Born”. There was nothing i did not
have, want for or needed.

Well, on this occasion we went to town on a typicgbaturday Morning. This was a very exciting
time for a young child, especially one as precocisuas myself. When we arrived in the Town,
which i will not mention, we went to the local SupeStore. A “Super Store: at that time was an
exciting adventure. They had Food Items, Snacks, Ve, Clothing, and most of all People . . .
Different People of all Types, Shapes, Colors, Sgeetc . . . This was truly a treat for a young
curious mind such as mine. They even had a Sodaukdain!

To set up this scenario, i spent a couple of yeaadter my birth in the South. Having been born in
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, my Mother traveled backto Her Home for family support. My
Father was overseas in the Korean War, and my Mothewvas a Cute, Young 20 year old Female in
a City that she knew not and Alone. So, going bacRouth to her Family Home, a familiar setting
was “Safe”.

Any way, in the store, i was in a world of wonder .. . i still have this picture of excitement
embedded in my Spirit. Of course me being the engetic and hyper type of young boy i was, My
Grandma of course kept me on a very tight leash, duratively speaking. This was a “South” of
1953 . . . a place that was clearly evident that pple had their “Place” . . . retrospectively
speaking. As a natural explorer of life with an eg full of wonder and a mind full of questions, i
did not know of this premise . . . and quite franky, i am not sure i would have acquiesced if i did.
Georgia is a unique State . . . then as it is now . it has quite a bit of Color to it's demeanor.

So, in the Store i discovered in our journey thattiere was a place where people sat down . . . a
“Soda Counter” . . . and of all wonders, the seatwere round and they “Spun” around . . . WOW !
This was probably the first time i ever saw such &ontraption . . . i was smitten and taken! Some

how i managed, quite cleverly i must say to escaplee close quarters of my Grandma’s watchful
eye and made my way to this “Personal Merry Go Rouli’. | excitedly climbed aboard and took
my place in the most ultimate of glee on my Quixati adventure. The Elderly Lady behind the
counter looked and me and smiled in a somewhat quizal manner which i later came to
understand as . . . who knows? At that age, any orelult was elderly.

Any way, my Grandma spotted me and quickly came oveand said . . . “Boy, get down from

there” . . . of course . . . me being the Adventurss, Curious Explorer of Life and Knowledge that i

am simply asked . . ."Why” ? | don’t quite remembe being given an adequate explanation then
or at a later time, but i had no other choice but ® obey, for my Grandma hurriedly lifted me of

with an apology to the Lady behind the counter. Tte went by me like a Marble Snowball rolling

down Everest.
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I will not go quietly into the Night! (continued)

But what did strike me and thus left an indelible mpression upon my young curious mind to this
day was the dubious reply from the Lady behind th&ounter . . . and that was . . .

“He must not be from around here !”

I will not dignify the meaning by an inane explanaion of what was meant, or will i acknowledge,
hopefully ever that there are lines drawn in our eperiences that separates me and you. But i will
say this . . . Itis up to me as to whether i embrz these predetermined limits on myself or not!

I will not go quietly into the Night!
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We are but a Gardener . . .

because the Village is hungry does not make thed&dagrow . . . nor does it compel the Garden ttlyie
to the Village a bounty at the time of Harvest.

When we look upon our life, it is v3ry much likeattof a Garden. No matter what the endeavor or path
you are on there are some significant paralle(Sdaodening and life.

First we must Conceptualize that which we wishedl® final outcome of our efforts . . . whethdyet
vegetables and Fruits, or just the Fruits of ourdraand it’s just rewards.

Secondly there is preparation. We must gather @tenmals required to embark upon our quest, whether
it is gathering the required Seeds, tilling thel 8omaking the necessary connections and contétts
the resources that are required to assist us iaspiration.

3rdly we must take the first step . . . Yes , westmow put forth the effort. For some it is makthgt
1% Sales Call, while for the Gardener it is the altyuBowing of the Seeds . . . Letting the Soild.ié
know that you mean business.

Now that was the easy stuff. There are of couregbssibility where one can spend some more time
and effort to get to this point. . . and then theme those who have never progressed beyond tims.po
. or one of the Point prior to here!

4thly comes the work. As a gardener keeps a vigéga upon his garden to guard against Pests, Weeds
Thieves, etc., he must also see to that his “Segslliof Dreams are fed and watered as required. The
same applies to our dreams whatever they may peulfvish to have any chance that they may come

to fruition, you must be ever so vigilant as w¥lhu must remove from you Seeds all things that
threaten it's existence to survive. In real liteiay be as simple as the Opinions of Other, Ressur
Finance, Time and most importantly . . . “Self DBub

5th

The previous process in area 4 continues . . ellsag the additional aspect that at times we neay b
called upon to cull or prune our efforts for th&esaf either Survival or for overall practicalifpo not

be deterred . . . for a half Bushel of Fruit istbethan a Full Bushel of Wasted Time.

6th

Now comes the good stuff. If you have been diligardll that you have experienced and like mentibne
ion the Article MBO . . . taken notes . . . you aheady a winner.

So, go and pick your Fruit.

for

we are but a Gardner

Blessed Be

bill
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Snapshot of a Drug Addict . . .

he took one more deep toke . . . seeking to drormpain. maybe if he took one very
long pull and held it until he passed out perhapdtuld see Jesus or Mohamed . . . or
Buddha just before he slipped into oblivion. or .. .perhaps he would slip into and
everlasting euphoria where he would no longer haviace the harsh realities of his life.
Either way he was going to go through that magiggbamf desensitivity. Yes, he no
longer wished to be a witness to the sufferingifef |. . not necessarily his alone, but
also that of others. War, Poverty, Famine, Greed . he would be done with it all!
Though he knew this was the cowardly way out,just the same it was a way out!

Why do people turn to Drugs ? With the Lies, Graad Deceit littering the landscapes
of life we all seek some type of Drug to make rotigh. How do we as “Human Beings”
remain "Human” with all the Avarice and non Virtuiwbehavior constantly bombarding
out Thoughts and Beings. Some of us purchase ogisdrom illicit sources, some of us
embrace the Drug of Power, Some are quite satighidally into the Drug of Propaganda
while for many others it is either the Drug of Dalror Reason. Yes, we are a civilization
of addicts. We all have a vice of some sorts thatneed just to make it through. Why
even those of us who are “Seeking” would be pesilpdost if we did not have the

objectives we hold so dearly as our Salvationaur.escape from the realities of this life.

Today, though i am not a Drug Addict (Denial) i wilillfully stop and look at the things
and substances which vilify my being into believihgt i am OK . . . | have done this
many times before . . ..actually i do this dailgda find not any resolve nor a soft quiet
place where i may rest and gather my Self. Perhaps just Perhaps they will create a
New Drug where there is no latent guilt that i wikhve to deal with along with my
withdrawal from my State of Denial . . . or . maybe ¢'ll just write about it!

just a thought . . .
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Swimming

One brief twilight, i stumbled and fell into to naost refreshing Relief filled with what
seemed to be a refreshing Pond of Water. | begamrwerse myself, swim and bathe
myself in it's life cooling qualities. As the Sirise came about i saw that i was but in a
hole filled with Muddy Water. . . .and i immediatdbegan to attempt to extract myself
from this place. The more i struggled to swim theddier the relief became. As the
Dawn of my new day became even more prevalentggted yet more . . . yet the Light
of this New Day has now become my Chief Adversary. As i began to tire, i also
started to stiffen and lose my flexibility. | hageme to the realization that in my life |
was becoming a Brick . . . and i was sinking!

~ may your dreams embrace your realities until thegome 1 ~ . . .

wsp

continue to be that beacon that you are that youpnavide light where there is darkness
and hope where there is despair . . .

bill
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The OId Lady . . .

There was an old lady who lived all alone. Her homaes located on a corner and it not
only had a magnificent front yard, but a side yasdwell. The older lady was a very
notable citizen in her community, for just aboutyadar long, her yard was a picture of
virtual beauty adorned with the beautiful colorsabftypes of Flowers. She spent most of
her time planting, pruning and nourishing her flogarden. Every one in the community
always made it their point to visit her corner loé tworld at least once a week . . . some
once a day or more. If you were to ask any one with, reply would always be an
allusion to how the sight of the Flower Garden m#uem feel so happy and joyous.
They would go on for as long as one allowed themxalain how their life was so much
better because of the Flower Garden of the Litilleg IGidy who lived on the corner. as
time went on and the Older lady grew older, sheeneld cease from her perceived duty
to share beauty with her neighbors and all that wame her way. If you had the
opportunity to encountered or speak with her, hmintenance was the same as her
Flower Garden.

Well, as time and age would have it the Old Ladyspa on. At her Funeral there were so
many people with flowers that they lined up outstde¢he modest little Church of her
community. It truly was a beautifully colored event

If you were to visit that town now you would sske the Flower Garden alive and well at
the corner of Rutledge and®3Streets just as if the Little Old Lady still livedhe
Neighborhood now has taken on the responsibilitthefupkeep of the Little Old Lady’s
Joy and also that of their own! Also if you drive@and the Community you will notice a
remarkable number of Yards also nicely adorned alittypes of wonderful flowers.

Epilogue :

Make it a point in life to add beauty to Life. Giy®ur neighbor the beauty of the
Flowers of your Soul now! . . . In doing so you Bawt only made a difference while
you were here, but you will leave an indelible dastingly beautiful impression on the
lives you leave behind.

Beautiful Be

bill
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The Nut Cracker

It is said that a Walnut resembles that of the HuBgain. it is also said that walnut are
good Brain Food.

Well today i am going to speak on the duties ang@ses of a Nut Cracker and the One
who wields it. The person who is cracking the rag hn objective to get to the “Meat” of

the Nut. if you ever cracked a Walnut or a Pechnan be a very measured affair, for
with too much pressure you will come away with mamgngled pieces of nut. With just

the right amount of pressure you can crack thel sivel thus be rewarded with nice

whole pieces of recognizable Walnut.

Now let us apply this to our Children. Many timelsem we are in the throes of correcting
or directing our children in an attempt to makeoanpy we must get them to look behind
their Self Cloaked shell of understanding. We ofied that we must crack through their
“Shell” of resistance. To do so does require scemnation, and yet we must be
deliberately gentle. Only then can we preserveébtaty of their inner Self.

just a random thought
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The Gift of Intent
My Intent is to be a Gift .. .my Gift is to givetamt .. .

That being said, here at the “Inner Child”, my mites to strive to let go . . to let go of
the aspects of “Growing Up” without letting go diGrowing” ! Sometimes this is a

struggle and always the struggle is with “Self’. éther times it is a Paradox, for the
world portrays such things as “Being Responsibt&¢ccountable” and other such

“Measure UP’ illusions that have nothing to do lwA&Character or Integrity of Self . . .
yet we embrace the Pre Definitions of Life set befas any way.

Well for me, today my Intent is to embrace the @hih me, for in doing so i
acknowledge that i have power to do so ! | hawegyao live with and in unadulterated
Love for all things that Life presents to me when i say love, that does not meant that i
am forgoing the right to reject that which i do fiké, however i imbued with the eyes of
love of life, i cling to it's wonder . . . the woadof discovery . . .not only the discovery
of my own “Self’, but the inherent qualities of th&elf” of others. | also embrace the
joys of discovery, which translates itself to grobwAs long as i cling to this magical
premise of discovery and wonder, i still feel thilke s=child within being enjoyed with
the wonder of life itself.

Now i did say Magical didn’t i? Something here vbhattached for us all is an intent . . .
The intent attached is an Age Old Course of Sedtbvery . . . The Master Key”. | will
not bother to premise such a great insightful wamkl course of study with my meager
diatribe . . . for i will let you . . . your “Sel#€&njoy the joy of your own discovery.
Blessed be my friends

bill
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The Last Days

The last few months of my belated Wife’s life waest with myself running back and

forth to the Hospital on a daily basis. There wimees when she got better and was
discharged, which lasted about on average 2 ddgsebshe had to be readmitted. The
prior 5 years of her illness was also a Merry Gauitb of Treatment — Recovery —

Relapse.

During these final days we, her and i spent mosowf time talking about Spiritual
Things, such as Healing, Understanding, etc,. Wentspnost of our time together
examining our lives and our Belief Systems andFaith. Oh what a wonderful time we
had together. Through this journey we had acquaredore in depth conviction to our
lives and the gift therein. We also lived with tHepe that all was gonna be well . . . i
was not disappointed! Her last days was a mostagisrtime of our life together. | will
cherish them as one of the greatest and clearesofpthis journey i call life. She also
was uplifted, because she as well as i believe thas something better for us. | come
to realize that we were living it in each moment.

Upon her passing, i could have taken the roadddeth which was full of anger and pain,
but for some reason (i know) . . . idid not! eSkas no longer in pain, and she has left
this plane of existence in peace. And, she suffersiore. | am thankful the blessing and
for that time we shared.

Now after 2 full years of examination, the seed tha planted has bore marvelous fruit
in my Garden. But, i must ask myself . . . why dithke so long for me to come to this
place? Now i see clearly the Path i must contiané again, Virisa, | thank you for

sharing your inner Spiritual Beauty with me, andHtelping me open my heart, for i too
grew. The fruit of the Spirit is so sweet.

Rest well my Dear for the Garden is still beingdeah.

Love you

bill
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The Beauty | see.. ..

| see an inherent Beauty in you ! Though i have ps#ly never met you, spoke with you, or have
we done anything in this life time together in théBody”, i do know that in the Spirit, we are not
unlike. Today, i wish to share the beauty i see wWityou.

When i awoke this morning i acknowledged that my $ite of Life was again wiped clean. Though i
as many of us will ultimately review the events abur past, and surmise as well the events to come
in our proposed futures, it is the “Here” and “Now” that does my Soul well! Right Here . . . Right
Now is when i wish to feel this Joy. If i can somelw maintain that attitude and focus, why should

i worry of tomorrow?

When i awoke this morning i did not have to take tine to check and see if my Heart was doing it's
Job pumping my Blood, my life force to all parts ofmy body that required it's service . . . nor did i
have to follow up behind my Lungs and make sure thewent to work! My Eyes were working,
though i did have to rub some remnants of sleep fra them . . . but that is ok. My Hands were
ready for this days tasks at hand, starting with tle pulling back of the covers of my bead that i
may kneel and clasp them together to Pray and Giv&hanks for this wonderful opportunity to
make a difference this day! Yes, i saw this Beauwyf Life all around me. And wouldn’t you know
it, my Mind was in perfect working order, for it th ought these thoughts! Being the greedy Soul
that i am, i began to focus my thought and it's Iner Eye to some less visible items of existence. . .
seeking the Beauty.

Then . ..isaw me ... iwas full of light. Thenore i focused on this beautiful mesmerizing aspect
within myself the brighter the light became! Then ly way of my heart and it's ultimate purity, my
thought came to be, and this is what came about. Vélh good is the Beauty of life if it is not
appreciated? So, i surmised to write about what i @ feeling and share it with as many people as i
could. As i pondered this thought and evolutions athis thought, many more lights began to show
up on my doorstep of Love. It was You! | see youBeauty ! Why and how one may ask . . . and i
will simply reply, it is because i see the Beautyf dife that i have been endowed with, and i know
we all are basically made up of the same elements ia

So, again in an inconclusive state i say this to wdl . . . STOP, and acknowledge and see the
Beauty of your Life . . . and the wonderful Light you possess inside of you. As this Light with each
moment is allowed to manifest itself in to your Cosciousness of “Being” you will absolutely see
this in others.

The Beauty i see . . .

blessed be

bill

p.s....don't forget to put your Sun Shades on!
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The Art of Masturbation

Whooooooooooooa . . . . | know that most of yoklabthe title and say to your selves .
.. what kind of nonsense and junk . .. wellgive it a chance and read on . . .

For the purposes of discussion here | will firsipde the definition of “Masturbation”.

mas-tur-ba-tion - Show Spelled Pronunciationfteadey-shuhn] Pronunciation Key -
Show IPA Pronunciation
—noun

1) the stimulation or manipulation of one's owmiggs, esp. to orgasm; sexual self-
gratification.

2) the stimulation, by manual or other means estetof coitus, of another's genitals,
esp. to orgasm.

As you can plainly see, that in the past, “mastimba and it's description is limited to a
sexual self gratification oriented exercise. Todlamn seeking to expand the realms of
the definition for the purposes of enlightenmentd amderstanding, that has most
certainly benefited myself, and consequently angehdly will be beneficial to others.

Let us examine what actually “Masturbation” is! idtbasically an act upon which an
individual performs “Self Pleasing” action to reaahstate of being or release. My
premise is simple . . . | believe (know) there atikers “States of Being” other than
physical, upon which we exercise the same actions and they are . . . Spiritually,
Mentally and Emotionally!

My concern is, that all too often, | have found eiysleluding myself by exercising my
Mental, Spiritual and Emotional Libidos to no effebut Self Gratification and
Glorification . . . that | may be pleased with raljs All too often, | had no basis for my
actions other than my own needs to be releasedringrown imaginations of need. The
danger with this particular demeanor is that ugualhlike the Physical aspects of the act,
that in the other realms of existence i.e. Emolio8piritual and Intellectual, we have or
may have a profound effect on others . . . somedgiwith their knowledge, and some
times with out !
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The Art of Masturbation : continued

Let us focus at this time on what it is we do ie #rt of Masturbation from a Mental,
Spiritual and Emotional perspective. First, wea@wne a need for release. Why do we
do this ? . . . well actually this need arises when perceive ourselves as being
unfulfilled, ungratified, empty, thwarted and thusstrated by our present State of Being.
We then seek to objectify ourselves by castingothene on something we do not have or
understand as being the cause of these concemida#ling short. Yes, we all wish to
feel good about our lives and the position we ogoufthin our perceived landscapes of
“Being”. We then objectively seek out a Thought qass that will suitably fit our
arriving at the Place we perceive we should beGratified and Happy !

Most tines when these “Delusory” periods come abair drive to be gratified is so
urgent and strong, we are almost willing to takeamy type of Doctrine readily and
conveniently available to us. Many times these bes of “Ways” are often shallow . .
.. and like any form of Masturbation has no lagtffect or effect upon our overall State.

So, i submit to first myself and thus us all, to tnendful of our perceived needs for
fulfillment and the sense of urgency we allow olusg to embrace to arrive at what is
often a shallow and short term solution. Perhapseesl to spend some quality time with
“Self” and develop a “Sound” and “Meaningful” ralatship based upon values that are a
bit more virtuous than what we are willing to adcepthe face of our anxieties brought
on by our own Self Created Illusions that we neéd &Now”!

After all . . . Any type of Masturbation always V& one with a mess that has to be
cleaned up afterwards!

© 2009: William S. Peters, Sr.
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The Silver

Malachi 3:3 says:
He will sit as a refiner and purifier of silver.

This verse puzzled some women in a Bible study aridey wondered what this statement meant
about the character and nature of God. One of thevomen offered to find out the process of
refining silver and get back to the group at the net Bible Study.

That week, the woman called a silversmith and madean appointment to watch him at work. She
didn't mention anything about the reason for her irterest beyond her curiosity about the process
of refining silver. As she watched the silversmiit, he held apiece of silver over the fire and let i
heat up. He explained that in refining silver, oneneeded to hold the silver in the middle of the fire
where the flames were hottest as to burn away alhé impurities.

The woman thought about God holding us in such a haspot; then she thought again about the
verse that says: 'He sits as a refiner and purifieof silver." She asked the silversmith if it wasrtie
that he had to sit there in front of the fire the whole time the silver was being refined. The man
answered that yes, he not only had to sit there hdihg the silver, but he had to keep his eyes on the
silver the entire time it was in the fire. If the slver was left a moment too long in the flames, it
would be destroyed.

The woman was silent for a moment. Then she askele silversmith, '"How do you know when the
silver is fully refined?' He smiled at her and anwered, 'Oh, that's easy when | see my image in it.'

If today you are feeling the heat of the fire, remmber that God has his eye on you and will keep
watching you until He sees His image in you. Pa#isis on. This very moment, someone needs to
know that God is watching over them. And, whatevethey're going through, they'll be a better
person in the end.

‘Life is a coin. You can spend it anyway you wisHut you can only spend it once.’
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The Gift . . .

There are many Gifts in Life. There are the Gifts ngceive, and there are the Gifts we
Give!l There two aspects of Gifts are believe itnot “Symbiotic” . . . they are in
concordance with each other. He / She who gives teceives Love . . . He / She who
give Hope receives the same! Conversely, He / Stwaffers grief to other, themselves
usually abide in that same Darkness that they “S@Wi, did i not mention that Life is a
Garden” You reap what you Sow! Anyway, moving today i would like to offer to us
all, including myself as a reminder that we are gmeducts of what we give. This
analogy does not exclude our thoughts either. Asgwe time to certain Thoughts,
Emotions, and other discourses in our lives, wd baorselves more and more immersed
in the same!

Some time ago, i wrote a piece titled “The Giftiv& . . . i will share it with you at this
time . ..

The Gift | Give
Let’'s see, what gift can | give you today

Will it be a word, Something pleasant | say
Will it be a smile that whisks you away

Will it be a glance at just who you are
Will it be in my eyes your shining star

Will it be a touch, soft and demure
Will it be my spirit, will it be pure

Will | taste your soul as is it sweet
Will | offer you my only seat

Will | listen to Every word you say
Will | open up and together we play

Will I hug you with my best embrace
Will | walk with you at just the right pace

Will I comfort you if you have pain
Will | shelter you from all Life’s rain
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The Gift . . . : continued

Will | remove the speck | found in your eye
Will | remove mine before | try

Will | be your House High on the Hill
Will I empty my cup by giving you fill

Will | judge yet never condemn
Will | always remind us of Him

Will I lift you up whenever you fall
Will | surrender whenever you call

Will | always be tender never shove
Will I Look to you through eyes of Love

Will | remember these words | say
Will | practice them each and every day

Funny thing about Gifts Given . . . when you giveepit always comes back to you in an
exponential way .. . greater than that which yauegy So today and every day i beseech
us all to look for an excuse even to give someog#taNo matter how small, make it a

practice to seek out the opportunities to be a Gifter, and i guarantee you that what
you receive in return will be beyond your compredien of “Goodness” and “Joy” !

Be Blessed

bill
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Empowering Words : Living or Not
A matter of “Free Will"? !

Why the two ? (? 1)
Readon. ..

.. . what are they really?
What is their power?
Do or Can they control Life?

Empower or not the words . . . That is our choice !
Words can be a very effective tool in constructmgltering the quality of life.

Words basically come in two categories .. . wordBawer . . .
And those without.

No word has power over anything unless it is remeiv

As we all know, there are times that words areassein changing or altering our life or
the life of another . . . they fall on “Deaf EarsTherein lies the secret of words. We
being the ones with the ears, we can choose &mlmt not . . . to embody or reject!

For example . . . Ethnic or other Categorical disigas or slurs . . . what do they mean to
me if they mean nothing to me ? How can they affiee? Well, they may not affect me
directly, but if they affect 100 people within mye&tt company . . . that can have a
significant and direct affect on my welfare, ProCan!

We choose to give words life and power! Like thistiwg for example . . . is there
something within the words that have any meaningpto. . or is it just a bunch of
gibberish?

Then there is the degree of power of the word. Haveh meaning and significance do
we attach to the words? Words can have temporaépowinfinite power and anything

in between. Have you ever gone to a Pep Rally aredP®resentation or Church and
gotten all pumped up only to have your elationidet® after a short period of time? Was
that the words or your choice . . . or commitmenthe words?

You see, there must be and is some innate comntitwemust make to allow the words
we ingest to have their glory.
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Empowering Words : Living or Not : continued
Free Will ...?!

Yes, we have Free Will . . . butin closing | giwau this . . . there are Words that have
Power to affect our lives with or without our pession . . .

We will call this the Living Word . . . these ar@nds that manifest into life regardless .. .
on this level we only have the free will to chobmav we will allow them to manifest
within. Actually we are saying the same thing ta some degree!

To clarify this, | must first say that | am a Creatst, | believe in a Higher Power!
So, | give you but a couple of Words . . . that w&a®en to me, and of course they are
scriptural.

And God said, Let there be light: and there wdstlig

And he said, | heard thy voice in the garden,

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word wak @ivbd, and the Word was God.

That which was from the beginning, which we havartiewhich we have seen with our
eyes, which we have looked upon, and our hands iheveled, of the Word of life;

And lastly . ..

So shall my word be that goeth forth out of my nhouitshall not return unto me void,
but it shall accomplish that which | please, arshill prosper in the thing whereto | sent
it.

Funny thing about these words . . . that theydegardless of our intentions or
acceptance of them . ..

How...?

Those of us who believe, embrace the words andalieerdingly or not . . . and those of
us who reject the Creationist theory spend ourtliyimg to disprove them . . .

Now that’s what | call a “Living Word” !

“chose the words you allow within and without dahg”

“chose the words you allow within and without caitkf’

© 2008 : William S. Peters, Sr.
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The Pink Dress

There was this little girl sitting by herself in the park. Everyone passed by her and never stopped
to see why she looked so sad. Dressed in a wornlporess, barefoot and dirty, the girl just sat and
watched the people go by. She never tried to spedkhe never said a word. Many people passed by
her, but no one would stop.

The next day | decided to go back to the park in auosity to see if the little girl would still be
there. Yes, she was there, right in the very spothvere she was Yesterday, and still with the same
sad look in her eyes. Today | was to make my own me and walk over to the little girl. For as we
all know, a park full of strange people is not a @ce For young children to play alone.

As | got closer | could see the back of the littlgirl's dress. It was grotesquely shaped. | figured
that was the reason people just passed by and made Effort to speak to her. Deformities are a
low blow to our society and, heaven forbid if You rake a step toward assisting someone who is
different. As | got closer, the little girl loweredher eyes slightly to Avoid my intent stare. As |
approached her, | could see the shape of her backame Clearly. She was grotesquely shaped in a
humped over form.

| smiled to let her know it was OK; | was there tohelp, to talk. | sat down beside her and opened
with a simple, "Hello." The little girl acted shocked, and stammered a "hi "; after a long Stare
into my eyes. | smiled and she shyly smiled back. &talked until darkness fell and t he park was
completely empty. | asked the girl why she was sad. The little girl looked at me with a sad face
said, "Because, I'm Different."” | immediately said, "That you are!", and smiled. The little girl
acted even sadder and said, "l know."

"Little girl," | said, "you remind me of an angel, sweet and Innocent." She looked at me and
smiled, then slowly she got to her feet and SaidReally?" "Yes, you're like a little Guardian

Angel sent to watch Over all the people walking by.She nodded her head yes, and smiled. With
that she opened the back of her pink dress and alded her Wings to spread, then she said "l am."
"I'm your Guardian Angel," with a twinkle in her ey e. | was speechless -- sure | was seeing things.
She said, "For once you thought of someone otherdh yourself. My job here is done". | got to my
feet and said, "Wait, why did no one stop to help@mAngel?" She looked at me, smiled, and said,
"You're the only one that Could see me," and thenlse was gone. And with that, my life was
changed dramatically

So, when you think you're all you have, remember,qur angel is Always
watching over you.

Pass this to everyone that means anything at all §ou.

Like the story says, we all need someone...

And, every one of your friends is an Angel in theiown way.
The value of a friend is measured in the heart.

I hope your Guardian Angel watches over you always.

~ author unknown ~
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Thank You for your time.

A young man learns what's most important in life fom the guy next door. It had been some time
since Jack had seen the old man. College, girls,rear, and life itself got in the way. In fact, Jack
moved clear across the country in pursuit of his deams. There, in the rush of his busy life, Jack
had little time to think about the past and often o time to spend with his wife and son. He was
working on his future, and nothing could stop him.

Over the phone, his mother told him, "Mr. Belser ded last night. The funeral is Wednesday."
Memories flashed through his mind like an old newszel as he sat quietly remembering his
childhood days. "Jack, did you hear me?" "Oh, sorly, Mom. Yes, | heard you. It's been so long
since | thought of him. I'm sorry, but | honestly thought he died years ago," Jack said. "Well, he
didn't forget you. Every time | saw him he'd ask hev you were doing. He'd reminisce about the
many days you spent over 'his side of the fence' & put it,” Mom told him. "I loved that old
house he lived in," Jack said. "You know, Jack, atr your father died, Mr. Belser stepped in to
make sure you had a man's influence in your life,"she said "He's the one who taught me
carpentry,” he said. "l wouldn't be in this business if it weren't for him. He spent a lot of time
teaching me things he thought were important...Moml'll be there for the funeral,” Jack said.

As busy as he was, he kept his word. Jack caughtemext flight to his hometown. Mr. Belser's
funeral was small and uneventful. He had no childre of his own, and most of his relatives had
passed away.

The night before he had to return home, Jack and lsi Mom stopped by to see the old house next
door one more time. Standing in the doorway, Jackaused for a moment. It was like crossing
over into another dimension, a leap through spacena time The house was exactly as he
remembered. Every step held memories. Every pictuteevery piece of furniture....Jack stopped
suddenly. "What's wrong, Jack?" his Mom asked. "Thebox is gone," he said . "What box?" Mom
asked. "There was a small gold box that he kept I&ed on top of his desk. | must have asked him
a thousand times what was inside. All he'd ever tetne was 'the thing I value most," Jack said. It
was gone. Everything about the house was exactlywaack remembered it, except for the box. He
figured someone from the Belser family had taken it'Now I'll never know what was so valuable
to him," Jack said. "l better get some sleep. | hag an early flight home, Mom."

It had been about two weeks since Mr. Belser died dkurning home from work one day Jack
discovered a note in his mailbox. "Signature requied on a package. No one at home. Please stop
by the main post office within the next three days,the note read. Early the next day Jack
retrieved the package. The small box was old anddéed like it had been mailed a hundred years
ago. The handwriting was difficult to read, but thereturn address caught his attention. "Mr.
Harold Belser" it read. Jack took the box out to hs car and ripped open the package. There inside
was the gold box and an envelope. Jack's hands stkaas he read the note inside. "Upon my death,
please forward this box and its contents to Jack Bmett. It's the thing | valued most in my life." A
small key was taped to the letter. His heart racingas tears filling his eyes, Jack carefully unlocke
the box. There inside he found a beautiful gold pdet watch. Running his fingers slowly over the
finely etched casing, he unlatched the cover. Insgdhe found these words engraved:
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Thank You for your time. (continued)

"Jack, Thanks for your time! -Harold Belser."
"The thing he valued most was...my time". Jack heldhe watch for a few minutes, then called his
office and cleared his appointments for the next te days. "Why?" Janet, his assistant asked. "I
need some time to spend with my son," he said. "Qlby the way, Janet, thanks for your time!"

"Life is not measured by the number of breaths weadke . . .but by the moments that take our
breath away" !

~ Author Unknown ~
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~ The Coffee Mug ~

Look at me . . . look at me please, very carefullyWhat you see is but a cup, a vessel. | have a
purpose, yes, even | have a Divine Blessed Duty .. Yes, | am but a Coffee Mug! All | do is hold
within me the liquid that fortifies your morning li fe. You could also use me as a Mug for your
Teas, but my formal definition is “Coffee Mug”. | am graciously rewarded for providing my
services . . . yes, | bet you never thought aboutetbefore. You see, each and every day, early in the
morning | have the pleasure of touching your lips fien, | am held in such a loving manner that
words just can not describe. So often you look bepd my nature, for it is what is inside of me that

is important to your life . . . but that’'s ok with me, for | am still happy to serve ! If you have adw
moments, | would like to tell you my story . . .

It all started long ago . . . you see, in the begiing | was content to just exist, | had no questios
duties, or any such aspirations in life. | was jusa part of the whole, for | was just the Clay of tle
Earth. Then one day, a harvester came along and sa@ated me from my surroundings and took
me to a place where | was washed and cleaned. Thgs quite a shocking experience, for all that |
previously knew and was. After | was washed of mosif my natural qualities | was a part of, |
took on a new appearance. Little did | know what wa to come! | was then taken to a place where
the light was great. You see, all my life before vgaspent in the darkness and solitude of being a
part of the Earth. . . a greater Whole.

There was this other Life Being, He or She took mand started to play with me . . . that felt real
good. | was massaged, manipulated, stretched andeged . | did not mind it too much, but there
were times when | was stretched beyond my naturalrhits and | broke . . . but the hands of my
new associate gently put me back together again. €h He /She put me on this ride where | was
spinning around and around . . . wow that was funAs | was spinning | felt myself taking on new
and exciting shapes and characteristics. | was roaled and smoothed and tweaked. It was all good
until they just ripped a piece of me off of me angut it back. This was done several times. | have
later learned that was to become one of my new chagteristics . . . yes, | have an arm . . . a handle
Beautiful don’t you think? Now | have the ability to be held, but very gently, for | was still soft
inside and out. Little did | know what was to come My Creator was pleased with me. | watched
as they say and admired their Creation . .. ME! Thn . . . OMG . . . they put me on a tray and put
me in this HOT HOT HOT HOT place . . .OUCH! God wasit Hot! | stayed there for what seemed
to be an eternity! Then the light came and | was fleased from that torturous experience. | started
to cool down and gather my senses and become awafemy surroundings. Wow, for some reason
| felt different . . . | felt strong . . . | felt indestructible ! | had a new firmness about me a new
resolution! My arm was no longer weak . . . | couldbe held with certainty . . . and | was sure of
what | had become . . . for | heard my Creator callme . . . a Coffee Mug!

Now | have a defined purpose. And for my service,aeh day | am held gently and kissed often. |
thank you for your love. | love being a Coffee MugBy the way, | am also good with All Teas,
Cappuccinos, Espresso, Café Latte, Water, Soda . .for | am very versatile. | also have many
Brothers and Sisters who have similar experience$hank you for listening to my story. | wish you

the same blessings in your life to discover your ppose !

This story was related by Tamika . . . my Daughter
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The Fern and the Bamboo

One day | decided to quit.... I quit my job, my rdationship, my spirituality..... | wanted to quit
my life. I went to the woods to have one last tallwith God. "God", | said. "Can you give me one
good reason not to quit?" His answer surprised me."Look around"”, He said.

"Do you see the fern and the bamboo?" "Yes", | repled. "When | planted the fern and the
bamboo seeds, | took very good care of them. | gawthem light. | gave them water. The fern
quickly grew from the earth. Its brilliant green covered the floor. Yet nothing came from the
bamboo seed. But | did not quit on the bamboo. Ithe second year the Fern grew more vibrant
and plentiful. And again, nothing came from the baboo seed. But | did not quit on
the bamboo". He said. "In the third year, there was still nothing from the bamboo seed. But |
would not quit. In the fourth year, again, there was nothing from the bamboo seed. But | would
not quit. He said. "Then in the fifth year a tiny sprout emerged from the earth. Compared to the
fern it was seemingly small and insignificant. Bufust 6 months later the bamboo rose to over 100
feet tall. It had spent the five years growing ro&. Those roots made it strong and gave it what it
needed to survive. | would not give any of my cré@ns a challenge it could not handle.”

He said to me. "Did you know, my child, that all ths time you have been struggling, you have
actually been growing roots. | would not quit onthe bamboo. | will never quit on you. Don't
compare yourself to others." He said. "The bambodad a different purpose than the fern, yet ,
they both make the forest beautiful.” "Your time will come,"” God said to me. " You will rise
high!" "How high should I rise?" | asked. "How high will the bamboo rise?" He asked in return.
"As high as it can?" | questioned. "Yes." He said,"Give me glory by rising as high as you can." |
left the forest and brought back this story.

I hope these words can help you see that God wilewer give up on you........
Never regret a day in your life.
Good days give you Happiness.
Bad days give you Experiences.

Both are essential to life. Keep going...
Happiness keeps you Sweet,
Trials keep you Strong,
Sorrows keep you Human,
Failures keep you Humble,
Success keeps You Glowing,
But Only God keeps You Going!

Have a great day!
The Son is shining!!

God is so big He can cover the whole world with hisove and so small He can curl up inside your
heart !

~ author unknown ~
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THE KING'S HIGHWAY

Once upon a time, a king had a great highway builtor the people who lived in his kingdom. After

it was completed, but before it was opened to theuplic, the king decided to have a contest. He
invited as many of his subjects as desired to padipate. The challenge was to see who could
travel the highway the best, and the winner was teeceive a box of gold.

On the day of the contest, all the people came. Senof them had fine chariots, some had fine
clothing and fancy food to make the trip a luxuriots journey. Some wore their sturdiest shoes and
ran along the highway on their feet to show theirlsll. All day they traveled the highway, and each
one. When he arrived at the end, complained to the kinglaout a large pile of rocks and debris
that had been left almost blocking the road at on@oint, and that got in their way and hindered
their travel.

At the end of the day, a lone traveler crossed thinish line warily and walked over to the king. He
was tired and dirty, but he addressed the king withgreat respect and handed him a small chest of
gold. He said, "I stopped along the way to clear gile of rocks and debris that was blocking the
road. This chest of gold was under it all. Pleaseale it returned to its rightful owner."

The king replied, "You are the rightful owner."” "Oh no," said the traveler, "This is not mine. I've
never known such money." "Oh yes," said the king, You've earned this gold, for you won my
contest. He who travels the road best is he who mek the road better for those who will follow."
Remember those words of wisdom as you travel the ad of life!

~ Author Unknown ~

a special blessing to my friend Ralph for the share. .
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* <> * The Suit of Armor * <> *

The once was a young boy . . . a caring and sengtiyoung boy. He was loving and kind, graceful,
thoughtful . . yes he had all the attributes of aluld. Just as we have, this young boy has feelings

. feelings about everything he experiences. For whe life but a collection of our experiences and
how we view them. Well, as this young boy grew, l&aw many things . . . Kindness and Selfishness
. .. Beauty and Blight . . . the Light and the D&t and most of all . . . Love and Hate ! This young
boy being the innocent soul that he was, as we ate . . . did not very much like the less life
enhancing qualities of life . . . no he clung to #huplifting qualities he experienced . . . but . .. it
was hard, for the darkness was all around . The d&ness caused him much pain and he did not
understand it nor did he want any part of it!

So one day while he was thinking, he thought the dught we all think . . . spiritually . . . if I cauld
but separate myself from the darkness . . . hmmm aoble idea indeed! But how? . .. he
wondered. Perhaps if | could build my self a suit barmor ! Then | would be in control . . . | could
protect myself from the dark ways of man while alleving myself to experience just what | wish . . .
by either lifting my visor that | may see, or remowng my armor . . . . a great idea, yes indeed. So
the young boy went about constructing his own armosuit. When he was done, he patted himself
on the back and realized he had created a marveloug/ork! He was quite proud of his
achievement! So, he put on his Armor, and then werabout living his life . . . Protected!

As life went about, he was very much in to the expence thereof . . if he saw a flower, he would
lift his visor and enjoy it's beauty and take in its aroma. If he met some one whom he wished to
touch, he would remove his armored glove. When heald to rest, he would take off his suit in his

own privacy and do so. Yes, he was a smart youngyo. . yes he had the perfect solution to life,
and how to avoid the pain and darkness associatedtvit.

As time went on the young boy started growing int@a young man . . . he soon found that certain
aspects of his armor was becoming uncomfortable, ¢nefore, he had to constantly adjust and
remake certain elements of his suit. Going forwardhe also come to realize how uncomfortable his
suit was becoming. None of his friends had such &ihg. He also realized that to experience life
was quite an inconvenience for him to always haveo tremove sections or parts of his armor to
enjoy life . . . if that is truly what he was doing. . . hhmmmm. . . He gradually stopped smelling
the flowers, and enjoying the gifts life had to ofr . . . for it was too much trouble!

Then came the day he met a girl . . . one whom heamted to share himself with. His heart leapt
out, and he did not want anything between them ...so of course, he discarded his suit of armor.
As soon as he did he noticed the beaming brightnes$ life all around him. At first he became
weary and afraid. But, with a little coaxing from his endearing friend he ventured forth. As he did,
of course he experienced many sensations that wegaite new to him, and he did not understand
them. It had been a long time since he touched soroae or smelled a flower. You see his visions of
life were limited to the characteristics and attritutes of his armor.

But he really was awestruck with his newly discovexd freedoms and experiences. . .. but there
was something just not quite right. He was afraidf touching the flowers, for in the past he would
always damage them because of the awkwardness o§ l@rmor. . . he did not know how to smile
nor how to receive one. Since he adorned his armde never interacted in such a way to see his
smile reflected in someone else’s eyes . . . he wneot the tenderness of an embrace, for it has been
so long ago when he felt one.
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The Suit of Armor (continued)

These were all truly unsettling things. And, of cotse his first reaction was to get back into his
armor . . . BUT! . . . there was this tugging he feinside . . . pulling him, gnawing at him . . . K&
did not quite understand what it was, but it felt @intly familiar from a time of old . . . His new
friend made him feel beautiful, and all he saw in &r was beauty and the light of love! Oh how he
wanted to just be . . . yes just “BE”! He was totdy enveloped in fear of the unknown, yet he felt a
strong urging from within in a place he did not wel know . . . yes he wanted so badly to live this
love . . .But, this was a major threat to one whopent most of their impressionable life behind
“The Suit of Armor”!

Moral :
We must shed our Armor that we may fully experiencehe Gifts, Grandeur and Glories of Life.

Once we shed our Armor, we must then go forth andxperience Life . . . the Good and the Bad . .
that we may live !
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~ The Two Wolves ~

There was a grandfather, and his little grandson dén came in the evenings to sit at his knee and
ask the many questions that children ask. One dayhé grandson came to his grandfather with a
look of anger on his face. Grandfather said, "Comesit, tell me what has happened today."

The child sat and leaned his chin on his Grandfathis knee. Looking up into the wrinkled, nut
brown face and the kind dark eyes; the child's angeturned to quite tears. The boy said, "l went
to the town today, with my father, to trade the furs he has collected over the past several months.

| was happy to go, because father said that sincehlad helped him with the trapping, | could get
something for me. Something that | wanted. | was sexcited to be in the trading post, | have not
been there before. | looked at many things and filly found a metal knife! It was small, but good
size for me, so father got it for me."

Here the boy laid his head against his grandfathes' knee and became silent. The Grandfather,
softly placed his hand on the boys raven hair andagd, "and then what happened?” Without
lifting his head, the boy said, "l went outside towait for father, and to admire my new knife in the
sunlight.

Some town boys came by and saw me, they got all ara@l me and starting saying bad things. They
called me dirty and stupid and said that | should ot have such a fine knife. The largest of these
boys, pushed me back and | fell over one of the ath boys. | dropped my knife and one of them
snatched it up and they all ran away, laughing." Hee the boy's anger returned, "I hate them, |
hate them all!"

The Grandfather, with eyes that have seen too muclifted his grandson's face so his eyes looked
into the boys. Grandfather said, "let me tell you astory. | too, at times, have felt a great hate for
those that have taken so much, with no sorrow for tat they do. But hate wears you down, and
does not hurt your enemy. It is like taking poisonand wishing your enemy would die. | have
struggled with these feelings many times. It is aéthere are two wolves inside me, one is white and
one is black. The White Wolf is good and does no ha. He lives in harmony with all around him
and does not take offense when no offense was intiexa. But will only fight when it is right to do
so, and in the right way. But, the Black Wolf, is d@ill of anger. The littlest thing will set him into a
fit of temper. He fights everyone, all the time, fono reason. He cannot think because his anger
and hate are so great. It is helpless anger, for sianger will change nothing. Sometimes it is hard
to live with these two wolves inside me, for bothfahem try to dominate my spirit." The boy,
looked intently into his Grandfather's eyes, and deed "which one wins Grandfather?" The
Grandfather, smiled and said, "The one | feed.”

~ author unknown ~
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The Two Water Pots

An elderly Chinese woman had two large pots, eachuhg on the ends of a pole which she carried
across her neck. One of the pots had a crack in while the other pot was perfect and always
delivered a full portion of water. At the end of tre long walks from the stream to the house, the
cracked pot arrived only half full.

For a full two years this went on daily, with the voman bringing home only one and a half pots of
water. Of course, the perfect pot was proud of itaccomplishments. But the poor cracked pot was
ashamed of its own imperfection, and miserable thait could only do half of what it had been
made to do.

After two years of what it perceived to be bitter &ilure, it spoke to the woman one day by the
stream "l am ashamed of myself, because this craék my side causes water to leak out all the way
back to your house."
The old woman smiled, "Did you notice that there ae flowers on your side of the path, but not on
the other pot's side?"

"That's because | have always known about your flawso | planted flower seeds on your side of
the path, and every day while we walk back, you wat them."

"For two years | have been able to pick these beaifil flowers to decorate the table.

Without you being just the way you are, there wouldhot be this beauty to grace the house."

Each of us has our own unique flaw. But it's the acks and flaws we each have that make our
lives together so very interesting and rewarding.

You've just got to take each person for what theyra and look for the good in them.

~ author unknown ~
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The Wooden Bowl

| guarantee you will remember the tale of the Wooedn Bowl tomorrow, a week from now, a
month from now, a year from now.

A frail old man went to live with his son, daughterin-law, and four-year - old grandson. The old
man's hands trembled, his eyesight was blurred, antis step faltered. The family ate together at
the table. But the elderly grandfather's shaky hand and failing sight made eating difficult. Peas
rolled off his spoon onto the floor. When he graspgkthe glass, milk spilled on the tablecloth. The
son and daughter-in-law became irritated with the ness. 'We must do something about father,'
said the son. 'I've had enough of his spilled milk,noisy eating, and food on the floor.'
So the husband and wife set a small table in the ceer. There, Grandfather ate alone while the
rest of the family enjoyed dinner. Since Grandfathe had broken a dish or two, his food was
served in a wooden bowl. When the family glanceah iGrandfather's direction, sometimes he had
a tear in his eye as he sat alone. Still, the onlyords the couple had for him were sharp
admonitions when he dropped a fork or spilled food The four-year-old watched it all in silence.

One evening before supper, the father noticed hi®a playing with wood scraps on the floor.

He asked the child sweetly, 'What are you making?ust as sweetly, the boy responded,

'‘Oh, | am making a little bowl for you and Mama to eat your food in when | grow up.

' The four-year-old smiled and went back to work.The words so struck the parents so that they
were speechless. Then tears started to stream dowimeir cheeks. Though no word was spoken,
both knew what must be done.

That evening the husband took Grandfather's hand ad gently led him back to the family table.
For the remainder of his days he ate every meal witthe family. And for some reason, neither
husband nor wife seemed to care any longer when ark was dropped, milk spilled, or the
tablecloth soiled.

On a positive note, I've learned that, no matter what happens, how bad it seems today, life does go
on, and it will be better tomorrow. I've learned that you can tell a lot about a person by the way
he/she handles four things: a rainy day, the eldey] lost luggage, and tangled Christmas tree
lights. I've learned that, regardless of your relaibnship with your parents, you'll miss them when
they're gone from your life. I've learned that makng a 'living' is not the same thing as making a
'life.." I've learned that life sometimes gives yowa second chance. I've learned that you shouldn't
go through life with a catcher's mitt on both hands You need to be able to throw something back
I've learned that if you pursue happiness, it willelude you But, if you focus on your family, your
friends, the needs of others, your work and doinghie very best you can, happiness will find you
I've learned that whenever | decide something withan open heart, 1 usually make the right
decision. I've learned that even when | have paing,don't have to be one. I've learned that every
day, you should reach out and touch someone. Peepbve that human touch -- holding hands, a
warm hug, or just a friendly pat on the back. I'velearned that | still have a lot to learn.

~author unknown ~
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Today is butatest. ..

Remember, each day that we are again gifted with sh a Divine Gift as life, it is but a test . . .
What is the test about ? well . . . you could sahat one is but testing themselves . . . yes, afdelst

.. . atest of one’s resolve . . . a test of onéimetal” . . . .What are we to be tested on? Welbf
course there are the rudimentary and practical thigs of life like “Patience”, “Temperance”,
“Character”, “Resolve” and “Fortitude” and other li ke things such as these used to describe the
Attitudinal make up of each of us, but the “Test” d which | speak has much more weight than this
... I mean, after all we can always adjust the éms within our make up via “Will", “Prayer”,
“Meditation” or “Practice” ... that’s the easy stuff . . . you could say that this test is merelg
“Test” of our Memory . . .? Now hold on and let meell you exactly what | mean . . .

. . . excuse the numbers, but that makes it easiar you to follow me . . . .

1 Do you remember the lessons you learned yesterday. ?

2 Do you remember who changed your Life yesterday. . ?

3 Do you remember the people you loved (action verlyesterday . . . ?

4 How did you love them ... ?

5 Do you remember the people who loved you yestergand how significant that was to you,

your attitude, your journey, your life and your heart . . . ?

6 Did you “STOP” to acknowledge that Love or that Gesture . . . ?

7 Were you paying close attention as all the Lawd €reation demonstrated itself to you . . .?
8 Did you stop to listen to the Universe and the 8&g it was singing . . . ?

. orhow itsmelled ...?
9 Do you remember how far you traveled along yourgurney in your attempt to get back

Home...? andfinally. ..
10 Do you remember Home . . . ?
In Conclusion :
I want us all to pass the test, but first we mustrderstand that it is! So now know this day perhaps
we can be little more prepared to be the kind of Cildren that God intended us to be when He

Created us . .. and perhaps . . . just perhaps .

This Day We too might remember to Create somethinlylagically Beautiful and Worthy with the
Gifts of which we were so generously endowed !
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The Young Man’s Asp

There was a young man walking along a path througkhe wood. In his travels he came across an
Asp who was trapped between a Rock and a Tree. Thesp spoke . . .”Young man will you assist
me in my plight ? . . . for i am caught as you caplainly see “between a Rock and a Hard Place”.
Though i have struggled this way and that, i am uniale to free myself”

Now the young man knowing the dangers of coming tolose in proximity of the deceitfully wily
creature pondered. Going against his better judgnm@ he reached to free the creature where upon
the Asp bit him. As it would, and should, the youg man immediately became ill with the poison
and fever overcame him where upon he was consumeddshortly thereafter died.

Epilogue :
For the goodness of his heart, the young man wasceived in heaven.

Analogy :
Follow your instincts, for that is why Our Father endowed them unto us !

Moral :
Never reach out to an Asp between a Rock and a Harellace !

Suggestion :
Read in between the lines.
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Footsteps

We should all be mindful of where we place our feet our “Footsteps”. If we take a
reflective view of our live, we can clearly see thetsteps of our past and the results that
spawned from each of them. Many times we are gratid many times we have
remorse for the paths we have traveled. One tliagi$ common to each footstep is that
whether they were deliberate or not, we did males d¢hoice to do so. You may not
necessarily agree with the last statement, howiesagy this . . . in the absence of making
a calculated and deliberate choice, we have chpstrihe same . . . to not make the
choice. Again in hindsight, we all know that if wad been more observant, or followed
our “Gut”, or “Instinctive” insights we would havprobably traveled another path.
Though, with each footstep there is something weoythwhile to learn, we may not
always be in need of that particular lesson orrdire@ from our goals.

When we think of our Intuitive and Instinctive mayehere is an inherent quality we all
possess. At times we just need to stop and listghat guiding little Voice within and
“Trust” it that it is for our best. | one time weothat all men were endowed with 2 eyes
that we know of . . . One Eye to be kept on thesStiaat we know how to navigate our
paths to our Dreams, and the other Eye to keep apppath that we may not stumble. |
also believe that there is & Eye . . . and the function i believe / know istttfas eye is

to be kept on God that we may see what He is saging! So, i say to you, myself and
us all . . . that we must keep and eye on our immertive, instinctive Self, for that is
where God resides by way of the Breath of Life Spdit.

Additionally, we have a duty to set an examplehose who would follow behind us.
There are many who precede us that we follow at Bat i say this especially for the
children. If Children see in us hypocritical belmyithey may possibly adopt that as the
was to go . . . or even worse, themselves modeltharacters to become the Hypocrites
of the future. For or we not ultimately judged byr cCharacter ? Be of Good Modest
Character and be weary not only of the Footstepgdar self alone, but also be mindful
of the Imprints you leave that others behind yoy fadlow.

Blessed Be

bill

56



An Examination of “Self Deceit”

When we stop to look closely at your selves . . .amicularly our
“Aspirations”, “Dreams” & “Visions”, we realize how dear they are to us.
For these items are the “Roots” of our Hope for a btter Life. Yes, it is
our Dreams that give us cause to make one more stepne more effort.
We need these dreams to give meaning to the preseaddy. Now we can
get in to all the Spiritual stuff, as to why, whenwhat, who, etc., but that
Is not the purpose of this communication. What i wold like to examine
today is specifically is the nomenclature of our Drams and the aspects

and characteristics which affect there fruition.

First, i must declare simply this . . . . “Dreams ee Light”! Yes, they are

the light that comes to give clarity and hope andife to the mundane
aspects of our existence. They provide a light thave may go forward

with some air of certainty towards our tomorrows.

In my analogy of this view of Dreams, i also undetand that where there

Is Light, there is Dark! Now as i stated a minute go, "Dreams give Life”,

therefore they are alive, then i must conclude thatDarkness” also has
life .. . or should i say “Anti-Life”? There is a constant struggle between
Dark and Light . . . in the absence of Light, theras Dark, and vice versa .
. . however the cute little insight about these twopposing forces, is that
Dark in the presence of Light is Lighted, but Lightis never darkened in
the presence of Dark ! Yet, that does not impeddé¢ nature of Dark from

attempting to make the light succumb to it “Power”

Now back to the Dreams . . . Keeping this premis@ imind, let us examine

the interactions of the Dark within the Realm of ow Psyche and that of
our Dreams.
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A Story

It was a story just like many of the many of the pat. Here i am. | did not

ask to be here. It has not been a particularly diftult assignment, though

it does and has had it's moments. | imagine my gatest obstacle has
been understanding in it's “lack” as well as it's “‘abundance”. The games
that are indulged are for the most part elementaryand childish. | have

observed, and i have tempered. Though i at timesna absolved with

resolutatory abjections, my gut feelings and instiats lead me to believe
that there are worthwhile inherent qualities to bepreserved as well as
redeemed. I've yet to conclusively pass judgmenbecause i must say
there is a thread of hope which i and all humankinddoth grasp at and

cling to that makes all suffrage worthy of our patence.

For that which we have created is naught but a shamvy reflection of our
own lesser “Self” I We have yet to earn the righto condemn, because in
doing so we plant the seed of doubt in the midst adur Gardens in our
own houses . . . and that very seed would multiplgnd root upon itself
until it shook the very foundations upon which we est our existence. Yet,
we are not qualified to condone, for there amongsus is a higher
authority which has yet not done so ! | do howevefeel that our pre-
planned time to speak has arrived, and the “Word”: shall be that of
difference, of question, of fear, of love, of hatepf trust, of passion, of
pain, of ecstasy, of turmoil, vexing, weeping, andf anxiety, of hope, of
joy, of happiness, of perversion, and degradatiomf calm, of energy, of
exultation, of need, of apathy, of exhilaration, oktrength, of weakness, of
keenness, of pity, of surety, of vanity, but mostfall of question. . . yet.. ..
speak we must and speak we will. “On” as well asli” our time, which
be “All", it shall come to pass and again it shall'Be” as the very cycles of
spirit doth evolve.

29 December 1985
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it takes a thief . ..

though it is purported that we are a part of, or aremnant of the “ME” Generation, i
do not totally agree. In the complete review and alysis of what composites “ME”, i
have found many deficient areas where i was not rég either paying attention or
finitely observant in what was going on in and arond “ME” that affected “ME”.
When this came to my attention in my daily introspetive snapshots i took of my self
and my demeanor i noticed my biggest issue was thatvas not taking the adequate
or required amount of time necessary to truthfully assess and apply the “follow
through” to adjust or correct these issues that i rmy be more wholesome for me.

Let me explain. We are so pressure by such intrins values we have come to adopt
as our own such as : Performance, Time ManagemenkRersona, Knowledge,
Preparation, Presentation and many other values thasteal our Time and Thinking
and carry it away to a “Land of Objectivity” in lie u of “Subjectivity”. | am not
saying nor suggesting that we should completely Bvin a Subjective Sense, however
I AM saying that many times if we observe ourselvese will acutely notice our own
“ME” imbalances. Life is such, that in order to beas effective as possible calls for a
good Healthy Balance. That is the Law of the Univese. Everything works in
Balance! Even if you continue your course of bein@bjective, the Universal Laws
of Balance WILL make the required corrections. Unfatunately they evolve and
show up as Character Defects, Frustrations, AngerSubstance Abuse and many
other errant Character Behavioral Manifestations. If we do take the time to
truthfully evaluate the “ME” of ourselves we will come to understand that “ANY
TIME” we discover something is array and out of Sy with our Self Perspectives,
that through a diligent analysis we can usually trae that back to not taking
adequate time required in certain areas of our live to be in Balance. So, in
conclusion, i say this to myself and to all. Learrtio steal some time for “ME” . . .
time to sit and reflect upon who you are, what yowish and aspire for and the
closely look at the path you are on. In doing thigou will certainly find out if this is
what you desire and want with your life. If your humble requests to “Self” are not
met, the learn how to Steal it from the “Driven Sdl’ and bank it for your “TRUE

SELF” ... the divine aspects of Joy that resideithin you . . . . Life!l It takes a Thief
!
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I believe . ..

| believe what i say for i say what i believe . .this i know . . . that each soul is
cherished in the grand scheme of things / creation . for if it were not, why would
we "BE" . . many times we always ask why . . . welbng ago when the child /
student sat before the Master / Sage and espouséustfamed question of time . . .
"WHY", the Masters simple reply was "BE" CAUSE .. . in other words we have
been endowed with all that is required for perfecton, for it was and is perfection
that created us . . . so therefore embracing thisrpmise, i seek to see and uplift that
which is true and perfect in each one of us . . otsee the light of our beautiful souls
which permeates all darkness and the veils of oullusions . . . so i, in being able to
accomplish this, i can not help but see your beauggnd divinity, for not only do i
believe, i know that your beauty is my own, and thiais the perfection of this creation
... we can be what we wish . . .and i humbly ddank you for your choice to be the
beautiful soul that you are. you are a blessing tall . . . remember that, for all things
have a purpose, and you are a living testament tdis truth based in love.

Blessed be

bill
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A Time

It was a long time, but it was a time ! A time toremember . . . who
knows? This manifestation is evidence of what is ! There was a
continually intermittent series of moments with eah successive gap filled
with void of somethingness! ... Soon forgottesre the times we can not,
or do wish to account for ! While the time we deento be of value
unmeasurable because of it's pittance, loom in franof us with the
consistency and diligence of a Drone or Worker Ant.Somehow, because
of the dementation of this space between to degeaéive memories, it's
worth multiplies because of our Anti — wholesome athetic
Interpretations. As it was time as it all was ! h the words of Richter . . .
“Time is the chrysalis of eternity!”.
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justaramble . ..

It was a tune quite unlike any other tune yet heard Though it is said that
nothing is new under the Sun, this sound bears ncelevance to “that”
particular maxim . . . for this tune has manifestedtself from nothingness
I It's womb was void of all matter, so therefore itdid not exist, and
thereby, could and can not be contained within théRealm of Things”
“Under the Sun”! | heard it yet not, for what i heard was “There”, and it
was “Nothingness” . .. Silence ! Nay, for Silercitself has a voice. The
harrowing footsteps of Silence haunts us all throug both spheres of our
primary existence, yet this “Tune” of “Nothingness” permeates the Soul’s
very core. ‘Tis not a perfervid “Thing”, but a “Th ing” inexplicably free
of all definition. A “Thing” of and not of what “Is "I Why i call it a
“Tune” ? My Soul, Manah and Chit was drained of al daily dutiful
vexations as it indulged in the State of this Tunepresence. Like a good
song you yearn to hear again and again repetivelit,laces your heart and
two Consciousness’, Pre and Sub with it's essence..and then there was
emptiness . .. justaramble . ..

1-12-86
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Not “Maybe” . . . “IF" | Seems so damned improbable A Dreamer’s
Motto and Creed . . . “IF". Well of course . . . “IF" anything . . . then
“Everything” ! He who controls his “IFs” controls his Dreams. He who
“IFs” not Dreams not ! Strength could be altering“IFs” to “Wills” and
committing “Wills” to Memories while the “Ifs” are forgotten. A
Magician’s words, a Fools Daydreams, a Beginners @& . . . “IF I, “IF”,
the two most necessary letters that lay the foundamins to Empires while
sabotaging the Dreams of Lordes, Kings, Noblemenfiests and Peasants
alike. Curse and / or Blessings . . . for all isIFFY” regardless of the
“NOW”. Past of Future. !

If i could just. ..

63



The Garden Of Mind
What type of Food do you feed your mind? What typef diet do you allow your mind to indulge?

Every day we are confronted, inundated and bombard# with things, items, probabilities and
circumstances to ponder . . . to think about. Thiss not a bad thing, for that is the purpose of
Mind. But, have you ever stop to examine the Natur@r the Manner in which you think? Of
course we do need very desperately to think. As aatter of fact, it is one of the most difficult of
Life’s tasks to not do so, to quiet One’s Mind! But more importantly, it is not how much we think,
for we are well equipped to do so. The Mind is an WMAZING piece of equipment! What i wish to
examine and bring to your attention via this artick, is not the volume of thought, though that does
have an impact on the quality of our life, But todg i wish to focus in a finite sense the “Demeanor
and Attitudes” of our thoughts. Thoughts are much nore than simple information. Thoughts are

the initiators of Action . . . or lack thereof. Our thoughts are the first Seeds of Creation in our
lives. Now most of you who know me, you know by mothat i love the Garden analogies . .. ha
ha ha.

If we are to look at our life as a Garden, our thoghts would be the Seeds. The Soil would be our
Lives. As a Gardener, we plant the seeds of theitigs we wish to grow such as Fruits and
Vegetables. There are very few Gardeners i have emntered in my life time that make it a point
of growing weeds. Weeds steal our “Soils” energy mded to grow a good crop and thereby
yielding a bountiful and fruitful harvest for our efforts expended. Like wise, there are many
Gardeners who have fences around their Gardens toelep Pests at bay, for again certain Pests are
ravenous in a well kept Garden. After all, they ardooking for “Food” also! . . . And then there are
the variety of Bugs and Blight and all kinds of Radlers that wish to get at your inner Garden
either to negate your efforts or just have a free mal! Again, take time to apply this analogy to
your thoughts. There is always some external stimuthat wishes to get in and take root in your
“Perfect” Garden. Yes, i did say “Perfect”! Why you may ask ? . . . Because “Potentially and
Ultimately” we are! We are in control of what we alow in, the thoughts we chose to indulge in and
how we manifest these thoughts.

Over the years there has been many Axioms and Cutgtle sayings about thinking positive and
such. There are people every day writing books, Stes, Articles and giving speeches about
thinking positive and the value of Positive Thought But let me submit to you this small point of

consideration . . . It matters not how Fair and Beatiful your Garden IS . . . if you allow the
invasion of one Negative thought . Just like the Wal, Blight, Pest, etc. . . . they will see to it #t
your “Fair and Beautiful Garden” is one that “USED” to “BE” . . . just like the so many others

“Negative Thought” has Ravaged. The safest thingne can do is “THINK LOVE”
Here are some words from Paul the Apostle. | calhis my “8 Point Check List”

Finally, brethren, whatsoever things are true, whasoever things are honest, whatsoever things are pis
whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever things arevely, whatsoever things are of good report; if the be
any virtue, and if there be any praise, think on tlese things.

Respectfully submitted
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~ Bridges of Faith ~

Have you ever crossed a bridge? Of course you haveNe all have at
some or many times in our lives.

What is a Bridge ?

| know . . . stupid question. A Bridge is a fixtue that connects two places
together . . . correct ? Why do we need Bridges Pknow, another stupid
guestion. Well, the purpose of the Bridge is to niee the journey between
these two points less difficult and sometimes momtirect ! And of course
at times Bridges are erected to control the flow ofraffic and at times for
the sake of collecting Tolls. Now, that may seenuriny to some, but |
assure you in some instances this is true !

So, now that the intro is complete, let us get tdwe crux of the topic . . .

“Bridges of Faith”

| wish to start by having each of us to stop and fect on some of the
Bridges we have crossed. Let us examine the ones aave crossed in our
cars or by other means of transportation. . ..Done ?

When was the last time we had reservations, or noakth in the Bridge?
When was the last, or first time we inspected the riglge for safety or
inquired so before we went across it ? | know thisnay sound far fetched
to most of us, but we just don’'t do such things . . do we ? Why ?
Because we have “Trust” and “Blind Faith” in it's structure. Not only
the structure do we “Trust”, but we have “Faith” that we will arrive
safely on the other side. | know, | know there ar¢hose of us to whom
this does not apply, because of certain types of yR$iological Imbalances.
But, for the most of us, this premise is true!

If we really want to be finite about in our examindion of each Bridge,
there are numerous factors that are involved with lhe Bridge being there
for our use. . . . Materials and their Physical Inegrity, Design Integrity,
Construction, Personnel, and many Sub Factors in ea of those
categories that affect the overall product . . . ta Bridge! A “Bridge of
Faith” that will safely convey us from point “A” to point “B”.

65



But, we go across Bridges without a thought aboutrgy of this .. .Why ? ..
. Faith!
~ Bridges of Faith ~ : continued

Now that we got that out of the way, we have detenmed that truly we
can classify our local Road and River Bridges as “fdges of Faith”

But in life there are many types of Bridges. Theras the Bridges within
our mind. These Bridges connect the various aspectd “Mind”. These
Bridges allow our Supra Consciousness and Sub Camsusness Mind to
connect and traffic back and forth to our Consciousess in the “Here and
Now”! That is a topic for another time . . . besiés, there are many more
worthy than | with more resources about this subjetmatter. (Buddhism)

| want to stick to the “Bridge of Faith”. You see,many times in life we
get stuck at a place. Our own “Life Traffic” has mme to a standstill . We
don’t know how we are going to make it . . .get fnm Point “A” to Point
“BH.

Well, | will make this short ! If we can trust the works and ways of
“Man” in crossing his Bridge with “Faith” . . . WH Y CAN WE NOT
HAVE THE SAME UNQUESTIONABLE “Faith” in God ? ... After all
it was God who created the man who designed and luthe “Bridge” !

Analogy :

If | went to a Baker and purchased the most beautifl cake you have ever
seen or tasted ... would | Glorify or Praise the Clee ? . . . . or the hand
that made it ?

So, | conclude in this manner . . .

Let us examine the “Bridges” in our lives more closly . . . and in doing
so, perhaps we will find need to reconstruct our “Bdge of Faith” based
on the Hand that makes ALL things possible !

66



Little Nancy

Grandma, Grandma i ate it little Nancy tearfullynfessed. Very solemnly her Grand
mother replied that she had already known . . .

Little 7 year old Nancy loved her Grand Mother. KBrand Mother always had time for
her . . . time to play with her . . . time toaitd tell her storied.

At Nancy’s Grand Mother’s house in the Living Room the Mantle on the Doilies sat
two Pint Sized Ball Mason Jars with the “Snap Ty@8pring Lids. Inside the jars were
an odd looking substance that resembled dried ielse®ne was pretty and Bright Red,
while the other was a sort of purplish in color.nisya often wondered about the contents.
About a month ago Nancy mustered up the couragskder Grand Mother about each
Jar’s contents. Her Grand Mother simply smiledeatdnd told her that the Jars contained
Magic Fruit from her garden when she was a childNascy is now. Grand Mother
promised to tell her the Full Story some day realns

As time went by, Nancy became curious and anxiousear the story about her Grand
Mother’s childhood garden and the fruit containedhie Jar. Each day when she visited
her Grandmother's home, she would stop and exath@elars and it's contents more
closely than the day before. Oh, the curiosity vgasagonizing. Grandmother not
unaware of her Grand Daughters anxieties finalimsoned Nancy and sat her down
and began her story.

She told Nancy that when she was a little girl, Geand Father had given her 2 seeds.
You see, Nancy's family were not necessarily Fasndyut they through many
generations had a healthy respect and relationsitlp the Earth and always had a
substantial Family Garden. In the Garden were nmgpgs of Vegetables and Fruits, as
well as Fruit Trees. As Grandmother was growinghe too possessed a high degree of
wonder for life and an innate curiosity about heai@ Father's Garden. Then one day,
Grand Father gave her the 2 seeds and a place ie#h of the garden of her own. She
diligently planted the 2 seeds, and nurtured thieesery day. In time the seeds sprouted
and later became 2 Trees which yielded but 1 Gludt€herry Size and Like Berries
each. So to grand Mother they were almost like &hcand thus she canned them in a
basic gelatin water solution, and there they sidlte after all these years. Grand Mother
did however taste each fruit before canning tigfie explained to Nancy that One Fruit
was Very Very Bitter, while the other was very v&yeet. She also told Nancy that they
each possessed a very Magical quality. Nancy cilidre Grand Mother more about
which one was Bitter and what the Magic was of daaih. . . but Grand Mother just put
Nancy off. She explained to Nancy that she waagiand she would finish the story
another day.
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Little Nancy : continued

Now Nancy was really hooked. Her curiosity now knefino boundaries nor restraint.
She bugged her Grand Mother every day . . . she déxeamed about the Fruit and the

Jars, the Garden . . . what was she to do? Evewy $she approached her grand mother
about the continuance of the story she would beoffut Days went by and turned into
weeks and finally . . . . Nancy could stand it ander. One day while Grand Mother was

out in the yard, Nancy quietly grabbed the jat ttemtained the Bright Red Fruit. Surely
this fruit must be sweet one as it is beautifuihe §uickly opened the Jar and extracted a
piece of fruit and plopped it in her mouth . .aaaaggggghhhhh Here was Grand Mother
staring towards the door, so Nancy quickly swalldwie Bitter fruit and swiftly
replaced the Jar where it belonged. She was nahtdbat day. As a few more days
went by, Nancy intelligently surmised that she nheste had the bitter fruit, and it surely
was not magical in the least, for nothing Magicas lranspired. Again Nancy’s curiosity
started to eat away at her resolve. She wanteaste the Sweet Fruit that had the Magic .
.. badly! Again one day Grandmother was out inythel and Nancy grabbed the Jar of
the Dark Fruit and opened it and quickly put a eiesf fruit in her mouth and
unbelievably the fruit was sweet to the taste and Nancy was pleased. As her Grand
Mother again approached the house Nancy replabe &ruit jar . . . and she started to
become aware of a quite bitter taste starting teeravme her Taste Buds.
AAAAGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHH . . . Oh My God screamed Nancy. what am i to
do . . the taste was becoming utterly unbearadecy did not know what to do, and
suddenly as if on cue Grand Mother came in the dodrNancy Blurted out loudly . . .
Grandma, Grandma i ate it little Nancy tearfullynfessed. Very solemnly her Grand
mother replied that she had already known . . .

Nancy, now confused and near tears asked her Gdatiter what should she do, for the
taste was becoming more and more unbearable. Qdaticer went to the mantle and
grabbed the Jar with the Bright Red Fruit and eté&e one and gave it to Nancy and told
her to eat it. Nancy did as she was told, and inglso, she immediately experienced
such a wonderfully sweet taste upon her palettew Nbe really was thoroughly
confused. For surely she had eaten the Bright Ratlldefore and it was awesomely
biter . . . so why was it so deliciously sweeh&w taste now? She explained the plight pf
her reasoning to her grand mother. And . . . then®rand Mother sat her down and
began to explain to her.
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Little Nancy : continued

1

Not all the things in Life that appear to be tastyl sweet are as the appear at first. Nor
are all the things in life that look good meant yamu at the time you think they are..
Some times you must be patient and wait for thedgbongs to come to you at the right
time.

2
many times in life it is patience and rather thatioa that yields the greater lesson in life
.. .and at other times it is actions that yieltlisons when patience has been abandoned.

3
in life when there are 2 things that work in harmavith each other, they may yield a
greater joy.

Nancy listened intently to what Grandmother hadl,sget she still had this gnawing
curiosity about the magic . . . and finally shertdd out . . . but Grand Mother . . you
said that the Fruit was grown from Magic Seedsnaw that i ate them, do i have Magic
in me ? Nancy’s Grand Mother lovingly looked atr lssveet Grand Daughter and
sweetly said to her .. .”Yes you do my child....yes you do . . . just as you have
always had!”

© 2009 : William S. Peters, Sr.

69



ME BE

| have at the core of me . . . an urge i have yai grasp . . . though over the years, it's
restless need for expression has led me to manyiaev. . . Wine, Women and Drugs .
.. yet igrasp it not. | am happy to say that ore again i feel alive, for i am in pursuit
of that which draws me to that place of “Ecstaticalloy” which cares not for
boundaries of any type . .. Yes, i am alive withant . . . be damned to moral reason
of man, for who in the dark can lead me to light . . who i might ask . . . who? The
light that has been delivered to us can not be redaly the heart and thus without
being read, only a fool who him self lives in theatk professes to know. How can
one know what one can not see, read, hear ? . esywe are all groping for substance
to fill that place where the light hole is . . . yewe are all hand in hand living the
dreams of despair . . . limiting the possibilitiedy "Small Dreaming"” with finite

hopes for meaningless things that exist not in thgardens of eternity . . . | hear a
beat .. that once grew faint. .. and now has e back to me in the age old youth i
now embrace, only to find that there is no age .. just the illusion . . . there is no
dark that separates me from my light in space, justhe illusion . . . i have scattered
my seeds of self delusion upon the rock and smashéem. Even the Birds of my
waste lands will not eat thereof, for they possessore common sense than i and us
all. They gather and consume not the seeds of bittiuits nor do they partake of
their essence . .. So, this day, i vow to the "i'h me thati .. .Will "I'" Am will "
"BE"...forthatisallicando ... BEwhat | AM . ..
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Mike's Brown Shoes

Mike was an average guy. he was married , had 2 ¢tiren. Mike generally lived an
uneventful life. Not very much excitement nor extrenes. Mike always wore a pair of
plain Slacks and a Button up Shirt and his favoriteBrown Shoes. Mike loved his
Brown Shoes. he had them for as long as he couldnmember. When they would
wear down Mike was expectantly very unhappy, for tat signaled the time when he
would have to go out and purchase New shoes whicle nefused to wear while his
Brown Shoes were being Re soled or Re Heeled. Mikeas such a good customer
over the years at the Shoe Repair Shop he had wortkdris way in to a relationship
with the Shoe Shop where he could receive 1 Hour iIS&e. Yet, every year, his
Wife would still make him go out and purchase a relacement pair of shoes. Mike
thought and knew this was a waste of time, effortrad money, for he with most
certainty resolved to never wear any of them but ls Brown Shoes.

Mike liked his Brown Shoes as you can see, and itasw the Brown Shoes that he
equated to be his Joy and Stability in Life.

One day after returning home from a mandatory Shoe&shopping excursion, as usual
Mike went to his closet to add the new pair to higearly increasing collection. When
he opened the closet he was overwhelmed by the ambwof unused, unopened Shoe
Boxes. As he looked contemplatively at his forcedoltection he took a seat at his
Bedside and started to reflect on life and his sheehe asked himself . . .Why in life
do people accumulate things which they have no imé&on of using? And then he
went on further to examine his own personal apprehgsion to the New shoes. Again
he equated this to his life and that of others, andoncluded that many times people
are comfortable right where they are. He then askedhimself why? Why do people
refuse to change . . . to try something out of therdinary ? Then Mike looked down
at his Brown Shoes which fruit so comfortably andsuggly on his feet and said . . . .
That's Life !
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No Purchase required . . .

Once there was a young man from a magical land wherDreams were vended from the shelves of
the local Market. Many times the young man has wakkd whimsically by the Market place and
peered into the window at the wide variety of Drears upon the Shelves. There we many long isles
with each packed from floor to ceiling with packags of Dreams. . . . The hopes of all Men and
Women alike were housed on these shelves. Well aast most Men and Women. This young man
was Poor . . . not only of substance, but of Mindrad Spirit . . . for as much as he longed to be
permitted to cross the threshold of the Market Plae, he truly never believed he was going to ever
arrive at that magical moment in his life. No, he lbhd no Hopes of such grand possibilities.

There was an old man who lived across the streetdm the market . . . and he always noticed the
young man as he pressed his face on the Market wiod and longingly stared through the glass.
One day the old man beckoned the young man to hirithe Young man approached the Elder one
and humbly greeted him with the reverence due histature in age. Yes, the young man was quite
filled with the appropriate humility of a life of station.

The Elder man began to speak, and related his obseations of the young man’s routine of looking

through the glass and his obvious vicarious aspirains. The elder man told the young man of his
life story which was not unlike that of the youngeman . . . how he for many years maintained the
desires to peek through the window at his possihiies, his aspirations and thus his dreams. He
told him how peeking and peering through that verysame window daily over the many years of
his life he had not noticed where his life had gon® . . . for it passed by without noticed. He ats

told him how he had given up on his objectivenesd perhaps some day crossing that threshold
himself to purchase a package of Dreams, that hedanight have a Life he desired. The older man
also told him that many years ago he had resignedrhself to failure and thus relegated his life to

becoming an observer. Then the Old Man told him ... this is what i have learned . . .

1) with no dreams there is nothing to look forward toin life . . . so thus no life.

2) Dreams can not be purchased, they must be Self Ctted . . . for another person’s dream is
but that . . . theirs! If another wishes to sell gu on what you should thus desire and dream
for, then it really was never yours and thus shalhever truly be!

3) do not peek at the windows at your dreams or your @ential . . . put your self in action and

be your dreams . . . and work towards accomplishingour potential. . . . which is always
evolving. Potential is a destination one will nevearrive at!
4) The price of your dreams is but you commitment toliem. . . . As you dreamt every night to

come to the Market window to observe what you tolgyour self you could never have, you
can also conceptualize that what you desire.

5) Be very mindful of the objectiveness of life, forn being totally objective you may miss the
point of life all together ! Sometimes you must sfw and observe Self, where you are and
what you are doing and how you got there to underahd who you are and what you truly
want from life . . . and then perhaps you might com to the realization of where your
dreams are taking you.

Then the old man leaned back in his chair and closehis eyes and thus began to dream of another
young man in another day that he may help learn howo cross the street . . . and the young man
parted with a lift and some air to his steps, for Is head was immersed in the Clouds of Conception
laced with Color and Song!

No Purchase required . . .
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The Last Days

He last few months of my belated Wife's life was gmt with myself
running back and forth to the Hospital on a daily kasis. There were times
when she got better and was discharged, which last@bout on average 2
days before she had to be readmitted. The prior $ears of her illness was
also a Merry Go Round of Treatment — Recovery — Rapse.

During these final days we, her and i spent most aur time talking about
Spiritual Things, such as Healing, Understanding, te,. We spent most of
our time together examining our lives and our Belie Systems and our
Faith. Oh what a wonderful time we had together.Through this journey
we had acquired a more in depth conviction to ourives and the gift
therein. We also lived with the Hope that all was gnna be well . . . i was
not disappointed! Her last days was a most gloriousime of our life
together. | will cherish them as one of the greatésnd clearest part of my
journey i call life. She also was uplifted, becausghe as well as i believed
there was something better for us. | come to realkzthat we were living it
in each moment.

Upon her passing, i could have taken the road to ¢hleft which was full of

anger and pain, but for some reason (i know) . . i did not! She was no
longer in pain, and she has left this plane of exesnce in peace. And, she
suffers no more. | am thankful the blessing and fothat time we shared.

Now after 2 full years of examination, the seed thiave planted has bore
marvelous fruit in my Garden. But, i must ask mysdi. . . why did it take
so long for me to come to this place? Now i seeeatly the Path i must
continue and again, Virisa, | thank you for sharingyour inner Spiritual
Beauty with me, and for helping me open my heart,dr i too grew. The
fruit of the Spirit is so sweet.

Rest well my Dear for the Garden is still being teded.

Love you
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bill
My Closet

As i feared the approaching footsteps of my life... i withdrew into my own private
“Closet”. | quietly shut the door and listened intently for any evidence of the
footsteps to pas by that i may come out and decaitly “Play at Life” once again . . .
when . . . i heard the footsteps stop right beforthe door to my Closet and then . . .
CLICK . . . someone had actually locked my Door . . to my own private closet . . .
and i was now trapped in the Dark !

My Tree is Reaching

| am but as a Tree. | to am rooted to the Earthl am bound in this Body
that by way of it's gravity keeps me from flying. | as the Tree stretch
forth my limbs with all earnestly to the Heavens. Ito wish to embrace
that which is beyond my physical reach, but | reacrstill. Each day when
the Sun arises and adorns my world with it's light,] am awakened to
reach once more for it's nurturing warmth, for it brings me joy. | also
have many dreams, hopes and aspirations . . . tleeare my visions for a
life to come. These visions and dreams are embodigdmy leaves. They
yearn as do | for completion . . . only to fall awg from me and back to
the Mother to be now more within this realm of things. They start to
break down and compost that they, my dreams of olshourish my new
growth. Yes they feed the life of me which is and mch is to come. |
worry not about the process, or how | have fallentsort in my past, . . .for
| am still reaching .. . to the heavens !

My Tree is Reaching . . .
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| Wish for Pain

The pain i mention is very much welcomed in my life. . and i liken it to
the Garden . ..
... of Life.

The Soil must be broken, and deep furrows cut thathe seeds of fruit may
be planted . . . With out such, where would be thiearvest of the fruit ?

The seed suffers the shelling of it's outer shelhat it may be the
progenitor of new life . . . if not, where shouldhe stem and bloom come
from ?

The plant struggles each day breaking it's bond abld reaching beyond
today for tomorrow, and the sun is it's guide . . reaching for what it can
never embrace yet be embraced by it . . . to nevknow what it seeks as it

seeks it, yet, there comes a day that it too shagikeld a bud and a bloom

and a fruit for it's efforts.

Then comes the day of it's harvest, where it's fraj the children of it's

struggle and efforts will be snatched from it's posession and consumed . .

. by one who wishes to feed, or by the earth itself . and thus will yield
new life . . . the cycle continues . ..

So yes, i wish for this pain and suffering, for i wsh to yield a sweet fruit
to feed those who are hungry, to be able to contieuthe cycle of feeding.

And i reach to embrace that which i shall not knowas i perceive i wish,
but i reach anyway . . . for the warmth of being mbraced by that which i
seek is my life.

Blessings and Love
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Living a Purposeful Life

| know, | know . . . there are quite a many articls written about the same topic / subject. So, that
being said, | decided to “Throw My Hat In The Ring” proverbially speaking of course. Now,
getting to it.

When we were first born, and we took that first inckependent breath of life, it was one of shock.
The warm and nurturing surroundings we had become @ accustomed to during the gestation
period were now gone. That moment was the first tim we had questioned . . . WHY? What just
happened . . . why am | feeling this way . . . whaire all these bright lights, what are these strarg
shapes (humans) moving about? Perhaps we asked tlgatestion many times before while being in
the womb of our Mothers, however, we were very coraftable there for the most part, and could
always put the disturbances out of our consciousnesnd go back within our comfort zone . . . that
of that warm embodying liquid of life we had becomeso accustomed to. Well, this question is one
that will follow us and become a part of every thig we do ... every thought process, every
emotion and every dream. It is the basis of who werre in an very empirical sense... Why?

Fast forward . . .

Here we are as reasonably developed “Conscious Bgsi and we still are plagued with this same
age old question . . . “WHY”! Some of us “Create Brpose” to answer the “Whys” of our lives.
Some of us have quieted that small voice within, gging us for the many years. But, it has not
completely gone away. No, that voice is our “Reasbthat we employ, to Justify, Rationalize and
Deify the things we understand as well as the thirsgwe don't . . . at least that is what we tell our
selves!

So, laskyou. .. in a valid sense, what is “Ling a Purposeful Life”?

Does anyone really know ? | mean, yes we can alhdéi something to do. We can Create, Adopt,
Adapt, Embrace whatever we want and deem it thus tde purposeful. Purpose does not always
have to be “Worth” or “Worthy” of anything in parti cular. | do believe we all do have “One”
prerequisite for our “Purpose”! . . . Happiness, orshould | say “Fulfillment” ?

You see, purpose goes right back to where we stadtérom, that day of birth. We were separated
from where we belonged. We accepted this as our titu Then we were somewhat rudely and
abruptly separated from that comfort zone we had cme to know as life. In seeking purpose now,
it is sometimes a harsh adjustment we are attemptghto make to again “Adapt”, “Adopt” or
“Embrace” something or some place to belong. To reeate this zone of comfort we cling to many
Ideas, ldeals, Hopes, Visions and Dreams, etc . e.g. . . . Family, Community, Religion, or
whatever other things we can utilize to occupy andjuiet that Inner Voice from being too loud.
Society is great for giving us “Purpose Alternative”. So, | conclude this little discourse, but saym
this... All purpose is worthy to the beholder of tlat purpose. Purpose is a very personal quest. Not
all purpose is worthy in the eyes of the general palace. In electing your purpose, be sure that it
is in concordance and not in conflict with that “Inner Voice”. Otherwise . . . You see, every
purpose has a price that must be paid. All purposerequire sacrifice. So, asking “Why” is not an
issue, but accepting another one’s “Why may be!

So | say this.. ..

From the beginning when | took that first breath of life, my purpose was to find out “Why”!
Perhaps that is the purpose of us all . . .

the Journey of Life we experience in attempting tdéind out . . . “WHY" !
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Death of a Dream . . .

Over all of our Life Times we have had Dreams. Som&e have seen come to
fruition, while others have fizzled out. This is nd an uncommon occurrence for

Human Kind. We all have aspirations. Some times tlee aspirations are held on to
very tightly. Some may never see the light of daylhere are reasons of course for
this, but i wish to speak to the idea of the Deatbf Dreams.

Some times we choke the life of our Dreams. Whetheve are to “Anal” about them
or just not prepared. Some Dreams become destined tie. The magic of life and
it's discernment is to know when to let go. We altire of hearing the old stories
from our fellow Humans about “What could, should or would have been” or the
“only ifs”. That is tolerable! What is truly hard t o digest is how you / we feel about
our own perceived failures and shortcomings. For may of us, the “Dream” we have
Is our escape from our realities. Some of us havél@aved our realities to develop into
some type of “Self Crucifying” monster that usurpsall the goodness from our daily
lives. Some of us have in truth become dead oursebk/to the Joys and other various
experiences that make up life. Either way, we havi® acknowledge at some time the
imbalances within what or how we perceive our liveshould be!

When i speak of a “Death of a Dream”, i say this . . Sometimes it is haught but a
“Mercy Killing” to do so . . . . to allow a dream to die! Sometimes the sacrifices we
make for unwarranted, poorly executed or delusionatlreams are greater than what

should be paid. This is not my treatise to say torgone to stop dreaming. No, i

myself am an avid dreamer. | too am very unbalanceth my personal analogies as
to what is important in life in respect to my persmal visions. What i am saying here

Is that it is quite unnecessary to punish ourselvewhen we see no progress being
made to bring us closer to our objectives.. When waunish ourselves we are actually
stealing the energies from our being’s drives andspirations that may assist us in

realizing our Dreams.

So, i say to you in complete abject contradiction...Never let your Dream never Die.

© 2009 : William S. Peters, Sr
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3 stages of love . . . EROS

Remember the 3 stages of love . . . Eros, PhileocaAgape. Do not get
hung up on EROS . . . Eros / Physical love is good . . and needed for all
of us, but it also enslaves us to the physical wdrl . . . and then we look
for performance of things and space as opposed tddals, feelings and
those ethereal things that nurture the heart . . .with that, our minds
silence the heart so that it can have it's say, arnthen we blame it on the
heart . .. the mind is a tricky one . . . so cajpée of so many things . . . . it
can even fool itself.

Soholdontoalllove....cherishitall...
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Don’t Have the Time

Have we ever stopped to examine how true this stament is? Really, it is a phrase
commonly used by all of us! The ironic aspect of thtruth of this statement is that
we never had time . . . some of you might be pondeg, just what does this mean . . .
well, look at it! The only time we have is right nav and that is always Fleeting,
Vanishing into our past. All life we know, have andwill experience is culminated in
the “RIGHT NOW”! Remember that saying . . ."Tomorro w is not promised to us”?
Well, let me tell you, neither is the next moment fowhat we deem as “MY LIFE”".
Taking this premise in to consideration, where ishis time “WE” have? Where do
we store it for future use? Yes we can reflect onmes past, but where is that time
we promise to others, or tell others that we don’have . . . Oh how true . ..

You see, there is another “TRUISM” being created inyour lives when you express
“I don’t have the time”! Could this become your Sel-Fulfilling Prophecy? Why do
we make such statements in the first place ? Usugllit is our lack of understanding
of just how powerful we really are. We are in essa® defining our finite self to the
world around us as well as to ourselves. We usualbxact that statement as a means
of excusing ourselves from some type of request, mmitment, or duty pre-
described by our Conscious minds. Then we go andeleour Sub Conscious mind
with some delusion by embracing the allusion that & were in control of our time
anyway. An Oxymoron . . . perhaps . . .Powerful sugpstion . . . absolutely.

In conclusion | implore you to examine the stateme(s) and spirits we so easily
project to each other and most importantly ourselve before we serve them for
digestion.

... just athought. .. Be in the Moment . .for that is all we have!

be encouraged

be prepared

be loved
be blessed

wsp

79



Trying Times

Sometimes when you find your self tossed about oha Storm and Turbulent Seas of Life and you
just don’t quite understand what is causing these ncontrollable and disconcerting times to be put
upon you . . . You Must open the Portals to your Sp and look out and let the light of
understanding in. We can then view and examine justvhat is going on and thus start to put
together some form of navigation.

This same premise applies to our Spiritual Life. Wemust first acknowledge “What's Going On”
(Marvin Gaye). Then we must “Open Up” our Portals © our Souls and let The Light Shine! Are
you not yet tired of having your soul HEXED, VEXEDand INDEXED ? You can take control by
giving control to HIM WHO IS WORTHY ! HIM WHO Ultim ately and Assuredly controls ALL
THINGS !

These are “Trying Times” . . . Toady and Every Day. .. Try GOD FIRST and ALWAYS !

wsp
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By way of the Winds of Time
Clouds do move on . . .

to re reveal the True splendor
of the bright Promise of the Clear Sky !

he or she who dwells in times past . . .
passes time as time passes!

Every Journey in Life from where you are now . . .

to where you want to “Be” . . .
is accomplished One step at a time !

9"19
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The Stranger

A few years after | was born, my Dad met a strang@ was new to our small Texas
town. From the beginning, Dad was fascinated with €nchanting newcomer and soon
invited him to live with our family. The strangeraw quickly accepted and was around
from then on.

As | grew up, | never questioned his place in myifg. In my young mind, he had a
special niche. My parents were complementary iogtrs: Mom taught me good from
evil, and Dad taught me to obey. But the strangperwas our storyteller. He would keep
us spellbound for hours on end with adventurestengs and comedies. If | wanted to
know anything about politics, history or science,dlways knew the answers about the
past, understood the present and even seemedaapledict the future! He took my
family to the first major league ball game. He maake laugh, and he made me cry. The
stranger never stopped talking, but Dad didn't seemind. Sometimes, Mom would get
up quietly while the rest of us were shushing eattier to listen to what he had to say,
and she would go to the kitchen for peace and gllietonder now if she ever prayed for
the stranger to leave.

Dad ruled our household with certain moral coneiesi, but the stranger never felt
obligated to honor them. Profanity, for exampleswat allowed in our home... Not from

us, our friends or any visitors. Our longtime \asjthowever, got away with four-letter

words that burned my ears and made my dad squidmgmmother blush. My Dad didn't

permit the liberal use of alcohol. But the strangecouraged us to try it on a regular
basis. He made cigarettes look cool, cigars manly @ipes distinguished. He talked
freely (much too freely!) about sex. His commenerevsometimes blatant, sometimes
suggestive, and generally embarrassing.

I now know that my early concepts about relatiopshwere influenced strongly by the

stranger. Time after time, he opposed the valuempfparents, yet he was seldom
rebuked... And NEVER asked to leave. More thary fifears have passed since the
stranger moved in with our family. He has blendaghtr in and is not nearly as

fascinating as he was at first. Still, if you cowlelk into my parents' den today, you

would still find him sitting over in his corner, Wiag for someone to listen to him talk

and watch him draw his pictures. His name?.... West jcall him, "TV."

Note: This should be required reading for every detwld in America!
He has a wife now....We call her "Computer."
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~ The Coal Basket Bible ~

The story is told of an old man who lived on a farmn the mountains of
Kentucky with his young grandson. Each

morning, Grandpa was up early sitting at the kitcha table reading from
his old worn-out Bible. His grandson who wanted tdoe just like him
tried to imitate him in any way he could.

One day the grandson asked, 'Papa, | try to read # Bible just like you
but | don't understand it, and what | do understand | forget as soon as |
close the book. What good doe s reading the Bibled

The Grandfather quietly turned from putting coal in the stove and said,
‘Take this coal basket down to the river and bringback a basket of
water." The boy did as he was told, even though alhe water leaked out
before he could get back to the house. The grandfer laughed and said,
"You will have to move a little faster next time,'and sent him back to the
river with the basket to try again.

This time the boy ran faster, but again the basketvas empty before he
returned home. Out of breath, he told his grandfatler that it was
'Impossible to carry water in a basket,’” and he wenhto get a bucket
instead.

The old man said, 'l don't want a bucket of water;| want a basket of
water. You can do this. You're just not trying hard enough,' and he went
out the door to watch the boy try again.

At this point, the boy knew it was impossible, buhe wanted to show his
grandfather that even if he ran as fast as he coujdhe water would leak
out before he got far at all. The boy scooped theater and ran hard, but

when he reached his grandfather the basket was agaempty. Out of

breath, he said, 'See Papa, it's useless!
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~ The Coal Basket Bible ~ (continued)
'S0 you think it is useless?' the old man said. &ok at the basket.’

The boy looked at the basket and for the first timehe realized that the
basket looked different. Instead of a dirty old cal basket, it was clean.

'Son, that's what happens when you read the Bible.You might not
understand or remember everything, but when you red it, it will change
you from the inside out." That is the work of Godin our lives. To change
us from the inside out and to slowly transform usnto the image of His
Son.’

Take time to read a portion of God's word each dayand remind a friend
by sharing this story.

‘Live Simply, Love Generously, Care Deeply, Speak ikdly, Leave the
Rest to God.'

~ author unknown ~

be
encouraged
prepared
loved
blessed

Project : "share the love

~b~
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My Business Partner

For most of my life | have either been a Self Empiged Business Person. My Partner and | have
been in the Real Estate, Insurance, Financial Plammg and Investments, Property Developers,
Construction, & Mortgage Industries and Business’.My Partner and | have Sold Encyclopedias

Door to Door, Amway (2 or 3 times), amongst Plentgf other short lived experiences (not failures)
!

Let me tell you a little bit about my Partner. He s quite a phenomenal Individual. He is always
with me in everything | do. He supports me regardlss of my frivolous ideas and ventures. For the
most part He is more of the Mentor type. Quite ofta He allows me all the latitude | need to
succeed and explore my potential. He is more of thtSilent Teacher” type. Let me tell He is
absolutely Awesome when it comes to His abilitiet.have come to realize that nothing is beyond
His Ability or Power. He has so many resources andontacts . . . some times | feel with Him | can
do anything. As a matter of fact | know | can do agthing with His assistance. Sometime He is
quite Obstinate and stubborn and things just haved be His way. And no matter how much I
“Kick the Pricks” He won't allow me to do my thing my way. But He always has a valid,
reasonable purpose and motive that is usually beydmmy understanding. After all He has so much
more experience in handling the things | am yet dti learning about! My partner is 100%
Trustworthy, Honest and dependable! You can’t askdr any more than that can we? When it
comes to the wide variety of ventures | have beenvolved with He brings so much more to the
table. | feel shameful for what | do. It seems ad He wrote the Book that | am now reading. My
partner has this innate ability to open doors for ne, and He is always “Right On Time”! He has
put me in a position to experience astounding growtopportunities, not only for my Business, but
for myself also. He is very personable and cares sauch for my Family, Friends, Community, and
all those that | come in contact with. The intereshg thing, which | don’t quite grasp is that My
Partner is not the “Greedy” Type ! In all that He does for me, He never complains when He does
not get Paid for all His efforts on my behalf. He nly wants 1/10" of all my increase. Most times |
am not diligent in honoring the agreement or deliveng what is required of me, and still He shows
up EVERY DAY ... READY ! He has never missed a daof work. Let's not forget how | dump
all the things on Him that | do not wish to do. | nust admit, | am a lousy partner, but He still is
faithful to me. | think He Loves Me! Yeah He Love ne.

Now after expressing all this, | now know that | mst renew myself and start to pay a little more
attention to all the benefits of having such a Guws a Partner. | am going to commit to what is
required of me. | will honor Him. | will pay |Him on time what He is due. | will give Him my

meager 10% of ALL my Increase. This not only applis to my Finance, but there is so much more.

Each day he gives me 24 Hours of Life . . . can Ivg Him back a rebate valuing at least 2 hours
and 24 minutes. Even if | stop my life and just Tdt with Him and see if there is anything | can do
for Him . . . Not that He needs me, but | need Himl don’t want to lose Him. Yeah, | have been

taking Him for granted . . .

But you gotta admit, He’'s One doozy of a BusinessaRner. Oh, by the way, He is looking for
more work . . . Give Himacall . . . His number. .1 ... His name ...
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Noah's Ark

Everything | need to know about life, | learned fran Noah's Ark...

1
Don't miss the boat.
2
Remember that we are all in the same boat.
3
Plan ahead. It wasn't raining when Noah built the Ak.
4
Stay fit. When you're 600 years old, someone maykagou to do something really big.
5
Don't listen to critics; just get on with the job that needs to be done.
6
Build your future on high ground.
7
For safety sake, travel in pairs.
8
Speed isn't always an advantage. The snails were board with the cheetahs.
9
When you're stressed, float a while.
10
Remember, the Ark was built by amateurs; the Titanc by Professionals.
11
No matter the storm, when you are with God, there'slways a rainbow waiting.
12
Have Faith !
however . . .

The Woodpecker might have to go!

~ author unknown ~
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The Yoke of Obedience

It was the Fall of 1968. | was 17 years of age.iké most 17 year old males wanted so
much to know the full extent of my “Maleness”. | wanted to fully explore this
natural “Groin Fire” that drove me to relieve myself. Well, as most stories go, i
wound up impregnating my first Wife to be, Janice.

Being the typical male, by the time i found out theeonsequence of my actions, i had
already moved on for another conquest. Luckily forme, in January of 1969, my
Mother found out, because “Janice” was extricated rbm her home with her two
Aunts and two Sisters because of her condition. Yiosee, in 1969 being a pregnant
teen was a most shameful thing. So, my Mother wituch objection by me, moved
her in with our family and took care of her. | wason my way towards graduating
from High School, and then on to the Army NationalGuard to do my “Duty” for my
Country . . . avoid by any means the Viet Nam “Corlict”. No on would listen to me
when i then offered the widely 1969’er solution . . “ABORTION”! My Mother was
and is still a “Holy Roller” and would not hear of it. | probably got smacked in my
mouth a few times for even thinking the thought.

Well, i went on with my life like she did not existand upon graduation was shipped
to Fort Bragg, North Carolina to begin my service. During this time, Janice
remained faithful to me by way of writing me religiously that i too would have
“Mail” while being away from my family with a bunch of males from all over the
Country of whom i did not know. My other “Girlfrie nds” had long since abandoned
the idea of writing. | guess they were aware of thcoming Electronic Age of Emails.

When i received my Leave between Basic Traininggxpressed my deepest gratitude
to Janice for such Faithfulness and Patronage .. by being civi. My Mother
suggested “Marriage”! Though i objected to my allevable fullest extent, in the end,
| was obedient. This was the common “Yoke of Life’that parents were allowed,
even by law to express to their “Offspring” without provocation. My how times
have changed things ! So, on 15 November 1969, it became the first Mrs.
William S. Peters.

Now you probably ask why i am writing this story ard what is the point to the
“Yoke of Obedience” ? Well, for that one step in bedience and faith, i now have 3
Wonderful Daughters who are married to three Wondeful Husbands and
collectively have bore me Seven beautiful and taleed Grandchildren . . . .
hhhhhhhhhmmmmmmmmmmm. : : : ya think ?
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Is not there only One God . . . One Father to us lal? Is not Jesus,
Mohamed, Buddha, Krishna, Moses, Ishmael, Isaac, d¢ab, Noe, Adam
All His ? . . . His children . . . Are not we ? Wlther we be Buddhist,
Hindu, Hebrew, Muslim, Christian or Pagan, are we ot all made by the
same Hand which brought forth All Life and made allthings ? Do we not
all have the same matter . . . Dust and Spirit ? Wb then has the right to
raise his hand or voice against his Brother or Sist ? If you reject thy
Brother you also reject Me . . . and that my childs of the Dark Way . . .
for My Way is of the Light which is Love!
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Three Bullets
*With God all things are possible*-Matthe®:26

There once was a man who had nothing fofamly to eat.
He had an old rifle and three bullets.
So, he decided that he would go out hunting
and kill some wild game for dinner.

As he went down the road, he saw a rabbit.
He shot at the rabbit and missed it.
The rabbit ran away.
Then he saw a squirrel and fired a shdtestuirrel but
missed it.
The squirrel disappeared into a hole inttoowood tree.
As he went further, he saw a large wild ‘'Tamkey in the tree,

but he had only one bullet remaining.

A voice spoke to him and said,
'Pray first, aim high, and stay focused.

However, at the same time, he saw a deer
which was a better Kkill.

He brought the gun down and aimed at the. dee
But, then he saw a rattlesnake betweerelys dbout to bite him,
so he naturally brought the gun down furtieeshoot the
rattlesnake.

Still, the voice said again to him,
'l said, 'Pray, Aim high, and Stay focused.’

So, the man decided to listen to God's voice

He prayed, then aimed the gun high up irtrie,
and shot the wild turkey.

The bullet bounced off the turkey and kiltee deer.
The handle fell off the gun, hit the snakéhe head, and

killed it.
And, when the gun had gone off, it knocked mto a pond.
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Three Bullets : continued

When he stood up to look around,
he had fish in all his pockets,
a dead deer, and a turkey for his familgab

The snake (Satan) was dead simply because
the man listened to God.

Moral of the story:
Pray first before you do anything,
aim and shoot high in your goals,

and stay focused on God.

Never let others discourage you concernmg ypast.
The past is exactly that, 'the past.'

Live every day one day at a time,

and remember that only God knows our future.

Do not look to man for your blessings,
but look to the doors that only He has pregan advance
for you in your favor.

Wait, be still, and patient: keep God first,
and everything else will follow.
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Misplaced Anger : A word

What we go through . . . Misplaced Anger

Sometimes we go through some things . . . and nohnys have been through trying
times many times before. We have learned from @st gxperiences how to react.
Usually we react because of our own needs for wariceasons e.g., revenge, self
justification, etc, etc, etc, . . . well | my salin being challenged on a daily basis these
days . .. not unlike many of us ! Yet, we fell are all alone in our plight.

Today | was speaking with my Brother and we welsewssing the situation with my
children and their traumas of adjustments anchalf have to bear. | feel it is not fair that
the world of people put this on children’s shousjdyut it is what it is. | am diligent in
observing every small detail of behavior, that lynmatercede with so sort of wisdom |
collected from my own experiences and knowledgé.rBany times, | fall short for, it is
not what they want to hear.

Let me give you a little background . . . 2 JulyOg&0 1 lost my Wife, but more
importantly, they lost their Mother to a 5 yeartfigagainst Hodgkin’s Lymphoma . . . a
very difficult test for anyone. Their Mother wasdastill is their world. She Home
Schooled 8 children from the ages of 22 to 7 peallyi all their lives. A dedicated Soul
to Motherhood. A model for all to acknowledge. Tight was a rough one, including the
invasive trial of a Stem Cell Transplant in 2005ené she was Hospitalized for 2 + / -
months. The Chemo Therapy lliness’ . . . yet inespf how she was feeling every day
she was home she crawled, was carried, by whateeans necessary she taught the
children. When | say Home Schooled, | am not oalking about the Academics, but
also the lesson in life, God! A part of her dailfuals included Spiritual (Christian)
Education. She is a wonderful Soul.

Needless to say she is not here in this planeistemce any more . . . she has graduated !
Well, that is no consolance for the children . In.addition there have been many
challenges by the Non Light coming from all sides .. because they are beautiful
children, and they are a gift that everyone wisteepossess and control, even if they
don’t belong to them. The children quite frankle d&reing challenged form all sides . . .
even me.
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Misplaced Anger : continued

Back to my Brother . . . as he shared his storya wie this morning, he said something
that made TOO much sense . . . funny where wisdomes from . . . (this is my younger
Brother next to me of whom | always had to protebiging the eldest) He told me of his
divorce proceedings, and the “Trials and Tribulagiothereof. He told me that he told his
(ex) wife that her problem was “Misplaced Angerhat hit me right where | lived . . . |
asked him to please speak with my children , becabsve a 15 and a 13 year old who
will not talk . . . a group of In Laws who blame me. (I don’t care about that), and my
children are at the forefront of this battle ofitiy to sort things out . . . and quite frankly
you must step back at times to let the processldinfBut that term “Misplaced Anger” .
... WOW . .. how many of us this day suffer fremmething so similar. We can be
angry at God . . | know | had to check myselfhattaspect! We can be angry at others . .
. that’s easy to do . . . but the most damagingctdfof anger is when we are angry at our
selves! We are always looking to the outside faso®s as to why our lives do not go as
we wish, and our dreams and aspirations are thavarte well think this day about who
the real thief of dreams are . . . it lies withg1 u

With love to us all for all . . .
~ love you all ~

~ bill ~

be

encouraged

prepared

loved

blessed

Project : “share the love”
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