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A NOTE TO READERS 

  A note to readers... 

While there is a real Easter Island in the South Pacific, the Island you are about to experience is a private 

island, located in the arctic. 

They call it, “Пасхи” (sounds like “Pashki”), which is Russian for Easter. 

Through imagination, opportunities arise, and I have had several opportunities to work and play with 

some of the greatest characters I've ever known. 

"Hidden Truths Become Clear ~ An Arctic Explorer Could Tell The Story" is actually my second book and 

I'd like to take this opportunity to share some background. 

One of the characters you are about to meet, Art, played an important role in the first story, which took 

place partly on a very small southern island, with a long unpronounceable name with no known 

translation. 

The island was shaped like a Christmas Tree, so the English speaking residents began to call it Christmas 

Island.  

Together with two of his classmates, Olive, and Indigo, Art became part of an alliance that saved his high 

school from a planned attack that would have been devastating for the whole town. 

Tawny Fields was Art's Chemistry Teacher. She disappeared when it was discovered the evil wizards 

were planning to kill her in order to replace her with one of their own. 

Unbeknownst to Art, his uncle, Hap, was able to get to her before the evil wizards, and whisk her off to 

Easter Island, where her safety was assured.  

And then there's Hap. 

Hap, along with his best friends, Blue and Scarlett, formed an alliance, The Holy Alliance, to defeat the 

evil wizards.  

I'm excited for you to enter the world of imagination and meet them now. 

Are you ready? 

  



PROLOGUE  

 

     



HONORARY LEADER WRAPPED IN AN INVISIBLE SHIELD  

OF POWER AND PROTECTION  
Hap enjoyed watching swirls of steam dance from his mug of hot tea as he sat on the porch of his 

cottage.  He was all wrapped up, with a blanket over his legs, and gloves on his hands.    

It was the first day of summer, and the sun was out, but there was a definite chill in the air.  He 

decided he’d sit on the porch anyway.  He wanted to relax and enjoy a cup of tea before he took 

to the skies to pick up his nephew at the Seattle airport.  

He looked at the weather forecast earlier and was grateful to see clear skies predicted for the 

next few days.  “Clear sky, clear navigation,” he noted.  

It was going to be perfect flying weather, and he was happy that Art would see the island for the 

first time bathed in the light of the sun.  He had a feeling the summer weather might hold some 

surprises and felt a major storm might be in the cards.  

His feeling that it’s going to be a cold summer has lead him to believe Art and Tawny are destined 

to be here.  Whenever a newcomer is meant to take to life on the island, they are tested by the 

weather – to the extreme.  

Hap’s relationship with Tawny was completely unexpected, and he was surprised when she 

brought up moving permanently to Easter Island he didn’t get cold feet.  She had taken up knitting 

and quilting while she was in hiding on Easter Island, and decided to open a yarn and fabric shop. 

Since he knows everyone on the island, Hap was able to help her find a place to rent at a 

reasonable price that was custom built to be a storefront shop with living quarters in the back 

and upstairs.    

It was fully furnished, and that was a huge plus.  He felt kind of awkward offering her a set of 

mismatched dishes, but she laughed it off.   Sometimes she seemed so sophisticated, and others 

almost child-like with wonder.   

Hap realized he really liked her and, in the far reaches of his mind, he wondered if it could be 

love.   

Something caught his eye across the lake, and he saw Sergey stand up on his porch and raise his 

binoculars to his eyes.  Hap smiled thinking aloud, “The Sea Captain Watches the Ships Enter and 

Exit the Harbor.”  

Since his teacher died and left everything to Hap, he has been serving as an Honorary Leader.  Sol 

asked him to consider making it permanent – or choose the right person for the job.  

Hap had narrowed it down to himself, or Sergey, and he’s quite certain Sergey is the man for the 

job, but he wants to make sure he doesn’t just entrust the job to him because he doesn’t want it 

for himself.  



He had shared as much with Sol when he expressed his uncertainty about serving as a temporary 

leader upon Sol’s passing. 

“Not a temporary leader, Hap, an Honorary Leader.  An Honorary Leader wrapped in an invisible 

shield of power and protection.” 

Sol’s eyes shut and Hap’s eyes filled with tears. 

“Leaders Honor the Divine Will,” he whispered.    

Those were the last words Sol spoke to him.   

Right before he fell asleep.  

He never woke up.  

Sergey’s father was Sol’s closest friend, as well as a founding member of the community – and 

the bank.  He passed on a few years before Sol, right after he hired Maribelle, who is now 

Sergey’s wife,  

She had no idea what she was getting into when she came to the island, and initially 

experienced a bit of culture shock, but she sure is happy now.  In fact, she’s the President of the 

Bank, and it has nothing to do with the family she married into.  

While the islanders enjoy a rich cultural life, theatre, and community events, there is no media or 

cable on the island, and the internet service is...unique.  Some people go a little crazy when the 

noise is silenced, and they can hear their own thoughts.  

And then there are those that thrive.  They come to discover through the journey inside, we go 

out into the light.  “Those who find resurrection on Easter Island.”  

Hap is pretty sure his nephew will be one of the latter – and Tawny too! 

He’s been looking forward to getting back to the dojo on a regular basis, and grateful for the 

opportunity to share his ‘Kung Fu’ knowledge, as Art likes to call it, as well as his love for Judo 

with his nephew.  

It should be quite the education!    

After all, An Arctic Explorer Could Tell the Story…  

  



PART I  

Easter Island Could Tell the Story 

  



CLEAR SKY, CLEAR NAVIGATION  

Art wasn’t sure what the flight from Seattle to Easter Island would be like.  He heard a lot of 

stories about flying on small planes and did a fair share of googling to get an idea what he was in 

for.  

He saw his Uncle Hap’s plane when he flew to Christmas Island for the wedding and the sight of 

it made him smile.  It was painted scarlet red, blue, and golden yellow in a pattern that was 

pleasing to the eye – and hard to describe.    

It was as if the colors created waves as the plane sailed through the air.  

Art knew Hap used to do skywriting as an odd job to make extra money a long time ago and was 

surprised as he watched Hap come in that there was no trail.  He didn’t notice that when he was 

on Christmas Island.  

He fully expected to wear headphones to keep the noise at bay, and communicate, while they 

were in the air, but it turned out they weren’t needed at all.  Though it was a small plane, it sailed 

through the air sleek and quiet as Blue’s fancy private plane.     

Of course, there was no fancy dining room or in-flight service, but Art was impressed.  

When he asked how it could be so, Hap explained that he refurbished the plane himself, “…and 

that’s why it runs clean and silent.”  

That didn’t really answer his question, but when he tried to get more out of him, he said “Magic,” 

in such a way that Art decided to leave it at that.    

Art was not one to question magic.  

He relaxed and enjoyed the rest of the flight.  He was so busy enjoying the scenery he forgot all 

about wanting to learn ‘a thing or two about flying,’ and was surprised it didn’t take as long as he 

calculated.   

It occurred to him to ask Hap if his plane travelled faster than the average T-6, but then he realized 

he already knew the answer… Magic!  

As the island came in to view Art sat up to take notice.    

A majestic dome in the center of the island caught his attention.  A beautiful blue sphere radiated 

an ethereal glow on top of the intricately carved roof.  It was as if it were alive.   

“Circle of Blue,” he said aloud.  Art was rarely at a loss for words, but he could not find any to 

accurately describe what he was seeing.  

Hap smiled.  

They couldn’t hear it, but as soon as Art said the words the bell sounded a remarkable tone, and 

the islanders took note.  



Art was surprised as they passed what was clearly the airport.  “Isn’t that the airport back there?”  

“I have a private hangar on my property,” Hap said with a mischievous smile.  “Just wait ‘till you 

see it.”  

“Cool,” Art exclaimed as they made their way through the hangar’s entrance.  Just like their 

garage at home, Hap reached for the remote and the hangar door opened so they could drive 

right in.  

As soon as they got out of the plane, they heard the sound.    

The bell was singing.  There was no other way to describe it.    

“It did the same thing when I arrived,” Hap remembered.    

“One of the islanders said it rings like that when a wish has been fulfilled, or a dream has come 

true, but I can’t say that my arrival was any kind of anything come true for me at the time.”  

“Maybe it was your teacher’s?” Art said as they made their way to the cottage.  

Hap was taken aback.  

“Sol did say I was the answer to his prayers…” 

  



A CUP WITH A SAUCER DECORATED WITH VIOLETS INSPIRES MAGIC  

When Hap showed Art to his room his eyes were immediately drawn to the nightstand beside his 

bed.  It was as if it were calling to him the same way books have in the past when he needed to 

read them, or they had an important message he needed to see.  

He dropped his luggage where he stood and didn’t hesitate to step forward and investigate.  

It was a wooden crate, open to the front, inside of which sat a small stack of books.  It was skillfully 

covered with pages from a book and the front and back covers were on top.  The entire piece was 

coated with some kind of sturdy gloss that seemed to play with the light.  

When he turned around he could tell that Hap had been watching him closely.  

“I made it myself,” he began, “Sol was a big believer in…  

...well, you won’t believe this, but he always said, ‘Important excerpts from books can bring 

messages.’  

There are a few more at the dojo in the reading nook upstairs that is part of the living quarters.  

Very few people have been privileged to live there, and its tradition to share a book from ‘soul to 

Sol’ as we say.”  

Art could tell Hap was growing nostalgic as his eyes grew teary and he made an abrupt exit after 

telling him he was going to warm up the dinner he prepared the day before.  

He had no idea what time it was, but it seemed like it was late, and Art was hungry.  He quickly 

unpacked and made his way downstairs.  He didn’t realize Hap could cook, and from the scents 

drifting from the kitchen he suspected he was in for a pleasant surprise.  

After a delicious dinner, Art excused himself and returned with a gift-wrapped box from his 

Mother.  Hap was taken by surprise when he opened the box to find a cup with a saucer decorated 

with violets.    

“Is this from her own tea set?” he asked, though he was pretty sure he knew the answer, and he 

barely noticed Art’s affirmative nod.  

After the wedding Hap and Art shared ‘male bonding time,’ and Hap was caught off guard when 

Art shared his epiphany about their ‘Family Secrets.’  

He had been thinking about It ever since.  Had his sister known?  

“She broke up the set?”  he finally asked.  

“Yep,” Art stated with wonder.  “And you won’t believe what she said about it!  

She was thrilled when I started drinking tea and noticed how fascinated I was by her tea set when 

I returned from Christmas Island.  I used one of the cups and saucers all the time.    



She was over the moon when I started having Olive and Indigo over for afternoon tea.  She even 

started putting together ‘High Tea.’  She seemed pleased when Olive and Indigo admired the tea 

set as well.  

We didn’t have the heart to tell her Scarlett had a cup and saucer exactly like hers.  

I think she wanted to make sure I had one with me here on the island to remind me of home, and 

this was her way.    

Maybe,” he added as he realized that didn’t feel like the truth.  

“Anyway…when I asked her about her set having an uneven number she said, ‘There’s something 

magical about the number 15!’  Can you believe it?”  

Hap’s eyes grew wide with surprise, “A cup with a saucer decorated with violets inspires magic…” 

His pause was palpable.  When he next spoke, the words came tumbling out.  

Art felt like his eyes were going to bug out of his head and he listened in stunned silence as Hap 

shared the story of the family tree.  

‘The Family Tree.’ he mused after he got settled into bed.  Hap and his mother were born in 

Russia!  Their mother was white, their father was black – and they are twins!  How did he not 

know that?  

They were born in turbulent times, and their parent’s relationship was not destined to be.    

A visiting American diplomat heard about their birth by chance.  He and his wife had been trying 

to have children of their own for quite some time, and when he told her about their plight, she 

insisted they adopt them.  

They were in Russia long enough that she was able to get away with telling friends she had the 

twins while they were overseas when they returned to the states.  Being dark skinned westerners, 

the skin color of Hap and his mom was close enough to their own that it never became an issue.  

Because of his position, the man they knew as their father was able to cut through red tape and 

secure birth certificates that listed himself and his wife as the parents of record.  The only request 

their parents made was that each of the children take something of their ancestry that would be 

given to them at the appropriate time.  

Art’s mom got her mother’s treasured tea set, and Hap received the compass he recently passed 

on to Art from his Father.  His father never had a chance to realize the ‘unique features’ of the 

compass, as it had only recently been passed down to him.  

It pained them greatly, but they knew their unselfish act of love would ensure their children have 

a better life than they would be able to provide.  

Art was speechless when Hap finished.  No wonder his mom didn’t want to talk about the history 

of her tea set. 



A MAN FILLED WITH PASSION TEACHES WISDOM FROM EXPERIENCE  

As they made their way to the dojo, Hap outlined his plans for Art’s ‘Kung Fu’ training.  “I know 

you aren’t striving to become a Judoka, which is a person who practices Judo, but your training 

will be based on the philosophes of Jigoro Kano, the founder of Judo.   

Judo means the ‘gentle way,’ and Jigoro Kano created it in 1882 as a physical, mental and moral 

pedagogy – which deals with the theory and practice of teaching, and includes how the teacher 

interacts with students and the social and intellectual environment the teacher seeks to 

establish…”  

“I couldn’t put it into words, Uncle Hap,” Art interrupted, “but I understand what pedagogy 

means.”  

“Whew!”  Hap laughed as he pretended to wipe sweat from his forehead.  

“In Judo, the first goal is to develop self-control and self-cultivation.  Kano believed physical 

education to should include Health, Strength, Utility, and Spiritual Learning, including Intellectual, 

Moral, and Aesthetic Phases.    

He often criticized those who promote physical fitness geared strictly toward physical strength…” 

“Scarlett used to always say ‘physical fitness and health are not synonymous,” Art offered.  

“Right.  You’re making this too easy on me Art.”  

They were almost at the dojo, so Hap decided to wrap it up for now, “As for Utility, there are two 

main principles to live by:  Mutual Welfare and Benefit; and Purposeful Effort, Maximum 

Efficiency.    

While Kano is widely known as the founder of Judo, the greater truth is that he was a Man 

Focused on Spiritual Achievement and Well-being for All”  

“Spiritual achievement and well-being for all,” Art repeated.   

“That’s my ‘Kung Fu’ training, right?”  

“Pretty much,” Hap said without expanding, as they reached the door to the dojo, “with a little 

bit of ‘Stuff Happens’ mixed in.”  

Hap explained the custom of bowing when entering the dojo, and gave him a full tour of the 

facility, including the living quarters upstairs, which concluded in the dressing room downstairs.     

“Today you get your Judogi,” Hap said as he handed Art a package containing traditional judo 

attire, “and learn how to tie a proper belt.”  

Art quickly realized there was an art to tying a proper belt.  He felt clumsy at first, but really 

enjoyed the process.  It made him feel like he was part of a tradition and filled him with a sense 

of honor.   



As they set their mats in place Hap explained, “I’m going to be teaching a class that’s not ‘judo,’ 

per se, but a medley of all I have learned.  I know you liked Scarlett’s own ‘brand’ of exercise 

when you were on Christmas Island, so this should be right up your alley.  

Since it’s your first day on the island, and a beautiful day at that, I thought after class we could 

have breakfast and then walk through downtown.  I’ll show you around and introduce you to a 

few people.  

We can also go by Tawny’s place while we’re there.”     

Hap’s class was awesome.  True to his words, it was a medley of all that he learned.  Art felt right 

at home when he opened with prayer and intention, and then used a couple of exercises he had 

learned from Scarlett.  

He used Judo postures and explained the different ways of standing depending on whether one 

is attacking or defending.  It felt like there was a moral to that, and Art sensed esoteric knowledge 

he didn’t grasp intellectually that was never the less becoming known to him.  

When they finished everyone stood and said, “Honor the Sun,” in Russian.  

It was Magical!  

There was only one shower in the living space and Art was happy to let Hap go first.  As they made 

their way upstairs Hap explained that part of his training would include the daily practice of 

Japanese calligraphy.  

“In Kano’s day they did calligraphy every single day.  It’s quite beautiful – soothing and meaningful 

too.  When we get home, I’ll show you some of mine.    

At first, I balked at the idea, but I’m really grateful Sol continued the tradition.” Before 

he made his way to the shower, Hap handed Art a package.    

“I hope you like it.  Sol gave me the same thing on my first day.”   

It was obviously a book, and it was wrapped with a thick white paper tied with textured white 

ribbon.  It matched his outfit.  He carefully untied the ribbon and gently unfolded the paper so 

that he could save it.    

“The Way of Judo: A Portrait of Jigoro Kano & His Students,” Art read aloud before turning to the 

table of contents and going straight to the very last chapter, “The Teachings of Jigoro Kano…” He 

smiled as he read the first paragraph:  

It may come as a surprise that the favorite saying of the dignified grand master of Kodokan Judo 

and principle of the Tokyo Teacher Training College was literally “What is this shit!” (Nani kuso).  

By this, Kano was saying to his students, “Shit happens.  Deal with it!” Art decided then and there 

that he really liked the guy!  



He was very glad that he decided to read the last part first, as it seemed to explain everything: 

the basic precepts for training; the principles he taught to his students; and Kano’s Teachings 

Expressed in Calligraphy.  

Art was enchanted by the symbols and their meaning, and entranced by the photos of Kano’s 

works of art.  

He couldn’t wait to get started.  

So, he didn’t.  

He grabbed a stack of index cards Hap used for notes, picked up a pencil and began to draw.  

He didn’t hear Hap come into the room, as he finished his first drawing.   

“Wakei,” Hap observed.  “Harmony and Respect.”  

Art looked up and smiled, “You recognize it?”  

“Indeed.  It’s very well done.”  Hap was bursting with pride, but he tried not to show it.  It was his 

first day after all.  

Hap had a few things to take care of while Art showered, and barely had time to finish before his 

nephew appeared.  “That was quick.”  

“I’m hungry,” Art said sheepishly.  “Your class was so fun and interesting I didn’t realize how hard 

I was working.”  

When Hap’s stomach growled in response he decided they were done with their lessons for the 

day.  At least the lessons he had planned.    

“Let’s go eat!  The Magic of the Island awaits.”  

  



NIKOLAOS THE WONDERWORKER  

After breakfast they made their way downtown and Hap started to share the story of the spirit 

of ‘Nikolaos the Wonderworker,’ also called Nikolaos of Myra, “Rumor has it, if the shopkeeper 

displays his image, they have more than likely had a visit.”   

Hap gestured to a ‘Nikolaos the Wonderworker’ decal discreetly placed in the window of the first 

shop they passed as the entered the downtown area.  

And then there’s the church…” Hap began, but he didn’t have time to finish  

“It’s the Circle of Blue!” Art exclaimed as the site of the church on Easter Island stopped him in 

his tracks.  He assumed there would be a church of some sort, but he wasn’t expecting anything 

like this.  

There was a large circular dome in the center with the Circle of Blue he had noticed when they 

were flying in on Hap’s plane.  There was a sign with a depiction of the building and it reminded 

him of a ringed cross.    

There were four attached buildings symmetrically placed to form an even cross, with the domed 

roof and the ‘Circle of Blue’ making the ring in the center.   Each of the four buildings displayed a 

religious symbol above its entrance.  

Hap explained that in the planning stages of the community, the religious leaders of the time 

were fighting over what kind of church to build, each wanting a shrine to their own religion.  

“Rumor has it there was a meeting that took place amongst them that stretched through several 

days and nights.    

It took place in that very building, though it was just a small shack back then.  On their last night, 

when it was clear they would not be able to reach a consensus, Nikolaos the Wonderworker 

appeared.  

He convinced them to put their differences aside and build a church with a foundation of love.  

When they decided to name it after him, he appeared again, and he was quite pleased.  

He asked them to use the less commonly known spelling of his name saying he preferred not to 

be associated with Santa Clause, and the occult worship of Saint Nicholas.”  

“Wow,” Art exclaimed as Hap finished the story.  He wondered if his uncle meant to say ‘cult’ 

instead of ‘occult,’ but then he remembered the symbols.  

“Nikolaos the Wonderworker is way better than the other guy filling stockings.”  

As soon as he said it, the bell sounded a tone Hap had never heard before.  Art wasn’t paying any 

attention…  



“Toys That Inspire Magic,” Art read the sign for the toy store aloud.  It was right next to the 

bookstore, and that’s where they were headed, but there was a part of him that wanted to turn 

into the toy store instead.  

“Children play with toys that inspire magic!” Art exclaimed.  “I think I’m going to like living here.”  

Hap was happy they were able to walk about town on Art’s first day, just like he had on his, and 

he smiled when Art commented that it felt like the spirit of Nikolaos the Wonderworker was 

everywhere.  Hap said the same thing to Sol.  

When Art expressed his interest in learning the Russian language, Hap explained that everyone is 

different when it comes to learning a new language, but one thing he can be sure of on Easter 

Island is that neighbors help neighbors.  

“Those who speak Russian help the Americans with their Russian, and those who speak English 

help the Russians with their English; each admiring the other for making the effort.  

You’ll see,” he said as they made their way inside the bookstore.  

The first book that caught his attention was “The Black Russian.”  

He knew he didn’t need to read the book; he wanted to learn more about Russia than the story 

of this one man might reveal, but there was something about it.  

“It’s the title,” he thought aloud.  He was filled with wonder as he realized the message he needed 

from his particular book was indeed the title. “I am what I am,” he stated aloud as he realized a 

sense of self-acceptance he had never known before.  

When Hap turned to him, he held up the book so he could read the cover, and said it again, “I am 

what I am, and I am a Black Russian!  

And you know what?  I’m proud to be Russian.  I want to learn more about my history and culture.  

I think all I needed from this book was the title though,” Art stated as he placed the book on the 

shelf where he found it.   

“I had such a hard time accepting that I was half black.  I was even ashamed to admit it to my two 

best friends.  And now, as I stand here today, I feel like shouting it to the world.    

My heritage is a gift,” he concluded as another book caught his attention.  “Russia, the essential 

guild to customs and culture,” he read aloud as he reached for it. “I really want to learn about 

the culture, but what about the language?”  

When he picked the book up from the shelf something fell out, and as he bent to retrieve it, his 

eyes widened in surprise.  It was a postcard with the image of St. Nikolaos on the front.  

He flipped it over and couldn’t believe his eyes, “www.russianlessons.net,” he read aloud.    

“Will I have enough internet?” he asked his uncle.  

http://www.russianlessons.net/
http://www.russianlessons.net/


You will if you’re supposed to,” Hap assured him, “and we can always print the lessons that speak 

to you.  Pun intended,” he added playfully.  

  



MAGIC CARPET  

Art was taking everything in and Hap enjoyed seeing the community anew through his nephew’s 

eyes.  They arrived just inside the door of Tawny’s shop, and from the looks of things she was 

having a wonder-filled experience of her own…  

“It is a Magic Carpet!” a woman stated.  She was making wild gestures as she explained she really 

wanted the quilt she had seen when she was in the store earlier.  

She was holding a very large cast iron Dutch Oven by its sturdy handle and insisted that the pot 

was magic too.  “It is hearty and strong.  You will be more grateful than you could ever imagine 

having such a Magic Pot to cook in.   

You’ll see…”  

Tawny had been listening in awe of the woman’s talent for verbal fluency and persuasive 

speaking.  In the back of her mind she had already decided this woman could well be the answer 

to her prayers.  Word of mouth, she thought – and she had to bite her tongue to keep from saying 

it aloud.    

“You’ve got a deal,” Tawny finally interrupted, much to the woman’s delight.  

She shook her head in wonder as she carried the large, and rather heavy, pot to her kitchen after 

her customer left.    

She was so busy with the whole exchange, she hadn’t seen Hap and Art arrive, and was surprised 

to see them when she returned.    

“Please don’t tell me you were privy to that whole scene.”    

“Actually, it was rather impressive,” Hap said with a wink and a smile.  

“And so is your store!” Art exclaimed.  

“And so is your pot,” Hap said, assuring her it was worth far more than she realized.   

Tawny shared the full story of the “Magic Carpet” and how the woman said it was a Magic Pot as 

well.  

“It probably is,” Art surmised.  

“You’ll have to cook dinner for me some time,” Hap suggested.   

She smiled shyly, and then shared, “You know, it all started with my idea to make floor mats for 

children.  I wanted to create something that would be whimsical and provide some cushion and 

insulation.  

Sunshine heals, and I wanted to weave the essence of the sunlight into the patterns.  The first 

one I did was the sun shining over a red clover field with a double rainbow.  I was just admiring it 



myself when a woman walked into the store, having seen it through the window, and bought it 

right then and there.    

Some of the islanders bought them for their children, but then they started buying them for 

themselves to use as blankets and throws.  Everyone said they added light to a dreary day, which 

was exactly my intention.  

Several of my customers asked me to make them in larger sizes, and there you have it.”  

“Floor mats for children,” Art said aloud.  “That has a nice ring to it.”  

They couldn’t hear it inside the shop, but outside the bell sounded; seemingly in agreement.  

Tawny offered them a tour of her place and they took her up on it.  

When he walked into the kitchen and saw what she did with the set of mismatched dishes he 

gave her Hap couldn’t believe it.  She arranged them in such a way they looked like they belonged 

together.  

Tawny smiled when she realized what caught Hap’s attention.    

“You know, when I finally had the money to buy a set of matching dishes, I went out and bought 

eight place settings of Fiesta Ware and each one was a different color.  

I had a lot of fun with them, and I’m having a lot of fun with these.  Thank you, so much, Hap.” 

“Are you going to sell tablecloths too?” Art wondered.  

“I hadn’t thought of it, but that is an interesting idea.  I just made that one to cover up the table.   

Do you think I should?”  

“Absolutely!”  Hap and Art agreed.  

“Art inspires,” Hap added just as he noticed a folding table that was holding elegant women’s 

hats.  They piqued his curiosity, and he walked over to take a closer look.  

When he held one up, Tawny shrugged.  

“I found them in the closet.  A couple of them are very old, and they are all very high quality.  I’m 

thinking about doing something with them.  I highly doubt the last tenant even knew they were 

here.”  

“Yeah, me too.  Not too many big lumberjack types wear women’s hats.  What are you thinking?” 

“I’ve got some beautiful ribbon…” Tawny began, and then they heard someone walk into the 

shop. “We’ll let ourselves out,” Hap offered with a nod toward the back door.  “You go ahead.”  

When Tawny thanked him again for the dishes, he was about to say she could cook dinner for 

him, but he’d already said that, and he didn’t want to seem pushy.  



He looked around a bit before they left, and when he realized there wasn’t so much as a stick of 

wood near the fireplace, or anywhere else that he could see, he began to formulate a plan.  

  



WOMAN INSPIRED  

Her customer raved about the shop and made a rather large purchase.  After she left, Tawny 

found herself feeling hopeful, but some of her old insecurities were niggling at her.  She didn’t 

want to go down that road, so instead she asked, “What’s going right in my life?”     

She enjoyed her visit with Hap and Art.  Hap was just as handsome as ever, and she was really 

hoping romance was in the cards for them.    

She realized she was starting to feel settled and had to acknowledge her shop is doing a fair 

amount of business.  She might not be raking it in, but if she is wise with her money, her needs 

will well be met.  

“How can I do anything other than succeed with a Shop Filled with Magic Carpets?” she asked 

aloud.  The thought made her smile.  “It just feels like a magical kind of day…”  

Tawny returned to her living quarters and decided to sit with the hats Hap commented on.  They 

were so simple, and yet so elegant.  She wondered if there was a story.  

Something called her back to the closet and, as she took a closer look, she could see that the top 

shelf went back farther than she realized.    

She grabbed a chair from the kitchen table that she could stand on to further investigate and was 

thrilled to discover a hatbox at the very back that she was unable to see before.  

It was very dusty and appeared to be placed in such a way that it would be difficult to find.  “The 

woman who left it was here quite some time ago.” Tawny stated aloud and wondered how she 

knew.    

Inside the box, carefully wrapped in tissue, Tawny found a fur-lined cap and a photo of a beautiful 

woman wearing a cap just like it.  As she lifted them out of the box she found a letter.    

She didn’t hesitate.  Tawny knew the letter was meant for her to read…  

Before you get too excited, you should know it is not me in the photo, though we do bear a 

likeness.  The woman in the photo is Olga Bergholz, and she was known to many as the Voice 

of Hope.     

Are you familiar with the Siege of Leningrad?  

The city was under siege for 872 days, and more than a million people died.  I find it 

astounding that, despite conditions more horrendous than you or I could ever accurately 

comprehend, the people did not surrender.  

Olga worked at the only radio station still in operation and, with people dying daily and 

unfathomable suffering all around her, she continued to broadcast words of encouragement 

and offer hope to the people of Leningrad throughout the entire siege.    



What must that have taken?  I often asked myself.  Her strength and courage inspired me 

through some of my toughest times.     

My husband, Yury, was a shoemaker and, as the community grew after the war, having a 

shoemaker on the island became a necessity.  It was a big move, but we had an offer we could 

not refuse.  

A lot of love and community spirit went into building the shop for my husband with living 

quarters that have been a comfortable and happy home for the both of us.    

I hope you will be happy here.   

Yury used to cobble shoes on our dining room table.  I imagine it’s still there.  It was built from 

the inside, and I don’t see as how anyone would be able to get it out, save take it apart, and 

who would want to do that?  

So, you found the hats.    

Yury couldn’t believe I brought them with us to the island, but they were quite expensive for 

our time, and I couldn’t part with them.   

I used them as prototypes to make my own hats, and as you can see I was quite successful, if 

I do say so myself.    

Can you tell which hats are mine?    

I had visions of decorating them with beautiful ribbon, and maybe a few with fine lace, but it 

wasn’t the right time.  They weren’t exactly practical for life on the island, and I didn’t want 

to be thought of as that ‘impractical American.’  

As my days are now coming to a close, I find myself wishing I had been a little more 

impractical.  I guess it is rather impractical of me to be writing this letter to you right now, 

isn’t it?    

There is a part of me that wonders if anyone is ever going to read this, let alone a woman 

who will actually appreciate the hats…though there is something magical about the island, 

and I did cast a little spell.  

The best advice I can share, should you be new to the island and facing some challenges of 

your own, are the words St. Nikolaos spoke when he paid me a visit shortly after we arrived, 

“Have an open mind, a loving heart and pure intention.  Make the unknown known and learn 

to flow with changes.”  

It worked for me in my day, and I am confident if you follow that advice as well, everything 

will work out better than imagined.  It’s part of the Magic of the Island.  

Esther Ushakov  



PS – On another visit he told me to “Expect A Miracle.”  I must have looked like I didn’t believe 

him because he winked as he was leaving and said, “Miracles Happen Every Day!”  

Tawny was crying by the time she finished the letter.  She was about to get up to wipe her 

tears, blow her nose, and rinse her face before she tried the fur-lined leather cap on in front 

of a mirror when she noticed another sheet of paper.    

It was a poem by Olga Bergholz:  

To have survived this blockade’s fetters,  

Death daily hovering above,   

What strength we have needed, neighbor,     

What hate we have needed – and what love!  

So much so that moods of doubt  Have 

shaken the strongest will:  

“Can I endure it?  Can I bear it?”  

You’ll bear it.  You’ll last it out.  You will.  

  

As she read the words a steely determination came over her.  She put the hat on her head right 

then and there and proclaimed, “I will find my way!  Do you hear me Esther?  I want to thank 

you…”  

Tawny wasn’t sure what she expected exactly.  She kind of thought maybe Esther might be 

watching, and they could have a chat.  

She didn’t have time to be disappointed by any apparent lack of response…  

Her eyes grew wide with wonder as she watched a roll of ribbon fall off the shelf of the closet and 

roll right to where she was sitting.   

It was a spool of beautiful sheer black ribbon with a silky trim.    

Tawny knew exactly which hat she would use it on, and exactly what she would do.  

She had become a Woman Inspired! 

  



THROUGH IMAGINATION, OPPORTUNITIES ARISE  

Right after they finished reviewing all the standing postures Art learned, for which he received 

high praise, Hap began to explain the importance of ‘Learning to Fall.’   

It’s one of the first and most important lessons…”      

“I feel like I’ve fallen down the Rabbit Hole since moving here, Uncle Hap,” Art quipped.  “It’s like 

a land beyond space and time.”  

Hap laughed, “You know, in some circles Easter Island is called, ‘No Man’s Land,’ since very few 

people know of its existence, and the people who live here appreciate the sanctity of the island 

so much that they’re not real keen on word getting out.  

And then there are those, like me, who sought safe haven.”  

“Too bad Edward Snowden didn’t know about Easter Island,” Art teased.  

“He was too high profile, and couldn’t live without cable and internet,” Hap replied.    

It was clear he wasn’t kidding.  

Art wondered if he could live without internet and cable.  Six months ago, he wouldn’t have been 

able to imagine it.  Now?  It was definitely worth considering.  

When they fell into a comfortable silence, Hap decided the time was right to share what he knew 

of the history of the island, and how it came to be.  

 “According to legend, there have been people living on the island since before Russia sold Alaska 

to the United States.  Neither government was aware that it was habitable, much less that there 

were settlers.  As such, the island wasn’t taken into consideration during the sale by either side.  

It’s been rumored that they called it ‘no man’s land’ during the negotiations of the sale.  

I personally chalk the whole thing up to the Magic of the Island.  

The bell is a mystery.    

It is at least 200 years old, and no one has any idea where it came from or how it got here.  All 

anyone knows for certain is that it rose from the ground on Victory Day – the day the Russians 

defeated the Nazi’s in the Great Patriotic War.    

In fact, it was during the war that both countries realized the island was inhabited.    

Sergey’s family had a factory, and to support the war, they offered its use to both countries.  After 

all, it was about defeating the Nazi’s.    

They manufactured a fabric for tents and parachutes that was sent to factories all over the world, 

and they did some sewing here also, through from what I understand it was mostly prototypes.   

Anyway, after the war ended neither country wanted the embarrassment of a political battle over 

an island they hadn’t known was inhabited, and in no small way supported the war effort.  



They agreed to treat it as an unincorporated entity and hoped nobody would ever find out.  

Some of the people that came to work at the factory decided to stay and, as is the way of the 

world, shift happened.  

When Sol arrived, which wasn’t long after the war, there was some infighting between the two 

nationalities.  They were even considering creating a dividing line down the center of the island.  

The international date line is smack dab in the center, and they thought it would be fair.    

Sol thought it was insane.  

His family had been awarded an astronomical sum of money as restitution for political crimes 

against them, and Sol was the only one alive to receive it.  The records of the transaction are 

sealed.    

He decided to put the money to use with the hope of realizing the dreams of his ancestors, which 

has always been to bring peace to warring nations.    

He had a friend that stayed on after the war, and when he shared news of the growing conflict, 

Sol felt Easter Island would be a good start.    

So he bought it!”  

Art’s eyes grew wide with wonder and surprise, but he didn’t say anything.  He wanted his uncle 

to keep talking.  

“It was very hush hush, and he was able to cut through all the red tape.  With some help from 

Sergey’s father he was able to use some of his money to set up the infrastructure needed for the 

island to grow and prosper.  

And they were also able to set up a trust that would assure the island would always remain 

sovereign.  

Sol was instrumental in creating ‘Cooperation in the Collective Culture,’ as he liked to call it.  He 

established a spirit of unification and peace, and he didn’t do it with his money – or any kind of 

fear tactic.  

As a leader he ascribed to the philosophy of Judo, and that was a large part of it, but at one point 

he realized he needed to do something completely out of the box.  

Have you heard of the story of Stone Soup?”  

Art vaguely remembered, “Once upon a time there were a couple of travelers who found 

themselves in a small village.  They were hungry, and when they asked the villagers if they could 

spare any food, not one was willing to share.  

They made a camp and set a fire under a pot of water, to which they added a few stones.  



When the villagers asked what they were doing, they said they were making stone soup.  The 

villagers were intrigued.  They said they would be happy to share, but it still needed a few 

ingredients.   

The villagers, who wouldn’t share their food earlier, found themselves willing to share an 

ingredient or two.  Eventually everyone contributed, and when it was done they all enjoyed the 

soup together.  

Is that the one?”  

“Pretty much,” Hap said before continuing, “Sol always used to always say ‘Through Imagination 

Opportunities Arise,’ when he shared the story.   

As he told it, he decided to host a gathering on the grounds of his cottage.  He and Sergey’s father, 

Igor, created a large fire pit and hoisted a large cast iron pot over the center.  

Sol sent out invitations that were not to be denied and instructed everyone to bring one item 

each from their kitchen: spices; vegetables; meat; potatoes; rice; etcetera.  The only thing he 

asked is that they take a moment of silence and listen to their hearts as they select what to bring.   

The islanders respected his honor and integrity and admired his philosophies.  Not one of them 

questioned his words, “In a moment of silence, a person can get inspiration.    

Please take a moment of silence, and when you hear the inner voice of your heart, ask your heart 

to inspire your choice.’  

On the day of the gathering Sol and Igor filled the pot with water and each of them added a 

large stone.  It wasn’t planned, but it turned out one was black and the other white.  He said it 

sounded like the rocks were dancing by the time the people started to arrive.  

Upon their arrival each of the ‘villagers’ ceremoniously placed their offering in the pot and then 

found a place to sit around the fire.  

As you well know, people enjoy spiritual communion around the sacred fire, and their gathering 

was no exception.  

While the soup was cooking, they talked out their differences.  Each person had an opportunity 

to speak and everyone felt heard.    

They enjoyed their soup in silence.    

Legend has it, tears were shed, hugs were shared, and differences were cast aside that day.  

Through imagination, opportunities arise,” Hap finished.  It was clear he was feeling nostalgic.  

Art really wanted to ask more questions, like ‘what about taxes?’ but it clearly wasn’t the right 

time.     

“Magic of the Rocks,” he stated instead, with a fist pump for emphasis.  

  



SUPPLY OF WOOD FOR THE WINTER  

Hap wasn’t sure he should stop by unannounced when Tawny’s shop wasn’t open, but she didn’t 

answer when he called, and he really wanted to make sure she had a supply of wood for her 

fireplace.  

He had a feeling a storm was coming, and he didn’t want to think about her being without heat.  

She could also use that big fireplace of hers to cook in her magic pot if she needed to.  

Tawny had started making candles to sell in her store, so he knew she would have plenty of light.  

They smelled good, too, he had to admit.  He was relieved when he parked around back and saw 

that the lights were on downstairs.  

As he approached the back door he caught sight of her through the big picture window in her 

living room, and it was a pretty picture indeed.  Tawny was dancing and singing with wild 

abandon.  

He didn’t really mean to watch for so long, but he was transfixed, and then he thought maybe he 

should wait until she took a break.  Eventually he got cold, and decided it was time to make his 

presence known.  

He rang the bell and hoped she could hear him.  It was clear when she opened the door she was 

embarrassed that he caught her with no makeup, in baggy pants, dancing and singing her little 

heart out.  She said as much.  

It didn’t seem like a good idea to let her know exactly how long he had been watching her, or 

how much he enjoyed it.  It had done something to him.   Something to his heart.    

He didn’t know it yet, but that was when Hap started to feel the kind of love he’d always dreamed 

of.  

“I brought you a supply of wood for the winter,” Hap stumbled over his words as he tried to 

explain.  “I know it’s not winter, but it looks like there’s a storm brewing, and I wanted to make 

sure you would have heat.  I tried to call…”  

He was acting like he was embarrassed as well, and Tawny thought it was just adorable.  Her heart 

was so happy that he cared enough to come out in the cold to make sure she was taken care of 

she forgot all about her appearance.  

“Thank you so much, Hap, for thinking about me.  Do you need some help bringing it in?”   

“No, no…it’s all packed up.  There are a couple of young guys who are earning extra money by 

clearing and packaging wood in a variety of sizes designed to be easy to store and carry, and it 

won’t make a mess with droppings and what not.  

Good hearted guys, by the way, they wanted to make sure everyone had access to wood in the 

winter.  A Supply of Wood for The Winter is the name of their business.”    



Hap built a fire after he brought all the wood in, “A cozy fire in the fireplace provides comfort as 

well as warmth.”  

Tawny agreed, and invited Hap to stay and enjoy the fire with her.  He was both surprised and 

delighted when she retreated to the kitchen and returned with a bag of marshmallows, a few 

bars of chocolate, and a box of graham crackers.  

“What, no peanut butter?”  he laughed.  

“Oh my gosh!  You like peanut butter on your s’mores too?”    

Tawny unceremoniously handed him the supplies before heading back to the kitchen. She 

returned with a very big smile and a jar of peanut butter with two knives sticking out of the top.  

They were having a great time when Hap noticed her shoes of all things.  Just two words, “Nice 

shoes,” and the vulnerability she felt being seen at ‘not her very best’ returned.    

They were the same kind of shoes he himself used at the dojo, so she didn’t think he was criticizing 

her, but she still overcompensated by talking too much as she shared her entire history with Blue.  

Tawny always had a crush on him, and when she found out he would be a guest at a Boat Party 

on the yacht she was staying on, she thought she might have a chance.  

“I heard he was recently back on the market.”  

She knew the owners of the yacht from college and had been staying on their yacht for a while 

by then.  She felt right at home using the amenities and was in the family room doing a workout 

before getting ready to join the party when Blue walked in on her.  

Blue was sorry he had come and was trying to get away from the party when he found Tawny in 

the family room using an exercise tape.  It stopped him in his tracks.  

He could hardly believe his eyes, or his ears for that matter. The woman on the exercise tape was 

Scarlett.  

“Turns out the yacht was docked at the health club where Scarlett worked for quite some time, 

and the captain’s wife really enjoyed her classes.  Before they left she recorded their last class 

together so that she could take it with her.  

We spent a fair amount of time talking, and I helped him realize that he and Scarlett were meant 

to be together, even though I joked I always hoped it would be me.  

Shortly afterward Blue sent me these shoes, which are just like the pair Scarlett was wearing in 

the video.  I don’t even know how we got on the subject, but I mentioned they looked 

comfortable and wished I had a pair.  

The enclosed card read, ‘Love is the Answer.  Thank you for asking the right questions.’  Isn’t that 

just the sweetest thing?”  

Hap agreed that it was.  Right before he said it was time for him to go.  



MAGIC OF THE ROCKS  

Art was excited to cook stone soup, even though he would be the only one adding all the 

ingredients.  “It will be like a scavenger hunt,” he explained to his uncle.  “You have a kitchen with 

an abundance of options, so it should be fun.”   

Hap liked Art’s spirit.  He was comfortable in his own company and made his own fun.  He 

suggested his nephew use his favorite cast iron pot, which used to belong to Sol, and got it out 

for him before he left for Tawny’s.  

Art went out earlier in the day and found three rocks that ‘spoke to him.’  He filled the pot with 

water and placed it on the stove.  “Magic of the Rocks,” he said as he added the stones to the 

water.  

He hadn’t ever cooked soup before and felt like he might need a little magic.  

It seemed like a good omen when he opened the freezer and found a chicken carcass from a 

roasted chicken they enjoyed a few weeks ago. He promptly unwrapped it, put it in the pot, and 

turned the heat to boil.    

As the water began to boil the rocks seemed to dance, and he imaged it was a lot like they had in 

the big pot Sol and Igor used at their gathering.  

‘There’s something sacred about the sound,’ he realized.  “Magic of the rocks,” he said aloud. 

“Rocks have the ‘ah’ sound of God…”  

…that reminded him he had been thinking about the Russian letter “A” all day.  In the Russian 

Alphabet A is the ‘ah’ sound, as in something pleasing, an ah-ha moment, or even the sound of 

God.    

One day, when he was on Christmas Island with Olive and Indigo, Scarlett taught them a variety 

of sounds and tones they could chant as a form of meditation.  

“Meditation can be simple and soothing,” she explained.  “A lot of ‘gurus make it so complicated, 

rigid, or forced that people feel bad when it doesn’t make them feel good.  

‘AH’ is my favorite sound.  I like it better than the more commonly known ‘OM,’ and it’s 

particularly useful for generating peace and compassion.  

“God, Buddha, Allah” he said aloud.  He couldn’t remember the names of other teachers who 

have the ‘Ah’ sound in their name, but he remembered Scarlett’s last words before she had them 

practice, “It’s the essence of Love, really – and Love Is the Fundamental Basis of the World.”   

It was a happy memory, and Art began to chant as he scavenged for ingredients to add to his 

Magic Soup.   

“A is for Apple; J is for Jack’s; cinnamon toasty apple jacks.  You need a good breakfast, that’s a 

fact, cinnamon toasty apple jacks…”  



“What the heck?” Art wondered.  It was a jingle from his childhood.  He couldn’t stand it then, 

and he couldn’t stand it now.  “Where is that coming from?”  

With a start he realized, “Ash!”    

Ash was the talking head inside his magic compass.  He hadn’t heard from him since before he 

left the mainland.  Not that he hadn’t tried.  Every time he tried to open his compass the lid 

refused to budge.    

He lowered the heat on the burner and raced to his room.  

“It’s not just the A’s,” Ash began speaking the moment he arrived.    

“Have you noticed, for example, how the Russian language seems to align with the solfeggio scale, 

and how English does not?  

I mean, A in Russian is the sound of God.  ‘A’ as in Apple is like the sound you make if you’ve had 

a fright.”  

Encouraged by Art, Ash happily shared his observations on the whole language thing before 

prompting him to do an internet search of the origin of the English language.    

Art learned internet on Easter Island works according to frequencies specific to only that which 

honors life.    

“Truth honors life,” Art said as he opened the browser and began a search on his phone.  

“With the truth we are transformed.”    

As if by magic he found exactly what he was looking for and, as he read the origin of the English 

language, he was struck by a mention that some of them came from Runes.  He had a jarring 

memory of another tutorial with Scarlett on Christmas Island.    

It was an art class.  He, Olive, and Indigo were instructed to look through an incredible selection 

of bins to find symbols that represented their heart’s desire to create mini alters.    

Olive had been looking through a bin of Scrabble letters when she found a rune.  

“This is interesting,” she said as she turned it around, “but it doesn’t feel right unless it’s 

sideways.” When Scarlett saw what she was holding she grabbed it out of her hand.  

“How did this get here?” she asked before excusing herself and taking the rune with her.    

When she came back Indigo asked her what she did with it, and her reply was kind of odd, “Spirit 

of the Sea Set Free.”  

Ash remembered too.  “It was the rune of Dagaz, which is supposed to symbolize Sunlight and 

Enlightenment.  



The reason it didn’t feel right to Olive and she kept turning it around is because it is like image on 

the Hologram card in the Mayan Oracle, which is represented by two triangles meeting in the 

center of a circle of light, one from below, one from above.    

Kind of like heaven and earth.  

The depiction of Dagaz is two triangles turned on their sides, meeting in the center without the 

circle of light,” Ash paused.  The image saddened him, “You can’t see the sun unless you’re 

looking up, and…”  

Art could see it too.  Two triangles meeting in the center without a solid foundation, nothing to 

look up to, and nothing in the center to connect…well, heaven on earth.   He could see why 

Scarlett wanted to get rid of it.  

“Ash, I need to get back to my soup,” Art said.  

“Don’t be sad, Art.  Hidden truths become clear, and there will be things that disturb you to be 

sure.  Just remember as the surface cracks the light can shine through.    

You are the light, Art.  Light in many colors.”  

His compass closed, and he heard the click that indicated it was sealed.  Art didn’t know when he 

would be talking to Ash again, but he knew his friend would always be there, and that was 

reassuring.   

He was pleasantly surprised to find the carcass had made a savory broth when he checked the 

pot on the stove.  He added some rice, set a timer, and washed the vegetables he found.  

As he set them on the wooden cutting board his uncle made, he remembered the Buddhist saying, 

‘Before enlightenment, chop wood, carry water.  After enlightenment, chop wood, carry water.’    

“Before enlightenment, chop vegetables, boil water.  After enlightenment, chop vegetables, boil 

water…”  

  



TRUTH IS SEEN AND FELT  

The storm Hap felt coming was well on its way.  He didn’t realize how long he stayed at Tawny’s 

and, while it wasn’t that late, it was dark – and the temperature had dropped drastically.    

Kind of like his mood, he thought as he walked in the cold.  He wanted nothing more than to go 

home and get a brood on and had been further dismayed to reach his truck to find it had a flat 

tire.    

He thought about asking Tawny if he could stay, but he really needed to get home.  

The story she shared about Blue and Scarlett triggered something deep inside of him, and it hurt.    

He remembered the time she spoke of quite well.  

Scarlett had come to Easter Island when her life fell apart and she was ready to seek the refuge 

he and Blue built for her – the restored lighthouse at Star Point on Christmas Island.  

It was so good to see her.  He let her know she could stay as long as she needed, and he would 

be happy to help her settle in on Christmas Island when she was ready.  At the same time, in the 

back of his mind, he wondered if maybe there was a chance for him.  

He didn’t have long to wonder.  

Scarlett left word for Blue that she wanted to relocate to the home they built for her on Christmas 

Island, and that she was on her way to Easter Island to stay with Hap in the meantime.  

Tawny filled in the missing pieces.  

Blue arrived via the underground hangar and didn’t stay for a visit.  He promptly took charge, 

assuring Scarlett’s safe passage to her new home on Christmas Island – and then he proposed!  

As Hap made his way home in increasingly grim weather, he felt like Blue was trying to get 

through to him telepathically.  Hap really didn’t feel like communicating with Blue right now and 

hoped he was wrong.   

By the time he reached his cottage, it was clear that he was not.  

Hap was grateful they had a simple code for “I’m busy right now, can it wait?” because he surely 

did not want his friend to see inside his head right now.    

He paused at the door to his cottage, cleared his mind enough to focus, and let Blue know he was 

not available unless it was some kind of emergency.  

Oddly, the message he received in response was a song, “The magic game brings joy to life, there 

is no room for worry and strife.  No fear, no guilt, no grief, no shame; wisdom prevails in the 

magic game…”  

Hap thought maybe he was making it up.  The only time he had ever heard Blue sing was at his 

wedding reception.  He replayed the song in his mind and sensed Scarlett’s energy as well.  



He didn’t make it up.  They were singing.  Together.    

“Well that’s never happened before,” he grumbled. “Like salt in a wound.”   He 

really hoped they couldn’t hear him.    

As he took off his coat and hung his hat he remembered that salt cleanses and cauterizes an open 

wound, thus accelerating healing.  

“There has to be Truth before there can be Trust – I’ll be in touch soon.”     

The message came through so strong it was as if Blue were standing right next to him.  

Hap wasn’t sure what to make of that.      

He couldn’t think right now, though he knew understanding would come with time.  He also had 

a feeling it was something far bigger than the salt in his open wound right now.  

Mentally shaking off the whole day as he shook the snow off his boots, Hap placed everything he 

was feeling aside as took them off, put them in their place, and reached for his favorite pair of 

Uggs.  

“Life is good,” he reminded himself before making his way inside.  

A smile lit his face the moment he entered his cottage.  He was cold and hungry and the smells 

coming from the warm kitchen told him he was in for a treat.   

When did his nephew learn to cook?  

Hap’s smile grew when he saw the pot on the stove.  When he lifted the lid to look at what his 

nephew had ‘scavenged’ from his kitchen that smelled so good, his stomach growled in response.      

He thought of what he said to Tawny, ‘A cozy fire in a fireplace provides comfort as well as 

warmth,’ and decided to build a fire to comfort himself as he enjoyed a bowl of soup.    

When Hap walked into the living room, he found his nephew sound asleep snoring on the couch.  

Art stirred as he started the fire.  “You’re home.  What time is it?” “Time 

for some of your soup,” Hap quipped.  

After they rinsed their dishes and put everything away, Hap remembered the song Blue and 

Scarlett were singing.  

“Did you bring your Magic Game board?”  

“As if I’d leave that at home,” Art teased, and was immediately sorry he had when he saw the 

expression on his uncle’s face. “Would you like me to get it?”  Hap gave him a silent nod.  

When Art returned he powered up the game board and he sat next to his uncle.    



They watched in stunned silence as the square that said ‘Trust’ turned black before eventually 

flashing the word ‘Truth’ in gold lettering on the newly black background.  

The next thing they knew the entire board shut down, the lights in the house went out, and 

everything went dark.  

The storm that Hap saw coming had arrived.  

  



AFTER THE STORM, EVERYTHING IS FINE  

Hap always put his cell phone in the same place whenever he took it off his person and was 

therefore easily and effortlessly able to locate it when the lights went out.  

As he suspected, there was no ‘signal,’ but he smiled nonetheless.  

“Watch this,” Hap said as he clicked on an icon that showed a flickering candle.  

Art’s eyes grew wide with wonder as one by one candles lit up all around the interior of the 

cottage.  Oddly, he hadn’t noticed their presence before.  

He had seen remote control candles before, in fact his friend Olive used them all the time when 

they did ceremonies in the foothills back home, but he had never heard of candles being remotely 

controlled by a cell phone, and he had never seen anything like this.   

“How did you do that?” Art finally managed to ask.  

“The Inventor Performs an Experiment,” Hap replied with bravado – and left it at that.  

Art thought about what Hap had done with his airplane and a few other things here and there.  

He realized there was a lot more to his uncle than he had been led to believe.    

Olive used to talk about Scarlet and her magical ways, and Art was had a feeling his uncle might 

have some magical ways of his own.  

When he explained he had an underground generator that works for all the utilities powered by 

gas, but chose to go this route for light, Art didn’t ask why.    

He suspected his uncle didn’t want the islanders to know he had a generator, or anything for that 

matter, underground – though he wasn’t sure why.  

Something told him he would find out over the course of his visit, and it would be magical.  

The first night of the storm, and all that transpired before it arrived, felt like a dream.  Art said as 

much as they sat down for breakfast.  

“The storm passes by,” Hap replied nonchalantly.  

It was an intense storm that lasted almost three full days.    

There had been so much snow and ice everywhere that Hap didn’t even try to go out and get his 

truck.    

In fact, today would be their first day out since the storm.  

Hap was glad he took the fire wood to Tawny’s when he did, and grateful that she was fine when 

he called to check on her.    

They were just finishing breakfast when Sergey knocked on the door.  He had offered to take 

them to Tawny’s so that Hap could get his truck.  Hap was looking forward to getting his truck, 

but he was also looking forward to checking on Tawny.    



He and Sergey would be making the rounds to check on things and take care of a few minor 

repairs here and there.  Hap was happy that Art wanted to help.  

As Sergey drove through town, Hap was impressed at how well the roads had been plowed, and 

he was surprised when they arrived at Tawny’s shop to see the tire on his truck had already been 

changed.  

“The Parker boys,” Sergey offered at Hap’s curious glance.  

“They noticed your truck was parked in the same place for a week and, when I said I would be 

bringing you by this morning, said they wanted to do you a favor for all you’ve done to support 

their business.”  

“Wow!” Art was astonished.  

“Neighbors really do help neighbors around here.  I get it.  But what about the cost?” He felt kind 

of silly asking, but it was just so generous, and the Parker boys were not much older than him.    

“Their dad owns the auto shop,” Sergey smiled in answer to Art’s question.  

“Hap has been known to lend a hand when needed, and more than a time or two he found a 

solution to a complex issue that only he could come up with – and he’s never charged a dime.”  

“Not only that,” Hap added, “I guarantee the integrity of my service, because...” He 

winked at Art when as said it, and Art was quick to catch on.  

“Auto mechanics ensure the integrity of the service,” they proclaimed as they shared a high-five.  

Tawny came out when she heard them pull up.   

“I know you men have people to check on and things to take care of around town, what with the 

storm and all, and I want to assure you I am fine.   

In fact, I learned how to cook a mean stew with my magic pot in my fireplace.  

Would you gentlemen like to join me for lunch.”  

“That is a mighty fine offer young lady,” Sergey spoke first and accepted for all of them.  

“Don’t mind if we do!”  

After they left Hap continued to assess everything as they waked through town.  “Hard to 

believe after a storm like that everything seems fine.” “After the storm, everything is fine,” Art 

stated.    

The words felt true and he didn’t know why.    

‘Did it have something to do with the symbols?’  He wondered  



“With the invitation we have for lunch, I’d say things are better than fine,” Sergey stated.   “Is 

that the bell I hear?”  

  



PEOPLE ENJOY THE SACRED MEALTIME  

Before he left after delivering her wood, Hap said he suspected a big storm was blowing in.  He 

had a feeling the electricity might be out for a while and suggested she use her fireplace to cook, 

should that be the case.  

She didn’t want to say anything, but she couldn’t even begin to imagine what that would look 

like, or how it might work.  

When Tawny woke the following morning, she was grateful she put extra logs on the fire before 

she went to bed.  It was smoldering enough that she was able to add fresh logs to get it going 

instead of having to build a new fire from scratch.  

She was tired and when her intuition told her to ‘add more logs to the fire’ she almost dismissed 

it.  “Listen to intuition,” Tawny reminded herself.  She was sure glad she did because, sure 

enough, the power was out.  

She wasn’t an expert, but from the looks of things it was going to be out for a while.  Just as Hap 

predicted.    

She thought of Olga and the people of Leningrad and re-read the poem Olga wrote that Esther 

left with the hats; she kept it handy.  Tawny summoned an inner strength she didn’t know she 

had.  She said a little prayer as she knelt to add more wood to her fire and noticed a sturdy iron 

rod near the opening that she hadn’t seen before.  

“Better get some potholders,” she said aloud before making her way to the kitchen to find the 

sturdy gloved potholders she recently made as a prototype.    

She had so many things in her store for women, she wanted to create something meaningful for 

men – not that women won’t want them also she realized.  

Tawny was happy to have them now as she picked up the rod and held it in her hands, “These 

gloves are Magical!”  

Holding the rod up to the fireplace she could see that it was nearly the same width.  No sooner 

did that realization come than she noticed two brackets, one on either side, that were clearly 

designed to hold the rod in place.  

“You are meant to hold my magic pot, aren’t you?” she spoke aloud to the iron rod.    

Despite the storm, and the financial insecurity that was creeping up on her because all the 

businesses were closed, Tawny found herself filled with wonder and delight.  

“With joy I find my way,” she said as she proceeded to create a ‘magic soup’ with homemade 

chicken broth, shredded chicken, fresh cabbage, chopped vegetables and jasmine rice.  

It was so good it moved her to tears.  “Food this good deserves to be shared,” she thought aloud.  

“They say the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach…”  



She wasn’t sure where the voice came from, but she thought it might be Esther.  Tawny smiled 

and decided to set some aside so that when Hap returned for his truck she could invite him to 

enjoy some fine home cooking.  

When she realized Sergey brought Hap to pick up his truck, and Art was with him, she decided to 

invite all three for a hearty lunch.    

It was something the old Tawny never would have done.  

When they showed up at her back door a few hours later they had two loaves of freshly baked 

black bread that the baker’s wife down the street offered as a gift of gratitude when they checked 

on them.  

“I’ve never had black bread before.  It smells great.”  

“You’re in for a treat young lady,” Sergey said.  He was clearly quite taken with Tawny.  

The feeling was mutual.  

Tawny handed Sergey the gloves that she made and asked him if he would like the honor of 

retrieving the pot from the fire.  

“You might want to hold on to this one Hap,” he said under his breath as took the gloves.  

Ever the gentleman Sergey tipped his hat, put on the gloves, and made a big show of bringing the 

soup to the table.    

He praised the gloves as he took them off and asked her where she got them.  

“I made them,” she answered shyly.  “Do you really like them?    

I wanted to have something in the store for men.  I don’t know that a lot of the island men will 

make their way into my store, and it’s too late for Father’s Day, but women always need gifts for 

their men, right?”  

“Yes, they do, but I don’t think you’re going to have to wait.  These gloves are perfect for cooking 

outdoors, and we do that a lot, despite the weather.  And, as you well know, they are good for 

cooking indoors too.  

I guarantee you, when word gets out, the ‘island men’ will flock to your store to buy them.”  

“Well then.  How about you take that pair for yourself and get that word out?”  Tawny suggested.  

“You have got yourself a deal,” Sergey said.  “And how about after we eat you give me tour and 

show me what else you have in your shop filled with magic carpets.”  

Hap winked at her, put his napkin in his lap, and picked up his spoon, “You know, I’m hungry.  

How about people enjoy the sacred mealtime?”  

  



BEAR  

It had been a while since the storm passed but, just as Sergey predicted, the weather had been 

unusually harsh.  Art thought he was prepared to have a cold summer, but he wasn’t prepared 

for this much snow.  

Just when he thought the worst was over he woke to find another fresh layer.  “What fresh new 

layer of hell is this?” he wondered aloud as he looked out the window and contemplated his day.  

“I’m just being honest,” he spoke aloud in case his angels could hear him.  Art didn’t know his 

angels by name, but he knew they were there.  Whenever he was scared they made their 

presence known with a whisper, “Guardian Angels Protect.”  

He knew Ash wouldn’t care if he said ‘hell,’ but he hadn’t made an appearance since the storm, 

and he wasn’t sure how the angels would feel.  

“What are you going to do, right?!”  

Hap cancelled his classes at the dojo for a month, which Art thought was a little odd, but when 

the storm hit, he said he expected he might be needing to take some time away from the island.  

“Don’t worry, you can come with me,” he offered in response to Art’s forlorn look, and Art 

suspected it might have something to do with the square on the game board going dark.    

It was all so odd.  Ash saying, ‘Hidden Truths Become Clear,’ Blue telling Hap there has to be truth 

before there can be trust, and then the square on the game board that read ‘Trust’ flashed ‘Truth’ 

before it, and everything else, went completely dark.  

“When did Hap even talk to Blue?” Art wondered.  

His mind was spinning, and he was trying really hard to be mindful of his steps, but he was 

thinking about Judo.  He wasn’t sure he was cut out for it.  He really enjoys Hap’s classes, the 

philosophy, and the calligraphy – but the physical contact aspect of the sport…not so much.  

And learning to fall?  He didn’t like that one bit.   

“Who wants to practice falling?” he asked aloud, right before he slipped on something that 

caused him to stagger, stumble, and fall flat on his backside legs akimbo.  

He struggled, quite humorously, to get up, but got nowhere fast.  Just when he thought things 

couldn’t get any worse he looked up and saw a polar bear approaching.  

“You Have Got to be kidding me?!” he yelled, which he then thought he probably shouldn’t have 

done because the bear was now looking right at him.  

“Don’t make me suffer big guy,” he said to the bear.  

When the bear quirked his head, Art continued.  



“If it’s my time, it’s my time.  In a way you will be putting me out of my misery, but can you do it 

as quickly and painlessly as possible?”  

He wasn’t sure what to expect, but he certainly wasn’t expecting what happened next.  

It was as if the bear were making fun of him.  He clumsily plopped down in the snow, legs akimbo, 

just like Art.  

Art wondered if the bear acted clumsy on purpose, and what he did next confirmed it.  He 

mimicked what Art had been doing when he was trying to get out of the snow!    

A bear!  

Art began to laugh when it seemed like the bear was trying to convey a message.  He got out his 

phone hoped he’d have internet; he wanted to look up the spirit message from polar bear.    

“The Magic of the Island,” he proclaimed when he saw that he was in luck.  

He opened his browser, went to his favorite site, and typed in Polar Bear:  

“Take the time to learn your own strength and how to pursue what you choose in life deliberately 

and powerfully.  You are fierce and strong and yet playful at the same time.”  - Polar Bear  

Art relaxed and, as the bear got up and started to make his leave to leave, he called after him, 

“Thanks, big guy.  That sounds just like you.”  

He wasn’t even cold anymore and, as he took a moment to be okay being stuck in the snow, it 

occurred to him he had just completed one of the most important lessons in Judo.  

Art had learned to fall.  

  



SPIRIT OF THE SEA SET FREE  

Art had forgotten all about it, but as he sliced his toast diagonally he remembered what Ash said 

about the rune that Scarlett tossed in the sea.  The rune with the image of the two ‘sideways’ 

triangles touching at their points.  

As he sat down at the table across from his uncle, he shared the story.  When Hap asked him to 

draw the image, Art complied.  The image was disturbing, and he didn’t like how drawing it made 

him feel.  

“It’s kind of like the symbol for infinity, but it sure doesn’t have the same feel,” Art observed.  

“I can see why she reacted the way she did.  The two triangles are supposed to represent the sun 

and enlightenment.  When Ash told me that, he pointed out the simple fact that you can’t see 

the sun if you’re not looking up.”  

Art drew a single triangle below the drawing of the two ‘sideways’ triangles, “There’s a foundation 

with the two sides rising up to meet at the center.”  

Something about his action and his words triggered a memory in Hap, but he couldn’t quite grasp 

the image that was trying to come to mind.  All he could think about was a mountain on its side, 

and how wrong that would be.    

“We need to burn that drawing and send the ashes out to sea.” “Spirit 

of the sea set free,” Art agreed.  

The drawing brought an uncomfortable energy to the room that was palpable, and it felt like the 

right thing to do.  He could hardly wait to get rid of the drawing.  

“It’s like this image portrays a static loop that’s sharp, edgy, and subtly uncomfortable.  Like 

infinity without flow.”  

“Right.  And if a triangle represents spirit reaching up, which I know to be true from a symbolical 

standpoint, that image depicts…”  Hap paused – he couldn’t find words to describe how he felt. 

“I don’t know what it depicts, but it sure doesn’t feel good.”  

“I have to agree.  It has an evil wizard vibe to it,” Art shuddered as he said it.  

“Spirit of the sea set free,” Hap announced.  “I know exactly where we’ll go.  It’s time for you to 

visit the bell.”  

They used a large abalone shell Hap had found at the beach on Christmas Island the first time he 

was there.  “A woman and two men abandoned the evil…” he began, and then shared how he, 

Blue, and Scarlett used it for countless smudging ceremonies. 

“May this light bring comfort, joy, and peace,” Hap prayed as he struck a match to light the sacred 

herbs he selected for their ceremony.   



He used a feather to wave the smoke around, and began to speak:   

“End the trauma, return to love; Majestic Eagle, Peaceful Dove; as one feather, in tune together, 

I invoke your shield, lovingly tethered. Surround the world with Rings of Wings, around the world 

freedom pings.     

Release the past, die be cast, only the value of life shall last; with love as a compass to guide the 

way, Rings of Wings are now in play.  

And so it is.”  

“And so it is,” Art confirmed.  

Hap set the drawing over their ‘sacred fire’ and spoke of the curse of the sea; the story of the 

sailor and the albatross and how it symbolized all the burdens we carry.  

“Uncle Hap, do you realize you said it ‘symbolized’ the burdens we carry?”  

“I did, didn’t I?”  

“I don’t think we need to carry them anymore.”   

By unspoken agreement Hap and Art began to take turns speaking and adding more herbs as they 

opened their souls to one another; bringing their burdens to light.  

Eventually they became silent.  There was nothing left to say. It was time.  

There was an aura of peace surrounding them as together they carried the shell to the shore.  

As they waved the ashes out to see they said in unison, “Spirit of the Sea Set Free.” The bell 

rang so loud it felt like the earth moved, but it didn’t faze either one of them.  

“Would you mind if I stay here alone for a bit?” Hap asked.  

Art could tell his uncle needed to be alone, “I’m good.”   Hap 

studied his nephew.    

They drove separate ATV’s to the bell and Art hadn’t ever been out on one alone, but he was 

pretty sure he knew his way to the cottage, and it felt like it would be an adventure for him.  

“Maybe I’ll see Bear on the way home,” Art offered in response to his uncle’s curious look.  

He knew that his nephew would be just fine.   

“Thanks Uncle Hap,” Art said, and he gave him a heart-felt and unexpected hug before he turned 

to leave.   

“I love you,” he added as made his departure.   

  



GOVERNMENTS OF THE WORLD SUPPORT THE LAND  

After his nephew left, Hap walked over to the bell to see if he could get an inkling of what caused 

it to ring.  At first, he thought he was imagining it, but as he got closer he realized he was not – 

the bell had moved.    

It was at a different angle than it had been the last time he was there and, when he looked at the 

surrounding ground, he could see visible cracks in the surface that indicated quite clearly it had 

risen.  

Hap knelt to touch the earth, confirming what he already knew to be true.  “Kundalini is growing.”  

The words came out unbidden, and he didn’t know how that related to the bell, but as soon as 

he said them the bell rang as if to confirm it his words had the ring of truth.  

Was there an old-fashioned wishing well under the bell?  

Hap had no idea why he would think such a thing, but it was as if the bell were speaking to him, 

and it was asking him to Dream…  

He was filled with an emotion he couldn’t quite identify that first came over him at the wedding 

reception for Blue and Scarlett.  

It felt like everyone had their ‘Happy Endings’ and they were excited about new beginnings.  

Olive’s dream was to have a dog like Fluffy, and now she’s living on Christmas Island in Scarlett’s 

lighthouse with Fluffy.  

Indigo dreamed of having the ‘key to the castle,’ and he’s now on Christmas Island living in Blue’s 

Castle.  

Art’s dream wasn’t quite as specific but, as fate would have it, he used a bell as the symbol for 

‘whatever his heart desired,’ and it is darn near an exact replica of the bell that he was standing 

in front of right now.  

Actually, he was leaning against it.  Hap pondered, “What is my dream?”  

The same words came to him every time he asked the question, “Love is the answer.”  

Hap realized there was a part of him that didn’t feel deserving of love, and he wondered what 

that was about.  “Shame based training” he stated aloud as the answer came to him.  

He’d been thinking a lot about shame, the shame buried under the ‘family secrets’ and the shame 

that was heaped upon him in the military.  

‘Are all militaries like that?’ he wondered. ‘Or were there some that instilled a sense of honor and 

pride?’     

“True pride, not the reptilian egoistic kind,” he clarified.    



“Officers Welcome,” he said aloud.  He had no idea where the words came from, but he could 

foresee the healing.  

His thinking turned to people waking up to discover the benefit of raising children with positive 

reinforcement, and even dogs for that matter.    

“Children learn responsibility in a loving way,” Hap spoke aloud as he remembered his time in 

Russia.  Children were treated with a kind of reverence, and families with children are strongly 

supported and encouraged within the Russian government.    

In fact, it seemed like life in general is valued more in Russia.  They don’t allow GMO’s, and other 

poisons, into their food supply for one…  

That got him thinking in a direction he didn’t feel like going right now, and he acknowledged his 

gratitude for their little island that is a world unto itself.  He really wouldn’t want to be living in 

the states right now.   

“Governments of the world support the land.  Governments of the world support the land…” He 

began chanting just like Scarlett taught him.  

It was easy for Hap’s thoughts to turn dark when he started to think about ‘his’ government, and 

he knew when they did he wasn’t serving any helpful purpose.  

He wouldn’t deny his feelings, of course, but he could chant what he knows to be true on Easter 

Island, with the intention of spreading seeds like magic with his words – the magic of weaver’s 

seeds…  

“I need to fly,” he realized.  

He loved being in the sky with the birds, and the clouds.  

“Rings of wings…” he began to chant.  

As he headed toward the hanger, he looked to the sky and could not believe his eyes.  There in 

the center of a cluster of puffy white clouds was a cloud shaped like a perfect heart with wings.  

It felt like a good omen.  

“Clusters of clouds flow like wings…”   

  

  



THE MAGIC OF THE MUSE INSPIRES MAGIC  

Art was in no hurry to get back to the cottage.  He felt fierce and free as he navigated the 

landscape on the ATV alone for the first time.    

“Bear…” he called out as he drove though the clearing where he first encountered the polar bear 

he named and thought of as a friend.  

On some level he knew it was silly to think of him as a friend, but on another he felt that there 

was something really sacred and special about their connection.  

“Natural spirits are an integral part of life, and Bear was nothing if not spirited,” Art thought aloud 

as he recalled their first meeting.  

When he got home after their meeting he got out the book Scarlett had given him when he was 

on Christmas Island, “Animal Spirit Guides.”   

He appreciated the brief message he found online but wanted to see if there was a more 

significant message for him in print.   There’s just something special about holding a book and 

seeing the words up close and personal.  

He remembered the message that ‘spoke’ to him, ‘You’re about to embark on a spiritual 

adventure, one that will awaken some of your innate gifts and qualities that have been dormant 

until now.’  

“Maybe I’ll write a book one day!”   

He had to stop the ATV as soon as the words came out of his mouth.  He didn’t have any idea he 

had been thinking along those lines, and it almost knocked the breath right out of him.  

“How in the world would I write a book?   

And what on earth could I possibly write about?”  

He shook his head as if to clear it and put the ATV in gear.  

Bear was nowhere to be seen, but Art could feel his presence.  

As he neared the cottage Art thought about the stuffed bear his mom sent him shortly after he 

shared the story of their meeting with her.  

He was filled with a sense of grief that took him by surprise.  

When the package arrived, Art opened it to find a really cute stuffed polar bear that looked a lot 

like the bear be met.  He could feel the love and care his mother put into the gift and wanted to 

pick it up and hug it.  

Instead, some distorted sense of pride caused him to think he was too old to have a stuffed 

animal.  He hardened his heart, put it back in the box, and placed it on a shelf in his closet.    

He never even thanked his mom for what was obviously a heart-felt gift.  



“Pride closed the door on love,” he said.  

As he thought about his actions, and the feelings that triggered them, he cried.  He was glad that 

he was out in the open, and grateful that no one could see him.  

He let the tears flow as he parked the ATV and made his way into the cottage through the 

mudroom off the kitchen.  

“It must have something to do with the ceremony.”  

Art let go of what other people might think of him, or want for him, and all the shame that bound 

him – and more, but he couldn’t remember everything.    

He thought he was letting go of the ‘family secret’ shame, but he realized now it went much 

deeper than that.  

There’s a certain amount of ‘societal shame’ or something too.  Social programming?  Is that what 

it’s called?  

What if he’s not too old to have a stuffed animal?  

Sometimes he just needs to talk as a way to get what he’s thinking out so he can take a ‘look’ at 

the words that had been swimming in his mind.  It doesn’t really matter if anyone can hear him 

or not, but it helps to have a focus.  

He knew he could talk to Bear, and he’s an animal.  “What’s the difference if I talk to a stuffed 

animal that represents his spirit instead of the real thing?”  

Art went straight to his room to find the stuffed bear his mom sent him, and as he reached for 

the box atop the shelf in his closet, the package Indigo gave him the day he was packing fell out 

and hit him on the head.  

‘Scarlett’s notes,’ he remembered.  He unwrapped the package, sat down with the notebooks, 

and began to read.  

The notes were from a workshop she attended, and the author had just written a book called 

‘Entering the Castle.’  Among other things, according to Scarlett’s notes, the key to the castle is 

Humility.    

“Humility.”  Art was filled with wonder, and idea was born in the back of his mind, “The magic of 

the muse inspires magic!”  

“First things first,” he pronounced as he got up to find the box his mom sent him.  

He walked over to his desk, set the box down, and reverently unpacked his stuffed polar bear, “I 

shall name you Bear,” he said as he placed him on a shelf where he would be able to look up at 

him.  “You and I are going to be the best of friends.”  

Art put the box away and then returned to his desk to sit down and write a thank-you note to his 

mom.  “Attitude of gratitude works wonders, right, Bear?”  



THE DOG  

Aerobatics perform stunts, and it had been far too long since Hap went out in his plane just for 

the sheer joy of flying.  He had a great time doing all the stunts he learned from Sol, and some he 

made up on his own.  

His first time in the air with Sol reminded him of a Ma Tzu story.  A man seeking wisdom asked a 

revered master what he should meditate upon.  The master threw him out of a second story 

window, jumped out after him, sat atop him, and said, “Got it now?”  

Hap couldn’t remember the story exactly, but that was the gist of it, the moral being something 

sudden and surprising can do in an instant, that which would take meditation a long time.    

Flying with Sol was kind of like that.  He tried his very best to frighten Hap and, he had to admit, 

he did seem downright crazy sometimes, but Hap loved it.    

When Sol saw that he had what it took to be a good pilot, he taught him to fly.  Hap suspected 

Sol was planning on leaving him the plane.  He was shocked when he left him everything.  

Thinking of Sol reminded him of the request he made when he appointed him honorary leader 

of Easter Island upon his death.  Hap knew he did not want the job.  Whenever he thought 

about it, his mind would turn to Sergey.  

On his way home from the hangar he was still thinking about him, and when he turned toward 

his cottage was surprised to find himself face to face with the man – and he had a cute little dog 

in tow.  

“I tried the cottage, and then I heard the plane land.  I hope you don’t mind me being this far on 

your property,” Sergey said as Hap approached.  

His simple words reminded Hap that Sergey was a man of honor.  

“What’s up?”  Hap asked.  He wasn’t annoyed with him for being this far on his property, which 

was kind of odd.  It was the kind of thing that would usually irritate him.  

“Well, it’s Buddy here,” Sergey said, indicating the cute little dog.  

As Hap bent down to greet the little guy, Sergey continued, “He’s a Chinese Foo Dog, and the 

fellow I brought him from said he was from an ancient bloodline of prized sledding dogs.    

He said he was the last puppy left and gave me a good deal because he was leaving the island and 

couldn’t take him.  

It was at the end of our winter season, so it’s been a while now, and he’s just not growing.  I don’t 

know what could be wrong.    

I know you’ve worked with animals before, and I thought I’d come to you first. Doc Martin is off- 

island on holiday.  



Do you think it’s the strange weather we’ve been having?” he asked as he handed Hap the leash, 

so he could take a closer look.  

While Hap had some background in veterinary medicine, he didn’t really need it.  A quick look in 

Buddy’s mouth told him everything he needed to know.  

“You should know better than that, Sergey.”  Hap smiled to soften the words, “I can assure you 

this has nothing to do with the weather.  

You see these teeth here?  These are most definitely the teeth of an adult dog and, by the looks 

of them, I’d say this little guy is between three and five years old.”  

Sergey was crestfallen.  “But he acts like a puppy…”  

“I’m not an expert, but I suspect he is a Miniature Chinese Foo Dog.”  

“You know, Hap, I’ve really grown quite fond of this little guy – needy as he is and all, but I really 

can’t afford a lap dog, and I’m not talking about money.”  

“Why don’t you leave him with me, and I’ll see what I can do?”  Hap offered, though he wasn’t 

sure exactly what it was he was offering.  

“Let me see what I can do, Sergey,” Hap reaffirmed, “It’s going to work out, I promise.”  

Hap didn’t make promises he couldn’t keep and, though he had no idea how it possibly could 

possibly work out, Sergey took stock in his words.  He knew that somehow it really would all work 

out.  

“By the way, the fellow before me didn’t have him long enough to become attached, and he 

wasn’t sure what to name him.  In the meantime, he called him Buddy.    

He seems to like it.”  

“Well, Buddy,” Hap said as he began to walk him through the grounds toward his cottage, “let’s 

go meet Art – and if you’re really good, maybe I’ll introduce you to Tawny.”  

  



DOG IS MAN’S BEST FRIEND  

After Sergey left, Hap walked Buddy around his property, on and off-leash.  He didn’t pull on the 

leash, and he came when called.  He was quite impressed with the cute little guy.    

They entered through the mud room off the back porch, and when they made their way to the 

kitchen Hap found a note from Art saying he had gone to the dojo and would be home later.  

He was hoping to introduce Buddy to Art and get his feedback on the brilliant idea he formulated.  

He found a bowl and filled it with water.   

“I was hoping you’d get to meet Art,” he said as he set the bowl on the floor for Buddy.  

Sergey left some dog food on the porch, and Hap went back to get it.  Buddy was eagerly waiting 

for him in the kitchen and started wagging his tail as soon as he walked in.  

When he saw the food, he tucked his tail and put his head down.  

Hap read the ingredients and opened the bag to take a sniff.    

“I have to agree with you there, pal.”  

Hap took the food back out to the porch.    

When he returned to the kitchen he got out a pot, added rice and water, and set it to boil.  He 

found some hamburger that needed to be used in the refrigerator as well.  

“It’s your lucky day, little guy.”  

Hap waited until the rice was nearly done and put the hamburger in a cast iron skillet with a little 

bit of olive oil.  

While it was cooking he called to see if Tawny was home.  She answered on the second ring and 

sounded pleased to hear from him.  

“Are you busy?” he asked.  

“Not really…” she said, sounding a little surprised.  

It had been a while since they had talked.  He’d been meaning to call.  

“Would it be okay if I come over in a little bit?”  

“Sure.  Did you have anything particular in mind?” she didn’t know why she asked, but it felt like 

something was up.    

Her old pattern would have been to expect the worst, but instead she felt…hopeful.  

“Actually, I do,” Hap began, “but it’s kind of a surprise.”  

When she answered the phone and he heard her voice, his decision was made.    



“Can you hold on a second?” he asked when he noticed the hamburger he was stirring was 

browned perfectly, and the rice was done as well.  

When she didn’t say anything he continued, “I was right in the middle of cooking something when 

I called, and I have to get it off the stove.”  

“I’m fine, go ahead” she assured him, and as she waited she realized that she was even better 

than fine.  A little voice inside of her said, “Expect A Miracle.”  

Hap set the phone down and turned the heat off under the rice and the hamburger.   When 

he picked up the phone he was about ready to tell her what the surprise was.    

What if she didn’t really want a dog?  

“Hap, is everything all right?  You sound a little funny.” He 

didn’t know what to say.  

“Is it okay if we come by in an hour?”  

“Sure.” Tawny said.  She started to ask who ‘we’ was but thought better of it.  

“Great.  See you then.”   

“That was awkward,” he turned to speak to Buddy.  

He mixed the hamburger and rice together and, after putting some of it in a bowl that he gave to 

Buddy, put the rest in a container to take to Tawny.  

“She’s either going to love me or hate me, right Buddy?”  

He was surprised when Buddy looked away from his food to acknowledge him, and Hap found 

the simple act reassuring.  

Tawny didn’t know what she was expecting, but she certainly wasn’t expecting what she found 

when she opened her door exactly an hour later.  

Hap looked adorable, and so did the little dog he was holding.    

“What…”  

“He’s a Miniature Chinese Foo Dog…” Hap started to explain as she welcomed them inside.    

Buddy leaned toward Tawny just like a child reaching for its Mother and, when he saw that Tawny 

was clearly more than happy to take him, Hap shared the story of how he came to be in his care.  

“I haven’t had him but a few hours, and I don’t know much about him, but he seems like a great 

little guy.  I know you’ve really missed your dog, and I thought…”  

“Hap, are you saying I can have this dog?” Tawny asked as she started to cry.    

She knew in her heart it was true.  This little dog was her miracle.  



Hap nodded, “I’ll go get his food.  

He didn’t want the dog food Sergey left, but I brought it anyway.  This is what I was cooking when 

we were on the phone,” he divulged as he handed her the container he filled.  “It’s rice and 

hamburger.  He really liked it.”  

“I’ll be happy to cook for you too, little buddy,” Tawny said as she cuddled Buddy close.  

Hap looked surprised at her words, “Uh – his name is Buddy…”  

Tawny laughed, “Well, that settles it then.  Dog is man’s best friend, and Buddy is mine.”  

  

  



SYMBOLS OF KNOWLEDGE AND LIFE  

They were enjoying what had become their regular ‘reading time’ by the fire.  Art recently 

finished one complete read-through of Scarlett’s notebooks and was making notes of his own.  

Hap was reading ‘How to Relax,’ by one of his favorite authors, Thich Nhat Hanh.   

Art was fascinated by the notes and kept reading them aloud, asking the odd question, or seeking 

his opinion, and Hap couldn’t help but think it was kind of ironic that he was becoming less and 

less relaxed.  

“Working through the First Three Levels is Very Hard Work, and one must not only defeat the 

wall of reason, but conquer fear and tame the R-complex (Reptilian complex),” Art read aloud, 

“Do you think that has anything to do with the evil wizards?” Hap set his book down.   

“She’s talking about the seven levels of the castle,” Art began at his uncle’s curious stare. “I’m 

pretty sure she’s really talking about the seven chakras, and the first three…”  

His uncle had a look on his face he had not ever seen before.  “I was curious, Scarlett highlighted, 

‘Be sure to review the notes from the workshop – most particularly the part about ‘conquering’ 

the reptilian brain.  I don’t remember the exact wording, but it is in the workshop notes and I 

wrote then when she was talking specifically about the seven levels of the castle.’   

She wrote it really dark and highlighted it.” Hap 

set his book down.    

When Art turned the book around for him to see the note, he sat up to take notice.  

“She started doodling when she got to the part about seeing her life symbolically,” Art explained 

when he saw what his uncle was looking at.  

His uncle’s eyes looked kind of funny, and for some reason Art handed him the book.  

“How symbolic do I want to see my life?” Hap read aloud after taking the notebook from Art, 

“You have got to be kidding me?!  

I can’t believe she wrote that.  What is the date?”  

“I don’t know.  Indigo might.  Maybe there’s a date on the CD’s from the workshop.  Do you want 

me to text him?”  

“No, no.  It’s okay.  I can tell by her writing it was before we met.  Talk about Magic!” “Sacred 

Symbols Honor Life” he read aloud.    

And then he noticed a drawing below the words.  

It was an image of a triangle with a heart emerging from the point.  Some faint markings along 

the center of the heart caused it to look like the profile of a man and woman merged at the 

center.  



“Orange is Golden with Humor,” he read.  “I wonder what she meant by that.”  

It reminded him of a symbol he had seen on a note of foreign currency, served to trigger his 

recall of the image Blue was trying to send him during the storm, and it was the symbol he was 

trying to recall when Art drew a triangle the day they ‘set the spirit of the sea free.’  

His mind began to connect the dots and, just as he had an ‘aha’ moment, the bell made a sound 

he knew all too well.  

It was the sound that signaled a portal was opening, and he knew Blue would be on the way 

shortly.    

Moments later Blue sent him the image of a trunk.  

It was obviously old, most definitely worth a fortune and, as he looked more closely, he could see 

the top of the trunk was encrusted with jewels in a pattern that looked very much like Scarlett’s 

wedding ring.  

Hap’s intuition told him they were on the trail of something monumental in scope.  

Blue sent another image.  

Gold.  

‘No.  Not gold,’ Hap realized.    

“Golden Opportunities…”  

  

  



DEEPWATER DIVER  

Art was stunned speechless as he followed Hap down stairs he had no idea existed.  He knew his 

uncle had an underground generator, but these stairs were below that.  In fact, he thought they 

might be at or below sea level.  

They seemed to be making their way underground toward the hangar, and his eyes nearly popped 

out of his head when they reached their destination.    

They were indeed just at the edge of sea level, and somehow, he intuitively knew they were 

beneath the above ground hangar.      

It was like something straight out of a James Bond movie, and he wanted to investigate 

thoroughly, but now was clearly not the time.  Blue was waiting in what looked like a combination 

submarine/flying saucer, half of which appeared to be glass.    

“You ready to be a Deepwater diver?” he asked Art.  

“I can’t wait!”  

“Hop in,” he said with a smile as he pointed to the ladder, motioned him to climb aboard, and 

indicated the back seat of the vessel.  

Once Hap got in, and settled up front, Blue sealed the door and handed him a map.  He paused 

for a moment, and then handed Art something that looked like a mandala.  

“Did Scarlett draw this?” Art asked. “It looks like a magic drawing.”  

“It probably is,” Blue surmised, “and Scarlett insisted you have it. She thought it would be a fun 

distraction for you while your uncle and I discuss business.”  

“Well, you know what they say about ‘A person studying the mandala…” Art said as he turned his 

attention to the drawing.  He wasn’t paying any attention to Blue and Hap as they conversed until 

something on the mandala caught his attention.    

“Square Shone Bright,” he whispered.  A square on the mandala was glowing and it looked just 

like the unusual “S” he remembered from one of the drawings in Scarlett’s notes.    

He was about to say something when he picked up the conversation Hap and Blue were having.  

“So, it looks like it’s either Syria or Iraq?”  

“That’s the same conclusion I reached.”  

Hap wondered aloud, “Wouldn’t it be safe to assume it was Syria anyway?  I mean if he found 

what he was looking for in Iraq, why go to Syria afterwards?”  

Blue considered his response, “Your questions seem reasonable, but he’s not going to be able to 

find what he is looking for in either place, and he would not have been able to know how it was 

going to appear.”  



The seed grows into knowledge and life…  

“It’s Syria!” Art announced without a moment’s hesitation.  

Truth is seen and felt, and they could all feel it.  “Syria it is!”  Blue laughed aloud, typing in 

coordinates and picking up speed.    

It felt as though they were travelling at the speed of light.  

In fact, they were.  

When Hap turned around to look at Art, he didn’t have to speak.  

“It’s a magic drawing, what can I say?”  

“The husband deeply loves his wife!” Blue exclaimed.  

“The wife Deeply loves her husband too.” As he said the words, Hap noticed he didn’t feel quite 

as jealous as he has in the past.  He had a feeling it might have something to do with Tawny.  

Blue was starting to get an image, “Something tells me there could be another piece to the 

puzzle…”  

As he said the words, he realized there was, and it was something really big.  

The image of a crystal skull came through, and Hap was picking up on it too, “Could it be true?”  

“New Continents Arise!” Blue proclaimed.  

“You know, it’s kind of interesting,” Art pondered aloud, “Syria and Iraq have been torn apart by 

wars based on…”  

Hap held up a hand to silence him, “Don’t even get me started.”  

“True that,” Blue concurred.  

Art wasn’t sure who Blue was agreeing with, but he was starting to see wars in a whole new light, 

and he did not like what he saw.  

He wasn’t sure why, but instead of trying to block the vision, he allowed it to surface to 

completion and then flooded it with light.  

The next thing he knew, Hap was nudging him to wake up.  

They had arrived.  

  



BLUE SANCTUARY  

They found a clearing to set up camp and Hap told Art to relax and get comfortable with his 

surroundings.  “This is dangerous territory, but Blue’s special ‘skills’ will be used, in fact they are 

already being used, to create a barrier that will allow us to be ‘invisible.’   

You can be assured we are undetectable by any means.”  

In the meantime, Hap was going to be setting up their camp and, though Art offered to help, he 

once again suggested his nephew relax and take it all in.  

“It’s not every day you get to see Blue Sanctuary,” Hap said mysteriously as he made his way 

toward their gear.  

Art walked around the clearing and found a tree that looked inviting.  He made himself 

comfortable on the ground, sat back and learned against its trunk, and did his very best to tune 

into his fledging ‘Kung Fu Vision.’  

After a while he realized it wasn’t something he could see, but there was a sound of some sort 

that was omitting a frequency.  He heard a rustle in the tree he was sitting underneath and was 

reminded of the owl in the tree at the Enchanted Forest on Christmas Island.  

It was a happy memory.  “Children enjoy the Enchanted Forest,” Scarlett said at breakfast.  “Today 

we are going to visit the Enchanted Forest and you get to be children.    

Children Play,” she reminded them – as if they forgot.  

They felt a rhythm and heard singing that sounded a lot like a chorus.   

“The hidden chorus sings for the service of mankind,” Scarlett said mysteriously.  

And then they heard it, “The owl in the tree sings with glee; Wisdom Prevails; Truth and Love 

Transform; a New Way of Life is Born.”  

“Ha!  The hidden chorus sings for the service of mankind!”  He could feel their joy, and it was all 

he could do to contain himself.    

“Birds sing in the tree with glee!” He exclaimed  

He stood up to get a look and realized it was more than that.     

“Rings of Wings!”  He exclaimed.  

“Blue Birds Singing!”  

He could hardly believe his eyes.  Once he started to focus, he could see legions of blue birds 

singing.  It reminded him of how bats would come to the aid of Batman in the movies, but these 

were happy birds.  

“Birds sing joyfully!”    



Their joy was contagious, and Art felt like dancing.  “Birds happily sing,” he said with wonder.  

“And Happy People Dance and Sing,” he reminded himself.  

He added his voice to the medley and danced like no one was watching.   

“Birds in the tree sing with glee; Wisdom prevails; Truth and Love Transform; A New Way of Life 

is Born…”  

“Blue Sanctuary,” he pronounced when he finally wore himself out.  He didn’t need an 

explanation.  No evil wizards could infiltrate the frequency of joy.    

They were safe in their own hidden dimension.  

He noticed Blue and Hap sitting around what appeared to be a fire pit, but there was no smoke, 

and wondered how long he had been dancing.    

He made his way over and sat down to join them.  They were cooking steaks on some kind of 

barbeque that was smokeless.  It didn’t even occur to him to ask how that could be.    

Once they finished eating, Blue brought Hap and Art up to date.  

He thought he was having a dream in his sleep that some grave robbers were trying to steal a 

trunk from a hidden cave in a holy land that had a jewel encrusted lid that looked like Scarlett’s 

wedding ring.  

When he realized it wasn’t a dream he sat up and watched it play out in real time.  They were 

unable to remove the trunk, he knew who they were, knew who hired them, and knew this was 

something big.  

“I could see Golden Opportunities in the making!”   

Just as he suspected, the person who hired them fired them in haste over the phone.  ‘Make sure 

the robbers are detained,’ he instructed someone with the next call he made.   

Blue was able to confiscate their map before the they were detained, which further displeased 

the man.  

He still had an idea where to go but, with their failure to remove the trunk, he knew the only way 

he would be able to retrieve the trunk was to find the ring.  

“The ring?” Hap asked, though he knew at once it was Scarlett’s wedding ring.  

“Aren’t you concerned that someone might recognize her wedding ring?”  

Blue smiled as he explained how he used rings similar to Scarlett’s to lure the man in.  

He made sure that his jeweler made a small number of replicas that would be seen and sold in 

relevant locations, “Just for fun I had him make some of them with different colored stones.” No-

one would have any way of knowing, Hap realized.  It was brilliant.  



Blue finally got word someone had been avidly inquiring about the rings and, when one of them 

was stolen, he knew he had his man.  There was a transmitter in one of the stones and he was 

able to trace the ring to the two locations before it cut out.    

He assumed whoever had the ring destroyed it in a fit of rage when it did not do what it was 

supposed to do.  

“That’s impressive,” Hap and Art said in tandem as he finished.  

“I have visions too you know,” Art declared.  

“I see a Big Disappointed Audience of Evil Wizards!”  

  

  

  

  



RUBIES REVEAL THE SACRED WISDOM  

“Ten wood logs form a sacred circle,” Art realized as he emerged from his tent and saw their fire 

pit clearly in the light of day.  He sat down on one of the logs to join Hap and Blue, who handed 

him a bowl of hearty porridge.  

Blue knew exactly where they were going and, as they finished their breakfast, he outlined the 

course he mapped out that they would be following on foot as they picked up their gear and 

began to make their way.  

“Wasn’t there a discovery of some underground tunnels or something right before all the civil 

unrest began in Syria?” Hap asked as they made their way through a maze of trees.  

“Yes, there was – and that is exactly where we’re going.  There are sacred burial grounds, ancient 

artifacts, religious shrines….”  

“I’ve seen photos, and they are really something,” Hap interrupted. “You know what my first 

thought was when I saw those photos?”  

He didn’t wait, “I would really like to explore those caves…”  

They were interrupted by an incoming text on Blue’s phone and, could tell by the sound, it was 

from Scarlett.  

When Hap realized he accidentally picked up his phone, Blue indicated with a nod to go ahead 

and read it aloud.  

“Everything is under snow and ice, but I fed the Stone Rapture.” Hap 

laughed.  “It’s a Raptor,” he said under his breath.  

“A Stone Rapture…” Blue repeated aloud and considered Scarlett’s words.  

“There are a lot of religious drawings, so keep your eyes out for a depiction of ‘The Rapture.’” 

“Carving and art from ancient cultures reveal wisdom and knowledge?” Art stated as a question.  

“Indeed!” Blue replied.   

They weren’t inside the caves for very long before they reached a fork in the road that, according 

to the map, let them know they were close to what they were looking for.  

There were two tunnels going in opposite directions and, at first glance, they looked the same.  

Art was the first to see a difference…  

“The Rapture,” he announced as he pointed to a faint carving on the wall near the entrance of 

the tunnel to the left.  

“Art inspires,” Blue quipped.  

“A double promise reveals its inner and out meaning,” Hap bantered.  



Blue asked for his phone and, when Hap handed it over, sent a text to Scarlett.  

“It shouldn’t be long…” he said when he was finished.  

“Rubies Reveal the Sacred Wisdom,” he said in response to their questioning looks.  

It didn’t take long.  

The tunnel to the left came aglow with a faint ray of ruby red light and, as they followed the trail, 

the color deepened.  They made their way through several passages that would have been 

impossible to see without the ruby light.   

When they stopped for a water break the light shifted, and it felt as if had been magically guided 

to stop.  The ruby light, that had been before them leading the way, was now just beyond the 

hidden passage they had seen in their visions.  

They found the entrance to the cave they were looking for.  

Hap laughed, “Mankind strives to unite knowledge; rubies reveal the sacred wisdom!” As 

they approached the opening they could feel that someone had been there recently.    

Very recently.  

Blue and Hap tuned in to the energy and could tell the man that was there before them left in a 

cloud of rage.  

“I can feel it too,” Art spoke up.  

They were definitely in the right place.  

Blue gestured they were good to go with a one-handed thumb up signal and they shared knowing 

smiles as they made their way inside.  

  

  



STARGATE UNLOCKED  

“Wow!” Art exclaimed.  “Can you see that?”  

“Yep,” Blue and Hap responded in sync.  All three of them could clearly see an arc of light that 

began where they stood inside the entrance and ended at a far corner of the cave.  

They weren’t sure if the ruby light made it visible, or if the energy was just that fierce.   

It was as if someone had thrown a heavy object against the wall, and they could see the aura of 

its trajectory.  The arc of light faded as they followed the path the object left behind.  As they 

neared the end, they could see a faint glow rising from the floor.    

As they approached, they could clearly see that the glow rising from the floor of the cave was 

coming from what appeared to be an ancient crystal skull.    

“He must have turned around and thrown it on his way out,” Hap said as he bent to pick it up.  

“I’m surprised it’s still fully intact.”   

Hap was stunned.  Literally.  He felt an electrical pulse of some sort before the room seemed to 

spin.  In a flash it was as if he time travelled to another dimension.  

‘How long was I out?’ He wondered when he had the sense of coming to.  

“I used to have dreams…” he began but couldn’t find the words to describe how he was feeling.    

And then he realized no one was paying attention to him anyway.  

They were staring at the trunk.  

The trunk!  

And it was stunning!  

It was a classic rectangle shape of a metal Hap had not ever seen before.  The lid was inlaid with 

what he could only assume were precious stones, 14 blue sapphires surrounding three large 

rubies, set in what appeared to be white gold or platinum filigree – just like Scarlett’s wedding 

ring.  

Picking up on the conversation Hap realized they weren’t sure how the crystal skull was going to 

play into the scenario, and he watched as Blue sent a text to Scarlett to activate her ring.   

Within minutes it came alive in his hands.  

He set it near the trunk and they watched as series of symbols and ancient codes flashed inside 

the skull.    

Art thought it odd in a curious way.  The skull had to be thousands of years old, and yet it was 

flashing codes like something he had seen in a movie.  Or maybe it was a television show… 

“Numbers,” he said aloud when it came to him.    



Blue and Hap looked at him curiously and he explained, “There's a TV show called "Numbers."  I 

never watched it, but mom did.  It was about an FBI agent who recruited his brother, who was a 

mathematical genius, to help him solve crimes he couldn’t solve on his own.  

During the opening credits all kinds of numbers and formulas flashed by like a matrix of code.  It 

reminded me of the fabric of the cosmos.  I always liked to watch that part.”  

At the same time Art finished his explanation, the skull stopped flashing code, the ground 

rumbled, and the trunk shook free from the invisible moorings that held it in the floor of the cave.    

There was a sound that seemed to indicate an unseen lock had been released, followed by an 

otherworldly voice, “Stargate Unlocked.”  

“Breathe deeply,” Hap reminded himself.    

They all took a few deep breaths as they paused to appreciate the enormity of what they had 

found, and what they were about to do.  

Art was the first to speak, “How long do you think it’s been sealed?”  

“Hard to say,” Blue answered, “centuries at least.”  

“You do the honors,” Hap said when Blue looked at him in question.  He knew Blue really wanted 

to open the trunk himself and was just making a polite gesture.  In all honesty Hap felt it was his 

due.  

With Hap and Art leaning over his shoulders Blue opened the lid of the trunk.  Inside they found 

a heavy black cloth folded neatly and pinned together with what appeared to be a solid gold 

safety pin.  

They were barely breathing as Blue unfasted the pin and parted the fabric to reveal half a dozen 

crystal skulls, much like the one they had found on the floor.    

On further discovery Blue found they were nestled inside a wooden box that lifted out to reveal 

another half dozen matching skulls underneath.  

The second set was packed in a wooden box that was fitted in such a way as to make up the floor 

of the trunk, which was quite clearly made specifically to hold the 12 crystal skulls.  

Blue was surprised to find the skulls.  He had assumed the trunk would contain the Legend of 

the Three.  He realized the trunk he saw in his visions was small, but concluded they were most 

likely inked on some kind of hide.  

“I always thought they were a myth,” he shared aloud.  

Hap knew all the legends of the crystal skulls and had some very vivid dreams about them on 

more than a few occasions.  He wasn’t sure what he believed, but he has always been fascinated.  

He couldn’t wait to touch them.    



It was the most inopportune time, but Art really had to go to the bathroom.  

“The call of nature,” he said before making his way out.  

Blue and Hap made themselves comfortable on the floor around the trunk.  

As much as he wanted to touch them, Hap held back.  So did Blue.  They radiated an unseen 

power that permeated the surroundings.  It was enough to sit in reverence and look upon them 

in awe.    

“This is an interesting turn of events,” Hap needlessly stated.  

“To say the least,” Blue concurred.  

They shared a companionable silence as they contemplated the crystal skulls.  

“Hey, you guys…” Art called as he neared where they were sitting.    

He kicked a book on the floor as he made his way back and when he picked it up a piece of paper 

fell out.  When he bent to retrieve the paper, he noticed three stone tablets leaning against the 

wall right where they found the skull.  

  



CARVING AND ART FROM ANCIENT CULTURES REVEAL WISDOM AND 

KNOWLEDGE  

They were so excited about the first skull, the trunk, and the discovery of the crystal skulls that 

they didn’t notice the skull had landed on the floor right next to three stone tablets resting against 

the wall.  

“Do you think….” Art began.  

“The Legend of the Three,” they spoke in unison as realization dawned.  It was crystal clear that 

was exactly what they found.  

Though it was an ancient language, of indeterminate origin, Blue was able to interpret some of 

the symbols.  With further study he had no doubt he would be able to read them all.  

He turned to question Hap, “Can you read any of this?”  

Hap was in awe. “Not one bit, but I can feel it.”   

“I hoped as much.”  

Art was so excited he almost forgot to tell them about the book he found   

“I think the evil wizard forgot this,” he said as he handed the book to Blue.  “It looks ancient, but 

it’s too clean to have been here very long.  I kicked it with my toe and when I picked it up this 

piece of paper fell out.”  

He handed the piece of paper to Blue as well.  

“I was reaching for the paper when I saw the stone tablets.”  

Blue was hoping they would find the book – and he was extremely pleased with the ‘piece of 

paper.’    

“This is the key to the book,” he said as he tucked it in his pocket for safekeeping.  

Hap looked at his watch and suggested they take everything to camp.  

The trunk was easily secured in Hap’s backpack, Blue wrapped the remaining skull and carefully 

placed it in his own backpack, and Art had the honors of packing the book in his.  

“Do you think that’s why it’s the Legend of the Three?”  Art questioned as they each picked up 

one of the stone tablets.  

Neither Blue or Hap had an answer to that.    

Until today they did not know of the three stone tablets.  They knew the essence of the Legend 

of the Three – which is a story in and of itself.   



There was little conversation as they made their way back to camp, but Blue did share his hunch 

that the book will contain more evil wizardry than that which had to do with the symbols.  

“I suspect it’s going to include all of the spells and curses placed on people, places, and things by 

one particular bloodline for centuries on end.  

I’m hoping for a full accounting.  

These items were intended never to be seen by anyone outside of the family bloodline.  Someone 

pretty high up in the family must have been here.  

I couldn’t be more pleased.”  

He was silent as he tuned into the energy, brought up the image of the man who had been at the 

site before them, and replayed the scene in his mind.  

As he did, Hap and Art were able to watch it play out as well.  

The man crushed the ring before he entered the cave, and he did something to the skull that 

caused it to emit a faint light.    

He was able to use the skull to locate the trunk.    

It was clear his hopes had been raised – and just as quickly dashed.  He tried repeatedly, to no 

avail, to open the trunk – and when that failed to lift it from the ground.    

Because he did not have the ring, he did not have the power to ignite the skull to activate the 

codes that would release the holy seal placed on the trunk.  

He must have forgotten all about the book.  He set it on a small table when he entered the cave 

and knocked it over in his fury on the way out.  

The man was red-faced with rage as he stopped at the entrance and turned to throw the skull at 

the wall before making his way out.  Fortunately, his aim was high enough to miss the stone 

tablets completely.  

“How’s that for poetic justice.” Art chimed in.  “The Legend of the Three was right in front of him 

and he didn’t even notice!”    

When Blue realized Hap and Art had seen the vision as well he stopped to ask, “Proponents of 

evil see that their evil deeds are revealed?”  

“Hidden truths become clear,” Art acknowledged.    

“Criminals are responsible for the crime,” Hap added.  

They picked up their pace and didn’t speak again until they were safely back at camp.  

  



PROPONENTS OF EVIL SEE THAT THEIR EVIL DEEDS ARE REVEALED  

 “Hey Art,” Hap called.  Art had been holed up in his tent reading ‘the book’ ever since they 

returned from their adventure and it was time for dinner.  

“Do you think there was some kind of a holy spell on the stone tablets as well as the trunk?” Art 

asked as he emerged from his tent.  “To protect them from the evil wizards?”  

I believe there was a reason he wasn’t able to see them.”   

Art could tell his uncle and Blue had plans to discuss – plus he knew Blue would be taking the 

book he found, and he wanted to read as much as he could.   

It really did go back centuries and he was shocked to recognize the family names bound by the 

spell of the evil wizards – and then there was ‘The Curse.’  

“The book begins with a mention of ‘skulls and stones.’  I thought that was funny because of all 

the mentions we hear of skulls and bones – and all the images too.  But…  

Do you think all this time it was really…” he stopped speaking when he looked at Blue.  

“I think you might be on to something,” he replied.  He got a far-away look in his eyes as he sat 

back to connect the dots.  

“Would you like to have a close look at the skulls?” Hap asked his nephew.  He wanted to give his 

friend some time alone.  

“Blue is holding on the 13th skull,” he explained as he opened the trunk.  “He will be taking the 

skulls with him when we return, and I was careful not to close the trunk all the way until then.” 

“Can I pick one up?”  

“You’ve earned the right.”  

“The book explains the real power lies in the twelve skulls.  The thirteenth skull holds the codes 

and is needed to open and maintain the portal.  Once sealed, it can only be re-opened when the 

holy code is ‘properly’ activated by ‘A Woman and a Ring of Magic.’  

So, I bet even if they had Scarlett’s ring they wouldn’t be able to make it work without love – and 

I bet that’s why Scarlett was able to activate the skull even from a great distance.    

Power of Love you know.”   

“When did you get so smart?” Hap asked.    

He realized this time was prophesied to come and it is game over for the evil wizards.  

By the time they returned Blue had come to the same conclusion – and he knew exactly what 

needed to be done.  



Hap brought out the makings for s’mores and they kept the conversation light as they enjoyed 

the special treat.  

Art’s curiosity finally got the best of him.  “I really want to know what the evil wizards have been 

up to.  I know some, of course.  They used the symbols to dictate life on earth – but how did it all 

work?”  

Hap looked to Blue, who paused to consider before he began…  

“The short story is the original codes, the Legend of the Three, were intended to be used to create 

a Reality Based on the Light.  

The evil wizards hijacked the codes and distorted them to create a matrix of algorithms they used 

as a tool for mind control through a system of artificial intelligence that works in reverse of what 

was initially intended.”  

“Fear instead of Love?” Art asked.  

“Pretty much,” Blue answered.  “Because they have not been capable of love, nor willing to be, 

they have not been self-sustaining.  They created the false matrix so to siphon our energy.    

It’s hard to imagine, but they have been literally feeding off our fear, guilt, grief, shame, anger, 

and all the other negative energies born of fear.  

It became a vicious cycle and as technology advanced, so too did their means to harvest the 

energy of earth – and all life on the planet.  They feed on pain and suffering.”  

“Are you talking about loosh?”   

“Loosh is evil wizard food.  Yes.”  Blue didn’t sugar coat it.  

Art could see it and he was receiving images as Blue talked.    

The evil wizards bred fear, fed on the energy, and used it to create more of the same – and 

worse.  They used our fears, often propagated through false news in the media, to incite anger 

and create division.  

“Scarlett talked about ‘loops’ when we were on Christmas Island, and how the evil wizards 

imprinted certain symbols to create repeating patterns of low vibrations they could use to further 

their agenda.  

She mentioned certain symbols that were almost always in play when they carried out horrible 

events.  Like shootings at schools, bombings at certain types of locations, and terrorist attacks – 

all kinds of evil deeds.  

In fact, she said they planned events far in advance, so they would coincide with the time those 

specific symbols would be activated by particular planets.    



Some of them didn’t even make sense, but I guess the evil wizards used them to enslave people. 

I remember one had to do with drunk chickens.  When I asked her about it, Scarlett said the evil 

wizards manipulated the energy to influence cycles of addictive behavior. As if a chicken would 

really get drunk.  Chickens flap their wings and fly!”  

“Yes.  They do,” Blue agreed.  He knew the what Art was referring to and hoped he would never 

know the whole ugly truth.  

“That’s why we recalibrated the symbols, right?  So, they couldn’t do those kinds of things 

anymore?”    

“Think of what we did as a sort of bridge from the old to the new, Art.”  

“Bridges are under construction,” Art mused.    

It was a curious thing for Art to say and, while Blue took note, he simply nodded before 

continuing, “We have the ability, through our own bloodlines, to tap into the ‘station’ that 

controls the music, so to speak.    

As such we have been able to make some changes and raise the frequency.  Unfortunately, the 

evil wizards still had access – though to a much lesser degree.  

We have been slowly adjusting the frequency of the symbols in our effort to re-tune them to their 

original state, but it has been a process.  

What our find today means is that we are going to be able to return them to their original state 

in one fell swoop – and secure access.”  

“The Lion Gate Controls Access to The Arena!” Art exclaimed.  

“You got it,” Blue acknowledged.  

“Scarlett and I will re-tune the symbols and sync them with the codes stored in the crystal skulls.  

Your uncle will carve them in stone to create a new ‘Legend of the Three’ that will be an up-

todate vibrational match to the original.  

When we complete the transformation this time, they will be securely stored in in two separate 

locations.  No one with evil intent will ever be able to get near them again.”   

Team Light Victorious!” Art exclaimed.  

“But what about the curse?” he asked.    

  

  



DIVINE CHILDREN DANCING IN THE GOLDEN OCTAVE OF CREATION  

Blue was visibly upset by the question.   

He knew about the hijacking of the codes, the symbols, and all the other evil deeds.  He even had 

a strong suspicion there was some kind of curse, but he was still horrified by the enormity of the 

crimes against humanity.  

The Curse.  

They had literally corrupted the spirit of the divine feminine and divine masculine.  

Not only did they, essentially, turn men and women against each other, but they distorted the 

masculine and feminine energies inside every human being on the planet as well.  

Yin and yang, ego and being, shadow and light.  He remembered reading once that balance means 

remaining quietly in the heart.  Well!  The evil wizards created a perpetual state of imbalance 

that kept most of the population from ever experiencing quiet in their hearts.  

He was still processing the information and it was hard to put into words, but he suspected it was 

using frequencies that distorted the energy of the second chakra, Svadhisthana.  

Art had never seen Blue look like he did now.  He could tell his uncle had never seen him like this 

either and was sorry he asked about the curse.  

“You know,” Blue began, “until today I always had some doubt in my mind that the legend of the 

crystal skulls was real.  Kind of like the legend of the Great Flood…”  

“You mean Noah’s Arc?” Art asked.  

Blue nodded. “Yes – though in other cultures and religions the it goes by many different names 

and the storyline varies.  The common thread is that a great flood cleansed the earth.”   

He laughed as he said the last.  “Well, that’s putting it mildly.  I just don’t have the heart to think 

about destruction right now.  

The thread that ties the various legends of the skulls together is the relative agreement that the 

13th skull ‘represents’ the collective consciousness of all the worlds and connects with the 

knowledge of the sacred planets.  

The skulls are an astounding find.  Like I said earlier, it ensures the evil wizards will not ever have 

access again.  

What is bothering me right now is some of the wording in the ‘key’ to the book.  It is clear to me 

that, through all this time, the evil wizards wanted to ensure there would never be a ‘Woman 

and a Ring of Magic’ – and most certainly not a woman truly capable of love.  

They knew that for the ring to work, it had to be powered by love, and I suspect they did not 

know they would need it to open the trunk until it was too late.”  



Art wondered how Blue wound up with the ring, but he didn’t interrupt to ask.  

“It’s still a little sketchy, but it’s clear at some point they must have felt the need to hide the 

skulls.  They decided to keep the 13th skull, which held the newly distorted codes for the 

collective, and bury the rest.    

I suspect once they closed the trunk they were not able to open it again – and when they set it 

down it stuck.  They knew that the Power of Love was the only thing that would open it, so they 

did what they do to make sure that power never had a chance to be realized.”  

“But they failed,” Art emphasized.  

“They did at that,” Blue acknowledged.  

“How do you think the evil wizard thought he was going to get around the ‘love issue’ when he 

thought he had the ring?” Art asked.  

“I wouldn’t venture a guess.”  

“What is going to happen now?”  

“Why, Liberation of Planet Earth, of course,” Blue began in jest.  “Have you heard of The Mayan 

Oracle – Return Path to The Stars?”    

Art shook his head and Blue continued, “It’s one of Scarlett’s favorite books and it comes with a 

deck of 44 cards – 20 Star Glyphs, 13 ‘Numbers,’ and 11 Lenses.”  

“That sounds interesting,” Art commented.  “Kind of like a tarot deck linked up with the fabric of 

the cosmos.”  

“I’ll see that you get a copy.  One of the Star Glyphs, AHAU, symbolizes the Sun and there is a 

beautiful passage in the book that speaks of the essence of AHAU.  Scarlett recites it quite often:  

‘The Sun had a dream…of the time of the Sun of Flowers:  heaven on earth, divine children dancing 

in the golden octave of creation.’  

In my humble opinion that sums up pretty well who we are and how life was supposed to be – 

and, to answer your question, that is exactly what is ‘going to happen now.’  The sun had a dream 

– Dreams come true…”   

Blue looked wistful as he trailed off and Art didn’t know what to say.   He felt like he should say 

something though and, in the most uncharacteristic behavior he had ever displayed to date, he 

surprised them all – including himself.  

“Why wait?” Art said as he got up and began to dance and sing, “Ahau, Ahau; Everything is Holy 

Now, Ahau…”  



Blue looked back at the fire and Hap watched his nephew dance.  He shook his head as he 

remembered how inhibited he used to be.  It was a pleasure to see him dancing with wild 

abandon now.  

“Ahau, Ahau, I bow,” Art concluded as he took a bow and retreated to his tent.   

Hap watched Art make his way back to the tent before turning toward Blue.    

Blue had been thinking about the hell that he and Scarlett went through – and not just in this 

lifetime.  

Hap was about to speak, but Blue spoke first, “How’s Tawny?”    

  

  



FORESEE THE HEALING  

Tawny was intrigued by the shops directly across the street from her.  One sign connected two 

stores that mirrored each other, ‘Jewelry Stores with Precious Stones,’ and they each had their 

own entrance.  

When she saw a woman exit the door to the store on the right she decided to walk over and 

introduce herself.  As she approached the door she noticed a smaller sign, “Woman Sowing 

Crystals and Beads.”  

She wasn’t planning on buying anything, but she was instantly drawn to a sparkling display of 

whimsical rings with bright-colored stones.  

Her eyes immediately honed in on one particular ring with a large center stone she could not 

recognize.  It was a round oval and a color she had never seen before – a kaleidoscope of orange, 

golden yellow, and pink.    

“Why, it’s Tawny!” she declared, surprising both herself and the woman behind the counter.   

She knew she had to have it and hoped she could afford it.  

The woman, who was clearly the owner, smiled as she approached Tawny at the display.    

“I don’t know,” she said.  “It might be too joyful to be tawny, don’t you think?”    

She was going to say more, but her intuition told her not to.  Instead she retrieved the ring and 

held it out to Tawny to try on.  

Tawny looked at the price as she placed the ring on her finger.  It was at the upper limit of what 

she could afford, but it was doable.   

“With Joy I find my way,” Tawny announced with bravado.  She took the ring off, handed it back 

to the woman, and asked her to put it in a special box.  

“Would you like me to gift-wrap it for you?”  

“Absolutely!”  

As she was watched the woman wrap her ring, Tawny asked it how such a small town could 

sustain two jewelry shops, “And how on earth are you not competitive?”  

The woman explained, as if she’s had a lot of practice, that they were a husband and wife team 

and they cater to a different, and complimentary, clientele.    

“We weren’t married when we opened our stores,” she added nonchalantly.   

Tawny felt like there was a love story to be told, and she was just about to ask when the woman 

surprised her with an answer before she had a chance, “The Magic of the Island.”  

Her purchase complete, she carefully placed the gift-wrapped box in her bag and, as she left the 

shop, Tawny could feel its magic.  It was a bright beautiful day and she wasn’t sure if it was the 



magic of the island, or the magic of her ring, but something gave her the courage to face Hap and 

ask him what was going on.   

Without a moment’s hesitation she marched over to the dojo and made her way inside.  The light 

was dim, but she could make out the shadow of Hap sitting in the center of the dojo.  

She took off her shoes, as was custom, and hung up her coat and bag.  Her eyes had adjusted to 

the light by the time she turned around, and she was surprised to see Scarlett instead of Hap.  

Scarlett was surprised to see Tawny as well.  Blue brought her to the island to stay at Hap’s 

cottage, and take care of the dojo, when he picked Hap and Art up for their expedition.    

Tawny was perplexed.  She usually heard all the planes that flew in and out.  She had not heard 

one that could explain Scarlett’s recent arrival.    

It was clear she just finished doing some sort of ceremony; Tawny could smell the smoke.  There 

were all kinds of questions swimming around in her mind, but something about her demeanor 

cautioned her not to ask.  

Scarlett had been doing magic, and she was grateful that her ceremony was complete well before 

her uninvited guest arrived.  She was surprised to realize she was so eager to get started she 

forgot to lock the door.   

From the moment she set foot in the dojo she sensed a heaviness – and she knew she was just 

the person to clear it.  

While looking for the herbs she kept stored in the living quarters she found a ‘book box’ she 

created when she stayed there a long time ago.  Scarlett didn’t remember seeing it the last time 

she was there and had forgotten all about it.   

It held an old manuscript she had written in what felt like a lifetime ago, as well as one of her 

alltime favorite books, The Mayan Oracle: Return Path to the Stars. She thought about taking 

them back home with her, but she built a magic portal into the box to hold the deck of cards 

that went with the book, and…  

“Art needs to find my manuscript!”     

She cast a spell to make the box, as well as its contents, invisible until he was ready to find them 

at exactly the right time.  

She found the herbs she was looking for and began to make her way downstairs.  Scarlett paused 

at the bottom of the stairs when she picked up on Hap’s energy.  

He was keeping the dojo going, but he didn’t want to teach full time, and it wasn’t self-supporting.  

She knew Hap had the money and didn’t mind supporting it himself, but that wasn’t the way Sol 

would have wanted it.  It was really weighing on him.  



“Foresee the healing,” she implored.  Instantly she could see the space coming alive with new 

energy – and color, lots and lots of color. She knew the dojo would come to life in a way that 

would be magical, and it had something to do with Art.  

“The Wind of Change…” she called as she blew out the match she used to light the herbs and 

began.    

When Tawny arrived, she was sitting peacefully in the center of the dojo – the lingering scent of 

sage and sweet grass the only trace of magic.  

“Foresee the healing,” she said again in closing.    

This time she had a feeling it was about her.  

  

  



WOMEN’S HATS WITH RIBBONS  

“I didn’t mean to interrupt,” Tawny began as Scarlett glanced her way.  

“I was looking for Hap…obviously.”  

Scarlett was trying to get a read on Tawny’s energy.  She was clearly surprised to see her at the 

dojo when she was expecting to find Hap.  There was most definitely some underlying jealousy – 

or was it covetousness?  

It was a type of distortion she had not ever seen before.    

As she honed her vision she was startled by the realization that, while she could most definitely 

see jealousy radiating from Tawny, the distortion was coming from her.  

She still harbored some jealousy of her own.  

“Hap had a quick trip to make with Blue on short notice and Art went with them, so I’ve been 

keeping an eye on things.    

How are you?”  

“Is it okay if I sit down?” Tawny asked as she grabbed a mat and made her way to where Scarlett 

was sitting.  

Scarlett patted the floor next to her in welcome and waited for her to begin.  She suspected the 

magic she had done earlier was affecting them both.  

“I think I’m in love with Hap, I have no idea what’s going on, and it’s driving me crazy!”   

Though she was shocked when the words came tumbling out, as if by their own accord, Tawny 

heaved a sigh of relief as she shrugged her shoulders, “And there you have it.”  

Right then and there Scarlett saw Tawny in a whole new light.  The covetousness she felt was 

really a longing for love, and she knew instinctively there was nothing for her to be jealous about.    

She had a feeling the woman before her was destined to be with Hap and found herself instantly 

looking forward to a lasting friendship.  

“How about we Women Enjoy a Sacred Retreat?” Scarlett asked.  “The guys are going to be away 

for another night.  Why don’t you stay the night with me at Hap’s cottage?”  

Tawny was surprised by the offer.  She never really got along with other women and hadn’t ever 

had a close woman friend.  She was about to decline when something inside of her shifted, and 

the words seemed to come out on their own, “I’d love it.”  

They left the dojo together and walked to Tawny’s shop, so she could get her things.  She shared 

a bit of the history and exclaimed, “It’s a combination shop and home, and I absolutely love it.   

It’s perfect for me.”  

Scarlett was duly impressed with what she had done with the space.  



“It’s a Shop Filled with Magic Carpets,” she exclaimed.  

Tawny laughed and then told her the story about the woman with the magic pot.  

“I’ll just be a few minutes,” she said before making her way to the living area.  “Have a look around 

and make yourself comfortable.”   

Tawny was going to invite her in to her living space and offer her something to drink, but she 

could tell Scarlett was enthralled with everything in her shop, and she was delighted.  

When she returned she saw that Scarlett was holding a hat in her hand.  It was the first one she 

made, and Tawny watched as Scarlett tried it on.  It was perfect on her – stunning in its simplicity, 

and yet so elegant.  It was exactly the look she had been going for.  

“It’s beautiful on you,” she said as she made her presence known.  

When Scarlett turned around and stated with wonder, “Women’s Hats with Ribbons…” the bell 

made a sound Tawny never heard before.    

“Would you like to keep it?” Tawny offered.  

“It’s beautiful,” she said as she turned to look in the mirror again.  “Are you sure?”  

“I would love for you to have it,” Tawny answered, and she realized it was true.  “It’s the first 

one I made and, to be quite honest, I feel like you might be the first woman friend I have made 

– so it seems kind of fitting.”  

“I can’t believe I said that!” she exclaimed, eyes wide with surprise, “But it’s true.”  

“I feel exactly the same way and thank you for the hat!  It is beautiful, and it does look perfect on 

me, but now it has sentimental value too.”  

“Let me get you a hatbox,” Tawny said as she dashed off to her living quarters before Scarlett 

could reply.  

She wasn’t sure why, she could have just put it in a bag, but something told her it would make 

Esther happy.  

“Well done, my child, well done,” she whispered as Tawny grabbed the box the hat was in when 

she found it.  

“She’s going to be a great friend.  You will never regret your generosity.”  

A woman receives assurance, Tawny thought to herself.  She was smiling from ear to ear as she 

walked back to her shop.  

 Scarlett turned when she heard her, and it looked as though she had been crying.  

“Where did you get this?” Scarlett asked as she held up a beautiful lace decorative scarf.  

Tawny didn’t know what to say.  She had never seen it before and could tell just by looking it 

wasn’t something one of her customers left behind.  She didn’t know what to say.  



Her look must have said enough though, because Scarlett continued, “It’s almost identical to a 

scarf Blue gave me a long time ago when we were in Paris, except it doesn’t have the stitching 

that says it’s a souvenir.”  

She laughed at the last, but the smile didn’t reach her eyes.  

“Do you still have it?”  

“I do, but…”    

Tawny could tell her new friend didn’t know what to say, so she spoke first, “Something tells me 

that scarf was left behind by the same woman that left the hats, and I’m quite certain she wants 

you to have it.”  

“Really?” Scarlett asked.  

“There is not a doubt in my mind,” Tawny answered as she took the scarf and packed it with the 

hat in the hatbox before handing it to Scarlett.   

“Ready to go?”  

  

  



THE PAST IS CALLED TO LIGHT  

 “It feels so good to let everything out.  I had no idea I was holding all of this angst inside of me,” 

Tawny stated.  As they made their way to Hap’s cottage Tawny opened up – sharing her feelings 

about leaving her old life and building life anew on Easter Island.  

Scarlett was a very good listening, and she didn’t say a word as Tawny shared her fears and 

insecurities, patterns of behavior she was starting to recognize, and her growing feelings toward 

Hap.  

A woman awakened to romance, she thought to herself as she continued to listen in silence, even 

as they arrived at the cottage and she went about making tea.  She interrupted only once to find 

out if Tawny was hungry, and then proceeded to fix some snacks to go with their tea.  

“Woe is released,” Scarlett said, in Russian, when Tawny seemed to have emptied herself out.  

Tawny looked at her curiously, but she didn’t have the energy to ask for an interpretation.  She 

excused herself to use the restroom and Scarlett finished setting the table.  

“You know Scarlett, there’s something else I need to share.”   

Scarlett felt a moment of dread as some of her old wounds surfaced.  Her voice was like a salve 

and, as soon as Tawny began her story, they received the medicine they needed to heal for good.  

Over tea, Tawny related the story about the night Hap stopped by when she was in her ‘sloppy 

clothes with no make-up’ dancing around her living room.  Scarlett could see it, and she got the 

distinct impression that was exactly when Hap realized he was in love.  

When she got to the part about Hap’s comment on her shoes, which lead her to share the story 

of her encounter with Blue, Scarlett was filled with a deep sense of peace.  

“The past is called to light,” she whispered.  

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt, but I’ve always wondered what it was that brought him 

back and, in the back of my mind, I also wondered about your relationship.  

I didn’t realize you had such an integral role in bringing us back together.  Thank you, so much – 

and thank you even more for sharing.”  

While hearing the story healed her own wounds, Scarlett knew that listening to it when he felt 

vulnerable would have opened old wounds in Hap.  

When she shared as much, Tawny smiled.  “So, you don’t think it had anything to do with what I 

looked like, or that I was dancing, or…”  

Scarlett held up her hand to silence here. “I can assure you it does not – and while this is Not a 

competition, I definitely have you beat.”  

This piqued Tawny’s curiosity and interrupted her ranting, which was Scarlett’s intention.  



“Really?”  

“Yep.  Blue caught me dancing around with his photo – in my pajamas.”  

“OMG!  He actually caught you dancing with his photo?”  

Scarlett nodded.  “Not only that.  I was talking to it, dancing around with it, and then…I kissed it.”  

“He caught you kissing his photo?” Tawny asked with disbelief.  “As in the actual act of kissing his 

photo?”  

“Yep, and I didn’t just kiss it once.  

“And you’re married now…”  

Scarlett raised her eyebrow and gave Tawny a look that said it all.  

  

  



TWO LOVERS COMMUNICATE IN SILENCE  

“I want what you and Blue have, but I guess Buddy will just have to do for now.  I didn’t know 

what I was going to do with myself today, with him being at the vet overnight.    

Thank you for inviting me over.  This has been a real treat – a sacred retreat.”  

“It’s my pleasure, Tawny.  Truly.”  And it was.  When Scarlett uttered the words, ‘Foresee the 

healing,’ she had no idea the scope of the healing she would see.  

They were sitting on the porch after dinner and Tawny shared how challenging she was finding it 

to learn Russian.  

“Have you considered training Buddy in Russian?” Scarlett asked.    

“I used it with Fluffy, and it worked like a charm.  He would never ‘heel’ in English, but when I 

started using Russian he heeled right away – and ‘Nyet’, the Russian word for ‘No’ worked 

wonders.”   

Scarlett laughed as she shared the story of the first time she was able to eat a meal in peace.  

“I remember when I first started learning.  It was frustrating, and I thought I would never learn, 

but then I found ways to make it fun.”  

“Why would you need to learn to speak Russian?” Tawny inquired.  

Scarlett looked at her curiously.  She could see that her question was sincere and couldn’t believe 

Tawny didn’t know.  She continued to share her experience, without responding to the question, 

“Russian has become the Language of Love to me.  

I used to sing ‘I love you’ to Blue repeatedly because they were the only words I knew by heart – 

and Songs of Love Come from the Heart, you know!  

It was exciting every time I was able to add another phrase.  I can still recall the elation I felt when 

I actually knew enough words to come up with a whole little ditty.” Scarlett laughed as she took 

a sip of her tea.  

“I sing to him every night – and I write him a love letter every day.  

We have our own language, but we primarily speak Russian now.”  

Tawny didn’t know what to say.  Blue spoke English so well she had no idea he preferred Russian.  

She felt like there might be a story there, but it didn’t seem right to pry.  

She was beginning to see how she could have fun with her own lessons as well.  She hadn’t 

thought about singing, and using Russian with Buddy was a brilliant idea.  

“I still miss my other dog, you know.  I’m so happy to have Buddy, but it has been So hard not to 

know what happened with Rover after I had to leave him behind.  



Blue said he would that he has a good home, and I trust him – but the not knowing…”  

Scarlett didn’t mean to, exactly, but she found herself sending images to Blue…  

Blue was listening to Hap as he started picking up on the images, as well as Tawny’s grief.  

He held up a hand to let his friend know he needed to pause, looked at his watch, noted the time, 

and went into the zone.  

“A man of communication in two spheres,” Hap said under his breath.  

It wasn’t long before Blue received a notification on his phone.  

Hap sat back and watched with wonder.  How did he even have reception?   

Blue smiled as he opened the e-mail and downloaded the image.  When he forwarded the image 

to Scarlett his smile was bright enough to light the campsite.  

He handed his phone to Hap and shared the story.  

Scarlett wasn’t expecting to hear from Blue until the following morning and was startled to hear 

the message indicator on her phone.     

She was filled with wonder as she opened the attached image.  It was a picture of a little boy on 

a blanket at a park she knew well when she lived in Idaho.  

He was kneeling beside a beautiful black dog with a bright green scarf.   He was holding a leash 

in one hand, and his other arm was around the dog in a hug.  

Scarlett knew the little boy – and his story, and her eyes filled with tears as she handed the phone 

to Tawny.  

Tawny couldn’t believe her eyes.  

“It’s Rover!” she exclaimed.  

“I can’t share the story right now,” Scarlett began, “but you should know that dog means the 

world to that little boy right now…  

…he couldn’t have a better home.”  

“But how…?”  

“Telepathic Messages,” Scarlett replied.  “Like I said, we speak our own language.”  

    

  



PART II  

The Magic of the Island  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
  



THE FIELD OF GRACE  

“A boat with a glass bottom shows underwater wonders, but this…” Art began.  “It’s like being 

one with the ocean.”  

“Spirit of the ocean enchants,” Blue observed.  

They fell into a comfortable silence as they made their way home and, rather than discuss their 

plans out loud, Blue sent Hap images of how things were going to play out.  

He and Scarlett will re-tune the symbols, calibrate, and synch them with the codes in the crystal 

skulls.  Blue will transmit the symbols to Hap as they go along.   

When they found the stone tablets and Blue asked him if he could read them, Hap suspected he 

had something in mind.  He did not, however, have any idea the scope of the project Blue 

conceived.  

Hap has a gift and Blue tasked him with carving the symbols in stone once they are a vibrational 

match to the original Legend of the Three.  It was brilliant, and he was chomping at the bit to get 

started.  

When Blue indicated he would be taking the crystal skulls with him, Hap was disappointed, but 

he understood.  He wasn’t sure why, but it felt like his soul needed to spend some time with 

them.  

He thought it might have something to do with The Curse.  

Blue must have read his mind, because he transmitted an image that made his heart happy.  Hap 

would be placing the crystal skulls in their final resting place.  He didn’t need an image to know 

exactly where that would be.  

In the meantime, Hap will keep the original Legend of the Three in a special room built into the 

underground hangar where they will be safe, and he can use them for comparison to ensure they 

are a vibrational match.    

Blue will see to it that compatible stone tablets, onto which he will carve the new symbols, are 

promptly delivered to the underground hangar.  

He also warned Hap that the energy is going to be more intense than anything he could imagine 

this go-around and suggested he might want to have Art move into the dojo.  

Hap agreed.    

As they continued to make their way home, Blue did his best to explain what was and had been 

going on to Art, who seemed overwhelmed by the magnitude of their journey, the discoveries 

they made, and, well…everything.  

“The symbols carried a code that was designed to work in conjunction with the crystals, but on 

its own – shifting and evolving in alignment with nature, fueled by the power of love.    



When the evil wizards distorted the energy, the code stagnated. That’s why we got stuck in a 

loop, and that’s why they kept doing the same thing over and over again, with no creativity.  

I always wondered, and now I know, why they never changed anything.  

Because the skulls were sealed, they couldn’t.  Even though they had the 13th skull, which held 

the code, they couldn’t do anything to change them.  

We were able to change the symbols, which are the essence of the code, gradually with our 

intuition, faith, and love – as well as the tools that have been handed down to us.  That’s a miracle 

in and of itself.  

To be honest, I still don’t know how that worked with the new knowledge that is coming through 

because of our find.  Knowledge of the world – a world completely different than the one we 

found ourselves in today.  

But that is all going to change.  

As Scarlett and I re-tune the symbols and your uncle carves them into stone, everyone on the 

planet is going to have everything inside of them that is not in alignment with the frequencies of 

the enlightened symbols brought to the surface.  

Since you are familiar with the symbols you will probably notice their influence on people around 

you that seem to be undergoing healing ‘transformations.’ You will likely recognize the new 

symbols and ‘see’ how they are being woven into the stories of our lives.  

“I feel like some of them have already changed,” Art stated.  

“Indeed,” Blue replied, as Art’s words rang true.  “Since you know what they are, and clearly have 

a strong sense of them, you will see how they have always been in play without anyone the 

wiser.”  

“I’m sure glad we don’t have to live in the world the evil wizards created with the old symbols.  I 

read some of them, and they were downright scary.”   

“True that,” Blue agreed. “It should be interesting to see how the changes play out on the global 

stage.    

Easter Island has already gone through a transformative process without ‘politics,’ and the 

media influence, so it should actually be a wonder-filled experience for the islanders – and for 

you to be able to witness it as it happens.”  

“I’m sure glad we don’t have cable, especially the news” Art said.  “I’ve always felt like it wasn’t 

real – like there was some kind of hidden agenda.”  

He could see how unseen energy fueled by technology might have been used in a manner that 

didn’t bear thought.  



Once again, he decided not to try to block the image and instead closed his eyes and allowed it 

to fully form.  It was like a dark cloud, or no…a sinister netting had enveloped the circumference 

of the planet like some kind of false matrix.  

It almost made him sick, but he continued to let the image take shape.    

When it was complete, it looked like a web.  He thought about trying to put something in the 

center and blasting the whole thing to smithereens, but his inner compass told him violence 

wasn’t the answer.  

“Web of magic,” he began, “web of dreams; lovingly spun with protective seams; wash away the 

darkness, replace it with light…”  

Art repeated the chant a few times, but it didn’t feel right.  He opened his eyes to see if Blue and 

Hap were paying any attention to him.  He was grateful to realize they were deep in conversation 

and most likely couldn’t hear him.  

He closed his eyes, returned to his vison, and when he saw a Circle of Blue, he began to sing, 

“Circle of love, circle of light; cast out the evil that you can’t make right; don’t ask any questions, 

or stop and wonder why; just cast the evil out, it’s do or die…”  

He watched as Rings of Wings emerged and circled the perimeter of the sinister matrix.  Once 

they surrounded the circumference they dropped a netting of their own, and it was so white it 

was blue.  

Art was filled with a sense of all-encompassing peace as he watched the darkness dissolve into 

the light.  “The Field of Grace,” he uttered and then fell into a deep and restorative sleep.   

He slept the rest of the way home.  

  



NEW OPPORTUNITIES FOR EXPERIENCES ARISE  

Blue and Hap had been deep in discussion while Art had his vision and did his own style of magic, 

but they were also fully aware of what he was doing.  

“Do you think he has any idea how gifted he is?”  Hap asked after he was sure Art was sound 

asleep.  

“Not yet, but he will in time,” Blue answered honestly.  

“He’s an enlightened soul and will be deeply affected by the changes to the symbols.  He is 

probably going to recognize them in play as they are woven into the ‘Fabric of the Cosmos,’ as he 

likes to say.  

I wouldn’t be surprised if he has an intense spiritual awakening and discovers the Path to 

Enlightenment, to be quite honest. Scarlett feels the same and she’s hoping he’ll write a book 

about it.    

She left her manuscript behind for him to find.  With his knowledge of physics, she believes he’s 

likely to be inspired to use string theory to tie everything together and bring the material to light 

in a whole new way.    

At the time Scarlett completed the manuscript humanity wasn’t ready for the information she 

had to share, and she feared persecution.   

Rightly so.  

But now, as Hidden Truths Become Clear and people become better informed, physical 

enlightenment will be crucial.  It is time mankind reaches a new era of spiritual awareness, and 

we both feel Art is destined to write the book Scarlett intended.   

She’s having too much fun with her stories to go back to writing about ‘fitness’ now.    

A Woman Inspired…” Blue said and trailed off, which was quite unusual for him.  

Hap started to pick up on his vision, and quickly realized it was personal.    

Very personal.  

Hap turned his thoughts to his nephew, and Blue’s suggestion that he move into the dojo.  Art is 

clearly taken with the philosophy of judo, and he practices calligraphy daily.    

He’s not interested in the ‘contact’ physical aspect of judo, but he enjoys Hap’s classes, and he’s 

been starting to do some solo sessions of his own that remind him a lot of what Scarlett does.  

“Moving into the dojo will be perfect on so many levels,” Hap said aloud, and as he did he realized 

the words rang true.  



When they reached the underground hangar, they let Art sleep while they unpacked everything 

and carefully placed the stone tablets in the hidden room that Hap built into the hangar for 

safekeeping.  

Even though he knew it was going to happen, Hap was disappointed when Blue took the trunk 

with the crystal skulls; he really wanted to spend time with them.  

“You’ll be able to spend time with them before you take them to their final location,” Blue 

reminded him.  “They are going to be staying on the island you know.”  

Hap did know, but, as soon as Blue said it, he gained a deeper understanding of the way things 

were going to play out.  

“The Lion Gate Controls Access to The Arena,” he said as realization dawned.  

“You got it!”  

Art stirred as Blue got back in the craft, and he saw Hap standing up when turned he turned to 

go back to sleep.  It took but a moment for him to realize they were home.  

“Really?  I did it again?  I slept all the way here?”  

“Lucky you,” Blue said with a smile, and it made him feel better.  Art looked up to him and wanted 

his approval in a way that was almost fraternal.  

As they made their way to the cottage Hap pondered when and how he would suggest his nephew 

move into the dojo.  He was considering a variety of options, and then figured, why wait?   

“How would you feel about moving into the dojo?” “Really?” 

Art was clearly overjoyed.  

Hap was glad he hadn’t waited, “New Opportunities for Experience Arise.”  

  

  



ON THE SHIP, SAILORS RAISE A NEW FLAG  

Tawny was caught off guard when she returned home after her visit with Scarlett to find a 

message from Doc Martin, the island veterinarian, on her answering machine.  Buddy needed 

minor surgery.  

As requested, she called him back right away and told him to go ahead with the surgery.    

Doc explained he understood she only recently received the dog from Hap and was aware of the 

back-story before offering to take care of everything pro-bono, which was a huge relief on the 

financial front.  

And then he let her know he would like to keep Buddy in his care for at least a week.  

She gave her consent, thanked him for everything, hung up the phone, grabbed a box of Kleenex, 

climbed up the stairs and crawled into bed fully clothed.    

She really needed to have a good long cry.  

Before she came to Easter Island Tawny taught chemistry at Art’s high school in Idaho.  Faced 

with a life or death situation, she left so suddenly she didn’t have time to grieve the life she left 

behind.    

Tawny did what had to be done.  

It was what she had been doing her whole life.    

“And it’s all coming out now,” she said as she got up for more Kleenex.  

It was the oddest thing, she suddenly realized.  As different emotions from various phases of her 

life came to the surface the chemical composition of her tears changed.  

She remembered former teacher stating, “The tears one cries when chopping an onion have an 

entirely different composition than the tears one cries at a funeral.”  

Tawny thought about what Scarlett said when she shared a story about one of her former clients.  

It was as if she were describing me, Tawny thought at the time. ‘…a heavily left-brain analytical 

person who solved problems by attacking them logically, breaking them down to their component 

parts and seeing the solutions that reason provides.’   

“It worked well for her too.” Tawny remembered. “Until it didn’t…”  

In the case of Scarlett’s client, she found that emotional and psychological issues were at the core 

of her physical problems.  Scarlett taught her to listen to intuition and let her body and emotions 

speak to her conscious mind.    

‘She realized her body had been trying to talk to her for a while.  She tried to listen, but she used 

the logical, rational filter for listening that she was most accustomed to.  When she learned to tap 

into her intuitive sense, it was nothing short of magical.    



Mari…,’ Scarlett began, catching herself before she used her clients name.  ‘When speaking of 

our work together she said the piece that she valued the most was my focus on honesty.     

I explained that being honest with herself about how she feels ranges from such everyday things 

as not responding habitually to the polite ‘How are you today?’ – to giving herself permission to 

fully feel contrary emotions when someone says something she doesn’t agree with.  

She began to see that she could respond from those true feelings and say what she felt, instead 

of going along with what others said out of a distorted sense of duty.  It was an old pattern that 

eventually began to manifest as physical dis-ease.    

Her primary focus was on the analytical, which she viewed as the "real" self.  She didn't exactly 

devalue her body or emotions but viewed them as something that should get only the attention 

necessary to keep them from causing trouble.’  

Tawny felt like she was in a world of trouble right now.    

She remembered the title of a book she had seen at the bookstore the last time she was there:  

Feelings Buried Alive Never Die.  

She picked it up and had to put it down quickly.    

It was as if it had scorched her hand.   

“Our feelings are our friends,” Tawny stated aloud as she remembered the end of Scarlett’s story.  

‘She had to learn to captain the ship of her body and emotions.  In the end, she said the payoff in 

being able to trust herself had given her more power than she could have imagined.   

You know what she said?  

She said she felt like A Woman Filled with Her Own Spirit!’   

The image of a ship came to Tawny and, as the image grew, she could see herself in all the roles 

she played throughout her life made up the crew. As she looked at each one, they waved in 

acknowledgment – apparently happy to be seen.  

Tears rolled down her face and she watched with wonder as they gathered together to take down 

a tattered looking flag.  They worked as a team to raise a new flag that was alive with vibrant 

colors – and a tawny colored topaz in the center.  

“My ring!”   

The symbol in the center of the flag was exactly the color of the stone in the ring she bought for 

herself right before unexpectedly running into Scarlett.  She took it out of her bag when she 

packed what she needed for her impromptu retreat with Scarlett and proceeded to forget all 

about.    

She retrieved the box and returned to the comfort of her cozy bed.   



Tawny was so happy she had it gift wrapped.  She was filled with an emotion she couldn’t name 

as she carefully unwrapped her gift to herself – a reverence for life, maybe?    

“A reverence for myself.”  

As she took the ring out of the box and put it on her finger she made a commitment to herself, 

her feelings, her intuition, her life, all life – and to Magic!  

“On the ship, sailors raise a new flag…”    

As soon as she said the words, she knew what she had to do.    

Tawny went to her shop, found fabric and materials the color and essence of her vision, and made 

herself a flag.  She created a center to match her ‘tawny topaz,’ as she had come to think of it, 

and embroidered the words “Shop Filled with Magic Carpets.”    

It was stunning.  

Tawny easily and effortlessly found tools and everything else she needed to hang her new flag in 

the window of her shop.  Not for a moment did she wonder where they came from, or how she 

knew where to look – she knew it was Magic!   

She made her way outside to see how it looked and was awestruck.  

With a bravado she had never felt before, Tawny declared, “On the Ship, Sailors Raise a New 

Flag!”  

She felt an energy she couldn’t describe, and, for a moment, Tawny thought she might lose her 

balance.  The way the sunlight caught the flag it started to reflect fractals of light that were hitting 

her in such a way that she felt herself coming together.  

“On the Ship, Sailors Raise a New Flag – and I am A Woman Filled with Her Own Spirit!”  

  

  



A MAN HOLDING A LIGHTED CANDLE IN A DEVOTIONAL RITE SERVES 

THE HOLY GOAL  

As he helped Art move into the dojo, Hap realized how much he has come to appreciate the 

relationship he shares with his nephew.  It’s not like he’ll be far away, but he’s going to miss 

having him around.     

They worked in a companionable silence and it didn’t take long for them to unpack everything.  

Hap was grateful Art didn’t mind him staying behind when he went back to the house to get the 

rest of his things.    

He was feeling sentimental and wanted to spend some time alone in the dojo.  

‘Scarlett did some magic while she was here,’ he realized.  He could feel the wind of change.  

“The energy is changing – and it needed to change,” he acknowledged.    

He was trying to remember something Sol said to Scarlett when she was here for a short stay.  

What was it?  It was a simple affirmation that served her well.  

“Make the unknown know and learn to flow with the changes.”    

Hap looked around for the source of the voice, but he was alone in the studio.  It sounded just 

like Sol, and it was as if Sol he had whispered directly in his ear.  

“It’s not just about Art moving into the dojo...” True.  

Hap wasn’t sure if he was imaging Sol’s voice or not, but he had to be honest with himself about 

that.  Having Art around gave him a distraction.  Now he was going to have to face his fears 

regarding Tawny and their budding relationship.  

“Love is the answer.  Love in bloom.”  

Okay that was downright spooky.  He knew the island had its share of benevolent spirits, what 

with St. Nikolaos and all, but was Sol really here?  

He had just been thinking about his ‘budding’ relationship with Tawny and then a voice that 

sounded a lot like Sol says, ‘Love in Bloom.’ “Can you read my mind?” Hap asked.  

He wasn’t sure if he really expected an answer or not.  When it came, he had no doubt it was Sol.  

“I always could,” he said.  His words were followed by his special laugh, which gradually faded in 

such a way Hap could tell he left the building – at least for now.  

He realized he needed to do something to center himself.  “I need to walk the wheel.”  

Hap was chagrined it had been so long since the last time he ‘walked’ the wheel of life as a 

devotional rite he needed to speak the words aloud to remember how his ritual went.    



He closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and began, “The wheel of life: magic; wonder; joy; and 

the truth; with love in the center of everything.”  

Just saying the words had an immediate effect and they felt stronger somehow.  His eyes opened 

in surprise as he realized why.  The west!  It used to be ‘trust.’  ‘Trust’ had changed to ‘Truth!’  

“With love in the center of everything,” Hap said and, for the first time ever, he realized he Is the 

love in the center of everything.    

He usually gathered symbols to place in each direction of the wheel before circling to the center, 

but it didn’t feel like he had time to set everything up before Art returned.  He set a pillow in the 

center and formed an imaginary circle on his way ‘out.’    

“A man holding a lighted candle in a devotional rite serves the holy goal,” he declared.  “A candle 

will do quite nicely!”   Hap selected a candle, placed it in his favorite holder, and grabbed a pack 

of matches.    

He was ready to begin.    

“May this light bring comfort, joy, and peace,” he invoked as he struck a match, lit the candle, 

and made his way north.  

“I honor the North, land of the wind of change, with Magic,” Hap began.  He paused in 

reverence and quiet contemplation before continuing to each of the four directions.  “I honor 

the East, land of the rising sun, with Wonder; I honor the West, land of the setting sun, with the 

Truth.”  

When he arrived at the center, he sat on the pillow and immediately began to cry.  He allowed 

his tears to flow and began to chant, “Perfect love cast out fear – Truth’s embrace hold me 

near...” He continued to chant the words over and over until he fell silent of his own accord.  

Art hadn’t returned by the time he left, and Hap couldn’t remember if he locked the door, which 

was so unlike him. He went back to check and, just as he thought, found the door locked.  

He was about to curse himself when something caught his eyes.  It was a vibrant blue pasque 

flower, and it reminded him of ‘Batman Begins’ when Christian Bale, as Bruce Wayne before he 

was Batman, had to carry a flower just like it up an arduous snow-covered mountain.    

The movie seemed to fast-forward in his mind until it reached the scene where he realized he 

had to face his greatest fear – bats.  In particular, the bats that terrified him when he was a child 

and had fallen down a well on the family property.  

He found the well, climbed over the edge, and repelled down to the location where he 

remembered landing as a child.  When he saw the opening the bats came through, he bravely 

entered the abyss.    



‘That’s actually how he found the bat cave,’ Hap remembered.  He was knocked over when 

hundreds of bats appeared screeching out of nowhere, but he stood up and allowed himself to 

be surrounded.    

“He faced his greatest fear, and he became Batman.”  In a symbolic gesture Hap picked the flower 

and decided to a climb a snow-covered mountain of his own.  

  

  



LOVE IN BLOOM  

“Look for answers in simple everyday situations.”  It was Esther.   

Tawny was happy singing one moment, and then started having doubts about everything the 

next.  “Look for answers in simple everyday situations,” she repeated.  

Ever since her visit with Scarlett, Tawny started thinking of Russian as the ‘Language of Love,’ and 

while she couldn’t sing songs of love to Hap just yet, she was having a lot of fun singing amusing 

ditties to herself and Buddy.  

As Scarlett suggested, she also starting using Russian dog commands, and it appears Russian is 

Buddy’s native language.  He knew all the commands right away, and she could swear that when 

she says a word incorrectly he tilts his head as if to let her know.  

Tawny had happy memories of singing the “Element Song” when she was in school learning 

chemistry, and while it’s different than learning a language with the words constantly changing, 

she’s been having a lot of fun making up things as she goes along.    

She couldn’t remember if she ever had so much fun being whimsical, or if she was ever allowed, 

or allowed herself to be whimsical.  She couldn’t remember ever really ‘letting her hair down’ 

until the night Hap showed up to find her dancing and singing with wild abandon.  

And that’s where her thoughts had taken her when Esther spoke up, she was wondering what 

was going on with Hap.    

“Look for answers in simple everyday situations,” she reminded herself again.  

They talk about the ‘Magic of the Island,’ and Tawny sensed something magical happening inside 

of her.  It feels like some kind of inner strength is developing as she learns to make new sounds, 

and it’s spilling over into her everyday life.  

She thought about the concept of ‘string theory,’ and it occurred to her our connective tissue 

does liken us to a musical instrument.    

“Maybe I’m being restored with harmonic frequencies?”  

This morning she had been practicing the letter T, as she was making her tea, and all of a sudden 

she discovered an easy way to remember the difference between the two languages, “and now 

we are going to learn the letter Tt = te which is a combination of tea and tay,” she said in her 

most proper ‘teacher voice.’  

She laughed at herself, and began to sing the silly song she made up, “Tea for You, Tay for me…”  

When she saw Buddy at the door, she asked him, in Russian, if he wanted to go climb a mountain.  

He did a little dance, and that was her answer.  They had their own language too, she realized.  



They began their walk toward the mountain in comfortable silence, and Tawny started thinking 

about Hap again.  She replayed the night he came over when she was dancing.  Something 

seemed to change that night, and she didn’t know what it was.  

“What changed?” she wondered aloud, as if someone could hear her.  

“Wisdom is always available to the seeker,” she heard Esther say.  

Buddy started pulling on the leash and she picked up her pace. “You’re like a personal trainer, 

Buddy.  You are getting me in my best shape ever.”  

Buddy.  Hap gave her Buddy.  He certainly wouldn’t have done something like that if he didn’t 

like her, right?  And Scarlett assured her over and over it wasn’t about anything she did.  

Her mind was starting to loop, so she began the chant Scarlett shared for just such an occasion, 

“Perfect love cast out fear. Truth’s embrace holds me near...”    

When Buddy started to tug on the leash again, she removed it and then watched as he ran to the 

top of his favorite mountain.  

That’s odd, she thought. It’s like he’s picked up a scent or something.  

Tawny could tell he was happy about whatever it was, so she didn’t worry about trying to catch 

up.  She picked up her pace and timed her steps to go with the chant.    

She felt invigorated as she reached the peak and saw Buddy sitting at the center.  He appeared 

to be waiting for her.  

As she approached him, Buddy looked at the ground.  Tawny followed his gaze and could not 

believe her eyes.  Right in front of him there was a beautiful purple flower lying on top of the 

snow.  

“Thanks, Buddy,” she said, offering him a treat as she knelt to pick up the flower.    

It touched her heart in a way she could not comprehend.  She studied it with reverence and, much 

like Hap had carrying it up the mountain, carefully carried it all the way home.  

Tawny found a small glass vase the other day.  It that was very old and elegant in its simplicity.  

She knew it had once belonged to Esther and hoped she would soon be able to use it.  

She filled the vase with water from the kitchen sink and wasn’t surprised to hear Esther speak. “I 

always loved that vase.  You know what putting a flower in that vase always symbolized to me?”   

Tawny waited for her to continue, but she didn’t.    

‘Wisdom is always available to the seeker,’ she reminded herself.  

The answer came to her, “Love in Bloom.”  “Love 

in Bloom,” Esther agreed.  



THE MIND OF HEALTHY YOUTH GOES INTO THE CONSCIOUSNESS OF A 

MATURE THINKER  

On the day he helped Art move into the dojo, his uncle surprised him by letting him know he 

understood he didn’t have the ‘judo gene’ – and that he was in no way disappointed in him.    

“I want what you have Uncle Hap, but I suspect it has taken most of your lifetime.”  Art said at 

the time.  

“You and everyone else,” Hap joked.  

That gave Art an idea.  What if he could come up with something of his own?  

He’s thrilled about being in the dojo, inspired by the philosophy of judo, and really enjoys the 

calligraphy.  In fact, the calligraphy has become a daily practice.  

“Art inspires!”    

As he unpacked his last box he realized Easter Island was starting to feel like home.  It was the 

box that held Bear and he didn’t hesitate – he lovingly placed him on the shelf above his desk.  

He left the nightstands Hap brought to the cottage when he made up his room thinking he would 

honor tradition and make his own while he was living at the dojo.   

“Nice thought in theory, but what am I going to do for now?”    

He remembered one of the crates his uncle said Scarlett made while she was here and realized it 

would look nice by his bed.    

“Maybe it will bring some magic to my dreams,” he mused aloud as he carried the crate to his 

bedroom.  As he set it down on the side of his bed a book he hadn’t noticed fell to the floor.  

When he picked it up he realized it wasn’t a book at all.  “A manuscript?  

Scarlett was working on a book while she was staying here?”  

He flipped through the pages and realized he would need to set aside concentrated time to read 

everything; there were a lot of notes in the margins, and she had done a lot of editing between 

the lines.  

One paragraph, in a chapter titled, Svadhisthana Understood, jumped out at him:  

It is not about conquering the Natural Instinct of fear – that serves a purpose.  We need our 

fear instinct.  It is about conquering the pervasive fear that invaded the collective and 

individual psyche when the Evil Wizards began distorting energy.  

There were some other notes she wrote off to the side:  

 in such a way that it created disharmony in the second chakra.  



Fear and the wall of reason blocked development beyond the second chakra for many – and 

the third for most.  

His mind did some calculations so quickly he didn’t know what hit him.  

Art suddenly saw String Theory in a whole new light.    

“The greatest minds in physics established that we live in a ‘Braneword’ but, with all their 

intellectual reasoning, they have only been able to identify four branes.  

1 Brane; 2 Brane; 3 Brane; P Brane,” he laughed as he counted with his fingers and said it aloud.    

“That sounds like something Dr. Seuss would write, not a brilliant physicist.      

And then there’s the higher dimensional component they cannot identify.”   Something 

about that made him sad, but then he saw the light.  Literally.  

In their black and white world, the most brilliant minds in physics could not identify or measure 

spirit.    

“The soul manifests itself in form…”   

“Light in many colors!” Art exclaimed as he remembered Ash telling him he was the light – ‘the 

light in many colors.’    

“And it’s right in front of them – the speed of light.”  

He got up to retrieve his well-read copy of The Elegant Universe, by Brian Greene hoping to 

confirm what he was thinking.  

“Important excerpts from books can bring messages,” he said as an invocation.  It worked.  He 

opened the book to page 94, and found exactly what he was looking for:  

For electromagnetic waves in the visible part of the spectrum, an increase in frequency 

corresponds to a change in color from red to orange to yellow to green to blue to indigo and 

finally to violet.  

The same colors, in the same order, as our chakras - our bodies primary energy centers.  

“OMG! We really are the Pot of Gold at The End of the Rainbow!  For Real!!!  

Light in many colors!  

He closed his book and set it down.  

 Art felt the urge to dance and sing.   

“I’m a Rainbow, a Rainbow no doubt…  

…I’m not Black and White when my color comes out…”  

  



ENSLAVEMENT ENDS  

Tawny paused as she reached to open the door of the dojo.  She could see Art through the 

window.  He was dancing and singing with wild abandon.  

It was charming – and she was enchanted.  Tawny didn’t mean to spy, but she didn’t want to 

interrupt.  There was something…  

“Oh My Gosh!”  She exclaimed.  It suddenly occurred to her what she must have looked like to 

Hap when he showed up and caught her dancing.    

Maybe when he told her she looked like a young girl it really was a compliment.  

Tawny wasn’t sure how long she had been standing there when Art caught sight of her.  She 

smiled as she pulled herself together and opened the door as if she had just arrived.  

She could tell Art felt a little awkward and couldn’t help but realize how ridiculous we are in 

thinking we must look and act a certain way.  

Tawny knew Art had been doing a lot of calligraphy and, when she was ordering supplies for her 

shop, found a book of fine linen paper bound in a fabric covered book that she thought would be 

the perfect house-warming gift for him.  

She could tell by the look on his face she was right.  

“This is great, Tawny.”  

He started to reach out to hug her but stopped.  “I need to take a shower and change my clothes 

before I give you a hug but thank you.”    

“I was hoping we could enjoy a visit.  Could I look at some of your calligraphy while you change?” 

“Make yourself at home,” he said as he handed her a stack of drawings before making his way to 

the living quarters upstairs.     

It was the perfect thing to say and the old Tawny wouldn’t have dared.  

“What is it about the magic of the island?”  

Her hand paused on one of Art’s drawing at the same time she spoke the thought aloud.  It was 

a large letter B, with a small letter z that appeared as it were coming out of the B.  

It intrigued her.  

When Art returned she held it up and asked, “What inspired you?” Art 

reached for the drawing and studied it before speaking.  

“This was right after I started doing calligraphy.  I remember my compass wouldn’t open and I 

realized I would have to use my own internal compass.”  

“Really?”   



Art was surprised at her tone.  She was clearly astonished – in a way that indicated he had said 

or done something brilliant.  

“Do you know that in physics the letter B is the symbol for Magnetic Field, and the letter Z is the 

symbol for Impedances?  Usually electrical impedances.”  

His eyes grew wide with wonder as he realized the implications of what she was saying.  

“I don’t mind telling you, Art, I have been trying really hard to understand how the external world 

steers us in the wrong direction.  When I looked at this drawing and related the ‘z’ to impedances 

and the ‘B’ to our magnetic field it occurred to me that electrical impedances interfere with a 

Compass, so it would make sense that electrical impedances could affect our own internal 

compass as well.  

I was just wondering what it was about ‘the Magic of the Island’ when I came to this drawing.    

There’s something about the frequencies here that seems to have restored me to my original 

nature.  It’s like without some kind of ‘electrical impedances’ that I was exposed to on the 

mainland I can be who I really am here.”  

Tawny shared her thoughts with Art as she continued to process them.    

Art was also doing some processing of his own.    

He was gaining a greater understanding of how the evil wizards played their game, and he was 

beginning to see how he could help people recover from their ‘injuries’ after the final round.    

“Remove the impedances and Enslavement Ends.    

Svadhisthana Understood.”  

Tawny wasn’t sure what Art was talking about, and she wasn’t sure he was either, but she knew 

that what he said was true.  She also knew that she wanted to continue their conversation, but 

she really needed to eat.  

“Can I fix you some lunch,” she offered.    

Art remembered the last meal Tawny had shared.  He didn’t hesitate, “That would be awesome!”  

As they made their way out the back door Art left a note for Hap before he remembered they 

don’t live together anymore.    

“Oh well,” he said as he picked up his keys and forgot to lock the door.  “Are 

you familiar with String Theory?”  

  



TWO CHARMING LOVERS  

Hap finished the book he was reading right before their journey to Syria and, as he closed the 

cover, he decided to give it to Art.  

The weather was nice, so he decided to walk to the dojo.  He was disappointed when he arrived 

to find Art wasn’t there – and surprised to find the door unlocked.  

There was a note that said he would be back in a few hours and, noting the time, Hap removed 

his shoes, entered the dojo, grabbed a mat, and assumed the lotus position.  

“Breathe deeply,” he prompted.  

As he began to do just that his thoughts turned to Blue, and what he said when they were in Syria.  

How the evil wizards corrupted the energy of the divine masculine and the divine feminine – and 

how he felt certain they wanted to make sure there would never be a Woman and a Ring of 

Magic.  

‘What is man without woman?’  Hap wondered.  

‘Hard without soft,’ he couldn’t help but think.  ‘Yang without Yin.  Hot without cold…’  

“That sounds a lot like hell.”  

He replayed the day he found the pasque flower and carried it up the snow-covered mountain 

and, as he did, Hap began to feel an energy unlike any he’s experienced before.    

“Kundalini is Growing...”   

His body was vibrating in a way he had never experienced before, and then images flashed 

before him like an unending slideshow of his life.   Hap played the role of observer and calmly 

watched it play out.  

“I’m ready,” he acknowledged. “I’m ready to make peace with the past.” “Relax 

in your essence of love,” Sol suggested.  

‘It’s the Legend of the Three,’ Hap realized.  

Before their find in Syria they thought the Legend of the Three had something to do with three 

people being needed to access and adjust the symbols.  

Their ancestors found a way to adjust the symbols and bring them to light.  They thought that 

would be the end of that, but it wasn’t so.  Not many years later, the three of them were called 

to Christmas island to re-tune them again and ‘bring them up to speed.’  

Hap and Blue thought that would be that, but Scarlett felt otherwise.  She was right.  There was 

a whole lot more to the story.  Hence, Olive, Art, and Indigo were brought to Christmas Island as 

well.  They anchored some changes and adjusted the tone, and…  



He remembered what Blue said to Art when they were at camp, “Think of what we did as a bridge 

from the old to the new.    

We have the ability through our bloodlines to tap into the station that controls the music, so to 

speak, and we were able to make some changes and raise the frequency.”  

More images flashed by.  This time it was images of the time he spent with Blue and Scarlett on 

Christmas Island.  

“A Woman and Two Men Abandoned the Evil.”  

When Hap explained to Art that Tawny sharing the story of her involvement bringing Blue and 

Scarlett back together upset him, his nephew said he was grateful there was never any kind of 

‘love triangle’ between himself, Olive, and Indigo.  

“Though I do believe the past is repeating itself with Olive and Indigo.” he added. “I’m just not in 

love with Olive.  

Were you really in love with Scarlett, Uncle Hap?” Had 

he been?   

Or was it something else?  

Scarlett used to talk about how she felt like people wanted her light.  How they would often 

consciously, or unconsciously, try to diminish or destroy it.  

He had to admit he recognized Scarlett’s light, and he wanted it – and Not in the same way Blue 

did.  

Maybe, on some level, the darkness within him felt that way about Tawny too.  

He didn’t realize it at the time, but Hap had been dancing with his own shadow.  When he saw 

Tawny dancing, he saw her light.  He wanted it, and it brought out the darkness within him.  

But what if it was more than that?  

What if it was love?  

He thought about the love Blue and Scarlett share.  “They really do belong together – Two 

Charming Lovers.”  

‘Two Hearts Cleansing Shadows,’ he remembered they used to say.  

While he knew it was painful for Scarlett and suspects it was painful for Blue as well, he couldn’t 

help but think their time apart was crucial.    

They each had healing to do on their own before they could come together in Sacred Union.  

He could see it all so clearly now and, while he had felt guilty ‘pulling away’ from Tawny, he had 

a feeling it was the healthy thing to do.  



Scarlett always said she knew the love she and Blue share would change the world – and she’s 

right. Now they are diamond light personified.  The two of them together literally cast a glow.  

“Two lovers creating magic indeed!”  

“And Crystal Magic at that,” he added as he remembered the skulls and the rest of Blue’s 

conversation, “Scarlett and I will re-tune the symbols and sync them with the code stored in the 

crystal skulls…”  

And he was tasked with carving them in stone to create a new ‘Legend of the Three!’   

“When we complete the transformation this time, they will be securely stored in in two separate 

locations.  No one with evil intent will ever be able to get near them again.”   

“It’s fitting.  Blue and Scarlett have always been magic together.” As Hap said the words aloud he 

realized he harbored none of the old resentment.    

The past was repeating itself, but this time it was different.  Hap used to feel like the odd man 

out and, having suffered similar feelings for so long, felt it was his lot in life.   

“It’s not true,” he stated aloud.   

“It never was,” Sol spoke gently.  “Discover a new sense of being, Hap.  It’s Time.”  Sol 

was right.    

Hap realized he was in love with Tawny.  Blue and Scarlett might be diamond light personified, 

but he and Tawny…  

“We can be golden!”  

“Well I’ll be!” he exclaimed. “I never thought it could happen to me.”  

He could hardly believe it when he heard the door and looked up to see Art walk in with Tawny 

in tow.  

He got up from the floor and was feeling quite giddy – it was something he hadn’t ever felt before, 

and he had no idea what to say.    

“How about a picnic?” Hap suggested by way of greeting.  

  

  



A MESSAGE IN A NUTSHELL  

It was the perfect day for a picnic.  They headed out on foot and stopped to grab a quilt from 

Tawny’s store before making their way to The Baker Down the Street.  

Hap called ahead and requested ‘Baker’s Choice.’  He let the Baker know it would be the three of 

them, they were going on a spur of the moment picnic, and they would be happy with whatever 

he selected.    

“You know, I don’t know the Baker’s name,” Tawny stated after Hap hung up.  

“No-one does,” Hap replied with an air of finality.  

“Really?” Art was intrigued.  

“Everyone knows him as the Baker, or the Baker Down the Street, and that’s the way he wants 

it.” “What about his wife?” Tawny inquired.  

Hap’s look said it all.  

“No!” she exclaimed. “The Baker’s Wife?”   

The answer was obvious and there was no time for further discussion as they reached the door 

to the bakery.  

They were pleasantly surprised to find all the makings they needed for their picnic packed in an 

old-fashioned picnic basket.    

“Wow! plates and everything – which is a very good thing, because not one of us had given that 

a thought.” Hap said as he handed Art the picnic basket and paid for their food.  

“I’ll want the basket back, of course,” the baker said as he offered Hap his change.  

Hap waved it away.  “We’ll see that you do.”   

“Thank you, Mr. Baker down the Street,” Tawny added.  

He tipped his hat in reply.  

They set up their picnic at the park on the grounds of the church, which was open to the public.  

The surroundings were beautiful, and it was a heart-warming experience for Art to see black and 

white children play happily together.    

“Joy permeates well-preserved parks,” he observed.  

“Parents love to watch their children play in the park,” Hap shared.  He understood where Art 

was coming from.  He could well remember the first time he saw black and white children 

happily play together.  



As they enjoyed their meal the conversation turned to their adventures learning the Russian 

language.  Hap was in rare form as he offered encouragement and shared some of his more 

humorous experiences.  

“I remember one time – I had just started feeling confident using the language and said something 

to make a point.    

Trying to add some humor to lighten things up, I followed with what I thought was ‘A message in 

a nutshell,’ but the guy looked at me strangely.  

I repeated it a few times and, when that didn’t work, I tried a couple other translations.  I felt sure 

I was getting it right, but it was apparent I was not.  I kept using more and more gestures to make 

my point – and I must have looked crazy.  

Eventually the guy shook his head and walked away.  

Turns out I was saying, “Message in the sushi.”   

Hap didn’t wait for a break in the laughter.  He continued to regale them with his story.  

“Further attempts included, ‘The message is dry,’ and ‘Communication to the surface.’  Oh – 

and when I was absolutely certain I had finally gotten it right?  

Turns out I was saying, ‘Message to the bottom,’   

God only knows what kind of gestures I was making by then!”  

“Humor Heals, right?!” Art finally managed to say as he wiped away tears from laughing so hard.  

He remembered a funny story of his own and decided to share, “When Hap set up my room, he 

used a couple of crates for nightstands that were taken from the living space above the dojo.    

They had been decorated with pages from books, with the book covers on top.  

It was a tradition that started with his Teacher.  More crates have been added to the collection 

over the years by people who stayed there for a time.  

Anyway, he thought they would be fun and functional – and they were,” he explained for Tawny’s 

benefit.  

She could see it.  

“One day I was frustrated with my seeming inability to retain anything I learned.  I dived tummy 

down on my bed and caught a glimmer of what looked like a square attached to one of the crates.  

It appeared to have a page of a book sticking out.  

It wasn’t from a book though.  Turns out it was a piece of fine old stationary with words written 

in Russian – and a smiley face that was laughing.  This was before the days of emoticons, mind 

you.   

I looked up the words on Google translate and do you know what they were?”   

He didn’t wait for an answer, “Humor Heals!”  



When she finished laughing, Tawny held up her glass, “So, A Message in A Nutshell?”  

“Humor Heals!” they said in toast.  

  

  



HOME – WHERE THE HEART IS  

True to his word, Blue saw to it three stone tablets were safely delivered and secured in Hap’s 

underground hangar.  It took a little more time than they expected, but they were well worth the 

wait.  

“It’s as if you’re alive,” Hap spoke as he stood before the tablets in reverence.  It was almost as if 

they radiated a vibration or frequency of some sort.  He wasn’t sure if he was seeing it, or hearing 

it, but he sure knew he was sensing it.  

Hap was almost afraid to touch them.    

“How am I going to do this?”  

He realized this project would be all-encompassing and was grateful he asked Art to take over 

his classes at the dojo for a while.  He had every confidence his nephew would do just fine.  He 

was a little unsure of himself but, like Scarlett, he was finding his own way.  

‘Which is exactly what I need to do right now.’    

He could tell this process was going to be quite the journey – and there was no road map.  

When he practiced Japanese calligraphy, he was copying symbols that already existed.  This was 

entirely new territory.  

Blue was sending him the symbols as they were re-tuned and synched with the skulls.  It was 

indeed in a language he did not recognize or understand intellectually – and he was not receiving 

them in any order.  

“That would be too easy.”  

Hap not only had to come up with a representation that depicted the essence of each of the 360 

symbols, he would also have to discern their place in the legend.  

He had been drawing sketches in a notebook as they came through and now… “Where 

to begin?” Hap asked aloud.  

He was surprised to get an answer, “They say the longest journey we will ever make is the journey 

from the head to the heart.”  

It was Sol – and he was right.  

Hap had to get out of his head and into his heart.    

“Purposeful effort, maximum efficiency,” he reminded himself.  

“A place for everything and everything in its place.”  

Once he found a place for everything – and put everything in its place, Hap sat down on the floor 

near the tablets.  



He opened his notebook and viewed his drawings through the eyes of his soul.  

One drawing stood out from all the others.  He knew it was meant to be the first symbol he carved 

in stone.  

He studied the tablets.  

“Speak to me,” he summoned.  

He wasn’t sure what he was expecting, nor was he sure what he meant when he spoke the words, 

but it wasn’t long before he noticed a spot of light in the lower right corner one of the stone 

tablets.  

“How can that be?” Hap wondered.  

“It is the Language of Light,” he answered.  

“A person who encounters a huge dark space suddenly sees the light,” Hap said and, with a nod, 

stood up and reached for a tool he handcrafted especially for this occasion.  

“No time like the present,” he said as he began.  

Hap was pleased with how well his etching tool worked with the stone and he quickly fell into the 

mindless flow of creation.    

When he was finished, Hap set his took down and stood back to gaze at the symbol he had carved.   

It was stunning.  

“Home – where the heart is.”  

He knew that was the symbol.  He knew it with every fiber of his being.  

“Welcome home, my friend.” It 

was Blue.  

Hap sat down on the floor and cried.   

  

  



BUTTERFLIES CAN FLY  

Art could not believe Hap was having him take over his classes at the dojo while he was scribing 

the Legend of the Three.  

He was feeling overwhelmed and insecure and was just about to have a melt-down, when Tawny 

showed up with the quilt she made for him.    

Ever since the day she stopped by with his house-warming gift, they have made it a point to share 

quality time together.  Even though she used to be his chemistry teacher, there’s a big age 

difference, and she shares a romantic connection with his uncle, they have become fast friends.  

Art had recently framed the piece of calligraphy she admired as a gift and, when he delivered it 

to her at her shop, Tawny offered to make him a quilt.    

He didn’t hesitate to take her up on the offer.   

She recalled the day she found him dancing in the dojo and he shared his rainbow story (she 

fessed up and let him know she watched for a while).  She said it inspired her and suggested 

bright colored fabrics.  

They had a lot of fun talking about what he might like – and even more fun looking through 

fabrics, playing with colors, and coming up with different ideas for patterns.  

“Do you think you could do something that would look like the bright sun immediately after the 

storm?” he had asked. “It will remind me of my first summer here.” Art couldn’t wait to see what 

she came up with!  

He was speechless as he lifted it out of the bag.  

“I was inspired by the aurora bright sky we had a few weeks ago.  It was stunning.  So…it’s a 

combination of day and night, light and dark, the storm - and the bright sun immediately after 

the storm…even though the sun is in the center…”  

Art was silent, and Tawny didn’t know why she kept talking.    

Was she worried he didn’t like it?  

“Tawny, I don’t know what to say…”  

When he looked into her eyes she could see his tears.  

“So, you like it?”  

He nodded as he wiped his eyes.  

“I hope you like the label…”   

Art flipped the quilt over and admired the stitching on the whimsical fabric she chose for the 

back.  And then he saw the label.  



The label was shaped like a butterfly.  

Tawny put her hand over his to keep him from reading it.  

“I had a feeling you might have some insecurities about taking over Hap’s classes at the dojo.  I 

was trying to come up with something I could add that would honor you and your path, as well 

as offer encouragement.  

Esther kept saying, ‘Art with a butterfly.’   

I had no idea what she was talking about.”  

Art knew all about Esther.  Tawny shared the letter she had written and gave him a copy of Olga’s 

poem.  He read it whenever he needed courage and he’s practically memorized it now.  

“I finally asked her what she meant, and she said, ‘During silence, a person can get inspiration.’    

I was silent for a bit and, when nothing came to me, tried asking again. Do you know what she 

said?  

She said, ‘In a quiet moment, a creative person experiences a flow of inspiration.’ 

I could tell she wasn’t going to speak another word, so I got quiet!   

I started trying to envision different ways I might be able to use a butterfly in the pattern, but it 

just didn’t fit.  Once I realized that, it became quite clear it was meant to be the label.  

That butterfly seemed to form of its own accord.  It was as if it was guiding the cut of the fabric, 

as well as my stitching.   Labels are hand-sewn, by the way.  

A message came through as I stitched.  

Do you know what the message is?” Art 

looked at her curiously.    

“Esther said you would, and she suggested I ask before you read it.  Something about ‘Knowing’ 

and ‘Owning’ the message deeply – that it will be stronger if it is an affirmation of what you 

already know, instead of a reminder.”  

It was exactly what he needed to hear – and it was truly a gift to hear the words come from deep 

inside himself, “Butterflies Can Fly.”  

   

  



TO SIT DOWN BY THE SAMOVAR  

Tawny couldn’t believe it when she opened the package that arrived ‘special delivery’ from 

Scarlett.  It was an antique Samovar.  An extravagant gift but, as she explained, it was no less 

extravagant than the hat that Tawny had given her.  

‘Blue and I were in Iraq and there’s this open market we enjoy strolling through whenever we 

visit.  A lot of people don’t realize was a beautiful country Iraq is and, I can assure you, market 

places are safe, everything is fine.  

Anyway…I was wearing my hat and one of the vendors wanted to buy it right off my head!  

When I told her, it was a gift from a friend, she said you must be a very good friend to share 

something of such great value.    

When we came upon a stall of Samovars I saw this cute little square one and immediately I 

thought of you.  It will be perfect in your new home on Easter Island.  It’s unique and special 

– just like you!  

They also had an extraordinary samovar in the shape of a Rooster, if you can believe that!  I 

bought it for Blue after encouraging him to leave while I made shipping arrangements.  I’m 

so hoping it will be a surprise.  

The vendor enclosed a nice little booklet that includes a short history of the Samovar and its 

use, which I am sure you will find helpful…’  

Tawny was grateful for the booklet – she didn’t think she would have been able to figure out how 

to use the samovar on her own.  

When she was going through her fabric stash to find something to set underneath her new 

samovar, she found a circular piece of fabric that inspired her to make a quilt for Blue and Scarlett.  

It was the color of Lapis.  She embroidered a gold pattern around the perimeter that was 

absolutely stunning and then created a pattern for two dragons, scarlet and blue of course, that 

she was then able to shape into the yin and yang symbol in the center.  

It was an adventure!  

Tawny hadn’t ever created a quilt from the center out.  In fact, she had never created one without 

a pattern – but it was perfect.    

“No, it’s magical!”   

When she finished hand-stitching the label to the back Tawny took the quilt to her store and hung 

it on one of the custom display racks Hap built.  She had just stepped back, and was admiring her 

handiwork, when a customer burst into the store.  

“That is the most beautiful quilt I have ever seen!” she declared. “I’ll take it!”  

When Tawny turned to her she introduced herself as Sergey’s wife, Maribelle.  



“That quilt isn’t for sale.  It’s a gift I just finished for some very good friends.” “Would 

you be able to make one just like it for me?” Maribelle inquired.  

Tawny hesitated.    

“It would be hard to put a price tag on a quilt like this,” she began.  “I created it without a pattern 

and it was truly a labor of love.”   

She went on and on explaining how the supplies and labor would add up but Maribelle didn’t 

care.   She heard about the ‘magic’ that happened with another one of Tawny’s quilts, and she 

wanted one.    

She offered to make one that would be less labor intensive, but Maribelle insisted.  

Tawny remembered what Scarlett wrote at the end of her letter, ‘When you need a little magic 

to work things out with someone, invite them ‘to sit down by the samovar’ – and Expect a 

Miracle!’ “Would you like to sit down by the samovar?”  

  

  



MIRACLES HAPPEN EVERY DAY  

Tawny and Mirabelle sat at her kitchen table and, while they enjoyed their tea, Tawny explained 

the amount of work that would go into making a quilt like the one she made for Blue and Scarlett.  

She penciled out a fair rate for her labor, a range of what she might expect to pay for fabrics, and 

an itemized estimate for various sundry and supplies based on what Maribelle seemed to 

envision.     

The total cost was steep, and Tawny was sure she would change her mind.  

“Could you draw a sketch that would give me an idea what it will look like?”  

Tawny considered the ideas Maribelle verbalized and came up with a beautiful color scheme.  As 

she began to sketch the center, Maribelle surprised her.  

“I know exactly what I want in the center!” She exclaimed.  

She opened her purse, pulled out her wallet, and removed a business card.  It was obviously old, 

but the logo was clear.  Inside a circle bordered a deep dark pink, Tawny could see the symbol of 

yin and yang formed with creamy white and dark violet plumeria flowers  

“I’ve had this card forever it seems.  The logo represents ‘Love in Bloom,’ and I’ve kept this card 

all these years hoping someday I’d find a way to use it in some meaningful manner.  

What could be more meaningful than a Magic Carpet quilt?” she asked as she handed Tawny the 

card.    

“Do you think you will be able replicate it?”  

Tawny was speechless as she looked at the card.  It was one of Scarlett’s old business cards.  

“You’re not going to believe this,” she began, “but the quilt you admire is for Scarlett and her 

husband, Blue.  It’s a belated wedding gift.”  

“They’re married?” Maribelle asked, though she didn’t really expect an answer.  

“I am So happy for her – for both of them.  They were broken up when I knew her.  She talked 

about him only occasionally and I felt so bad for her.  It was obvious how much she loved him, 

and I always hoped they would wind up together.  

She didn’t say a lot, but I always got the feeling they were two people who truly belonged 

together.  It was like there was something magical…”  

“A man, a woman, and magic,” Tawny concurred.  

“Exactly!  Scarlett was the best personal trainer I ever had, you know.  I was disappointed when 

she left the mainland – and then I did too!”  

Tawny couldn’t believe the transformation she was seeing in Maribelle’s demeanor and, 

suddenly, she felt comfortable with her commission of a quilt.  



Tawny sketched a design for the center that looked exactly like the card and then excused herself 

to look through her personal stash of fabric.  She didn’t say so, but she thought she might have 

just the right thing.  

“Workers like to work,” Maribelle said under her breath as Tawny left the room.  

She found herself humbled as Tawny explained the process of making a quilt and sketched a 

design.  She could see that Tawny really loved what she did – and fully appreciated the amount 

of labor that went into it.  

“Especially a quilt like mine.”  

She thought about all the times she had been disrespectful toward people she had commissioned 

work from in the past – always trying to get them to lower their rates.  

Well, she couldn’t do anything about that now – but she could begin to…  

“Discover a new sense of being.”   

Maribelle looked around thinking she heard someone.  When she saw that she was still alone in 

the room she decided it must have been a very powerful thought.  

Tawny returned with fabric that was nearly identical to the artwork on the card.  “I have No idea 

where or when I got this, but it sure is perfect.”   

“It’s a miracle!” Maribelle said, clasping her hands in joy.  Clearly thrilled, she told Tawny she 

would be happy to sign a contract – and offered to pay her up front!  

Before they finished their tea, Maribelle signed a contract and handed Tawny a very generous 

check.  

As Tawny was clearing the dishes she thought about what that money meant for her.    

It was a miracle and she was starting to believe miracles really do happen every day.  

  

  



WITH THE TRUTH WE ARE TRANSFORMED  

Art woke up in the middle of the night and wrote a message Ash shared with him in a dream – at 

least he thought it was a dream.  He was glad he did because he could not remember what it was.  

The last thing he remembered thinking about before he fell asleep was that he wanted to get 

back into the regular practice of honoring the sun.  He used the wheel of life, honoring each 

direction, as his ritual every day every day when he returned to the mainland after his time on 

Christmas Island – until he came to Easter Island.  

He always did it first thing in the morning and, ever since his first morning on the island, his 

practice fell to the wayside.  He really enjoyed Hap’s classes in the morning and, on the days Hap 

didn’t teach, he started working up his own routine with the intention of teaching classes of his 

own.  

And now he’s teaching Hap’s classes!  

Art reached for the notebook sitting on the crate he used as a nightstand.  It was open to the 

page where he wrote the message.  He smiled as he read the words:  

‘During the day that started well, perform the ritual of the sun.’ “During 

the day that started well…” he repeated.    

“I can do my ritual to Honor the Sun any time during the day – the day that started well!  

And I can do it in Russian,” he whooped.    

“That’s right, that’s right, with joy I find my way,” he began to dance and sing as he got dressed 

for class.  

It was his best class ever!  

He began by clearly stating his intention, “Harmonious development of the body,” and then 

explained the various philosophies and teachers that influenced each of the exercises they 

performed.  

Everyone seemed to love it.  He had been concerned some of Hap’s long-time followers would 

not be interested in what he had to offer, but he was wrong.  Many of them appreciated his fresh 

perspective.  

One of his greatest fears was that people would stop coming to the class while Hap was on break, 

but all the regulars continued to show up.    

Today, a man Art greatly admires approached him after class and said, “Teachers teach the truth.”  

Art didn’t know what to say.  

“Dimitry,” he said as he offered his hand.  “Please call me Dimitry.” “Art, 

obviously,” he responded as he shook his hand.  



It was clearly a show of respect, and Art was honored.  

After lunch, Art set about finding translations in Russian for the invocations he used to honor 

each direction of the wheel.  It took a while, but he tuned into how the words made him feel and 

was able to find translations that felt good.  

Art was excited to do the wheel in Russian for the first time.  He had a crystal to set atop makeshift 

alters he placed at each of the four directions and his favorite stone to carry with him to the 

center, where he placed a cushion to sit upon.    

“The Wheel of Life: Magic; Wonder; Joy: and the Truth; with Love in the Center of Everything,” 

he said as he lit some herbs and prepared to enter the wheel.  

“I honor the North, land of the wind of change; with Magic I am enlightened…  

I honor the East, land of the rising sun; with Wonder I seek wisdom…  

I honor the South, land of experience; with Joy I find my way…  

I honor the West, land of the setting sun; with the Truth I am transformed.”  

Art stopped.  Something felt different, but he couldn’t figure out what it was.  He was sure it 

didn’t have anything to do with his translation.  

He mentally reviewed his process – and suddenly, he knew   It 

was the Truth!  

“With the truth we are transformed.”  

He continued to the center and completed his wheel, “With love in the center of everything.”   

As he sat down, Art felt a stirring he couldn’t put into words.  He closed his eyes and began to 

chant the words he sang when they were in Syria, “Wisdom prevails; Truth and Love Transform; 

A New Way of Life is Born…”  

With love in the center of everything,” he said when he was finished.  

When Art opened his eyes, he saw a Rainbow.    

A rainbow inside the dojo.   

Somehow, he wasn’t all that surprised.  He bathed in the light for a while and then got up to 

retrieve his Magic Game board.  

His eyes grew wide with wonder as he watched his game board come to life.  The square that said  

‘Trust,’ before it went dark, was now shining bright with the light of ‘Truth.’  

“With the truth we are transformed…”  

  



MANDALA MAGIC  

Hap could tell that, as Blue and Scarlett re-tuned the symbols and he carved them into stone, the 

curse is being lifted.  He could also tell that, in the process, everything inside of him that is not in 

alignment with the new frequencies is being brought to the surface.  

He felt great most of the time but found himself addressing varying levels of anger and grief that 

correlated with different stages of his life – anger and grief he didn’t know he had buried.  

Hap had just finished carving the symbol, ‘Individual Sovereignty Is Widely Supported,’ and he 

was full of ‘what ifs.’  

What if I grew up knowing love and support from the world around me?  

What if we all did?  

What if schools…?   

What if….?  

All of it.  

“Individual Sovereignty Is Widely Supported…  

Now – and that is what really matters!”  

As he was walked back to the cottage Hap realized he needed to do something to move the 

energy, but he didn’t know what to do.  He had already tried, to no avail, all the methods that 

have worked for him in the past.   

He had to give himself credit for maintaining mindfulness and recognizing that the energy just 

wanted to be seen and healed.  It was coming out of him – he did not need to engage it in a way 

that would invite it back in.  

“Hello, anger,” he said by way of greeting. “Hello, grief…what can I do for you today?”  

He was surprised to get an answer, “Art.”   

Were anger and grief talking back to him now?  

He kept hearing “Art” all the way home.  

It was growing consistently louder, and he finally stopped in the middle of his property and 

shouted, “I have reviewed every single lesson I have had with my nephew, and I can assure you, 

whoever the #$@! you are, that I am complete in that regard.”  

He didn’t hear it again until he entered his cottage.  He was so mad he started swearing in 

different languages.   

When he sat down at the kitchen table he was surprised to see a coloring book of Mandala’s, 

along with Art’s colored pencils.  



“When did he leave these here?”  

He was staring at the book when the voice that had been haunting him taunted, “Are you ready 

now?”   

“Not Art – art.  I get it now,” he acknowledged.  

‘Art inspires,’ he had to admit as he looked through the book of mandalas; he was already starting 

to feel better.  Hap stopped when he found a mandala that intrigued him, reached for the pencils, 

and began to color.  

He could feel the energy coming out through the various colors, shades, shapes, and patterns.  It 

felt good to let it flow.  

When he was finished, Hap felt a calm he had never felt before.  When he looked at what he had 

done, he was staggered.    

All the ugly dark emotions flowed forth and created something of beauty.  

“There’s a whole lot of meaning in that,” he acknowledged.  

Hap realized everything that brought him to this day contributed to the person he has become.    

A man worthy of love.  

“A man that needs to forgive…”  

  

  



SPIRIT OF THE RIVER FLOWS FREELY  

The tears started to flow, and Hap was sieged by a vivid memory.  

“The river she is flowing, flowing and growing; the river she is flowing, down to the sea…”  

The words of the song came through first, followed by the image of Scarlett singing them when 

she was here for a visit.  She had been distraught.    

They were sitting by the fire in his living room, and he tried to comfort her, but nothing he said 

or did stopped the flow of her tears – or her singing.  It was painful to watch.  

“I’m going to cry me a river,” she announced as she stood up.  

Hap was surprised by her sudden movement.   

“Where’s your shovel?”  

“There’s one in the mudroom…”  He barely had time to say before she rushed off.  

She knew where everything was and, their relationship was such that she didn’t need to ask if 

she could take one of the ATV’s, so he wasn’t particularly surprised when he heard the engine 

come to life.  

Hap waited a few minutes and then hopped on the other one to follow her from an unseen 

distance.  He wanted to make sure that she was safe.  

She went to the bell.  

The tide had nearly reached the foundation.  Hap watched as she used the shovel to create a 

stream from one side of the ocean around the bell to the other.    

It looked like an eye that was crying an ocean of tears when she finished.  

She dropped the shovel and pulled something out of her pocket to blow her nose before returning 

to the other side of the bell.  

“It couldn’t be,” he whispered under his breath.  

He continued to watch in stunned silence as she sat down in the sand, waved her scarf in the 

water, and began to sing, “Spirit of the River Flows Freely; Spirit of the Sea Set Free…”  

The sun light reached her scarf in such a way he caught a glimmer of the gold thread he knew 

read, ‘Souvenir de France.’  

It was a beautiful lace decorative scarf Blue had given her as a souvenir from their time in Paris.  

They often used to joke about how they would always have Paris, and he knew how much she 

treasured it.  

He couldn’t believe she was using it to blow her nose, and what she did next surprised him even 

more.  



She began crawling along the sand waving it through the ‘river’ she built connecting the two sides 

of the ocean.  She was still crying, and she continued to sing, “Spirit of the River Flows Freely; 

Spirit of the Sea Set Free…” It was haunting.  

He decided to leave her in peace once he realized she was going to be alright.  By the time she 

returned to the cottage she seemed to have found it.  

Hap shook his head as the memory faded.  There was something he was trying to remember.  It 

was another song that explained what the spirit of the river is.    

“What was it?”  

“Spirit of the river, blessed forgiver,” Sol answered. “Believe me, son, those are the only words 

you need to know right now.”  

Hap thought about all the healing he had done and, as he looked at the mandala again, he thought 

about everything dark inside of him that has finally been brought to light.  

He realized the message Sol was conveying.  It’s time for him to forgive – and he knew just how 

to do it.  

“I’m going to go cry me a river!”  

  



MUTUAL WELFARE AND BENEFIT  

Hap felt like the two dogs that lived on his property could use a real home.  They lived on his 

property – and he fed them, but it wasn’t like they lived with him.     

They needed a job and Sergey needed sleigh dogs.  Hap had taken them sledding on more than 

one occasion and, in his opinion, they have the making of champions.    

With proper training, Sergey couldn’t do any better.  

He refurbished a rig he found in the shed and, when he showed it off to Tawny and shared his 

plans to deliver the sled and the dogs to Sergey the next time it snowed, she asked if she could 

go along.  

Hap knew she was looking forward to seeing Sergey, so she could properly thank him for Buddy.  

She was also excited to go for her first sleigh ride.  

When Hap pulled into the parking lot behind her shop he rang the sleigh bell to let her know he 

was there.  It was fun, and it made him feel like a kid again, so he did it a few times.    

“Children Play,” Tawny said with a smile as she approached.  

“What can you do?” Hap shrugged.  

She was carrying a rather large cake plate and, as she got closer to the sled, he found himself 

practically salivating as he got a whiff of the cake it was holding.    

Her pride was obvious as she carefully handed it over to Hap so she could board.  He was almost 

jealous when she said it was for Sergey and shared her story of making a cherry chocolate cake 

in her magic pot – in her fireplace!  

“I’m the one who brought you the dog,” Hap said with a look that melted her heart.  

“You’re right.  I’ll cook dinner for you – and I’ll come up with something even more delicious for 

dessert.”   

Hap didn’t know what to make of that, but his mind was having fun thinking of the possibilities.  

They shared a companionable silence and Tawny enjoyed the sights as they made their way to 

Sergey’s homestead.  

She was intrigued by a large outbuilding on the outskirt of his property.   

Hap briefly explained that it used to be a factory and shared a short history of how it was used 

during the Great War.    

Sergey couldn’t believe it when he heard the Ring of the Sleigh Bell.  When he saw the dogs, the 

sled, and Hap with Tawny his mind started to spin.  Somehow, he knew the dogs and the sled 

were for him.  



“Well, I’ll be!” he said as he approached.  He had the money to buy a sled, and dogs as well, but 

it must be the right sled, and he’s always felt the right dogs find you.  

“You can’t very well be our leader if you don’t have a proper sled and team - you need to be 

able to get around in all kinds of weather.  These dogs and this sled are far trustier than any 

vehicle on the island…”  

“Before you two get started,” Tawny interrupted, “I have a cake for you, Sergey.  

I baked it myself.  In my magic pot.  In my fireplace.” “My 

oh my, this is my lucky day,” Sergey said.      

Sergey lifted the cake and indicated his home, “Can I invite you to sit down by the samovar and 

enjoy Tawny’s cake?”  

As soon as they sat down Tawny started asking questions about the factory and, without even 

looking inside, she and Sergey outlined a plan for Tawny to open the factory and launch her 

business online.  

“It’s been sitting idle since the war, and it will be great to see it back in use again,” Sergey said as 

they finished their cake.  “Let’s go take a look.”  

All the old equipment was still there and, as he inspected each piece, Hap could see that it was 

better than anything they make today.  He would be able to restore it in a way that will be 

revolutionary.  

“Revolutionary Ideals,” he said aloud as he visualized what he would do.  

“What’s that?” Sergey asked.  

“I was just noticing that this equipment is better than the stuff they make today, and, with some 

innovative modifications, I can turn it into something magical.”  

“Well you know what they say?” Tawny quipped.  “A person sees that ideals are embodied in 

life.”  

By the time they completed their tour and walked back to the house Sergey had come up with a 

fair ‘exchange’ that included the equipment in the deal.  He also assured her she would have no 

problem getting a loan from the bank should she need it.   

“Maribelle just loves that quilt you made for her and, you know, she is the President of the bank.”  

“Oh, there is one thing.” Sergey remembered.  “The Harvest Festival is coming up, and we’ve 

been using the factory every year for the big shindig.  It’s the most important event of the 

weekend…”  

Tawny didn’t hesitate, “I wouldn’t want to break with tradition.”  



Hap assured her everyone would work together to see that the factory would be ready to open 

on time, ‘even if it’s the Monday after the festival,’ he joked – which they soon realized it was 

when they looked at the calendar.    

“Are you sure that’s when you want to open?” Hap asked.  

“The new moon brings promise,” Tawny replied – much to his surprise.  

“Honor the Moon!” Hap and Sergey said in unison.  

“Mutual Welfare and Benefit,” Sergey proclaimed as he and Tawny shook on the deal.  

Sergey let Hap borrow one of the trucks he keeps on his property and told him he would send 

someone by to pick it up later.  

“I have an extra set,” he said as he handed Hap the keys.  “Just leave these under the mat.”   

Tawny gushed with excitement and nervous energy all the way back to her shop.  Thank you So 

Much, Hap,” she said as she turned to kiss him on the cheek when he dropped her off.  “I am 

absolutely thrilled!”  

She jumped out of the truck before he could say anything in response.    

As he put the truck in gear, Hap replayed the words Sergey said when he and Tawny shook on 

their deal, “Mutual Welfare and Benefit.”   

He knew he found a leader Sol would approve of.  

“I am feeling pretty happy myself right now.”  

  

  



COSMIC SYMPHONY RESTORED BY HARMONIC VIBRATIONS  

It was late, but Art stayed up to finish reading Scarlett’s manuscript.  She and Blue would be 

arriving around noon the following day and he was looking forward to sharing ideas with her.    

Like him, Scarlett was aware of how the west has dumbed down and diluted Judo – as well as 

other practices of great value and philosophies that provided valuable tools to live by.  

‘Physical fitness and health are Not synonymous,’ she stated boldly in her introduction.  As he 

finished her manuscript he understood why.  

Art knew he was just the person to run with her ideas and put it all together, and he felt certain 

she would give him her blessing.  In fact, sometimes he wondered if she hadn’t left the manuscript 

on purpose; and maybe cast a little spell.  

He set the manuscript down and, as he reached over to turn off his bedside light, noticed a book 

he hadn’t seen before.  While he was more than ready to call it a night, when the title registered 

he was suddenly wide awake.  

It was the book Blue had mentioned when they were at the camp site in Syria, The Mayan Oracle: 

Return Path to The Stars.  

“How can that be?”  

The book called to him, as others had in the past – often leading to life-changing revelations.  He 

reached for the book and held it reverently in his hands.  Unlike similar past occasions, there was 

no bookmark.  

The energy was strong.  He knew whatever he was going to learn from this book was going to 

take him…he didn’t know where it was going to take him.  

“Breathe deeply,” he reminded himself.  

“Show me the excerpt I need to see, let understanding be revealed to me… 

I sound like Scarlett,” he said before closing his eyes.  

He waited and waited, but, in an odd way, it just didn’t feel like the book had anything to offer.  

In the past, when he felt drawn to look inside a particular book, he felt a prompting that led him 

to open it to a particular page.  

“That’s weird.”  

Sometimes books would even open to the pages all on their own – and once a book literally fell 

open to a certain page when it seemed to jump right off the bookshelf.  

He always found what he was looking for – even when he didn’t know he was looking for anything.   

Art opened his eyes and studied the front cover before turning to the Introduction.    



‘The Mayan Oracle is composed of forty-four cards – twenty Mayan star glyphs, thirteen 

numbers, and eleven ‘lenses of the mystery.’    

“That’s right!  Blue said the book came with a pack of cards.    

Did Scarlett leave the cards too?”   

He was trying to remember if anything had fallen out the day he moved the crate from the library 

to his bedroom.  He felt fairly certain nothing but the manuscript fell out.  

“I would have noticed by now.”  

Art got up from his bed, squatted on the floor, and began to study the crate.   

He didn’t see it right away, but eventually he noticed she had created some kind of an opening.    

It was kind of like a mail slot some people have in their doors, and it was quite clear that she had 

worked magic.  He knew in his heart it had something to do with the cards.    

Art reached for his phone to note the time and, when he realized it would be morning where she 

is, sent a text to Scarlett.    

She got back to him right away.  

“So, you found the portal…”  

“Really?  That’s all you’re going to say?”  

“State your intention, hold your hand near the opening, and Trust.  Trust that the card, or cards, 

bearing the message, or messages, you need to see will come through – as if by magic.”     

“Scarlett and her magical ways.”  

Art closed his eyes and stated aloud, “Deliver the card, or cards, I need to see.  I know something 

important wants to be revealed to me.”  

He held his hand near the portal and waited.  When he felt something akin to a breeze, he opened 

his eyes and reached for the card he knew was there.  

The image on the card reminded him of the wheel of life.  Four intertwined circles with a circle 

linking them together in the center – inside of which there was an image of the sun.  It was so 

beautiful he wasn’t sure if it was the front or the back of the card.  

He turned the card over to see a granite like background with a thin crystal-like horizontal rod 

that glowed.  The background reminded him of the stone tablets.  Beneath the image was the 

word, ‘Center.’   

He reached for the book, got back into bed, and scanned the table of contents.  The card he drew 

was one of the 13 numbers – number five to be precise.   

Art turned to the page and began to read.  He didn’t get any farther than the first sentence:  



“Through the star portal glide and soar: foundation’s dance at apple’s core, hand of man at Spirit’s 

door!”  

It was as if everything started to spin.  

“I’m really glad I got in bed,” were the last words he said before he was out like a light.  

Literally.    

There was Melody in the Field and Art was dancing with the stars in a very vivid life-like dream – 

or was it a dream?  

He awoke with a start from dreams he could sense, yet not quite fully remember.  

“Cosmic Symphony Restored by Harmonic Vibrations!”   

Art had no idea where the words came from, but he knew what he said was true – and he couldn’t 

wait to tell Hap.  

  

  



DEDICATED TO THE HOLY BROTHERHOOD  

Art could hardly wait for Hap to finish his class.  It was his first day back at the dojo, resuming his 

regular classes.  Art hurried downstairs when he heard him enter the dojo hoping to catch him 

alone before class, so he could tell him about the dream.  

He was about to open his mouth to speak when he heard a knock at the door to the studio.  Hap 

was busy setting up for class, so Art unlocked the door, offered a brief greeting, grabbed a mat, 

sat on the floor, and started to do some stretching.  

Art felt energy coursing through his body in a way he never had before.  It felt like he was ‘coming 

on line,’ and the words he spoke earlier came to mind, ‘Cosmic Symphony Restored by Harmonic 

Vibrations.’    

‘It’s the flow of open channels,’ he realized.  ‘This is what Physical Enlightenment feels like.’    

For the first time ever, it was hard to follow along with Hap’s class.  His brain was connecting a 

lot of dots – and his body was processing a lot of energy.  

By the time class was over, Art was no longer in a hurry.  He sat on his mat and patiently waited 

for everyone to leave.  When the last person closed the door on his way out, Hap sat down on a 

mat directly across from him.  

Art looked into Hap’s eyes and spoke with an authority he had never used before, “The Sabian 

Symbols Are Enlightened.”  

Hap nodded and held up his hand up to indicate he needed a moment before closing his eyes.  

He used telepathy to transmit a message to Blue, letting him know his brilliant nephew had just 

confirmed what they hoped to be true – The Sabian Symbols Are Enlightened.  

Blue was able to get a clear read on Art and, just as he expected, could tell he had experienced 

an unprecedented spiritual awakening.  He knew Art was going to want to see the symbols, and 

felt it was his due.  

“It’s Time.  I’ll transmit the codes.  You know what to do.”   

Just for the fun of it he sent a telepathic message to Art, “Welcome to the Brotherhood.” “What’s 

the Brotherhood?”  Art asked.  

“It’s actually the Holy Brotherhood,” Hap began as they stood at the same time and made their 

way out of the dojo – without a word of direction.  

Art knew where they were going.    

Hap shared the story of the Holy Brotherhood as they made their way to his cottage, and then on 

to the underground hangar.    

“Blue sent you some codes, though you might not sense them just yet.  I will send you codes once 

we enter a special room in the hangar.”  



Art remembered a door he noticed on his first visit to the hangar.  

“The codes will merge and mingle as they filter to you and, among other things, you will receive 

a passcode that is yours and yours alone.  No-one, not even me or Blue, will know what it is.  

You will need the passcode to enter the room, and the portal, in the future.    

Today there will be ‘something’ you need to do to enter the portal – and it will, in effect, be 

sealing your oath to serve the Holy Brotherhood.  Usually there is a formal ceremony, but we 

have protocols in place for instances such as yours.  

I won’t know what that ‘something’ is until it is done,” he said at Art’s curious look.  “There is no 

obligation, you know.  Is this something that you feel called by your soul to do?”  

Art nodded, and Hap opened the door Art remembered.  At first glance it seemed like an overly 

large storage area, but there was something about it… He could see the portal!  

“I’m sending the codes now,” Hap stated.  

Art bowed his head and brought his hands together in prayer.  With clarity, he received the codes, 

the passcode, and the ‘something’ he needed to do.  

“Dedicated to the Holy Brotherhood,” he said as he lifted his head and made his way toward the 

portal.  As he approached he noticed the alter near the opening.  

Art stood before the alter and, with reverence, spoke the words he had been given to speak, “A 

Man Lighting Candles at The Alter Serves the Holy Goal.”   

He wasn’t sure what to expect, but he had an inner strength he never dreamed possible.    

One by one the candles came aflame, and the portal opened.  

“Welcome to the Holy Brotherhood,” Hap said.    

He had tears in his eyes as they entered the portal and he ceremoniously unveiled the stone 

tablets.  

“You’ll be happy to know they translate de-light-fully in every language.  It’s the Language of 

Light, after all!”  

The sight of them took Art’s breath away.  “I’m speechless.  Is it okay if I touch them?” Hap 

nodded.  

“The Sabian Symbols Are Enlightened,” he said after reverently touching each one of them. 

“Dedicated to the Holy Brotherhood.” 

  



COMPASSION HEALS  

Blue and Scarlett landed at Hap’s hangar around noon and they had just finished lunch courtesy 

of the Baker Down the Street.  Hap was busy cleaning the barbeque for the party they would have 

before they left, and Scarlett went inside to take a phone call.  

Art was enjoying some one on one time with Blue.  

“Scarlett gave me her blessing to use all the material in her manuscript in any way I want in my 

book.  In addition to that I’ve been making all kinds of connections between my own studies, 

including physics, and everything I’ve learned from you and Uncle Hap.”  

“New miracles of “connections,” eh?”  

“Yep!  And I’m tying it all together with String Theory.”     

“What are you tying together now?”  

“Well, I’m not sure this part will make it to the final draft, but I was thinking about how some 

people have closed minds, and that got me thinking about closed systems, and then I thought 

maybe that was what the evil wizards had created – a closed system.  

But that’s not accurate.    

They allowed things in, except it wasn’t anything we would want in our system if we had been 

informed.  It wasn’t like we gave our Informed Consent – though they found ways around our 

free will choice with Implied Consent.  

They created loops that caused people to become entangled in a web of illusion, and then people 

un-intentionally repeated the patterns that kept them stuck – that’s how the evil wizards got 

their loosh.”  

“I can see why you might not want to include all of that in your book.  Sometimes we need to 

write it all out and then pick and choose what to keep.”  

He appreciated Art’s spirit and had no doubt he had found his calling.   

“You know how I’m always getting visions?”  

At Blue’s nod Art continued, “Well, in thinking about the people with closed minds, I got a vision 

of hamsters on those wheels they run around on…” Blue could see it.  

Art didn’t feel the need to continue.  “I’m so glad it’s over now.”  

“You and me both, Art.  You and me both!”  

“What’s going to happen to all the hamsters though?”  

“They are being given all the tools they need, and every opportunity to exercise their free will, 

open their minds, and ‘vibe up.’   The rest is up to them.  



“I sure hope Angels Encourage Humanity.”  

“I can assure you they already are, but people need to call on them.  I have three angels that I call 

on all the time.”  

“Really?”  

“Three Angels – Magic of the Three.”  

Blue went on the explain that ‘Three Angels – Magic of the Three’ is the invocation he uses to call 

upon their wisdom in times of need.  

“The angels of Clarity, Courage, and Compassion.”   

“Three Angels – Magic of the Three,” Art repeated.  “I like it!”  

Art asked Blue how long they would be staying and was disappointed when Blue let him know it 

was going to be a short visit.    

“There’s some pressing business that requires my presence on Christmas Island – and Scarlett is 

going spend some time with Olive and Fluffy.”  

He was about to explain that Olive was really struggling, and Fluffy wasn’t long for the world, 

when Scarlett returned from the house.  

Her eyes were red, and it was clear that she had been crying. “Fluffy 

left.”   

It was all she was capable of saying.  

Blue pushed his chair back from the table and opened his arms.    

It was her favorite place to be, and she made herself at home.  

Art abruptly excused himself and Hap, having just finished cleaning the barbeque, decided it was 

the perfect time to clear the table and do the dishes.  

Hap walked out just in time to see Art return with Bear.  

He watched with pride as his nephew offer his treasured Bear to Scarlett.  

“It’s for Olive,” Art began.  “I named him Bear, but she can change it.  I always thought he looked 

like Fluffy and…well, she could probably use a friend right now.  

Bear has been a good friend for me – even though he’s a stuffed animal.”  

“Thank you,” Scarlett said as tears rolled down her face.  “I’m sure Bear will come to mean a lot 

to her.”  

Blue winked at Art and spoke quietly, “Compassion Heals.”  

  



SHOP FILLED WITH MAGIC CARPETS  

Scarlett was happy the timing of their visit to the island coincided with the ‘official’ opening of 

Tawny’s store, ‘Shop Filled with Magic Carpets.’  Blue had some business he needed to take care 

of with Hap, and she was looking forward to the party.   

It was for women only, which was perfect.  Most of the men on the island were busy setting up 

for the Harvest Festival.  She couldn’t help but wonder if Tawny planned it that way, if it was due 

to the magic of the island, or maybe a combination of both.  

“A butterfly appears from the cocoon,” Scarlett thought aloud.  Tawny had undergone quite the 

metamorphosis, and she was very happy for her friend.  Her quilts were the talk of the town, and 

the classes she started were quickly becoming quite popular.    

The shop was going to be busy this weekend.  “I wonder if she knows what she’s in for?”  

And her factory is opening for business next week!  Tawny was nervous at first, but the online 

orders have already started pouring in and the factory is opening just in time.    

Scarlett was smiling as she made her way to the shop with the gift she made.  

On her first night at Hap’s cottage Scarlett found some cylindrical tea tins in the recycle bin and 

thought they were too cute for that kind of recycling.  She found some scrapbook paper she 

remembered leaving behind, as well as a glue stick in one of Hap’s kitchen drawers.  

That was all she needed.    

She spent the evening decorating the tins with whimsical colors and fun patterns.    

Tawny raved about them when she had her over for tea the next day and Scarlett made a mental 

note to order tea online from the company so she could make a set for her.      

As Scarlett approached the shop she noticed the flag Tawny made, ‘Shop Filled with Magic 

Carpets.’  

“Magic of the weaver’s seeds,” she said under her breath.  

“Scarlett!” Tawny was so happy to see her and, even though she was busy, took the time to 

graciously receive the gift Scarlett offered.  

“Tea with Art!” Tawny exclaimed.  “You do know I’m probably going to have to make something 

just like this, covered with fabric of course, to sell in my store and online…” she stated as she held 

up each one and admired the whimsical colors and patterns.  

“Would you mind?”  

“I’d be flattered,” Scarlett replied before she heard her name and turned toward a voice she 

hadn’t heard in a very long time.    

A lifetime it felt.  



“Scarlett?”    

“Maribelle!” she answered.  

Maribelle surprised her by grabbing her for a hug as she approached.  

Tawny watched the exchange and realized Maribelle was the woman Scarlett was speaking of 

when she shared the story of her client who made friends with her feelings.  

‘We’re going to be friends,’ she realized.  

There had initially been a coolness between them that remained even as Tawny finished her quilt, 

which she loved.  In an instant Tawny was filled with understanding.  It was because they were 

both so very much alike.  

“Maribelle,” she said as she approached.  “Thank you so much for coming.” “Are 

you kidding?” Maribelle exclaimed.   

“I wouldn’t miss it!”  

“Do open it now,” she implored as she handed Tawny a beautifully wrapped gift.  

“It’s almost too pretty to open.”  Tawny smiled as she opened the gift and found an exquisite 

conch shell.  The color inside the shell was the hue of the stone in her ring.  She wondered if 

Maribelle noticed – and felt certain she had. “Thank you,” she said. “It’s Precious.” “It’s magic!” 

Maribelle exclaimed.   

“Spirit of the Ocean Enchants.”  

  



SACRED ASCENT ON EASTER  

Scarlett left the party at Tawny’s shop early and made her way to the dojo.   

Art was helping with the set up for the party and suggested she was welcome to spend some 

time there alone.  

"I love spending quiet time alone in the dojo," he added.   

So did she. 

As she made herself comfortable in Sol's favorite chair, Scarlett remembered the first time he 

asked her to a ‘special gathering.’   

She had been staying at the dojo at the time and they had just finished a workout. 

Scarlett had taken Sol up on his invitation to spend some time at the dojo when he introduced 

himself after a Pilates class she was teaching at the health club she taught at in Las Vegas. 

“I think we could both learn a lot from each other, and there may come a day that you need to 

get away.” 

Sol’s words surprised her, but Scarlett kept his card. She was happy that she had, because the 

day did come that she needed to get away. 

He was teaching her the principles and philosophy of Judo, as well as the art of Japanese 

calligraphy. 

Sol liked to say that, even better than Pilates, she was teaching him to laugh. 

When he invited her to the gathering he said it would just be him and “some of the other ‘Old-

timer’s’ who, once upon a time, ate in silence as we sat around a sacred fire after making a 

giant pot of stone soup. 

We do it every year.” 

There was a sadness to his words, and Scarlett could tell there was more to the story. 

She had a flash of inspiration and asked if it would be okay if she made something special to 

bring to the gathering. 

When he said she most certainly could, she asked him if he had a ‘large bowl blessed with 

gratitude.’ 

She had no idea where the words came from, but Sol had just the thing.   

“In my culture we had sacral dishes for sacral rites,” he said as he offered her a beautiful 

handmade wooden bowl with intricate carvings. 



“My father made the bowl, and the carving in the center is his. The rest of the carvings are from 

various members of my family…” 

Scarlett could tell Sol was about to share, and hopefully release, some of the pain she knew he 

had been holding onto for a very long time. 

“They made it for me when I left for my studies.  I never saw my family again. 

This bowl and my memories are all I have left.   

I have never been more grateful for anything else in my life – materially anyway.” 

Scarlett didn’t know what to say. 

“I’m honored.” 

She used coffee grounds and tea to create a dye that, when applied, would look like parchment, 

and then spent hours meticulously decorating freshly dyed hard-boiled eggs with Japanese 

calligraphy.   

As she made her way to the gathering Scarlett wondered what she had been thinking. 

"Easter Eggs?  Because they call the island ‘Easter?’ 

I can only hope the ‘Old-timers’ can appreciate a wicked sense of humor.”  

It was the perfect thing to do.   

There was laughter at first, followed by silent reverence as the bowl was passed around and 

each of the islanders contemplated the symbols before making their selection. 

“You know,” a man named Dmitry began, “this silent reverence feels a lot like the first time…” 

Scarlett listened in awe as they shared the story of the first time they made stone soup.   

She was stunned when it was suggested this might be their last gathering. 

“What are you talking about?” She exclaimed. 

"And what’s with all this ‘Old-timer’s’ nonsense?  You’re not ‘Old-timers, you’re…”  Scarlett 

paused trying to find just the right word. 

She thought of the contributions she knew they made during the Great Patriotic War, whether 

they fought in it or not. 

“You’re Veterans!  And, Veterans gather to celebrate life!” 

They looked as if they wanted her to continue, so she did. 

She went on and on about the power of love uniting them and the magic of the island and she 

couldn’t remember what else. 



It felt like continuing, and even growing, their tradition was not only important for life on the 

island, but also the world at large. 

Sol's eyes lit up at her words. 

In the end they decided to make a weekend of it, invite everyone on the island, and host a big 

shin-dig at the old factory on the final night. 

“The first time we met it was under a Harvest Moon.  Maybe we should call it the Harvest 

Festival?” 

Scarlett couldn't remember who made the suggestion, but it was unanimous.   

They considered timing the festival to coincide with the full moon every year, but decided in the 

end to hold it on the weekend nearest the date they considered sacred. 

She smiled at the memory. 

There was love in the air and Scarlett could feel it in her bones.  

And then she heard Sol laugh.   

He remembered too.  

“Sacred ascent on Easter.” 

 

  

  



WORKERS AT THE FACTORY, HANDS IN PRAYER   

Tawny was surprised Scarlett wanted to visit the factory the day after the party at her shop.  It 

wouldn’t open until Monday and, since it was being set up for a party, she wouldn’t be able to 

see any of the equipment – or anything for that matter.   

Sergey and his sons, as well as the Parker boys and a few other members of the community, had 

been busy setting up for the party that would be held on Saturday.  It was the main event for the 

Harvest Festival that was taking place all weekend.  

She was a little nervous about the whole thing, but Sergey assured her the factory would be spic 

and span with a place for everything and everything in its place.  

“Around here we call that a Clean Wash,” he said.   

“People are grateful,” Hap told her when she had shared some of her anxieties.  “You scored 

major points with everyone on the island when you said they could use the factory for the party, 

just like they do every year.”  

She knew people would be coming from out of town and having the party at her factory would 

be a great way to promote her business – word of mouth and all.  Tawny smiled as she 

remembered Laurie and her magic pot.  

Scarlett said she would meet her at the factory and Tawny was running late, which was very unlike 

her.  She hoped Scarlett hadn’t been waiting long and was surprised to see she wasn’t waiting 

out front.  

“Of course.  The door is unlocked,” she realized.  “She probably went inside.”  

She opened the door expecting Scarlett, and maybe a few others attending to last minute details.  

Tawny was stunned when she found herself being greeted by more people than she had ever 

seen together in her entire time on the island.  

“SURPRISE!”  

It was all she could do not to fall to the floor and cry.  In her entire life, no one had ever done 

anything like this for her.  

She looked at the tables arranged so beautifully, ‘Tables for sacral dishes.’  She knew this from all 

the talk she had been hearing about the big party in honor of the Harvest Festival.  

‘The very same tables that will hold the equipment that we’ll be using in my factory come 

Monday.’   

It occurred to her that they would have to change the settings before the big shindig on Saturday 

and, at the realization they did all this for her, she started to get teary.  

Tawny looked around in awe.  She hadn’t questioned a thing as she watched them set up, even 

when there were a few curious items here and there.  



She was impressed by how many of the island women came to her party last night.  She could 

not believe how many people showed up to support the opening of her factory today.  

Mirabelle seemed to know exactly what she was thinking.  “You know, it’s a really big deal to 

most of the islanders to see this factory open again, especially for something so happy.  As you 

know, it was previously set up to support the war effort – and now it’s set up to support magic!  

The Magic of Weaver’s Seeds….”  

“Have you been hanging around with Scarlett?” she asked.  

Sergey smiled at the joke and put an arm around his wife.  “We had the tables and everything 

ready for the Harvest Festival and we wanted to thank you for letting us use the factory for our 

big shindig – even though you’re getting ready to open on Monday.  

Everyone here today…well, we want to show our support for your new business...”  He trailed off 

as if he didn’t know what to say.  

“What’s a little extra Clean Wash, right?”  

Tawny knew he was referring to all the fine linens.  

The party began to wind down and the first person to leave called out, “Speech, speech, speech.”  

Everyone joined in.  

Tawny was humbled.  She had no idea what to say and was still so close to tears she knew if she 

tried to say more than a few words the tears would gush – and it wouldn’t be pretty.  

“Would you mind if we gather in a circle and join hands for a moment of prayer?”    

Hand in hand, they formed a circle that encompassed the space of the factory.  As if on que, 

everyone became silent, closed their eyes, and bowed their heads in prayer.  

It wasn’t long before they felt a subtle vibration beneath their feet and, when they heard the bell 

toll, everyone opened their eyes at once.  

“Well.  I guess that’s what happens when you have workers at the factory, hands in prayer,” Blue 

said to break the stunned silence.  

  

  



PARTY FOR ADULTS ON THE LAWN  

Scarlett spent the day helping Tawny in her shop.  She offered to help, having suspected Tawny 

had no idea what she was in for with visitors in town for the Harvest Festival.   

“You were so right,” Tawny admitted at the end of the day.  “Do you want me to pay you?”  It felt 

awkward to ask, but she didn’t know how these kinds of things worked with friends.  

“No. No – please.  I’m happy to be here.  Fluffy left the earth yesterday and, if I wasn’t here, I’d 

be at Hap’s crying – or worrying about Olive.  This has been fun.”  

“Well then...” Tawny said before she turned and left the shop.  

When she returned she was holding one of the ‘newly designed extra- large bags with handles’ 

she was so proud of.  She smiled as she handed it to Scarlett.  

“I wasn’t sure when to give this to you.  I had to ask about the money thing first so there was no 

weird sense of entanglement or feeling of obligation or…I don’t know...”  

“Sovereignty Implemented,” Scarlett stated.   

“I knew you’d understand.  It’s a belated wedding gift.”  

“Is this the quilt that inspired Maribelle to commission hers?”  

“She told you?”  

“To be fair, she didn’t know you hadn’t given it to us yet.”  

Scarlett held the bag without opening it and seemed to consider her words before speaking, “I’d 

like to open this with Blue.  We’re going to be having a barbeque at Hap’s before Blue and I leave 

for Christmas Island.   

A ‘Party for Adults on the Lawn’ as we like to call it.  It’s kind of an annual tradition.   

Would you care to join us?”  

“I would love to.  Can I bring anything?”  

“Just your beautiful self!”    

Scarlett was about to walk out the door when she appeared to remember something.  “By the 

way, Art’s meeting up with some friends for a festival event so it will just be the four of us.”   

She seemed to say it as an afterthought, but Tawny was quite certain she said it with a wink!     

Tawny fit right in and, even though it was just the four of them, their ‘party for adults on the lawn’ 

felt like a festive occasion.  Scarlett shamelessly sat on Blues lap as soon as they finished eating 

and made it clear she had no intention, as was her custom, to help with clean up.    

A man, a woman, and magic, Tawny thought as she watched the two of them together.  Two 

weavers – the magic of seeds.   



“I’ll help,” she offered.  

Hap smiled at her as if she had offered him dessert.  

They worked well together and had a lot of fun washing and drying the dishes that couldn’t go in 

the dishwasher.  

Tawny felt like a kid as she helped Hap carry out the accoutrements for their sparkling after dinner 

drinks.    

“With joy we find our way,” he said.  As if that explained their long-standing tradition.    

There were two large bottles of sparking water, several boxes of fruit juice, four champagne 

glasses, and four stir sticks.  

As if on cue they each grabbed a glass and filled it to measure with sparkling water.  They then 

selected a box of juice and seemed to concentrate as they added just the right amount before 

stirring their drinks.  

Scarlett used the cranberry, Blue used something Blue, and Hap used golden apple cider.  

“You color coordinate your drinks with your names?!” Tawny exclaimed.  

“Yep,” they answered in unison.  

“What color are you exactly?” she asked Hap.   

“I’m Golden,” he stated.  He left no room for doubt.  

Tawny reached for the cider and added it to her sparkling water.  When Scarlett nudged the 

cranberry juice her way she added a drop, checked the color, and added another.    

“Perfect,” she said.  It was the same color as the stone in her ring.  

When Tawny held up her glass, Blue and Scarlett followed.    

Hap held up his glass and made a toast, “The seed of tomorrow salutes the seed of past years.” 

“The seed of tomorrow salutes the seed of past years,” they cheered.  “With joy we find our 

way.”  

  

  



LEADERS SERVE WITH HONOR  

Hap was startled from a dream that he was being slowly surrounded by water.  The light in his 

room was so bright he panicked thinking he overslept.  As he sat up in bed he noticed the trunk. 

“The skulls...”     

The crystal skulls were glowing.    

After everyone left he went to the underground hangar to make sure the trunk was secure – at 

least that’s what he told himself.  He realized that was kind of ridiculous, since no one outside of 

the Holy Brotherhood even knew the underground hangar was there.  

It was odd to see bare space where he brought the stone tablets to life as the Legend of the Three.  

They were well on their way to Christmas Island and Blue would see to it they were secured.   

The crystal skulls would be placed in a special chamber he created for them in a secret bunker 

beneath the bell and he planned on taking them while everyone was at the Harvest Festival.    

Something told him he wasn’t going to have a lot of time to spend with them after he secured 

the trunk in place.  He decided to take them home, so he could spend some time with them and 

grateful now that he had.  

He was now the only living person who knew the whereabouts of the underground bunker.  Sol 

told him about it right before he died – when he let him know about the island.  

Sol left him the island.    

Sometimes it was hard to come to terms with the fact that he owned Easter Island.  He hadn’t 

spoken of it to anyone except Blue and Scarlett.  They came for the funeral and spent some time 

helping Hap get things in order.  

He reached for the letter he kept in the drawer of his nightstand and began to read by the light 

of the crystal skulls.  His eyes skimmed the words until he found the passage he was looking for:  

“…It’s a lot of pressure and I had been looking for the right person for many years.  I know 

that person is you.  The day you arrived on the island I knew you were the answer to my 

prayers.  

I can go in peace now, knowing that the island will be safe in your care.  I know I can trust 

you to do the right thing, even if it isn’t necessarily what you want.  

I know you do not want to be the leader.  That is why I stipulated you would serve as an 

honorary leader – an Honorary Leader Wrapped in an Invisible Shield of Power and 

Protection!  

You have humility Hap – and a good heart.  Truth is seen and felt, and the people of the island 

see and feel this about you.  They know that they can trust you.  



There has to be Truth before there can be Trust and, when I bought the island, one of the 

promises I made is that the people would always have an honest leader they can trust.  

Right now that leader is you and, because you don’t really want the job, that very well serves 

the holy goal.  The power will not go to your head – and your heart will lead you to do the 

right thing.  

I offered the job to Valentina, by the way.  She said it didn’t feel like the right time, but she 

would love to be second in command.  That leaves you with two candidates to consider, other 

than yourself.  

I know you’ll choose the right man for the job.  Remember – it’s all about Honor. Leaders 

Honor the Divine Will.”  

Hap briefly thought about holding an election right after Sol died and that is when he found the 

letter.  The words ‘Leaders Honor the Divine Will’ became imprinted in his psyche.  

The ugliness of what elections had become all over the world was still fresh in the minds of many, 

and far too close to home.  He didn’t want to invite that kind of energy to Easter Island.  

Hap vowed to serve with honor until he could find the right person – and now he had.  He was 

planning on letting him know, and making the announcement at the Harvest Festival, after he 

took the trunk with the crystal skulls to its final resting place.  

The timing felt right.  There was a sense of completion – a sense that something had come full 

circle.  

Hap had just finished packing, and was about to set off, when Sergey stopped by to see if he 

wanted to ride over to the festival with him.  

“Maribelle’s helping Tawny at her shop,” he explained.  “I thought maybe we could talk.”  

“Would you mind giving me a ride to the bell instead?”  

Though it was a short ride, and they didn’t have time to go over all the details, Hap let Sergey 

know of his intentions.  

Sergey was thrilled, and Hap was relieved – he knew in his heart he made the right decision.  

“Thanks for the ride,” Hap said.  

“Leaders serve with honor,” Sergey replied.  

  



AN ARCTIC EXPLORER COULD TELL THE STORY  

When he arrived at the underground bunker, Hap wasn’t surprised to see that it was starting to 

fill with water.  He was once again grateful he made the time to spend with the crystal skulls the 

night before.    

There was a part of him that felt it was a shame to bury something so beautiful, but he knew it 

had to be done.   The chamber he created was air and water watertight, so he knew they would 

be protected for all time.  

“You will stay exactly as you are today,” he said as he lowered the trunk into the alcove.  “And 

you will always be safe.  

Woe is released – no more evil wizards.”   

He heard a sound he couldn’t describe and felt the trunk had once again been sealed.  When the 

rubies began to glow, he knew it was anchored – just like it was when they found it in the cave in 

Syria.  

He quickly secured the chamber and made his way out.  As Hap closed the door to the bunker he 

felt like he was closing a door to the past.    

He felt free.    

“Thank goodness that chapter of our history is finally over.”  

Hap realized all the walls he built around his heart had come down and, in their place, he found 

healthy boundaries.    

“Healthy boundaries without walls,” he realized.  

“That feels like the moral to a story.”  

He hadn’t gone far when he felt a tremor beneath his feet.    

The ground surrounding the foundation of the bell had fallen in on the bunker – just as he 

suspected it would.  Hap was grateful he had taken measures to ensure the integrity of the 

surrounding land.  

“Complex Stability.”   

Hap was pleased he chose this time when everyone would be busy at the festival.  “No one will 

be the wiser.”    

They’ll just think the bell rose up, he thought to himself.   

Hap could barely believe his eyes as he turned to offer a salute.  He could now see enough of the 

foundation of the bell to realize it was indeed an old-fashioned wishing well.  

He was reminded of the day he leaned against the bell and wondered what his dream was, as 

well as the answer that came to him, ‘Love is the answer.’  



As he made his way to the festival, Hap began to sing, “Love is the answer, Love is the key, Love 

is the boundary that sets us free...”  

It felt good to sing and Hap realized that, not too long ago, a false sense of pride would have 

prevented him from doing so – at least in public.    

“A group of troubadours peacefully passes through the streets of the city,” Sol said.  

It sounded like he was right next to him.   

“To your right,” he added.  

“Revival is reviving,” Hap said as he saw them.    

He could tell they were off-islanders clearly on their way to the Harvest Festival.    

“A group of troubadours peacefully passes through the streets of the city,” he affirmed.    

“Peaceful demonstrations.  How great is that?” Sol asked.  

As they drew near Hap could make out the words on their T-shirts, “The Harvest Festival: The  

Human Race, United by The Energy of Love.”  

“I might have to buy a t-shirt this year.” “See 

that you do,” Sol insisted.  

Hap thought about Sol’s legacy to bring peace to warring nations and was grateful he could see 

what has become of his dream.  He made an excellent start here on Easter Island – and word was 

getting out.  

“Maybe I can help,” Hap said as he remembered Scarlett asking him if she could write the story.   

“What story?” he had asked.  

“Don’t you know?” Scarlett queried.  “It’s time Hidden Truths Become Clear and An Arctic 

Explorer Could Tell the Story.”  

    

  



AFTERWORD  
  

     



WITH JOY WE FIND OUR WAY 

In the beginning there was the code, which symbols brought to life – and then there was the 
word.  

Before there was the ‘word’ as we know it today, symbols were created from an ancient 
language and embedded with specific frequencies to program how reality is perceived by the 
minds of human beings. 

Much like a computer program is written to behave in a certain way, or a virtual reality is 
experienced in a video game. 

It was supposed to be a reality based on the light. 

When the evil wizards hijacked the code, they manipulated it to create a false grid that has 
come to be known as the matrix.  Through artificial intelligence an alternate reality was 
installed. 

It was then implemented and broadcast via words and numbers imprinted with specific 
frequencies via an inconceivable macro cosmic transmitter. 

The evil wizards were able to make subtle changes over time – for example incorporating words 
for automobiles, planes, and trains as modes of transportation when they evolved, but they 
were unable to actually change the symbols they distorted. 

That is why they kept using the same symbols in the same way, and kept doing the same things 
over, and over, and over again. 

It is also why they eventually lost their power. 

Hidden truths do indeed become clear, and Blue sums it up pretty well in the chapter, 
‘Proponents of evil see that their evil deeds are revealed.’ 

While some of the details may have been changed, the evil wizards and the false matrix are Not 
fiction. 

‘An Arctic Explorer Could Tell The Story’ is based on the Sabian Symbols, which are widely 
believed to ‘hold’ the code of life. 

They originated in what is now known as modern day Iraq.  The short story is they were 
hijacked, distorted, and used in the most horrific ways imaginable by those I refer to as ‘Evil 
Wizards.’ 

I was introduced to the Sabian Symbols by Laura Walker when I found her website, 
"oraclereport.com."  Laura writes about the symbols in play at any given time, as well as 
notable planetary alignments.   

This is a difficult passage to write.  I do not want to spend time discussing the previously 
distorted symbols, or the evil wizards and their evil deeds.  At the same time, I recognize it is 
important people become better informed. 



Like Blue, Art spelled it out pretty well in the chapter ‘Proponents of evil see that their evil 
deeds are revealed.’ 

“Scarlett talked about ‘loops’ when we were on Christmas Island, and how the evil wizards 
imprinted certain symbols to create repeating patterns of low vibrations they could use to 
further their agenda. 

She mentioned certain symbols that were almost always in play when they carried out horrible 
events.  Like shootings at schools, bombings at certain types of locations, and terrorist attacks – 
all kinds of evil deeds. 

In fact, she said they planned events far in advance so they would coincide with times specific 
symbols would be activated by particular planets. 

Some of them didn’t even make sense, but I guess the evil wizards used them to enslave 
people.  I remember one had to do with drunk chickens.  When I asked her about it, Scarlett 
said the evil wizards manipulated the energy to influence cycles of addictive behavior. 

As if a chicken would really get drunk.  Chickens flap their wings and fly!” 

Scarlett learned about that symbol, as well as others, and how so many of them had been used 
by the evil wizards from Laura Walker. 

Teachers teach the truth, and Laura is a great teacher. 

There is a part of me that wants to share examples of how awful the distorted symbols 
translated in languages other than English (believe me, they were bad in English too), and list 
some of the old symbols the evil wizards ‘used’ to further their dark agendas. 

Symbols that were in effect on 9/11, or the day Princess Diana was killed, for example. 

But this isn’t the time or place for that. 

I’ve included a ‘Resources’ page where you can find out more, and ‘The Legend of the Three’ is 
included as an appendix.  

The Sabian Symbols have become, as they were always meant to be, Symbols of Knowledge and 

Life. 

They now tell a story of a world we want to live in, and provide helpful life instruction. 

May you receive them with an open mind, a loving heart, and pure intention. 

The magic of the relay was in play when Art stated the simple truth, “Chickens flap their wings 
and fly.” 

Scarlett calls it the ‘Relay Game.’ 

You can become a magician and play the relay game too! 

How? 



You can begin by reading the symbols – and then noticing and noting when you see their magic 
inherent in your everyday life.   

Together we strengthen the imprints. 

For example, affirming, “At the railway crossing, the car stops for a train?” 

Magic! 

That’s right.  Every time you stop at a railway crossing, or you witness a car stopped at a railway 
crossing, and affirm, “At the railway crossing, the car stops for a train,” you are playing the relay 
game. 

In essence, your words have power and you are affirming life.   

I like to sing a lot of the symbols and have a lot of fun creating short simple songs that sound a 
lot like some of the songs Art sings in the story...  

“Wisdom prevails; Truth and love transform; A new way of life is born…” 

Another fun way to use the symbols is for guidance.   

Important excerpts from books can bring messages. 

You can simply ask what you need to know, turn to a page and, with eyes closed, point to a 
symbol. 

More magic! 

There are so many ways you can use the symbols.   

Cultivate your imagination, nurture your creativity – and always follow your heart. 

Life is a spiritual adventure, love is the answer, and an attitude of gratitude works wonders. 

The magic game brings joy to life – and there’s really only one rule: 

With joy we find our way! 

  



RESOURCES 
My website, Legend of the Three: 

www.legendofthethree.com  

You can sign up for my blog and keep up with the characters you met in ‘An Artic Explorer Could 
Tell The Story,’ meet some new characters, and find out what Scarlett has been up to.  She’s a 
woman writing passionately, and she has been busy. 

 

The Oracle Report 

My heart-felt thanks go out to Laura Walker, and Andrew Foss, for all they are and all they do 
via The Oracle Report, and all they have done to support me in the editing process of this story. 

There is a wealth of knowledge awaiting you at The Oracle Report.  Please be sure to check out 
the drop down menu where you will find, among other things, archives of past reports, learning 
tools, articles, books, and their newly added service to create astrological charts. 

Here is where you can find them… 

 

Oracle Report: 
 
www.oraclereport.com 
 

Facebook Group:  

https://www.facebook.com/groups/226589437450706/ 

 

Oracle Report Charts 

http://www.oraclereport.com/charts-ii/ 

 

As previously mentioned, they are now set up to run Astrological charts and data packs for you. 
Check out the new Charts page on Oracle Report with the menu of items.  They also recorded a 
short 11-minute audio about it in case you would like more information. 

  

http://www.legendofthethree.com/
http://www.oraclereport.com/
https://www.facebook.com/groups/226589437450706/
http://www.oraclereport.com/charts-ii/
http://www.oraclereport.com/charts-ii


APPENDIX  

Legend of the Three 

  



LEGEND OF THE THREE  
  

1 Aries (1):  A woman stands up with a seal of protection  

2 Aries (2):  Humor heals  

3 Aries (3):  Portrait of a magical child lighting the sky  

4 Aries (4):  Two lovers communicate in silence  

5 Aries (5):  Three angels – magic of the three  

6 Aries (6):  Square shone bright  

7 Aries (7):  A man of communication in two spheres  

8 Aries (8):  Women’s hats with ribbons  

9 Aries (9):  Crystal magic  

10 Aries (10):  The Sabian Symbols are enlightened  

11 Aries (11):  Leaders serve with honor  

12 Aries (12):  Flock of geese  

13 Aries (13):  A bomb that cannot be blown up is safe  

14 Aries (14):  Kundalini is growing  

15 Aries (15):  Two lovers creating magic  

16 Aries (16):  Honor the Sun  

17 Aries (17):  The magic of weaver’s seeds  

18 Aries (18):  Banana hammocks promise  

19 Aries (19):  Magic carpet  

20 Aries (20):  A woman feeding birds  

21 Aries (21):  Rings of wings  

22 Aries (22):  Blues Fantasy Garden  

23 Aries (23):  Women are bright  

24 Aries (24):  Light air  

25 Aries (25):  A double promise reveals its inner and outer meaning  

26 Aries (26):  People are grateful  



27 Aries (27):  Through imagination, opportunities arise  

28 Aries (28):  Big disappointed audience of evil wizards  

29 Aries (29):  Melody in the field  

30 Aries (30):  The duck  

  

1 Taurus (31):  Pure water flows freely  

2 Taurus (32):  The storm passes by  

3 Taurus (33):  Red clover field  

4 Taurus (34):  Pot of gold at the end of the rainbow  

5 Taurus (35):  Woe is released  

6 Taurus (36):  Bridges are under construction  

7 Taurus (37):  Woman drawing water  

8 Taurus (38):   Ring of the sleigh bell   

9 Taurus (39):   A magic Christmas tree  

10 Taurus (40):  Compassion heals  

11 Taurus (41):  The call of nature  

12 Taurus (42):  Joy permeates couples walking, holding hands  

13 Taurus (43):  Porters carry luggage  

14 Taurus (44):  Children play  

15 Taurus (45):  Sovereignty implemented  

16 Taurus (46):  Miracles happen every day  

17 Taurus (47):  Discover a new sense of being  

18 Taurus (48):  Sunshine heals  

19 Taurus (49):  New continents arise  

20 Taurus (50):  Clusters of clouds flow like wings  

21 Taurus (51):  Important excerpts from books can bring messages  

22 Taurus (52):  Pigeons fly over the water  

23 Taurus (53):  Jewelry stores with precious stones  



24 Taurus (54):  A woman writing passionately  

25 Taurus (55):  Joy permeates well-preserved parks  

26 Taurus (56):  The husband deeply loves his wife  

27 Taurus (57):  Woman sowing crystals and beads  

28 Taurus (58):  A woman awakened to romance  

29 Taurus (59):  Two weavers – the magic of seeds  

30 Taurus (60):  Blue Sanctuary  

  

1 Gemini (61):  A boat with a glass bottom shows underwater wonders  

2 Gemini (62):  Nikolaos the wonderworker  

3 Gemini (63):  The spirit of the river flows freely  

4 Gemini (64):  Holly and mistletoe bring the spirit of Christmas to the house  

5 Gemini (65):  Hidden truths become clear  

6 Gemini (66):  Workers like to work  

7 Gemini (67):  Old-fashioned wishing well  

8 Gemini (68):  Workers at the factory, hands in prayer  

9 Gemini (69):  Stargate unlocked  

10 Gemini (70):  Aerobatics perform stunts  

11 Gemini (71):  New opportunities arise  

12 Gemini (72):  Enslavement ends  

13 Gemini (73):  The world famous pianist gives a harmonious representation  

14 Gemini (74):  Telepathic messages  

15 Gemini (75):  Relax in your essence of love  

16 Gemini (76):  A woman clearly states her reason in emotional speech  

17 Gemini (77):  The mind of healthy youth goes into the consciousness of a mature thinker  

18 Gemini (78):  Language of light  

19 Gemini (79):  Symbols of knowledge and life  

20 Gemini (80):  A kitchen with an abundance of options  



21 Gemini (81):  Peaceful demonstrations  

22 Gemini (82):  The Harvest Festival  

23 Gemini (83):  Three birds in the nest  

24 Gemini (84):  Charm of ice skates  

25 Gemini (85):  Tree pruning gardeners  

26 Gemini (86):  Winter frosts  

27 Gemini (87):  A young gypsy looks to far cities  

28 Gemini (88):  I am what I am  

29 Gemini (89):  Birds sing joyfully  

30 Gemini (90):  Feed your soul  

  

1 Cancer (91):  On the ship, sailors raise a new flag  

2 Cancer (92):  A man and a woman on the magic carpet are watching huge prospects  

3 Cancer (93):  An Arctic Explorer Could Tell the Story  

4 Cancer (94):  Cat and mouse happily playing together  

5 Cancer (95):  At the railway crossing, the car stops for a train  

6 Cancer (96):  Birds feather their nests  

7 Cancer (97):  The dance of nature spirits  

8 Cancer (98):  Happy Hatter  

9 Cancer (99):  Woman smiles when she catches her fish  

10 Cancer (100):  A diamond in the sky  

11 Cancer (101):  Clowns are delighted with humor  

12 Cancer (102):  Women feed their children with love  

13 Cancer (103):  One-handed thumb up signal  

14 Cancer (104):  A person who encounters a huge dark space suddenly sees light  

15 Cancer (105):  People enjoy the sacred meal time  

16 Cancer (106):  A person studying the mandala  

17 Cancer (107):  The seed grows into knowledge and life  



18 Cancer (108):  The juicy garden  

19 Cancer (109):  The holy alliance  

20 Cancer (110):  Songs of love come from the heart  

21 Cancer (111):  Happy people dance and sing  

22 Cancer (112):  A young woman learns navigation  

23 Cancer (113):  Legend of The Three  

24 Cancer (114):  A woman and two men abandoned the evil  

25 Cancer (115):  Honorary leader wrapped in an invisible shield of power and protection  

26 Cancer (116):  Home – where the heart is  

27 Cancer (117):  Aurora bright sky  

28 Cancer (118):  Woman and a ring of magic  

29 Cancer (119):  Circle of Blue  

30 Cancer (120):  Knowledge of the world  

  

1 Leo (121):  Breathe deeply  

2 Leo (122):  Epidemics failed  

3 Leo (123):  The natural beauty of a woman shines  

4 Leo (124):  Officially dressed man stands near the trophies  

5 Leo (125):  Glorious rock formations over the canyons  

6 Leo (126):  Woman inspired  

7 Leo (127):  Aligning the planets, stars shine  

8 Leo (128):  Art inspires  

9 Leo (129):  Revolutionary ideals  

10 Leo (130):  Early morning dew  

11 Leo (131):  Parents love to watch their children play in the park  

12 Leo (132):  Party for adults on the lawn  

13 Leo (133):  Sea captain on the porch of his cottage  

14 Leo (134):  The soul manifests itself in form  



15 Leo (135):  With the truth we are transformed  

16 Leo (136):  The bright sun immediately after the storm  

17 Leo (137):  Volunteer choir makes social rehearsal event  

18 Leo (138):  Chemists are conducting experiments  

19 Leo (139):  Boat Party  

20 Leo (140):  During the day that started well, perform the ritual of the sun  

21 Leo (141):  Chickens flap their wings and fly  

22 Leo (142):  The dove fulfilling its mission  

23 Leo (143):  A rider with bare chest shows his powerful skill  

24 Leo (144):  Man focused on spiritual achievement and well-being for all  

25 Leo (145):  Camels cross desserts  

26 Leo (146):  Rainbow  

27 Leo (147):  Life is a spiritual adventure  

28 Leo (148):  Birds sing in the tree with glee  

29 Leo (149):  Our feelings are our friends  

30 Leo (150):  A Love Letter  

  

1 Virgo (151):  The best features of a person are realized  

2 Virgo (152):  Cross on a hill  

3 Virgo (153):  Guardian angels protect  

4 Virgo (154):  Black and white children happily play together  

5 Virgo (155):  People become better informed  

6 Virgo (156):  Make the unknown known and learn to flow with changes  

7 Virgo (157):  Liberation of Planet Earth  

8 Virgo (158):  Have an open mind, a loving heart, and pure intention  

9 Virgo (159):  A magic drawing  

10 Virgo (160):  Two hearts cleansing shadows  

11 Virgo (161):  Mankind gets the aspirations of its soul  



12 Virgo (162):  The wife deeply loves her husband  

13 Virgo (163):  A powerful statesman overcomes exceedingly evil forces   

14 Virgo (164):  The family tree  

15 Virgo (165):  Beautiful lace decorative scarf  

16 Virgo (166):  Children enjoy the Enchanted Forest 17 Virgo (167):  Cooperation in the collective 

culture  

18 Virgo (168):  The Magic Game brings joy to life  

19 Virgo (169):  The flow of open channels  

20 Virgo (170):  Angels encourage humanity  

21 Virgo (171):  Team Light Victorious  

22 Virgo (172):  Coat of arms enriched with stones  

23 Virgo (173):  The Lion Gate controls access to the arena  

24 Virgo (174):  A woman and a dog that looked like a little lamb  

25 Virgo (175):  Flag of Christmas Island  

26 Virgo (176):  A man lighting candles at the alter serves the holy goal  

27 Virgo (177):  To sit down by the samovar  

28 Virgo (178):  Mutual welfare and benefit  

29 Virgo (179):  Health, strength, utility, and spiritual learning  

30 Virgo (180):  Purposeful effort, maximum efficiency  

  

1 Libra (181):  Butterflies can fly  

2 Libra (182):  Cosmic Symphony restored by harmonic vibrations  

3 Libra (183):  Teachers teach the truth  

4 Libra (184):  People enjoy spiritual communion around the sacred fire  

5 Libra (185):  The dawn of a new day reveals the beginning of a new world  

6 Libra (186):  A person sees that ideals are embodied in life  

7 Libra (187):  Governments of the world support the land  

8 Libra (188):  A cozy fire in the fireplace provides comfort, as well as warmth   9 Libra (189):  The 

seed of tomorrow salutes the seed of past years  



10 Libra (190):  Individual sovereignty is widely supported  

11 Libra (191):  The professor suddenly becomes inspired  

12 Libra (192):  Through the journey inside, we go out into the light  

13 Libra (193):  Magic bubbles  

14 Libra (194):  Children play in sprinklers  

15 Libra (195):  Mandala magic  

16 Libra (196):  After the storm, everything is fine  

17 Libra (197):  The sea captain watches the ships enter and exit the harbor  

18 Libra (198):  Criminals are responsible for the crime  

19 Libra (199):  The robbers are detained  

20 Libra (200):  The Rabbi fulfills his duties with love  

21 Libra (201):  Coconut crabs climb trees  

22 Libra (202):  Dog is man’s best friend  

23 Libra (203):  Rooster  

24 Libra (204):  Three butterflies  

25 Libra (205):  A look at the autumn leaf brings a sudden awareness of life and death  

26 Libra (206):  Majestic eagle, peaceful dove  

27 Libra (207):  Clear sky, clear navigation  

28 Libra (208):  Look for answers in simple everyday situations  

29 Libra (209):  Mankind strives to unite knowledge  

30 Libra (210):  Rubies reveal the sacred wisdom  

  

1 Scorpio (211):  Magic bus  

2 Scorpio (212):  A message in a nutshell  

3 Scorpio (213):  Neighbors help neighbors  

4 Scorpio (214):  A man holding a lighted candle in a devotional rite serves the holy goal  

5 Scorpio (215):  Steady banks resist the storm of the sea  

6 Scorpio (216):  Wisdom prevails  



7 Scorpio (217):  Deepwater diver  

8 Scorpio (218):  The moon shining on the lake  

9 Scorpio (219):  Dentist at work  

10 Scorpio (220):  Friendly dinner reunites comrades  

11 Scorpio (221):  The Field of Grace 12 Scorpio (222):  Official soccer ball  

13 Scorpio (223):  The inventor performs an experiment  

14 Scorpio (224):  New miracles of “Connections”  

15 Scorpio (225):  Children play in the sand  

16 Scorpio (226):  Woman smiling at her husband  

17 Scorpio (227):  A woman filled with her own spirit  

18 Scorpio (228):  Harmonious development of the body  

19 Scorpio (229):  Beautiful parrot  

20 Scorpio (230):  The path to enlightenment  

21 Scorpio (231):  Obeying his conscience, the soldier resists orders  

22 Scorpio (232):  The human race, united by the energy of love  

23 Scorpio (233):  Happy Hatter magic  

24 Scorpio (234):  Listen to intuition  

25 Scorpio (235):  Magic pictures  

26 Scorpio (236):  The Indians arranged a camp in a new territory  

27 Scorpio (237):  A group of troubadours peacefully passes through the streets of the city  

28 Scorpio (238):  Natural spirits are an integral part of life  

29 Scorpio (239):  A woman receives assurance  

30 Scorpio (240):  Children in Halloween costumes are caught indulging in various pranks  

  

1 Sagittarius (241):  Veterans gather to celebrate life  

2 Sagittarius (242):  Spirit of the ocean enchants  

3 Sagittarius (243):  A man, a woman, and magic  

4 Sagittarius (244):  The magic of the relay  



5 Sagittarius (245):  The owl in the tree sings with glee  

6 Sagittarius (246):  Friendly game of ice hockey  

7 Sagittarius (247):  Love is the answer  

8 Sagittarius (248):  New elements are being formed in the bowels of the earth   

9 Sagittarius (249):  Mother leads her child step by step along the stairs  

10 Sagittarius (250):  Golden opportunities  

11 Sagittarius (251):  Physical enlightenment  

12 Sagittarius (252):  The eagle soars  

13 Sagittarius (253):  The past is called to light  

14 Sagittarius (254):  The Pyramids and the Sphinx  

15 Sagittarius (255):  Marmot seeks his shadow  

16 Sagittarius (256):  Seagulls are looking for food  

17 Sagittarius (257):  Sacred ascent on Easter  

18 Sagittarius (258):  Divine children dancing in the golden octave of creation  

19 Sagittarius (259):  Pelicans find new habitats  

20 Sagittarius (260):  Enjoy the magic of seasonal changes  

21 Sagittarius (261):  Self-portraits  

22 Sagittarius (262):  Clean wash  

23 Sagittarius (263):  Immigrants enter their native land  

24 Sagittarius (264):  Blue birds singing  

25 Sagittarius (265):  Children play with toys that inspire magic  

26 Sagittarius (266):  Smile  

27 Sagittarius (267):  Attitude of gratitude works wonders  

28 Sagittarius (268):  The light shines  

29 Sagittarius (269):  Children learn responsibility in a loving way  

30 Sagittarius (270):  Dreams come true  

1 Capricorn (271):  Leaders honor the divine will  

2 Capricorn (272):  Eyes – a window to the soul  



3 Capricorn (273):  Enlightened soul  

4 Capricorn (274):  Mankind reaches a new era of spiritual awareness  

5 Capricorn (275):  Indians are dancing  

6 Capricorn (276):  Ten wood logs form a sacred circle  

7 Capricorn (277):  Power of love  

8 Capricorn (278):  Birds happily sing  

9 Capricorn (279):  Angel with harp  

10 Capricorn (280):  Spirit of the sea set free  

11 Capricorn (281):  Pheasants are many colors  

12 Capricorn (282):  Wisdom is always available to the seeker  

13 Capricorn (283):  Meditation can be simple and soothing  

14 Capricorn (284):  Carving and art from ancient cultures reveal wisdom and knowledge   

15 Capricorn (285):  Toy chest with toys  

16 Capricorn (286):  Boys and girls go in for sports  

17 Capricorn (287):  Life is good  

18 Capricorn (288):  Love is the fundamental basis of the world  

19 Capricorn (289):  The child has a crystal for protection  

20 Capricorn (290):  The hidden chorus sings for the service of mankind  

21 Capricorn (291):  Relay game  

22 Capricorn (292):  The general accepts with dignity defeat  

23 Capricorn (293):  The soldier receives a reward for courage  

24 Capricorn (294):  Women enjoy a sacred retreat  

25 Capricorn (295):  Shop filled with magic carpets  

26 Capricorn (296):  The spirit of nature dances in the middle of a waterfall  

27 Capricorn (297):  Magic pilgrimage  

28 Capricorn (298):  Reality based on the light  

29 Capricorn (299):  Tea with art  

30 Capricorn (300):  Proponents of evil see that their evil deeds are  revealed  



  

1 Aquarius (301):  Svadhisthana understood  

2 Aquarius (302):  The wind of change  

3 Aquarius (303):  The revolution of dignity  

4 Aquarius (304):  Happy Healer  

5 Aquarius (305):  Complex stability  

6 Aquarius (306):  The mask comes off  

7 Aquarius (307):  A new way of life is born  

8 Aquarius (308):  Sacred symbols honor life  

9 Aquarius (309):  The flag of honor  

10 Aquarius (310):  Love in bloom  

11 Aquarius (311):  During silence, a person can get inspiration  

12 Aquarius (312):  People on the stairs went upstairs  

13 Aquarius (313):  Compass  

14 Aquarius (314):  A train entering a tunnel in Pixieland  

15 Aquarius (315):  Two charming lovers  

16 Aquarius (316):  The man at the table  

17 Aquarius (317):  The dog  

18 Aquarius (318):  Truth is seen and felt  

19 Aquarius (319):  Prevented forest fires  

20 Aquarius (320):  The white dove bears a message  

21 Aquarius (321):  A woman bravely faces a new phase of her life  

22 Aquarius (322):  Floor mats for children  

23 Aquarius (323):  Bear  

24 Aquarius (324):  A man filled with passion teaches wisdom from experience  

25 Aquarius (325):  Art with a butterfly  

26 Aquarius (326):  Auto mechanics ensure the integrity of the service  

27 Aquarius (327):  A cup with a saucer decorated with violets inspires magic  



28 Aquarius (328):  Supply of wood for the winter  

29 Aquarius (329):  A butterfly appears from the cocoon  

30 Aquarius (330):  With joy we find our way  

  

1 Pisces (331):  Market places are safe, everything is fine  

2 Pisces (332):  Expect a miracle  

3 Pisces (333):  Enchanted Forest  

4 Pisces (334):  Truth and love transform  

5 Pisces (335):  Traffic flows  

6 Pisces (336):  Christmas Island vacation  

7 Pisces (337):  Cross, illuminated by a shaft of light  

8 Pisces (338):  Language of love  

9 Pisces (339):  The victory of light is worth the test of time  

10 Pisces (340):  Love in the air  

11 Pisces (341):  Mankind realizes the healing of enlightenment  

12 Pisces (342):  Dedicated to the Holy Brotherhood  

13 Pisces (343):  Decorative sword, received as a gift  

14 Pisces (344):  A woman of wisdom uses fox medicine  

15 Pisces (345):  Officers welcome  

16 Pisces (346):  In a quiet moment, a creative person experiences a flow of inspiration  

17 Pisces (347):  Easter Island could tell the story  

18 Pisces (348):  Revival is reviving  

19 Pisces (349):  The magic of the muse inspires magic  

20 Pisces (350):  Tables for sacral dishes  

21 Pisces (351):  The wheel of life: magic; wonder; joy; and the truth; with love in the center of                    

everything  

22 Pisces (352):  Believe in yourself  

23 Pisces (353):  Foresee the healing  

24 Pisces (354):  The magic of the island  



25 Pisces (355):  Cleansing the priesthood  

26 Pisces (356):  The new moon brings promise  

27 Pisces (357):  Honor the Moon  

28 Pisces (358):  Fertile garden  

29 Pisces (359):  Light in many colors  

30 Pisces (360):  Magic of the rocks  

  


