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Chapter 6

The Radiance of Storytelling



The Arcadian or Pastoral State 1836 — Thomas Cole

Return to Tir na Nog

Dedicatedto R M
— Part One

They say it can’t be done. They say that it is only a stdmgt i is a story that is too
old for modern times and modern minds. They say that it is a toigeasnd some
even admit that they would like it to be true. Only it is not.tiNe one can return to
Tir Na Nog. No one can return to the land of enchantment and the |tmel fofever
young.

Except that George does. George seems a little crazy aBh#ecseen dancing in the
moonlight. She can be seen spinning like a top and running wild along the beac
barefoot at midnight. They say that if you get close enough tdaethere is nobody
there. They say there is only a sort of luminous figure that mas/ést were the
dance of life beyond any form.

In the snug of the pub Aggie McFarland still smokes her pipe. Shalwags prided
herself in living beyond any law other than the law of the otherdwture, you
can't see her, “she huffs. “Sure, hasn’'t she gone to dance inhirevadrid. Are you
stupid? Can't you feel the presence of the fairy?” Aggie mundnesgrumbles and
sinks another whisky. She never pays for a drink. Aggie is ovelnamgdred years
old. It is rumoured that she is often seen in two places at ohosewho live on the
edge of the world of time are said to visit her in timesailite. They go to sit in the



silence of her room. There it is said she transforms thegiagth and disillusion in the
world that Aggie calls, “The land of never enough.”

George had been one of those people on the edge of the land of never eneugh. S
was from Dublin 4. Now she lived alone in the big house by the shavasisaid she
had had one of those things called “a nervous breakdown.” No one spoke of this
openly. This nervous breakdown was talked about in whispers by people who love
gossip. As the whispers grew, so did the exaggeration.

Only Aggie McFarland knew the real story and it would stay Whas the gift it
was. Aggie loved deeply. She lived alone in a small cottagehalfe from the
nearest road. Although she was alone she was not lonely. She krtewethreeaning
of aloneness. She was, despite appearance, ALL ONE. It wiathaathe blood of
the ancient ones flowed in her veins. This was the blood of the TDatBemnaan.
The blood of the beautiful ones.

George, they say, had it all. Only she was not all one. Skéowaly. What she was
lonely for she could not say. She had a caring husband who adored herd @he ha
beautiful home; two beautiful children, a prestigious job and a famfity adored her.
She was very beautiful. It was said by the locals that you ¢ellishe was so well
put together that she was not made on a Friday. She was in gpomtdiealth except
that George could not sleep. She had not slept in a long time.

The nightmares would come. Through the door of sleep would come ridessdires
long cloaks from ancient times. They came from beyond the sea tentvanses.
They carried swords and each carried a shield that was polisfied as the finest
mirror. In the dream these faceless warriors surrounded hew&bleed in the mirror
of the shields as they cut her to pieces with their swords widsgsuntil she woke up
in a cold sweat with her body shaking and the sound of screaming iarker e

The doctor gave her some pills. For a while they worked until #enas returned.
Stronger tablets were prescribed in addition to a holiday. Only dmotitay she
began to feel and act in a way that was most unlike her. She tuastiihto tears for
no reason. Of course, she told anyone who would listen that it wasbatf the
month. It was the time when woman behave in strange ways. lardy tike Aggie
McFarland knew why woman did this.

The mood swings George experienced worsened. She took to drinking more. He
appearance became more unkempt. She neglected the children and igmored t
support from her husband and her family. They said that she was @ejprides
employer gave George a three-month leave of absence. Her ®bksnehildren’s
godparent. He felt helpless and hopeless. If he were honest part vias afraid for
her sanity. He was glad to see her go even though he would neeeadmaitted it.

So it was that George went to the big house by the shore accompgriddend.
Each day she walked the long beach. She would look out to sea anddekaafshe
watched the white horses break atop the waves. Locals said youseeuther
walking with head down without as much as a smile. They said Wesr®ften
moistness in her eyes even on the brightest of days. She sdleayeshid, to be
dragging some invisible weight behind her.

Late into the night Gorge would go drinking alone in the pub where Adgiearland
spent the evening smoking her pipe. Aggie took particular pleasigneadring the



new smoking ban. She continued to drink whiskey that was given asltiéise were
gifts from too many people who owed her more that they could eveTkage were
gifts from locals living far in foreign lands who would return egebr on holiday
simply to settle what was owed on account of Aggie McFarlarttbwitany questions
asked.

Aggie had noticed George. She had seen the like of her before #&gigsad. More
and more there seemed to be the like of her. “Sure wasn’t thatthef the world,”
she thought. Then she remembered and in the silence of her hedfirstezider

real connection and said, “At least it is the way of this woAdgie had increasingly
seen the effects of what was called in the old stories, l¢leping sickness.” This she
knew was a sickness older than time. She also knew how to cBeesihe waited.
Aggie knew that this beautiful woman would eventually arrive atbt#age. There
she would be given the time it needed and the silence it needed¢ygud sleep.

And so it was. One evening George and Aggie McFarland met bbfofee when
the troubled young woman had arrived at some unrecognised cottage. (heagjg
she had taken a wrong turning. Aggie McFarland knew that this tuwr@agnot in her
ankles. It was in her heart. Aggie knew that George was ready

George entered a small and dark room. Although the old woman sat srogkimg
fire the air was clear and in the room there was a sweqilaasant smell. George
would recall that there was something in the room that she could swilzte Later
she would say it felt like some other presence was there aBhthat it felt that she
had gone, not only through a door into the cottage, but also through a doorway i
time. It was, she said, as if time had stopped in this Gtteage half a mile from
nowhere.

George felt a little strange. Sitting beside this old wontenfelt as if she was known
in ways that no one else knew her. She felt that this old womalfikeasmirror and
in this mirror she could see all that she had put away as unddecptherself. These
were the shadows of her life that no one knew about. These shadowsoivkenewn
to her husband and to any of her family. Yet this old woman knew. Shevihaiv
troubled George and George felt that soon she too would know. Geortafedbon
the nightmares would end and she could get some sleep. Soon, very sdel sélee
would get her old life back.

But she was wrong. She would not get her life back. Aggie MaRanvould see to
that.

Ready to Radiate Email 18 — The Kiss of Awakening
This 'Sleeping Beauty' is still asleep except
that the beauty within you was neither born

nor made. It simply is radiance.



The Nightmare — John Henry Fuseli — 1741 - 1825

Return to Tir Na Nog |l

And so it was that George and Aggie McFarland sat alone in dristiccottage one
half mile from nowhere. One sat as a being happy to be all onatfifesat as a
person of deep sorrow. They sat in communion. This was the real coommwumere
at least one of those present can disappear and still be there.

Aggie listened. Aggie listened in a way that no one in thisdwofrtime ever listens
anymore. Aggie listened from a deep pool of silence that is ts eneative place
any one of us can ever gift the other. In this deep pool of sildéncelgement has
gone. All that is left is a space full of clarity and comp@ssThis was the space that
allowed George to pour her heart out.

George told her story as far as she understood it. She kept thetdréee end. This
was the one where the dark riders come on white horses and cuplezet® as she
watches in the reflection of their shields. When she had finishesigiined deeply
and said, "l am so tired. | feel | am going insane. | justtway old life back.” Then
her body was flooded with sorrow and she shook from a lamenting thasteyen
could not imagine was any part of who she was or ever had been.



Aggie waited and watched. She said nothing. Her simple observa®enough.

She simply poured her presence into this shadow woman. She poured and poured int
this one who no longer lived in the bright house of a body in love w&ghWhen the
sobbing subsided Aggie spoke. The voice resonated a peace that woutldekeep
distraught George calm.

“I have some good news and some goods news for you,” Aggie said witlie.

George felt relieved. She could really do with some good newgieAgntinued,

“The good news is that you are already insane.” Having hearG#usye asked,
“And the other good news!” Aggie smiled again and said, “You wornt'yger old
life back.

George started to cry again. She started thinking that she cogitdort the way
things were. She couldn’t spend another month, week, day or even shueter
feeling the way she did. She had to find a way out of this pain. Siteepulled herself
back from the edge. She mustn't think such thoughts a voice in herdresdied
her. Such thoughts are wicked. So, as she always did, she putvwagrmaer bad
thought bag and locked it away in her personal Pandora’s box.

Aggie could read Georges mind. She watched her eyes dart hatesnds the
young woman wrestled with the shadows of judgement. “This is thehegyall
wrestle thought in the world of time,” thought Aggie. “This whgyt never get any
real peace of mind. They are always trying to escape fromrisen of there own
making never realising the doors and gates are never locked &te/tisealways on
the inside.”

“Do not distress yourself child,” Aggie said reassuringly. “Y¥asa being invited to a
banquet. You are being invited to feast on your life. You are invitedwedding
feast and to live in your bright house once again with the windowsapiee to joy.
You may not be able to sleep but in another sense you are being awkenied
world beyond the ninth wave. You are being invited to Tir Na Nog th.ainel of the
Forever Young.

It was more the sound of the voice than the words that resonate@edthe. Her
mind resisted this invite. Yet what Aggie spoke about had her beavinced.
George’s heart felt there was truth in what Aggie said althshgltould not say why.

Aggie spoke again. “This dream you continue to have is the irontatiou will
continue to have it until you do one of two things.” Either you acceptyiou fight it.
If you fight it you will fall deeper into the sleeping sickness drewindows of your
bright house will become smaller and smaller until all lightdaze.”

Aggie continued,” Do not be afraid of nightmares, child. Theyranations from the
deep. They come from across the ocean on white horses and cross Weeydotar
sleep. They come from Manannan Mac Lir, the God of the deep whdnuteshe
Place of the Apple trees in the Land of Promise. Your dreaspeceally powerful.

Aggie spoke softly and powerfully, “This dream is saying thatym@uready. If you
were not then it would not be revealed to you. It is telling youytbatwant the real
life and not the one you live now. The riders who are facelegbamgarriors of
Manannan Mac Lir. They come to cut away all that is unrealeadlonly the real.
They come to renew your innocence and your beauty. All that they yeavwith is



the real. Your choice is simply this. Are you ready for thélife® Are you ready for
the real life of Love?

George wasn't sure what the real life was. She wasn'tissine wanted this real life.
Love had hurt her enough she thought. As she was pondering this realel#fiton
Aggie pulled on her pipe. She stood up and left the room although shélwas s
present with George. When she returned she took the shadow woman’s hargl in
She turned it upward and placed in her palm a golden ring. "This eadempered
three times in the fire of the other world,” Aggie McFarlarglained. “This is the
world beyond time. This ring was made by a smith of the Tuathaddedh and now
it cannot be destroyed by fire alone.”

Aggie again read Georges mind. “Take it child. You do not havhdose now. If
you say yes to the invite from the world beyond time it will noeasy. Neither will
the other path be easy. This ring is a symbol of your commitméme teeal life. Only
put it on if you are prepared to let the old life go. If not, timg will come back to
me in its own way and its own time.”

George felt the golden ring warm in the palm of her hand. Shedietter than she

had done in many months. Something had shifted. Something new had come into he
life in this short time that she had spent at this stran¢ge didttage one and one half
miles from nowhere. She couldn’t say what it was but it felt dwydnd any

judgement of good or bad. Aggie would later tell her that thistikagxperience of

the body in full presence. This, she said, was the real homepltesre we all

belonged and all longed to return to.

It was dawn when George left the cottage of Aggie McFarleadh woman
embraced the other long and hard. George had the strange feelislgetheds
embracing a flow of light and hugging more space than form.tlageif there was
nothing there and that everything was there.

Aggie said one last thing on the threshold of the cottage. Geogpyé keher mind as
she walked her way back to the big house by the shore. Aggie hadngdldide
remember the other world in this world is to live in your true inhece.” It seemed
strange but George felt young again. For the first time inaog & time she skipped
along the lane and spun around while throwing her arms to the skyelStu the
first time in too long a time that she lived in a bright house.

As Aggie McFarland sat in the snug of the pub she was not thinkingwEs her
favourite thing to do. As she drew deeply on her pipe she heard a ithuals. a
familiar sound. It was the sound of small tumbler half full of wjiseing placed on
the table beside her. Aggie did not look up immediately. When sheeticg&was
standing above her. The young woman held out her hand to Aggie who taokyit fi
and held it awhile. No words were said as each woman drank in gsenpeeof the
other with their eyes.

Aggie watched the young woman leave. Not much had changed in her reacept
that she walked with her head higher than when Aggie had firsheee®ther than
this little had changed except that she now she wore a golden riniingeraof her
left hand.

Aggie smiled, placed the glass of whiskey to her lips anddadeast, “To life.”



THE END

Ready to Radiate Email 19 — Let Love use you

There are very definite stages along this endless
journey into Love. At each stage there is the
resistance to the new way of expressing in this
world. This is because you have to give up a
limited identity for a more expansive one. Your
family, your colleagues, your social grouping will
tell you that your behavior is questionable.



The Voyage of Life — Youth — Thomas Cole

The Radiance of Storytelling (1)

The Anam cara experience is a journey of return. Paradoxipaksg, it is a
journey to a place that is not a place. Itis a journey tocelelss place that you have
never left and can never leave. It is not a journey of more ledgelbut of knowing
and realisation, meaning that you become one able to see witdyesal

The journey of Soul Friendship is a journey of re-membering. aljasirney of
realising that that which appears to be apart is not at all. ajpastories from all over
the world this place is represented in different ways. |h mgthology the Land of
Tir Na Nog represents.itThis is the land also known as tbend of the Forever
Young This land is a symbol for the direct experience of knowing who y@asa
manifestation of the eternal.

When you know who you are as a manifestation of the eternal you avegey bf
this world alone. You are in the world but not of it. Nothing chaegespt that
everything changes. You still live in the world of time and st you have your
life situation as it is although you will smile more often and yeyes will be quiet.
However, beyond this you know that you are primarily the play of theadteThis is
the play of the Forever Young in that land beyond time.




This does not mean that the body you think you are lives forevearliedoes not
but you do know that the life force that animates the form calledddg is not born
and does not die. It simply changes form. It simply arises the formless into

form and dissolves into the formless. It is like a wave otean. Waves come and
go but the ocean is still the ocean. So the story c@ledReturn to Tir Na Nodhat

is in part your story, is a story about honouring the Call to retutimet true Self. This
is then allowed to radiate through a form that is rightly inform&dThe Return to

Tir Na Nogis the story in part of the journey home that is your journey home.

The storyReturn to Tir Na No@pens with nay saying, opens with doubt and opens
with some little hope and wishing that the idea of living the beaiutlye timeless is
not just a dream. At the end of the first paragraph the intéiiedly asserts its
dominance over the heart by saying that no one can return to the LitwedFafrever
Young.

For many people identified solely with their personality this isrelilee story ends.
They live their lives, standing not on the rock of their essendéialre but on the
shifting sands of their life situation. They refuse to recldieir sense of wonder and
remain time bound to the idea of separateness. They live fpmrsanal and
collective idea that says they are simply born, live a iteleagth of time and then
die. Often toward the end of their life period there is a sehgeowing old and
increasingly infirm. This is what we tend to call life and kve never having known
the glory of what we have just lived through or are living through.

For those who are not particularly interested in the direct exerief the beauty of
soul friendship the story seems to end here. For those who arerested the story
really only begins here. The story of the life of “little ijne&hich is the life of
separation from Love ends as the dominant purpose of the personaliheasmditess
journey into Love begins. So begins Return to Tir Na Nog.

The second paragraph of the stdhe Return to Tir Na Nogirns around the opening
statement of the first paragraph. While the first paragrap$, $They say it can’t be
done,” the second paragraph asserts that it can. This secondphraggins,
“Except that George does,” meaning that George in fact knows ha@tuto to Tir

Na Nog, knows how to directly excess the timeless dimension afefiore

Notice that the hero in this story has the name George. Rehdirane might
immediately think that this is the story of a man named Geohgswn fact it is the
story of a woman. The writer has taken the name George fronathe of the wife
of the Irish poet W. B Yeats. This name is also used becatise symbolism of the
unity of the masculine and feminine within the name. It is impottarealise that
entry into the Land of Tir Na Nog is only possible when the mascahidefeminine
energies are united. This is the marriage of the Soul.

In the second paragraph of the story we learn a little more diqualities that you
might find in someone who has journeyed and returned from the land of thesFor
Young. We learn about the gifts that they have returned to shhig.s a treasure
house unique to them but they do not claim it as their own. They spophyout
these treasures they have been given in the service of Lavengguely expresses
through them.

A returnee lives in places that are apart from the norm.



Sometimes this is reflected in the way that they live irotlter world but more
importantly it is reflected in the way that they live fronthin. Our heroine in this
story goes dancing in the moonlight. This might be happening in hervoorteror it
might not. However, it will be happening within. Inside she baldancing. Inside
she will be bathed in the reflection of that deep connection to theifenas
represented by the metaphor of moonlight. She will be receptthe tmht of the
Source that lives and loves life through her and through her body.

You are told that she seems a little crazy. Well shebeill She isn’t normal. She
lives from knowing who she is. She knows the truth that All is &@mkthat sacred
unity is her nature and flows through her. She does things that viitiged
unseemly for a woman of her age and status. She will be aamiusetacting her
age. She will be accused of acting childishly when in facksbess that she is the
flow of the life as a child of the Divine.

Toward the end of this first paragraph we are given a majortchuo she really is.
We are told that if you get close enough to her that you will disdbe¢ there is no
one there. This is key to the entry to the Land of the Forever YoLimg.is key to
the Anam cara Experience and the deep Love affair that is ebteef soul
friendship. This is the part of the journey that the ego absol#sists.

Here is the key to what the whole of the hero’s journey is raalbut. Here is the
key question that anyone entering this journey has not only to answésdbea
willing to live. This is the quest and the quest | (am) on.ot\d you be willing to
disappear so that Love can use you for its own purpose?” For mosthef aisswer
is “Absolutely, no way!”

When you come to the point in the journey when you are willing to allove to use
you for the purpose it created you then you have surrendered your wifirnes
running your life situation for the willingness to be a receivaheflight that can then
radiate through you.

Although it may appear that you lose something by disappearing notHinthisr
from the truth. Here are some of the qualities that you can etpbe radiated
though the personality of one who is Forever Young. Note that thesteguale to
be used for the good of all and not in self-service to the separate of self called
the ego. These qualities are feminine and are enjoyed throughilttyeta allow
them to flow in free expression.

If you use them for your own purpose then there is one guarantee.s Tas you
will lose them. This is the meaning of the phrase by the Mastis when he said,
“Those who would save their life will lose it.” Of course wheu allow these
gualities to animate the personality you find yourself enjoyingdifine full. You are
as Eckhart Tolle says ithe Power of Nowin joy of your Self. This is the true Self
that is to only real source of joy.

Ready to Radiate Email 20 — The Power of Dreams
This outsider is a Soul Friend. They invite

you to pay attention to your dreams.



The Vision of the Youth Bartholomew — Mikhail Nesterov — 1862 - 1942

The Outsider

In the story of the Return to Tir Na Nog we meet with anothénefain characters.
This is Aggie McFarland. She is an Outsider who is paradoyiaalinsider. Her
surname designates that she is from the Far Land. Shenliggdace one and on half
miles from nowhere. This is an indication of her ability to livéwo worlds and
cross threshold places. She is not afraid to not belong to this wdnideodnd space
and form alone.

Aggie McFarland is, as the story tells, a Lover. Lowestheir own authority and
are in tune with who they are. They are usually loners but tieeyaadonely. Loners
as understood in the contact of this course are not isolated people bet gfetbel
Al(Done. When you are with them you are in the presence of sonyeariaow to

be real. They are not out to impress you. They simply seesyan expression of the
Divine in form.

A Soul Friend tends to be an Outsider. This does not mean theschusive. They
are focused on purpose. Their purpose is to be a servant to Libieemdans that
they are required to be open to where life will lead them. &heypen to the
promptings of that inner voice which guides them to express their unggiene



The Hero’s journey, which is the journey of the Soul, is one wher&goome more
and more focused on letting go and letting Love in action transfortmvtiien needs
to be healed and made whole. There are as many ways to abqwdbess as there
are individuals. However, the process is always one of allowling a process of
surrender to the will of Love as it is intended to express through you.

To be a Lover and to risk for Love requires courage. It medmsviothe ability to
enter the heart. Our culture is not a heart centred cultww.c&ltures are.
However, there is an increasing movement toward such a wapassing as a
collective. If you are taking this course then you are one of thbese intention is
on being part of this creative expression.

The Outsider practises the work of going inside. They go deep insiider to
allow the radiance of who they are to flow through them into the wdrtey do this
for the most part in private. They may belong to a group but th#ioaty is derived
from their lived experience and does not come from fixed teachiraysreied or from
a teacher. The Outsider is a teacher who teaches you the bewoohing who you
are. They don't teach you a fixed way but point you in the directigowf
unigueness.

The Outsider is a practitioner. They practice is being @aviglfor Love’s purpose,
which is their Soul purpose and their sole purpose. They practidedghedilich does
not mean they are a doctor or nurse although they may be. A taallee the person
who is your local garage mechanic or the teller at the local bAnkOutsider is not
what they do but more how they do. In a sense they are beyond doing anarar
the allowing of the beauty to flow into form through them.

The Outsider lives the values of the emerging consciousnes&ntyethe level of
consciousness that many people are at is the level of rational@esress. This is
indicated by the primary focus on the power of the rational mind.Ortisider does
not disparage the rational mind but realises it limitation. rétienal mind is not the
whole mind. It recognises in part only. The root of the word rdtmmaes from the
word ration meaning part off. The Outsider trusts the One Mindgretistic and
heart centred.

This course on Soul Friendship is intended to focus you on becoming heegticent
This means following the call that comes through the heart. igk@ur soul calling
you to express who you are created to be. This call will makeggwihcomfortable.
It will challenge you. It will mean that you have to move beyondrevigeu presently
are. This is the Hero’s journey. It is the continuing processrthf and death and
rebirth. This journey of Soul Friendship is a process of the dea#lfedenteredness
emerging in a rebirth as one who becomes a willing servant of Love

This willingness to be a servant of Love will make you an Outsithas is because
our culture is focused primarily on “What’s in it for me.” Howevas one who
becomes increasingly grounded in the real you as an Outsider becomanchonere
attractive. This is not attractive in a glamorous sensathuaictive in a radiant sense.
You radiate what it is to be. People will be drawn to you and ytb&idrawn to
them. This is not out of a sense of lack but from a sense of ebibm You as an
Outsider, focused on the abundance of Self begin to give away vgnatmsto you in
increasingly creative ways.

This attractiveness is the energy of attraction and followsalkeof Attraction.



Love is always attractive. It moves from within to withodn Outsider does not
look for Love outside themselves. They are tuned to the crdatte that forms all
things out of no thing. The felt experience of this power of Cre&itdre power of
Love. The Outsider recognises that this is who they are and tiorce that they
are not and are never apart from.

When you make a commitment to the Hero’s journey, which is the joumteei.ove
you are committing to go beyond the norm. This commitment meangatatre
required to honour the Call to express what you Love. This can thisatevay you
presently are seen in the world. You will begin to shift into deapthenticity. This
means you begin to authorise your individuality. It means that yan teéall in
Love with the way beauty expresses through you.

This movement into deeper authenticity will challenge your aeiahip with family,
with friends, with colleagues and with any groups you identify wibu may find
yourself becoming ostracised because you will be told you no longer hielarfigxed
form of identity. Therein begins the next part of the Hero’s jouthalis the seeking
and the struggle involved in the seeking for the treasure thatylglate.

The main character George in this storyhaf Return to Tir Na Noi told by the
Outsider that she won't get her old life back. The Outsider lyelpsn the process of
the letting go and death of the inauthentic self and the rebirthhiatatthentic Self.
They are not interested in improving you. They know that you agadrmore than
the sum of the mask you call the persona that you identify withy fénee seen the
radiance within themselves and offer you nothing less than thetionita know this
for yourself.

The Outsider asks you, “Are your ready to radiate?” If youthen they will offer
you the opportunity for commitment. This is offered by way of assartrat what
you are journeying into will give you more than all the treasureasth and your joy
will be in giving it away. In the story of tieeturn to Tir Na Noghis commitment is
symbolised by the invitation to wear a ring.

Ready to Radiate Email 21 — Symbols are more thanawds

Symbols represent an archetypal energy in
form. To honor that symbol and to make
a commitment to knowing its power (not
merely intellectually appreciating what it
means) is to be willing to accept such
empowerment. This is a great honor and
requires a great sense of responsibility.



Idun and the Apples - J Doyle Penrose

The Symbol

In the storyReturn to Tir Na Nogseorge is given a ring. Aring is a paradox. The
center is empty and thus boundless. This boundlessness is containedwithin
boundary that has no beginning or end. A ring is a most complete axldyasah
symbol. It is a symbol of wholeness and healing. A perfecbsi/for Love.

Aggie McFarland offers this symbol to the woman on the edge.is&tiea threshold
place of unknowing and renewal. She is told the good news. Shetisabghe will
not get her old life back. This outsider invites the woman c&learge into the new
and the unknown. This requires trust.

A Soul Friend wears a symbol for various reasons. It is wonnapily to assist in
remembrance. The symbol serves to remind the one wearingak®® wp and
remember the commitment of the heart and their hearts intention.

What a symbol is and what it represents is personal to eachTfieisymbol will
change as you change. Your connection to it will deepen as theepualrepresents
deepen within you. The more intention the more intense the conneattensd, as it
is used here does not mean tension but devotion. You will begin to iale with
the symbol as you fall in love and feel the qualities the syniloiisen you.

You might wear this symbol on your body or keep it hidden and private.ettw
remember that the display of the symbol is a metaphor for yolimgeebout it. In
the beginning of the journey you may well feel the need to keep ymbhadyhidden
from view until you gain confidence and delight in it.



This writer wears around his neck a symbol of a swan. It isifiora symbol of
commitment to the qualities of grace and beauty. He is oftexdashy he wears this
swan necklace. This allows the writer to share a heartdahection to the adored
qualities of grace and beauty. A conversation in remembranbe beauty and
grace of the Self is thus invited. One then becomes a raditioe grace and beauty
of Creation as it is in free flow through a heart and mind thaakats intention the
service of Love.

Notice that this is not something you are asked to simply think al@ng.can reflect
on the qualities of grace and beauty but their power is lived thresdinds. You
live and feel these qualities as you drop the thoughts you have abogitawenand
that which is not beautiful within you. Beauty is not glamour. c&iia not doing
something but the free flow of no thing through you in the form of the body.

Feeling is experienced through a body that is free of judgemeatingré this sense
is not emotion. Emotion is a feeling attached to a thought that terdsjudge-
mental. Look at the subtly of the body of a young child. The child hagh&tarned
to armour its body with judgements. Its grace and beauty andrséee free flow of
its energies devoid of ideas of good and bad.

The free flow of grace and beauty is not made. They are inhgithitt you as part
off and connected with the whole of Creation. A symbol that you cotorhiglps
you remember the heart and the beauty and grace that, with intentigractice,
you allow to be in free flow.

When you go to the outsider who is really an insider they invite yausbyour

inner voice. This is your guide to grace and beauty at the dfeatto you are. You
have free will. The outsider knows that your free will tendsomdbie free at all. It is
conditioned and it tends to be suspecting of anything outside the boundaty#ilst i
the known. The outsider is always inviting you into the unknown th&wesya new.

An outsider invites you to live a life that you create symbticarlhis goes beyond
words that are in themselves symbols. The outsider invitamiliersal language of
the Soul. These are not the symbols such as a nation stategr &dch symbols
contain the idea of separateness. An Anam cara invites you teecheymbol that
represents the unlimited. Such are the qualities of beauty arel gréhen these
qualities are felt and honoured then this is how you begin to see thit Whiis is
true empowerment. It is a power flowing through you for the highesd.g

Ask to be able to use this power in the world for the highest goodl oAsk that you
be available to use this power with humility. Ask that you notbwgted (as you will
be) to use this power to serve your persona (the mask). Thesrisal meaning of the
biblical phrase, “Ask and it shall be given.” When you ask inwlaig it will be given
to you. However, the ego will in all likelihood not want to receiueh qualities
because the free flow of such qualities means the absence of prigeindgement
maintains the ego that is the felt sense of separateness.

This asking in this way is the Hero’s journey. Itisn’'t so minhasking as having

the courage to be a recipient of this glorious power. It isabeage and humility to
receive these gifts for you and primarily for the others hard for us to accept our
Kingship or Queenship of beauty and grace when we have been used tmliiag

raggedness of our sense of separateness we call the ego.



We are so afraid of our radiance. We are afraid of being limgechuch and yet this
is who we are — Love expressing in form. There are many @satdisuch
expression. At this time this writer chooses the qualitiesaxfegand beauty
symbolised by a swan. This choice is not made from the intéllédtas grown
within the heart. This is his commitment to Soul Friendship. Wéhaturs and how
will you allow such commitment to become a daily remembrance.

Then you will allow the outer symbol to enter deeply into you so thafeel and
radiate its power. You use this power for the greater good.of alls you serve the
one Soul. In this way you become an outsider. You become an invi@tiowe in
action. Then, like Aggie McFarland in the storytloé Return to Tir Na Nogou can
raise a toast and say with all heart-felt connectednesssangiés one and all — “To
Life.
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