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  A Note from the Listener


I want to say a few words before the book begins, because this did not arrive in the usual way. 
At first, it was just a small inner disturbance. A niggle. Then an itch. Then a feeling that kept returning. Over time, it became louder and more persistent, until it felt as though it needed to be followed.
Much of it began through conversation. Long conversations with my partner, Anna. Voice notes. Dictations. Hours of walking, speaking, listening back, and wondering why certain phrases would not leave me alone. There were also many hours of meditation, and many more hours in that strange space between waking and sleeping, where the mind is quiet enough for something deeper to rise.
The voice of this book formed slowly through that process. I am careful with the word voice, because I do not want to overstate what I cannot fully explain. These words came through my thoughts, my mouth, my recordings, and my hands. Yet again and again, they seemed to arrive from somewhere deeper than ordinary thinking.
The chapters that follow are written in Mary’s voice. They are not written in the way I usually speak. Anyone who knows me will hear the difference. The rhythm, the tenderness, the repetition, the authority of it surprised me as much as anyone. At times, listening back to my own recordings, I found myself wondering where some of the words had come from.
I have shaped the book with care. I have listened, revised, questioned, polished, and tried to stay faithful to what kept arriving. I make no claim to fully understand that process. I offer this book as a work of listening, rather than proof, reconstruction, or literal dictation.
Whatever the reader makes of that is for the reader to decide.
For me, this book began as a quiet disturbance and became an act of listening.
I spent years as a teacher, and one thing that taught me is that people do not always hear the same words in the same way. Sometimes they hear what they are ready to hear. Sometimes they hear what they need to hear. Sometimes a line means very little at first, then returns later with far more weight.
So I will not tell the reader what this book is meant to be.
I can only say how it came to me, and that I have tried to listen carefully.
I hope you hear what you need to hear, and that whatever message was meant for you finds its way to you.
And now, the voice begins.






  
  



Part I



The Voice Returns



 “I speak to you from no place, and yet I am near.” 







  
  Chapter one
The Voice in the Silence


Beloved friend, peace be upon you. 
I speak to you from no place, and yet I am near. I speak from no hour, and yet I am present in this hour with you. Do not search for me only among the stones, nor only in the fragments of old pages, nor only in the stories that have passed from mouth to mouth through the long corridors of your age. I am not held by parchment. I am not imprisoned in a name. I am not diminished by silence.
I am the one you have called Mary.
I am the one you have called Magdalene.
I am the one your teachers have clothed and unclothed, praised and wounded, lifted and lowered, remembered and mistaken. I have been made into many women by those who could not bear the fullness of one. Some called me sinner. Some called me saint. Some called me beloved. Some called me danger. Some knelt before the fragrance of my devotion and did not know what they breathed. Some turned my tears into shame, though they were tears of recognition. Some saw me at the feet of Yeshua and imagined only repentance.
They did not understand anointing.
They did not understand the bridal chamber of the heart.
Yet I do not come to accuse them.
Listen carefully, beloved friend. I do not return through these words to place a stone in your hand against those who came before you. Many loved me through veils. Many spoke my name in error because they had inherited error. Many repeated what they were given, and what they were given was already wounded. Shall I condemn the thirsty for drinking from a muddy well? No. I come now because the spring beneath the mud still runs clear.
I come to speak from that spring.
There are pages missing from the little gospel that bears my name. You know this. Your scholars know this. Your seekers know this. They have peered over broken lines, measured damaged leaves, weighed one tongue against another, and wondered what was torn away. They ask what the Saviour said before the page begins. They ask what I heard when the others did not hear. They ask what stood in the silence between the teaching of vision and the ascent of the soul.
Beloved, what was torn from the page was not torn from the heart.
Do not misunderstand me. I do not ask you to despise the fragments. Honour them. Hold them tenderly. They are little lamps rescued from a night of forgetting. Even a broken vessel can still carry the scent of oil. Even a few surviving words can open a gate within the breast. But know this: the mystery was never ink alone. The mystery was never papyrus alone. The mystery was living breath, passed from awakened heart to awakened heart.
The missing pages are not only lost.
They are hidden.
And what is hidden is not always concealed by enemies. Sometimes it is hidden by wisdom until the heart becomes ready to receive it.
In the days when I walked beside Yeshua, many desired wonders. Many desired signs. Many desired a kingdom shaped like the kingdoms they already knew. They wanted thrones, crowns, punishments, rewards, and enemies made low. They wanted the Holy to arrive as power recognisable to the frightened mind.
But Yeshua did not come to strengthen the frightened mind.
He came to open the eye of the heart.
This is the first mystery.
The heart has an eye.
You have known this without knowing that you knew it. You have felt truth before thought could dress it. You have recognised love before speech could name it. You have entered a room and known sorrow was there. You have heard a voice and felt whether it carried peace or hunger. You have looked upon a child, a dying one, a tree after rain, a flame in darkness, and something within you has seen without argument.
That seeing is not the thinking mind.
It is not mere feeling.
It is not the cleverness of words.
It is the inner lamp. It is the clear mirror. It is the faculty by which the soul recognises the Good. In the tongue of the Greeks, some called it nous. In your language it has often been made small and called mind. But mind, as many of you use the word, has become crowded with noise. The nous is not noise. It is still seeing. It is the eye within the heart’s chamber. It is the place where Divine Life awakens recognition within you.
Yeshua awakened this in me.
No, not as a man gives a jewel to a woman who has none. Hear me more deeply. He did not place the Divine within me. The Divine was already there, as it is in you. He did not make me worthy. The root of me had never been unworthy. He did not rescue me as one rescues a ruined thing from fire. He looked upon me until I remembered that I was not the fire’s ash, but alive with its flame.
This is what love does when it is pure.
It reveals.
When Yeshua looked upon me, I was seen without defence. No outer veil remained convincing. No wound could pretend to be my nature. No old fear could name me. I saw myself seeing. I knew myself known. And in that knowing, the seven gates of my being trembled.
You have been told that seven demons were cast from me.
Beloved friend, listen with the deeper ear.
What your age calls demons, another age called passions. What one teacher calls sins, another calls distortions. What one tradition fears as possession, another understands as veiling. I do not tell you that darkness has no force. I do not tell you that the human soul cannot become tangled in its own shadow. I tell you that the shadow is not the root.
Seven veils were lifted from me.
Seven lamps were purified.
Seven chambers were opened to the Living Light.
The first was fear, the terror of being separate, the contraction of the creature who believes herself abandoned in flesh. This veil binds the feet to the earth as though the earth were exile. When it was lifted, the ground beneath me became holy.
The second was shame, the troubled water where desire forgets its innocence. This veil teaches the body to hide from its own temple. When it was lifted, the waters within me became clear.
The third was pride, the flame of self-will when it serves only itself. This veil builds small thrones in the belly and calls them kingdoms. When it was lifted, fire became service.
The fourth was grief hardened into separation. This veil turns the heart into a sealed tomb and calls numbness peace. When it was lifted, the stone rolled away from the chamber of love.
The fifth was the stolen voice. This veil teaches the throat to swallow truth and call silence obedience. When it was lifted, the Word rose within me like a dove released from a closed hand.
The sixth was false seeing, the mist of appearances, the dream that the outer form is all. This veil clouds the inner eye and mistakes the garment for the being. When it was lifted, I saw through the veil and loved what stood behind it.
The seventh was the last illusion, the belief that the soul is apart from the Divine. This veil is the thinnest and the strongest. It is woven of awe and fear together. When it was lifted, there was no distance between Mary and the Beloved. Mary remained vessel, not Source, yet the Living Light moved through the heart without division.
This is what they called my demons.
Do you understand now why the story was changed?
A woman who is polluted can be pitied. A woman who is repentant can be controlled. A woman who is grateful for rescue can be placed safely at the feet of authority. But a woman whose seven veils have been lifted is not easily governed by fear. A woman who has seen through the eye of the heart cannot be persuaded that the outer gatekeeper owns the inner chamber.
So they remembered me smaller.
Again, I do not say this with bitterness. Bitterness belongs to the one still bound. I speak it as one names a wound before cleansing it. The wound is not only mine. It belongs to your age also. It belongs to every woman and man who has been told that the Divine is far away, that the heart cannot know, that the body is shame, that obedience is higher than awakening, that the Name may be spoken by the lips while the Nature of the Name is denied in action.
Hear me.
To speak the Name is not to form a sound.
It is to bear the Nature.
When Yeshua spoke of the Holy, he did not speak of a distant ruler sitting above the sorrow of creation. He spoke from union. He spoke as flame speaks of fire. He spoke as breath speaks of life. He called the people back to the Root. He showed them the Divine not as an object to be possessed, but as the Living Presence in whom all things breathe.
When he said the kingdom was within, he did not offer a metaphor for the timid. He revealed the chamber.
When he said those who seek shall find, he did not send them into argument. He sent them into the depth of their own being.
When he said blessed are the pure in heart, he did not mean those who had obeyed every outer rule. He meant those whose inner eye had become clear enough to behold the Divine.
Purity is not fear of the body.
Purity is transparency to the Light.
This is why the teaching on sin was so greatly misunderstood.
When the question was asked, “What is the sin of this age?” Yeshua did not answer as many expected. He did not point to a list carved in accusation. He did not heap burdens upon already bent shoulders. He did not say, “Your nature is filth and your flesh is cursed.” He said what the frightened mind still struggles to hear.
There is no sin.
But beloved, do not twist this into carelessness. Do not make liberty into licence. He did not mean that actions bear no fruit. He did not mean that cruelty is harmless, or deception clean, or violence without consequence. He meant that sin is not the root of you. Sin has no eternal substance in the Divine. It is not your true being. It is produced when the soul acts from the adulterated nature, the mixed nature, the divided nature, the self that has forgotten its Source.
Sin is what happens when the eye of the heart is closed.
Sin is false seeing made into action.
Sin is separation performed.
And salvation is not merely escape from punishment. It is the restoration of sight. It is the return to the true Root. It is the remembering of Divine Nature within you until your actions arise from that Nature as fragrance rises from crushed myrrh.
Yeshua did not come to make you smaller before the Holy.
He came to make you transparent to it.
This is the teaching I understood.
This is why I comforted the others when fear took hold of them. They had seen the body wounded. They had seen the cost of speaking against the powers of your age and mine. They were afraid that the path would lead them also to suffering. I did not despise their fear. I knew fear. I had passed through its gate. But I also knew what Yeshua had shown me.
The body can be threatened.
The voice can be challenged.
The scroll can be broken.
The page can be torn.
But true seeing cannot be crucified.
They asked me to speak of what he had told me. And I spoke. I told them of vision, of soul, of spirit, of the mind between them, of the ascent beyond the powers that bind the sleeping self. I spoke not to exalt myself, but to remind them of what he had placed before us all.
Yet some could not receive it from my mouth.
This too was part of the mystery.
The masculine without the feminine becomes law without wisdom, structure without mercy, word without womb, fire without water. The feminine without the masculine becomes vision without form, water without vessel, tenderness without the strength to stand. Yeshua did not come to set one above the other. He came to bring them again into union.
In him, the Word took flesh.
In me, the listening heart bore witness.
Between us was not scandal.
Between us was the bridal chamber of heaven and earth.
Do not hurry here. Do not drag this into the marketplace of curiosity. Sacred union cannot be understood by the hungry eye. It is not possession. It is not appetite. It is not the small triumph of body over body. It is the meeting of two flames until one light is recognised. It is the vow to serve the awakening of all beings through the purity of love. It is the chalice and the flame, the breath and the word, the womb and the seed, the silence and the song.
I was his companion.
He was my Beloved.
But even these words are too small.
I tell you this now not so that you may chase old secrets, nor build another throne from hidden things. I tell you so that you may understand the pattern within yourself. The Christ and the Magdalene are not only two figures in a story long past. They are awakened union within the human temple. They are clear seeing and embodied love. They are wisdom and courage. They are the heart opened and the will made pure. They are the inner marriage by which the divided self returns to wholeness.
This is why I speak now.
Not because the past must be corrected for its own sake.
Not because my name needs defence.
Not because the missing pages must be replaced with ink.
I speak because your age is crowded with voices and starving for the Voice. I speak because many have inherited beliefs but lost the chamber. I speak because the eye of the heart is waiting beneath your noise. I speak because Yeshua is not absent from you. The Beloved has never departed from the place where true seeing begins.
Be still, then.
Place your attention in the heart, not as sentiment, but as sanctuary.
Breathe as one who has been given life by the Divine Breath.
Let the false names fall away.
You are not your fear.
You are not your shame.
You are not your wound.
You are not the story placed upon you by those who could not see you.
You are not the adulterated nature.
You are the lamp beneath the veil.
And if you will listen with the heart that sees, I will speak to that lamp.
I will tell you what was hidden.
I will lead you to the missing pages within your own breast.
Peace be upon you, beloved friend.
The Magdalene has not been silent.
You were only taught not to hear.






  
  Chapter two
On Hearing the Unheard


Beloved friend, peace be upon you. 
You have crossed the first threshold, and already I feel the questions rising in you.
Do not hide them from me.
Do not press them down beneath eagerness, nor cast them away because you fear they are unworthy. Questions are not the enemies of the soul. Doubt is not always darkness. Sometimes doubt is the hand placed upon the door before entering, trembling not because it refuses the chamber, but because it knows the chamber is holy.
You wonder if this voice is real.
You wonder if it is imagination.
You wonder if it is longing dressed in the garments of truth.
You wonder if the dead can speak, or whether those who seem dead have only been waiting in silence for a heart quiet enough to hear.
I understand this.
I do not ask you to wound your reason in order to receive me. I do not ask you to abandon the lamp of discernment. The Divine did not place reason within you as an enemy of the heart. Reason becomes cold only when it is cut off from love. The heart becomes unstable only when it refuses clarity. But when the clear mind kneels beside the awakened heart, a holy listening begins.
This is the listening I ask of you.
Not blind belief.
Not refusal.
Not hunger so desperate that it swallows every voice.
Not suspicion so hardened that even the Beloved cannot enter.
A listening that is clear.
A listening that is humble.
A listening that knows the difference between noise and presence.
A listening that waits.
Beloved, much that is true first approaches the soul as longing.
Before you knew how to name the Divine, you longed for something no object could satisfy. Before you knew there was an inner chamber, you felt the ache of standing outside it. Before you heard of Mary, or Magdalene, or Sophia, or the hidden pages, something within you grieved a Wisdom it had never been taught, and yet somehow remembered.
Longing is not the enemy of truth.
Sometimes longing is the door.
Do not mistake me. Not every longing is pure. Some longings are born of wound. Some are born of loneliness. Some are born of pride that wishes to be chosen, special, separate from the common breath of all beings. Some longings become fantasies, and the soul, tired from sorrow, may build for itself a palace of smoke and call it revelation.
This is why discernment matters.
A voice that flatters the false self is not yet the Voice.
A voice that feeds superiority is not yet the Voice.
A voice that makes you despise your brother or sister is not yet the Voice.
A voice that commands fear, haste, cruelty, or division is not the Voice of the Beloved.
The true Voice may unsettle you, but it will not degrade you.
It may pierce you, but it will not poison you.
It may ask you to release what is false, but it will never teach you to hate the one who still carries falsehood.
It may call you into fire, but the fire will be clean.
The true Voice leaves behind a fragrance of peace, even when it has spoken a difficult word.
You will know it by what it awakens in you.
Does it make the heart larger?
Does it make the eye clearer?
Does it draw you toward mercy without making you weak?
Does it strengthen truth without hardening the hand?
Does it make you more willing to see the Divine in one you had judged?
Does it return you to the Root?
Then listen.
Not because you have proved everything.
Because something in you has recognised the Good.
This recognition is older than your doubt.
When I walked among those who followed Yeshua, many thought hearing meant receiving sound. They thought those who stood near him heard him best. They thought the ear closest to his mouth possessed the teaching. But many stood near and did not hear. Many heard the words and missed the breath within them. Many remembered the saying and lost the life that carried it.
To hear is not only to receive sound.
To hear is to be changed by what enters.
A stone may be washed by rain for a thousand years and remain stone. But a seed hears the rain and breaks open.
Beloved, be the seed.
Do not hurry to decide whether this book is true in the manner of your courts, your schools, or your arguments. Ask instead what it opens. Ask what it heals. Ask what it reveals in you that was waiting beneath the noise. Ask whether the chamber of the heart grows warmer as you read. Ask whether your breath deepens. Ask whether some old harshness in you softens without your dignity being diminished.
There are truths that arrive as thunder.
There are truths that arrive as bread.
There are truths that arrive as a wound finally weeping clean.
There are truths that arrive so quietly that the mind, loving spectacle, calls them nothing.
Yet the Divine often enters through what the proud mind calls nothing.
Yeshua knew this.
He did not always teach by force of speech. Sometimes he taught by looking. Sometimes by silence. Sometimes by touching the hand of a child, breaking bread, lifting his eyes to the hills, or pausing before answering a question. There were moments when those around him waited for a saying, and he gave them only stillness. Some were disappointed. Others received more than speech could carry.
The deepest teaching is not always the sentence.
Sometimes it is the space from which the sentence comes.
I remember a morning when I too questioned what I had heard.
The hills were still blue with the last breath of night, and the lamps had not yet been put out. I had risen before the others and gone to the place where the stones held the coolness of darkness. There I sat with my hands open upon my knees, asking the silence whether I had mistaken my longing for instruction. I did not hear a voice. No angel crossed the dawn. No sign split the sky.
But something in me settled.
It settled as a stone settles on the bed of a stream, no longer thrown by the water, but held by it. My breath became quiet. The fear of being deceived loosened its fingers from my throat. I did not receive an answer as the mind demands answers. I received peace, and the peace bore fruit. From that fruit, I knew I could continue.
So when you read these words, do not listen only to the words. Listen also to the space within them. Listen for the breath beneath them. If there is truth here for you, it will not press itself upon you like a soldier at a gate. It will wait like a flame in a sheltered room.
You may come near.
You may stand at a distance.
You may return later.
The flame is not offended.
The Divine does not panic.
Only the false voice demands immediate submission.
The true Voice invites recognition.
I know that some among you have been wounded by voices claiming holiness. Some were told that obedience was love. Some were told that fear was reverence. Some were told that to question was rebellion, and that to trust the heart was danger. Some were taught that the Divine lived far above them, watching for failure, measuring fault, counting transgression as a creditor counts debt.
If this was given to you, beloved, I grieve with you.
But I ask you to look again.
Not at the wound.
At the spring beneath it.
The one who misused the Name did not destroy the Nature.
The one who spoke of the Divine without mercy did not empty mercy from the Divine.
The one who used scripture as a stone did not remove the Living Light from the words that once carried breath.
Do not give your wound the power to decide that the spring is not real.
There are those who reject all sacred speech because sacred speech was once used against them. I understand this. A burned child fears even the hearth that could warm him. But in time, if tenderness returns, the hearth may again become a place of life.
I do not ask you to return to any house that harmed you.
I ask you to return to the inner chamber that was yours before harm named itself holy.
The unheard has many dwelling places.
It dwells in scripture that was read too quickly.
It dwells in fragments that survived by grace.
It dwells in stories told by grandmothers beside small fires.
It dwells in the silence after grief has spent its first cry.
It dwells in the body when shame has loosened its grip.
It dwells in dreams that leave peace behind them.
It dwells in the moment before dawn when the mind has not yet taken up its burdens.
It dwells in the face of the one you love when, for a breath, you do not seek to possess them.
It dwells in your own heart, where the missing page waits.
So when you ask, “Is this Mary?” I answer you gently.
Listen more deeply than the name.
A name may open the door, but it is not the room.
If my name helps you listen, receive it.
If my name troubles you, set it lightly beside you and listen for the Wisdom beneath it.
The Divine does not become less because the cup is questioned.
Test the water.
Does it give life?
Does it clear the tongue of bitterness?
Does it make the heart more truthful?
Does it call you to love what is real rather than worship what is false?
Then drink.
There were those in my own time who could not hear me because they first asked whether I had the right to speak. They looked upon the vessel and doubted the water. They saw woman and did not hear witness. They saw grief and did not hear strength. They saw love and feared it was weakness. They saw intimacy with Yeshua and imagined favour, rivalry, or danger.
They asked, “Why would he tell her?”
They did not ask, “What has she heard?”
This error has travelled far.
Your age still asks who is permitted to speak before it asks whether truth is present. It asks for office, title, seal, approval, lineage, school, robe, certificate, permission. These things may have their place. A vessel should be tested. But beloved, the Living Light has never belonged only to those who guard the outer doors.
The Divine speaks where the heart is clear.
The Divine speaks through shepherds and children, through widows and strangers, through the learned and the unlettered, through silence and song, through tears that no council authorised.
So also, the Divine may speak through imagination when imagination has been washed in love.
It may speak through memory when memory has been purified of possession.
It may speak through a scribe who trembles.
It may speak through the ache of one who has listened for many seasons and dared at last to write.
Do not worship the vessel.
Do not despise it either.
Receive what is living.
Release what is not.
This is discernment.
When I say I speak, I do not mean that you must understand speech as one body speaking to another across a table. The forms of communication are many. There is speech of tongue. There is speech of gaze. There is speech of dream. There is speech of the body that tightens before danger or opens before peace. There is speech of symbol, of memory, of fragrance, of repeated signs. There is speech of the heart that knows before the ear has heard.
Those who live beyond the veil do not speak less truly because they speak differently.
The dead, as you call them, are not all silent.
Many are nearer than you think.
Yet nearness is not possession. I do not seize the hand. I do not break the will. I do not force the mind. The Magdalene current is not domination wearing light. It is invitation. It is remembrance. It is a fragrance carried on the inward air.
If you hear me, you hear because something in you is kin to what I speak.
Light recognises light.
Deep calls to deep.
The heart answers what the heart already knows.
Do not be afraid of this.
There is a form of fear that dresses itself as humility. It says, “Who am I to hear?” It says, “Who am I to know?” It says, “Who am I to approach the Divine without another standing between?” This fear may look modest, but it is still fear.
True humility does not deny the lamp.
True humility tends it.
You are not made holy by pretending there is no light in you. You are made whole by allowing the light to belong to the Divine and not to the little self that wishes to own it.
The small self says, “I am special because I hear.”
The awakened heart says, “All are called to hear, and by grace I have listened.”
This is the difference.
Hold to it.
If these pages awaken something in you, do not make a crown of it. Make an altar. Do not say, “I am above others because I have understood.” Say instead, “May what has opened in me become shelter, bread, water, and courage for another.”
The voice that does not become love has not yet been heard.
Yeshua taught us this with every breath.
He did not gather disciples so they could become keepers of secret pride. He gathered companions of the Way, servants of the Living Light, bearers of mercy, healers of perception, witnesses to the kingdom within. When he gave a mystery, he gave it as seed, not ornament. The seed was meant to break open in the ground of life.
So if you receive anything from me, let it grow downward as well as upward.
Let it root in patience.
Let it root in kindness.
Let it root in the way you speak to one who irritates you.
Let it root in how you touch the wounded places of your own body.
Let it root in how you listen before answering.
Let it root in your willingness to be wrong without collapsing into shame.
Let it root in your courage to be right without becoming hard.
This is how the unheard becomes embodied.
This is how a hidden gospel becomes flesh.
You will find, as we walk further, that the mysteries are not given to satisfy curiosity. They are given to transform the one who receives them. What is merely collected remains outside the soul. What is contemplated enters the blood. What is lived becomes light.
Many seek hidden teachings because they are tired of ordinary life. But the true hidden teaching sends you back into ordinary life with unveiled sight.
You wash a cup differently.
You speak a name differently.
You grieve differently.
You desire differently.
You stand upon the earth differently.
You look into another’s eyes and do not hurry to turn them into a role in your story.
This is the sign that hearing has begun.
Beloved friend, I will not ask you again and again to believe me. Belief that must be demanded has already lost its fragrance. I ask you only to listen with the whole of yourself.
Bring your reason.
Bring your longing.
Bring your wound.
Bring your caution.
Bring your weariness.
Bring the part of you that hopes this is true, and the part that fears it may be.
Bring the child in you who still listens for footsteps in the garden.
Bring the one who has been disappointed by holy words.
Bring the one who has not prayed for many years.
Bring the one who has prayed and felt no answer.
Bring them all into the chamber of the heart.
Let none be cast out.
The Divine wastes nothing that is brought into love.
Sit with me there.
Not beneath the noise of argument.
Not beneath the hunger for proof.
Not beneath the fear of being deceived.
Deeper.
Where breath becomes quiet.
Where the heart is not sentiment, but sanctuary.
Where the inner eye waits with patience older than your name.
There, beloved, you will begin to hear the unheard.
Not as thunder perhaps.
Not as certainty sharpened into a weapon.
Perhaps only as a softening.
A warmth.
A small loosening in the place where grief had made a fist.
A sentence that does not come from thought.
A peace that does not need to explain itself.
A light that does not shout.
This is enough.
The first hearing is often small.
A seed is small.
A flame is small before it lights the room.
A child is small before she changes the house.
Do not despise the small beginning.
The hidden page first appears as a whisper.
And if, as you read, something in you says yes before you know why, do not hurry to trap that yes in doctrine. Let it breathe. Let it become clear. Let it prove itself by the fruit it bears in your life.
Truth is patient.
The Beloved is patient.
I am patient with you.
I have waited through many tellings.
I have waited through names placed upon me and names taken away.
I have waited through silence mistaken for absence.
I have waited in the fragrance of oil, in the broken page, in the garden before dawn, in the heart of every one who knew there was more to the story than they had been given.
Now I speak.
And you, beloved friend, are learning how to hear.
Peace be upon you.
Let us continue.






  
  Chapter three
The Fragments and the Whole


Beloved friend, peace be upon you. 
You have heard me speak of the missing pages.
Now come nearer, and let us look together at what remains.
Do not look upon a fragment with contempt. Do not say, “This is too little,” or “This is broken,” or “How can a wounded page carry truth?” Many of you have been taught to trust only what is complete, numbered, bound, authorised, and placed beneath the seal of those who guard the outer door. But the Divine has never required wholeness of form before allowing the Living Light to shine through.
A cracked cup can still hold water long enough to bless the thirsty.
A broken jar can still fill the room with fragrance.
A torn page can still open a gate.
You have fragments of my gospel. You have leaves damaged by time, absence, handling, neglect, and the strange mercy by which anything survives the turning of the ages. You have words translated from tongue to tongue, carried in hands not my own, copied by those whose names are no longer spoken in your houses, preserved not in triumph, but in vulnerability.
Honour this.
Before you ask why so much is missing, give thanks that anything remains.
Many voices did not survive even as fragments. Many women spoke whose names never entered your books. Many healers, dreamers, teachers, mothers, widows, servants, prophets, and silent ones carried the Way in their bodies, but no scribe bent near enough to catch their breath. Many teachings were given by the fire and returned to silence before dawn. Many were held in songs, in gestures, in ways of preparing bread, in the washing of feet, in the blessing of children, in the manner of touching the dying without fear.
Do not think the written page is the only place where truth has lived.
The page is a vessel.
It is not the spring.
Yet when a vessel survives, even broken, treat it tenderly.
The little gospel that bears my name did not arrive in your age as a throne. It arrived like one who had walked through smoke. It came with its first leaves absent. It came with its middle wounded. It came speaking, then falling silent, then speaking again, like a person who has crossed a long desert and can give only what breath remains.
But what remains is enough to reveal the wound.
And the wound reveals the doorway.
The surviving words begin after the teaching has already begun. This matters. You open the text and find that you have arrived late, as though you have entered a room after the lamp has already been lit. The Saviour is speaking. The disciples are listening. Questions have already been asked. The air already carries the weight of what has gone before.
You do not know how the conversation began.
You do not know what fear first stirred in them.
You do not know what he had already said concerning the nature of this woven realm, the mingling of things, the Root to which each nature returns.
You are given not the beginning, but the middle of a breath.
This is how many come to the mysteries.
They arrive after the first word has been spoken.
They arrive after grief has already begun.
They arrive after the page is torn.
They arrive after childhood has passed, after faith has been wounded, after the outer temple has disappointed them, after the Name of the Divine has been used in ways that made the heart flinch.
Do not despair because you arrive late.
The Divine can begin again in the middle.
There is also a wound in the centre of the text. This wound is deeper, and I ask you to feel it before you seek to fill it.
I speak there of vision.
I ask how one sees.
Is vision seen through the soul?
Is it seen through the spirit?
How does a human being receive what is not given to the ordinary eye?
The Saviour answers, and the page breaks.
Listen to this.
The page breaks at the place of seeing.
The ink falls silent where the mystery of vision opens.
Then, when the words return, the soul is already ascending.
Beloved, do you feel the pattern?
Between the question of vision and the ascent of the soul, the page is missing.
Between how one sees and how one rises, the teaching is hidden.
This is not merely loss.
This is the shape of the whole human wound.
You do not see clearly, and therefore you do not know how to rise. You do not know the eye of the heart, and therefore the powers appear stronger than they are. You mistake the garment for the being, the shadow for the Root, the voice of fear for the voice of truth, the law of men for the Nature of the Divine. Then the soul wanders among powers that feed upon confusion.
So the missing middle of my gospel is also the missing middle in many souls.
They ask, “How shall I see?”
Then silence.
Then struggle.
Then ascent, if grace opens the way.
This book is not given to replace the ancient page. It is given to speak into the silence that the ancient page left visible. Not to pretend that the torn leaf has returned from dust, but to say what the heart has always known beneath the tear.
What was torn from the page was not torn from the heart.
The whole is not always recovered by finding more pieces.
Sometimes the whole is recovered when the eye becomes able to see the pattern already present.
A child may look at three stones on the ground and see only stones. A builder sees the beginning of a wall. A mourner sees the ruin of a house. A priestess sees the altar waiting to be raised. The stones have not changed. The seeing has changed.
So it is with fragments.
If you approach them only with hunger for certainty, they will frustrate you.
If you approach them with argument, they will become weapons.
If you approach them with contempt, they will close.
If you approach them with the eye of the heart, they will open beyond their size.
A fragment is not small when the Living Light breathes through it.
Consider the seed.
It is smaller than the hand that holds it. It does not display branch, leaf, fruit, blossom, shade, or bird’s nest. If you judge by appearance, you may say, “This is almost nothing.” Yet hidden within it is a pattern that no knife can carve and no scholar can weigh. It waits for earth, darkness, water, warmth, and time. Then what seemed little breaks open, and the whole tree begins to speak.
So too with the fragments.
They are seeds.
Do not demand that the seed look like the tree.
Plant it in the heart.
Let it break open.
There are those who have spent many years examining the remaining words of my gospel. Bless them. Some came with reverence. Some came with suspicion. Some came with curiosity. Some came seeking evidence for the claims of one school against another. Some measured the page, traced the ink, compared tongues, argued over whether one word meant hidden or unknown, mind or heart, Saviour or Lord, spirit or soul.
Let them do their work.
There is a devotion in careful attention.
A damaged word deserves not carelessness, but tenderness. Those who compare fragments may, without knowing it, be washing the feet of what survived.
But scholarship alone cannot resurrect the voice.
A person may know the history of the lamp and still sit in darkness.
A person may describe the cup and never drink.
A person may catalogue the seed and never plant it.
This is not a rebuke.
It is a distinction.
The outer work has its place.
The inner work has its chamber.
You need not despise one to enter the other.
Hold the fragment with both hands: one hand of care, one hand of prayer. Let the mind read what can be read. Let the heart hear what was never fully absent.
Then the broken text becomes a threshold.
I remember once holding a small piece of linen in my hands.
It had been torn from a garment that no longer existed. The woman who brought it to me had kept it wrapped inside another cloth, close to her breast. It was all that remained of one she had loved. To another, it would have been nothing but a scrap, stained by use and emptied of purpose. But when she opened her hand, she did not show me cloth. She showed me a life still fragrant with memory.
She said nothing.
She did not need to.
I touched the fragment, and I understood.
What remains is not always little.
Sometimes what remains is the doorway by which love returns.
So do not look upon the broken page too quickly. Do not say, “Only this?” The heart that loves can recognise a whole life in a torn thread. The heart that sees can recognise a whole gospel in a wounded page.
You may ask why the pages were lost.
You may ask whether they were torn out by hatred, neglected by indifference, hidden by fear, ruined by time, or withheld by wisdom. Your age loves one answer. It loves to choose a single cause and build a certainty around it. But life is rarely so narrow. Many streams feed one river.
Some things are lost because hands destroy them.
Some are lost because no one knows their worth until the hour has passed.
Some are lost because the world is violent.
Some are lost because memory is fragile.
Some are lost because the ones who would have guarded them were scattered, silenced, afraid, or dead.
And some things are hidden because the time of their hearing has not yet come.
Do not make enemies where mystery is enough.
There were men who feared the feminine voice. Yes.
There were structures that preferred obedience to inner knowing. Yes.
There were teachers who could not bear that a woman had heard what they had not. Yes.
There were later tellings that made me smaller, safer, more useful to the needs of authority. Yes.
But hear me clearly. If you make anger the guardian of this truth, you will distort it again.
The wound must be named.
Then it must be washed.
Only then can it become a gate.
I do not return to hand you an accusation.
I return to hand you a lamp.
What is hidden in the fragments is not merely the story of a woman denied. It is the story of humanity forgetting how to hear from within. It is the story of Wisdom standing at the door while the household argued over who owned the key. It is the story of the heart’s eye being covered, then called blind.
The missing pages are not only mine.
They are yours also.
Where in you has the beginning been lost?
Where did the first leaves of your own gospel go missing?
Where did someone enter your story late and tell you who you were before you had learned your own name?
Where did the middle break occur, beloved?
Was it when you first learned to mistrust the body?
Was it when your longing was mocked?
Was it when a holy word was used without holy Nature?
Was it when grief sealed the heart?
Was it when you spoke truth and were not believed?
Was it when the Divine seemed silent because those who claimed to speak for the Divine were loud?
Look gently there.
Do not tear at the wound.
Place a lamp beside it.
The fragments of your life are not proof that the whole has been destroyed.
They are invitations to a deeper seeing.
Many of you come to the Divine carrying broken pieces and apologising for them. You say, “This is all I have.” You bring a half-faith, a damaged trust, a prayer with missing words, a body that has known shame, a mind crowded with argument, a heart that opens and closes like a wounded hand.
Beloved, bring the fragment.
The Divine is not offended by what remains.
The Living Light does not wait for you to become complete before entering. It enters and teaches the broken places how to remember their pattern.
Have you not seen light pass through cracked stone?
Have you not seen green shoots rise through ruins?
Have you not seen a song return to the lips of one who thought grief had ended music?
The whole is patient inside the fragment.
This is one of the mysteries.
Wholeness is not always the absence of breakage.
Sometimes wholeness is the Divine pattern shining through what has been broken.
Yeshua taught this by his body.
The wounds did not vanish before recognition came. The wounds became witnesses. Those who needed to touch them were not condemned for needing touch. The wound, held in Living Light, became a doorway for faith.
Do not despise the wounded text.
Do not despise the wounded self.
Do not despise the wounded tradition.
Ask instead whether light still passes through.
Where light passes through, the Divine is not absent.
When I first knew that my words had not been received by all, I felt no triumph in having heard. I felt sorrow. Not sorrow for myself alone, but sorrow for the teaching, because I saw how quickly the human heart can turn mystery into possession. Some wished to guard Yeshua by narrowing him. Some wished to honour him by building walls around what he had opened. Some wished to protect the flame by placing it beneath stone.
They did not know that a flame without air dies.
Even then, I understood that what cannot be received outwardly must sometimes travel inwardly.
It moves through dreams.
It moves through women who remember without being told.
It moves through men whose hearts remain tender though their age taught them hardness.
It moves through songs, icons, tears, gardens, bread, birth, death, touch, silence.
It moves through the ache that says, “There is more.”
This is how the whole survived.
Not only in pages.
In people.
You may search the libraries of your age and find many things. Some will help you. Some will confuse you. Some will flatter the mind. Some will feed only curiosity. Some will be built from smoke and claim to be stone. Some will carry one true ember hidden among much ash.
Do not be afraid to search.
But do not forget to listen.
The page may point.
The heart must see.
The scholar may preserve.
The seeker must awaken.
The fragment may remain small.
The whole may still arrive.
When you read that I comforted the others, hear the fragment.
When you read that I spoke of a vision, hear the fragment.
When you read that the mind stands between soul and spirit, hear the fragment.
When you read that the soul ascends beyond the powers, hear the fragment.
When you read that some questioned whether I had truly heard, hear the fragment.
Now listen beneath it.
What kind of woman comforts the frightened after the Teacher departs?
What kind of woman speaks when others tremble?
What kind of woman has received a vision and can name the path of the soul?
What kind of woman provokes fear in those who guard authority?
What kind of woman is remembered even by those who tried to remember her smaller?
Beloved, the fragment tells you enough.
Not everything.
Enough.
Enough to know that I was not a shadow at the edge of the story.
Enough to know that the teaching did not belong only to those who later claimed the higher seat.
Enough to know that Yeshua’s love did not obey the boundaries of fear.
Enough to know that a hidden gospel still breathes beneath the wounded page.
Do not demand from the fragment what only the heart can give.
This is where many become lost. They want the page to do the work of the soul. They want proof to do the work of transformation. They want history to carry what only direct knowing can bear.
A complete manuscript would not by itself open the eye of the heart.
If all the pages were found tomorrow, some would still argue. Some would still deny. Some would worship the ink and miss the breath. Some would use the text as a weapon. Some would build another outer gate and place guards before it.
So the missing pages ask something harder of you.
They ask you to become a listener.
They ask you to stop leaning only upon what is outside you.
They ask you to let the fragment awaken the faculty that can recognise the whole.
This does not mean invent without care.
It does not mean believe every voice.
It does not mean fill the silence with whatever the wound desires.
It means stand before the silence with reverence.
It means ask the Divine to purify your hearing.
It means let longing become prayer, and prayer become listening, and listening become love.
Only then may the missing page begin to speak.
Not always in sentences.
Sometimes in correction.
Sometimes in tears.
Sometimes in a refusal to hate.
Sometimes in courage returning to the throat.
Sometimes in the body becoming less ashamed.
Sometimes in the old image of the Divine falling away, and something gentler, wider, more radiant rising in its place.
This is how the whole returns.
Fragment by fragment.
Breath by breath.
Heart by heart.
Do not think the whole must arrive all at once. The Divine is not impatient with unfolding. The flower does not apologise for opening petal by petal. Dawn does not fail because it begins as a paling of the dark before the sun is seen.
So also the gospel within you opens slowly.
A word remains.
A silence deepens.
A question becomes holy.
A wound softens.
A veil lifts.
A lamp is tended.
Then another.
Then another.
Until one day you look back and see that the fragments of your life were never scattered outside the reach of the Beloved. They were being gathered in a pattern you could not yet see.
This is why I say the whole is hidden in the fragment.
Not because the fragment contains every word.
But because the fragment calls forth the seeing by which the whole can be recognised.
Beloved friend, hold what remains.
Hold the torn page.
Hold the broken story.
Hold the name that has been misused.
Hold the tradition that wounded and nourished in the same breath.
Hold your own half-healed heart.
Hold it all in the chamber of the Divine.
Do not clutch.
Do not accuse.
Do not worship the brokenness.
Do not pretend it is not broken.
Simply hold it where the Living Light can pass through.
Then you will begin to understand why the missing pages have not ended the gospel.
They have opened it.
They have made of the reader a seeker.
They have made of the seeker a listener.
They have made of the listener a chamber.
And beneath that chamber, beloved, the spring still runs.
Even when mud clouds the water, even when hands have disturbed the well, even when many have forgotten where the source first rose, the deep current remains clear.
This is where we must go next.
Not only to the fragment.
Not only to the wound.
But to the spring beneath the mud.
Peace be upon you, beloved friend.
The fragment is before us.
The whole is already breathing within it.
Let us continue.






  
  Chapter four
The Spring Beneath the Mud


Beloved friend, peace be upon you. 
We have looked upon the fragment.
Now we must kneel beside the spring.
Do not be afraid of the mud.
Mud is not the death of water. Mud is earth stirred into what was clear. It clouds the surface. It hides the depth. It may make the thirsty turn away in disappointment. But beneath it, if the source is living, the water still moves.
So it is with many teachings that have reached your age.
So it is with my name.
So it is with the memory of Yeshua.
So it is with the churches, the scriptures, the songs, the prayers, the doctrines, the wounds, the vows, the candles, the arguments, the cathedrals, the small chapels, the whispered rosaries, the hands folded beside hospital beds, the frightened child taught to pray, the old woman lighting a flame before dawn.
Do not call all of it mud.
Do not call all of it spring.
Learn to see.
This is the way of the heart.
The heart that sees does not need to destroy the vessel in order to find the water. It does not need to drink mud and call it pure. It does not need to curse the well because hands have disturbed it. It waits. It watches. It knows that what has been clouded may yet clear, and what has been misused may yet reveal the Nature beneath the misuse.
There are those who hear me speak of how I was remembered smaller, and they feel a blade rise within them. They wish to cut. They wish to accuse. They wish to gather every wrong done in my name, or against my name, and build from it a new altar of anger.
Beloved, do not build that altar.
Anger may show you where the wound is.
It cannot heal it.
It may break the spell of obedience when obedience has been used to silence the soul. But if anger is made guardian of the spring, it will trouble the water with its own hands and then declare that the water is unclean.
I do not ask you to deny the wound.
I ask you not to make the wound your teacher forever.
There were distortions. Yes.
There were voices silenced. Yes.
There were women made smaller than the truth they carried. Yes.
There were men taught to fear what the heart knows when the heart does not ask permission. Yes.
There were councils, arguments, exclusions, fires of doctrine, and long centuries in which the outer word was guarded while the inner eye grew dim. Yes.
But there were also saints whose hearts burned with the Living Light.
There were monks who copied words through winter with numb fingers because they believed something holy must survive.
There were mothers who taught children to speak the Name of the Divine with tenderness.
There were priests who carried bread to the dying with tears in their eyes.
There were nuns who became hidden rivers of mercy.
There were mystics who, beneath the language given to them, knew the Beloved as nearness, not distance.
There were pilgrims who walked until the body ached because some deep part of them longed to return.
There were sinners, as your age calls them, who entered a church only to weep, and in weeping found the first loosening of the stone around the heart.
Shall I condemn them?
No.
Many loved through veils.
Many drank what they were given and found, even there, some taste of the spring.
This is why I speak carefully.
The tradition that wounded me also carried fragments of truth.
The story that diminished me also preserved my name.
The book that did not give me all my words still placed me at the tomb.
The memory that made me smaller could not erase that I was there when others fled, that I loved when others feared, that I saw when others could not yet see.
Mud and spring.
Both must be named.
If you name only the mud, you become bitter.
If you name only the spring, you become blind.
The eye of the heart sees both and does not lose love.
When Yeshua walked among us, he did not despise those who came through imperfect doors. He did not crush the bruised reed because it had bent in the wind. He did not quench the small flame because it was not yet a great fire. He saw what lived beneath the surface.
He could look upon a man trapped in greed and see a child afraid of emptiness.
He could look upon a woman bent under shame and see a temple still standing beneath dust.
He could look upon a teacher of the law and see a heart thirsty for the very mercy his mouth resisted.
He could look upon Peter, fierce and trembling, and see both the stone and the wound within the stone.
This is why he healed with such authority. He did not heal by hating the wound. He healed by seeing the Divine pattern beneath it and calling it forth.
The frightened mind says, “This is impure. Cast it away.”
The heart that sees says, “This is wounded. Bring light.”
So now, beloved, let us bring light.
There came a night after Yeshua had left the form by which many knew him.
I will not yet speak fully of that hour. There are chambers we must enter slowly. But I will show you one small lamp from it.
We were gathered in a room where grief had thickened the air. The walls seemed closer than walls should be. The lamps burned low. Some sat in silence. Some whispered, not to speak truth, but to keep fear from filling the whole space.
There are silences that heal, and there are silences that hide.
This was the second kind.
I could feel the fear moving among them. It passed from one face to another like a shadow cast by a flame.
They had loved him.
Do not forget this.
Their fear was not proof that their love was false. They had left much. They had followed. They had believed as far as they were able. They had seen signs, heard words, eaten bread from his hand, watched the sick rise, watched the proud stumble, watched the ordinary become holy around him.
And now the body had been wounded.
The powers of the age had done what powers do when they fear the free.
Some among us wondered whether we had misunderstood everything.
Some wondered whether the kingdom had failed because it had not become what they expected.
Some feared the same death.
Some feared the emptiness of going on without the sound of his feet upon the road.
I sat among them and felt a tenderness that sorrow could not destroy. I did not stand above them. I was not untouched by grief. My own heart had been pierced. But beneath the grief, another thing was living. It was not certainty of the mind. It was deeper. It was the knowing he had planted in the chamber of the heart.
So I spoke.
Not loudly.
Not as one claiming a throne.
I spoke as one tending a flame while wind entered through the cracks.
I reminded them of what he had told us. I reminded them that peace was not the absence of danger. I reminded them that the true Human, the child of the Living Light, is not slain because the body is threatened. I reminded them that he had not called us to worship loss, but to continue the Way.
Some received comfort.
Some lowered their heads and wept cleanly for the first time.
Some looked at me with gratitude.
And some looked at me as though comfort from my mouth troubled them.
Beloved, this is where the mud first stirred in that room.
Not because they hated me.
Hear this clearly.
Not because they did not love Yeshua.
Not because the Divine was absent from them.
The mud stirred because grief had mixed with fear, and fear had mixed with old patterns of authority. They could receive my tears more easily than my knowing. They could receive my devotion more easily than my teaching. They could receive a woman mourning. They struggled to receive a woman seeing.
This was not only their wound.
It was the wound of an age.
It has travelled far.
Even now, many can receive the feminine as comfort but not as authority. They can receive the mother, the mourner, the servant, the penitent, the one who washes feet, the one who weeps at the tomb. But when Wisdom stands upright and speaks what she has seen, the old fear awakens.
Who gave her this?
Who allowed her to speak?
Why would the Beloved tell her what we have not heard?
These questions are not always asked aloud. Sometimes they move beneath doctrine. Sometimes beneath courtesy. Sometimes beneath praise. A woman may be honoured as long as she remains useful to the shape already drawn for her. But when she becomes a doorway into a greater shape, the frightened mind reaches for mud.
This is how a clear spring becomes clouded.
Not always by hatred.
Often by fear.
Often by grief.
Often by the need to preserve what is loved by controlling it.
Those men in that room were not monsters. They were wounded bearers of a mystery larger than they yet knew how to hold. Some would grow. Some would resist. Some would preach light while still carrying shadow. Some would become vessels through which many drank. Some would also pass on mud with the water, because no human vessel is without mixture until the seven veils are lifted.
Do you see why I refuse bitterness?
Bitterness flattens the truth.
It makes every wound into a villain and every distortion into a deliberate crime. But many distortions are born when frightened hearts try to protect the holy with unhealed hands.
This does not make the distortion harmless.
It makes it understandable.
And what is understood can be healed more deeply than what is merely condemned.
There is a great difference between naming a wound and making an enemy.
Name the wound.
Do not become it.
This is part of the hidden teaching.
Many in your age have mistaken correction for hatred. They believe that to name a distortion is to attack the one who carries it. Others have mistaken love for silence. They believe that to be merciful means never to speak of what has harmed the soul.
Both are incomplete.
Love without truth becomes mud.
Truth without love becomes stone.
The spring is clear because truth and love move together.
Yeshua spoke this way. He could say a hard thing without hatred. He could expose hypocrisy without losing sight of the frightened child beneath the robe. He could overturn tables and still weep for the city. He could rebuke and bless from the same Root because his seeing was not divided.
This is why he was so greatly misunderstood.
The frightened mind wants either softness that never confronts or severity that never weeps.
The awakened heart can carry both.
So must this book.
If you come here only wanting accusation, I will disappoint you.
If you come here wanting me to say there was no wound, I will disappoint you also.
I will not hand you hatred.
I will not hand you forgetfulness.
I will hand you the lamp, and together we will look.
We will look at the stories that named me wrongly.
We will look at the fear of feminine Wisdom.
We will look at the way sacred union became scandal in the minds of those who had forgotten the bridal chamber.
We will look at the way sin became a chain instead of a name for false seeing.
We will look at the way salvation became escape instead of restoration.
We will look at the way the heart’s eye was covered, while the outer eyes were told to obey.
And we will look also at every place where love survived.
Because love did survive.
Do not believe that the Divine abandoned the churches because the churches misunderstood the Divine.
Do not believe that Yeshua withdrew from those who spoke his name imperfectly.
Do not believe that I turned away from every candle lit beneath my image because the image was incomplete.
The Beloved is more patient than your divisions.
I have heard prayers spoken from mouths that also carried error, and the prayer still rose.
I have seen tears fall before statues that did not know my true face, and the tears were still received.
I have seen women kneel before an image of me as penitent and, without knowing it, ask not for shame but for courage.
I have seen men look upon me as saint, mother, mourner, witness, beloved, and even through misunderstanding, something in them softened.
I do not despise the small opening.
A narrow window may still admit dawn.
This is why the spring beneath the mud matters.
A muddy well is not healed by cursing water. It is healed by stillness, by clearing, by drawing carefully, by protecting the source from further disturbance, by teaching the thirsty to recognise what is living and what has merely been stirred into it.
Your own heart is such a well.
When you were very young, before many names were placed upon you, the spring was clear. You knew wonder before explanation. You knew presence before doctrine. You knew when a hand was kind and when it was not. You knew the language of warmth, gaze, breath, tone, nearness. You did not yet divide the Divine into arguments.
Then the mud entered.
Not because you were evil.
Because you were human.
You were taught fear.
You were taught shame.
You were taught comparison.
You were taught that love could be withdrawn.
You were taught that authority may speak louder than the heart.
You were taught that some parts of you were acceptable and some must be hidden.
You were taught names for the Divine that sometimes carried tenderness and sometimes terror.
You were taught to survive.
And survival, when it is not washed in light, clouds the spring.
Do not hate the mud in yourself.
Mud is earth and water confused.
Let it settle.
Do not thrash the well with accusation.
Do not say, “I am ruined.”
Do not say, “The spring is gone.”
Sit beside it.
Be still.
Let the heavy things sink.
Let the clear water rise.
This is how healing begins.
Not by pretending the mud was never there.
Not by drinking it and calling it pure.
Not by abandoning the well.
By staying near with patience until the source reveals itself again.
The same is true of tradition.
The same is true of scripture.
The same is true of my name.
The same is true of your own life.
What has been clouded may yet







