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Teomichicihuatl – Mother of the Lake

*Prologue: Teomichicihuatl – Mother of the Lake* *In the hush before sunrise,* *the lake stirs like a breathing womb.* *Teomichicihuatl, Mother of Waters,* *awakens in silver mist—* *Her breath a blessing, her silence a prayer.* *She does not speak in words,* *but in ripples, in reeds,* *in birdsong brushing the surface of dawn.* *To her I offer copal and memory,* *knowing she carries secrets* *older than any name I’ve worn.* *Her energy protects the bubble of life known as Lago de Chapala. *  *We are safe, her protected children of life. *

*May this work honor the breath of the lake,* *the wisdom of silence,* *and the spirit of the feminine divine.* *May those who read find stillness between these lines.* 
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​Dedication
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For Jesika Ruth Samuelson Gavilanes, my daughter, and Enrique Gavilanes Santillán, who loves her well—thank you for the home you keep open, the table you keep set, the door you never close.

For Anabelle Maria Gavilanes and Eli Samuel Gavilanes, my grandchildren—you are the future I did not know I was writing toward. Every word in this book was, in some quiet way, written for the world you will inherit.

Family is the one devotion that asks nothing and gives everything. You are mine. I am yours. That will not change.
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​🌿 Preface: The Invitation
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This is not a beginning—it is a remembering.
Step gently into the breath that brought you here.
There comes a moment when the inner voice whispers louder than any outer noise. That moment is this manuscript.

OCHENTA PLUS is not merely a reflection—it is a mirror, a compass, a cradle for soul remembrance.
What began as an archival intent has become a devotional artifact.
The manuscript arrived as memory. It remains as offering.

Whether seeker, witness, or kindred spirit—you are part of this becoming.
You are now inside its circle.
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​🌬️ Chapter One – The Breath Begins
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The first inhale gave you life.
The next, perspective.
Inhale—the moment of arrival.
Exhale—the release into awareness.
Every breath since has been an echo of creation.
Breath is not passive—it is calling.
Here lies the sacred rhythm that initiated my becoming.
Each page pulses with that original life force.
I remember sitting by Lake Chapala, air still and golden.
In one long breath, grief softened.
In another, belonging returned.
Breath rooted me. And Earth received me.
The journey unfolded beneath my feet.
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​🪨 Chapter Two – The Wisdom of Earth
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Where my feet meet soil, wisdom greets me.
I’ve walked Chapala’s shores and Portland’s echoes.
Earth remembers, even when memory fades.
Her rhythms shaped this manuscript’s heartbeat.
Where my feet meet soil, wisdom greets me—not through language, but sensation.
The ground beneath me whispers truths older than thought, older than grief.
I have walked Chapala’s shores—barefoot, reverent, and listening.
I have stood in Portland’s silence—city breath tangled in cedar breeze.
Earth remembers, even when memory fades.
She carries the imprints of my journey, holds the pause between steps, and cradles the ache beneath my becoming.
There was a morning when I touched cracked stone and felt the ancestors rise in my spine.
There was an afternoon when rain tapped the roof like a drumbeat of knowing.
Every moment with Earth has been a communion.
Her rhythms shaped this manuscript’s heartbeat.
Breath became rooted. Spirit found form.
And so, with Earth as witness, the pages turned.
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​🔮 Chapter Three – Echoes of Spirit
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You cannot silence what was meant to guide.
Spirit came not with thunder—but with subtle kindness.
In moments of meditation, prayer, and moonlight’s hush, I heard truths that now fill these lines.
You cannot silence what was meant to guide.
Spirit does not insist—it invites.
It arrived as a whisper in the stillness,
a pause beneath breath,
a shimmer in candlelight.
There was no blinding revelation,
only a sacred gentleness—
a presence that lingered when I thought I was alone.
In meditation, it hummed.
In prayer, it waited patiently.
And in moonlight’s hush, it sang softly:
You are becoming.
Not by doing, but by remembering.
The truths I gathered were not new.
They were old echoes—
ancestor-borne, feminine-shaped,
woven from breath and divinity.
Every word I write
is a thread pulled from that sacred cloth.
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​❤️ Chapter Four – Love Without Borders
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Love is not a country.
It’s a cosmos.
My family taught me that love can be spoken in silence,
lived through generations,
and gifted with grace.
Their names shape every syllable.
Their presence surrounds each page—
not only as memory, but as living rhythm.
Love came to me in unexpected languages:
the glance that said, "I see you."
the quiet offering of food,
the warmth in a touch
that outlasted any conversation.
Borders never kept it in.
Love traveled in ancestral breath,
in shared meals on Chapala’s shores,
and in whispered prayers beneath Portland skies.
Love is not a country.
It’s a cosmos where every soul has citizenship.
They—Jesika Ruth, Enrique, Anabelle Maria, Eli Samuel—
are not characters in this manuscript. They are its pulse.
Their generosity, laughter, and presence
thread through each truth I’ve told. This chapter is not about them. It is with them.
And through them—love speaks.
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​🌀 Chapter Five – The Circle of Knowing
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The mandala is not drawn.
It is felt.
Each point, each quadrant, each breath—
here lies symbolic unity.
The mandala appeared not in ink,
but in intuition.
Not traced on paper,
but unveiled through experience.
I did not draw this circle.
It drew me.
Each quadrant carries a knowing:
[Harmony] [Breath] [Grace] [Nature]
[Connection] [Joy] [Understanding] [Presence]
These are not concepts.
They are anchors—quiet truths revealed over decades.
Each breath pulled me closer.
Each step clarified a point on the circle.
There were moments I stood at Harmony’s gate,
and others when only Breath remained.
Presence came like a flame—brief but illuminating.
Nature held me longest.
Grace surprised me.
This spiritual mandala is offered as a map—
not to follow, but to remember.

THE CIRCLE OF KNOWING

A spiritual compass of breath, unity, and remembrance
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If the reader chooses to sit with this circle,
they may discover their own shape of knowing.
This manuscript is not the mandala.
But it is what the mandala made possible.
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​🌟 Chapter Six – Twelve Truths
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What remains after eighty years? The essentials.

	The sacred rhythm of breath

	Morning light over water

	The feeling of being understood

	Laughter shared with no agenda

	The aroma of earth after rain

	Music that opens the heart

	Acts of quiet generosity

	Moments of spiritual knowing


These are not lessons.
They are inheritances—received through time, silence, and soul.
	The joy of solitude without loneliness

	A prayer whispered just before sleep

	A hand held without needing words

	The knowing that love remains—even when names fade



Each truth came gently.
None demanded to be written—they arrived as companions, quietly forming a circle around me.
There is no hierarchy here.
Breath and music, laughter and rain—they hold equal weight in the soul’s memory.
If the reader finds resonance in even one,
they are already inside the mandala.
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