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Disclaimer

The author of this book does not dispense medical advice or prescribe the use of any technique as a form of treatment for physical, emotional, or medical problems without the advice of a physician, either directly or indirectly. The intent of the author is only to offer information of a general nature to help you in your quest for emotional and spiritual well-being. In the event you use any of the information in this book for yourself, which is your constitutional right, the author and the publisher assume no responsibility for your actions.
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​Dedication

[image: ]


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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​Introduction
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Every book I have written has been a path, a step, a lantern. Eight books, each carrying its own light, each searching for meaning in resilience, humanity, and spirit. Together they form a journey—not separate volumes, but chapters of one long conversation with life. In those pages I wrote of endurance, of community, of belonging; I explored the strength of spirit, the resilience of humanity, the questions of aging, and the quiet truths of peace. Each book was a wide road, stretching outward, seeking answers in the world.

Now, in PEACE in My Age, the journey turns inward. This book is not another road—it is the gathering of all eight into one mat, one sanctuary, one reflection. It is the harvest of years, distilled into eight words: light, friendship, gratitude, espresso, reflection, sanctuary, humanity, and age.

Peace, I have come to learn, is not an idea, a theory, or a distant dream. It is lived—in the light of dawn, in the laughter of friends, in the gratitude of daily ritual, in the sanctuary of home, in the reflection of the lake, in the embrace of humanity, and in the vulnerable, unpredictable path of age.

I write this in an hour when the world itself seems to be turning a page. In The Coming Wave, Mustafa Suleyman warns of tides that will reshape humanity—artificial intelligence, synthetic biology, technologies arriving faster than our wisdom can absorb them. In The Age of Spiritual Machines, Ray Kurzweil imagines a future in which machines themselves may gain something like spirit. Their visions are vast, global, cosmic. Mine is smaller, but no less vital: the vision of peace lived daily, in friendship, in gratitude, in sanctuary, in the simple persistence of being human. Where their wave rises toward the horizon of the world, mine rises only as high as a terrace above a lake—and I have come to believe that is enough. Across the chapters that follow, that wave returns now and again, not as a warning repeated, but as a quiet measure against which the smaller, daily peace can be felt more clearly.

The eight books behind me were questions. This one is an answer—not a theory, but a lived experience; not a prediction, but a reflection; not a search, but a finding. It is the mat upon which all my writing rests, the culmination of eight journeys woven into one, the peace I have sought and the peace I now live.

Peace is not far away. Peace is here. Peace is lived.
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Chapala, at dusk.
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​Chapter One: Light Within
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Light has always been the first teacher. In my eight earlier books I searched for meaning in humanity, resilience in adversity, the quiet strength of spirit. Each page was a lantern, casting its glow into the questions of life. Yet here, in PEACE in My Age, I discover that light is not only something we write about—it is something we live.

In Chapala, dawn does not rush. The lake begins in shadow, then gathers silver, then gold, until the horizon breathes with radiance. I have learned to sit with that unfolding, to let it teach me what peace feels like when it is not forced, but allowed. There is a particular light I have come to wait for—the hour just after midday, when the sun slides low enough to cross the terrace floor in a narrow gold band, brief and exact, gone within minutes if I do not stop to notice it.

Beyond my terrace, the world is moving toward a different kind of dawn—the one Suleyman and Kurzweil each describe in their own way, a horizon of accelerating machines and shifting intelligence. Against that larger, uncertain light, the quieter light of morning feels more precious still. It reminds me that peace is not found in control, but in clarity—not in the scale of prediction, but in the intimacy of an ordinary sunrise.

There are mornings when the light is soft, hesitant, as if the day itself is unsure. Those mornings remind me that peace does not always arrive in brilliance. Sometimes it comes quietly, in muted tones, asking us to trust that even the faintest glow is enough to guide us forward.

Friends and family are part of this light. Their laughter, their kindness, their love across distance are rays that pierce through the shadows of doubt. Whatever else the future holds, it is human bonds that steady us.

Light also teaches patience. The lake does not rush to brilliance; it waits. And so must we. Peace is not found in urgency but in stillness. To walk in peace is to let light guide us—through uncertainty, through age, through the shadows of doubt, and through whatever larger waves of change the world has yet to bring.

The eight books behind me were steps toward this realization. They asked questions of humanity, meaning, spirituality, community, and resilience. This book answers with simplicity: peace begins with light.

And light begins within.
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I think of myself as a light worker—someone who tries, in small ways, to make life a little better for those around me. That sense of purpose meets me everywhere here. When I leave my house, I am rarely anonymous for long; “Lalo,” the neighbors call out, and each greeting leaves me feeling wanted, woven into this place. Walking home from the lake, I often stop at the church, the most beautiful building in the village, and find real peace among its icons of Mexican culture.
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Old friends, still laughing.
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​Chapter Two: Friendship as Refuge
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If light is the first language of peace, then friendship is its shelter. Across my eight earlier books I wrote of humanity’s struggles, of resilience, of the search for meaning. Yet one truth has remained constant throughout: peace is never solitary. It is carried in the arms of friendship.

My friends’ kindness, their artistry, their generosity, their companionship—each has shown me that friendship is not only comfort, but refuge. Their presence steadies me when shadows lengthen. Their laughter lifts me when silence feels heavy. In their company, I find peace not as an idea, but as a lived reality.

The world beyond this circle is shifting quickly—toward the kind of acceleration Suleyman warns of and the kind of machine-spirit Kurzweil imagines. But friendship is the one thing that resists translation into algorithm. No simulation reproduces the trust of someone who has simply shown up, year after year, for no reason but love.

Family, too, is part of this refuge—voices, humor, warmth, and steady support that endure across distance. In a world where intelligence itself may one day be shared between human and machine, it is family that steadies the heart in ways no machine can.

Friendship, like peace, is not always grand. It is often quiet, woven into shared meals, long conversations, or even silence. It is the hug that says, you are not alone. It is the coffee shared at a café, the walk along the lake, the terrace evening when laughter rises with the stars.

In my earlier books, I wrote of community as an idea, a concept to be explored. Here, in PEACE in My Age, community is lived. It is not theory—it is refuge. It is the circle of friends and family who remind me that peace is not a solitary achievement but a shared inheritance.

Friendship is the refuge where peace rests. And in age, I have learned to cherish it as the most enduring gift of all.
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I keep my circle of friends small and chosen with care—I want civilized, positive people around me, and I follow that instinct the way Abraham-Hicks teaches it: always moving toward what is good, always moving away from what is not. My friends are scattered across the world, and here in Chapala, at the age I am now, some of them have already gone on ahead of me. But every Friday, without exception, I go to lunch at Casita del Molcajete. We call it Fun Friday, and it remains one of the best hours of my week.
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A quiet keepsake above the lake.
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​Chapter Three: Gratitude Daily
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Gratitude is the rhythm of peace. It is not a grand declaration but a daily practice, a steady heartbeat that carries us through age. In my eight earlier books I wrote of resilience, meaning, and humanity—each a search for how we endure. Here, I discover that gratitude is the answer: not endurance alone, but joy in the enduring.

Each morning, gratitude begins with the simplest rituals. The first sip of coffee at the café, the way the lake reflects light, the quiet of Chapala’s streets before the day awakens. These are not luxuries; they are reminders. Gratitude is not about what we lack, but about what we notice.

Suleyman writes of a narrow path nations must walk, balancing innovation against restraint. Gratitude, I think, is the individual’s version of that same discipline. While the larger world wrestles with its waves of change, gratitude anchors the person, steadying us when the world feels uncertain and reminding us that peace begins in the present moment—a kind of attentiveness no machine, however advanced, can practice in our place.

I am grateful for my friends, whose laughter and companionship turn ordinary days into celebrations. I am grateful for my family, whose love stretches across distance, steady as the Portland rain. Their presence is not occasional; it is constant, woven into calls, messages, and the quiet knowledge that I am never alone.

Gratitude also extends to the past. The eight books behind me were not only works of writing; they were
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