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  Foreword



What can I share for this memoir that complements, and hopefully enhances it? I have struggled for several weeks with the perspective to embody before putting fingers to keyboard on this Earthly month of Taurus of 2023. In my dream state last night, words came to me that I am afraid to admit publicly: how vulnerable it is to write what is truly on our minds and hearts. In this, I applaud Arthur for his courage to recount and reflect on the roller coaster life of his 20s from 2014-2018. At the same time, however, I fear for him.  

Fear, though, has always been a motivating factor for me to look deeper into the stories that engender it.   

I first read Arthur’s book in the Libra month of October 2021, two years after I first met him at a small healing arts practitioners’ gathering in Durham, North Carolina. As a licensed acupuncturist who has always welcomed collaborative efforts with massage therapists, I worried that the publishing of his book about his past would prevent him from practicing and teaching massage therapy by our relevant overseeing authorities. Why so? Because there is an expectation that a practitioner in the healing arts is meant to be more “together and composed” than the people they work with, especially in a field where relaxation is the key. The underlying principle from which this worry stems is both a social reality to be aware of, as well as an institutional hypocrisy that resists nuanced reflection on the relationship between experience and practice – What harsh expectations we have of each other as well as of ourselves. When I shared my fears about his memoir being published, my heart softened as I heard the fear in his voice as well as his soul’s determination in sharing his past with readers in hopes of being able to help others. I knew then that I would stand beside him in support.  

In the summer of 2020, Arthur was the first tenant of a treatment room in the wellness clinic I steward, Armonia Health LLC, and – at the outset – I very much appreciated his gentle demeanor as well as his acute attunement to space. That spring and summer of 2020 was saturated with fear, as were the next few years of the Covid-19 pandemic and societal upheaval. Reflecting back, 2020 was experienced by many as the start of a new epoch; there was no way to continue on the same road. Little did I know that 2020 marked the start of an intense spiritual transformation that Arthur has helped me to navigate.         

Arthur’s Bipolar diagnosis was made known to me in the fall of 2020. He did not want me to share his diagnosis with other practitioners at Armonia Health as he did not feel it was necessary for them to know about his mental health diagnosis. I respected his wishes; the level of privacy that I keep for people comes from nearly twenty years of being a Chinese medicine practitioner and that caveat transfers over for everyone I know, regardless of the relationship.   

This was in contradiction with how I felt and know in my soul as to how a truly harmonious community and society can be: our world would be a better place if we honestly accept, understand, care for, and support a person with all their gifts and challenges. All it takes is for us all to be more open minded and kind. In this sense, my idealism is naïve, but idealism is a limiting word to describe the truth. Life experiences continue to teach me that idealism is possible, it just does not look the way my ego self sees it, and that realization of the reality of our times continues to humble me.   

I felt then that I could hold Arthur in the middle of the circle of support that I had created at Armonia Health, a respite of calmness and peace for the community amidst the cacophony and emotional chaos of the world. It was not time to share with others what I knew then – that his bipolar label does not have to derail the larger perspective of what his soul has in mind. This memoir is part of his soul’s work. 

Knowing Arthur’s challenges then, I remember feeling that we as a society need to stop insisting that those that need the most support be labeled as marginalized. This insistence manifests in the ways we speak to, treat, and act toward such persons – locking them away in various forms so that those leading ‘normal’ and ‘productive’ lives are not tainted by seeing, interacting with, or feeling their intense pain even as it triggers emotions many suppress or project onto others.  

If you imagine your community or “pod” –the word that arose during the COVID-19 pandemic of families and friends trying to keep each other safe and cocooned – as several closed concentric circles; then being marginalized constructs those most vulnerable as the misfits who would be on the outskirts of these circles. How is being marginalized ever going to be healing for us all as a whole? The word under debate here, marginalized, is an observation of the current truth, but let us move towards changing that presentation. This book aligns with this movement if you choose to read it with an open heart and mind. On the other side of this coin, let us catch ourselves from living in the shallowness of what we see, like skin color and mental health labels. 

I have learned time and time again that my idealism of a harmonious community clashes with how hard it is for humans to be kind to each other – an aspect of reality that is deeply saddening for me. Our mind is so complex, when our souls are not.   

In the late summer of 2020, when the COVID-19 pandemic turned our lives 360 degrees, at one of the first conversations we had sharing why we are healing arts practitioners and him being a renter practitioner at Armonia Health, Arthur told me candidly that he would like to help others connect with their soul. I marveled then, as I have many times since, how direct and frankly he spoke the words in his heart. I marvel because I struggle to express through words what I feel and know in my soul and also see how difficult it is for each person’s creative Light, their soul’s gift, to both shine in the world and have it be seen. I could feel his sincere level of deep care for helping others.     

I had felt this quality of caring since I met him in 2019 but did not have words for my felt-sense then, but my innate Pisces sense has never failed to deeply enrich my life. My logical mind saw that our interest in the wide scope of East Asian healing arts and philosophy was complementary and we might make a good team in order to help others. This has been the foundation of our facilitation and teaching about the Chinese Five Elements.  

In the spring of 2021, while weeding my vegetable garden and asking for inspiration for Tones for your Bones, an experiential workshop started by my multi-instrumentalist husband Alex Weiss and I for sharing my understanding of the Chinese Five Elements using music, Qi gong, and meditations, Arthur came to mind for teaching the Qi Gong portion. It was no coincidence that this inspiration came during the spring, a season represented by the Wood Element, which happens to be Arthur’s Chinese Bazi astrology Day Master, a core aspect of his being.  

Tones for your Bones was offered online in 2021 and we continue to share the video recordings from that fruitfully intense time. It felt imperative to creatively offer connection and ways for coping during the pandemic. Since then, Arthur and I have co-facilitated several in-person nature-based retreats during the equinoxes and solstices as well as co-created a unique type of combo session using acupuncture, bodywork, Qi healing, and soul listening that we have named ‘Elemental sessions’.    

We have noticed there is much we can teach each other in the healing arts. I share with him Chinese medicine diagnosis theory on aspects of the psyche as well lifestyle habits that support a calmer mind. “Emotional Issues are in our tissues’’, coined by Willhelm Reich, a contemporary of Sigmund Freud and Carl Jung, is a foundation of modern bodywork in the west – an aspect that has been observed and documented in Asia for over 2000 years. Arthur has taken what I have observed about him and enhanced his understanding through specific Qi Gong practices, as well as further habituating lifestyle habits he was already cultivating.  

I have been attending his monthly embodied western astrology and dream circles online since 2020 and have used it for my own self-awareness and now also for my patients. He has mentored me on how to use Chinese Bazi astrology to guide me in my business decisions, a practice very commonly used in Asia and various indigenous cultures to this day. This holistic approach allows for a more embodied relationship with success and failure, as well as cultivates interpersonal harmony and equilibrium with a wide variety of forces – ‘natural’ but also ‘transcendental.’ We both share an innate alignment with Qi Gong and meditative cultivation, an uncommon trait in modern American society.   

Amidst this mutual learning and collaboration, we both have supported each other to move through our lives, its challenges, and the mind’s emotional turmoil as a journey that can be managed with care. I greatly appreciate Arthur’s sharp mind and kind heart as well as his commitment to overcoming personal mental/emotional obstacles. This commitment to oneself is one that many struggle with, as I have observed in my professional practice. I greatly appreciate his support for me and Armonia Health and have witnessed the evolution of his passion towards teaching. 

So now that I have painted the background of how I have come to know Arthur, I would like to shine the spotlight on one of my favorite subjects, one that I have kept hidden from sharing with many – the concept of magic, part of the title for this book. For all its hype, disdain, taboo, and fear-engendering feelings, as well as being a “sin fin,” meaning “without end” in Spanish, source of creative inspiration, this quote best explains my matter-of-fact belief about magic: 

“Magic for one culture is the reality for another”, Wikipedia says, as I googled the word magic while sitting on the toilet one morning a few years ago.

This personal story reflects my belief.

My best friend in middle and high school in Honduras went to a church with the name Berea and Cristiano, I did not know at the time that this small one room church with no religious art nor effigies of saints nor a bleeding Jesus on the Cross per the norm of the predominant Catholic religion of Latin America was affiliated with the Southern Baptist Church of the USA. My best friend’s mother was Swiss but grew up in Honduras, she is a rosy-cheeked light skinned statuesque woman amidst shorter brown and olive-skinned persons, and was very vocal about helping others who were not of Christian faith reach heaven. I did not know at the time that this was called conversion and is a tenant of the Baptist faith, but I had an innate response that only now, in my 40s, I have the inclination as well as the accuracy of words and perspective to voice more publicly.   

One afternoon, her mother is driving me to her home to spend the afternoon doing homework, playing the piano, and hanging out with my best friends’ sisters, pet parrot, and bunnies. She nonchalantly turns her head towards me in the back seat as she is turning into their driveway, “Your parents should come to our church and make Christ their Savior.” I quickly retorted in Spanish, my third language after Taiwanese and Mandarin Chinese, “Pero son chinos/But they are Chinese.” I could tell that she did not understand me nor my explanation, and at the time I did not know how to convey and explain my feelings and reasoning. I thought that what I said at the time was sufficient to stop her desire to convert my parents.  

The context of our two sentence interaction is as vast as the Pacific Ocean that separates Asia from America. It was one thing that at the time I believed in one God and Christian tenants, being a teenage sponge, thirsty to learn and having a budding interest in philosophy, having grown up and attended schools that taught the American curriculum and the civic patriotism of Latin America and Spain. It is another matter that my parents, who grew up in Taiwan as Buddhist, Daoist, and Confucian, should be forced to change their beliefs. On a deeper level, it felt like an assault that infringed on another person’s spiritual beliefs, and I resented her for being so upfront and inconsiderate about it. As I have done most of my life, I kept my thoughts and feelings of anger outside the home to myself.  

Is this story a good example of one culture’s magic being another’s reality?   

Maybe it is just a nice way of framing it. In this day and age of the discourse in the USA on racism, the Me Too movement, microaggressions, white fragility, religious condemnation, emotional upheaval, irrational reasonings, and the marginalized being more vocal, one could take my story above and write an entire doctoral thesis. Does this not point towards madness? 

This memoir just might make you contemplate your own madness. Can you be humble enough to do so? As you read this book, notice if you question the definition of these two words, madness versus magic, switching them like a see-saw going up and down. Dr. Nida, an internationally known Tibetan medicine teacher, in an introductory teaching on the nature of the mind, calls this Bi-Polar.  

As Arthur and I discussed one afternoon several years ago, before I knew he was writing this book, that mental illness is a label used and placed on those who cannot conform and act according to society’s norms of what is considered normal. The human mind is capable of creatively overcoming obstacles, and this book is its manifestation. From nearly twenty years of observing, listening, following, and helping patients as a Chinese medicine practitioner, I have noticed that the healing process is non-linear and involves aspects of creativity, openness, and a supportive environment, albeit magic.  

Expect in this memoir intimate stories that open doors of questioning, knowledge, and insight into what is reality and what is magic as Arthur maneuvers the medical mental health system, the teachings from other cultures as well as non-conventional approaches to managing mental health. More directly, it is meant to question your own perception of madness and magic in your life. What is your definition? Are they both sides of the same coin? Can using these concepts help you live a more authentic life?  

As you read and imagine your way through Arthur’s writing, make note of your visceral response. Notice how you feel when amidst confusion, loss, and grief, there is still lucidity and love. “Do not judge a book by its cover,” in this case, do not judge a person by their past nor by the stories we create around their labels. As you make note of your body’s response while reading, can you notice that your mind is not separate from the body? That, dear reader, might just be this memoir’s take-home message.   

If you read this book more than once, make note of the changes in your feelings and thoughts compared to the first read; wouldn’t this be an example of the precarious reality of the mind, of the nature of impermanence? Uh oh, beware reader, as this book might just make you notice the nature of your own mind! The mind is a mysterious and intense realm of exploration. I encourage you to find wise teachers and mentors, choose discerningly who you allow yourself to be influenced by, and take responsibility for your own minds’ actions.  

Religion and spiritual faiths are full of magic, it can be quite comical if one starts to analyze all the myths and stories from around the world.  You’ll have to admit, don’t we all love that mysterious spark of magic? Don’t we all love the force of LOVE in a story? Don’t we all resonate with the struggle between Dark and Light, Good and Evil; the search for love; the grief from mistakes and the roads we missed taking; the reflections of looking back at life in the hope of helping ourselves reach grace and redemption or if one is not so lofty and ambitious, perhaps one merely reaches some aspect of understanding about our past to heal our wounds.  

Our shit is not so pretty to look at, it stinks, it is confusing, it is intense. This is part of the nature of the mind. The other side of the mind, what Buddhism calls the heart mind, is spacious like the sky…Again, do you notice a bi-polar quality? It can’t be helped, this Dr. Jerkyll Mr Hyde syndrome. The mind can be managed, though, and you’ll travel through Arthur’s writing how that is so, even if it is out of survival mode and the grief of personal relationships. Through his narrative, we hope you remember the resiliency of your heart and its healing capacity. 

In writing this foreword, amidst taking a break to practice Qi Gong – a Chinese movement art form introduced to me by my father when I was a teenager in Honduras and which has always helped me feel relaxed and connected to my body – I peruse a bookshelf and find my attention magnetized to a book by His Holiness the Dalai Lama and Howard C. Cutler, MD. From years of practice, setting an intention of asking “What can I learn from this present moment?” I allow my heart rather than my mind to teach me. I open the book the way one would throw a dice or pick an oracle card to a section titled A Supple Mind.  

“Perfect words of inspiration and conciseness for Arthur’s foreword!” is my delighted internal response.


“The ability to shift perspective, the capacity to view one’s problems ‘from different angles,’ is nurtured by a supple quality of mind…A supple mind can help us reconcile the external changes going on all around us. It can help us integrate all of our internal conflicts, inconsistencies, and ambivalence. Without cultivating a pliant mind, our outlook becomes brittle and our relationship to the world becomes characterized by fear….It is through our efforts to achieve a flexible mind that we can nurture the resiliency of the human spirit.”1




When you take a step back from being drawn into the mind of another to reflect on your community, your family dynamics, and your personal relationships, do you see parallels? Can you find the commonality of being human? Through the honest knowing of another’s mind, it allows one’s own to be more supple and flexible. By feeling the vulnerability of another, it allows one’s heart to soften and feel more love and compassion. This has been so for me reading Arthur’s memoir and knowing him. My sincere wish is that this be so for you, dear reader.

At the end of the day, does the distinction between madness and magic matter? Are these words a play for a mind that is forever restless and searching? Maybe what matters behind our innate desire to be seen, understood, and accepted is kindness, compassion, and the endless quest toward what it means and looks like to love unconditionally, starting with ourselves.  

“You are not your thoughts” is a quote attributed to Buddhist teachings. I leave that for you to ponder what that means for you.

I close this foreword with my favorite quote from my early teenage years so that you may begin your journey with Arthur. At my current age of 44, I continue to feel the same and live by this quote:


“Don’t walk in front of me; I may not follow. 

Don’t walk behind me; I may not lead.

Just walk beside me and be my friend”. 




This quote is attributed to Albert Camus, French philosopher, author, and journalist who won the Nobel Prize in Literature at the age of 44 in 1957.  

It seems no coincidence to me that 44 are both our ages as I googled to make sure I remembered the quote correctly. I am tickled with Leo child-like delight at this synchronicity! These days, magic is part of my everyday life.  




I hope you are inspired to find yours as you witness Arthur’s journey. 

In alignment, 

Li-Lan Hsiang Weiss Licensed Acupuncturist and steward of Armonia Health LLC                     Chinese Buddhist name: Xiang Hui-Chun/Serving the Community





  
    1
    Lama, Dalai (2009). The Art of Happiness. Penguin Publishing Group.
  





  Preface



“Did you ever consider that your very existence is the door that Death chose? 

What lies ahead of that passage is Life and it is difficult. It’s supposed to be difficult and wear you down, all the while tempting you with four opportunities to thwart death’s quest for life. 

This is the dichotomy of good and evil, God and the Devil. God is the road forward and the Devil is the four doors. 

So, what reward does Life offer that made Death choose that door? 

It is simple, grasshopper. Life is a vector of physical entropy. The embrace of physical difficulty transforms Life’s temporal structure until it can exist beyond its physical gravity and no longer be tempted by doors. To eschew difficulty is to forego that transformation leaving Life’s energy to precipitate completely into chaos.”




-Terry Freeman “Dad”




I never made a habit of speaking bluntly or directly, although I’d like to start you off on that note, brave reader. This book is filled with esoteric ramblings, divine insights, spiritual vagueness, and plenty of madness. I wish to convey a sense of magic—the wonder and freedom inherent in Life. Let me be forthright so that you can decide whether these are waters worth diving into.




Madness to Magic is for those that have dabbled with the former or know someone who has. Madness, in its extreme form, is mental illness, but it is also something that can be observed in the common streets of life as any deviation from a shared sense of reality. This shared reality we are taught to believe is complete and all that there exists is called “consensual reality.” In my view, everyone has an individual sense of reality and their own madness, which only becomes mental illness when their reality becomes incongruent with functioning in daily situations and relationships. Madness can be a tempting fountain to drink from, promising the alluring fantasy of life being whatever one thinks it is, a disconnect from the transcendent reality beyond what is consensual, a distortion of the Truth (or however you refer to a Higher Absolute.) Everyday people drink from this fountain from time to time: when Life is too cruel; when one can’t bear to see what is happening before them; when the distance between one’s heart is too great to bear; and most of all when one loses someone or something that is most precious to them.

Magic is what happened when my own sense of reality became a personal journey of connection to the Sacred, the Divine, the luminous nature of EnLightenment. Magic reveals itself to me when I learn to listen to the whispers of my soul in a language only few can understand and begin to take steps into the unknown to see that which is waiting to be discovered. Magic occurs the more I shift from the view of life as a painful process to be endured to an adventure worth embracing. 

The format I have chosen to share my narrative is journal entries that are told in real time. More than anything I feel called to generate some empathy for the lived experience of mental illness, and the present tense captures that best. I also use capital letters to emphasize certain words, to bring forth and highlight a deeper perspective that these words may contain. The Magic that comes from reflection is available here, and I hope that you use the lens of my book to revisit certain words and realities that were perhaps mapped out thoroughly.

Before we explore the exciting landscape of Magic, I must first start in the places that are difficult to witness. It is the Dark that gives birth to the Light, and this book will hopefully grant you the inside look of what it means to suffer fully and completely with madness. May it give you new eyes to see: yourself, your loved ones, and those that struggle with battles you may even glimpse.






I

Madness







  
  1

  
  
  Waking Up

  
  







Yin and Yang. Everything has two sides. There are only two kinds of people in this world.

Truth is loss of Self. To succeed is to Die.

Nothing ever changes until it does

Everything was the same until it was not.

Balance is to Live, to rock back and forth. On every scale, on every level. Every single thing is just something in a different form. The one true form, the god particle, the divine. There is a silver lining in everything, but that’s not the light—it’s God.

I see everything, literally everything. We eat things that are dead. Everything is a cycle. All the shapes are becoming clear in an infinite pattern. Everything has everything else contained in it. We are all one.

Spiritual needs have finally been met.

Now I understand the lines that divide us. The judgements and truths, the light and the dark. The least enlightened are those who do the most extraordinary things.

The most enlightened are those that are content.

And I am the Ghost.

The light. And the Dark.

Just like I had said all along.

-March, 2014




People think Hell is a place you only go after you die.

Those of us here now are tortured with a different truth.




I wake up in Heaven. I figure it’s Heaven because an angel greets me; she’s dressed in all white. The agony of Hell doesn’t seem to be here, but everything is fuzzy, and I keep going in and out. They have drugs that are strong as hell in heaven, which would really be of better use numbing the tortured souls in Hell. I wake up and I’m watching Family Guy with my dad. Family Guy is always able to make me laugh, there’s just something about absurd chaotic humor: POW! Gets me every time.

I hide my plush yeti under my sheets and knees when the red people come in. These people aren’t angels per say; they do vital routine things for my physical body.

Lucidity snaps me back when an angel, a sitter they call her, is asked to change shifts. She puts her hand up to the replacement sitter and looks at me until she gets my attention. I’m floating around in a few different planes of existence, but when she stares at me like that, I come to Center for a nice clear moment.

She looks at me and she says, “Listen to me. When you get out of here, don’t ever let anyone tell you what to do.” Well since she’s an angel, I engrave that in my heart with permanent ink. Later people would debate and say, “Wasn’t her saying that … telling you what to do?” However, that’s just some philosophical technicality. I know a clear spiritual message when I hear one.

I’m probably getting ahead of myself, or behind myself. I figure a linear telling of the story would be nice, but if I tell all the events as they come to me, maybe they’ll paint a picture in your mind that you can only see once it’s done. I have a friend now who paints like that. She’ll be painting and have no idea what she’s making, but once it’s done, it’s like she had the whole picture the entire time.

A lot of things in life are like that.

Flowing with what’s going is something of a gift of mine. Gift is a strong word though, because I lost track a long time ago of the subtle line between a gift and a curse. It is all a matter of perspective.

My name is Arthur Freeman, and I love Life. Magic to Madness is a journey through what it means to be alive, to wake up, and to feel it in every cell of your body. A journey through the United States’ mental health system. An exploration of altered states of consciousness, achieved through various methods. A romantic sojourn through the crests and valleys of the heart, and what it means to truly love. A fragment of an inkling of a hint of what it means to be human, at least for those of us that Dream. Above all, this is my story. If we haven’t met, I trust the invisible part of yourself that gently fills your sails. May your Soul guide you to read this book—or put it down—as best suits what it wants to See.

Enjoy the ride.
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  Falling to the Depths

  
  




I’m not Crazy, I just Love you

March 2014

I’m here in the hospital, or heaven, because for me, it sure as hell is heaven and I have no idea who I am. I’m at least awake enough to play a Magic the Gathering game with my girlfriend—I play a Red/Green Gruul Smash deck. I rock back, forth, and side to side on my feet as she takes her time with her turns, even though time is all happening at once, and I’d already won before she got in her car that morning. Excuse me, our car, a Red 1998 Mitsubishi Eclipse convertible that we call “The Sex Machine”; its roof leaks, and we cover it every night with a black shower curtain. Funny story about that car, it plays a key role in how all the events unfolded and gives some nice context. 

Let me go back to the third day of a Qi Gong workshop in Asheville, North Carolina, when I’m driving The Sex Machine up a large hill to the hotel. She’s been having problems starting lately–alternator problems we figure—but she makes it up the hill and I leave her parked on the grass.

I quickly found who I’ll refer to as “Water Girl,” for privacy, inside the workshop. Water Girl’s able to calm down my Fire, which due to the intense amounts of Qi Gong and various Rebirthing breath exercises, has shattered through a lot of my Metallic boundaries and limits in my mind. During a break, I am outside walking around with Water Girl, feeling as Free as my last name. I take my shoes off and leave them on the grass. They are a nice pair of black Nikes, but hey, they are black like the clothes I was wearing the first day of the workshop and signify a burned-out flame or metallic energy. I feel the earth underneath my feet, and it’s like I’m feeling it for the first time—all moist and soft. Next I figure, “Hey what the hell do I need ANY of this for?” and take out my wallet. Water Girl touches my hand with her soothing magic and guides it back into my pocket. I immediately agree. “Yeah, you’re right, that’s a bit much.”

I called my ex-wife on a different break. Haven’t spoken to her in years, but her number is still as clear in my heart as it was when she smiled and gave it to me the last day before Spring break of my high school senior year. She’s having some health problems and is in a bit of a funk. I throw all the Qi I can muster at her. “Don’t you remember? You’re a Fire Girl! Don’t you remember our passion? We met in creative writing class! Remember that! You have the heart of a poet and the voice of a magician, please don’t forget your Fire.”

The best part of that day was we all held hands in a prayer circle, a chain of about 150 people or so (hell maybe 200) and the workshop host kept going on about some problems in Ukraine or something. Thing is I can’t stop laughing for the life of me; the whole thing is a Big Joke. And I’m not talking about the prayer or the workshop! I keep laughing—must’ve laughed for forty minutes straight—and the guy next to me starts cracking up. Finally Water Girl starts laughing too; I mean Water resists getting evaporated by Fire but it’s so much freer to be steam!

At the end of the day, I hug her and I say, “I love you’ (this was maybe the 340th time I said it to her by the way, when you open your heart, nothing but Love comes out), but this time she melts—her whole body literally relaxed into my arms—and she says, “I know.” If only I knew then it wasn’t about repetition but timing! Damn. Everything feels completely perfect. Harmonious. No one’s in illusion about anything.

Outside, The Sex Machine won’t start and I don’t miss a beat. I get out smiling—no shoes and all—and begin hitching a ride. I’m completely confident I’ll get one. Sure enough a beautiful Wood-type Crone takes me back to my hotel.

Earth Girl [that’s what I’ll call my girlfriend who I had met through Fate two and a half years prior] isn’t doing too well. She spent the day in the room because she’s not a morning person and didn’t come with me so she could have the car. I don’t remember much of that night, but it must’ve been better than the night before (where I didn’t sleep a wink and was up all night scribbling the secrets of the universe that I eventually gave to Water Girl). They were chicken scratches that made perfect sense to me, but to my surprise she took them into her hands as if they were the most valuable treasure in the world.

Well, the fact that The Sex Machine isn’t working doesn’t thrill Earth Girl too much. On the workshop’s fourth and final day, we check out of the hotel and take a cab over to the workshop’s hotel. Turns out The Sex Machine got towed! Annoying, I mean who tows a car that’s parked in a parking lot (nevermind that it was on the grass overflow lot)? She goes over to the front desk to see what’s up with the car, and I go see Water Girl. I take Water Girl’s name tag off because I told her I had a magic trick ready for her. I say, “Tadaa! Now who are you!?” The ripping-off part startled her through and I read that as the bad kind of startled. I get really self-conscious about that, worrying that it is a mistake and all, and go over to beg the man for a blank name tag so I could undo my trick. I give it back to her and she laughs at how seriously I’m taking these symbolic gestures.

Earth Girl comes over at the first break to inform me, all organized and laid out on paper, of our options for dealing with our car situation. I mean she has to return to Raleigh in two days for an interview with her prospective new job designing happiness—err video games—so it isn’t exactly a pressure-free situation. I introduce Earth and Water to each other, and Water Girl remarks on what a wonderful partner I have. “Make her your everything,” she texts me later. I didn’t know what to do with that, like a lot of good advice I’ve gotten over the years.

Anyway, I point to the option that says, “Take a cab to the towing place and see what’s up” by method of what they call “intuition” (or as I prefer it, “Fate”). We go over there and wouldn’t you know it! The place is empty (of people) and I’m all fired up, thinking of the nerve of people to both tow my car from a place I had a right to park in AND then not be there when we come to pick it up! Following Fate, I go over and climb a fence, to which Earth Girl warns me of the posted sign “BEWARE OF DOG.” As soon as she says it, a little tabby cat scurries across my vision at the bottom of the hill. I roar with laughter back at her, “HAH! It’s just a cat! THERE IS NO DOG!” having found another secret of the universe. Fears are much bigger in the Mind than in Reality.

I get down to where The Sex Machine is. I start rattling the gate—that’s locked—like I’m sort of a caveman, when Earth Girl calmly finds that she can unscrew a bolt on the lever that holds the gate together and the gate slides apart wide open.

I get in the car and—VRROOM, it starts on the FIRST try! I’m high on the Qi–feeling magic surge through to the alternator, and we tear out of Asheville like it’s on fire, like we’ve done something wrong but really we’re in our own car and on our own Way. About halfway down the mountain it starts snowing, and time starts to slow down. I can see every fat snowflake as it drifts down to kiss the ground; the pure beauty thaws the ice inside me a bit more.

I drive pretty much non-stop back to Raleigh. I feel like I need to come down from the mountain “high” energetically as well as literally. We land at a Whole Foods because I’m ready for radical changes in my diet, but I feel compelled to stop by my friend Reck’s house on the way back. He is in a bit of a rut, and I knew that he deserved every bit of happiness that I’d found. I enter to find him playing Leona on League of Legends. I watch as he becomes immortal. He continues living through dangerous situations with slivers of health when my words finally break through his exterior to get some laughs out of him.

“You’re like the Sun! See! You can’t die with solar power!”

We get home. As Earth Girl makes dinner, she gets stuck at a crossroads—make an appetizer or just have the main meal? It feels like a Real Serious decision, one that reflects her entire life over the past year where she didn’t know how to hit the start button; a year off work where I encouraged her to discover what she really wants to do moving forward while I took care of the bills. Without hesitating, I say, “Let’s have both! Just do it!” She lights up like a Star. “Yes! That’s what was missing! Just do it!” She makes a delicious meal with beets. The flavors of everything are so intense that it takes me a very long time to eat. Even the plain glass of water I can only sip. Slowly. Each time I do, I repeat like a mantra:

“Water always brings me back.”


Reintegration Disintegration


The next day, I wake up feeling that Earth Girl and I have the power to save the entire world! She shows me some video about a guy who’s talking about his bipolar episodes. He says he felt like Jesus, and I empathize with him 100% while completely missing the message that Earth Girl is telling me: I’m a little manic right now and need to address these violent mood swings.




Mania is characterized by a feeling of high energy, pressure, anxiety, and intensity. Someone who is experiencing mania may seem “amped up” and become more likely to engage in risky behaviors.2





I call up my Latvian brother, Staeg, and unload the full force of my Flame on him. I say Flame because I call him “FIRE BROTHER” and do all I can to pass on a torch from my Inferno. The raw emotion reaches him! In my rant, I create the phrase UKIUKI. U know it, U know [you] know it! I get him to repeat that phrase, and it has all the markings of the chant for the Religion of ALIVE!

“That’s enough for today.” That guy who wrote Zen and the Art of Motorcycle died this year (2017), and he laid out his madness in quite a logical format and paused often enough. He inspires me to aim for a higher ideal.

I’m also hesitating to continue, because the next part isn’t all sunshine and rainbows. I mean I foreshadowed it clearly enough that we’re going to Hell. At least let’s jump in feet first—

I go to work at the massage spa and get smiles and rainbows out of most people. My first client has a nice crescent moon tattoo that keeps me focused and present—especially since she asked for deep tissue specific work. I talk with one of my coworkers who is feeling a bit stuck on my break, and she is swayed to call her husband, who is stationed over in the Middle East. She has a meaningful conversation with him. All sunshine and rainbows. Then my next client arrives for her first massage appointment ever.

Now, I know the protocol, but here (like in the mountains) my Metal energy [discipline, boundaries, rules] is nowhere to be seen, and I have a tenuous relationship at best with paperwork in my life. I check on her a few times because my sense of time is on fast forward compared to her Earthy, slow rhythms. Third time I ask for the paperwork, and she still hasn’t even really started on it. Impulsively, I say, “We don’t need to do the health history paperwork. Just sign the consent form and come back to the room.” I listen to her attentively and tell her to get on the table facedown under the sheets.

When I return to the room to start the massage, I find her fully clothed on top of the sheets, but I don’t skip a beat. I figure I’ll go with it rather than explain how to properly receive healing. As if there were a “right” way. I start improvising the massage and do a lot of shaking movements. I also do some heavy breathing and exhale, like she’s accumulated a lot of darkness in her and I have to breathe it all out. After who knows how many minutes, she tells me that she’s feeling pretty sick in her stomach. I figure she’s anxious as hell and that I’m getting stuck emotions moving, but the Metal boundary I still respect is her saying “No.” We stop the massage, and I take her back to the front to check out. While I’m changing the sheets, a front desk girl comes in. Apparently my client is weirded out as hell and has complained for a refund. I apologize profusely; my co-worker asks me if I’m on any drugs.

I pause.

“Is happiness a drug?” I say straight to her soul, through her eyes. Something shifts in her expression and she replies, “No.” I think in that moment she realized that behind my normally calm and quiet demeanor, there was always a lot of suffering–and a lot of that suffering had been lifted (or was in the process of being lifted). Or maybe she responded to truth and clarity, as most people do in some form or another. She tells me that I should go home anyway, even though I implore her that I want to see my next client, a regular of mine. “I know how to handle my regular. She’s someone I know! Let me help her with my newfound awareness! I’ll follow the guidelines and share my breakthrough with her.” Yet it’s too risky in her eyes.

I leave. No matter how much my Fire burns, it is not expressed as anger at my workplace. I call my stepdad, and his slow cadence in tone alerts me to the fact that he is emotionally back in his younger years. His voice is slow and relaxed, and he understands the things I am going through. It is refreshing to hear him actually connect with me from the heart, rather than the usual montage of all the taxes I have to file or registrations I have to renew. Paperwork. Later I learn that this is from the heart too because it is his expression of worry and love.

Back at the NuNest (the name of our duplex apartment), my energy bursts through the door like a strong gust of wind or a raging inferno; I feel like only Water Girl can calm me down. I don’t know how to surrender my arrogance and armor to let Earth Girl truly take care of me. Or maybe I simply don’t want to be on earth right now. I resist her attempts to instruct me on how to handle my emotions. Well, not even my emotions—I have been neglecting Earth matters like eating, sleeping, and drinking fluids. You know? Those things that the body requires to function…

The worst part is she thinks I’m faking these emotional reactions. Like I’m acting out or something. My body’s shaking uncontrollably with Qi and probably fear, and this pushes me over the edge—I gotta get out of here.

Of course this makes her even more nervous—I’m clearly a loose cannon, and I’m trying to fire myself off into the night. I drive off anyway, ending up at McDonald’s somehow, where I realize that zombies are real and I’ve found them at 0 dark-thirty. I am in a full panic attack, feeling like I’m about to die. I plead with the cashier to “call an ambulance!” She literally isn’t fazed. She has a face like the world could catch Fire in front of her eyes, and she’d be there chewing bubblegum like it was some old action flick she’d seen a hundred times. She doesn’t say a word in response. I call my stepdad again, and he tells me to get something to eat. Perhaps it’s his male energy, or something to do with his stars, but when he talks to me, I slow down and listen. I get a McMuffin and some OJ. Then before I know it, I’m out driving again.

Driving isn’t the right word, since I’m not really conscious of where I am, where I am going, or even that I’m driving. I notice a few red lights here and there, stop at them, but for the most part, I’m on some spiritual auto-pilot. It is safer than drunk driving (aka literally “Jesus take the wheel!” but I am still unconscious all the same). I have my bamboo sword with me. Holding it in my left hand, it keeps moving as if to tell me which way to turn.

I switch on the radio by pressing buttons and twisting knobs at an erratic pace. As if by magic, some classical music comes through the speakers. The music is heavenly enough that I realize it’s Earth Girl! She’s dreaming up the reality I’m in! I feel her love through the music—sent to calm me down and get me through.

I shift out of the dream when the sun rises. The dawn light greets me over a wide green field, with trees laughing in the distance. I walk out of my car, up the hill, and halfway through the field, admiring the beauty of a new day. On the edge of reality, I feel as if I could walk off into that sunrise—keep walking and that life would carry me forward to unimaginable places and people, where everything would be taken care of by invisible forces. Even with that faith in my heart, I turn back anyway, feeling that the time for an Endless Adventure isn’t now. 

I take a wonderful poop right there in the middle of the field, releasing years of grief and emotional debris with it. Returning to the car, my mind remembers how to use GPS, and I see I’m about twenty to thirty miles east of Raleigh.

I get home, and my newly activated sensitivities feel a distinct absence. Visually, Earth Girl’s there on the bed, but I don’t feel her presence at all; my mind leaps to the dark conclusion that she’s killed herself out of the stress I caused her. I yell out loudly a sharp “AH,” which snaps her soul back into her body. I feel her presence again, and she lets out a drowsy, “Mew?”

Makes sense that my mind jumped to that conclusion. Part of why I have been reluctant to go to sleep is that everytime I try, I feel my awareness leaving my body—well yeah, how else does one dream of far-off places!? Still, it’s terrifying and intense. Like the reverse of sleep paralysis. I don’t want to die. I don’t want to fall asleep to the new me I have discovered.

She gets up with a cute, sleepy look on her face and has a few cups of coffee. Before coffee, her mind isn’t fully online or sharp. She’s got feline soul through and through. As for me, I go into our makeshift massage studio (but is-a-moldy-storage-never-used-second bedroom) and relax on my massage table, talking with God for the first time in five to ten years or so. Did I mention my massage table is named Spirit? God’s telling me mostly about how to treat Earth Girl, things I have to be aware of now, lessons to learn, and other metaphysical things. Next thing I know, Earth Girl comes in and is giving me a massage! She must have somehow learned through absorption, or her body knew how from all the ones I’d given her. It feels like heaven washing over my body in waves. My entire body is vibrating with peace and relaxation, but my left arm is going haywire. I find out a few years later that during my motorcycle crash, my energy channels were “blown up” at my wrist, but at this moment, all I know is my left arm is flying around as if plugged into an electrical socket.

This massage turns out to be the best foreplay of my life that leads into mind-blowing sex, as I let myself experience the pleasure that I normally hold back from. I had always been terrified reaching that edge of ecstasy because it felt like the top of my head would explode and I’d die. I let go with her now because stopping a freight train at this point, with any resistance, would be like spitting into a storm-force wind. Surrendering to primal forces has an upside after all!

I collapse, satisfied, and Earth Girl tucks me in, assuring me that when I wake up, I will be in a whole new world. I curl up like a child and am ready to give in to unconsciousness when my mind kicks back in and freaks out that I haven’t taken a shower after being out all night. I get up and take one. In a flash of brilliance, I decide to take a cold shower. Cold showers for me have always been purifying, but in this case, it stimulates me again and doesn’t help me get to sleep. Instead, I rediscover the amazing technology that we call today a cell phone, and I begin to call the people I love. My mother is one of the first who responds along the lines of, “I’ll need time to digest this. I’m getting the image of a torrential waterfall rather than the slow faucet stream I normally receive when talking to you.”

I have a prayer bead bracelet that Earth Girl got in Asheville for being helpful. I hold on to one bead per person that I call. [synchronicity: apparently Buddhists actually do this while chanting mantras to liberate beings from Samsara!] A hostess I used to work with answers the phone—we hadn’t talked in years. I do a magic trick over the phone and get her to smile a bit, but then I talk too long, and she
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