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AT FIRST, I THOUGHT there was a naked woman in my cabin, reading my books.

And then I realized, it was just my goddess. Come to visit again, to remind me again of what I should be doing.

It was that gossamer outfit she wore. You know, the stuff made out of spider webbing. Thinner than silk and almost see-through, but tough enough to be tear-proof.

“Well, hello there, big boy. About time you showed up.” She unwound herself from the desk chair she was reading in, set the book down on the desktop and slunk toward me. “You’ve been busy since we last had a conversation.”

I looked her up and down with a glance and then focused on her eyes.

She pouted. “You know I dress just the way you want me to, the way you expect. So if you don’t like this (but I can tell you do) I’ll just change into something more comfortable - for you.”

At that she had on one of my flannel shirts, buttoned only half-way up, and some soft shorts I wore in hot weather to be able to write comfortably when I knew I wasn’t going outside.

She continued moving toward me and I could tell that these two items were all she wore.

At last she was close enough to put her arms around my neck, but only touching there.

“Because I need to have your attention, but not distract you so much. This way you can look into my eyes without strain,” she said.

Of course I could feel her heat between us, and smell the cedar and violet scent of her.

“Well, of course. You think better when you’re stimulated - subtle does it, doesn’t it?” The goddess purred.

“And what is it that you need to tell me?” I asked.

“You’ve been doubting yourself. That’s not good.” She replied.

“Oh, those thoughts about not having the sales I should, not having the audience or network to bring in real income from my writing?”

“Yes those self-limiting thoughts of yours that only hold you back. You can hear me reminding you that the world - your world - is what you think it is. That you have to give before you can get. That faith is internally created, and you need to practice it. That belief creates fact. All these things.” The goddess took one hand to stroke the edge of my right ear.

“That’s all true, but...” I started to explain.

Now she put that finger on my lips. “Hush. I already know what you are going to say. And it’s just not true.”

She released her hold on me and moved like a silk shawl to ease onto the far end of my bunk-couch. “You know how much I love this patchwork pattern you have. The textures are so - alive - with the russet, brown, and off-white patches. She must have taken hundreds of hours to create this for you.”

“She?”

“Yes, silly. Men don’t make quilts, they just buy them for women. Or get a woman in their lives to make them. It’s not that someone like you couldn’t sew a quilt, but your craftmanship outlet is in your writing, not in home-making.”

I was pleased she recognized my other talents, and smiled at this. “So you’re here to discuss my writing.”

Pouting lips formed on her face. “I thought we went over this already. Are you too distracted? Come, sit down, take a load off. And we’ll start from the top again.” She patted the quilt and her hand almost bounced off the thick pad beneath.

I moved to the couch and sat at other end so we wouldn't be touching. The view was better, and I could concentrate on what she was saying. Well, a bit more, anyway.

“There, all comfy? Now you don’t have all that blood pooled in your legs and we can get down to business.” She crossed her leg toward me, inching up those shorts away from her thigh. She brought her hand over to her knee and traced her fingers up her leg, across her chest and up to her nose.

“That’s better. Keep focused on my eyes. I really have a hard time thinking of any better way for you to get these lessons than with all this sex-appeal. Somehow, it tends to keep you creative. Of course, you don’t write much of this in your books. Too bad. But I suppose it keeps you from needing some relief...” Her eyes drifted off into the distance, as she looked to the side and away from me.

“You were telling me about starting at the top.” I reminded her.

Her eyes came back with a twinkle to fix on mine again. “Oh, right. I guess you can forgive my own distraction. We goddesses have our own needs, too. Especially if we take human form for very long.”

My arm was across the back cushion. She now leaned forward, moving her own arm so that her hand lay on the back of mine. “That’s better, she said. Touch is a key way to remember. Now what I am about to tell you will be cued to the back of your hand and your fingers. Even better would be this...” At that, she moved her hand under mine and interlocked our fingers, using her thumb to start making small circles in the space between my own thumb and the side of the index finger knuckle.

“That’s better, now, isn’t it?”

I had to admit she had my full attention now. Comfortable, but not so intimate to be distracted.

“Where were we? Oh yes, from the top. You have a problem with your faith, your believing.”

“How is that?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes. “Really? OK, let’s cover basics here:

“1) You generate your own faith, that’s from Nap Hill.

“2) Your belief (which is faith in your own ideas) creates the facts around you. That’s from James via Bristol.

“3) What is keeping you back is your own fears, your own ideas that fear even exists. And while it doesn’t exist for you in so many areas, where it does - and where it is affecting your writing - is what we need to address.

“4) You have releasing you can do, just letting go of these. Deep breaths does it. Then getting the gratefulness of your vision being actual. That lets the fear dissipate and joy come in.

“5) But outside of your own goals, you need to simply enjoy your writing as the top goal, always. Because your joy is love, and love is a creative primal element, per Haanel.”

I looked way from her elsewhere in my room to digest all this. When I looked back at her she was smiling again, with soft eyes like a guardian angel when her assigned charge learns something useful.

“That’s quite simple.” I said at last.

“Of course. But you won’t know for sure unless you test it for yourself.” All the time she had been continuing to make those small circles on the side of my hand. “Here - this will help you remember.” She now moved her own thumb to push my thumb up against that index knuckle and held it there. “Now you have a memory spot that you is assigned to that memory. That’s the hand you write with. So when you feel fear instead of joy, just take a deep breath, let it out, and put your thumb there. Simple. Then you’ll remember me and all the reasons you have to be writing at all. Then start counting your blessings, and your beliefs will be recharged again. OK?”

At that, she took her hand away. Then smiled and stood.

My flannel shirt and soft shorts shimmered, turning into her gossamer gown again.

Then she walked toward me and took my chin in one hand, the other around my neck.

Bending down, she kissed me on my lips with a light touch.

“You probably won’t remember that kiss, but I will. And it’s just a reminder to keep track of your writing. I read all of it, you know.”

At that she stood and turned away, disappearing completely.

The scene of cedar and violet would probably remain for awhile, even with the windows open.

I didn’t mind. But I got up and moved the chair back to the desk. Sat down, activated a blank text page, and started writing.

A smile on my lips and in my heart.
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A GODDESS CAME TO ME last night.

She said there was a gold mine between my ears, but I'd have to start using it. 

Until I did, I could spend none of it. And would be working hand-to-mouth for the rest of my life. 

She wore a gossamer-thread shift over her, which was a bit distracting. Golden hair, clear blue eyes. None of this covered her feminine features very well. 

Have you ever seen gossamer? It's extremely thin, and rare. It's the stuff young spiders put out in order to catch the wind and fly to their new homes. Of course, it's the same stuff web silk is made from, so is extremely tough. When you walk through the woods, you'll find that across trails and catching in your face. So tough that you can almost hear it "pling" as it breaks. So thin that you barely see it except when you catch the sun glinting off it. 

So making an entire garment out of this would be expensive, and humans wouldn't find it possible.

"Fairies." She said.

"Huh?" I asked.

"Fairies collected and wove these strands into cloth." She said.

"Well, that would make sense. Providing you believe in fairies." I replied.

"They don't need you to believe in them. That rumor got started by a writer and his stage play." A slight frown crossed her face. "Fairies only appear in your universe if you believe in them. That's the trick. They still exist regardless of whether you believe
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