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			Introduction to

			The Ring of Light

			With excellence in observing and a right ability to express of it. Finesse of expression into unforeseen depth. At times glimpses of beauty unmatched. One can get to view a new world in a wholly transformed perspective of outlook. A lightly sprinkle of humor at times while it takes one into the enduring with its brilliance and sense of eternality. The means are here to a recognition of a New Light dawning.

			



	

Foreword

			If it were not for one so fated to capture a certain element, that which is not singularly of the imagination yet with such added endorsement of – Something of substance, the creative element itself. Were it then in an enduring enlightening flash - imprinted from hereon in, forever imperishable.

			From there would be the follow up. A timely entering into: The Ring of Light…

			 

			Dedicated to Earth, her Stratospheres and to Life ongoing altogether, amid the gathering and ever growing newest revelation amid these times we’re in.

			 

			Dedicated also to People’s growing urge for Insight with this genuine need all around. Here in answer then unto such deeper Knowing – to a becoming the more clear in swiftly gathering definition. While it all advances so steadily.

			 

			 

			 

			Special mention to: Terry, Guido, Michel, Andre, Arlet, Tristan and Yolanda.

			With a warm thank you to my daughter Arlet for getting this into print.

			Also thanks to my daughter Yolanda for her support all around.



	

To the special reader who is about to take on this work. May you pause awhile in the confidence of your own inner endowments which await.

			Am

			With all that I am…

			All that was then and

			Will be – ever the Am;

			The one from within, from

			Before this moment

			And onward…since,

			With all that I am –

			Interlinked unto gathering

			Clarity, the unmatched

			Splendor of the Gem;

			Of Am Itself…



	

Chapter 1

			Dawn

			Dawn is emerging ever so gradually, as a stretch of red-rosy hue advances onward into the beginning of a new day.

			 

			From up above here at the window a long line of the Western Mountain Range in it’s snow covered white and blue sheen has a way of attracting one’s attention by times, and yet again at such timely instances – to a looking once more then toward the mountains amid their mystery and the beauty evoked at such scenery…

			One is touched at such times unto a deeper pulse, as it were into an opening or openings into other than the casual senses.

			 

			There’s a still about in this soothing something of early morning, in morning itself! It emanates yet on as of a purity sprung the which’s aura remains unseen in the still. Until gradually it evaporates quite unobserved, although noted here and there or perhaps acknowledged by such rare few, those of the observant and receptive genre. The awakened ones, such that have become aware in a sense, where humanity begins to awaken in sections from the slumber of eons, till at last…

			 

			As The Hart And Gazelle

			As the hart and gazelle skipped

			Into freedom’s expanse,

			So the Heart leaps across

			Unhindered…

			To where the beloved awaits.

			At times with regressing awhile and in looking back, to a recalling of such certain impressions that have come and gone throughout time – the passing years and onward so throughout, with becoming the more alert to certain such occurrences. Imagination at times employed then could be one definition, within it’s own inherent many layered levels or mystique. Or to call it – impressions; puzzling occurrences seemingly entering unbidden to burst unprecipitated into the everyday focus of life as we ordinarily experience it.

			Like snatches of recall, of fleeting awareness intersecting at times the known vibrational state with the super imposed ability of another knowing. So swiftly at times to leave but a glimpse, an impression differing as it were in frequency, as of another vibration, which comes and goes throughout time as we know it.

			While the winds of time and of change move onward unceasingly and we in our humanity still wrapped in the cocoon of our observance, maybe to awaken but vaguely, at intervals short lived and but momentarily. In such pinpoints only barely conscious of the other – the Counterpart amid the overwhelming focus of our earthiness.

			My Love’s Appearing

			My Love’s appearing – there amid

			Western’s scenery in settings of mountains

			Where waters flow in newest beginnings

			Awakening awareness in it’s magical

			Silvery flow it merges onward amid

			The thawing cobbling waterways to

			Mingle in newly awakened motions,

			Of one’s inner Heart…

			There at the river awhile, observing the swift flow of the water beneath a beclouded sky, while the strong weavings of the waters so steadily flowing on by. Till something is noted, so sudden then and revealing, as subtly it entered in, while it is felt at once. As from a deep joy expanding in a play of light from beneath and about – playing, flowing about.

			Like having switched as it were into another way of seeing, combined.

			 

			A dual theme here, Spirit – Presence of river’s singular being then combined in its utterly beautifying effect.

			As of a foretaste of a future victorious actuality.

			Walking along the river and later on at the bench there, waiting awhile for our nosey Schnauzer Keiko, while am getting to pay attention to a tree amid the rocks on the water’s edge. It looked to be thriving and of a maturing size already, it’s deep green quite compact-sized leaves reminded me somewhat of the cherry trees in Europe from so long ago.

			Somehow then it was like observing the tree, somewhat from an inner standpoint, an inner viewing then. This was noted as it came so naturally just then, as if to feel the tree out so rightly, unpremeditated even, but innerly as such.

			Yes to know it, so as to express of it as given – it must come of a need as sprouted and redone from the inner life: You take it into your system, even as it exists there at the water’s edge.

			It’s the magic of it’s own inner life, it’s soul as it is – as affected. That’s the one way, the key then to a rightly observance even as to designate it as it were and to call it, a cherry tree. As it would have inspired one to it.

			All the while and still, there’s such a substantial veil about humanity, so much we cannot see now, let alone perceive or sense – for that there must be trust. Yet more than trust – courage to turn inward, foremostly. Quite some courage in fact, since the way we were conditioned, habituated as such and so blinded throughout with yet remaining blinded, dormant still.

			Until a stirring here and there, ever so gradually – as now particularly this age when times come unto an accordance on the different levels – these select times when it all begins to come together as to a building up to something, unto an immense occurring.

			As of now – mystifying times nevertheless but of purpose, unto Light and growth. It’s that we’re in the process gradually unto the further openings into the dimensional.

			Such all preparations then, to colossal comings about.

			 

			As for now the ripening unto ever so gradually awhile, as it was: Such as the preparations initially then and while it’s not a minor thing, with occurrences all around not to be overlooked. It may be at first not especially noted: a process as such not quite imagined, yet nevertheless coming into being so timely, unmistakenly when the full impact will become apparent, as it must.

			 

			It’s at times, at such times like an outgoing first, where time and location are regressed and we observe as it were from the timeless and a point of no circumference. A going out of self; one self – for self in that aspect of the bodily hindrance is as such limited within the boundaries of time and bodily encumbrances.

			 

			Soil, ashes – mere residue of Earth! Having given to the utmost and… arising again like the Phoenix! It is life, Life in it’s fullest sense.

			When darkness falls, yet there in the skies in far off deep space’s existence, where it all is as if to beckon and stir us to a witnessing on to observe even so with impulse to a yet deeper vein of comprehending – as to where it touches soul, very soul into the inner life of beings.

			Later then, when on our way again, yet while one goes on in wonderment still. As from a connective motion present here, ongoing. Stemmed from a Melodic – such as Sound… The Creative element Itself!

			It would then amount into becoming of a partaken; of an ode the which would certainly correspond unto that grander something, that which resides in each: As in - Lines outgoing, concentric in an internal communing, even as to a wordless expressive interchange, from soul to the very Soul of All!

			 

			This morning the attention is drawn in particular from of a dream so as to be quite wrapped up, quite taken into it’s sequence it seemed: Where a cheerful gentleman in smiling demeanor held up a large square of written material. It finally caught my attention, then the dream sequence passed quickly.

			The lines on the billboard were in fact written out as a personal directive, something to the effect such as to be a pointer to: Traveling extensively in the future and with the choice and ability to select the particulars.

			The man looked so kindly amid the sparkle of that announcement together with a knowing sort of twinkle as well. Even though I did not seem to take it all in at once, as to it’s meaning. It made at that for that extra twinkle in the announcer’s eyes just then. Felt energized by it; encouraged.

			In the Midst

			Into a newest Horizon, am

			In the clear of the emerging

			Dawn – centered in the mid

			There, out of the thrall the

			Spellbound ages all…

			 

			And yet;

			Forces, impulses –

			Notions… as such endowed

			Even so goes the dance –

			It goes yet onward, whirling

			Spinning amid a myriad of

			Spiralling color bursts,

			On and onward out there –

			Ever on into,

			Beginnings anew…

			 

			Into a new born Horizon

			In the clear of emerging

			Am! In the mid, the midst

			Out of the thrall –

			The spellbound ages all..

			We exist in that brilliance still – the first combustion lingers. There are differentials; the Real and the illusory, light and darkness: God via division, apartness – that such as we see as self – or trial because of the self. However enduringly we’ve become substanced in self, we are limited then, insufficient – not fulfilled.

			Today about near to noon, or about seven minutes to twelve, the mysterious phenomena of the phosphenes appeared again. Amazing like, so wonderfully here, it was about seven months since their last appearance.

			When first noticing their coming about, it was in a circular formation – a soft shimmering, here then there, round about and around, while the coloration then became more vivid and increased in outlines that were stronger than previous.

			Some of the designs in squares within their formation as they moved and circulated about. Never did I see the color of outline such as this impressive (depth of impress) near deepest blue with the red addition soon too, as they increased. And expanding as they alightened and seemed the more serene, so calm ever so clear and soothing, while moving and enlarging discretely; clear – pure and crystalline, yet like crystalized water nearly while the soft shining delicately moved like a crystalized motion of panels. Yet the differing velocities about, above and beside me; some movement like delicate spinning blades and counter- clockwise movement interlacing at different speeds. Magnificent; at one time a bit higher up to my left, an amber glow – mounting up, as seen from a sideways looking just then. There is a noted difference now: An enveloping motion in the phenomena, their appearance somewhat divergent, they were so serene; their appearance so expressly with an undeniable soothing and all the more beautiful effect.

			Moving, serene panels beside me – a living transparency of conveyance, ever moving in aware unrequiring motion.
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