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  QUICK NOTES


Kage is pronounced with a hard “g” as in: Kah-gay. 
If you would like to listen to the AudioExperience of this book, flip to the back "Goodies" section for your free gift!
There may be more notes that dawn on me after the publication of this book, or readers may ask me to explain some items of importance, so do check www.veilsedgebooks.com for more just in case!






  
  













Is this the real life? Is this just fantasy?

Caught in a landslide, no escape from reality.

—Queen









  
  Prologue: StoryWeaver


A hush settled over the children and adults sitting in the circle. The StoryWeaver, her kaleidoscope eyes bright in the flickering firelight, all other eyes fixed on her in patient anticipation, began… 
“Not that long ago, in The Western Realm, Inside the Veil, just to The West of where you are sitting now, people were suffering a great deal.
There was war and hate and great anger and discontent. People were enslaved in Body, Mind, and Spirit, their Bodies bought and sold, their Minds were their prisons, their Souls bound in the webs of their own making. They worshipped false gods like coin and power and chose to play games where there were no winners, believing that what they were living was Reality.
And they turned on each other and themselves, they believed that there was not enough for everyone, so they took, and stole, and hoarded. Their families and communities became fragmented, broken, discarded, and the people harmed by the very things they created.
It was not always this Way for the people Inside the Veil. In fact, they themselves, created The Veil to keep what they had, what they treasured the most, which was coin and power and things they could acquire with that coin and power, none of it giving them what they really truly desired, which is Love.
They induced their own Sleeping Sickness so that the pain that came instead of Love was forgotten, but in doing so, they forgot the songs of themselves and each other, they tuned out of the frequencies of The Planet, they pulled the plug from abundance, joy, wonder, and health, they disconnected from The Great Mystery, from their very Source of Life.
So, as you can imagine, resources ran out, wars raged, sickness spread, horrific deeds were done to themselves and each other. The air unbreathable, the food tainted and denatured, the technology unnatural, and The Ways they lived automatic and mindless, where they could find no meaning, no purpose, their cultures shrivelled as an unattended garden.
The Planet heaved and purged the poisons that were forced upon it through mighty Cleansing Storms and Earth Eruptions. It got harder for our Friends to survive in The World they created Inside the Veil, but survive they did for many years, but they would never truly live. Their Utopia became their prison, and it could not be sustained.
The Time came when everything they had built around them came crashing down—their systems, their beliefs, their economy, their technology. The shell cracked, The Veil thinning so they could see glimpses of The Eastern Realm, and it was terrifyingly Lovely. For the first time, those who took notice saw they could shed The Sleeping Sickness like the snake emerging from an old skin.
With every death there is a birth—this is a law of nature—and after The Great Collapse, the only thing that could come next was a new awakening, rising up in the deepest of sleeps to live awake in A Beautiful Dream, to envision, then create, A World of Possibility.
We, my Loves, we at Veil’s Edge are both witnessing and stewarding this Great Awakening.
So, all of you, my BeLoved people, listen well…this story is not a tragedy, an epic adventure, a comedy, a happy ending, nor is it a cautionary tale. It is all of it and so much more. This is the story of the people of Veil’s Edge. Our story—the ultimate, the quintessential, Story of Love.”






  
  The Book That Changes


And The Prophecy read: 
A day is coming of great loss and of great possibility. Prepare well through the opening of your Minds and the softening of your Hearts, for The Age of Suffering is coming to an end as The Great Awakening catalyses The Great Change, the dawning of A New Humanity.
Birth and death, birth and death, birth and death: the eternal, infinite, essential Cycle of Creation.
Do not fear death, do not fear this Great Change as it is Humanity’s Destiny to leave The Age of Suffering and enter The Frequency of Love. You will realise your Divinity, you will co-create A World of Beauty that has always been incubating in The DreamScape for you to manifest into The Realised Reality.
On this day, The Precipice, the turning of The Wheel of Creation—of Manifestation, of Involvement and Evolvement—will accelerate, The Great Change will begin, and you will be ready.
—As Documented in The Book That Changes






  
  THE PRESENT











  
  It Begins


Camaria woke to the incessant rooster that recently decided to roost nearby. She put her pillow over her head in response, but a muffled laugh escaped her as she imagined him crowing and strutting around the yard. 
It was Time to get up.
Her Dreams were rich and full of colour as usual, as they had always been, and especially sweet since sleeping beside this man, this being who breathed heavily beside her seemingly unperturbed by the rooster’s proud announcements.
She took a moment, as she did every morning, to look upon his face, to let the well of gratitude overflow—as she once told him, he was truly the stuff of Dreams, her Dream while awake.
But as she began to slip from the bed, he gently clasped her wrist, his eyes still closed.
“Do you think I could sleep through all of that commotion?”
“I did think so. Briefly.”
“You were restless last night.”
“There was a lot going on—in my DreamScape.”
He left it there as he Knew that she would share it with him tonight after she’d had a chance to process it, to turn it into Art.
Since most of the children were now grown, all spread out into new dwellings and adventures, the couple had a lot more Time to be alone, and they often woke up tangled with each other. It was, Camaria decided anew each and every morning, in this very place she wanted to reside for the rest of her days. Her Time as an Envoy behind her. Her days of a Mother shifting. Her deep capacity for Loving—infinite, eternal, essential, expansive.
“I am heading to The Breakfast House this morning with Mama. Will you join us?”
“Thank you, but I have to be at the OutPost shortly. I will see you for lunch here at Home?”
“There is nowhere else I would rather be,” Camaria affirmed without a hint of teasing.






  
  Good Mornings (Present Day)


The Breakfast House was already abuzz with people cooking, serving, and chatting over warm morning beverages when Camaria and her Mother Kalea sat down with Kalea’s four older Brothers, Camaria’s Uncles, at an outside table under the rooftop overhang, the great doors that lined the entire Eastern wall of the square wooden building thrown open widely to the glory of the day. 
People sat, mingled, and stood both inside and out. The heady, rich smell of boiling roots, barks, herbs, and mycelium floated from The Breakfast House kitchen, beckoning the people of the settlement from their DreamScapes, rousting them for the day’s mysterious purpose.
The morning was cool, yet sunny, as were most mornings in Veil’s Edge, with the last drops of dew trembling on the foliage that both lined and adorned the gravel roads, the yards, and the in-between spaces of the settlement. During these first hours after sunrise, the Sun’s heat gently built, the dew fell to the earth quenching her thirst, filling the water table, and the wells, for drinking and for washing—or gave itself to the vast sky, releasing as a bouquet of aromas the intelligence the leaves imprinted into each and every molecule.
Most of the Time, Kalea had her breakfast at Home alone with Anahata, her BeLoved and Camaria’s Father, but today, since Anahata was off to meet the day before Kalea even cracked an eye, she’d decided to come with her Daughter for some good company. And her Brothers never disappointed them in that regard—in any regard, for that matter.
Kalea looked around at the four large men who crowded around the table they shared:
Alexander was tall and lanky with shaggy brown hair streaked with silver and chopped just above his shoulders, yet he was clean-shaven. He was the only one of Kalea’s Brothers with their Mother’s silver eyes that keenly scanned what he scribed with the hands of a scholar—a contrast to two of his younger Brothers who built and created with the carpenter’s nicked and calloused hands.
Adonis was tall, broad, and muscular with a most beautiful, radiant clean-shaven face almost always in amused expression, as if he were forever up to something. His long, dark hair was most days pulled away from his face and braided down his back with only a few glimmers of silver to hint at his 78 years of age.
Hector was also broad and tall, but shorter than Adonis, his salt and pepper beard framing his full mouth, his silver hair loose to the bottom of his shoulder blades.
And Duke, the youngest of Kalea’s Brothers, had hair the colourings of his Brother, Alexander, but tied it into a loose knot at the back of his head, revealing his bearded, contemplative face. He shared Adonis and Hector’s large hands, his being cracked and stained with the dirt they spent most days in.
Almost all of them looked at Kalea as she laughed out loud with the delight of simply taking them all in.
“What, Kalea?” Adonis boomed, laughing along with her.
“She is doing it, again,” Hector ventured.
“Always laughing,” Alexander murmured without taking his eyes off of the book he was scribbling in.
“I just Love you all so much. It does not Matter how old we get or how often I see you, I just marvel at how glorious you all are,” Kalea said as she made her rounds, bending her tall, wiry frame to kiss each of her Brothers on the tops of their heads in greeting.
“We are glorious,” Duke stated, neither in jest nor with arrogance, either, head slightly bowed, brow knitted as he peered up at Kalea and received his kiss. He spoke in earnest, which provoked a burst of laughter from Kalea, Adonis, and Hector. Alexander smiled, but still didn’t look up. 
“And we Love you, too,” Adonis boomed through his smile, raising his muscled mass to return his Sister’s greeting with a mighty hug.
Camaria greeted the men with a smile and quick hugs as she and Kalea sat, then simply watched and listened to her Mother banter with her Uncles.
By the Time they were half-way through their teas and coffees, Kalea spotted Anahata coming down the gravel road toward The Breakfast House with a babe swaddled to his chest grasping for his silver braid. Kalea delighted in the vision of him coming toward them, his short and sturdy stature, her Bear, her Heart flowering in response to his nearing presence. When Anahata spotted them at the table under the canopy, he broke into an even wider smile that reached every part of his whole weather-kissed face, the beauty of his laugh lines deepening, his azure-blue eyes twinkling with the deepest warmth of Love.
“Whose babe is that, Anee?” Kalea asked Anahata when he reached them, playfully eying him as he approached, struggling with the wriggling babe who was now pinching his cheeks, his nose.
Laughing and gently lowering the babe’s busy hand from his face with his large ones, Anahata turned so Kalea could see her face. “This, my BeLoved, is Sunny, Erris’ GrandBabe.”
“Yes, Love, I see her now. And why is this little cherub in your care this morning? Is this why I woke with only the ghost of a kiss on my cheek?”
“Ahhh, Kalea, I did tell you last night that…” Anahata began, sobering a little, then noticed Kalea’s expression and smiled. “Come then, get your kisses.” And Kalea stood and did just that, bending slightly to meet Anahata’s lips, having to stop for a few seconds afterward to untangle Sunny’s chubby hand from her long, silver braid.
“Her parents are helping with the planting this morning. They are already in the field to get a good start on the day,” Anahata explained to Kalea, Camaria, and the Brothers as he and Kalea sat down.
“Always, Brother, a babe on your chest or a child at your heel,” Adonis greeted as his smile got even bigger on his beautiful, tanned face. The rest of the Brothers grunted, murmured, and smiled in agreement.
“Yes, and how are you, little angel?” Kalea said to Sunny as Anahata unwrapped her from the sling and sat her on his lap. Sunny smiled a wide, one-toothed grin in response, and a stream of drool escaped her bottom lip. 
“Well, aren’t you just the happiest little thing?” Kalea exclaimed. “I will go get you some breakfast—and you too, Anee, my Love,” she added as she looked at Anahata who nodded, looking content but in need of a sit down and some nourishment.
Kalea handed Anahata her soft lavender handkerchief, which he used to wipe his brow, before she disappeared into the building to seek out what heavenly aromas were wafting from the open doorway.
Thank you, BeLoved, Anahata sent down their Thread.

      [image: ]The Brothers’ conversation was full of jokes, and seriousness, and healthy doses of hearty laughter.
Kalea interrupted their discussion bearing two platters of food for all of them to share. Mariposa, Camaria’s 10-year-old GrandDaughter and Kalea and Anahata’s GreatGrandDaughter, trailed behind her with plates, napkins, and utensils.
“GrandMama!” Mariposa exclaimed when she spotted Camaria. She unloaded her burdens and was settled in her GrandMother’s lap for a quiet embrace in almost an instant.
“Ah, the joy of sharing conversation and presence over fresh muffins, sliced bread, and bowls of raspberries. Thank you, Lovelies,” Adonis exclaimed.
“Yes, thank you,” Alexander echoed as Kalea placed the platters on the table before them, the only Time his eyes flicked up to meet anyone else’s, then returning to what he was busy writing in his book. Anahata gave Sunny a spoon as Kalea presented mashed banana before her, and the babe set about the task of feeding herself, at least half of it reaching her mouth.
“You are helping in the kitchen today, Posey?” Adonis inquired.
“Yes, GGUncle,” Mariposa replied, as she stood back up and pushed up her large, round glasses that were beginning to slide down her nose.
“The Greatest of Uncles!” Adonis corrected in jest.
“The Greatest of Uncles,” Mariposa echoed, her sea-green set of owl eyes blinking, silky spun-gold hair framing her apple face.
“What calls your attention today?” Hector asked, watching her move back and forth from one foot to the other.
“It is Maximus and Bear’s 10-Plus-a-Little Unbirthday today!” Mariposa declared. "After I study the dinosaurs with GGUncle Duke this morning,” she glanced at Duke, “Maximus, Bear, and I are going to meet in the field beside The Barn for a celebration picnic. Papa said he would make it and bring it for us since we will be too busy this morning to make it ourselves, and Mama is busy with Aunty Cressida since the babe is coming soon.
Mariposa turned her attention to Duke. “We have invited some of our woodland Friends, GGUncle Duke, and I do hope they come.”
“Do you know about dinosaurs?” Mariposa asked Hector. “GGUncle Duke seems to know a great deal about them. They are catching my attention as of late.”
“I know a little, yes,” Hector answered, genuinely intrigued. “Perhaps you can tell me more one day since my Brother has not shared this information with me,” he said, eyeing Duke who simply looked back.
“You have not asked,” Duke said plainly.
“Ha! I suppose I have not,” Hector exclaimed as he began to put food on his plate.
“I will tell you all I can,” Mariposa promised. “As soon as I find out more, though,” she mused, and looked back to Duke whose plate was still empty as he partook in the conversation.
As if right on cue, their discussion was interrupted once again with the sound of many feet on the gravel road. Before anyone could brace themselves, Molina and Enso’s twins, Maximus and Bear, came scampering between two houses across The Way with three large and clumsy pups—Puck, Jing, and black and gold Attila The Destroyer—happily running along, jumping in front, in back, and through their feet. It was a miracle no one tripped and fell.
It was hard to tell where the sounds the boys made and the sounds the dogs made ended and began. They were a cloud of destruction. Their yipping, wagging, and panting group was stopped mere feet from the entry to The Breakfast House when Kalea rose from the table.
“Uh uh, where do you think you are going, Little Wildlings?” Kalea demanded. “There are to be no pups in The Breakfast House.”
“We are thirsty, GG Kalea,” Maximus panted.
“So thirsty,” Bear said, wiping sweat, dirt, and his tousled brown bangs from his forehead with his hand. Bear was shirtless as he usually was in the spring, summer, and fall; and Maximus wore a light button up shirt that was so tattered that he might as well have been shirtless, as well. Maximus towered over his twin by at least four inches and pulled his deep auburn hair back like his Father’s. But oh, those deep dark eyes both boys shared wrought a laugh from their GreatGrandMama Kalea.
“I will get you and the pups some water. But do not bring them inside,” she sternly but playfully warned.
“Yes, GG Kalea,” the boys said in unison.
When Kalea returned, the group was chatting by the table, breakfasts in varying stages of being eaten. Mariposa was crouched petting Jing who sat beside her, golden tail thumping, their GrandMama Camaria listening and enjoying as her grandchildren planned their picnic. Anahata held little Sunny close enough to touch Puck’s back, every so often untangling her baby grabbers from the dog’s black fur. Even Alexander had stopped his writing, fending off Attila the Destroyer's wet dog kisses.
Kalea set the tray on the table, and the boys gave the pups their water bowls before they took their glasses and guzzled the cool contents.
“Thank you, GG Kalea,” Maximus said.
“The pups thank you, as well,” added Bear.
“You are all very welcome,” Kalea said to the boys and kissed them each on the tops of their wild-smelling heads. “Oh my, you boys have been spending a lot of Time in the kennels since those pups were born!”
“Yes, GG Kalea,” Bear piped up, “and there is a new foal, too. Chestnut’s had her baby,” which started a new round of conversation around the goings-on at The East Barn where the boys helped out the most. 
Having had a chance to calm down from their made-up task of Running with the Dogs, the boys said their good-byes and began to head back to the kennels. Seeing Mariposa’s expression as she watched them walk away, Duke suggested she walk the boys back to The Barn.
“I will meet you later on, Mariposa. Take your Time. I am not in a hurry,” he assured her. “Come find me at The Lodge when you are ready.”
As Duke watched Mariposa run to catch up to her Cousins, almost as clumsily as the three pups, while pushing her glasses up the bridge of her nose, he noted the moment when Bear grabbed his Brother’s hand—The Way they had always walked since they were wee ones, The Way they walked even now as growing boys of 10—it made him think of Adonis and Hector, always together, always so casual, shoulder to shoulder, planning the next things they were going to build, never thinking anything of it.
When Mariposa reached them, the twins instantly broke apart to let her into the middle, each boy picking up one of her hands. The dogs barked, the babe squealed, the children laughed and skipped down the road.

      [image: ]Kalea’s Brothers dispersed to their respective activities for the day; Hector and Adonis to a new build for a family just relocating from Memphis, and Alexander returning to his Home and his books. Duke headed South to meet Coyote and Oberon at The Lodge where they were working with a group of bewildered Newcomers who were just getting their bearings in the settlement.
Camaria followed the musical sounds East to her Son Coda’s Music Workshop, where they had a day of Mother-Son Time planned—Kilo already miles away on his trek North to escort his Uncle, The Ice Man, his Aunt, Amara, and Cousin, Lila, the rest of The Way to the settlement for their visit.
At the centre was Kalea, who headed to The Workshop to meet Arcturus and their young, dedicated student, Bodhi. Although he and his BeLoved Cressida, Camaria’s third Daughter, had left each other only 20 minutes before, Arcturus checked in with her through their Thread. She was due to give birth at any moment, so he was content to learn that she was already with her Sister, Indigo, Camaria’s second daughter and Mariposa’s Mother, at her Home on the river sorting out a few details for the babe’s arrival.
Molina, the twins’ Mother and Camaria's first born, dug into her garden with her and Enso's eldest Son, Aquila; and Poppy, the youngest of Camaria's Daughters, headed toward Honey and her bees.
Later that afternoon, having returned little Sunny to her parents, Anahata heard the concern come from all directions—little Fleetfoot had escaped to the forest, again. So, he said his farewells to Hoku, John, and the group they were leading, and slipped out the door of The Healing House with Kalea’s words at his back: 
Anee, Love, I will get him. Peace. All is All-Right.






  
  THE CALL (35 YEARS AGO)




(A Pause, A Breath, Before the Pivot)








  
  Leaving the Garden


What seems now to have been a lifetime ago, Camaria left the small house by the back door and entered the warm night air. She walked into the garden barefoot in her long, white night shift having been ushered outside by thoughts that would not let her sleep. 
Veil’s Edge was a garden. Yes, a garden in the natural, physical sense of plants, stalks, trees, shrubs, overgrown vegetable patches, and rambling groves of fruit trees—but this is not what is meant here—well, at least not all of what is meant.
Veil’s Edge was a place where fertile soil incubated and nourished the seeds that were planted or planted themselves, where seedlings sprouted, where twisting roots burrowed deep and took hold for the mighty trees to branch out, to hold steady for the canopy to unfurl into the sky where the Sun fed its leaves, where the flowers bloomed, then bore fruit, which dropped the new seeds for the next generation, the next revolution to come and become.
Each seed held the very promise of the inevitable and eternal cycle of new Life within, and Camaria held one such seed in the palm of her hand as she sat on the large boulder in the centre of the space deep in contemplation.
Veils Edge was both the foliage and the labyrinthine paths that wound between what grew there, it was the rabbits who ate the leaves and the moles that nibbled at the roots. It was the Humans who walked the paths, who gently picked and tended, who climbed and hiked and hid within the branches—the Humans who wondered at the pink blossoms of the cherries every spring, ate the dripping, red fruit in the summer, caught the leaves as they turned orange and gold, and sat beneath the boughs in the winter snow—both Human and tree sleeping, conserving the energy they would expend come spring.
There were storms, of course, and drought, but rain always fell at the exact right Time. The garden held everything one could ever want, both the sustenance and the answers to why this life, why Life at all. But...
Camaria was in such a garden, the garden closest to the Home she shared with her Mother and Father, Kalea and Anahata, StoryWeaver and HeartMender of their community respectively, when she felt the first pull toward a new purpose—a purpose outside of this magickal place that had nourished her from the moment she was born there, now a budding flower of 18.
Camaria was confused by this desire, this tug, this cracking kernel of curiosity because who would want to leave such a wondrous place as Veil’s Edge? She could serve a great purpose there receiving those who found The Way from The Western Realm, to mend and tend as she had been doing all her life, alongside Kilo, shadowing her Mother, her Father, her Uncles, her Aunts, and Yara.
She had heard of many far-off places from Travellers, from Envoys, from The New Arrivals from The Western Realm, from her own Mother and Father. Their accounts were sometimes fantastical, magickal, unsettling, curious, and always, always intriguing. But she could never really Understand them. The pain The Westerners expressed when they arrived made her earnest Heart ache to help them, and to help them really would be to truly Know. 
She had her Visions, and the Art that came from her skilled hands was immensely provoking for the observer, the people depicted, and she, herself. The scenes she channelled through her sketches and paintings came to her without effort as she was a natural Seer, but her creations were still simply a very good imitation, a replica, not quite singing their songs. They were muffled, the colours muted somehow. And they were not her own. The flower painted would reflect the light just right, could mesmerise anyone who looked upon it, immerse them deeply in the display, but it was never the flower, itself.
Yes, she was a Seer, a DreamScape Artist, but she also felt the calling of the Envoy, The Call to see The OtherWorlds. Tonight, she decided she would answer.
This garden had no walls; it was, in fact, wild and limitless, with its secrets quietly awaiting discovery as the blossom within the bud. It was not a place for protection, but for possibility. And The Western Realm was the lidded box. And who would want to go inside when they were already Free? Yet Camaria wanted to Know more, to feel more, and so she peered through the keyhole at what or who was locked inside.
Most Envoys felt The Call around this age, so Camaria was no different, aside from the fact that she didn’t expect to be called, and not to The Western Realm in any case. Her Mother and Father were well-travelled Envoys themselves, but of The Eastern Realm, even having travelled as far as The Deep East. They had visited and extracted other Envoys from The Western Realm Inside The Veil, but had never lived there, both intending to remain pure of Heart and clear of purpose in order to receive and steward from a vibration of resonance and harmony. So, they stayed in The Upper Octave, tuned and turned the dials, transmitting, reharmonizing, calling others to join them there where they would be received.
Kalea and Anahata’s was an integral purpose, perhaps the most integral for the sake of Humanity’s Great Awakening, for the next Turning of the Dharma, but it was, to Camaria’s surprise, not her own. She knew that in entering The Western Realm, she would to some degree forget herself. But she trusted that her family in Veil’s Edge would hold space for her, and when she came back, they would assist in her re-membering.
The thought sent a shock of emotion through her that she couldn’t quite define or label—perhaps this is what The Westerners called Fear, what Kalea might call Intrigue, what Anahata might call Expansion. Regardless, she thought, all would lead to Revelation.
So, Camaria decided right there, as she sat barefoot on the rock with her toes in the dirt, that she would train as an Envoy; she would leave the womb of this Matrix to step those very toes into the Matrix Inside the Veil. It would not be The Mother she had always Known, and for once, she would not be the wanted child of the land she would walk, each path leading to The Mother’s soft and waiting lap. She would be the foreign Envoy injecting herself into another World, asking to be received without Knowing if she would, come to smear new colours onto her neat and tidy palette.
And with that thought, Camaria rose from the rock and carefully planted the seed.
What would The Western Realm rend from her; what colours would those be, she wondered, as she padded back toward the softly sleeping house.






  
  Acceptance


“Mama, I thought you would be at The Workshop today,” Camaria said as she entered the kitchen. Kalea sat in the armless wooden chair with a steaming cup of tea before her and invited her Daughter to sit with a gesture toward the opposite chair. But Camaria didn’t sit just yet. 
“Camaria, this is my Human talking. Do not go. I am afraid it will be painful. And it will change you. And you are so very precious and unsullied by The Western World. I fear it will be unkind to you, and I have faith in your strength, but mine? I do not Know if I can bear it.” But even as she said the words, she knew her Daughter’s Soul had chosen.
“I Know, Mama, and I am ready,” Camaria said gently, placing her hand on Kalea’s upper chest, Kalea’s hand fluttering up to rest on top.
“Just find your Way back to us. Promise me. Do not forget yourself, your Home, and find your Way back.” Navigate with the stars, they will always lead you Home, she sent down their Thread.
“I promise, Mama,” Camaria replied, small body so steady before her statuesque Mother whose head turned up from where she sat. Camaria’s earnest, earthen eyes implored her Mother’s face, trying to gain purchase to lift the sorrow expressed there.
Defeated, Kalea deflated a little in the chair before her Daughter, shoulders slightly slumped in a Way Camaria had never witnessed her Mother do in all her 18 years, Kalea always being so light with ease and grace.
“I wish we had more Time,” Kalea said as she lifted her kaleidoscope eyes—that shifted from blue, to turquoise, to lavender, to gold, to black, to silver—back up to her Daughter. To prepare you, to Love you, to have you Home safe with us, she thought but didn’t send down their golden Thread.
“Is that not what we Humans always say,” Camaria said with a small, sad smile. And her Mother’s eyes settled on lavender, lips lifted up ever so slightly at the corners with Realisation, to mirror her Daughter’s same sad smile, sharing what the Mother had invited the Daughter to Know, and the Daughter had accepted to learn.
When did this happen? When did she grow into a woman? When did she become?
“I suppose it is, my Camaria. My Heart.” And although the tear escaped anyway as her eyes closed with a long blink, Kalea sat up a little bit straighter, hand still over Camaria’s where they connected on her chest. 
I suppose it is.






  
  Secret Song


Kalea stepped out into the back garden through the small wooden door of their house. She looked up and out of her distracted thoughts of tomorrow to find Shiraz, the poet, sitting cross-legged on the great, grey boulder in the middle of the walking labyrinth. She was basking in the early morning Sun that was already warming her seat, her long, loose ivory skirt arranged in her lap. Pencils were stuck here and there in her loosely bound hair, golden streaks catching the Sun just so. Her battered satchel was strung across her chest, undoubtedly full of notebooks she’d stitched herself from the handmade paper she had acquired from Octavia. 
“Good morning, Kalea,” she offered.
“Good morning, Shiraz!” Kalea warmly replied. Shiraz travelled a great deal between settlements, even into The Western Realm, so Kalea was delighted to have this unexpected visit, for she Knew what it meant to have a Poet wander into one’s yard.
Shiraz was all roundness, softness, slender yet full-figured, spry but mindful in movement; she was young in body, but ancient in Soul. Her ever-warm expression melted all defences with pinwheel copper eyes not unlike her twin Brother Kilo’s, her long, thick lashes resting on her high, round cheekbones with every slow and careful blink.
Shiraz didn’t speak in meaningless riddles as some of The Newcomers claimed, although Kalea knew Shiraz embellished with descriptors that hit the Poet’s bullseye with precision. She animated, adorned, and anchored in metaphor; she spoke the Essential, the Truth, because that was all that was worth speaking.
Shiraz Made anything she contemplated a texture one could touch, a fragrance one could smell, a sensation felt so thoroughly that one could not help but be transfixed and transformed by her SpellCasting. Her words were a dance, a churning cauldron, they dripped from the fingers like sticky linden honey to an open mouth eager to taste their bitter-sweetness. For this, in fact, was what a Poet did.
“It is an honour and a delight to see you, young sprite. Have you come to visit Diana?” Kalea asked.
“I have. Yes. My Diana. And others,” she invited.
“And what have you been exploring since I saw you last?” Kalea asked, approaching to sit next to her on the grand rock.
“Oh, wandering, wondering, beyondering, musing, and conversing,” she sighed. “Gathering, placing every flower into my satchel.”
“Camaria leaves for The Western Realm tomorrow, as you Know,” Kalea ventured, picking up on a conversation that had already begun in another Time and Dimension. “I Know that she is her own self, but I feel a desire to hang on to her anyway. This is not what I expected, for I have not expected much in the past except that we cannot expect.”
Kalea paused. Shiraz listened to the silence between the words. Kalea began again: “I am surprised by this. I Know that we cannot be separate, my Daughter and I, but I feel the separation all the same. It is like a piece of my Heart is being cut from me with a dull blade.”
“It means that she Matters to you, Kalea.”
“Yes, she so very much Matters to me, Shiraz.”
“For that, she will not be lost to you.”
“I will feel her always in the Way only a Mother can feel her children…this I Know…I can feel her now…but I will not see her with my eyes, hear her with my ears, hug her with my arms, and somehow that feels like loss.”
“And your Human is resisting. She is hanging on.”
“Yes. With every finger. And tightly so. This is not The Way. Not The Way I am supposed to be.”
“And what is The Way, Kalea? How are you supposed to be?”
“I am to desire nothing but what comes. To allow for the blossom. And one cannot clutch a flower, or it will die. My thoughts are clutching. They are clinging.”
“They are flowers I shall place into my satchel,” Shiraz vowed. The two women were silent for a few minutes.
“I ache, Shiraz. My Human aches.”
“Where is the ache, where is it in your Human Body, Kalea?”
“It is heavy,” Kalea said, and let the word land on her brow, her expression. “It tugs down the corners of my mouth. It presses my chest, and I catch myself absently rubbing that spot, rubbing and rubbing.”
“What does the ache taste like?”
“Taste? I am not sure…salty, like tears, I suppose.”
“What does it do?”
“It uselessly places sticks into an empty nest.”
“What is it, then, exactly?”
“It is a hummingbird.”
“Can you Free it?”
“Yes, I believe I can.”
“Speak it, Kalea. What does the ache feel like?”
“I suppose, I would say: heartbreakingly beautiful.” And Shiraz smiled at that.
“Heartbreakingly beautiful,” Shiraz echoed, released aloud, for once a word has been intoned, it forever resounds in the Æther.
“Write your Camaria now, Kalea, into All Realities. And write your hummingbird who escorts the Traveller and wishes them well, who is ready for when the Time comes to escort them back Home. Do not hang on, but release them into eternity.”
Shiraz reached into her satchel and pulled out a notebook—this one adorned with lavender flowers and flighted birds. She pulled a pencil from her hair, and handed both pencil and notebook to Kalea.
“You are here to experience it all, MamaKalea. Remember what you have also said to me when I have sat on The Other Side of this boulder: ‘you asked for this.’”
“I did, indeed,” Kalea smiled, then laughed as a gossamer-winged butterfly landed on the book’s glinting latch.
As Shiraz sat with Kalea—her words a sword, her presence a chalice, wisps of her hair dancing with the breeze—Kalea marvelled at the characters she transposed onto the lavender paper, marvelled at what she created as a Mother might gaze upon the face of her sleeping child, just a sweet hint of longing to keep her writing and writing.






  
  PREPARING THE 7




(A Pause, A Breath, Before the Pivot)








  
  Rehearsals


The Preparation House was full by day. The 7 Envoys were only a handful of the bodies, of energies, that hummed their Sacred Space to Life. There was always an overflowing of assistance from the settlements whose people cleaned, cooked, and tended to the gardens around the The House so The Envoys could fully immerse themselves in their purpose there. 
Each day The 7 arrived from their respective Homes, entered The Meditation Room in silence for an hour of contemplation and MindLinking led by Kalea, which flowed into mindful movement practices with Hoku. They broke for lunch only after the flow intensified into body preparation with Furkan.
After lunch, they would sit in the wisdom of their Acharyas: Hector, who prepared their Minds; Anahata who prepared their Hearts; and Yara who acted as the chalice from which they could drink, where each flavour, each dimension, each aspect was swirled and mingled as if a fine and well-aged wine. 
Each evening, as The Day placed the sky into Night’s open palm, each initiate either lingered together to enjoy a light fare of supper, to converse and debrief about the day’s experiences, or to hunker into The Library for the evening’s readings. Eventually they made their Way back to their respective Homes, to spend Time with their families or immerse themselves in their studies until candles were blown out, lantern wicks turned down, eyelids closed heavy as curtains on the empty stage.






  
  The War With No End


Camaria handed the book to Lyra and said: “I am finished with this. These are our readings for tonight. Uncle Hector said to read it…” 
“Thank you,” Lyra said to Camaria, accepting the book, and smiled, then sat in a chair in the study bowing her head to read.
The War With No End
No one remembers what started The War…the scribe had written.
It was a short read, for in essence, the details were simply variations of the same story with a different aggressor and defender over a different conflict; a different victor and a different loser, enemies locked in battle; always and in All Ways resulting in division, in suffering, and loss. When she finished, the last words echoed, taking a place within her thoughts, yet being met with Lyra’s unique contemplation as intended by design:
It had no beginning, no end one could foresee—it existed and exists beyond the endpoints of Time, itself. An idea, a self-sustaining manifestation of thought, a self-fulfilling echo of what came and what will come. So, they named it The War With No End.
Akashic Records entry T*
Transmitted and Transcribed by Janus (pre-holo)
The Great Library of The North







  
  Preparation Grounds


The dust in the busy Preparation Yard swirled, kicked up by the flexible boots worn by both teacher and student. Sparring was Lyra’s favourite activity, and though each night she hissed from the sting of GaiaSophia’s Medicines and the occasional stitches, she still smiled, relished in every bruise and scrape she earned through her efforts. It felt good to be alive, to be in her Body. 
She and Camaria squared off—each woman being young and lithe and similar in build and height, this would be a good match. Having read all of the histories of The Western War with No End many times over, taken by the stories of the PeaceMaking Ancestors of The East, Lyra predicted that where she'd end up may require the readiness for anything.
Though Camaria, on the other hand, had no intention of needing her sparring skills and physical fitness for anything other than the natural labours of Life, she was a good sport and volunteered to spar with Lyra most times her Friend craved the activity. Most of the rest of The 7 preferred to forego physical combat, so Camaria was receiving a lot of practice and the resulting bruises, herself, which she didn't mind, either.
The rest of The 7 were nearing the end of their day and lined The Preparation Yard in various positions of sitting, standing, and leaning. Erris was rhythmically flexing his hand, working out a kink that settled in from the hours he and Ashlyn spent shooting targets with bows and arrows. Grace and Angel preferred the less rough but high energy activities, so were resting on the ground drinking from their water skins after many push ups, and rope jumping, and racing each other to the top of the climbing wall. Shiraz sat with her legs folded beneath her, her yoga practice the only Time anyone would see her in anything but flowing skirts or billowing pants. Shiraz’s Brother, Kilo, had joined to observe and to walk Camaria Home on The Way back from his service at The Receiving House.
Furkan backed up from the sparring pair once more after giving each woman the go-ahead, and they were at it again.
“Jeeze, Lyra, not so rough!” Erris exclaimed when Lyra threw Camaria over her leg and onto the ground.
“How is she going to do it and the Time comes if she cannot practice here?” Camaria defended, picking herself up off of the ground, not bothering to brush off her clothes that were laced with dust.
“Come, Friend,” Camaria coaxed, “try again, now that I am ready,” she said, face challenging, Lyra smiling with conspiracy and mischief.
And Lyra came at her, but this Time Camaria was ready, as promised, and had Lyra sprawling on her back in the dust.
“Oh, that was good, my Friend! So good!” Lyra said from the ground where she lay laughing to the sky.
“Crazy,” Erris commented, and everyone chuckled and smiled, amused with the play and the display.
After Camaria helped Lyra up from the ground and they hugged, clapping each other on their backs producing great clouds of dust, Camaria spotted Kilo and ran up to greet him.
“Kilo!” she exclaimed, stopping just before him, invigorated, rosy-cheeked, filthy from toe to crown. “I do not think I will head Home just yet. I think I will take the horse out,” she said, breath slightly accelerated, eyes gleaming as she glanced over Kilo’s shoulder to see Lyra mount the Great Hawk on the other side of the yard near the roost and stables.
“Of course,” Kilo said, and grinned after her as she ran to her horse companion, gently but firmly grasped her mane, mounted her bare back, and set out to the open field to catch up to her Friend who was already riding the skies. 
“They are wild, those two,” Erris said, appearing beside Kilo as he watched them.
“Indeed they are,” Kilo agreed.
“Are you up for a ride, also?” Erris asked.
“Yes!” Kilo accepted, more emphatic than he’d expected, swept up in the energy of the women.






  
  The 7


The Gathering consisted of The 7 Green Envoys who stood at attention in The Preparation Yard, most of them clothed in the dress of their respective Settlements, facing The Council of Acharyas and Elders who stood before them in a semi-circle embrace. An assembly of The Oracles, The MapMaker, and The NameSayer sat on brightly coloured cushions on the dais awaiting their invitation to speak and contribute. On the floor, The 7’s community of Loved Ones sat in chairs in a cluster behind The Envoys, groomed and sparkling, yet dressed in casual attire. 
If not motley, the Assembly of The 7 was a sight to be proud of. Erris, the oldest of the group by about five years, wore a long grey kilt over woollen socks and thick boots that reached his hairy knees beneath. He watched the proceedings from under his heavy dark brow with his deep moss-green eyes, unruly, black curly hair neatly arranged for the occasion.
Ashlyn, Cousin to Camaria (being Alexander’s Daughter), was the most formally dressed in the style of the twin city of Sirius, although the loose curls of her chestnut hair were unbound and hazel-blue eyes soft with emotion. She wore an aqua high-collared long-coat over a blouse, long pants, and caramel-brown ankle boots which made her look taller than her short stature.
Lyra wore tight fitting riding clothes and an oak-brown sleeveless vest. Deep auburn hair burned down her back, and her sharp eyes watched as intently as Erris’, hers a molten silver that was rare even in this Realm.
Kilo’s Sister, Shiraz—who was the only one of The 7 to have previously travelled to The Western Realm two years previous at the young age of 16—wore simple ivory linen skirts and blouse, golden hair swept up with various glinting combs. The browns and coppers of her pinwheel eyes danced and churned.
Angel donned a cheery pink form-fitting button up with tailored matching pants that highlighted his long, brown muscled frame. He stood with relaxed attention, and as always, radiated a deep and penetrating warmth.
Grace, tight black afro springing from her head, wore a cream-white blouse and long, flowing skirts, each layer a different colour of violet, raspberry, and tangerine, her thick lips softly sculpted into a hint of a smile.
Camaria chose practical chocolate-brown pants and cream tunic, although the tunic was darted at the collarbone and Threaded with emerald. 
Their anticipation was evident through the attentive posture they held. The meaning this event held for them shone through the various talismans they adorned—Shiraz, her combs, others with piercings, bangles, laces, and rings, and Camaria, the key that hung from her neck resting in the hollow above her collarbone.
Kilo, who wore loose-fitting ivory linens akin to his Sister, Shiraz, sat with the rest of The Gathering and watched the back of Camaria’s head that was full of soft dark curls that spiralled to her shoulders, Knowing that if he could see her face, it would express deep and earnest concentration.
The Council was represented by 10 of their Elders—the Acharyas: Hector, Anahata, Yara, young Hoku and Furkan; and the remaining 5: Mosi, The Ice Man, Adonis, Jazz, and Octavia—serving as Witnesses to this auspicious event.
“Friends, welcome!” Hector began in his deep, rumbling voice, his bearded face serious yet inspired. “We are here today to participate in and celebrate our Green Envoys’ last day of preparation. Over the last three months, they have been spending their days in this sacred space preparing for their journeys ahead.”
Then addressing The 7, he said: “Aios, we honour you,” and The Gathering echoed his sentiment.
“Our community has been joined by The MapMaker, The NameSayer, and The Oracles who have come to share their Wisdom and Blessings with our 7,” he went on with a bow of his silver-haired head to the mystical group.
“Now, without too much pomp and ceremony,” Hector continued, “I would like to get to the point of why we are here. SisterKalea, would you please start us off with some words and a story?” he invited as he gestured toward the tall woman whose silver hair was unbound for the occasion, eyes flowering with tiny bursts of colour.
From where she’d stood on the floor beside the dais listening to her Brother’s welcome, The StoryWeaver moved into the centre of the space. As she made her Way, she paused to greet each of The 7 in turn with a gentle but present hand on the backs of their necks and their names on her lips. Each of them greeted her in return, lowering their heads and uttering, “MamaKalea.”
When she reached her Daughter, Camaria, they exchanged greetings just as Kalea did with each of the others, without special treatment, as all of their treatment was special.
When she finished her round, she ascended the two steps of the simple dais, turned to face The Gathering, and with her rich, mesmerising tone, began to set the stage for the forthcoming journeys.
“Young Envoys, we must begin with orienting you in The Realised Reality of The Western Realm to prepare you for what you could encounter there, but Know this: that reality is only what has been Realised in that Realm by a limited imagination.
“Your purpose as Envoy, as I am sure BrotherHector has expressed to you, is to observe, experience, and participate in the elevation of Humanity’s frequency. And you must always always remember that the reality you enter is only one reality in an infinite Universe of Possibility. You will be entering this Realm by agreeing to it, but remember, all of you,” she said as she looked each Envoy in the eyes, “that you can, at any time, come Home, to The Realised Realm of The East, after you have explored what you wish to explore of The Western Realm, Inside the Veil, after you have learned what it would teach you about all that can be learned.
“This reality, it only holds you there if you participate in its creation, it only holds you there if you agree to it. Yet, it is not for you to disagree with the reality our people in The West hold and that holds them, but to agree to something else. If you carry this Knowing with you, at any Time, you can be Free.
“I am beginning with a story of the past, and this story takes place in this Realm of Time and Space—the past is revisited only to orient, to commemorate, to witness, and to record—but no historical story need be the present, and it need not be the future. The present and the future are up to each and every one of us. It is up to each and every one of you, as we co-create The World together, with a history from the past but a future not dependent on it. And in any case, even that history can be re-written.” Kalea briefly paused, then continued.
“Some will tell you that The Western Realm is a nightmarish place. And in many Ways, it is. It is unlike The Eastern Realm just as any other reality would be. It may be foreign, strange, uncomfortable, and often lonely. But it is not my place to set any expectation for you—it is only to acknowledge that you will experience something unlike anything you have experienced before. And this is the point of your calling, the point of The Call of the Envoy—to explore, to experience, and to learn from both the shadow and the light, because without one, one cannot have the other. They are One.
“This exploration will require great courage, deep curiosity, and the strength to remain open when fear may grasp you by the hand. Walk with it, this fear, for it intends to help you, but do not let it lead.” Engrossed and enchanted, none of The Gathering nor The 7 took their eyes off of Kalea, not even Kilo, whose eyes always sought Camaria if ever she was in the same room.
“Now let us begin the story…” Kalea paused, opened her hands to The Gathering before her, then collecting her ample flowing skirts, placed them in her lap as she sat in the simple wooden chair placed for her on the dais. Silver bangles tinkled on her wrists as she moved.
“The Western Realm is dictated by The Empire, and The Empire does not need to enforce by force. They need only plant the seed of doubt, and the people sit without bars in their own cages, they self-destruct, and they disconnect from themselves and each other. The Envoy is the witness, the empathetic observer, the student, the hollow bone, while leaving the cages open, their paths clear, their Threads back Home and to each other braided as the tapestry hanging over the Hearth. The Envoy is a source of reconnection.
“The people Inside the Veil are suffering, and ironically, the more they hurt, the more of The Veil is stripped away. Yet, one cannot See or find The Way to A World Without Suffering until they have, quite literally, suffered enough. And this is both a requirement and an emphatic declaration. ‘I have suffered enough to now Understand.’ and ‘I have suffered enough! I am done suffering!’” At that, Kalea leaned forward in her chair.
“These declarations come from those who wish to let go of learning through Suffering in favour of creating through Love. We desire for all of Humanity to make this awakening shift, yet we do not assume to Know how that Awakening must take place. We Trust that, at all times, everything is perfect, everything is All Right and as it must be for the realisations we are all here Realising. We do not evangelise, judge, or convince—we simply are present in Humanity's higher frequency—we invite ourselves and others into the experience of self-illumination. We Love, All Ways Love, and we Receive.
“The Envoy is not benign, nor impotent, nor passive. We participate and are integral to each new reality’s creation. Therefore, The Envoy’s second task aside from Being is to assist Humanity in tipping the scales, in turning the tide, from one Manifested Reality to another; for it is when the proverbial 100th monkey learns to wash the dirt from her food that more of her brethren realise that they need not eat the grit. They will put down the baggage that has been weighting them, strip off the cloaks that have been covering them up. You will not change anyone, not even yourself, but you will be changed, through the realisation of all you already are.
“What blinds the people who have agreed to live Inside The Veil, what conceals The Way to A World Without Suffering, is their fear of this change, which is really fear of their own power, their own light and their own darkness. So, the people in The West have named this change not The Great Awakening but The Mind Virus that they have defined as a nefarious sickness, a wild, invasive, deadly entity. Which is not, as we Know, what it could be.
“What possibility The Mind Virus holds, my Loves,” Kalea said, eyes twinkling, “is a brilliant adaptation, a mutation of the Mind, Body, and Spirit catalysed for Humanity to supersede the painful Way of Life Inside the Veil. This Virus contains the code, the seed, for expansion and evolvement.
“Of course, all of Humanity has been undergoing this process—all peoples hailing from The East, The West, The North, The South—the gears of it clicking into motion since each last Turning of the Dharma, since the days of our Great Ancestors, our evolution never complete, simply expanded, as all of Humanity has chosen this form in this density to experience an infinite and eternal felt experience of becoming.
“So, The Veil is an obstruction of these Truths, it is fear, itself—of pain, of change, of The Unknown, of loss, of the possibility that the beliefs, systems, and realities Humanity has been fighting to hang on to have limited, obscured, and oppressed The Human Spirit, that these things have limited our very co-creative Involvement in our collective Evolvement.
“Acting out of this fear shies us away from the very thing that will bring forth strength, which is not a force against what is believed to be outside of us, but with our energetic Source of Life that comes from within.
“Through the challenges you will experience in the days and years to come, you will become and become. And in that becoming, you will further Realise your Gifts, your Genius, your Divinity, and through Realising your own, you will help reveal these Gifts in every person you dance, sing, and be present with, for one cannot see what they are made of until they are challenged, pushed, and Free.
“And Freedom, my Loves, is not a holding on but a letting go. Remember this above all else.
“Since this is not always a comfortable process, and since the function of The Mind Virus has been misunderstood, The Sleeping Sickness was created to suppress it. This Sleeping Sickness is self-induced, voluntarily consumed, and distributed to the people in The West by The Empire.
“Dilapidated Sleeping Sickness postings hang all over The Western Realm, littering The CultureScape with propaganda, deception, and untruths. For it is, in fact, The Sleeping Sickness that causes the side-effect which is Humanity's
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