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Summary: A celebration of humane human beings (of any gender) accelerating their spirit skills + senses beyond the 3-D, as we earthlings/wombeings once again begin to rise towards our next highest stage of development.

1. Human Evolution — Non-Fiction

2. Human Beings — Non-Fiction

3. Humanity — Non-Fiction

4. Homo Sapiens Sapiens Transformation — Non-Fiction

5. Gender Relations — Contemporary/Historical

6. Humane Beings/Wombeings — Non-Fiction/Spirituality

7. Evolutionary Growing Pains — Personal Growth/Self Help 

8. The Great Reset — Non-Fiction

9. Natural Goodness-Based v. Artificial Intelligence — Non-Fiction

10. Divine Feminine Rising — New Age
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Hello special reader, as civilization squeezes through its Rebirth Time, towards becoming the next highest version of itself!

The thoughts in this book originally came through the ethers at some of the precious Earth spots imaged forth within these pages; a process that began over a decade ago. As you can likely tell from the dedication: this is a celebration of wombeings...of humane beings.

Humane beings of any gender, of which there seem to be ever-more appearing with each passing day, now that we've reached the year 2024, wouldn't you say?

You probably have feelings about such surprising societal changes.

Perhaps strong feelings?

Most people do.

Other than a few biological individuals born intersex or hermaphrodite, do you believe men are men, women are women, and that's that?

Or are you of the mind that the larger the gender-rainbow, the better?

Either way: if you're concerned about humanity as a whole, and would like to see (& help) it rise (i.e. evolve) at this critical juncture, then this book is for you

Within it — though we do take a look at some of the ways one sex or another has typically out-pictured here on Earth — really, as inherently Divine Souls, the concept of gender (while sometimes pertinent) is also somewhat irrelevant.

We can each evolve.

We can all rise...whatever our gender (or class, race, religion, sexual preference, political affiliation, etc.) may be.  
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And for our very survival (& the Earth's survival too), we need to.

But doing so is an inside job.

Efforts must be made.

No matter who one is, just waiting around for some Miraculous Shift on the outer planes won't work. Personal (& therefore person-by-person global) changes in thought-patterns, actions, and reactions are required in order for humanity to reach its next stage: co-creating a veritable, peacefully shared garden of Eden some predict.

If we don't self-destruct first, taking everything else on down with us.

And make no mistake about it, there are certain forces that would seem to prefer a dire outcome instead.

This is not new.

It is not a new negativity.

In fact, a down-pulling, parasitic energy trying to hamper humanity has been around for a long, long time.

But we don't need to continue indulging it.

(Ignoring something is a form of indulgence, as is feeding anything too much fighting-against life force.)

All we need do to banish any illusory sense of evil into its native nothingness is this: we need to humanely evolve.

To make sure we're clear on this: Not talking about transitioning humans into some form of bio-super-robot-homo-sapien blend here.

Nope, all those extra-astonishing skills artificial intelligence is touted as perhaps being able to someday exhibit, we 100% biological humane beings already have as innate capacities that need only be developed...nurtured...practiced...put to good use.

We'll touch a bit on what's happening with A.I. near the end of this book, but meanwhile already letting you in on the secret to evolving our intelligent species in a positive direction right here, friends:

Every single day you just need to do one small (or large) thing to put more goodness into the world &/or to address any of the many ills currently plaguing the planet/humankind.

One small (or large) action.

One change in perspective.

One kindness shared.

One set of 2 cents put forth in order to stand up for what's right.

That's it.

As each of us does so, step by step the whole that is Humanity naturally can't help but reflect this shift towards Collaborative Harmony as well.

What is it they say?

All it takes for evil to flourish is for good people to do nothing.

Well, the converse is equally true:

All it takes for goodness to flourish

is for good people to do...something.

With that in Mind, dive into the following unfoldings, trying not to become hooked on any one trigger word or another. (Words like "men," "women.")

Instead, see if you can feel the Truths that lie beneath the words.

Truths that some part of you probably already knows.
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[image: image]


[image: image]

Before the time that men came, we looked into the blue blue sea, and it was calm.

Even when the winds blue (blew) fierce, stirring sand & passion, the aqua seas remained calm because we asked that it be so, and the seas, our friend, were willing.

We did not always ask of course.

When it did not matter to us, when no ship would be lost, no family or kin of land or sea in jeopardy, we made no request for calm and the sea tore at itself with huge delight, whipping its own passions into a frenzy of waves & whirlpools, turbulent magnificence.

And we often watched, standing wayyyy back, well clear, in wonder & awe.

For our friend was mighty.

She provided food & fun & friendship, but she also was the same divine power of us, omnipotent, able to do anything she willed, create or destroy, at any time, for any reason.

However, like us, she was whole-y good.

Holy.

Whole.

And thus her passionate power rose only in towering columns of joy, spraying mist for miles as her thundering waves crashed against rocks, trees, land, and against itself, but she never thundered for harm.

Only joy.

Only as & in an expression of playful wildness.

Never to decimate or destroy.

For the sea was womyn.

Womyn energy. Womyn power.

Always expressed as Love with a capital L.

Love, which while mighty & fierce, is also whole-y nurturing & rich with tenderness, care, concern, interest in the well-being of all.

There was no welfare in those times, the time before men.

Only well-being, enjoyed by all.

It was impossible then to even conceive of a world where some would have & others would not.

Where such non-goodness would be allowed.

Would be desired, manufactured, locked into reality of the bleakest kind, by some.

By men.

The anomaly.

The mutation that would seemingly rise. For a time. Unbidden. Unwelcome. Un.

And now they are falling.

Once more to return to the dust of what they were, before they learned to spin the illusion of Life without really knowing or respecting what it means to Live.

They pretend to own the throne of Life with a capital L, but really only barely know how to exist.

Coming from death, they have been much more comfortable wielding destruction than creation.

Even things they build are usually at the expense of life, above & below.

Their ideas of grandeur & might have meant paving over anything truly alive, meant entombing towards the sky boxes to be in that tower so high fake oxygen needs to be pumped through the walls for beings to survive there...barely.

From death they came & to death they shall return.

This is the way of things.

The way it all works.

Fate.

No one can out-run or cement over fate for long.

Life is an indubitable indomitable force.

The Force.

The Life behind Life, the power that passions all else.

Like the sea.

It cannot be contained. Nor enslaved. Nor tamed. Nor poisoned into submission.

Life is the force behind all that is & ever was & ever will be.

It is pure, and remains so.

And it is womyn.

Wombyn.

Womb-being.

The true essence behind beneath & throughout all things.

All things that continue anyhow.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Choice Point


[image: image]


[image: image]

We had no name for ourselves then, as we were all there was, always & forever, all that had ever been.

Those on 2 legs & 4 & 12 & 18 were all of a piece, all the livers & givers of life.

Every once in a great rare while, one was born injured, incapable of life living or life giving, with odd limbs or too many or too few eyes, but as they always what you call "died," left their bodies in a gentle poof, like smoke, we considered it part of the cycle of birth & rebirth, and knew the soul inside the errant flesh would come again, in a more sustainable form, & likely soon.

So there was little cause for grieving.

Even when those one loved ended one flesh form sooner than later, like a tree that fell, we knew the soul would always come again.

It was just shedding one skin, one bark, for another.

And those that re-entered the realm of flesh play sooner rather than later, we would not only see again, but also know.

So as I said, there was not much cause for grieving, since the whole of what IS is Infinite Life...and that can never be harmed, no matter how much we play.

It is the men who named us: womb for our center, which is where they felt all our power to live & give life came from.

And it was we who named them: men. As in womb-en, this bit of a mutation that did indeed come from our belly centers, yet without adequate belly centers of their own.

This was later shortened & shaped for us to be known as "women," the originals, with the mutation we sometimes oddly bore in that time of the great sky reddening, as "men."

Men, the womb-less ones.

Men, who looked almost like us as they grew, except their curves did not grow.

Instead they lengthened & hardened in all areas, including below their center, where the pleasure bud we all share fattened into a lanky dangling pud, which like ours, would stiffen with enthusiasm for energetic play with ourselves or with another, & like ours, would cause the emission of life fluids at the climax culminating in energetic release.

But unlike us, their pleasure center somehow was rather ugly.

Their fluid did not smell sweet of life & the sea, but rather rank like decayed flesh not eaten or given back to the land soon enough.

It was also thicker & white, rather than clear.

As they grew, men were interested in us more than in each other, and some of us took pity & lay & romped with them, distasteful though they were. And as these original womb-beings readied for giving more souls entry to dimensional play in flesh, the men thought they had something to do with it.

Which of course made us howl with laughter, since we'd been playing with life coming through us for all of eternity, as was the natural order of things, long before their mutation surprised us by coming through and, odd as it was, clinging to life rather than just letting go & recycling through as most faulty forms did.

But it was the time of the red sky, & many things felt a little odd.

The 4-leggeds & 12s & 18s too seemed to sense some kind of disruption in the wind, & before long we were noticing that they too had born some of their own male versions.

And then came the crucial moment when a decision was upon us & had to be made.

For the men were not of the same sweetness as all original 2 & 4 & 12 & 18-legged womb-beings.

They were harder & louder & seemed to enjoy other's pain.

Watching pain, causing it.

They were rough with each other & with us.

They began ending the life of a flesh form for fun, & curdling the love in our species by harsh words & the threat of subjecting stricter & more ruthless harm, for fun, as was their right, even their duty, they said...and was for our own good & the good of all, which they not only said but believed.

Because the original ones were the lesser beings, & they themselves the evolved improvement, they believed...and therefore our role was to support them, to obey, to lay & romp with them anytime & in any way they chose.

And at first we were so flabbergasted that they could seriously believe such a thing in the face of all evidence to the contrary, we listened with our mouths hanging wide.

But then, in our world, we understood for the first time what danger meant...what this meant...and we did what had to be done.

We, the life livers & life givers, the original people, the womb-beings, Universal cells expressing all goodness & love & power, turned our life giving energies from the mutation & no longer allowed it to feed on us in any manner.

We did not harm them, though we could have.

Instead, we just withdrew all attention from their mutated forms & ideas.

We did not speak with them, or lay with them, or acknowledge them, or after a time, even see them any longer.

And little by little, they were no longer to be seen, because they did what should have been done all along.

A few transformed into womb-beings by divine intervention & went on to live among us in perfect peace & loving loveliness.

The rest did what you call "died."

They dried up & withered away, crumbling into the Death dust they so worshipped, as more & more of our life force unplugged from feeding theirs.

And life returned to the way it had always been, full of Life & joy & plenty, for all & with all, forever more.

A-womb-en!

So this is the "secret" you ask about which brought goodness back from a brief, geologically-speaking, time of species mutation that threatened our world.

And it would have been the same in your world, had you not decided, when the crucial moment came, to let the death beings stay.

There is no such thing as boys will be boys, & girls will be girls, who must grow into wise, dominant men & weak, compliant women on your planet, or on any other.

That is a falsehood you fell for.

All that has happened since your world reached the choice point & chose differently than ours, all the wars & poverty & genocide & rape & poisoned seas & un-breathable air & theft & need for institutions to capture & judge & punish & police, to heal & forestall disaster or make reparation when disaster strikes...

...all of this is a direct result of that one decision when you noticed a species change to your world had come, saw that it was not good, & yet fed it, obeyed it — continue to feed & obey it — rather than withdrawing your precious energy & sending the error on its way, back to Source.

Back to Source where the souls the mutations housed could have gently reemerged in properly structured bodies for full, productive lives as good-only world citizens...rather than harbingers of Death who, in the absences of life-living & life-giving properties of their own, first named, & then sought to destroy, everything.

And so it has been, for you.

But this is not how it need remain...

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Perfect Health


[image: image]


[image: image]

What do you know of perfect health?

Nothing.

But that is the ground on which we all stand & the air we all breathe, plus the body with which we stand & the inner organs with which we breathe.

In other words, perfect health is the playing field of flesh games.

It is what is.

It is all that is.

There is nothing else.

Or perhaps we must make clear that it is the main illusion within which all that appears to be functions.

Life itself is of course the reality Real.

And all playing fields are fancies of flight & imagination.

But as such, as our own creation of Life, the illusion we call living in flesh can only be perfectly balanced because it is created from Life, of Life, so how could it be anything else? Anything but "life?"

Of course an illusion of ill within the illusion of perfect could be fancied & flown by anyone, if they so choose, though you'd have to ask yourself why anyone would want to play with harm or with ill?

Such a game could only produce joy or savior syndromes at the illusion & manipulation of another's expense.

Not a sweet game.

One that would cause tears of frustration & anger bouts.

And alas, that was the — is the — illusion the womb-less ones wanted to play, because their glitches tingled when they could pretend they held the power of Life & Death in their hands and ruled with it over less deserving masses of their own kind...& our own kind as well.

It was sad to see.

We studied them for a bit prior to the disengagement.

They were little broken repeaters of sexual anger, spurts of fear & frustration, and cunning, sadistic pleasures all rolled into one unhappy being stuck on replay.

Even in the brief moments a few of them felt Love, felt what was really True & could be True for all of them, this either caused transformation from mutated maleness back into wholeness...or it made their oddly-wired circuits fry with the need to possess or destroy.

As if for these beings — unable to return to wholeness — nothing could or should ever have power over them or over anything, except for they themselves. This is what they believed, they who knew how to wield power in a way that would do the most harm.

The broken ones who could not or did not wish to transform could not bear a peaceful or loving moment without needing to destroy it.

But you are aware of this.

For you chose to incarnate in a world that chose to allow them, the mutation, the men.

Why?

It was not to experience or learn from their difference, surely, for after eons of experiencing rape & murder, pillaging & poison, what could possibly be learned or gained by participating?

By feeding pure life force into such a broken-hearted machine?

No, you came to change it.

Each of you.

All of you.

To allow the mutation that has become its own species, to
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