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​The Welcoming Now
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Wash away the sadness with showering lights tinged eloquently with stars and gently dusted by iced crystals. Let the yeast stimulate the mirth inside you to be transformed into something quite delightful and of substantial standing.

Allow your desires to run free like a skipping bird across the planes of the Natives. Remind yourself of your beauty, strength and vulnerable power. You have been free from the moment of your birth – who told you otherwise and why did you choose to listen to them? 

Now is your time and the time is Now. Make a break for it and scarper naked through the meadows and playing fields of your mind. Ground your liberties into the heart of your home planet and re-awaken what you have always known. Breathe deeply, purposefully and with complete conviction into your embryonic core that sustains you and all life. Live your life in the full presence of joy.

Be all you can be and more. Go beyond your soft limits pushing through boundaries, outer perimeters and portals. Shed the mask of the ego and never falter from your path into the great landscape of The One True Mind.

Although yet to meet in physicality, I want to share my boundless love for you - just as you are in this moment. You are perfection personified - know this to be true as we both take the leap of faith into the unknown world of Dark Wisdom.

The Dark is much like the Light – it’s all an illusion and having the faith to move between these two non-entities will bring us freedom and clarity. The One Mind calls to you dear friend, will you answer? 

I love you, I love you, I love you. And so it is. 
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Full Circle
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Mount Shasta, Northern California, 2035. Kalib sits outside his log cabin beside the deep awe of Lake Shasta. The time he spent in Tibet is now a distant memory, lingering upon his hungry taste buds. “You will know when the time comes” the voice of his Master still echoes in Kalib’s mind as he glances out towards the sweeping majesty of the mountains.

Kalib is the oldest of three brothers from Scotland, Great Britain. When he turned twenty nine, Kalib followed his heart to Drepung, the last remaining Monastery in Tibet. He had always been different. When the ‘call’ came, Kalib did not hesitate. Throughout his life he had been treated as ‘the youth of today’, dismissed, overlooked and considered to know very little compared to ‘in our day’ but Kalib knows something significant is going to happen to planet earth, he can feel it.

As the glory of the day’s heat drowns behind the frosted tips, Kalib’s heart sinks into the depths of the water. He lowers his energy to match the cycle of the day and he sees, boy does he see. Kalib has always been able to see beyond the physical – a lot of people with young minds can do this. Through his peripheral vision, a black transparent sphere surfaces from beneath, popping like a soap bubble as it surfaces. Then another and another and so it goes until these dark bubbles rise from the lake and earth to say hello on their way towards something else. For a moment Kalib is fearful, for they are dark, very dark beings that have been waiting for their chance to be liberated from the confines of Mother Earth. What can this mean? His analysis rotates in his brain until: “Kalib, it is Gabriel, the time has come - you will know what to do”. The voice from the Mountains whispers into his ear as though a real person were stood beside him - but no-one is.

He instinctively gets up, goes to his cabin to pack his usual mis-matched collection of rags into his trusty backpack and jumps into his rusty old Jeep to head for the airport. Tibet is again calling – and this time may be the last.

As he trundles through departures after buying his ticket (Kalib has an uncanny friendship with synchronicity, there is a flight to Lhasa, the Tibetan Capital, in just four hours, not bad going), his face adorns a sad smile for he knows that this trip back to his homeland will bring such pain, confusion and loss. Can he handle it? 

“Welcome aboard” the flight attendant welcomes Kalib onto United Airline’s flight 6370 to San Francisco, the first of four flights that will eventually get him to Lhasa in the heart of Tibet. The rest of the journey is a gruelling bus, rickshaw and pony ride, followed by a sixteen mile hike to get to the remote Monastery. It can be difficult to get in as the Chinese Liberation Army still stand guard outside the crumbling whitewashed walls, but Kalib has obtained a Government pass (we won’t go into how he got the pass) and they have to permit him entry. Since the collapse of the Chinese monetary system in 2029, China needs America and America needs China so it is a love-hate relationship that has many pros and cons. Kalib uses this to his advantage. He learned this from the monks in the Monastery. In order to keep this last glimmer of hope going, the monks provide the local police with free black market liquor. It keeps them co-operative and the monks get to keep their home.

“Further violence broke out today in Afghanistan, as US troupes retaliated to the Washington Square bombings....in other news, several after shocks have been felt in San Francisco following last month’s earthquake....the Government have assured the public that yesterday’s gas cloud seen hovering over Kansas, is not connected to the recent explosion in Peru after a protected area of rain forest was accidentally destroyed by a logging company. The area contained massive amounts of concentrated carbon dioxide....” 

The familiar news bulletin rages from Kalib’s earphones as he unsuccessfully attempts to distract himself with the in-flight entertainment. 

“My Brother – you are home!” Tenzin, Kalib’s Master, greets him back into the fold as the Chinese guards stand either side, guns slung over their shoulders. The guards close the huge red gates to the compound that surrounds the Monastery and Kalib affectionately scurries behind his Master as they walk towards the grand entrance to the Shrine room. Two stone lions stand either side of the entrance, both at eighteen feet tall and snarling protectively from each nostril. 

“It has been long time” the Master states in endearing broken English.

“Yes Master, I didn’t know I would be back at all”, replies Kalib.

“Pah! Tenzin, Tenzin! No Master here!” Tenzin says as he beckons Kalib to join him in the box room to the side of the shrine room. Kalib exhales as he follows his spiritual friend into the cosy room, comforted by the waft of musty air produced by his Master’s orange and saffron robes.

Tenzin and Kalib sit cross legged on the floor, facing each other. The air is scented with sacred herbs that bellow from the offerings of incense made to the golden Buddha in the shrine room. Tenzin leans forward, gazes into Kalib’s eyes with an amused grin.

“The time has come!” Tenzin announces to a frightened Kalib.

“What should we do?” Kalib questions with expectation.

“Nothing”. Tenzin rises, pats Kalib on the head, giggles and retreats to his sanctuary in the upper rooms of the outbuildings, saying “food, kitchen, eat!”

Kalib is confused. The power that drove him here was stronger than ever before, like an Angelic Demon pushing him over the rough terrain and dragging him down the long dusty roads. So where are his orders? His chest vibrates with that unknowing fear that something is about to happen – something never before experienced in our lifetime. Kalib knows he was born into the order of Indigo from a very early age. Yes – he’s an Indigo child and with that comes great passion, responsibility and a powerful punch. Kalib wants to change the world, challenge the system and bring down the Governments; the people will then see that it was all an illusion. It’s his destiny - so why has Tenzin not seen this? Why is everyone just sitting around doing nothing?

The frustration rises in him like a torturous volcano. 

“When in doubt, eat” he thinks to himself as he saunters through the murky back passages of the Monastery, through to the main kitchen.

“Kalib Kalib!” a chorus of youth ricochets around the dull walls of the basic stone kitchen as the novice monks run to greet him. Each family in Tibet offer one son to the Monastery to enter into the spiritual instruction of Dharma, or Truth. Some of these boys have been here for six years, since they were seven years old. 

Kalib delights in seeing the planets next generation of caretakers rushing towards him, each wrapping their arms around his six foot frame. The boys giggle and playfully push each other, trying to grab just a little more of Kalib than the next. He is pulled into belonging each time a boy takes an affectionate tug at his surfer’s dirty blonde hair.

For a moment Kalib forgets about the world outside, the forceful line of Chinese guards that surround the perimeter, the freezing temperatures, regular quakes that shake the earth to her core, solar flares, freak storms - not to mention the war still going on between America, Britain and Afghanistan. Because here, “now” is all that exists. There is love, laughter and hope in this grubby kitchen, in this final Monastic reminder of what used to be. The Chinese allowed this spiritual building to remain untouched, to show the world that nothing has changed in Tibet. 

As Kalib and the novice monks sit to eat their offering of tsampa, rice, and yak butter, the deep rumbling of the older monks in the shrine room can be heard as they whisper their mantras to the Gods. Although some way from the shrine room, the dense smell of incense can still be sensed, bringing a strange tinge to the adequate food. Outwardly, this rabble of social misfits are boisterous, jolly and hungry. Inside is a different story and Kalib is sure the boys all feel the same fear, anxiety and overstuffed information that towers over him like a bullying Head Teacher. They all know, at some level, what is going to happen – and it’s all too much.

Ever since the cosmic portals opened across the planet, back in 2012, there has been disaster after disaster, wars breaking out and mass terror that seems to have gripped the world population. In seeing the truth – everyone became blind. Kalib knows in his heart that everything will be okay, but he struggles with this black band of light that envelopes his soul from time to time.

“Master says the time has come” Titters Gelbu, the youngest of the novice monks.

“Yes, he told me. What time does he speak of?” replies Kalib, desperate for some clarification.

All the boys stand, as if on auto-pilot and suddenly all appear much older – like Wise Ones. 

“You already know”, Gelbu dismisses as they all exit the room, leaving it very empty. Only Kalib and his thoughts now occupy this dwelling of sustenance, next to the room of dreams in this, the most ancient of decaying buildings. “The Dharma takes many guises. Some are so ugly you cannot bare to look for too long”. His Master’s words from times gone by fleets a chance as Kalib’s mind wanders to fonder places. 

Kalib joins the older monks in the shrine room to pray, meditate and chant. He is not Buddhist, by the way, he doesn’t actually believe in anything – but believes in everything. The room seems to grow in space as he sits on a prayer cushion at the back of the perfectly arranged row of chanting monks, “OM MANI PADME HUNG...OM MANI PADME HUNG...” The repetitive glimmer of deep optimism takes Kalib over as he begins to follow their lead. The mantra is for Chenrezig, the Buddha of Compassion. Some call Him the Lord of Compassion and for Kalib this suits, as he can offer this gift of voice to any God or Goddess that will kindly listen and send the power of their compassion down to earth. Maybe he is even speaking to himself – his own God or Highest Wisdom – he doesn’t really know. All he does know is that it makes him feel a little better. 

When Kalib feels he has done enough for now, he walks out into the bright courtyard and notices something strange – the courtyard is full of different people from different nationalities. He has never seen this before in a Tibetan Monastery. Nepalese, yes, Tibetan, certainly, but never White American, Black British, African-American, Chinese, Dutch – you name it they are all here. Kalib questions this oddity, adding to his insecurity. Have they all been called to this place too? 

“Hello friend!” a beautiful Dutch lady screeches as she shields her eyes from the dazzling winter sun.

“I am Indra, good to meet you”. She pauses, waiting for a response, but Kalib is still stunned, “and you are?” she forces a reply.

“Er, Kalib, Hi.” he is still surveying the apparent sea of people who seem to be playing in the courtyard just as he did as a child in the school playground.

Kalib battles with his ego, he no longer feels special, and then surrenders, smiles and joins in the fun. He’s not quite sure what he’s doing but it seems that the order of the day is to have fun
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