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Introduction

The mystical movement of inner
energy.











Airik Alcadinho has a vision.
He aspires to building an environmentally friendly retreat – a
healing habitant for kids from different cultures who suffer
depression and guilt which most often stems from rebelling against
family traditions. Airik’s property is found near the Vancouver
Island town of Zeballos on the Pacific west coast.

 


Before
construction can start, the land must be cleansed of its negative
energy and a team of inspired people must be selected.
Guided by a perceptive Shaman and his own
intuition, Airik explores the mysteries when a dynamic meeting of
Eastern and Native cultures lead to Oatman, Arizona. There are
numerous conflicts that threaten his creation, but enlighten his
path, as a house carries energy from the land, the architect, the
builder and everyone who worked on it or lives in it, and every
‘thing’ inside it.


Pacific Northwest

A dark haired Shaman sat erect. No
expression crossed his brow as he reached for a nearby crystal
stone lying only inches away from where he sat. He placed it onto a
piece of red-painted wood that appeared to be covered in a thick
layer of dust. He spoke in a raspy soft voice to whoever would
listen.......

There is now, and always has been,
a mystical movement of inner energy that comes with the body, ever
since bodies were found on the planet, and not just to the
spiritually wealthy. This inner energy is experienced by children,
housewives, gurus and everyone else. There have been many names
given to vibrational energy.

This power energy stored in the
body has been called healing energy that turns on at those times
when needed to heal you. By giving you physical energy that can
move you through a changing time in your life, it suddenly lets you
do what you never thought possible. This mystical movement flows
through the body when your concentration is deeply focused. This
can happen anywhere and at any time, while running, dancing,
singing, walking on a mountain top, flying in an airplane, sitting
in a church or temple, sleeping or meditating. This mystical flow
heightens awareness of oneself in a spiritual way.

It cannot be analyzed. It is simple
energy. This spiritual power is programmed for growth and spiritual
evolution. This mystical movement of inner energy shifts the body,
mind and spirit all at once. It can occur overnight, or very
gradually when one is shifting one's reality-gears into another
speed ~ creating a chemical state of spiritual growth, right there
in the laboratory of the body ~ resulting in a state of well-being,
bringing physical and spiritual awareness closer between body and
spirit.....

The Shaman retrieved his lavender
crystal, turned and departed in silence.

 



The Story ~ I

The
Proposal

through the mystical movement
of energies

I would like to introduce you to
Airik. Not exactly your run-of-the-mill, off-the-street kind of
client. For Karme Chan, Interior Designer specializing in Feng Shui
applications, Airik didn't appear to be the kind of client who
would be that interested in environmentally friendly interiors. So,
I remind you never to judge a book by its cover. One must remember
to look deeper.

At first meeting, the rumble of his
retro Harley Davidson pulling up to the curb was a head-turner.
Parked tightly next to a newer silver Lexus, Airik dismounted from
his beast displaying full body tattoos, delicately penned in
artistic script. His shades were as black as his loose fitting
attire. He swept his helmet from his recently shaved head revealing
a youthful physique. Karme introduced himself,
nervously.

Airik Alcadinho spoke in a soft
precise manner, not mincing words or creating any illusion of
grandeur. After brief introductions, they relaxed in Karme's studio
discussing his vision.

Airik had recently inherited
acreage, a large piece of land with a building. He described the
landscape in detail. Karme felt a sense of mystery about this
person as he watched his eyes scan his studio, thoroughly. He
listened intently as Airik spoke, not liking to repeat himself.
Karme wondered why this individual had selected his services. It
wasn't until he offered Airik some coffee that he mentioned finding
the website. Of course, the mystical energy of electronics! (He
must have read my book, Fun Schway, the North American way.)
Whatever he had read touched his inquisitive mind regarding the
subject of Feng Shui.

The phone rang at that moment and
Karme took the call. As he spoke, he watched Airik flip through the
pages of his portfolio and numerous magazines lying on a nearby
table. Airik displayed a very calm demeanor without any sense of
urgency. The phones call over, they returned to their conversation
with ease.

Airik was thirty-something and
lived in Vancouver near the heart of downtown on Commercial Blvd.
He was born to one American parent and one Canadian and had lived
with his grandparents during his youth. His father played guitar in
small groups but included some big American blues bands; in fact,
he named his son after Eric Clapton but with a different spelling.
The land which they were discussing had been gifted to him by close
Native friends of his father’s who were associates of the Hell’s
Angels. Now, Karme was getting nervous. Another
interruption.

Karme excused himself to sign a
delivery slip followed by a brief visit from Maria Powers, the
Architect with whom he worked. He made introductions.

Airik appeared unconcerned by the
numerous interruptions. He browsed through several Dwell
publications and liked what he saw. Karme once again returned to
their conversation. Airik talked in detail about his property which
came with some restrictions. The building needed extensive
renovations. Any changes or additions needed to conform to the
existing footprint. Karme explained he would apply for any required
variances if Airik was contemplating other considerations. He was
anxious to view this landmark.

Airik's vision was to create a
contemporary structure using as many natural products from the
acreage as possible. He liked lots of glass, natural light and an
open concept. Karme wanted to look at the magazines Airik held to
see what he was attracted to, but Airik didn't offer. Karme
explained that his designs combined the energy of the structure
with that of the occupant. It had to do with feelings. If the
finished product didn't create a positive stimulus, a sense of
well-being and love, then the energies of the structure and the
occupant were not in balance. The ancient art of creating and
living in harmony with the environment was what his business was
based upon.

Airik showed he understood what
Karme was saying by the glint in his eye and an acknowledging
expression. They appeared to be starting off on the same
wavelength.

He handed Karme the magazine
identifying photos that appealed to him. Karme made mental note of
the page numbers for later reference. Their next step was to
organize the information for Karme to prepare Airik's Energy Charts
from his birthdate (as we always carry with us the energy of the
earth from the year we were born). He also needed to know the
location of the property.

Airik excused himself to retrieve
something from his motorcycle's saddlebags that he wanted Karme to
view. He passed Giuseppe, the wide-eyed Italian decorator whose
surprised look didn't need explaining. Karme nodded to him as if to
say, 'your new client'.

Giuseppe had worked around the
studio for several years doing clerical work, decorating, and also
staging homes for Realtors and Karme's clients. He was a
person who never really knew what profession he wanted to be in, so
Karme kept a desk for him, just in case. His Italian fashion sense
held a hint of flamboyant style, creating a unique ambiance, but
was never overdone. Tall, dark and handsome, Giuseppe held his
own.

Giuseppe busied himself with fabric
books while waiting for Airik to return. Within minutes, Airik
entered and sat himself in a confident manner on the studio's
upholstered settee. Giuseppe's interest was piqued as Airik
produced an envelope for Karme. It was a CD of his recently
inherited property. Karme politely introduced the two while opening
the laptop on Giuseppe's desk and proceeded to load it for viewing.
As the CD downloaded the photos, the three men gathered together
when into the studio walked their office manager, Kristi.
Bright-eyed and overloaded with drafting plans which she dropped
onto a nearby work table, she inquired, 'What's up'? More
introductions and the spirited young woman joined in the viewing.
No one was shy in this group.

Kristi had moved from Buffalo to
LA, then Seattle to Vancouver. She was a young woman of confidence
and by no means without gumption. This creative soul took the long
way to reach her goals, but was consistently successful. Kristi's
passion for furniture design was to not compromise with inferior
construction. While she computerized, built and sold her prize
pieces, she also ran the studio with precise authority, always
bringing a clear sense of positive energy into their workplace. She
stooped to no one while focusing on the conceptual, boasting that
women are as accomplished as men. She was living proof.

The laptop buzzed softly to a
finish as the screen opened to a picture of a rare vista. The
location, Zeballos. Never heard of it! By the look on
their faces, neither had anyone else. Magnificent mountain, ocean
inlet views with the richness of a deep, royal blue sky back
dropped the first three frames displayed. Airik remarked that the
property was located at the end of an one-and-a-half hour gravel
road drive off Highway 19, several hours from Vancouver. The old
logging town hung off the west coast of Vancouver Island, as remote
as you could get. He explained his first visit to the town of six
streets as one where he felt he was invading the local bears'
space, as they would literally walk through the main streets of
town. The pictures they viewed were mesmerizing. Airik described
his drive from Gold River through the area of Tahsis as quite
mystical when he approached Rugged Mountain. It appeared like a
land form from another planet. A float plane or water taxi was his
next best form of transportation to get to the remote old mining
town. His pictures captured the unusual terrain which would appeal
to any avid hiker or explorer. And then, the building appeared.
Airik expressed a timid smile which stretched across his
face.

“Oh my God!” Kristi commented. Its
derelict appearance was indescribable. They just laughed. Giuseppe
wanted to know if the bears lived there because no humans
would.

The thirty-six acre property
contained a large, narrow wooden structure that stretched almost
sixty feet in length and fourteen feet in width. This was his
inheritance, out in God's land, overlooking the Pacific inlet. The
roof had more plant growth on the parts that were still intact than
the grounds surrounding the building. Only one window remained
intact and two structural walls. It appeared caved-in. Kristi
questioned Airik as to what he actually planned to do with it. He
explained to her, he had a vision. Giuseppe interjected that it had
better be a good one.

The phone interrupted once again.
Airik announced it was time for him to leave but he would stay in
touch. Karme still had to make an appointment to view the property.
They exchanged emails and phone numbers, and then shook hands.
Airik’s strong grip confirmed an exciting working
relationship.

Within minutes, they heard the
familiar rumble as the Harley roared down West 4th into the heart
of Granville.

Giuseppe gathered his samples,
toolbox, and files making his way to the door for his real estate
staging appointment. Before leaving, he wanted to know if Karme
would actually venture off into the wilderness of Vancouver Island.
Kristi was more adventurous, anxious to dig in and discuss it, but
knew that would have to wait until their regular Friday morning
meeting. It was Tuesday, giving Karme ample time to prepare Airik's
Energy charts. Lots to do and think about.

Karme breathed deeply, his usual
three times to focus on the situation. This put him in touch with
his feelings and he had a good feeling about the prospective
client. He always went with his gut-feelings about a person or job.
He smiled, knowing it would definitely be an adventure, but there
would always be Maria nearby, his LEEDS accredited Architect, whose
insight into difficult situations was marked with wisdom and
feminine intuition.


The Messenger ~
I

who speaks of known wisdoms

 


~ Kundalini

is the seat of absolute knowledge.

~ Kundalini

can be considered the oldest known science.

~ Eastern practices

are designed to awaken the dormant energy resident in all creation
(especially living beings). This energy is known as
Kundalini.

~ Kundalini Energy comes with the
body.

It is a power energy that is stored in the body, waiting to be
released.

~ Kundalini Energy is present

at the base of the spine in a 'triangular' bone called the Sacrum
(known as a sacred part of the body).

~ The root word of sacrum

is the Latin and Greek word meaning ‘sacred’.

~ The Sacrum is symbolized

by the sign of Aquarius and by the Holy Grail (container of the
water of life).

~ The ancient Greeks noted that it
was the last bone

to be destroyed when the body burnt and attributed supernatural
power to it.

 ~ Sacrument
- “means of divine Grace, a holy mystery.”

There are seven sacraments in Christianity.

~ Chakras

are the primary centers of electromagnetic energy in the
body.

~ Seven chakras rise from the
Sacrum

area at the base of the spine (earth) to the top of the head
(heaven). These spirals of energy relate one to another.

~ The base chakra is known

as the first of seven chakras, situated at the lower part of the
spine, and carries the energy of the element Earth.... indicating a
new meaning of the enigmatic inscription on the ancient Emerald
Tablet...

.'You shall separate the earth
from the fire, the subtle from the gross, suavely and with great
ingenuity and skill. Your skillful work ascends from earth to
heaven and descends to earth again, and receives the power of the
superiors and of the inferiors. So thou hast the glory of the whole
world – therefore let all obscurity flee from thee. This is the
strong force of all forces, overcoming every subtle and penetrating
every solid thing.'

~ Kundalini Energy within the human
body

was considered by the sages and saints to be the highest knowledge
and both Chakras and Kundalini have been vividly described in Vedic
and Tantric texts.

~ The ancient headdress,

as seen in historical art depicting the Aura of the head as seen on
Biblical characters, is Kundalini vibrational energy.


The Story –
II Attention to
Detail

Another drizzly forecast was called
for the week. Maria ventured up the hill nearing Karme Chan's
second floor studio in a funky part of Vancouver. She wore a trendy
yellow slicker and plaid boots and carried a laminated
briefcase.

Her own office was located in the
design district near Main and Alexandra Streets, where she enjoyed
the mixture of retail, restaurants, office and fashion
establishments. Karme's new location was eight blocks from her
condo. He was glad to escape the hype of street people and drug
users in Vancouver's east end. It had been difficult to attract new
clients there, not to mention the dark evenings and chronic car
break-ins. The reasonable rents and large warehouses of the old
area were attractive to designers, architects and small businesses,
until one's safety was threatened. Every city has its problems, but
Crack Alley or Red Zone in Vancouver
was downright frightful, and a surge of powerful negative energy
had spread out from its core.

Maria tucked her petite Fendi
umbrella into her oversize satchel and scaled the eighteen steps to
the Studio. It was approaching 8:30 when the first call of the day
came. One of Karme's contractors was on site and needed a key to
enter a client's home in order to finish sealing the grout on the
bathroom shower tiles. She explained its location, reminding the
installer to add a corner porcelain soapdish fifty-two inches from
the shower base. He reported he would be finished before
noon.

The decaf beverages were brewing in
the back as Kristi approached with her steaming half-mug of coffee
in hand. Karme followed in her footsteps with his cup of tea,
chatting briefly about clients' invoices to be prepared, purchase
orders to be placed, deliveries to be picked up and bills to be
paid ~ the typical office necessities. She maintained a rigid
routine and immaculate office for Karme but always kept time for
her furniture designs.

The studio was small and most of
the wall-space was enclosed storage or catalog shelving for
samples. The flooring was constructed of cork, washed in a light
olive green stain. The cabinetry and walls were painted in an
'almost ivory' shade, and floor-length lined textured drapes on
walnut wood rods with rings were sewn from an art nouveau fabric of
the same color mix. Kristi had designed the contemporary seating.
The desks were constructed from thick Brazilian granite tops on
walnut bases. The work table had a color co-ordinated laminate
surface placed on top of storage shelves which provided an
uncluttered appearance. Finishing touches included the eclectic
French settee, potted greenery, a six-foot dark walnut-framed
mirror and a large selection of interior photos.

Maria prepared her files for their
weekly Friday meeting. Kristi turned the phones over to messaging
as they patiently awaited Giuseppe's arrival.

At 9:02, the man-of-the-hour
arrived for the 8:30 meeting, dressed to kill in the latest
designer styles and footwear. How could you not like the guy? He
was definitely in a world of his own. Kristi rolled her eyes with a
smile, took his jacket and pulled out a chair for him. She prepared
his coffee and announced, “Anything else, my master?” then added,
“One more stunt like this and you are out!” He was not quite sure
which way to look, missing her point completely, being consistently
late for meetings. Nevertheless, he smiled and sipped from his cup,
artistically extending his baby finger.

Their list of clients was reviewed
and discussed in detail, bringing everyone up-to-date on the nine
projects. They consisted of six decorating jobs, two renovations
with additions and one new construction nearing completion.
Prospective work, without deposits, included an elaborate kitchen
design with product specifications, two bathroom designs with
renovations, and one custom home design with project management.
About half-an-hour into the meeting, Giuseppe turned his pad over
to a clean sheet. He wrote across the page, The
Dragon and tapped his pen numerous times announcing he was
ready. Giuseppe was ready for Airik.

Maria smiled, knowing they began
each major project with a compatibility pact about how they felt
regarding the client and the project. Karme, along with the others,
picked up his pen, and began making notes as he brought everyone up
to date.

The pictures of Airik's property
had indicated to them what they had to work with. The design would
not just be for Airik, but for the town of Zeballos.

Kristi had a good feeling about the
project. She thought of Airik as a person of few words, but who
knew exactly what he wanted to accomplish. The remote property was
an area of remarkable beauty and tranquility. She viewed the idea
as an adventure, whereas Giuseppe's idea of excitement and
adventure would be Miami or New York. His feelings were quite
different, as he was more concerned about finances. Could Airik
actually afford to pull off such a feat? Maria reminded him
that on a project of such magnitude they always had a credit check
completed. Finances would be the least of their worries. He was
hesitant, but said he did not have any strong negative feelings. He
explained that the name on the cover of his file, The Dragon, was
chosen from viewing one of Airik's tattoos.

Karme presented several pictures
taken from Dwell, the publication that Airik had shown him. They
were having a hard time visualizing the Arthur
Erickson style of stone and glass contemporary facade as one
that Airik would have selected. They had all imagined a different
Airik, except Maria, who thought of him as a person whose peaceful
mind would naturally enjoy the environment of an uncluttered
space.

Kristi pictured a large, log
cottage-style structure on the property. She appeared confused.
Giuseppe remarked that the whole picture of Airik and a Frank
Lloyd Wright kind-of-thing did not go with Harley
Davidson motorcycles and body tattoos. He contemplated the bigger
picture, but it didn't compute. Giuseppe thought Airik was a bit
rough around the edges.

Kristi beamed a big smile and
raised a finger announcing that it might be a great showcase for
her new furniture designs, always looking for an opportunity. They
roared with laughter as she liked to find the positive in a
negative situation.

Karme opened the red client folder
which sat in front of him containing Airik's Energy charts. Airik,
like everyone, carries with him the energy of the earth from the
year he was born, all his life. According to the ancient art of
mapping the mystical movement of outer energy, June 1976 was a
Yang Fire energy year. Maria explained that Fire was
energy of... warmth but with intense outbursts. It was also
energy of clarity, illumination where the power exposes something
that is hidden.

The Earth's energy from one's
birth-year was a person's outer energy. The other statistic
needed was Airik's natal element from his birthdate,
calculated from the Pa Kua charts which represented his
inner energy.

Karme handed Kristi the chart of a
nine square grid known as the Lo Shu or magic square. He
announced that according to the calculations, Airik's Pa Kua
number was six.

Giuseppe took a closer look at the
configuration of the Lo Shu which consisted of nine squares; three
rows with three squares in each.

Beginning at the top left corner,
it read 4 – 9 – 2, then 3 – 5 – 7 in the second row, and 8 – 1 – 6
in the bottom row. (See the chart on the next page.) This chart's
numbers correspond to compass directions, with South being located
in the square marked with the number nine and North at number
one.

When each row is added, all three
numbers totaled fifteen (or 1 + 5 = 6, if reduced to a
single-digit) whether added vertically, horizontally or diagonally.
This gives the sign of '666' for each side of the square; along the
top, sides and bottom (if reduced to a single digit). Six is the
number for insight.

Once the needle of the compass was
aligned with the number nine on the Lo Shu, being south, it
indicated that number six on the grid was located in the square of
northwest. This location on the compass carries the energy
of the element Metal.
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Giuseppe found the charts very
confusing as Karme repeated to them that one's natal birth-energy
was the inner energy of the person, and the energy of the
earth was the outer energy of the environment.

Maria explained that the ancients
believed that Metal carried the energy of... movement and
change, of all types, such as change in career, home,
relationships, and travel ... and northwest would be Airik's
prosperous location.

Kristi reminded Giuseppe that this
was the practice of the ancient Traditional school Feng Shui, not
the newer 1984 Black Hat School or Western teachings. She glanced
up to see Giuseppe leave the table to retrieve their Workshop
renderings which were laminated sheets for seminar students to
easily refer to the diagrams. He also retrieved the pot of coffee
for refills. They patiently waited as he placed the charts on the
wall with push-pins to hold them in place. There were two diagrams,
each composed of a large circle indicating the five elements and
their relationship to one another, written around the
perimeter.

Water enhances Wood... which
builds Fire… which formed Earth… which produces Metal… which
nourishes Water.

Karme straightened and began his
explanations. “Earth is Yin. Humans are Yang. To create harmony,
they must be in balance.”

Kristi recalled one of the
workshops. Her point was to have Giuseppe look at it as a family
relationship. These Enhancements were like a support
system. Karme nodded for her to go ahead and explain, reminding
Giuseppe they were talking about Airik, who carried Fire-energy
from his birth year, 1976.

“OK. Now, let's say the
parent for Airik's Fire-energy would be Wood, as that is
what nurtures, produces Fire. Follow me by looking at the element
chart.

The child of Fire-energy
would be represented by Earth-energy, as that is what is produced
from Fire.

The control of Fire is Water-energy
which would be the grandparent who always keeps things under
control. You don't want to have too much control in your life, but
it can keep things in balance.”

Karme smiled, as he watched
Giuseppe, “Airik would benefit by living near a wooded area because
the energy of the element Wood nurtures the energy of Fire, but
never a good idea to over-stimulate the fire-energy. You see, as it
gets more complicated, we wouldn't want to over-activate the energy
of Fire which would only deplete his inner spiritual energy of
Metal causing inner conflict and lack of awareness.”
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Maria calmly announced, “You can
look at it another way, Giuseppe, that his outer energy,
Fire, would be physical as well as environmental and his
inner energy, Metal, would be spiritual. If you take a
closer look at the Element chart on the wall, you will see that his
inner energy, Metal, is weakened or controlled by his
outer Fire-energy, thus he is born with energy conflict, so
deep concentration is needed to strengthen his spiritual or inner
intuition. The energy of Metal is nurtured by the energy of Earth,
as you can see. His home should contain stone or rock which will
balance the conflict. Through the calculations of the I
Ching, Airik has stronger or more dominant outer
energy.”

Suddenly, out of the blue, Giuseppe
smiled, jumping from his seat raising his arms with an expression
of gratitude, rambling off in Italian saying God knows what.
Recognition is a wonderful thing – the light bulb flashes and a new
awareness is reached as he called out, “I get it!” Energy rising is
good fun schway!

Kristi raised a finger, and in
unison with Maria said “Kundalini!”

Karme explained, “Airik would be
the type to react from his mind, not his heart. To maintain
harmony, living near the water would be beneficial, if you look at
his charts, the energy of the element Water would suppress or
control the energy of Fire. Living on the water? No, too much
control.”

“But how do you keep all these
energies in balance? Isn't the idea to be in harmony... like the
Yin-Yang symbol? Eh?”

And, just like in the movies,
perfect timing, came a knock at the door. A young woman and her
daughter stepped into the studio in search of some children's
wallpaper. This was Giuseppe's call. He left the meeting to assist
the couple.

Karme and Kristi gathered the
charts and papers, then retrieved the phone messages. One call had
been from Airik. The adventure was about to begin.

As Karme and Maria began working on
a client file, Karme called to Giuseppe, saying “Lee Jofa.”
Giuseppe immediately nodded, recognizing a rather cumbersome book
on the top shelf. He opened it from the back pages, showing the
little girl wallpapers displaying 'cut-out paper dolls' in the
latest fashion clothes and shoes. He explained that it would be
perfect on a large wall situated behind the headboard of her bed.
The little girl was thrilled, pleading with her Mother to take the
book home so she could look at it in her room. Giuseppe suggested
it would also suit the small bathroom that she used. “Ahhhh, yes,”
Maria thought, “Another satisfied customer!”

Later that afternoon Karme returned
Airik's call. They made arrangements for their visit to Vancouver
Island. The date was set for the following Thursday. Karme marked
his desk calendar, sensing Airik's laid-back attitude. Another
pause, then he cleared his throat. Karme imagined him lounging in a
recliner.

Airik explained that they should
meet in a place called Woss, about an hour and a half north of
Zeballos, as he would be visiting friends on the Island.

Karme thought he would have to
catch an early ferry out of Vancouver to Nanaimo on Vancouver
Island. It would take him three hours to get there considering
traffic, the ferry line-ups and the hour-and-a-half crossing. He
contemplated another few hours to drive to Highway 19 at the town
of Campbell River. He had no idea where Woss was
located.

Airik spoke, interrupting his
thoughts, to say that Karme should call him when he got off the
ferry in Nanaimo to decide the best place to meet. He warned Karme
to bring hiking boots and comfortable warm clothing. This was the
rugged west coast and Karme Chan had not experienced the Island's
Pacific coast before. The trip to Zeballos would take him nine
hours of traveling time. Karme wondered if planes flew to the old
mining village. More research would be needed.

They discussed the magazine
pictures Airik had selected regarding the renovations.
“Renovations?” Karme asked. “We are talking new construction on an
existing footprint, remember?” He jokingly warned him that too much
glass was a sign of vulnerability. They were both adamant about
supporting an open concept so as not to lose any of the spectacular
west coast view. It was a long way to that point, yet his
enthusiasm was encouraging.

A sudden roar from the sound of
engines echoed across the line. Karme quickly inquired as to the
ruckus. Airik explained that he was testing one of his new
creations on a client's bike he had designed. He went on to say
that he would be in Hollywood over the weekend for the premiere of
a movie The World's Fastest Indian for which he had
done some innovative work.

Things just got more interesting by
the minute. Karme envisioned leather jackets rubbing elbows with
him. He couldn't decide where Airik's talent lay. He just might not
want to know. Airik ended the call by saying he would email the
information regarding accommodations in Zeballos.

Karme replaced the phone in its
charger. Maria peeked over the desk partition handing him two new
client files. Reaching out, he gave her the latest information
regarding Airik's project. She anxiously rubbed her hands together,
knowing it was just the kind of job she would love to participate
in. They would make the trip together, both anxious to know about
Zeballos accommodations. A logging camp was in the back of their
minds.

Kristi approached them, grabbing a
nearby chair, looking suspicious. She asked if Airik's energy would
be compatible with Karme's. He took a pad and jotted down that
according to his birth-year, he was Yin Fire and
Airik was Yang Fire, and they both had natal elements of
Metal.

With a raised eyebrow and nod of
the head, Kristi commented, “No wonder Airik called. There must
have been some good energy on that website.” No kidding!

Maria smiled, reminding them that
she carried the energy of Yin Water year and would be able to keep
them both under control. Good fun schway!


The Messenger ~
II

who speaks of known wisdom

 


~ Kundalini Energy is universal
awareness.

~ Awareness of Energy
language,

which lets you know of its active presence, will turn on when you
need help and this can appear when you are -

* stressed about making a difficult
decision, change, moving, exams, emotional

~ Enlightenment comes as... (for
no apparent reason)

* tingling sensations (goose
bumps)

* hot and cold flashes

* night sweats

* waking up at 3:00 a.m. full of
energy

* ideas that come to you, out of
nowhere

* athletic accomplishments, bursts
of energy

* creative achievements without
training

* sudden ability to do things never
before possible

* tickling running up the
spine

* children's boundless energy -
hyperactivity

* experience of healing
energy

* knowledge, without
training

 


~ Listen in stillness;

have body awareness, and be grounded. Kundalini Energy shifts the
body, mind and spirit all at once. The body is always telling you
something.

~ Kundalini Energy is to
nourish the tree-of-life within us.

~ The spine is
representative of the vine, the staff, the rod, the
sword.

~ This energy has been
known

as tumo fire (Tibetan), Ch'i (Chinese), Holy Spirit (Christians),
seat of fire (Sanskrit)... prana, mana, life force, serpent power,
fire of life, etc.

~ Kundalini cannot be
analyzed. It is simple energy.

~ Kundalini Energy is
spiritual power

that is programmed for growth and spiritual evolution. It is
'feeling' energy that is clearing the communication line between
one's physical and spiritual parts.

~ This power energy stored
in the body

waits to be released through concentration and focus such as Tai
Chi, Aikido, Kung Fu and all martial arts, prayer, mantra,
meditation by clearing the mind, reaching stillness.

~ Kundalini has also been
represented by the Phoenix bird.

~ Ideas come ... out of
nowhere.


The Story – III

The Vision

Maria searched for Airik's charts.
She held a badly reproduced, old copy of his property survey, which
required more information to plan the correct location for the
front entry of the new structure. She dialed Karme's studio to
check the files.

Giuseppe answered after four rings.
His joyful response was calming, but his curiosity was bothersome
as she didn't have time to relay the previous day's ventures
without going into huge details. It seemed like the longest three
minutes ever, but he retrieved the information for her. She
returned to work at her drafting board at home after promising a
lunch with full blown details of her upcoming Island
visit.

Maria relaxed with her cup of
Chamomile tea. She cleared all work surfaces with the exception of
her renderings. She downloaded the photos into her laptop and the
slide show began. She felt the soft, warm ray of sunshine on the
back of her head as she contemplated the positioning of this
structure on the property.

According to I Ching studies
and ancient methods, Airik's compass calculations indicated that he
was, in reference to his Pa Kua Chart number six, a West
person with positive energy field locations, or where
the house sits, to be in the northwest, northeast, west and
southwest areas of a building. It was her responsibility to design
a contemporary structure that would be considered a West
home.

This would be accomplished by
designing the main entrance so that when facing out the door, its
direction was northeast, southwest, east or southeast. This
direction would represent the incoming energy, into
the home. The opposite side of this direction (on the compass)
would be the back of the home, and it would be considered the
location of where the house 'sits'. For Airik the
best entering energy for a balanced West home would be along the
northeast to southwest axis.

Maria needed some music!

The juggling of plans, directions
and locations was complicated. She needed to soothe her mind.
Connecting her ipod to the sound system, Maria adjusted the volume
from her remote. She needed to be still. She focused on the
snow-capped mountains in the distance, out her balcony window. The
sun felt comforting.

Within fifteen minutes, she felt
rested. She returned to the computer and concentrated on the
Zeballos highlights recalling the deep sense of power that drifted
across the landscape. Maria retrieved her notes. There were
numerous locations around the property that warranted the new
structure. But, she was encouraged to use the existing footprint
for the property's main building. She picked out her sketches that
might work. Maria laid out the plot plan of Airik's property. She
would need a new survey. The compass direction north had been
identified on the right corner by the surveying company. She took a
mechanical pencil and marked directional arrows as to the location
of northeast - southwest and wondered if it conformed to any of the
views. Back to the laptop slide show.

In the stillness of her mind,
letting thoughts go, she came up with an idea of what she wanted to
create which didn’t include the old log building that remained. She
could visualize many more interesting sites where the home could be
placed and wanted to walk the property. Numerous random sketches
plotting the structure filled the hours of her day. It was
difficult, because she couldn't achieve what she wanted.

For the rest of the week Maria
worked with Karme drafting two bathroom renovations. He specified
fixtures, tiles, countertops, floorings, lighting and cabinetry
materials. Kristi would begin scheduling, purchasing and handling
deliveries once Karme's quotes were accepted and the deposits had
cleared. He would supervise once construction began.

On the Wednesday before the Island
trip, Karme and Maria discussed their preliminary building designs
which combined both the past and future for a free-spirited
lifestyle keeping close contact with the outside world. A
modular-house configuration would adapt effortlessly to any terrain
and earthquakes, downpours, winter blizzards or scorching heat of
the west coast.

Maria reviewed her preliminary
renderings, working with Karme's input, still not knowing any more
about the building's function than they did the previous week. She
identified clean cubist forms with a purity of line. They were both
hopeful that the structure could be assembled quickly once
foundations were in place. Maria thought of prefabricated modules,
as using materials that had the smallest feasible carbon footprint,
were her main concern. Karme remarked on the similarities to
Enovo House construction as he reached for his cell phone
that vibrated from within his jacket pocket. The call took several
minutes as he motioned to Maria to pass him a notepad.

It was approaching noon when they
decided to take a break for lunch and walked to Hells
Kitchen restaurant.

The damp pavement darkened the
walkway past the small boutiques which lined West 4th
Ave. as business people ventured out for a quick lunch. The
pub-like eatery was a popular watering hole in the neighborhood and
was always full. They approached the entrance hoping for a table
near the back. Their wish was granted within minutes when a young,
dark skinned Colombian seated them with menus. Maria removed her
cashmere hip-length cardigan and got comfortable. Karme hadn't said
much since leaving the office and so she asked. He explained the
phone call had been from Airik.

The waiter returned to their table
to take their drink orders. Karme ordered a local light brew and a
wine spritzer for Maria. She motioned for him to
continue.

“ Airik comes with a history. You
see, he really does have a purpose and a function for the building
he wants us to design. But first, you need to know a little
background. Think back to the other day when Giuseppe called Airik
'the Dragon'. He recalled seeing one dragon tattoo amongst all his
BTAs (body-tattoo-art) on his right arm. I specifically noticed
that it was the terrestrial species not the celestial. The red
dragon carries a whole different meaning.”

Maria made a mental note to
research this matter at a later time. The chatter within the room
was increasing as she pulled her chair closer, not to miss any
details. As Karme spoke, the waiter returned with their drinks and
took their order. As neither of them had looked over the menu, they
inquired about the specials, ordering salads. He left them with
their napkin-rolled cutlery.

“Airik's mother was not a well
person and she needed help raising him. She employed a Chinese
couple, who stayed three or four days a week to assist with his
care and the upkeep of their house. This Asian couple had spent
several years with his family. I presume he carries the dragon
wisdom on his arm in memory of his mother. He would have learned
about this culture from his caregivers.

“Anyway, there is another side to
Airik. He spent his holidays taking trips to visit his Native
Indian Uncle. This was his father's step-brother, who lived up
Island and whose Mowachaht background was from the Nootka Sound
area. Airik would visit these Native people who lived throughout
the different villages on Nootka Island. This was an area about
twenty miles by fifteen miles and it has a long history. The island
has been inhabited continuously for 4200 years. Believe it or not,
the population was about 28,000 in the late 18th
century.”

The broad-smiling waiter returned
with their meals, asking if they required anything else. Maria
asked for two glasses of water. As they began eating, she motioned
for Karme to continue.

“Apparently, Airik grew up knowing
many different cultures. He had his mother's family who came from
Europe. His father was an American. He grew up with Asian
caregivers and Native reserve families. He told me that he came to
realize something very important during his late teens. He became
aware that several of his friends, whom he had met through the
Chinese caregiver family and the boys from the Mowachaht tribe, had
struggled desperately in search of their identities. Their parents
had wanted them to be true to their heritage and not venture into
the North American ways, but these young boys only wanted to be
like everyone else they saw, whether at school or in movies. Airik
noticed that these kids never received any kind of encouragement to
seek out their dreams, let alone have any dreams. Their families
wanted them to remain at home among their own kind. The young boys
rebelled as they yearned to get away in search of new adventures.
They only wanted to be like everyone else they saw at school, at
the movies or on the streets. A lot of them suffered from
depression as they struggled with their own culture, which they had
lost interest in.” Karme paused to finish his meal. He quietly
added, “I know all about it, I have been there.” Maria's eyes met
his, unaware of his personal struggle. She waited before asking
about Airik's plan.

“Airik said that the old ways and
traditions caused these boys great pain, and for the hundreds that
escaped their heritage, many ended up living on the streets of
small towns and in Vancouver, struggling the rest of their lives,
filled with guilt. This only created family upheaval and feuds
because they could not communicate their disappointment. Airik's
dream is to provide a special home for youngsters to visit, where
they can share their deepest feelings about their culture, their
hopes and their dreams. A place where they can learn to integrate
their histories. It would be a peaceful haven where they can focus
on the future to achieve their dreams. A home where they would meet
others with similar concerns and learn, to not turn their backs on
the old ways, but to enrich them. He wants them to know that they
can have both by hearing success stories from those who have
conquered the same traumas in their life.”

Maria nodded, acknowledging Airik's
vision was very powerful. She felt the energy flow through her, an
excitement. The idea had been created. The plan was in place. They
were on a mission.


The Messenger ~
III

speaks of known wisdoms

 


~ The Caduceus
(ka-doo-see-us)

is the oldest known symbol of Kundalini energy.

~ The Caduceus first
appears

as an engraving on a Sumerian cup 'Liberation cup of Gudea' dated
2000 BC.

~ Enki

from ancient Sumerian (god of water, creation and wisdom) was
identified by Caduceus symbol.

~ The Latin word
"Caduceus"

came from the Greek "karykeion," from "karyx" or "keryx" meaning
"herald's (official bearer of news) wand.”

~ The Caduceus symbolizes
regeneration

and enlightenment, depicting the atonement of the mind of man with
the Cosmic mind.


~ The Caduceus is represented by a serpent,

later in history, two serpents representing male and female
energies encoiled around the tree of life (spine) which
traditionally united the three worlds: the underworld, the earth,
and the heavens; and later the trinity uniting mind, body and
soul.

~ Serpents represent
rejuvenation,

fertility, healing and wisdom.

~ Two Serpents

represent the yin/yang or dual forces of nature.

~ The rod, staff, vine,
sword

symbolic of the 'will', the way, to overcome the negative
within.

 ~ The Serpent in Eden

is Kundalini, a sublime ally to humanity, not a tempter. In some
Gnostic texts, the serpent power is called "the instructor." Eve,
the ancestral representative of the human species, acquires from
the serpent ally the secret knowledge for the Mysteries. (Spiritual
illumination)

~ Angelic wings atop the
Caduceus rod,

on each side, indicate that the Kundalini energy from the base had
been raised, symbolizing a superior degree of consciousness and
mind. The wings are located at the heart chakra.

~ The Caduceus has been a
worldwide

symbol of healing, fertility, rejuvenation, insight, wisdom and
health since the dawn of homo sapiens.

~ Kung Fu refers to a
folktale

of a crane fighting a snake written by a Buddhist monk who designed
exercises to emulate their motions.

~ Caduceus indicates a
central phallic rod

which represents the masculine (or the staff) as the spine,
surrounded by two serpents who conduct spiritual currents along the
ida and pingala channels in a double helix pattern from the chakra
at the base of the spine up to the pineal gland
(forehead).

~ Akashic Record

The Caduceus was a healing tool employed in the temples of Atlantis
and Egypt.

~ The origin – symbology –
is an ancient

Atlantean myth. Atlas' garden contained the great Tree of Life that
produced the golden apples of immortality. His seven daughters, the
Hesperides, defended the Tree assisted by the serpent, Ladon. (This
resembles the garden of Eden, and the seven chakra, spinal column
energy-centers of knowledge.)

~ The Kundalini yoga is
believed to have originated in

Atlantis.

~ Deeper symbology to the
Caduceus

is the 'true' consciousness of the mind once it is fully
illumined through the heart (which is the true Seat of the
Soul).


The Story – IV

The Trip to Spirit Land

Early morning mysteries came with
living in Vancouver. Because it was the only time anyone could
drive across the city without traffic jams, there could be seen and
felt an eerie vibration that came from those of a different
lifestyle, who still lingered from a haunting nightlife. The
streets would be cleaned, but the negative energy
remained.

Everything was packed and ready to
go. Maria had her comfy Citizen jeans, Armani hoody, turtleneck,
Nike Shox, rain gear, boots, and a large knapsack with change of
clothes, food, pj's and whatever else. Not to forget, her
renderings, sketch pads and handy EeePc portable mini laptop that
tucked into her shoulder purse. Don't leave home without
it!

The darkness of night lingered at
5:30 am in late March. She was not a morning person. After
consuming an orange and an aloe vera gel-drink, she turned down the
thermostat, locked up and gathered her things. This was a big
enough accomplishment.

Karme and his economical Smart Car
were patiently waiting at the curb. They wheeled around and headed
past Granville Street toward Stanley Park heading for the Lions
Gate Bridge, leaving her condo in the shadows. It was a silent
drive to Horseshoe Bay Ferry Terminal located a few miles from
downtown. They drove along a wet patch of highway which would take
them to Whistler if they missed the ferry exit. The long line-up of
cars looked unforgiving, but both remained hopeful about making the
early sailing. The next departure would not be for another two
hours.

They rested quietly, waiting twenty
minutes before traffic began to move onto the ramps of the three
hundred-and-fifty car ferry before it set sail. Coming to an abrupt
halt, inches away from the car ahead, they immediately left the
lower vehicle parking deck, climbed to deck 5 to the cafeteria and
purchased breakfast, enjoying a steaming cup of Tim Horton's
coffee.

“So.. tell me, Boss. What do we
know about this place Zeballos?”Maria managed to speak between
mouthfuls of yogurt, topped with granola and fruit, with a side
order of dry, whole wheat toast. Karme yawned, trying to stay
awake.

“No Boss, Maria, we are all in this
together.” He smiled and began explaining the days when Zeballos
Inlet was better known. “Apparently, in the late 1700s numerous
Spanish ships traveled up the western coast and around Vancouver
Island. They discovered the area to be a good place to stop over.
Captain James Cook arrived in 1778, long before any white
settlements. Later, Zeballos became a huge player in the early gold
rush days. Men would mine for ore and find silver or gold as the
veins twisted and turned, erratically. During the depression years,
hundreds more went there to mine which was the beginning of what
became the Village with its three hotels, general store, weekly
newspaper and the Goat Ranch, the famous house of ill repute.
Zeballos had once been well known throughout North America for its
mining. The Privateer gold camp, not far from town, accounted for
over half the $13 million in gold which came out of Zeballos. Some
say that close to 2,000 people lived around the area back then.
With the need for men to take part in World War II, combined with
the drop in gold prices, the mines closed as did the town. For the
most part, logging and fishing have been the only activities in the
area in recent years.

He returned to his poached eggs,
toast and fruit bowl. Maria gathered up her plates, setting them
aside on a nearby tray. “Tell me, what's Airik's Zodiac sign?”
Karme retrieved his EeePc notebook and scanned through it until he
found the file. Dragon.

“Well, that's a fit.” Maria rubbed
her hands together. “The same as we saw in his tattoo. I believe
dragons are considered to have a pioneering spirit. You know, a
person who likes to jump right into projects. That ought to
work.”

Karme nodded in agreement. “They
can also be... a bit gullible when it comes time to notice others
plotting against them, as they are not fond of restrictions and
tend to like to follow their own way. The Dragon person tends to be
a motivator, sometimes an authoritative figure, helping others get
things done.”

They finished their meals and moved
to another section of the ship on an upper deck to see the
spectacular view while crossing into Nanaimo. The beauty of the
islands against the early morning sunrise was magnificent. They sat
gazing out over the reflective waters sensing its Native history, a
far different scene from the city.

“So, let me see here,” Maria joked,
as if their earlier conversation had not ended. “Airik, the Dragon.
If I remember correctly, Dragons don't have a lot of patience. They
can be loners, too.” Karme added quickly that when things get
difficult they are prone to stress.

“My mom's brother is a Dragon.”
Maria thought out loud. “He is totally trustworthy. I mean you
couldn't find anyone more loyal or a better friend. He would give
you the shirt off his back.” She paused, pointing to a flock of
birds flying next to the vessel.

Karme didn't want to spoil her
reverie, but added that Dragons were also known as seekers of
excitement or new situations, always up for the challenge when
interested.

“But, then again..” Maria
continued, “I remember my Uncle as being explosive when upset.” She
turned to look Karme in the eye.

“True. The fiery dragon.” he
smiled. “We will just have to make sure that there is no reason for
that to happen.” They laughed.

“Oh my God!” Maria exclaimed. “His
way, or no way.”

Joking back and forth filled the
remaining time until the announcement to return to their vehicle
for disembarking. Karme retrieved his cell phone and dialed Airik's
number. He answered immediately explaining that they could either
leave the car in Nanaimo and catch the train to the town of
Courtenay where he would pick them up or they could drive up the
Island Highway to Campbell River, and he would meet them there.
They discussed their options, then decided it would be faster if
they drove up Island. Airik decided on a meeting spot. They exited
the terminal, drove through Departure Bay onto the Island Highway,
through its many stop lights. They bypassed, along the water's edge
of the island, the towns of Parksville, Qualicum, Fanny Bay,
Nanoose Bay and Cumberland during the next couple of hours until
they reached the Comox valley. The granny- apple-green Smart car
ventured north out of town, passing several vehicles with skis atop
them heading to nearby Mount Washington, as they drove toward
Campbell River.

Approaching the town, they passed a
huge Holland America cruise ship leaving the harbor on its way
south through the Georgia Strait. Once in the downtown area, they
navigated to their specified address. Having no idea where they
were going, Karme ended up taking a few wrong turns before the
vision of Airik's black monster truck, complete with roll bars, was
spotted in a hotel parking lot. Airik, in black leather jacket, was
leaning against the tail-gate awaiting their arrival.

Karme's tiny vehicle appeared to
barely reach past the tires of the jacked-up giant sitting next to
him. As they transferred their gear into the truck, it became
obvious that the economical ride that got them there wasn't any
match for the logging roads that lay ahead. Airik's Harley Davidson
stood strapped into the back along with tools, ropes, and a gas
tank. The truck would suck the gas up at $1.55 a liter, but it
would be needed to get them through the tough terrain. This was the
peak of North America's fuel crisis.

Airik suggested a quick bite and a
warm drink before leaving as it would be their last large-town
stopover. He rechecked their staples and picked up a few things
before climbing into the cab. The black-devil monster truck,
filled with luggage and necessities, lay open to the weather,
unprotected. It was half-past noon.

Maria was seated between the two
men as they cruised out of town. The tight quarters, mixture of oil
and grease scents that filled the cab, not to mention their lack of
sleep, would all add to the long drive. If it were not for the
exceptional scenery, snow-capped mountains ranging up to 7200 feet
high, against rich, royal blue skies, the afternoon would have been
the drive from hell.

Two hours out of Campbell River,
heading toward the village of Woss, known for skiing on Mount Cain,
things changed. The highway had been remarkably clear when the
skies darkened with a sprinkling of rain. In what seemed like no
time, the fog set in. The road became slick, and within minutes the
truck reached a twelve car convoy moving slowly along patches of
black ice.

As they crept along in traffic,
Maria thought about the two men beside her. She asked Airik why had
he selected Karme Chan as his designer. A moment passed before he
responded explaining that he knew Karme's family history. Both
Karme and Maria quietly gasped in surprise awaiting his
explanation. The only history Maria knew about Karme was that his
family had originally come from Macao, a small island off the
shores of Hong Kong in south China.

Airik knew a great deal about
Vancouver Island's history and the Chinese immigrants. They had
landed on the Island as early as 1788. A British fur trader, John
Meares, had recruited fifty Chinese workers from Macao, taking them
to Friendly Cove in Nootka Sound. They helped Meares construct a
small fortress, dockyard and 40-ton schooner (The North West
America). Meares had been impressed with their craftsmanship and
obedience, so much so that he brought over another seventy workers
the following year. Many more had come by 1879, when the Chinese
workers were taken prisoner by the Spaniards as they arrived. A few
escaped to the coal mines near Nanaimo or joined the building of
railroads throughout the province.

Airik directed his vehicle into
Woss, stopping at the antiquated gas pumps, with only one in
operation, and top-ped his tank. He had previously been warned that
Zeballos was known to run out of gas because logging trucks got
priority. He chatted briefly with a trucker who was also gassing up
his rig. The man warned Airik that he had recently driven through
snow, just over the ridge before the Zeballos turn off.

Cautiously, the black Dodge Ram
headed back onto the highway, following the few vehicles that
ventured from sun to snow along Highway 19. They watched for a
badly marked turn-off to the logging road, twenty miles north of
Woss.

The snow was falling in large, soft
flakes along the potholed, stony road. The giant timbers and
clear-cut meadows edged the narrow path through winding twists and
turns. The dust covered, black truck lumbered along, and slowly
became hidden under a white blanket. The towering firs and cedars
created a dark tunnel effect and the potholes from logging trucks
grew bigger and more threatening. The long, slow and bumpy drive
through rolling hills, up the side of mountains and down deep
valleys, made for a spectacular vista when drenched in white lace
and glistening freezing rain. Maria pointed out three deer tucked
at the roadside edge as they took a right at a fork in the road,
hopeful it was the correct turn. “That's a good sign, deer are a
sign of longevity.” She sensed a peacefulness one moment and
suddenly an overwhelming sense of loss in another. The forest was
known to be filled with many mysteries, especially when so near to
Nootka. Karme commented that they should be getting close as his
watch showed 3:30. But no one was in a hurry in the heavy snowfall,
feeling the danger while gazing at its beauty.

Climbing a steep grade, the tires
caught the edge of an icy gravel-bed and spun, twisting the vehicle
toward the edge of a fjord that appeared to drop 200 feet below.
Three loud gasps sounded throughout the cab. The truck stalled. The
three heads peered out the driver's window. They saw only inches of
roadway left before the steep drop-off. The snow was thick and
visibility was poor. Airik turned the key, dropping the gear into
low. Everyone took deep breaths, expecting it to help. The tires
spun slightly, causing the road to break away. The rear of the
truck dropped over the edge. Hearts pounded as the three leaned
forward desperately to trigger some kind of weight shift. Karme
jumped from the cab. The tail-gate sprung open and their groceries
dropped over the cliff. The tires spun and dug deeper into the
gravel as the truck jumped forward, back onto the snow covered
logging path, called a road. Just at that moment, the Harley slid
to the back end of the truck, one tire dropping off. The vehicle
stalled again. Karme managed to lumber the motorbike back into
place and organized what remained of their belongings.

Airik rubbed Maria's head. He
smiled... “Just wasn't our time, girl. We should be fine now.”
Karme returned to the cab, covered in a layer of white, wet snow
from head to foot.

“Yes sir.” Karme commented. “It is
all about the journey and how we react. So, let us remain calm as
the storm passes us by.” Slowly, they made their way through the
forest, driving another twenty minutes before reaching the crest of
a hill, stopping in front of a large, worn wooden sign... 'Welcome
to Zeballos'.

The old mining town of wooden
structures lay at the bottom of the valley along the inlet's edge,
drenched in white. A layer of thick fog rested over its harbor at
the far end of the town's six streets, as if allowing no harm to
its two hundred residents.

There were no tracks on the road. A
still, deathly silence hung over the incredible vista. The three
visitors stared, mesmerized. Several lights twinkled from the
buildings but there were no other signs of life. All vehicles were
covered in flakes, making them invisible to the naked eye. The town
had stories to tell. The strong vibrations still lingered, hiding
amongst the timbers as if it were some kind of game. Maria could
feel its past. There had been struggles, drastic storms and even
blood. There was much more to this place than people talked about.
She felt a heaviness as if it were crying out to be saved. How
could something that appeared so beautiful feel so sad? Its energy
level was very low.

They descended the grade, entering
the town of Zeballos.
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speaks of known wisdoms

 


~ Dragon legends

slaying the beasts in various cultures. Apollo, Siegfried, St.
George, Krishna, Hermes.

~ Dragons are symbols of raw
energy,

within the psycho-biological organism of man.

~ Terrestrial dragon

in the microcosm is the Kundalini fire-energy, directed upwards
from the base chakra toward the brain crown chakra, stimulating
creativity of a higher order.

~ Naga

Hindu mystic term for 'dragon' or 'serpent'. Naga is known for
wisdom in both words and behavior.

~ Dragons represent magnetic
energy

found in certain parts of the earth's terrain.

~ Sacred hallowed
grounds

were chosen by Knights Templars for cathedrals, chapels and
temples.

~ Dragons have been known to
be associated

with the body, soul and spirit of man.

 


~ The red dragon
represents

the Kundalini energy which is the terrestrial dragon.

~ Slaying the dragon

symbolizes the tapping of this energy for higher uses.

~ Dragon is overcome with
Caduceus

utilizing the sword, symbolic of the will, directing the energy
toward the brain, stimulating illumination.

~ Illumination ...
consequence of interaction

between negative (lower) energy of the Kundalini force and the
positive (higher) energy, symbolized by the celestial dragon,
within the Holy of Holies of the sanctum within the
cranium.

~ Dragon energy

has been known to represent the acupressure points of the body of
man.


The Story ~ V

Golden Mountain

Airik slipped the vehicle into
first gear. It slowly crawled past the artifacts and remains of the
once prosperous mining town, which included an original mucking
machine and ore cart used to haul the gold from the mines. Airik
pointed out a trail that led to the top of Sugarloaf Hill where an
incredible view of the entire valley awaited.

At the bottom of their descent,
they spotted the picturesque wooden Sugarloaf bridge built in 1977.
It crossed the Zeballos River and nearby sat an old resting bench
with a jack-hammer mounted behind. Small landmarks identified their
way. The truck turned left onto Pandora Crescent to their
destination known as Masons Motor Lodge. The surrounding mountains,
covered in the heavy spring snowfall, disappeared into the grey
clouds, oblivious to the eye. The three tired travelers unloaded
their gear and made their way into the dimly lit lodge.

Airik went off to find the owners.
Karme and Maria gazed at the fir-paneled lobby, filled with
memorabilia of a time gone by. A framed article from the Zeballos
Miner newspaper showed a prosperous boom town from 1938, some 200
nautical miles north of the provincial capital, Victoria. The
mud-filled streets were coated with gold-dust, it was said, when
mining started in the Nootka area back in 1790. The article
described great shipments of iron ore being shipped to Japan.
Another clipping announced the opening of the fashionable, art deco
designed, Golden Gate Hotel created by Vancouver architects Watson
and Blackadder, claiming to be the most modern in the
west.

The thirty-foot long corridor
displayed many items and interesting artifacts that Karme quickly
glanced over before Airik motioned them to follow him to their
rooms. Starving and tired from their long journey, they did a quick
wash-up and returned to the lobby, entering the Blue Heron
Restaurant.

Karme tapped Maria on the shoulder.
“Something about that place...” he pointed back toward the lobby,
shaking his head. “Do you feel it?” She quickly glanced in his
direction, only to see a young dark-haired Native boy of ten or so
crossing the corridor.

Airik picked a table in the corner
with large windows overlooking the river and the snow covered
roadway. Maria yawned, and then smiled, as she seated herself next
to him across from Karme who still appeared uneasy. They were
almost too tired to talk. An attractive lady approached their table
to take their order, speaking with a slight Italian accent. The
menu had been written on a whiteboard at the restaurant's entry,
which none of them noticed. Once orders were placed, Airik
explained he had checked them into their rooms for three nights. He
would be staying down the street with friends, closer to Ferris
Road. Karme was unaware of their lodging arrangements. He fidgeted
and looked uncomfortable.

While they were still eating
Loretta, the owner, returned with some wine for her guests. She
welcomed them, and then introduced a group of loggers sitting at a
nearby table. The four men were under forty except for one, an
Asian man named Wynn, who dressed less casually than his friends.
They chatted briefly. The youngest of the four, Jake, explained
they were helicopter-logging at Fair Harbor, some thirty-five miles
away. Each day at five a.m. they would fly out to scale the
mountains and set dynamite to clear paths for newly constructed
logging roads. They had to be completed before the lumbermen
arrived to log selectively. Airik inquired about the friends he
knew from different crews which kept the conversation going through
their meal. Loretta cleaned away the plates and brought coffee for
those who requested it. Maria asked about the lodge, which had
piqued Karme's interest.

The Lodge had had many owners over
the years, Loretta explained, after originally serving as the
Zeballos Hospital in the boom years. These lasted about a decade.
The nurses were responsible for the hospital's housekeeping and
doing laundry, ironing, scrubbing floors, sewing curtains and
cooking meals. Karme interrupted to ask about the structure.
Loretta explained there had been many changes and additions,
including the restaurant where they sat. Jake jumped in, telling
his story about the ghost in one of the rooms he had stayed in on
the lower level. Loretta explained several visitors over the years
had commented about bad nights in room 14. A nurse had died in the
1940s and was apparently haunting the room. Some laughed, while
others sat in awe of it all.

Maria checked her watch, commenting
she was ready to turn in, and then stood to leave. Laughing, Jake
asked her room number, hopeful that it wasn't room 14. She left the
group walking to the far wing of the lodge, soon to fall into a
deep sleep.

The following morning, Karme tapped
on Maria's door shortly after seven. They walked to the restaurant
together while he spoke of the negative energy he had felt from the
moment he entered the building. Maria commented that she had felt
the same energy when she first drove into town.

They enjoyed a hot breakfast while
overlooking the clear waters of the river and the magnificent
surrounding mountains, some towering nearly 8000 feet. As they
waited for Airik, the young boy Maria had noticed the previous
night, walking through the corridor, served their meal. Karme was
analyzing the restaurant, noticing all kinds of miscellaneous
knickknacks, when he spotted an unusual item. He pointed it
out.

Located on a closed door, near the
working kitchen, was an awkward looking piece of driftwood with
what looked like a vine twisted around it. On the top was a set of
large wings of some sort. Curiosity got the best of Karme, who
motioned to the young boy and questioned him about the
hanging.

He introduced himself as Marco and
explained that the Native artifact had hung on the door forever.
His grandfather remembered it as a boy. No one knew what it was or
what it meant, except for the local Shaman, Siol Eveen.

Maria and Karme returned to the
lobby to scout through the memorabilia.

“How could this town, once full of
riches and investors, mines of gold, silver, iron, ore, quartz and
so forth, including the logging... why... why is there this feeling
of pain, loss and collapse? It feels neglected. The mountains are
still filled with minerals and gold, or so I have read.” They
viewed the dozens of photos and artifacts, trying to find a
reason.

Airik arrived, finding the couple
sitting on the outside deck, struck by the profound stillness and
overwhelming freshness in the air. The roads were clear of snow as
the sun appeared to crystallize the snow-cap mountains, almost
blinding to the eye without sunglasses. They felt its warmth
against their skin.

Airik announced they were going to
the harbor docks to hire a boat. As the sun shone across the
waters, they would be able to get a complete understanding of the
area. He handed them a map. Karme slipped on his vest over his wool
sweater and tucked the paper into its pocket as he questioned Maria
as to why Airik was taking this trip.

They walked down to Maquinna
Street. It was empty of parked vehicles. They passed small newer
homes, old wooden structures and a school which was built in 1988
and covered all of the required twelve grades. The school hosted a
satellite dish and also provided internet connection for the town,
Airik explained. He left them momentarily to pick up something from
the Harbor Manager's office across the road.

Some of the houses and garages they
walked by had been constructed from recycled lumber in the area as
well as the Esperanza Hospital after it was torn down in 1992. They
passed by the local telephone company offices, where Airik
explained that the telephone signal bounced off two mountain-top
reflectors on its way to Zeballos. Another lodge sat next to the
phone company. An historical museum, library and municipal office
were readily available for public use, as was the fire hall,
rebuilt in 1979 complete with false front replica of the past. The
old Zeballos Hotel stood not far from the Community Hall, which had
floated off its foundation on the 1964 tidal wave created by the
Valdez Alaska earthquake. The Hall was left where it landed. Its
claim to fame was a visit from comedians Laurel and Hardy back in
1939. They passed numerous newer homes, heritage store fronts and
an apartment building which filled in the gaps along the way. Maria
visualized the town with more than thirty mines being worked in the
1930s, many hotels, restaurants, stores, bank, hospital, newspaper,
and a house (or two) of prostitution. She snapped many pictures
with her digital camera as Airik played tour guide.

The wet gravel road took them to
the dockyard and the General Store. Karme pointed out the only gas
pumps in town as Airik showed them a large Ice Plant for
off-loading commercial fishing vessels. The Fuel Plant also shared
a dock with airplane traffic, water taxis and float planes in
tourist season when the hikers, fishermen, kayakers and artists
arrived. Maria wondered why this little haven had been kept so
secret, yet she felt the tension of something mystical.

Airik led the way to the small
craft harbor dock. The view looking out to sea at Zeballos Inlet
was nothing less than a gift of beauty. Airik maneuvered the
fishing vessel into the open waters as the warm sun melted the snow
on the trees along the water's edge. It was a calm journey down the
inlet toward Esperanza where he stopped to fill up with gas. He
would never use the Zeballos pumps unless absolutely necessary, as
the gas was needed for the locals and logging crews'
equipment.

A little time was spent walking the
property where those in need of respite would visit. A peaceful
place with meandering paths, Esperanza provided lodging and outdoor
recreation. Originally, the large building was a two-bed hospital
operated by the Shantymen's Christian Association. The attending
couple explained to Karme that the summers were very busy in the
Nootka area. People came from all over the world to visit the
hundreds of local caves as well as the Provincial Artlish and
Hustan Caves. There were groups of rock climbers who ventured to
Rugged Mountain near Tahsis or the Slab in the Nomash River valley.
There were groups of divers who explored the many miles of ocean
and sheltered inlets. Camping was a huge tourist draw as well as
the fishing for steelhead, cut-throat and rainbow trout. Wildlife
watching was a bonus to everyone who visited the area as bears,
salmon runs, blue herons and trumpeter swans captivated their eyes
and camera lenses. The hikers became amateur prospectors who
wandered into abandoned gold mines as color could be found in most
local streams.

Karme assisted Maria back into the
boat, and they headed east to Tahsis Inlet, following their maps.
The boat cruised south past Sand Point and around up into Tlupana
Inlet to Moutcha Bay. In this area of Nootka Sound, they viewed in
the distance Conuma Peak. The still waters welcomed them as Airik
motored closer as he cut the engine. The fire-shaped mountain ahead
of them (pointed, triangular shape) was known to some as
'steeple-shaped mountain'. Although it was very high, Airik said he
only knew of one other white man that had ever climbed it, Andy
Morod.

Airik had climbed the conspicuous
peak to its rocky summit with his Native Uncle, who had married his
father's sister, and two other local men from the reserve. He
attempted the climb when he was fearless and eighteen. The
dangerous feat was accomplished by hauling themselves up through
the clefts and cracks to the smooth, steep rooftop leaving
everything else in his life, an anticlimax. The view was one he
couldn't describe, but it was one that opened his heart.

The boat drifted into the Conuma
River bay. They listen-ed to his stories from the past about the
mountain's mystery and the Native Mowachaht people. The mountain
carried a special significance. The bodies of their dead Chiefs
were ceremoniously carried up the mountain by the common
people, wrapped in robes of sea otter and placed in wooden boxes in
a sitting position and hoisted into the branches of the trees. The
spirits in Nootka Sound were not to be fooled with. Maria was
mesmerized by the narration as she snapped many photos.

A few hours passed before they
returned to the docks of Zeballos. Maria and Karme had a new
awareness of the many villages, canneries, fisheries and lumber
mills where thousands had once lived and worked. A prosperous area
that seemed to come out of nowhere, and then disappear. It was a
puzzle. Nootka brought both abundance and devastation to
thousands.

Karme felt the rich energy of the
land. Its lushness and bounty fed many industrious egos, but now
once again it lay abandoned, sleeping in secret. An environment
forbidding man to conquer it for excessive profit. So many tried,
again and again, to develop what was heaven's place
on earth, but the northwest coast of North America
wasn't meant to be tamed. It was the force of nature that
conquered.

The waters became choppy and the
boat bounced every which way. They arrived cold and chilled. They
docked and walked through town toward the lodge where Maria quickly
retreated to her room.

She ran a cool shower to open the
capillaries. Stepping in and out three or four times, the water no
longer felt cold as she massaged her muscles. More relaxed, feeling
comfortable while wrapped in thick cotton towels, she grabbed a
nearby tube of aloe-heat cream. She sat on the edge of the bed,
cross-legged so she could view the soles of her feet. Using her
thumb, she applied major pressure, starting on the big toe and
massaging over the sole, revitalizing her whole being with
reflexology techniques. She finished her deep massage with a large
drink of water that had been pumped into the lodge from local
mountain springs. Maria stretched her arms above her head while
resting on the floor. On her knees, sitting back on her heels she
proceeded with ten minutes of Root Lock breathing, a Yoga kriya
exercise that sharpens the mind and intuition.

In the meantime, Karme had run into
Wynn and Airik for a hot drink in the Blue Heron. The conversation
turned to Wynn's family who lived in nearby Gold River. Wynn came
from a long line of Chinese families who had moved north from San
Francisco in the 1850s when the California legislature passed a law
preventing further immigration of Chinese into the State. The call
to Golden Mountain brought thousands north. They entered at
Victoria and by the mid 1880s the Chinese numbered almost 17,000
people. In 1923 it became illegal by legislation for them to enter
Canada. The ban remained in place until 1947.

Wynn's great grandparents hadn't
traveled north for mining as his relatives had done, or for
building railroads. They, in fact, had opened one of thirteen legal
opium factories in Victoria in 1888. Amazingly enough, the business
centre of Chinatown had an annual output of nearly 90,000 pounds
which sold for fifteen dollars per pound. The interesting fact was
that the white addicts did not smoke, but drank the mixture
by dissolving the opium in alcohol, a drink they called Laudanum.
The Chinese were condemned for smoking opium, but not for
manufacture or trade.

Maria was refreshed and relaxed.
She joined Karme in his room, taking with her a bottle of red wine.
He related Wynn's story to her with some added history, as he
uncorked the bottle.

Wynn's family, and all opium
sellers, paid an annual licensing fee of $250. Opium was Canada's
third largest export to the US. Because of its negative effects,
mental deterioration and death, the US prohibited its use, however
black market buyers would pay more than $20 per pound for the
illegal substance. It was not prohibited by Parliament until 1908
in Canada. By that time, with the closing of all the opium
factories in Victoria, its production went underground. Many
anti-Chinese riots broke out and thousands dispersed throughout the
west to find work. Wynn's grandparents moved to Nanaimo, never
leaving the island except for weddings. Wynn left only for his
studies and remained on the island all his life. Maria finished her
wine as he concluded his story.

She was amazed at hearing more
secrets from the past. Wynn, nearing fifty, was a well regarded
foreman for a huge logging conglomerate. He appeared totally
self-reliant, she thought.

Karme led the way through the
lodge. The couple met Wynn and Jake, who were joining them for
dinner at the Zeballos Hotel. Airik was to meet them
there.

That evening, the skies sparkled
with a new clarity against the velvet black backdrop of night. The
warmer temperatures fluctuated hourly, making their walk to the
hotel a pleasant one.

The loggers had returned from their
daily ventures and were enjoying their brew when the four arrived
at the Hotel shortly after seven. All eyes were on Maria, a new
face in town. The chatter of conversation mellowed as the group
took a vacant table in the back section of the old hotel bar. Brief
greetings were directed at Wynn, their foreman.

The rumbling of the Harley Davidson
echoed through the streets when Airik arrived in his worn leather
jacket, taking a seat next to Maria. They ordered drinks and waited
for menus.

Airik removed his jacket and set
his motorcycle helmet aside exposing his youthful, muscular frame,
equal to the husky loggers seated nearby. Wynn appeared shocked by
Airik's body tattoos when he reached across the table for a menu.
He saw the same style of dragon art amongst the body-script that
marked his own upper right shoulder. He found it hard not to stare
and was anxious to question him.

Menus were passed around the table
and the conversation turned to the story of the wood-framed hotel
that had opened in the spring of 1938.

Maria sat back, withholding all
thoughts as she focused on the sounds of her surroundings, watching
and listening to each person at the table. She relaxed, aware of
the energy, not involving herself in the conversation. She became
the silent watcher. The old rough walls of the weathered
establishment had stories to tell, and she knew there was more
there than met the eye. Glancing carefully around the room, she
took in every nook and cranny, focusing on each person separately.
Her calmness was almost breathless. The scents and smells became
stronger, and suddenly a cool breeze swept across her cheek. She
knew. Some old soul in the room had spotted her.

Meanwhile, the 'dinner special' of
fresh-caught fish, scalloped potatoes, salads, hot rolls and quarts
of beer arrived. A jug of fresh cold water followed. The group
lingered over their meal, against the loud chatter of those resting
along the bar, nursing their drinks. The evening slipped by
slowly.

Airik, in his quiet way, began
talking about his property located up off Sugarloaf Hill near
Brian's Bluff. He described to Jake and Wynn the old wooden
structure inherited the previous year from unknown friends of his
Uncle. Maria sensed again the cool breeze that touched her. She
remained focused. Something somewhere was shifting.

Wynn asked to join their group to
hike the steep climb with cameras, tools, maps, and other
paraphernalia. They hoped for a clear day and wanted to start as
soon as the mist lifted, around 10:30 the following morning. Wynn
decided not to return to Gold River that night. The treacherous
route he chose to use was nothing more than a very rough, old
logging road that had opened in 1968. It had never been groomed,
but the locals knew about it and would use it intermittently.
Another local secret, thought Maria. She only knew of water taxis
or float planes as transportation to Gold River via
Tahsis.

Karme and Wynn listened intently to
Airik talk about his ideas for this special place. Maria sensed a
strong energy around the table – a true balance. There was a
calmness but with feelings. She sensed the right people had come
together to work on Airik's project.

The night had cooled considerably.
Jake walked with Maria while Airik rode off to his friend's vacant
cottage-house. Wynn and Karme strolled behind. The velvet black sky
was background to the vivid array of golden galaxies, an
astronomer's perfect palette. A town without lights offered much
more to see within the dark skies.

Maria overheard Karme ask Wynn
about his keen interest in Airik's body tattoos. He said it had
been obvious that something had caught his attention. Karme knew
the answer before he asked when Wynn admitted it had been the
dragon. There was a long pause as they neared the Lodge. Wynn
stared off into the distance. He described the artistic details of
the dragon tattoo's unique features that represented a special
meaning. The specific emblem that both Airik and Wynn displayed
bore a deep symbolism found in the mythology of various
cultures.

Wynn told his story about when he
was a young man working in the mountains, many years ago. He had
operated a small crane while logging in the area of Rugged
Mountain. One stormy day in the late fall, he had been found lying
on the ground at the edge of the forest. He said he had been
working with the lumbermen and left his machine momentarily to find
his foreman.

“I felt, or rather was overcome by,
this sudden strange force within me. It was like a huge boost... an
unexplainable energy. There had been a big wind that day and the
rushing sound within the trees was so loud I could not hear myself
speak. We were working more than 5000 feet above sea level on the
mountain. For a brief moment I had the feeling of being lost, and
then suddenly I was wrapped in a mist or fog, unable to comprehend
clearly what was going on. It seemed like a long time, but I don't
think it actually was. I remembered a violent wind and a crashing
sound as loud as thunder. I felt so disoriented, and my head
throbbed with such strong vibrations, I thought it would spin off
my shoulders. I slipped on the wet ground and fell. I lay there for
some time before somebody came to help me up, only to see that my
machine had been whipped up and thrown into the trees, devastating
everything in its path and killing two of my
co-workers.”

Wynn turned to face Karme. “This
weird experience left me a different person. My whole inner being
changed, and from that moment on, the way I see things is
altogether different. I no longer have constant thoughts about
tomorrow or worry about stuff from the past. I'm always in the
moment and my thoughts are only of things in the present. My father
described many ancient tales and said I had experienced the
slaying of the dragon by tapping into an inner sacred
fire, overcoming the beast within. This rising sensation was the
balancing of positive and negative energies, the union of both the
subconscious and the conscious; the lower negative Kundalini energy
uniting a much higher positive force. This balancing of opposites
caused the illumination that I experienced which symbolized the
celestial dragon, the smearing of dragon blood. My winged-dragon
tattoo specifically identifies the internal resurrection and
illumination. There is no longer before and after, only now.
Following that experience, my whole awareness level altered
completely. I felt my mind and body were no longer separate from
the environment, but rather just energies constantly interacting
with a sea of other energies.”

Jake broke out in goose bumps and
chills. Karme nodded, understanding his own Chinese culture. Maria
connected with Wynn on a different level as a strong ringing
sounded in her left ear, then instantly faded away. She immediately
sensed Wynn would play a big part in their project. Once again, she
felt the cool wisp of a breeze briefly blow across her
cheek.

Only the soft sound of their shoes
pressing against the damp gravel driveway was heard in the
stillness of the night as they entered the Lodge, each going their
separate way.
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speaks of known wisdoms

~ Caduceus of Hermes

had arisen by the seventh century AD when Hermes was linked with
alchemy.

~ Alchemy

By the end of the sixteenth century, the study of alchemy included
not only medicine and pharmaceuticals but chemistry, mining and
metallurgy.

~ The single snake staff of
Asciepius

is the proper symbol of medicine, but many medical groups adopted
the twin serpent Caduceus (male-positive-yang energy =
female-negative-yin energy) representatives as a medical symbol
during the nineteenth & twentieth centuries.

~ In 1902, the Caduceus
insignia

was adopted for the Medical Department of the United States Army
which uses two serpents.

~ The British Royal Army
Medical Corp

uses a Caduceus with one serpent.

~ International Medical
profession

uses a Greek symbol of an image of a snake winding around a staff
to identify their healing knowledge.

 


~ The American

medical symbol uses two snakes around a winged-top
staff.

~ Ancient Egyptian
pharaohs

wore the trademark of the vulture and the cobra. The coiled serpent
worn on their foreheads represented the divine fire (energy) that
originated at the base of the spine and ascended toward the
forehead – Kundalini energy.

~ In India the Caduceus was
related

to the energy power within the body, the Kundalini, where this
latent power energy lay at the base of the spine and traveled up
the spine to the head as spiritual consciousness awakened (serpent
power).

~ Mystic gurus

adopted the Caduceus as a teaching device. They were magnetized
with odic energy and atomic force designed to stimulate the
Kundalini fire of the initiates when the gurus deemed it
necessary.

~ Vagabond yogis

carried bamboo staffs with seven knots to represent sushumna and
the chakras.

~ The Caduceus is the
origin

(embodiment) of the DNA symbol.
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Site Visit

Little snow was visible on the
mountains when Karme entered the Blue Heron restaurant for
breakfast. Airik was already on his second helping of eggs, juice,
toast and granola-yogurt. He had given up sausages and bacon when
his personal trainer put him on a rigid weight-lifting program. He
drank more Muscle Milk supplement than he ate regular meals,
he would say. He sat mesmerized watching a black bear cub catch a
fish in the river across the road. Not far away was the much larger
Mother bear. It was a scene mostly viewed in the fall months of the
year.

Loretta arrived to take Karme's
order when Maria and Wynn entered, both more interested in taking
pictures of the bears than in eating. The bears entertained them
for the duration of their meal until the fog lifted. Loretta told
stories of several animal incidents including cougar attacks, wild
game, record fish catches, gray whales, sea otters, bald eagles as
well as many other wildlife. It was a superb area for wildlife
viewing from salmon spawning to seasonal seabirds. A picture
paradise made for any avid outdoorsman,
she bragged.

 


A slight chill was felt by the four
who made their way up the long, steep hill to reach the trail that
would take them up Sugarloaf Hill. Airik had packed cameras,
surveying tools, tape measures and other miscellaneous items onto
the back of his motorcycle, and rode on ahead. The path was wet,
overgrown and filled with species that were not identifiable. He
knew to be careful for sudden drop-offs and hidden ramparts.
Quietly, they hiked along the trail of tire marks made by Airik.
The sun glistened through the trees, highlighting the velvety
moss-covered branches of the forest. Various shaped leaves
glistened from wet dew, and cracked twigs snapped beneath their
feet as they carefully stepped over hidden rocks on their ascent.
It was a known fact in the mountains that a dog was recommended
company for safety purposes, if one was not traveling in a group.
Only the sound of stillness was heard as they paused for an overall
view. No breeze stirred. Just a silver veil of mist lingered in the
open pockets of sunlight and a deep sense of mystery hung over the
towering trunks of nature.

Airik's bike sounded in the
distance. It took twenty minutes before he could make his way back
down, riding cautiously so as not to spin out on the slippery
terrain. It was decided that Maria would accompany him to the site
while Karme and Wynn continued the hour long journey through the
dense growth.

The trail would soon be opened once
again and the overgrown path would be usable. The old growth forest
was exceptionally dark on a gray day, and not that much brighter on
a sunny one. The few lane-ways once used by miners were also
overgrown and hidden, protecting the abandoned structures and
shafts with any hidden treasures left unexplored.

Maria held tightly onto Airik's
leather jacket so as not to fall off the back as they traveled the
rocky path. A sudden burst of sunlight shone upon them when they
traveled around a rocky point into an open waterfall, better known
as the Falls. Two deer stood at the water's edge. Airik cut the
engine. They watched the animals that stood in camouflage, not
moving a muscle. It was nature’s protection. The loud roar of the
rushing waters had blanked out the noise of the oncoming
motorcycle. Maria glanced up, guessing the falls were over a
hundred feet in height. She could not believe the deafening sound
that echoed throughout the forest. After enjoying a few moments of
nature's beauty, they motored on.

They traveled carefully through the
forest until they reached a fork in the trail and turned onto the
path that led to a dead end. Pushing the dense shrubs aside for
almost thirty feet, they arrived at an open wide clearing. This
opening of flat land was filled with the buds of spring. A
weathered log fence lay in disarray. Airik was back
home.

They dismounted. Maria spotted
their gear which he had delivered earlier. She inhaled the
freshness of the mountain air that carried a scent of sweetness she
had never experienced before. Maria breathed again and again,
smiling as she filled with a sense of joyfulness, and then laughed
loudly at herself. “It is amazing, Airik.” The sheer beauty was
hard to describe. He motioned to her to follow him as they walked
over a slight knoll to a breathtaking view ~ the gorgeous,
picturesque scene of the many snow-capped mountains, valleys and
inlets in the distant, a 180-degree view of the Nootka area, and
the town of Zeballos appearing in miniature below. The mighty
strength of the mountain range behind her and the miles of distant
expanse in front were indescribable. Maria stood in awe of nature.
Motionless, she took in its beauty and sense of power.

Airik broke her trance by
retrieving her camera. “It's always best to capture these first
impressions within the moment because nothing ever looks the
same the second time. Somehow it all becomes too
familiar.”

Maria nodded, remembering many
first impressions and how the luster had faded with time. She
recalled her very first architectural building, constructed from
her renderings. The experience had been an amazing accomplishment,
to actually create something and see it take form. From out of
nowhere, creative thoughts came to mind, and then onto paper, and
eventually into form, which was more than a dream come true. Then
came the initial feeling of happiness when she was able to see and
touch the completed vision; but it would soon fade, becoming the
familiar. Maria remembered many special views that at first glance
had taken her breath away.

Airik pointed out the distant
vista.“That will always be there, just like you see it now, but the
mind will no longer see that wow effect a second time as it
will become ordinary. Like a first date, first love, first bike, I
often wonder, where does the magic go? I guess our purpose is to
keep seeking the thrill, the awe, the magic. I never tire of the
mountains or the ocean. But it does change with time. Is it the
mind or the eye that loses it?”

Maria thought, it was in the mind's
eye ~ the same effect as the moment when your eye captures 'the
rain on a sunny day' and then the sparkle, the magic is gone.
It is a brief moment when a mystical insight becomes balanced with
nature's own energy. She continued to take pictures, feeling
overwhelmed by an unexplainable power, a strength that she could
never have imagined from standing a few thousand feet below looking
upward. From where she stood, there was the illusion of being close
enough to reach out and be part of nature’s energy. She breathed in
deeply again, enjoying the sweetness she experienced.

Karme and Wynn arrived close to
noon. Maria had yet to notice the dilapidated structure that sat
tucked into the treed area behind her.

Karme also took in the many scenic
vistas, sensing a deep serenity. Wynn had experienced these same
mind expanding views all his life, working in the mountain regions.
He never tired of them, explaining, “Every mountain carries its own
agenda and there are good ones and bad ones.” Karme and Maria's
eyes locked. More mysteries to unscramble.

Scoping out the dilapidated
structure with their digital cameras, they saw that it appeared
different from Airik's original photos. Being able to actually walk
within the environment gave a new excitement.

Karme followed Airik closely as he
poked the side of the structure with a long piece of timber he had
fetched from a nearby pile of lumber. The moss covered building sat
in the shadows of the towering fir and cedar trees.

Karme peered carefully through the
openings into the dimly sun-lit rooms. It took a moment before his
eyes adjusted to the light, and then he noticed a few hand-carved
pieces of rough furniture and the remains of an old woodstove. The
partially opened door was jammed into overgrown ground cover,
making it impossible to move. Airik pointed to a missing window
that could be used for their entrance. Each climbed over the
damaged frame and into the building.

The log house was much larger than
Airik's pictures had indicated. Karme kicked aside a pile of bean
cans. Maria laughed, tapping him on the shoulder, “Pretty bad Feng
Shui, eh, Karme?”

“No kidding!” he said,
laughing.

A corner was filled with very old
newspaper remnants, another with some broken plates, tin mugs and
damaged cutlery. Wynn pulled a loose board from the wall. He
pointed at Airik to look at the several old scribbled papers
attached. They listed more than three thousand mining claims that
had been staked in less than two years in the area. Another larger
board showed the faded artwork done in oils by a person called
Emily Carr. All their findings were stacked into a clear, dry
corner of the cabin.

Maria overturned an interesting
chair with one missing leg and a torn caned seat. It had been
beautifully crafted at one time. Airik noted its unusual wood
content. He went back and picked up the discarded painting,
wondering about its authenticity. It could be a financial windfall
for his project or just an old miner's copy from someone's
past.

The cabin's odor reeked of the
accumulation of dead animals and birds. They left the premises for
fresh air and to review their findings while resting on some nearby
logs. They drank water, ate sandwiches and finished with apples,
only to be swept down upon by two large bald headed eagles in
search of remnants. Maria was surprised at how normal this event
appeared to the others while she thrilled at the unexpected visit
and beauty of the eagle’s sweeping wingspan.

Wynn pointed to a nest high in the
treetops. He explained this was their nesting season and there
could be two or three eggs. Both the male and female would incubate
the eggs. The bird nearly became extinct when 120,000 were shot in
the nineteenth century. This count dropped to four
hundred-and-sixty in the 1960s because of DDT, and were listed as
endangered species. Wynn explained further that when the pesticide
was banned in 1973, reproduction brought their numbers back up and
in 2007, they were removed from the endangered list. The birds were
known to migrate as much as fourteen hundred miles south, cruising
in flight at forty miles per hour.

Calmly, they all turned on their
cameras and zoomed into the eagles on their unusual flight pattern,
capturing some exceptional footage. The birds circled overhead
several times before departing.

Karme reached for his knapsack and
retrieved his mini-laptop to make notes while Wynn talked with
Airik. Maria stepped aside to take more photos focusing on the
unusual stone used in the chimney of the fallen
structure.

Airik relaxed, resting against a
tree as he observed the area. He pointed out in a very positive
tone the importance of creating a special place that would
incorporate the remains of the original building. Karme and Wynn
looked toward the log house. Airik wanted the new structure to
carry a connection to the past. His whole purpose was to provide a
space where young people could feel peaceful, understand the
importance of taking wisdom from family traditions and make it a
part of their new future. The environment was constantly evolving,
just like their lives. The old house would be part of the new home,
bringing with it all the energies of those who had built it and
lived in it.

“Things never stay the same.
Everything is alive, connected and changing,” Airik explained, “and
when this wisdom has been captured, a new understanding
arises.”

Maria backed further away from the
group. She removed her jacket and relaxed in the warm sun,
analyzing the lay of the land as she proceeded to make sketches.
She hesitated a moment, when the coolness of an unfamiliar breeze
brushed against the back of her neck as dark shadows in the woods
behind the log house caught her attention. She smiled to herself,
knowing an old soul had once again been watching. Pages filled with
ideas as she relaxed, sketching the new building in different
perspectives.

Karme and Wynn removed battery
operated measuring tapes from their gear and marked out specific
locations. Each of them worked out the angles, discussing numerous
possibilities as they collaborated on new ideas as Airik walked his
property. He paused, leaning against his Harley. They gathered
together knowing he was contemplating his vision.

Karme mentioned the land carried
positive energy and the new structure could be designed to fit his
personal needs. Karme wanted to know more about the area, who lived
in the old place, when it was built, by whom and if there had been
any mishaps over the years. If Airik wanted to include the old log
house in the new scheme, then it would be important to research its
history to understand the energies it brought with it. This
contributing factor connected the past by bringing its energy into
the new creation as they hoped to work with the correct
elements.

Another hour slipped by without
notice. Several times they walked through the building searching
through its remains. They measured dimensions of its existing
footprint, discussed Maria's quick sketches, conversing back and
forth about how each felt regarding its possibilities.

Airik left the details to the
professionals. He was more concerned about a comment Wynn had made
pertaining to its construction. Due to the property's dangerous
access, a lot of the materials would have to be delivered by
helicopter. Most of the hard-to-get products would arrive by barge
in the harbor. Airik's main objective was to use as much as
possible from nearby areas, thus reducing traffic into the
environment. Therefore, he believed the design would incorporate a
large amount of local stone, rock and wood. The challenge would not
be an easy one.

Karme asked Airik, as they packed
up and got ready for their descent, “What does your gut feeling
tell you this home should look like?” Airik puzzled, not aware that
he had such a feeling. He looked toward Maria, shaking his head. No
one said a word. Finally, Maria broke the silence with her
observation. She sensed a strong desire, a deep need to create an
Earth home. It would be one that connected the darkness and warmth
of the underground, projecting out into the open, reaching upward
toward the sky.

“I see a structure escaping the
confines of the mountain. Over there at the far end of the log
building... I see it projecting from a cave on an outward angle,
rising toward the tree tops some thirty-three feet. I see walls of
glass opening, similar to large flexible garage doors that bring
the outside in. Retractable ceilings would open up to view the
starry nights. Rock foundations and stone structural walls
supporting wood beams, satin-smooth burled wood floors and white
washed ceilings. I see a home that has many rooms, many tranquil
places and surrounded by nature, without boundaries.” All eyes were
staring at the landscape, visualizing such an architectural
feat.

Airik nodded, acknowledging that
she had described something close to what he had in mind. They all
laughed at her almost impossible venture, but agreed they now had a
starting point. Airik hugged Maria's slender body with one arm
wrapped around her shoulder, indicating his pleasure. They were now
on a mission.

The mud covered motorcycle sat
loaded with their gear as Airik mounted and rode ahead taking their
belongings down the mountain. He returned thirty minutes later,
during their descent, to pick up Wynn so he could return to Gold
River before dark. Karme and Maria chatted enthusiastically as they
walked down the steep decline back to the lodge, where daylight
faded early, beyond the mountain shadows that blocked the setting
sun.

Following an early meal at the Blue
Heron, Airik led his designers through town. They picked up a bag
of fruit from the General Store in the harbor for their return
trip, and then continued walking along Reno Crescent. They passed
the park area where the fancy Golden Gate Hotel had once stood. The
former Standard Oil bulk-plant dock site was left a public parking
lot. Walking toward Pandora Crescent, they passed many different
styles of homes, briefly stopping at the Wildlife Viewing Platform
overlooking the Zeballos Inlet near the intersection. They
continued along the paved road until it ended at The Point. The
houses on The Point were barged from The Tahsis Company logging
operation at Fair Harbor in 1970. They appeared to be some of the
most affluent properties in town.

Airik approached a brown stained
wood-framed bungalow and knocked a couple of times. A tall elderly
woman answered. She appeared wrapped in a lightweight, wool-fringed
shawl over a form fitting garment that fell to mid-calf, covering
the tops of her brown suede boots. Her eyes were a deep green,
darker than emeralds; her skin was lined and marked from age. She
displayed a strength, a gentleness and kindness that softened her
strong bone structure. A welcoming smile expressed an ageless
beauty as she moved aside for them to enter the house.

“Hey... I'm looking for Seth. Would
he be around?” Airik blurted out. The calmness of the woman
expressed a patience rarely seen as she pointed down the hallway.
The house was well furnished with gleaming wood floors, sand
colored walls, linen drapes and leather couches. Maria sensed an
eucalyptus aroma filtrating the entry. The house had a spectacular
view over the water, nearby mountains and harbor. Airik boldly
marched into the kitchen-dining area of the open plan living room.
He sat down at the table while Karme and Maria followed. A well
groomed man a few years older than Airik walked from the kitchen,
carrying a tray of steaming percolated coffee. He joined them at
the table as Airik made introductions to Seth. The woman sat
elsewhere.

Seth was the person who had handled
Airik's legal documents for his inheritance. The landowner who
willed the property to Airik and Seth's Mother had been related.
Neither was still alive. Seth worked in the Municipal hall, acted
as Mayor, was legal counsel for the locals and logging firms as
well as for the fisheries, whenever needed. He traveled mostly by
plane as he did a lot of work in Seattle. Seth had recently
separated from a twelve year relationship.

Airik removed his coat and nodded
to the others to do the same. He then sipped his black
brew.

They talked briefly about the
town's recent changes within their circle of acquaintances,
bringing one another up to date on local gossip. Karme and Maria
made note of the several artifacts displayed around the house,
including many large samples of minerals, especially the rare
crystallized limestone. Karme was intrigued by the size of the
driftwood table base which had been designed for the glass-topped
coffee table. The tree trunk was exceptional, well proportioned and
oiled to a unique golden tone. He noticed the old woman had moved
into a rocking chair that sat in the corner between the granite
fireplace and a large window overlooking the water.

Maria placed her half-full cup on
the table. She unexpectedly experienced the cool breeze brush
against her face, once again. She quickly glanced around the room
for an open window, but knew better. Her eyes suddenly locked to
those of the elderly woman in the adjoining room. She felt a
connection.

Airik began talking about his
property, explaining to Seth that he needed to know the history of
the log house and the land it occupied. Seth understood the ancient
ways and old customs of requesting permission to break ground. It
was all about keeping harmony with the environment. Never take
nature for granted, or abuse it as wind and water will return
mistreatment in kind.

The elderly woman quietly made her
way to the door to leave, but stopped and looked directly at Airik.
“If there has been negative energy left from the past, it must be
acknowledged, forgiven, and released with gratitude. This will be
cleansing for the spirits of the environment. Be compassionate with
your desires; be humble with all who participate.”

The door closed behind her. Karme
and Maria's eyes met briefly as their curiosity got the better of
them. “Who was that woman?” Seth and Airik responded in unison,
“Siol Eveen.” Seth added that she was a woman of natural medicine,
a Shaman. Karme remembered hearing the name previously, but could
not place where. It began to puzzle him.

Seth made reference to several
old-timers in town who had a long family history of living in the
area. He mentioned Hank, Vinny, Smitty and a few others, while
suggesting that he pick up old logging maps from Western Forest
Products. Seth had another idea.

“If you cross over Sugarloaf Bridge
and go down the road past the Medical Clinic to Keno Crescent, stop
in at Bear 'Z' Den for a tea. Talk to the owner's sister, one of
the Culllens' girls, who has been teaching here for twenty years
and had a collection of Zeballos Miner newspaper articles and other
things she donated to the local Museum.”

There were going to be lots of
leads. Airik's hidden log house had belonged to friends of his
deceased Uncle who never actually lived on the property. It would
end up being a bigger treasure hunt than they had anticipated.
Airik had been unaware that the property existed during the years
he visited the area. Seth was one of the few people who knew about
its location, but he had never seen it.

A second cup of coffee was offered
but declined. A short time later, Karme led the way back to the
Lodge for an early evening. Maria overheard his quiet mumble as
they entered the building. He was puzzled as to where he had heard
the name Siol before. She smiled, reminding him about the young
boy, Marco from the restaurant. He had told Karme if he wanted any
information about the unusual wooden-craft hanging on the lodge
door, he was to ask the Shaman, Siol Eveen, who would know its
significance. Karme looked relieved as Maria solved his
dilemma.

The Zeballos Project promised to be
a big one.


The Messenger ~
VI

speaks of known wisdoms

 


~ Kundalini energy rises
from the root chakra

around the 33 vertebrae in the human spine to the crown
chakra.

~ There are 33 turns

in a complete sequence of the human DNA.

~ The ancient Kabalist

Tree of Life contains 33 permutations of consciousness.

~ Secret society Freemason
33 degree

is one regarding spiritual consciousness... dating back to
Atlantis. The Masonic symbol of a pillar holding up the Earth
relates to Atlas holding up the world on his shoulders.

~ Atlas ~ the first cervical
vertebra

which supports the head; or the 33rd vertebra from the bottom which
supports the head/mind is Atlas.

~ Atlas had the garden with
a Tree of Life;

The body has the spinal column, the path to
enlightenment.

~ Atlas had seven
daughters

in the garden protecting the tree of life.

~ There are seven chakras
leading to enlightenment.

~ Atlas' secret golden apples
represented immortality.

~ Eve ate the apple

tempted by the serpent in the Garden of Eden.


The Story ~ VII

Research in
Motion

Airik's original plan was to leave
Zeballos before noon. They had stayed there three nights. According
to planetary placements, things went just the opposite
way.

Maria awoke to the sound of
commotion coming from the hallway. It was shortly after six when
Karme's voice caught her attention. She pulled on her jeans,
sweatshirt hoody and slipped on her Pumas, making a dash into the
hallway to find Karme and Jake speaking with Loretta and the young
boy, Marco.

Their excited discussion had
something to do with one of the guests in the hotel who had been
staying downstairs across from room 14. The incident had awakened
Jake who immediately called Karme. Maria, still not fully awake,
was confused. She followed them to the lower level of the
lodge.

Jake led the way, repeating the
events to Maria.

“There is young couple staying
downstairs who woke up suddenly hearing annoying banging sounds. I
heard them. The door to their room had unexpectedly opened, as well
as the door to the room across the hall. They are part of a hiking
group staying here. Anyway, they got up to see what all the noises
were about and why their door had opened. When they looked across
the hall into room 14 they saw an empty bed moving across the
floor, like it was floating. Once they stepped into the hall, the
noises faded.

“I was the first person to arrive
on the scene and saw that the bed had moved to the middle of the
room. Loretta was next to come; she told us the room had been
rented to a local fisherman, but he hadn't returned. Or had he?
Karme was next to arrive, minutes after Loretta. He was actually
the first to enter the room. He said it felt very warm compared to
the cool hallway. We saw an open stovepipe connector in the ceiling
and an old armoire beneath it with a lot of very unusual scratches
covering its doors.” Jake took a deep breath, and then continued as
they walked through the Lodge to the lower level.

“Marco hollered from the kitchen
area and we all went upstairs to find him pointing to that door,
down the hall from your room, where that mysterious wood-craft
thing was found lying on the floor. That's when you came out of
your room.”

“That olde Native craft could never
be removed,” Loretta explained to Maria as they approached the
others. “For years we had tried to break it loose.”

They gathered in the hallway
outside room 14 as more guests arrived, all asking about the
strange incident. The lights flickered several times, and then went
out in room 14. Everyone scattered back to their own
rooms.

Karme flicked the light switch, and
then Jake retrieved a flashlight. They replaced what they thought
might be burnt-out bulbs, but the new ones would not operate. They
decided to leave the darkened room, noting it would be much lighter
once the sun rose above the horizon. They left the door open and
returned upstairs to the restaurant.

After breakfast had been served,
Loretta sat with Karme and Maria. She explained that after the
building had been built and was operating as an eight-bed hospital,
it had been occupied by numerous miners and loggers who had
suffered severe accidents, some deadly. There were also the
everyday mishaps from a growing population. “It was a busy concern
back then. But,” she continued, “there were days when more lives
were lost than saved. The town ratio was thirty men to one woman
and the few houses of prostitution did not accommodate all their
needs. A lot of unfortunate rapes and drunken accidents occurred
during those boom years. When the hospital closed and the building
became the Lodge, a rumor spread that room 14 was haunted. An
apparent death of one of the nurses on staff had occurred in or
near that room, which had been part of the operating areas. That
stovepipe in the ceiling was once attached to the wood stove that
heated most of the lower level area. Some feel that the strange
happenings were connected to her ghost.” Loretta
concluded.

Karme, Maria, Loretta and Marco
returned to room 14. Jake left for work with a crew of loggers.
Karme preceded to Feng Shui the space.

The warmth that he felt earlier no
longer existed. He explained that the energy of the room needed to
be neutralized, and he sensed that the whole building carried a
strong movement of negative energy from all the sickness, injuries
and deaths from the past. He recommended cleansing. He prepared a
kit. He lit the large red candle and placed it into a wooden holder
and set it next to a glass bowl filled with ocean water on a small
metal tray. He placed nine stones on the tray as well.

“When you make alterations, all the
natural elements - fire, wood, water, earth and metal should be
placed together. Play some pleasant music as you cleanse.” Marco
sat at the entry and strummed a few simple chords on his guitar.
Karme explained that element cleansing was necessary for any space
that had experienced a negative situation, such as harsh arguments,
fights, sickness, mishaps, sadness or any unhappy event. The
negative energies would affect the occupants if left unattended. By
cleansing, one performed an act of kindness and caring for the
space, whereby the unhealthy energy would diminish.

Karme remarked the overhead stove
pipe must be removed from the ceiling and the hole patched. The
furniture had been placed incorrectly, as the bed should never be
in the path of the entering energy coming through the door. The bed
had to be moved to the opposite wall. The old armoire needed to be
opened, but no one offered to do that.

Loretta pulled firmly on the
handles, but they remained stuck. Karme rubbed his hands briskly,
creating heat and activating energy. He held them over the many
scratches along the fronts of the doors, describing that its inner
beauty would be restored once they opened and accepted the positive
energy. Several minutes later the doors loosened, and were opened
with force. Maria, who stood next to Karme, felt a burst of cool
breeze escape that rustled her hair. No one else noticed. Another
candle was lit and placed inside the unit for thirty-three minutes.
The linen was removed from the bed. It would be replaced with new
as the mattress was flipped over, and then turned around nine
times. The maintenance people, who helped care for the Lodge's
upkeep, arrived to repair the ceiling in room 14. Karme had decided
to stay and assist them with their work. He remembered that the
number four in Chinese had the same sound when spoken as the word
death. It was not an auspicious number to some.

Maria returned to her room,
showered, and checked her messages. She found several text
messages from Giuseppe that needed attending to. She took her work
into the Blue Heron and sat in the corner by the window with her
laptop to forward the requested files to the Studio.

In the meantime, repairs were being
made in room 14, which was completely repainted ~ the ceiling,
walls, doors and window trim. Marco had set up his Ipod with music.
Karme and Loretta made further changes as they replaced the chair
and dresser from another guest room and relocated all the
furniture. The artwork was replaced with different items. By the
end of the day, the work was near completion.

Maria worked at her computer. The
internet would continuously disconnect when she pushed the
send button on her email account. Then, unexpectedly, Marco
appeared entering the room fidgeting with his electronic device.
The game he played was interrupted by a phone call. He switched the
device to search an item, returned to speaking into it as a phone
and was back playing his game all in a matter of a couple of
minutes. Marco multi-tasked on his Blackberry when he noticed Maria
sitting in the corner and waved. Her laptop sounded as it
reconnected. She made several attempts to forward her files to
Giuseppe.

She decided to take a break and
order a cup of tea. Marco joined her at her table. As they sat
chatting, he noticed something glisten from the necklace she wore.
He leaned closer to look. Maria held the gold crucifix for him to
see. “Kinda looks like the same shape as mine.” He pulled out from
behind his collar a leather necklace with a small carved
nine-figure totem, topped with the wings of the eagle. “The way to
enlightenment.” Maria nodded, knowing different cultures had
different beliefs.

“Yes,” she smiled. “It is all
about the journey. The way.” Marco finished the cookie he was
eating and left the table as his text messenger sounded. Maria sat
drinking the last of her cup of tea.

She pushed her chair back, bumping
into something, and then felt a hand on her shoulder. Thinking it
was Karme, she turned to find that it was the hand of a woman. A
shiver ran up her spine. It was the hand of the Shaman, Siol Eveen.
Without moving a muscle, Maria hesitated, as she had not heard
anyone enter the restaurant. She sat motionless staring directly
ahead, waiting, while out of the corner of her eye she could see
the unusual wooden Native artifact had been mysteriously replaced
on the door where it had originally hung.

Siol gracefully circled the table,
to stand in front of Maria. Her movement almost defied gravity. Her
aura shimmered with serenity. Maria noted that she wore the same
garments as the previous evening.

The room filled with a strange
stillness she had never experienced before. The silence was almost
deafening as Maria felt captured by the charisma of the old Shaman.
They didn't speak. Siol smiled sweetly as she raised her arms waist
high, and Maria sensed she was to follow her, but to where she did
not know.

The computer flashed sending
and her seven emails left the screen. Siol closed the lid on
Maria's laptop, and stepped aside, waiting for her to move. Maria
noted her tall and straight posture, despite the fact that her
hands and face showed signs of age. She guessed Siol to be in her
late seventies and was intrigued by her graciousness and kind
demeanor. Standing, Maria was chin-height next to the elderly
woman, who threw her wrap over a shoulder and walked out of the
building with ease and calmness. Maria followed.

Siol reached out and kindly opened
her hand, nodding to Maria to take the lavender crystal she held.
Maria knew instinctively that the Native culture understood the
energy of the land and that rocks and gemstones carried their own
magnetic field. They say that a person should let themselves be
drawn to a particular stone that grabs their attention and then
keep it. Maria thought of her jewelry. There were some pieces that
she loved and wore regularly while other items that cost
considerably more were rarely worn.

As she held onto the crystal, Maria
experienced an overall gentle feeling of love that was similar to
when she was a child. She felt a sense of pure happiness and
protection as they left the area.

Maria glanced high up into the
mountains. There was an understanding and knowing that certain
locations carried a very high frequency of energy. These power
spots were empowered by the frequencies of the rocks beneath. They
had a great effect on most human beings and would amplify thoughts
and feelings. The belief went on to say, if you pass through these
fields of energy and are sad, depressed or angry, then this emotion
is amplified. Being positive and filled with good feelings and
gratitude would bring on high levels of prosperity and abundance.
These amplified areas were excellent for meditation. Houses which
are constructed on these sites or power spots make happy homes, but
the sites can be difficult to locate.

It was a known fact that children,
through their own innocent wisdom, could seek out their secret
comfort zone, which was where they liked to play. Adults had their
favorite restaurants, comfortable chair, and places of comfort. The
body re-energizes itself when it is located in these power
spots.

Siol hummed a soft melody as they
continued their long journey. Maria noted that she never
tired.

Siol came to a stop, taking a deep
breath. “You can walk though a negative field without knowing. Be
observant and stay centered at all times. You cannot change the
earth's energy, but you can change your own.” Maria glanced at the
gem she held, knowing there were certain protective gems that
Shaman and Native believers always carried.

Maria remembered a pet she had as a
child. The dog had always searched out special places and paced in
a circle before lying down, finding its power spot, or comfort
zone. She remembered reading that throughout history, the Masons
and Templars were responsible for erecting buildings of importance.
Such cathedrals, temples or cities such as Washington, DC, were
always located on specific power spots. Many wars were fought to
obtain land containing these energies, for the prosperity, which
ran deep.

Maria recalled Karme telling her
about the Chinese who would find their personal power spots for
inspiration, enhancing creativity and clarity as they would raise
their inner energy flow, making them less vulnerable to illness and
depression. The Chinese believed they had to be positive, filled
with inner strength when they bought or built their home. This
nurturing experience would affect their sense of well-being and
health for many years.

Siol seldom spoke during their
journey. She expressed a deep inner peace. Once again, Maria
enjoyed the forest’s inner beauty and unusual scents. They came to
a fork in the path, and Siol turned into an area less traveled,
dense with overgrowth and shrubs. A steep incline appeared and they
climbed to the top.

Overlooking a small valley, Maria
saw the remains of what once had been a large mining camp with many
fallen buildings. The ruins of a once thriving industry lay broken
and forgotten. They walked through the camp, passing a worn sign
fixed to a crumbling gate: Trespassers Will Be Prosecuted.
Siol pointed out that the operation appeared to have just stopped
in mid-stream and then abandoned. The mines they visited were laden
with dozens of tools spread across the grounds, set down in the
midst of a day's work, but the miners never returned.

They followed the winding
cart-rails, crossing a small wooden trestle into a boarded-up mine,
marked Danger at its entrance. Out of nowhere, Siol produced
a lighted lantern as they followed the stone-walled cave that
reached twenty feet high. The area where an elevator shaft dropped
more than four hundred feet had an overpowering odor of sulphur.
Maria noticed several pails of ore left sitting as though a work in
process, partially full of minerals. No signs of closure. No signs
of looting or theft, only signs that someone powerful had pulled
the plug on a prosperous industry. There was no lack of gold and
other minerals. The damaged sign Privateer Mine, was found
nearby.

They spent the better part of the
day visiting half a dozen other locations, viewing the ruins of
Homeward Mine, Spud Valley Mine, Mt. Zeballos Mill, Haida Gold
Mines, White Star Gold Mines. These were just a few of the
thirty-odd mines Siol had mentioned. Prospectors from other
countries would say, they had never seen so rich an ore,
impregnated with free gold.

The glory days ended, but not for
lack of gold or other minerals. It had been reported that more than
forty years after the miners left to fight in the Second World War,
there had been several quiet visits by representatives of mining
companies such as Noranda, Falconbridge, Umex and other outfits. It
was always an unspoken subject, as they checked inactive properties
and re-registered their claims.

Siol thought the production for the
area ended too suddenly and very mysteriously. Was it nothing more
than that big business paid off the smaller ones to keep their
eastern profits from being affected?

Over the course of the day, they
visited locations where scalped mountains lay nude from lack of
timber, except for the scrub that reseeded and littered the land.
As far as the eye could see, the view was one of a butchered
landscape, struggling to regain its growth.

Siol spoke in her delicate tone
about a land she felt cried out for help. Greed and lack of respect
for its gifts had been difficult for the Native people of the
region to accept. Nature's power and revenge fought back with
storms, fires and tsunamis that had left their mark. The strong
spirited land struggled to survive man's conquest, as fish, lumber
and minerals had been swarmed, cut, butchered and stolen from their
roots in unnecessarily huge quantities, all in the name of greed.
The big companies came, conquered and left their damage. Very few
stayed to clean up and care for its wounds. The region had been hit
from every direction in a short space of time, leaving just a
memory.

Siol was saddened by the lack of
foresight to appreciate its richness and everlasting gifts. She
envisioned a place filled with prosperity from the mines, the
lumber industry and the fisheries that would survive to serve its
people. But without care and love for a planned community where
long term industry with healthy recreation could be developed, it
was only what it was, a crumbling memory from the past. The
possibilities were endless. It was one of God's secrets on
earth.

Maria saw the light and passion
escape the elderly woman. A special woman who became one with the
environment and its powerful energy. The soul of the land was
speaking through her and it showed in her deep emerald
eyes.

Siol had made a connection, as she
identified Maria as the Architect, who could bring new life to a
melancholy community as it struggled to survive. She envisioned a
need to show future generations the mines displayed as part of a
gold-rush history, an area preserved and open to
everyone.

Returning to the Lodge, Siol held
the elbow of the thirty years old, and swept a piece of
sun-streaked hair from Maria's forehead. She spoke,
kindly.

“One must ask for forgiveness for
what has been done. One must ask for permission for what they want
to do. There is a need for compassion here. It has to do with
keeping the balance. One must love, create and produce with a
strong foundation for long term stability. There must always be
gratitude for every single thing received. For if you take from the
land, you must be thankful and give back. Ask permission and be
thankful for every fish you catch, every tree you cut and every
piece of silver, gold or gemstone you remove. This place will
prosper once again, thousands will live and work and be creative in
this place of recreation. Airik knows there is gold in
them there hills and the region can and will be healing for
small businesses who wish to rebuild and make a more long term
commitment. The land needs to be cared for.”

“Maria, you have healing hands. You
are an Architect with vision. The streets of this town can be
restored, raised to a new level, literally, so they will be safe
from flooding, and the people can live on higher ground.

“Artists from around the world came
and gathered the remnants of our exotic treasures for custom
jewelry, furniture and sculptures. Our restaurants produced the
finest of local foods, and the crafts were treasures from the
people of this land, which still carries an extremely high magnetic
frequency that would serve today's technicians. The scenic, rough
logging roads need to be improved from Tahsis and Woss. Travel
could flourish into this area by boat and float planes. An historic
mining town retreat; a place of abundance and beauty that would be
available to everyone and house a small population of five hundred.
Many of these mountains rise over a mile-and-a-half, and still need
to be explored. We believe if you take care of your environment, it
will take care of you.”

The cool air settled as evening
approached and Siol Eveen slipped away out of sight, once
again.

Maria entered the Lodge finding
Loretta and Marco preparing the evening meal. Marco gave Maria a
message from Airik that he and Karme had gone to the hotel and
would meet her there. No one had noticed her leave, but were
concerned when they found her laptop left on the table. She briefly
explained her tour of the region, then went to her room to wash and
change clothes. She took a few minutes to meditate on her day
before walking to the Zeballos Hotel.

The Shaman woman had brought many
thoughts to mind for Maria. In South Korea, they were called
Mudangs. She was once acquainted with a Nuru Shaman
woman from the Ryukyu Islands. In South America they were named
Machi. They taught her that groups of people who
concentrated and focused together while working tend to match in
energy frequencies. They all would take on the same aura color and
one would speak what another thought. This connection of energies
is found in many close relationships. When unable to meditate or
concentrate, it was said they matched too many unhappy, angry or
depressed people in their environment. One would drink and think
water, go for a run or do vigorous exercise in the outdoors
to cleanse away the negativity. A sense of calm would allow them to
focus, attracting a more positive energy. People's attitudes affect
their environment, and the environment reflects it back.

She tried never to forget what they
taught about hard working, humble and loving people who created
areas of abundance. Once overcrowded, the region became hostile,
filled with mishaps and negative energy. They would move away,
leaving remnants of what had once been a high, positive energy
place. The people spread throughout the land. Marie reflected on
modern times; small prosperous cities expand and grow, becoming
over-populated, then people move when the cities become infested
with crime.

Leaving the Lodge, Maria passed
several boxes piled up against the wall in the entry. Loretta and
Karme had been cleansing the lodge in an attempt to change the flow
of energy; he also recommended a renovation. Loretta and her
partner had appreciated Karme's ideas and decided to give them more
thought. They felt positive about his changes in room 14. She
returned to her kitchen duties, serving dinners to the six tables
of lumbermen, bird watchers, fishermen, and hikers.

While Maria walked briskly through
town, she heard someone call out her name. It was Airik coming from
the Iris Lodge restaurant. She waited for him to catch up. He
introduced the elderly man who accompanied him as Tom Dawson, then
they continued to the Hotel where Karme waited, enjoying his
Kokanee beer.

Airik selected a table, then went
to the bar and ordered drinks, returning with a full tray. Karme
explained the activity around the Lodge to Airik, wondering if he
was aware of its mysteries from the past.

Airik spent his day visiting Seth's
suggested locations. The log houses that lay hidden in the
mountains were unknown to most people. He received nothing more
than rumors or misquoted facts. Airik was disappointed as much of
the town's history had gone missing. There had been a couple of
books written, and a few old newspapers had survived, but the
town's secrets were lost. He explained that while walking back
along Reno Street, he noticed stashed behind a chain-link fence,
under an open shed, an antique fire truck. He stopped to check it
out. He had remembered it from his childhood. Old Tom had startled
Airik, by coming up from behind and saying that he should take a
good look because the 1947 La France fire truck that retired back
in 1984 would no longer be living in Zeballos. A man from Victoria
who collected them would be arriving any day to take it
away.

Airik immediately snapped at Tom,
saying that was the dumbest thing the town had ever done. It was
still a virgin mining town, untouched by any developer and the
antique fire truck was part of that history. It was a very rare
collector's item and needed to stay. People were not making wise
decisions by letting so much go.

Airik wasn't pleased that a part of
his past was being tossed aside without thought. He was astonished
that such an important decision had been made carelessly. If
nothing else, he thought these kinds of treasures should be
protected and displayed on the grounds of the Museum. The old
vehicles found in the area that dated back to the gold-rush period
needed to stay there and be properly displayed, keeping the past
together and not sold, given away or left to ruin. Airik was
adamant and could not understand why people neglected to see the
importance of displaying the old machinery, buildings, and industry
which should have been appreciated and restored. Younger
generations needed to know the Island’s history. There were lots of
people who actually lived on the Island who had never heard of
Zeballos or its great wealth and that also angered him.

Old Tom rambled on as Karme ordered
a second round of drinks. He reported that he had known the high
lands where several log houses had been constructed, hidden from
the low lands. Over the years tsunami escape routes were created.
The area experienced major rains nearing one-hundred inches a year
and these had caused many of the affluent townspeople to retreat
from the slough and harbor areas. As prosperous families moved away
looking for new investments and the unemployed workers left the
region in search of jobs when the mines closed, they all took with
them their stories. Tom had tried to remain in contact with some of
them.

Tom was just a toddler when his
parents had moved to Tahsis and then Zeballos, but both parents had
died before he finished high school. No one was still alive that
had worked in the mines. What remained were a couple of journals,
newspaper artifacts, family photos, but mostly rumors. Tom
explained that a group of townspeople were doing their best to
restore and enhance what remained, as much had burned or been torn
down over the years. The cost was dear to maintain its remnants for
recreational visitors. Most of the two hundred people who lived
there didn't really care one way or the other. All the planning and
work had been completed by the few hard-working residents who loved
and wanted to preserve the area. They had to listen to others
complain about the costs. It was a constant battle. An artifact
would be found, accompanied with conflicting stories about it. Most
town folks wanted it just left alone and had no interest in
preserving a beautiful piece of history. The treasures were
deteriorating day by day.

Maria announced she was ready to
order dinner and made her selection. The men briefly looked through
the menu and then placed their orders as they broke open a fresh
loaf of warm bread.

Tom finished his drink, wiped his
mouth with the back of his hand. His weathered skin and gentle
smile reminded Maria of Siol. She thought of telling them about her
day, but decided otherwise.

Tom spoke briefly with other old
timers who stopped at their table. He and Airik had visited the
Bear 'Z' Den where they ran into Seth who introduced Airik to
Marjory Cullens. She served the three men a pot of tea as she
chatted about her husband's grandfather, who started and ran the
local news- paper in Zeballos during five boom years. The Victoria
Archives held most of the collection, but there were a few select
copies kept by her sister-in-law in Vancouver. Marjory had seen
them once, but that had been over twenty years ago. Airik suspected
that the information he wanted was going to be difficult to obtain.
The newspaper might be one way to find some information, but he had
hoped to find someone who was raised in the area to investigate the
history with him.

Karme explained he had scanned the
walls at the Lodge earlier for articles, but found nothing that
resembled the log house, or people who might have occupied
it.

“You know, history repeats itself.”
Tom faced Airik, who had removed his cap exposing his cleanly
shaved head. “This here is one big country and there are big
businesses that have just walked in and taken over. They set up and
take whatever they want, leave whenever they want. If the profits
aren't big enough, they are gone. They have no mind as to the
damage or hurt to the community or the environment. Doesn't make no
matter if it is the big farms that were forced to stop growing
wheat in Saskatchewan, them there Tar Sands in Alberta, the car
industry in Ontario, or the fisheries and forestry in British
Columbia. It's no different than what we experienced here. The work
is good for employment, but the damage is horrendous to the
neighboring towns, not to mention the environment. These big
companies can bring in a thousand employees, build cities out of
towns, and you just watch them oil sands will boom for a few
decades at whatever cost it takes. The almighty dollar, big
business rules and the little employee always ends up the worse. By
god, if anybody works for them big companies, just save, save,
save, 'cause that rainy day is always on the doorstep forcing
eventual destruction. They just don't get it. You know, they need
production limits set so the economy can count on long term,
healthy environments by working twelve and not twenty-four hour
days. Greed and big egos is what I've seen through them industrial
revolution years, and now we have no manufacturing in this here
country; very little car industry, up and down like a toilet
seat... the massive housing boom, and then crash again right here
with our fishing, lumber and mining. We had plenty for our own
country, but when them there big companies don't make the huge
profits they want, they're out of here in a hurry. Why the greed?
Just be happy with a profit, and give a bonus at the end of the
year to the guys, like it used to be. This country survives on
small businesses.” Tom cleared his raspy throat. He moved aside as
their meals were served and then dug into dinner like it might be
his last. Changing the subject, he turned to speak between
mouthfuls.

“Airik, I know a lot about this
region, but I don't know who all lived up in them hills. These
mountains hold lots of secrets, but maybe some old Chief from the
Ehattesaht Reserve will remember something. They hunted and hiked
these areas for centuries.”

Maria's thoughts focused on Airik's
property. No one knew when the log house had been built or how many
owners had occupied it over the last century. She flashed the idea
that perhaps when Airik visited the Archives in Victoria, he could
ask Siol Eveen to visit with him.

Tom was shocked by the suggestion.
“She is one weird Shaman, that one. She could probably get there
faster than we could fly to Victoria.” Karme questioned what he was
saying.

“That ol' gal has some pretty
unusual ways about her. She pops up out of nowhere. Now, I am not
saying anything bad, but man... her medicinal treatments are, let's
say, peculiar. They do seem to be beneficial, but it's those
remedies that she comes up with. I think she takes more of them
entheogens than I drink coffee. I am here to tell you that,
that there old woman should know just about all there is to know
about this here Island for the last hundred years. You know, when I
was just a kid, I remember my dad, no kidding, talking about an old
medicine woman and all her strange ways. Now, he's been dead for
over sixty years. Her name was Siol Eveen, and she was old back
then! ”

Airik patted Maria's shoulder. “She
must know the secret of the Fountain of Youth.” He laughed. Karme
and Maria made eye contact, and Karme poked her other shoulder,
“Hummm. Maria, maybe Siol is the ghost of Masons Lodge,” then he
smiled.

Maria stared, “Oh my God, you guys.
Let me tell you about my day.” She retrieved the lavender crystal
from her pocket. While they finished their dinner, Maria related
her story.


The Messenger ~
VII

speaks of known wisdoms

Alchemy

~ The alchemist has an
agenda

to discover the stone (elixir) of knowledge ~ extraction of the
spirit.

~ The alchemist has an
agenda to discover the medium for health and youth ~
immortality.

~ The alchemist

has an agenda to discover the transmutation of metals ~
gold.

~ The alchemist

symbols consist of colors, planets and minerals.

Planet Color Mineral

Moon white silver

Mars red iron



Mercury purple mercury

Jupiter blue tin

Venus green copper

Saturn black lead

Sun yellow gold


The Story ~ VIII

Digging for
Gold

Many rainy days had passed. Karme
was back in his Vancouver Studio working with Kristi on local
projects that needed completing. It was well past noon and he was
feeling very tired. He had been working late hours on the
renovation project that he had promised to Loretta at Masons Lodge.
The trip to the Island was still on his mind, even though he had
been back for more than a week.

Around the studio walls, he had
posted large prints of the log house with views from Airik's
property overlooking the terrain, harbor and town. He was filled
with new enthusiasm each time he viewed them. Karme had decided to
hire a Senior Designer part-time to work with Kristi and Giuseppe
while he concentrated on the Island projects.

During their drive back from
Zeballos to Campbell River, they discussed the finances for the new
construction with Airik, who would pay Karme twenty-five percent of
the total cost of construction for the design and project
management. Within a few days of their return, Karme received a
deposit cheque for fifty thousand dollars, which he split with
Maria, the Architect. It was estimated that an amount of one
million dollars would be budgeted for labor and materials. Karme
knew the delivery cost for materials could take that figure much
higher. The importance of Airik's finding information regarding the
original occupants of the log house was a priority known by
all.

Upon leaving Zeballos, Airik would
drive through Gold River to Tahsis. He left Karme and Maria in
Campbell River to pick up their vehicle to drive down Island and
catch the ferry to Vancouver. Airik continued to Tahsis, to
research leads that Seth had given him.

Airik located a few people in town
who had always lived in the mining region, and then with some luck
he located one family with an especially interesting history. The
homeowner told him that his grandfather had started working in the
mines in 1924 when he was seventeen, somewhere along the Zeballos
River. He had stayed until the mine closed in 1948. Airik was given
some old diaries the grandmother had written and he photocopied
them for reference. He had actually recognized a few family
names.

It had been said that the mines
closed down when the price of gold fell to thirty-five dollars an
ounce after the Second World War ended in 1945. That price made it
no longer profitable to mine.

The father of the woman Airik had
spoken with worked in the iron mines when they reopened in 1962. He
spoke of a great Uncle who had worked in the first hard rock mine,
Yreka Mine, back in 1902, for thirty years. The mine closed in
1967. It had produced copper, silver and gold. The man's name was
Hata Eveen. Airik wondered if he could have been a relative of
Siol's family.

Karme lost his concentration when
Kristi presented several files and work orders for his review. His
extended visit to the Island had created a backlog of work. He was
looking at her but wasn't focused. She snapped her fingers in front
of his face to attract his attention, then smiled, knowing he was
mentally elsewhere.

Karme had to wait two weeks before
he would hear from the engineers. They were preparing a new survey
of Airik's property. He was also waiting to hear from Maria who had
contacted a firm out of Campbell River to prepare the plans. She
was detailing a set of aerial views she had received from Western
Forest Products logging operations that Wynn had
recommended.

Suddenly, Giuseppe entered the
studio, dropped his work down in a heap and proceeded to describe
the traumas of his day... waiting for trades-people to show up on
the job site, draperies arriving damaged, installers' not having
the right tools and hardware with them, and the painter at yet
another job who had lost his drawings and reversed the color scheme
from dining room to living room. He pulled a chair up to the table
where Kristi and Karme sat, reached for a pen, and began making
notes, pausing to ask, “What's new with you two?”

Kristi gave him a file marked
Axis Mundi. Giuseppe opened it to find a few photos
of a strange looking, dark paneled hallway within an older
building. He looked with curiosity at several pictures of a door.
Kristi took a deep breath and related the story of the former
hospital that was now Masons Lodge. The unusual artifact on the
door in the photo was a Native ancient craft. Karme had previously
spent several hours bringing them up to date regarding the Zeballos
project but had neglected to go into details regarding such
mysteries, until now.

“For many years, Loretta had
explained, the owners of the Lodge had tried to remove that
peculiar item from the door. It hung on what once had been the
entry into the operating room when the building was the town's
hospital. No one knew how it got there, or who had put it there.
Many had tried to remove it, cut it off, hammer it, etc, but were
unsuccessful.” Upon closer inspection, the craft actually appeared
to be growing out of the wooden door as if it were a part of it.
Karme repeated the details to Giuseppe and Kristi about the night
it had strangely fallen to the floor during the dramatic events in
room 14. When things returned to normal, it had been replaced in
such a fashion that it could not be removed.

As he looked more closely at the
photo, Karme remarked in a whispered tone that it actually
resembled a Caduceus. It was a vertical symbol ~ a sacred
paradoxical passage, thought by the Shamans to be the path to
sacred knowledge which was guarded by the serpent, or dragon in
Chinese. The spreading of wings at the top represented flight and
access to enlightening knowledge. It was the axis from earth to
heaven; a ladder to the Otherworld.

Giuseppe took a closer look at the
photo. The cylinder-shaped piece of driftwood was wrapped in what
appeared to be a vine.

Kristi looked at the picture and
noted the symbolic item was reminiscent in eastern thought of the
chakra energy formations to enlightenment, and the axis
mundi was representative of the spine, the
passageway.

Karme rubbed his hand gently across
the photo and noted that the craft was topped with the open-winged
butterfly representing transformation, the shedding of one life,
the caterpillar for a new life, the butterfly. The Caduceus also
represented the Yin and Yang symbol showing a coiling together
forming a single vital principle. It's about being in harmony. The
secret of accessing this energy, by Shamans, Gurus, Sages and other
wise beings is through a set of techniques which allows one to
negotiate this inner passage to access the knowledge and then bring
it back to the self.

“I spoke with the boy Marco when I
was at the Lodge.” Karme told his assistants.“He told me that he
was an aboriginal from the local Reserve. When he was younger, he
had played around the Lodge with Loretta's sister's children, who
were Italian. This is how he received the name Marco: the kids
could not pronounce his Native name, so they called him Marco. When
I questioned him about the Native craft on the door, he showed me
many old totem poles in books. They resembled the same principles
as the Caduceus but with an Eagle at the top. Their spread wings
symbolized enlightenment and knowledge. He told me he heard Shaman
Siol say that whoever entered the operating room and did not rub
the craft would have an unsuccessful treatment. It was always to be
rubbed from the bottom to the top.”

Karme's cell rang. Kristi reached
back to retrieve it as he motioned for her to take the call. It was
Airik calling from Ladysmith, a small town on the east side of
Vancouver Island where he had stopped for gas. He reported that he
was with Wynn and Seth who were accompanying him down to Victoria
to view the Archives. They wanted Maria to fly to the Island the
following morning and meet with them. Kristi handed the phone to
Karme, who explained to Airik that Maria had not yet returned from
Campbell River. He gave him her cell number. They chatted a few
minutes, then disconnected. He sat in reverie while Kristi and
Giuseppe left to work on their projects.

Karme Chan Interiors had been
established seven years before. It was around that time, when Maria
Powers and Karme had first met while attending a seminar in London,
England, that had featured Steven Skinner presenting a stimulating
discussion about Feng Shui and the science of Alchemy. During a
discussion period, they were introduced along with eleven other
visiting professionals from Canada and the US. That was the
beginning of their friendship.

At the time of the conference,
Maria had been studying in England for four years. She had just
ended a three year relationship with a Doctor who lived in London.
She was considering a move to Portland, Oregon, when Karme
convinced her to visit him and his wife in Vancouver.

Within a month, she arrived at
their home in Kitsilano. Maria felt comfortable in the young,
thriving city and soon found a basement suite off Oak Street and
13th Avenue. She began her career freelancing for large
architectural firms throughout the city.

Approximately two years later,
tragedy struck. Maria was leaving the Permit Department at City
Hall when she encountered a mutual friend of hers and Karme. They
spoke briefly; she was shocked to learn that Karme's wife had died
of rare complications in her early pregnancy. Maria realized she
had not been in contact with the couple for several weeks. Once she
regained her composure, she dialed his studio, only to reach the
answering service. Karme was working out of the country, she was
told. Maria knew better and immediately drove to his home. When she
arrived she found his sister and other members of his family
leaving for the airport. He was soon to be all alone.

Maria comforted her friend for many
weeks, assisting with his business in every way she could, until he
felt strong enough to return to work. At that time he moved his
studio from East Vancouver to a more energetic West 4th. The place
he found felt right for him, and he no longer had to struggle to
retain a strong client base. Soon after he settled in, Kristi and
Giuseppe came on board as his assistants.

Karme felt a tap on his shoulder.
He looked up to find Kristi smiling down holding several files in
her hands. “We really need to go over these. We know Airik's
project is going to be time-consuming, so I think it's time to
finish up a lot of these smaller contracts. Now, Giuseppe and I
have made schedules for you to review regarding these four clients
whose projects are near completion. However, we are waiting for
revisions on this kitchen renovation from Maria; we also need your
input and Feng Shui charts for this family and their color schemes,
so Giuseppe can proceed. We have lots of little items to get
cleared up.”

Karme glanced at his watch. It was
after four. He took all the files, spread them out over the
Zeballos files, and began concentrating on the matters at hand. In
the back of his mind, he wondered why Maria had not called. It had
been days since they had talked.

The following morning, Karme found
it difficult to concentrate once again. He had two site visits to
make before ten, leaving Kristi to complete the paperwork. Later
that afternoon, he had two interviews for his Senior Designer
position. Karme had received more than twenty applications, mostly
from the US and Alberta. Kristi reviewed them, and selected seven
potential candidates. Giuseppe chose five of which three matched
Kristi's selections. Karme needed to make his decision by the end
of the month, a few days away.



The Victoria Archives opened at
ten. Seth and Wynn were anxious to get started. Airik carried a
special camera to take photos of documents. They walked out of the
historic City Hall building on Douglas Street, crossing the centre
square to another building that housed the papers from the past. A
hefty uniformed security man stood near the doorway; no one knew
whether it was to watch out for them or to survey the numerous
street people who gathered in the park.

They were directed into a special
room with a large table where the historic prints from the Zeballos
Miner newspaper were delivered to them. Airik volunteered to take
notes, while Wynn and Seth scanned the columns. From the number of
catalogs, it appeared they would need to spend another day
there.

After a couple of hours, Wynn
decided to leave the premises and venture into Chinatown. He wanted
to do a bit of his own research. Airik and Seth carefully scanned
the papers in search of names of families who might have left town
to live in the mountains. They were both hopeful of reading
something that could trigger a memory from the past. The main
problem was that the Uncle, who had left the property to Airik was
a recluse, so no one really knew him well. He spent more time
around the Reserve and on Nootka Island than in town.

The hours slipped by and into day
two. The three men stayed at the historic Dashwood Bed and
Breakfast on Dallas Road, which overlooked the ocean. They all
agreed it had a good feeling about it. For their last night in
Victoria, they had chosen to have dinner at Solomons, on the edge
of Chinatown.

They had just finished their meal
and were deciding whether to order a dessert when the conversation
took a new turn. Airik recounted visiting the Island as a young
boy. He recalled the beautiful areas where he and his Uncle would
camp, but he could not remember their exact locations. It was at
that moment that Airik's cell rang. Maria had arrived in Victoria.
He gave her directions to the restaurant. As they awaited her
arrival, they ordered coffee, teas and desserts.

Airik recalled his holidays, his
boat trips, and his many friends. Seth was the first to identify
some of the landmarks, the coves and bays he had camped in. When
Airik described the high mountain areas, they were unfamiliar to
them both.

A cold night breeze blew into the
restaurant when Maria entered, wrapped in a long woven black cape,
wearing knee-high boots over her tucked-in jeans and carrying a
tube of drawings under her arm. Her bright smile was returned by
all. She arrived just as the coffees were served so she ordered
herself a hot Jasmine tea.

They brought one another up to
date. As they finished their desserts, Maria opened her plans and
laid them across the table. What she presented was an aerial photo
of the Nootka region. The Sugarloaf Hill area had been circled so
that they could identify Airik's. They were amazed at its expanse
as it wrapped around the side of the mountain.

Seth looked at the map, naming
several bays and coves which Airik had described. He pointed out
their positions. A few miles away from the log house was a
particular Bay, on the opposite side of the mountain, situated
directly below his acreage. “I'll bet this is where you fished and
camped with your Uncle. My guess is that this area above the Bay on
the Tahsis side, not the Zeballos side, is part of your
property.”

Airik took the place of Maria and
Seth to have a closer look. After several minutes of discussion,
they agreed it was a possibility. Seth and Maria sat down, asking
Wynn for his input. Wynn took his turn viewing the elevations. At
that moment a group of four people entered the small restaurant. It
was time to settle their bill and take their papers
elsewhere.

Fifteen minutes later, the group
parked their vehicles and entered the B&B. Speaking with the
owners, they requested a guest room for Maria. None were available,
so Karme offered to share his room with Maria. Seth and Airik kept
the larger of the two rooms which had an ocean view.

They continued their discussions as
if nothing had interrupted them. Wynn suggested that if they looked
at the property from the Tahsis side, the area in question was very
near a miners' lane that had once been used to reach the tent
camps. “I know this area because it was marked to be logged, many
years ago. The contracts were never taken. I remember being told
that there had been a miner's claim staked out here.”

Airik raised a finger, warning them
not to go any further. He retrieved his camera with copies of the
population census for a ten year period beginning in 1931. He
needed to download it onto a computer. Seth remarked that a number
of people living in the area were nothing more than squatters. It
was only those in town that would be listed. Maria went directly to
her car to retrieve her laptop. They gathered together to scan the
lists and newspaper articles Airik had copied. Wynn asked Airik to
identify the names of those who had staked claims in the area. Seth
firmly rubbed his forehead as if trying to clear his mind. Airik
read off several dozen names.

“Hold it!” Wynn pointed to Seth.
They kept eye contact for a moment, and then Seth snapped his
fingers.

“Right! I think I remember, the
American the locals called DC, you know, Davy Crockett, for
whatever reason. He was a loner. His real last name was McBride...
but he had nothing to do with the McBride Bay Saw Mill.” Wynn shook
his head, no. Seth thought a moment. Airik read the list again.
“No, no. I am wrong. I don't mean McBride. His name was Thom Reed,
right?” Seth corrected himself.

Airik scanned the clippings for
more information. Wynn replied. “Yes, and the reason I recall his
story is he brought with him from San Francisco a Chinese nurse who
had worked at the Red Cross Outpost at Kyuquot, before Tahsis even
existed, but when Zeballos was booming. My great Aunt knew her. She
told us stories about her bravery.”

Airik raised his hand. “Look at
this. Here is a small article about the miner named T. B. Reed
staking his claim. Do you think it could be the same person? The
paper says he came north after working at the Oatman Gold Mines in
Arizona. No year is mentioned. His claim was staked in 1932, and,
from the description, it could have been near my
property.”

They discussed these matters into
the early morning, allowing for only four hours sleep.

After breakfast they made their
plans. Seth and Wynn would drive back to Zeballos to follow up
leads regarding Thom Reed. Wynn would research Tahsis and Gold
River areas for information about the Chinese nurse. Seth would
work the Nootka and Zeballos region. Airik had a strong urge to fly
south to Laughlin, Nevada, then drive down to the historic mining
town of Oatman to look for more information. They would contact one
another in ten days to compare their findings. By then, the
property and surveyor plans would be completed by the company Maria
had contracted in Campbell River. They would be ready to make some
decisions.

Leaving Victoria with more
information than when she arrived, Maria returned to Vancouver to
give her report to Karme. She was anxious to walk the mountain
property, but Airik suggested she wait until more information was
gathered. Her job was to research contractors, trades, sup- pliers,
and laborers in the area and throughout the Pacific Northwest. She
would keep in contact with Wynn regarding local
contacts.

A few days later, Airik descended
the ramp of the charter flight from Canadian North Airline at
Laughlin Bullhead International Airport, only a block away from the
Nevada border. He quickly grabbed his black Vancouver Canucks cap
before it blew off as he was captivated by the red blaze of sun
that coated Spirit Mountain in the background. He slung his
winged-crested leather knapsack over his left shoulder and headed
for the car rental booth to pick up his Jeep. It was a dry, sunny
day at 91 degrees without humidity. He drove across the border into
Laughlin, Nevada, and checked into the first hotel/casino, the
Riverside. He ate his dinner at the buffet overlooking the Colorado
River and then went to bed, shortly after taking a quick tour of
the Car Museum on the hotel grounds.

Up early the next morning, he
headed for the historic Route 66 highway that would take him to
Oatman, Arizona. The drive followed winding roads marked with
sagebrush and cactus, the crosses of those deceased and few, if
any, real road signs. There were times he worried about a missed
turn, or taking the wrong road, as he never passed another vehicle.
He reminisced as he drove about the gold rush of the 1850's that
had attracted so many burro-driving prospectors to the Colorado
River, which he had followed alongside out of Laughlin.

Approaching the remnants of a lost
era, he passed rusted cars, gas pumps, broken-down lodgings, and
boarded-up entrances to hard rock or lode-mining caves that dotted
the landscape. Many tunneling systems used by elite miners had been
labor-intensive processes that required special equipment and the
use of dangerous tools and materials.

The dangers of nitroglycerin and
dynamite are well understood, but people do not agree to the
dangerous features and unhealthy natures of the mercury and cyanide
that are still employed in the modern mining practices.

The dust-covered black Jeep climbed
the slow grade into the olde town of wood-framed remains called
Oatman. Few parking spots were available as he waited for a family
of tourists to leave. He pulled up next to a leaning structure
identified as the Museum with its windows covered in copies of
Goldminer newspapers. Airik climbed out of the vehicle,
taking his knapsack with him. The wooden boardwalk adjoining some
of the buildings was interrupted with long slabs of concrete. Most
of the framed buildings were filled with native crafts, miners'
memorabilia and Route 66 trivia. He stopped at each spot and looked
the walls over for reading material, noticing many broken
floorboards from a time past. Tin roofs covered the interior
ceilings to prevent rain from entering and large wooden beams had
been left exposed for structural support. The original 1902 Hotel
was still standing. Its claim to fame was its having been the 1939
honeymoon retreat of Clark Gable and Carole Lombard. Airik entered
the bar. The walls and ceiling as well as the entry door had been
stapled and nailed with old dollar bills. He parked himself at the
bar and ordered a beer. The bartender was younger than he had
hoped, but they still found things to chat about. The town was
filled with tourists, but he sensed a strong negative
energy.

Within a few minutes, a couple of
old-timers joined him. He noted that one
of the men stared down at his tattoos, and then turned away. Airik
ignored the prejudice and inquired about the town's history. The
old man hesitated, then finally expressed interest and replied.
They chatted about the fires in the town, and how the two men had
lived in the area all their lives. Airik bought a round of beers.
They relaxed and became friendlier.

He learned that the town had
originally been known as Vivian. In 1851 the family of Royce Oatman
was attacked by rebellious Apaches, who kidnapped his two young
daughters Mary Ann and Olive and they were raised by a Native band.
The town was renamed in memory of the daughter Olive who survived
and finally escaped to join her brother in Yuma. Her sister Mary
Ann became ill and died from an extended illness.

The two men left the bar. They
suggested that Airik look in the building across the road for an
old geezer who would be sitting in a rocking chair by the Native
craft display. He would be the one with answers to his
questions.

Airik followed their instructions
and found the old man just as they said he would. He introduced
himself explaining he was interested in finding information about
the gold rush days. The old guy smiled, nodding his head. Moments
passed before he spoke. Airik waited patiently. He understood his
ways. The old man put down the pipe he had been dragging on, and
then motioned that Airik should follow him to the back room where
he kept several large scrap books. He began his monologue about the
old days. Eventually, Airik heard what he wanted.

It happened in 1915, when the
big find hit the area. Two young prospectors struck ten
million dollars in gold. He said a huge influx of people moved into
town taking the population as high as 10,000. By 1950, with the
closing of all the mines and the opening of the new highway that
bypassed the town, the population dropped to sixty people. It
eventually got back up to two hundred. Airik asked if he could take
the books back into the light so he could read through them. The
old man agreed and returned to his rocker and pipe.

Airik crouched on his heels,
resting the books of clippings and notes on his knees. He scanned
through the papers. Twenty minutes later he read about the United
Eastern Mines takeover at a time when the area had three main large
mines, and the Thom Reed Mine was one of them.

Calmly, Airik inquired where he
could find more information about this. The old man told him that
Thom Reed left his mine in full operation as he searched other
locations.“ Heard he went north, across the border someplace. Never
did know where and don't know much other than he closed this mine
in 1942 because of the Government's emphasis on the metals for
war... not precious metals.”

Airik was torn between enthusiasm
and disappoint-ment. He thanked the old man for all his help, shook
his hand and then turned to leave. He was hungry and wanted to eat
something. Just as he was leaving the building, an older Native
woman working the cash desk waved him over. She gave him the name
of a restaurant. “Son, if you are looking for information on the
old mining days, you know they have started to mine gold here
again. You should go over the second hill when leaving town. You
will be able to talk to Harry Richards, the son of one of the
prospectors from back in the gold rush days. He is our newspaper,
our gossip column and knows everything there is to know, but he is
no youngster.” Again, Airik gave thanks for the information and
left the shop.

It was nearing four o'clock. He
walked the boardwalk, passing tourists on a crowded street when
suddenly he was struck firmly on the shoulder. He turned quickly to
find the head of a white burro facing him eye to eye. A few nearby
children ran to his side offering the animal carrots. Many of these
animals wandered the streets and even entered the buildings
searching for attention and treats. The burros had been left behind
to fend for themselves when the mines closed in the forties. These
were the offspring of the original burro-driving prospectors. Airik
rubbed the animal's head in a friendly manner. He had never seen a
pure white burro before. He continued his walk to the restaurant
where he feasted on a couple of burgers and a large bottle of
water. As he went to pay his bill, he heard a waitress laugh out
loud. “Oh, Harry, stop fooling with me.” Airik turned to look and
saw a white-haired man offering his cup to the waitress for a
refill. As he left the building, the white burro was standing in
the doorway, staring him right in the eye. Airik smiled, rubbed his
head again, and stepped aside to leave. He hesitated, turned around
and looked again at the burro. He walked back inside and up to the
white haired man.

“Excuse me, but would you be Harry
Richards?” And so he was.

He sat down, introduced himself,
and proceeded to tell his story. After two cups of coffee and some
long conversation, he learned that Thom Reed had gone prospecting
in British Columbia, Canada, and had staked some claims there and
other places as well. He learned that Thom's sister had a son.
Thom's nephew was living south of Oatman in Lake Havasu City. Harry
told Airik that he would be in his late fifties and would be able
to tell him a whole lot more than anyone else.

It was starting to get dark. Airik
walked through town to where he had parked his Jeep. He sat for a
few moments before leaving, making notes of his day in Oatman.
Glancing back up the main street of the town once again, he put the
car into gear and began to back up, when a roaring noise echoed
around him. He took a second glance in the rear-view mirror to find
the white burro glaring into his tail-gate window. Airik put the
Jeep in neutral and pulled on the emergency brake, then walked to
the back.

The burro was adamant; he was not
moving. Airik stroked his head again, in an affectionate way,
wondering what kind of animal would fail to back away from a moving
vehicle. He tried leading him off the street. The pure white burro
would not budge and began nudging at Airik with its head, over and
over again. Then, unexpectedly, the burro took the ballcap off his
head and began walking up the street with Airik following close
behind. The burro stopped in front of the Blacksmith shop. Airik
looked around the immediate area. He looked back at the burro, and
then went to leave, watching it very closely. The burro turned to
face him, then dropped his hat to the ground. Airik turned to pick
it up, but the burrow was faster and reached for it first. Airik
sensed an unusual feeling. Again, he tried to see past the
obvious.

He looked at the Blacksmith shop
and then beyond. There was a closed mine set into the hill a
hundred yards away with a warning CLOSED nailed over its thick
wooden doorway. Beside it were old relics: car, gas pump, mucking
cart and an abandoned shed. He retrieved his cap from the burro,
looking at it, wondering what he was to do, if anything. His
instinct was to walk toward the mine. He shuffled up the gravel
grade, past the blacksmith shop and relics toward the mine
entrance. The original entrance had been framed out of
square-shaped logs with a double header across the top that framed
a large, heavy wooden door. Airik felt compelled to approach it.
The mines on the Island used round logs to frame their cave
openings, he recalled, when something caught his attention. He
stopped, stock-still. Directly in front of him, on the mineshaft
door was an exact replica of the wooden Native craft Caduceus that
hung on the operating room door in Masons Lodge. He looked more
closely in total disbelief. Opening his knapsack, he quickly
retrieved his camera, taking several pictures of the artifact. He
instinctively grabbed it, but even with force, it would not budge.
Airik turned around to look at the white burro. It was gone. He
walked back to the street finding it suddenly empty of tourists.
Nothing. No burros. Airik found his vehicle as he had left it with
the driver's door open. He looked around the streets observing the
olde town, then drove calmly back to Laughlin.

The following morning, Airik drove
to Lake Havasu City. He found the highways in perfect condition and
without a lot of traffic. He had never heard of the place and
googled information before he departed. While driving through the
Mohave Valley he recalled reading that the Crossman Peak backed the
city of Havasu which faced the lake. He thought, what perfect Feng
Shui.

This portion of the Mohave
Mountains had forty-three known mine sites, with finds of copper,
gold, silver, manganese, feldspar, kaolin, gypsum and other
minerals scattered throughout.

He drove through the towns of
Needles and Topock which offered interesting landmarks and
waterfalls that he would have liked to visit. The desert terrain
was covered with dune-buggy and off-road vehicle tracks.

He approached the city and saw
large signs announcing London Bridge. He remembered seeing
the massive relocation from London to Arizona when it was televised
on the Discovery channel. He drove past the small airport and the
forty-five mile long, finger-shaped lake, the main attraction to
entice people to move to the city. The highway traffic suddenly
slowed. Several stop lights were located on the approach to the
famous bridge. Airik made a right turn and drove across, viewing
its historic lampposts lined with American and British flags, then
turned into the first parking lot on the small island.

He entered the restaurant
Barney to have lunch and took a seat overlooking the canal
that flowed into Thompson Bay. He admired the exotic boats as they
passed by beneath the bright blue skies. It was a very clean city
with its pastel houses and gravel lawns lining the side of the
desert mountain. The city was founded in the late l960's when
chainsaw magnate McCulloch flew 137,000 potential home buyers into
the area free of charge to view his retirement haven. The city
boasts a population of over 50,000.

After lunch, Airik located the
Chamber of Commerce. He looked through the city’s telephone book
and maps of the area. Within the hour, he checked into the Hampton
Inn on the shores of Lake Havasu. He had been given the phone
number of Thom Reed's nephew by the Information Center staff, where
they were familiar with the history of the miner and had his family
tree that had eventually ended up in Lake Havasu City. Thom's
sister, now deceased, had named her son 'Tom', in honor of her
brother. Funnily enough, her married name was Jonnes, making it
quite comical. During his growing years, he was teased regularly as
Tom Jones, the British pop singer.

Airik had dialed Tom's number a
couple of times and left messages. He would wait for the return
call.

He spent the remainder of the
afternoon taking a boat tour, visiting Lofton across the Lake on
the California side, where he had dinner in the Casino before
returning.

There were no messages when he
arrived back at the Inn.


The Story ~ IX

Border
Crossing

Karme welcomed Maria with a
shoulder hug, taking her coat as she entered his studio with an
armload of blueprints. They both appeared tired as they settled
comfortably into their seats. A large bottle of water sat in the
middle of the table. She poured herself a glass, looking slightly
refreshed Maria opened the long plastic cylinder and removed her
drawings to reveal the surveyor's plans. They observed the layout
of the Zeballos acreage. Karme was surprised to see the scale of
the property as it wrapped around the mountain. She explained her
visit with Airik, Wynn and Seth in Victoria. Neither of them had
heard from Airik in over a week.

Karme was intrigued by their
findings. He poured himself a water while topping up Maria's glass,
then went to retrieve his files, saying he had put his office in
order so he could concentrate on their Island project. The clutter
of files, drawings, samples and books that went with Karme's
profession was slowly disappearing and a new energy began to fill
the space. He reported that he had hired an Interior Designer named
Curtis Pringle from Washington State. Giuseppe and Kristi had spent
the day taking him to job sites, being reassured that they would
work well together.

Karme organized his papers. He
glanced over his notes from Zeballos. Seth had emailed him an
updated list of his recent findings. He had located two Natives
from the Nootka Reserve who had been helpful in describing Airik's
property. They had identified the acreage far away from the log
structure as a special area known for its powerful energy field. It
had been an area used by the Chiefs for healing retreats, where
they discovered a lot of wild medicinal plants that had not been
found elsewhere. Seth had recorded many testimonies in this regard
but wanted to find information about the log house. No one was
aware of its existence. Karme then read his notes on Wynn's
findings.

“The nurse who arrived in Nootka
Sound when Thom Reed landed was named Miss Fong. When the Chinese
Immigration Act banned the entry of the Chinese into the country,
she struggled to get to Vancouver Island before the legislation was
enacted. She apparently had relatives in the Cumberland area but
wanted to be on the west coast. The climate and isolation would
have been unbearable if it hadn't been for her radio, which was
said to have kept her sane during those years. She worked closely
with the local Natives sharing their knowledge of the use of
medicinal plants, and she learned the language of the local tribes.
In later years, Miss Fong became noted for her comfortable
bootlegging parlor and laudanum drink made from dissolving opium in
alcohol. She lived like most others in those early days, in the
tent city before moving her small establishment nearer to
Goat Ranch. Wynn said she had saved a lot of lives with her
mystical brews and bio-medicinal healings.”

Maria suddenly yawned, pardoning
herself. “So what does Wynn think she had to do with the property
site?”

“Not sure, but Wynn feels that
since Airik's property had been known for having many species of
healing plants, she might have been one of its frequent visitors.
He is still looking into the matter,” Karme replied, looking at his
watch. He suggested dinner; she nodded and readily picked up her
coat. Maria suggested Italian Kitchen but Karme
explained that the same people had opened Trattoria
Kitchen, just a short walk from the studio. They would not
have to drive.

Ten minutes later they entered the
vibrant restaurant that wafted with exotic smells of oregano,
garlic and other special spices. Maria approved of its casual decor
and enjoyed a glass of Chianti. It had a very friendly, welcoming
atmosphere. Karme had always let Maria sit facing the entry when
they dined. He would sit with his back to the entry as he was
intuitive of negative energy. They both looked up for hanging
fixtures, or overhead beams.

They concentrated on the
construction stage of their project. Explaining her thoughts on
creativity over a pasta appetizer, Maria clearly demonstrated to
Karme her ability to emphasize the beauty of the environment while
minimally disturbing the land around her designs. The building
would be one that blended with its environment. They both realized
the vast resources that were readily available in leftover lumber,
unused timbers and unlimited amounts of rock. Maria had researched
companies that used abandoned freight containers for contemporary
structures which fit her recycling ideas. This concept appealed to
both of them. Karme gave her the names of two shipyard locations
that were able to barge these mobile structures to the Island.
Their plan began to unfold as the two became encouraged, feeding
off each other's enthusiasm. They shared entrees and a tasty
Tiramisu for dessert.

New concepts were developing. Karme
suggested an engineering firm in the city, but Maria opted to use
someone more local, a firm from Port McNeil. She would need
engineering drawings for the earth structure she was contemplating
that would recede from the cave into the open-air section of the
building, as well as configuring a type of light-well that would
extend up from the ceiling through the rock and bring daylight in.
Maria had already met with two Native artisans about creating a
type of totem pole, three in all, to wrap the pipe extensions above
ground, blending them into the forest. They were to include certain
healing symbols in their designs.

Karme wondered who would be
selected as the contractor. They knew they would have to find
someone with a history of working with the local Native people. It
would have to be someone experienced in modern day environmental
and high tech procedures as well as being compatible with
Airik.

Leaving the restaurant, Maria
questioned Karme's personal feelings regarding the log
house.

“You know, I have given that a lot
of thought. I think we will end up carefully dismantling it into
sections of usable and non-usable materials. The foundation should
be carefully reconfigured to fit your specifications using local
rock and stone when reconstruction begins.” Maria nodded, agreeing.
She was more concerned with how he felt when standing in the log
house. He paused, and then replied that the items found almost
contradicted one another. There was cheapness in some items while
others had been beautifully crafted. He referred to the artwork and
furnishings which he had researched from his pictures. The junk, on
the other hand, looked like the remains of squatters.

I felt the house held sadness
within it at first,” Karme explained, “but as the sun streamed
through the broken windows; it appeared to take on a new life,
giving it a golden glow. The building didn't feel it had a damaged
or abused kind of energy, perhaps it was just neglected from being
abandoned, and who knows when that would have been? I felt
suffocated by the unusual smell. I did not see any dead animals,
did you? I also thought its size was pretty large for its day;
those old log buildings are hard to put a date on. It could have
been built fifty or even eighty years ago.”

“I was thinking, perhaps closer to
the 1920s.” Maria added. He shrugged his shoulders. “I guess it
doesn't really matter. More importantly, we need to know its
history so the land can receive the Native blessing. They will ask
forgiveness for any damage done and permission to use the land,
trees, and rock, and express compassion for all life when
construction begins.”

“Funny, you know, when we actually
think about it. The people on the Reserve have such great respect
for the land, yet so many abuse their bodies, lacking respect for
their own creation.” Karme observed.

“True. But that is a fact of life
for all humans. Just look at fashion. I have beautiful curly hair,
and opt to 'flatiron' it while others use harsh chemicals to perm
their hair. I have never even thought of asking for forgiveness for
burning the hell out of it, let alone being grateful for how good
it looks when it turns out.” Karme laughed loudly, knowing the
subject was endless. He ruffled her hair, and walked Maria to her
car.

Maria Powers, RIBA – Architect. A
very methodical individual who never lacks for details. Her passion
for design not only projected from the drafting board, but was also
evident in her walk-in closet. Her knowledge of the importance of
cleansing showed, as every six months the hangers and shelves were
removed of any excess, leaving ten percent empty. She was a great
believer in moving the old out, and the new in, while a trip back
to London or New York satisfied her fashion sense.

The sheer quiet and simplicity of
her space left room for new ideas and allowed her creative mind to
develop. Less is best, she believed. When Maria reached her
meditative calm, she would listen in stillness until she
experienced the rush of renewed energy. Maria would then be
conscious of a stronger awareness regarding her intuition. The
pulsing surge between her brows and her deep breathing produced a
renewed inner strength. Maria regarded herself as having a strong
sense of foresight, while Karme responded more intuitively to
environmental energy. She remained conscious of her surroundings.
It was how Maria stayed in power.

***

Three days passed in Lake Havasu
City before Airik shed his black muscle shirt and denims for cotton
T's and cargo shorts. His dark tattooed skin appeared out of place
to the retired locals with their white hair.

It didn't take him long before he
located a group of bikers at a local Tattoo shop along the main
drag, where a chopped, black primed 32 Ford rat-rod was parked in
front. He spent an evening having dinner with the owners of the
shop at the Turtle Grill, which overlooked the canal. This small
group of men bragged that it was the best city in Arizona for hot
rods and collector cars. The bikers described the frequent parties
of motorcycle clubs held near Parker Dam, a short distance from the
city. They invited him to join in the festivities if he decided to
stay. One of them gave Airik the name of a man who volunteered at
the Museum, suggesting he talk with him about the history of mining
in the area while he waited for his call from Mr.
Jonnes.

Airik decided to drive by Tom's
home which was situated in the foothills of the mountain,
overlooking Lake Havasu. All the desert homes were finished in
pastel colors using a stucco texture. They had three or four-car
garages and pools. Only the older homes had double garages. Boats
were owned by 65% of the residents and 55% had an off-road or
collector vehicle. It was obviously a popular recreational area. He
drove past one home, near the golf course, that had twelve car
garages.

Airik pulled his Jeep next to the
curb in front of the Jonnes' bungalow. The garage door opened
unexpectedly. Airik jumped from his vehicle, and hurried up the
driveway in anticipation of meeting Mr. Jonnes. A middle-aged woman
was sweeping out the garage. The immaculate space had epoxy gloss
floors and held two boats, parked end to end along one side. Airik
introduced himself saying he had been trying to reach Tom Jonnes
and had left several messages. She smiled and welcomed
him.

“Mr. Jonnes has been in Las Vegas
for a week. I was expecting him back by noon, so if you want, you
could come back in a couple of hours. I am sure he has just stopped
to pick up a few things,” the woman reported, as she gathered up
the sweepings. Airik glanced at his watch, which showed 2:12. He
thanked her kindly for the information and walked back to his car.
At that moment, a white Lexus SUV pulled into the driveway. He was
in luck.

After four or five minutes, the
couple walked down to his car where he waited. They made brief
introductions and then kindly invited him back to their house for a
barbecue that evening. Airik drove back to the Inn where he was
staying, gathered his few belongings and went to the front desk to
inquire about laundry facilities. The desk offered to have his
things cleaned and back to him within three hours. He gratefully
accepted, then went for a swim, showered and waited in his room for
their call.

It was 7:15 when Airik arrived for
dinner. They had drinks, a tour of the home, a chicken and ribs
barbecue meal and relaxed by their pool where Airik explained
further details of his visit. The miner's nephew left the patio to
return with a collection of small boxes. There were letters and
clippings regarding his family history. Things looked promising for
Airik.

Thom Reed was almost twenty when he
struck gold in Oatman, and he owed his luck to his close friendship
with the Mohave Indians. His gold mine became one of three that
prospered for many years while hundreds of other claims folded.
Oatman had been gold-rich since the 1860s. The ground around the
town, a volcanic collapse zone, was riven with interconnecting
faults filled with gold-bearing veins, and here the gold fever
burned hottest.

The Reed mine had been in
production about six years when Thom got word about claims being
staked in the area of Barkerville, British Columbia. He and an
Indian miner were in San Francisco at the time and decided to make
their way by boat up the Pacific coast before the masses heard of
the boom. They boarded an old ship and headed for Seattle. It was
during this long venture that he contracted dysentery and became
deathly ill. His Mohave traveling companion had stumbled upon a
stowaway passenger, who heard him talk about Thom's sickness. The
person approached his bed one night, finding young Thom shaking and
in a cold sweat. The blanket that hid this person fell to the
ground, and in the shadows a small Chinese woman took some special
potion from a leather satchel that hung around her neck and
fingered it into his mouth. She fed him what little water she had
confiscated and nursed him quietly for several days, saving his
life. Miss Fong and Thom became life-long friends.

The three left the docks in Seattle
and wandered the streets getting food and lodging for a couple of
days until Miss Fong reported she had found another vessel that
would take her to the north islands. It was a barge headed across
the Strait of Juan de Fuca to an Island that was twice the size of
Hawaii, some 320 miles long and 97 miles across at its widest part.
The barge was headed north to fetch a load of ore. She paid for her
fare in favors. Thom went with her to the boat. He learned that it
was headed to a remote area near the Nootka Reserve where several
gold claims had been staked. The waters were treacherous and it
would be a long, slow voyage. His Mohave companion didn't hesitate;
he sensed it was the right way to go. The three set aboard, and
Thom paid the barge captain well.

Thom's special ways of befriending
the Indians once again earned him his prize. The descriptions of
the land and his findings matched the same findings that Airik had
located in the Archives.

In the letters that Airik had been
shown by the couple there was mention of Thom's years in the hills
near Zeballos, not yet a town. They talked of his campsite, which
sat outside a natural cave very close to his mine, but well hidden
from the rest of the mountain. They read through the letters and
clippings. Tom's wife went inside the house, returning with a pot
of tea and a couple of framed photos of the famous miner. Airik
took a close look and asked if they knew who any of the other
people were in the pictures. They shook their heads, no. Airik
turned over one picture finding a barely legible script. He took a
closer look.

“To Molly, whose love for the land
will soon be your new home. Waiting patiently, Thom.” Airik looked,
again, at the old brown picture. Three men stood together with
shovels and saws next to a pile of fallen timbers. In the
background lay the beginnings of construction. Once again their
search took them through the scrapbooks. The couple explained that,
to their knowledge, Thom Reed had never married.

The couple generously offered Airik
the boxes of memorabilia to look through. It was late, so he
promised to return them as quickly as possible.

The following day, he read each and
every clipping, letter, magazine article and old photo. He learned
that Thom was one who shared the land and camped with those who
ventured off the path, including bears and tribesmen. In his
letters he spoke of many long rainy months when he yearned for the
hot desert dryness of Oatman. There were only two pieces of
correspondence sent to his sister that ever mentioned 'Molly'. One
letter talked about an incredibly successful spring. He mined gold
and silver in great quantities and had met the daughter of the man,
so he was told, who built the town's hotel and general store amid
the mud roads of Zeballos. Molly and Thom became inseparable during
those months, but by the time winter rolled around, she had
returned to the mainland before the heavy rains and blizzard winds
set in, promising to return when there was proper accommodation.
The mystical island had captured their hearts. The only other
letter he found was one telling his sister that he had returned
from Arizona to Vancouver, a thriving exciting city that he had
never visited before. He had been to Molly's family home and they
had been shopping for new furniture, art and materials so she could
sew and fix up the home that he built for her. Other correspondence
found Thom Reed in Oatman twenty years later. No mention of
Molly.

Airik had a strong inner feeling
that Thom and Molly were the couple responsible for building the
log house on his property. He only wished he had a photo of it. He
still had no proof. He returned the box of treasures to the nephew
and took the couple out for dinner, thanking them for their
assistance. The only information they offered was that when Thom
returned to the States, Molly did not join him. It remained a
mystery. Maybe she would not leave her family, they
suggested.

Airik contacted the Laughlin
airport and found there were no flights to Canada due to
monsoon-like rains. He decided to drive to Las Vegas from Lake
Havasu. He checked the weather forecast, which called for overcast
skies, with rain. It was a two-and-a-half hour desert crossing. He
decided to take his chances, picking up a hitch hiker along the
way.

The roads were clear with the
exception of a few spotty storms in which the rains fell in
torrents for a short time and then stopped. He headed into the
spaghetti junction of twisted concrete overpasses, viewing the
Vegas strip on the horizon. Within five hours, he had returned his
vehicle, bought his airline ticket, and flown into Vancouver,
taking a small connecting flight to the Island airport in Comox. He
collapsed in bed at the first hotel he found. He was anxious to
reconnect with Seth and Wynn.

Kristi contacted Karme's cell from
the studio. “Airik would like you and Maria to fly up to Zeballos.
He's asking that the engineer be there as well. He also wants to
introduce you to the contractor.” Karme was on site with a client
when he took the call. He hurriedly finished his work and drove his
Smart car back to 4th Ave where Kristi, Giuseppe and
Maria waited.

Kristi was first to ask who the
contractor was that Airik had selected. Neither Karme nor Maria had
anything to say, but both were hopeful that the person selected was
familiar with the area. They were surprised Airik had contracted
someone without any discussion. Giuseppe opened their wall-mounted
white board and they began discussions.

Surveys, aerial photos, preliminary
renderings and plot plans were in order. Karme left the decision as
to which engineering company to use up to Maria. Kristi was to
locate a private water taxi to take them from harbor to harbor.
Each one sensed that Airik had all his information as Karme and
Maria looked forward to finally pacing out the acreage.

An early morning start and an
exceptional cloudless day made for a pleasant flight across
Vancouver Island and up the Pacific coastline. Maria and Karme
enjoyed the small, six-seater plane ride that got them into the
Zeballos Inlet within an hour and a half. They were greeted by
Loretta and her partner Dan at dockside. After a bit of a rough
landing, they drove to the Lodge and checked in their belongings.
Young Marco was awaiting their arrival, knowing that something
exciting was about to happen in the sleepy town. They rested for
half an hour, and then met in the Blue Heron where Loretta had set
a table for four. She had prepared lunch for them all. Airik and
Wynn joined them shortly after they were seated. Airik made plans
to walk the site after lunch.

Outside the Lodge they gathered in
Loretta's van and headed back to the harbor area, where the
loggers' helicopters were parked. Wynn led the way, as he took the
controls and flew them high up over the mountains. He showed them
around the coastline identifying the three long finger-inlets with
Zeballos located at the very top, furthest from the Pacific Ocean.
They were amazed at the beauty and size of Nootka Island as Wynn
flew them south into Tiupana Inlet where they had previously
visited by boat. He then flew across the land and high peaks,
lowering the chopper over Tahsis for a closer view. From there he
headed back toward the site, approaching the property from the
southeast, hovering so each could appreciate its landscape while
they took photographs. The helicopter followed the lot line to
where the log structure lay hidden from view. The whirling
propellers scattered dust as it landed in the open space where they
had hiked the previous month.

Once they disembarked, Airik
proceeded to summarize his findings as the others listened
intently.

The mountain acreage which extended
in a random narrow pattern had been the site of an exotic mineral
vein that the tribes from ancient times regarded as a very powerful
spiritual place. There had been arrow heads found and tested to be
over 10,000 years old that matched those found in Terrace, British
Columbia. Throughout history, the site had remained both mystical
and hidden. As modern times brought new explorers and expanding
tribes, these were followed by the exploding populations of the
Spanish, Chinese, Mexicans and other Europeans, all searching for
riches, the Natives would steer them toward other locations. That
was until a white American arrived with his Mohave companion. Their
friendships and ways with the local tribes, assisted in their
finding the secret locations of the gifted lands that filled the
rock with powerful, rare crystal, gold and silver treasures. Thom
Reed had settled and staked his rich claim only a few miles from
the log house. He first camped on the far end of the property for
several years and eventually built the log house for his loved one,
Molly. She stayed with him four short years. No one knew what had
happened next. Thom had returned to the States where he already had
a very prosperous mine in production in Oatman. It had been
reported by the tribes in Kyuquot that he had often been seen
revisiting the Nootka area.

After his mining days, his
befriended Chinese nurse, a Native Mowachaht and a local trapper
regularly visited his campsite for gold dust, crystals and
medicinal plants. Thom was never known to visit the town of
Zeballos. Few, if any had ever known him personally. He had kept a
low profile. The land became a respite for the ill, and in later
years, Airik's Uncle was the Keeper of the house. He never stayed
there, he claimed, but only visited. After Thom and his friends had
died, the place deteriorated and served as a shelter for wilderness
hikers and adventure seekers.

Airik led the way across the
mountain range as Karme and Maria followed. The route they followed
produced new fragrances and scents they had never before
experienced. In and out of the forest, they climbed the rocks, saw
trees covered with moss so thick that no bark was left exposed. The
intoxicating sweet mountain air brought about a calm that lasted
nearly two and a half hours, the time it took to walk across the
full distance of the property. An area of dense shrubbery and
exotic wildflowers exposed an unusual gathering of rocks placed
together to form beds which, when sun heated, had been used for
healing treatments by the Indian Chiefs and Shamans.

Stepping into a long narrow
clearing, the three of them underwent a sense of euphoria ~ a
feeling of being high on love, or slightly drugged from an
overpowering harmony of the elements. The wind, blended together
with delicate moisture, was enhanced by earth's unseen energy of
wood and metal. It was filled with warmth from the sun creating an
intoxicating elixir. When combined with the magnificent views, this
was Nature's alchemy ~ a feeling of heaven on earth.

It was the first time Airik and
Maria had ever experienced an auric body where a sphere of
electro- magnetic energy surrounded the physical body. This
surrender of consciousness cleansed the three mental or mind
bodies.

Karme softly explained, “Your
experience is nature's way of cleansing the negative-mind which
warns you of any danger or loss; the positive-mind which identifies
what is advantageous or has possible gain for you; and the third,
neutral-mind which combines both, leading you to the best decision,
intuition .... Confucius says.”

Airik appeared bewildered, with a
sense of deja vu. He felt the same lightness, a feeling
remembered from childhood. He smiled broadly; he suddenly knew that
where he stood was the same place he had spent time camping with
his Father and Uncle. His property was no longer a place of
mystery. It truly was a place of healing.

The skies filled with the sound of
the hovering helicopter, as Wynn lowered the machine. It barely fit
on the small crest of open ground. The four returned to the harbor,
renewed and inspired.

Later that evening, as the winds
blew into a rain storm, a meeting was held in the old Zeballos
Hotel with Karme, Airik, Maria, Robert Wytten, the Structural
Engineer, and Jack Perry, their General Contractor. Maria
introduced Robert and Airik did the same for Jack, taking orders
for a round of drinks. The large room had pool tables and a 50s
juke box that played a background chorus of Elvis' Return
to Sender.

Jack, from Gold River, reported he
was familiar with the town, explaining that his father had been
responsible for installing the electrical lines to the mines. He
flashed a toothy smile toward Maria. Robert, from Sayward, worked
for a Mining Engineering Company and was familiar with over 200
locations of old gold mines. They were both booked into the Hotel
for two nights.

Airik presented his project to the
two men, showing them the aerial photographs, survey plans,
portfolio of photographs, and the preliminary renderings of the
proposed structure. They reviewed and discussed the details of the
new construction. Jack questioned the logistics of its unusual use
of materials, as he was not familiar with environmentally friendly
designs. Maria listened earnestly, without comment. Robert was very
interested in the concept of the earth-home combination. She left
them to hash over their concerns and slipped away from her chair
without notice.

The old grey-haired bartender
bumped her arm while wiping down a nearby table, excusing himself.
“I've seen you here before, no?” he questioned with a smile. She
returned the nod. “Didn't use to see you ladies on this side of the
room, you know. The old hotel had rules. Separate room for the
Gents. Yup, when the fights broke out, we'd see the heads of the
gals peek over the walls to watch.” He rolled up his sleeves as he
spoke. Maria found him interesting.

“They tell us that in the boom
days, on special nights when the owners of the town's brothels
brought their business here, Miss Fong would have her gals put on a
show every time a big claim was staked. Yup, lots of celebration
and parties.” He pointed to a very old framed paper on the wall.
She stepped closer, viewing the scrolled document from the Royal
Canadian Mint identifying a receipt from the Privateer Mine's
deposit that contained gold bullion weighing 887 pounds. Maria
shook her head, disbelieving the vast riches of the area. The
bartender showed her more memorabilia; pictures of 'Dolly', the
last horse to leave the working mines. “She grazed these fields for
many years afterwards.”

A more comical story made Maria
laugh. A local, Vic Davies claimed that there had been many miners
who witnessed several leprechauns in the area of the White Star
Mine. “Yup, this place kept on going with logging and fisheries
right on through the '70s when iron ore mining was at its peak. The
town pretty well died once the airline was no longer stationed
here, and the police left town. Pretty quiet, yes sir, pretty quiet
these past twenty years.” So much fun, so much history here in the
old hotel, she thought.

As she walked toward her table, a
faded sign in the corner caught her eye. He saw her look at it.
“Yup, that was the original sign for this hotel that hung over our
front door. The Pioneer.” Maria waved until she
caught Karme's attention. She retrieved her camera, examining the
seventy-year-old artifact and asked the bartender to take her
picture by the sign with Karme and Airik.

Returning to their seats, she
pulled up her chair and rejoined the conversation. It became
obvious to her that the contractor had just learned that she was
the Architect. Jack did not understand her credentials or the
environmental codes so she explained the LEED program of green
building practices. She saw him roll his eyes. He questioned her
concepts of the retractable roof, earth-home feasibility, stone
foundations and other concerns, then responded that these were
expensive dreams that wouldn't work. He wanted to take all their
material and review it more closely. It was decided after their
third round of beverages that Jack and Robert would discuss their
concerns with Wynn, whom they both knew. The group would meet again
the following afternoon to visit the site.

By the time they left the hotel,
the raging winds and torrential rains made it difficult to reach
their vehicle. The drive back to the lodge in rain-out conditions
with near zero visibility included howling, tree-bending winds. The
lights flickered on and off periodically as they entered the lobby
completely soaked to the bone. A brilliant flash of lightning
sparked across the night sky, and a deafening crack of thunder
surged causing a complete power failure. Karme, Airik and Maria
fumbled to their rooms, discarding their wet clothes for warm
blankets.

Sometime after three a.m. in the
midst of the coastal hurricane, a scene of massive sheets of flames
exploded through the roof and out the windows of the two-story
wooden structure situated in mid-town. Four hoses from the local
fire truck pumped water for seven hours, going through the truck's
fifty-two gallon tank of fuel. The owners and all their visitors
scrambled from the site, escaping without injury. A part of the
Island's history was gone forever. The Zeballos Hotel was just a
memory.


BOOK II







AN OPEN TRUTH

 


There is a spark deep within your
heart

That yearns to be part

of the great universal
thought.

Unlock the key and set it
free.

With all your love

Let it search above.

Let it become one and let it know
there is none

Other than that which is
love.

No guilt or anger, not even
sin

Can hold you down,

All sadness ends.

 


 


~ mnw ~


The Story ~ X

Constructive
Detailing

The tallest building in London,
England, One Canada Square, was located at Canary Wharf.
Renzo Piano planned to take over this title with his pyramid
creation known as The Shard, London Bridge Tower, boasting an
overall height of 1,016 feet. His original proposal was presented
in 2003, and in 2008 he set a completion date for 2012 even though
construction had not begun.

When Maria Powers and a group of
professionals viewed the Architect's conceptual renderings at a
RIBA (Royal Institute of British Architects) convention, they
agreed that it was an unrealistic venture as it was then already
2009. The world economy crash in October 2008 left everything on
hold, as money disappeared overnight, financial institutions
vanished from the pages of the Wall Street newspapers and the car
industry took a nose-dive. Maria had witnessed a number of closures
and bankruptcies which were being listed by the hundreds. Renzo's
elaborate development would not get off the ground for a long time,
she felt. Another dream put on hold.

London had lost its luster, Maria
thought, glancing through the shops on Bond Street as she neared
the Tube station that would take her to the Ecological Designs
seminar. She had never seen the stores so empty.

Flying from Seattle to New York,
then to Athens and eventually to London, Maria noted that all the
airports had several vacant areas as airlines had closed or
amalgamated with others. The general population had ceased
traveling. A consciousness was spreading that North America was no
longer supporting the rest of the world, whose failing economy felt
it. Unemployment, falling house prices, and lack of consumer
spending took the multitudes by surprise as the ultimate golden
bubble burst.

During the Ecological seminar,
Maria felt the vibration mode on her cell phone. The guest speakers
had begun their presentation so she decided to ignore it. Into the
discussion, her cell vibrated a second time. She was surprised. No
one knew she was in London that she could think of. When her phone
disrupted her concentration a third time, she retrieved it to view
an unknown number. All three calls had been sent from the same area
code. There was a text message. She slipped the phone back into her
pocket, as the closing remarks were being given.

After a short discussion with her
peers, she left the building in the cool September air to fetch a
cab back to Regents Park. During her ride, Maria opened the cell to
view the text message ~ Found you! Call me,
Giuseppe.

She laughed out loud, as this
struck her as quite funny. The cab driver shot her a disconcerting
look, “... and where are we going to, Miss?”

Driving along Knightsbridge, Maria
dialed the number. It rang four times before an unfamiliar foreign
voice answered. She was going to disconnect when another spoke,
whom she recognized. “Maria, Giuseppe here. I'm at a pub less than
a block from Marble Arch. Come on over, I have so much to tell
you.” Without a lot of conversation, she passed the message on to
the driver and they altered their direction slightly, getting her
to the new destination within ten minutes.

Giuseppe spotted Maria from across
the street when she arrived. He called out several times until she
responded. They greeted each other with a long, friendly hug.
Giuseppe introduced Maria to Tony, his Italian cousin. He explained
he had spent a week visiting his family on Lake Como, north of
Milan. They had decided to spend his last weekend in
London.

Once seated in the half-filled pub,
they ordered pints of shandy. Maria commented that it was not very
busy for a Friday night. “A funny thing happened,” Giuseppe began,
“Tony and I were taking the train into Milan to pick up his Mom at
the airport last Tuesday. I felt this compelling force that I had
to go with him. The plane landed late. While waiting, I got
chatting to a man beside me. He was carrying this spectacular Dior
satchel. Anyway, I found out he had flown in from Greece. I had
been wearing he a tiny Canadian flag pin on my collar. I told him I
had a friend, Maria Powers, who was living in Rhodes.

“You know, Maria, it is such a
really, really small world. This man turned to me and asked, 'Could
that be Maria Powers the Architect? I knew a Maria Powers in
British Columbia.' Of course, I nearly fell off my seat.” Maria
could not imagine who he could have been. While they chatted, Tony
left their table to order a large plate of chips and malt vinegar
for them to share. “His name was Robert Wytten.” Giuseppe
announced.

It took Maria a few seconds, then
she nodded. “Right, the engineer who was to work on the Zeballos
project. You know, he was actually staying in the Zeballos Hotel
the night it burned to the ground. It was a miracle he got out
alive. I was supposed to work with Robert.” Maria remembered him
well.

The town had been devastated by the
loss of the old hotel to the fire which was covered nationally. The
historic building had had visitors stay there from all over the
world. It took with it all the memorabilia that covered the hotel's
walls which could never be replaced. The fire devoured all their
plans and concepts for Airik's construction, which Jack the
contractor, had taken with him to review in his room.

Everything had changed after that
night. So much negativism had developed concerning the design, its
placement on the lot, and the people working on the project. Jack
took control as Airik's General Contractor. Karme knew to step away
when things got out of balance and the harmony of working together
diminished. The project would carry unhealthy energy throughout the
construction producing a building where only mishaps and sadness
would result. As the weeks passed, Maria had decided to finish her
small contracts and take a holiday, but it ended up turning into a
move.

“So... as I was saying,” Giuseppe
smiled taking a toothpick and poking it into the hot plate of
chips. “We had a few changes around the studio. I worked directly
with Curtis Pringle, Kristi quit and moved to California with her
partner and then Karme hired someone from Kelowna to replace her.
Things were never the same.

“Anyway, what I was going to say
was that this Robert guy asked if I had heard from you. He said to
tell you to get in touch with him. He has a lot of questions
regarding your Zeballos plans. Apparently, on the night of the
fire, he had kept the renderings you drew. All the aerial plans and
surveys were lost and had to be redone. Construction began last
spring on Airik's project. Robert told me that both he and Airik
had tried to find you.” Maria straightened in her chair.

“No...” she gasped.

“I guess Karme has kept his word,
when you said you never wanted to have anything to do with them. He
was the only one who had faith in your concepts. Everyone Airik
hired, had no knowledge or idea of what you were creating.” The
young Italian gave her a friendly hug. He passed her a
menu.

Maria recalled the numerous
sarcasms, accusations and criticisms of the environmentally
friendly structure that went beyond modernism. The tension created
between the contractor and numerous trades-people drew so much
negativism that she quietly refused to return their
calls.

“When we got back to Lake Como from
the airport, I phoned Karme and he gave me your address in Rhodes.
I contacted the place where you were staying in the olde town and
they gave me your cell number saying that you had been in London
for a month.”

Maria nodded, ordering a second
drink with the dinner special and Tony and Giuseppe did the same.
“I really had a good time in Rhodes. I arrived in Athens and spent
a week there and then traveled by boat to Rhodes for another week
stay where I met up with a group of designers. They mentioned that
one of their company's architects had suffered a stroke and their
firm was falling behind on the construction of a large resort in
Lindos. I went and had a talk with them and actually got hired. I
ended up staying in a small trailer, right across from the beach in
Kalathos and worked with them for several months until it was
pretty much completed.”

The three friends talked well into
the night and promised to meet the following day to take in a live
show. Tony wanted to see We Will Rock You that was
playing at the Dominion Theater They agreed to get together for an
early dinner.

Maria could not stop thinking about
the Zeballos project. It had been seventeen months since she left
Vancouver. She had booked two seminars in London and another the
following week, in Birmingham. Giuseppe and Tony returned home, one
flying back to Vancouver and the other to Italy.

The following week, Maria felt
disjointed as to where she should be as she walked quietly in Hyde
Park, sipping the bottled water she carried when her cell sounded.
“Maria? It's Karme. I just had lunch with Giuseppe. How are you
doing?”

It had been several months since
they talked. There was a lot to say. He told her that Airik had
started construction again, working with Wynn and Robert. They were
doing their own contracting. Karme had convinced them that people
working together must be compatible as it was to be a place of
healing. He explained that Jack had altered her plans and that
Robert had to engineer her original drawings. Without faulting any
of her design elements, he was now at the point of frustration and
wanted to work directly with her. Karme apologized for not keeping
her informed. He now felt that everyone involved respected her
ability to create the best architectural design for the
project.

It became obvious to Maria that
Jack and Airik had gone elsewhere for other concepts without
feasibility studies. The vision Jack had created was for him to be
in total control and that only caused havoc with everyone else. She
was convinced that the connection between Jack and Airik had turned
sour. She felt Jack dominated Airik and was capable of getting him
to believe that his decisions were the only right ones. People like
Jack fed off other people's positive energy, making themselves
stronger while leaving others weaker.

Without steady employment in
London, Maria thought about the poor economy. Her intuition told
her it was time to satisfy her curiosity and return to the Pacific
west coast once again. Jobs were few and far between.

Karme volunteered to pick her up at
the Vancouver airport the following Wednesday. Not only did Karme
welcome Maria, but Kristi had returned from California, as her
relationship had fizzled out financially. She left her love in
Malibu and came back with lots of stories to tell. Giuseppe and
Karme's new designer, Curtis, were at the studio when Maria
arrived. Giuseppe welcomed Maria as if she had never left. Everyone
spoke at once, excitedly. It took a while before they
settled.

The calm came when the lights
flickered on and off a few times and the chatter stopped. Airik and
Robert stood quietly in the doorway. Airik, in his usual black
outfit, with one hand resting on his belt loop, casually announced,
“Thank God you're back!”

Maria was exhausted from the long
flight but took Karme's arm as they joined Airik and Robert and
walked along West 4th to Pinkys Steakhouse. Its
luxurious yet somber decor was welcoming. Very few diners were out
on a Wednesday evening, so the formal waiters invited the group to
use a quiet corner. Karme offered to buy the champagne, but they
settled on a bottle of Beaujolais

Airik led the discussion, bringing
everyone up to date. He admitted his lack of sensitivity regarding
the personalities of others. It took only one person to set the
project back several months, causing trauma to everyone involved.
Jack had literally taken over the scheme of things by hiring his
own crews and redoing the original plans, removing the earth home
and environmental concepts to suit his own needs. Maria's project
and design was one he did not understand and lacked the manpower to
contract. It was a hard lesson for Airik. He had known Jack since
his school days. Wynn had taken Airik aside and bluntly told him,
'This isn't working anymore'. Airik needed some
back-ground.

Robert took the time to educate
Airik and drove him to a Seattle meeting of the American
Underground Con-struction Association. At a later date, he took him
to talk with an Earth-Shelter Home Architect. Airik learned the
benefits of the design. The professionals detailed for Airik the
specifics of Maria's original design.

When construction was below the
frost line, it ran at a constant 50 degree F. A modest 20 degree
boost to 70 could be provided by passive solar gain from sunlight,
keeping the home economically heated or cooled. His Earth home
would present itself as almost weather proof and would be capable
of resisting fires, wind, hail, hurricanes, blizzards, termites and
rodents. It required no external maintenance, gutters or roofing
materials. The living roof that Maria had presented was for
the growth of the medicinal plants. The exposed extension of the
structure would house solar, hot water panels or photo-voltaic
panels.

The finished the first bottle of
wine and were ready to place their food orders. A lot of enthusiasm
and positive energy ran between them creating an atmosphere that
Maria had missed.

“We did have one concern, Maria,
regarding the soil.” Robert offered. “Once I had revamped the plans
back to your original scheme and we had cleared away the debris,
construction began again. This was after many weeks contemplating
the placement of your building.” He smiled broadly at Maria, making
sure she understood that they all regarded the design as hers.
“Airik was adamant about having the house located closer to where
he had camped as a youngster. We all agreed it felt better than
where the log house stood at the opposite end of the acreage. He
wanted to go with his gut feeling and became quite anxious until it
was finally resolved.” Robert passed a plate of hot organic breads
around the table.

“We were lucky; the Radon test kit
which identified the content of any radioactive gas from the
uranium in the earth's crust showed it was at the minimum. The soil
test passed in our favor” Maria was familiar with the test and
nodded that she understood.

Airik updated Maria on the
foundation procedure, constructed similarly to ancient castles in
Europe with a six-foot mixture of compact subsoil and stone. “When
you look at the ruins today, those buildings have deteriorated, but
their foundations are still in place.” The floor boards had been
raised off the ground by short pillars, creating an aeration
chamber with open vents on the sides to allow dampness to dry out.
They paused a few minutes as their meals were served, each
presented in a colorful display on oversize white stoneware; then
talk resumed.

“All our buried walls were
waterproofed and bermed with earth.” Airik described this
procedure, built from high-mass materials that would absorb the
heat of the day and radiate it back into the home at
night.

Robert reviewed the subject of
water drainage. “To prevent complications, highly water-permeable
soils plus the installation of a water drainage system have been
installed around the perimeter of the buried walls to move water
away. French drains covered with filter cloths have
been located in a bed of three-quarter inch crushed rock, wrapping
the building's perimeter. The exposed south side, which will be
constructed mostly of glass, will receive more energy in heat from
the sun than it will lose.”

Maria listened intently as she
finished her meal. She was captivated by their day-by-day report.
Robert's friendly grin caught Maria's eye several times during the
evening. Karme was quick to notice his interest. Karme suggested a
date to return to the Island for a site visit, via float plane. It
would take place after Robert and Maria had reworked the structural
elements of the two-level, exposed glass and timber
extension.

Maria met Karme at his studio the
next morning, revived by her ten hours of sleep, to review his
concerns before Robert arrived. Karme wanted her approval on his
alterations as Kristi worked on a number of his custom built-ins.
At the end of their meeting, Maria had a question. “Karme, whatever
happened to get the ball rolling again? When I left for Athens, the
only thing accomplished was the land blessing that Siol
performed.”

“Well, as you recall, Jack had
Airik convinced to make all his changes, most of which Airik did
not understand and Robert didn't want to alter. To be truthful,
Jack was glad you were no longer around, so he could have
everything done his way. Once he was ready to begin construction,
it didn't take long to see that his workmen could not read the
drawings, let alone build from them. Wynn was frustrated. He was
using capable local loggers for the road clearing, barge and
helicopter deliveries.

“One Friday during lunch at the
Iris Lodge, Wynn and Airik got into a heated discussion, which
never would have happened before. Seth had walked into the
restaurant and told Airik in no uncertain terms that he was getting
screwed, and if he knew what was best, he should fire Jack before
he lost his shirt. Well, apparently the conversation got out of
hand. Airik got up and stormed out of the place, bumping shoulders
with Siol as he was leaving. She raised her hand, and in a firm
tone told him to sit.” Maria had no problem imagining the scene.
She could sense Siol's presence as he related the story. Karme
continued. “Wynn told me that in less than five minutes she had
done her usual magic and created a very calm atmosphere. Whatever
was said, she made Airik focus on his end result. Siol told him
that he would never reach it if he continued the way he was going.
Everyone involved had been sucked dry of positive energy and it was
going to be his job to put things right, no one else's.”

Maria knew about the abrupt
standstill that lasted several months over the winter. With an
annual rainfall of over ninety inches, mixed with wicked winter
winds and snow, it had turned into a time for reflection. Airik and
Seth rehashed his original vision. The rebirth of the project began
once they contacted Robert and Wynn in March.

Siol Eveen suggested a list of
qualified men from the Reserve and several unemployed loggers as
laborers Wynn returned to assist Robert, the Engineer, who had
decided to leave the company he was working for and go out on his
own. He would be able to focus his full attention on their project.
They agreed to join forces once again, at the same time Airik got a
letter from Jack's lawyer, suing him for wrongful dismissal and
outstanding wages. He wanted $500,000. Siol took the matter into
her own hands, calling on Seth for assistance. Maria sat quietly,
over-whelmed with so much information.

Maria placed Robert's updated
drawings on the drafting board. She was pleased with his suggested
detailing. She decided to work in Karme's office, where she
completed her ideas for building a traditional Windcatcher. This
low-tech passive cooling system worked like a chimney. It was a
vertical void, like an air well, made from stone. Maria was ready
for discussions when Robert arrived with more sketches for her to
review. He had considered an alternative placement.

His system would cut down through
the centre of the building from the roof to its lowest level. On
each floor a shuttered aperture would open or close as needed. If
it was designed correctly, the occupants would manipulate the flow
of air into and out of the building without the need for
electricity. This system could also be combined with underground
streams which Maria wanted Robert to work toward as well. He
explained the system to Karme.

“Air passing over the super-cool
subterranean water creates chilly residential micro climates. Air
conditioning is created naturally.” Karme reminded them that
filters and screens would be required for the roof apparatus due to
the landscape and mountainous conditions. It needed to be
protected. The drawings were marked and measured several times as
Maria and Robert rehashed a myriad of details. They felt they had
barely scratched the surface as the day ended and skies
darkened.

Another two days of contemplating
their structural details, then it was time to board the float plane
to the Island. Kristi worked at finishing the interior cabinetry
samples from Karme's designs. Giuseppe and Curtis were involved
with the studio's day-to-day calls, keeping the business running.
Robert and Karme were sure the right people were finally together
once again.

Maria computerized her drawings all
through the night, preparing a rough set of plans to take to the
Island. When the cab arrived to escort her to the harbor where she
would meet Karme and Robert, she could barely keep her eyes open.
She slept on board the flight, missing the great views. No computer
program could accommodate all the environmental concepts they were
putting into practice for the new structure, but it didn't matter
as this was a labor of love.

Wynn greeted them at dockside and
flew them to the site by helicopter. Even though primitive lanes
had been cleared for small truck deliveries and ATVs, it would have
taken them over an hour to drive the rough terrain.

They disembarked from the
helicopter. Maria was pleased to see that the lumber pile from the
dismantled log house had been restored to a new surface, better
than new timbers. Also stockpiled were structural beams, foundation
anchor plates, rebars, cut stone and the nuts and bolts of
construction. She was anxious to see the fruits of their many
months of work.

Robert gently took her arm and they
rounded the noisy beast as Wynn cut the engine. She saw the
beginnings of her designs, as the building grew out from the inner
cave walls of the six-thousand-foot high mountain. The landscape
showed no signs of sadness, as an apparent gentleness of nature's
elements accepted man's workman-ship. The twenty-foot-wide opening
into the vast hillside was like a big smile, as the many supports
and structural frames protruded into the openness of the land. It
reminded her of an old miner's broken-tooth grin. Care had been
taken as the site appeared tidy. Their golden mountain would surely
be one of healing.

Robert walked her through the mouth
of the newly constructed earth-shelter. It was a quiet Sunday
morning with no one on site but the four of them. Maria felt goose
bumps and a shiver of excitement as she viewed the three long, open
lightwells which would eventually admit shafts of daylight into the
nine-hundred-and-eighty square foot earth-shelter. The two-level
glass enclosed extension to be constructed would measure nearly two
thousand square feet.

Because of his expertise in
construction and mining, Robert was able to explain his usage of a
new system of a spray-on product that had been used as a structural
ground support in mine shafts. The solvent-free Rock-Web, which was
fire retardant, impervious to moisture and dried rapidly, had been
used to waterproof the walls of the freight containers. The coating
had been sprayed 125 mil thick over the units and covered with two
inches of polyurethane foam insulation to provide a complete
seamless seal that could last for hundreds of years. Waterproofing
was of the highest importance.

Karme opened the set of updated
plans for Maria and Robert's review while observing the layout of
the land. He joined Wynn, who waited quietly, enjoying the
view.

Maria had previously listened to
all the problems they endured when opening up the long lane to the
site, carefully preserving everything that had been cut or removed.
Wynn had resolved the difficulties by using his expertise and
several contacts from the region. The new passages allowed for the
waste, rock and minerals to be removed from the site. The lack of
working space within the mountain terrain had created problems in
delivering construction materials. Wynn and his team had done a
remarkable job. Materials had been moved from Gold River to Tahsis,
then barged to the lower bay area along the Inlet, or floated north
from Port Alberni through Nootka Sound. Helicopters and cranes
assisted in difficult situations.

Maria heard about how Siol had
encouraged interest in the neighboring Indian reserves and
surrounding towns, creating an excitement for the new retreat. She
offered a reward for any young person who could name the special
property. If Siol got wind of any criticism, she went to rectify it
right away. The facility was to be created out of love, and the
energy would remain positive. She made regular visits to the site,
making sure workers asked permission before making any cuts or
changes to the land, for a sense of gratitude had to be shown by
all the workmen. The Shaman was on a mission.

The local landscape consisted of
unusual wild flowers that appeared to be lingering along the
hillside. They stretched outward, as if they didn't want to miss
anything. The branches on the towering trees stretched upward
toward the sky, dancing amongst one another. The site's existing
geology would be used in creative ways incorporating nature's
treasures.

The day had slipped by quickly as
they discussed the many issues that went with such an undertaking.
Construction had been underway for six months and, to some, little
showed for it. The complicated terrain caused havoc, but nothing
more than what they expected. Karme viewed the magnificent sunset
that swept across the early evening sky as they boarded the chopper
and returned to town.

Loretta welcomed them into her
lodge. It was a busy fall season in Zeballos as tourists, loggers,
fishermen and others arrived to view the salmon run. The small
lodge was full. As in the past, Wynn and Robert had shared a double
room while Airik stayed at Seth's house. A number of their
tradesmen stayed in a trailer park close by, across Sugarloaf
Bridge.

Dan, Loretta's partner, served the
dinners in the crowded Blue Heron. There would be three sittings
for dinner this time of year. The new look after renovations was a
welcome improvement. All their artifacts had been carefully removed
to another area called the Golden Pass room. A less cluttered space
remained, leaving the focus on the beautiful mountain views. They
were pleased and experienced a new energy.

After dinner, the group met Seth at
his house on the Point. The pending lawsuit was discussed as Airik
and Seth got the legal talk out of the way first as it was going to
be dirty. Jack had hired a top-notch lawyer from Vancouver. Seth
warned Airik the lawyer was known for getting huge settlements just
before going to court. He would also be launching negative media
coverage, as they neared completion, to damage Airik's
credibility.

Siol, in her usual manner, came out
of nowhere and entered Seth's home through the waterside doorway.
Karme was uncertain where she lived as no one had ever questioned
the matter. The room became peaceful whenever she was present. She
listened to their discussions, and made herself and Maria a cup of
tea. The new construction for Airik's house extension was expected
to be framed before the winter storms set in. That left them only
seven weeks. They had decided to hold off on ordering the glass for
the immense window openings until framing was completed. The
complicated roof structure needed their immediate
attention.

During a quiet moment, Airik went
and sat next to Siol. “Something has been on my mind for a long
time now. I have always wondered if you had any family connections
to a man who worked in the mines many years back.” Siol's
ever-gentle smile and soft twinkle in her eyes left Airik
wondering. “I was in Tahsis and I spoke with a family who has lived
around here for generations. The woman mentioned that her
grandfather was a miner. His name was Hata Eveen.”

Siol nodded, holding her cup with
both hands. Karme watched closely from across the room as he sensed
her aura change color. She didn't reply for several moments. “Yes,
my friend. Hata was one of the few prospectors at that time that
mined for his Native people and trapped in these areas as
well.”

“I could never find anything about
him in the records to show if he staked a claim,” Airik said. Siol
nodded, sipping her tea.

“Hata was a man of the spirit land.
He was a guide who instructed those in times of need, or who were
seeking change, on how to receive answers to their questions. He
taught them to create their own power circle, a sacred space which
transforms that area into a personal, natural spirit world to which
they become connected. They would express their needs or ask
questions in a clear way. Through dance, singing, drumming,
walking, or meditating on nature, their questions are answered as
they learn to listen. They receive a new awareness and begin to see
nature differently. They hear and see natural signs with subtle
changes; a feather, an animal, passing cloud overhead,” she mused.
Airik responded with a nod of his head.

“But, Siol, did you know
him?”

“His practices led him to many
places. He was a companion of Thom Reed in his quest for treasures.
That is how he located the greatest power spot in these
mountains.”

Airik knew of her mysteries, but
there was still a hidden secret she kept.

“Hata also warned Thom Reed about
his love for Molly, who was overtaken with sadness, no different
from depression. Hata worked the mines with Thom during the day and
taught him to communicate with nature in the evening, showing him
that animal, vegetable and minerals are alive, connected and
changing. The tree of life and medicine wheel are accessible maps
to enter all levels of the spirit world. Thom learned to dissolve
limitations, state clear attainable goals and transform old beliefs
into new ones.”

“And...” Airik prompted.

“And... yes, Airik. We were as one,
and spent years nurturing this land... the very land where you will
live.”

“But, his age. Hata would be many
years your senior.”

“All Shamans know that the rules of
the spirit world prevail over ordinary rules of the physical world.
They can manipulate time and space and can mold reality directly.
It is the way of the Kundalini. Concentration and will are the
vehicles that open these passageways to the spirit world for
everyone. It begins deep from within yourself. That is why you must
be clear and concise in your vision, my son.”

Karme saw her aura shimmer a soft
shade of aqua. He had never experienced seeing this before. The
room quieted for a moment.

Maria startled at the sudden dark
movement that flashed across the large picture window overlooking
the inlet waters. A big, black raven landed on the railing. Siol
noted her expression. “A good sign, Maria. Black birds, crows,
ravens are a sign of wisdom. When they appear at your window, it is
said they carry the soul of a loved one who has passed from this
life. They are both a brave messenger and a trickster spirit, but
mostly they represent the unknown, the Great Absolute. They impart
gnosis into consciousness. There are still a few giants among them
known as Thunderbirds.”

Maria questioned, “Is it not true
that they were thought to be a death sign?”

“In a matter of speaking. It is
the death of the old way and the birth of a new awareness.” Maria
looked once again out the window. The bird was gone.

Karme walked over to where she sat.
“I am working on the finishes now for the inside areas of the house
and some of the selections have been quite troublesome to obtain.
If I make changes to some materials, then that means other things
change elsewhere. I feel the plan is getting away from where we
wanted to go.”

Siol turned to Airik, and then
looked at Karme, addressing them both. “There will be many tensions
and some disappointments. Faith is the strength of the soul inside,
lost is the man without it. Don't vary from your vision.” And, with
that as her final words, Siol slowly rose from her seat, wrapped
her woolen shawl around her shoulders and slipped away from the
house, back to wherever she came from.


The Story ~ XI

Interior
Harmony

Brilliant sunny skies and a cool
breeze welcomed Karme and Giuseppe as they stepped down from the
mud-covered ATV parked next to six motorcycles. Another hot summer
at the end of August, and construction had begun on the interior of
the luminous structure, high in the mountains. Giuseppe carried a
shoulder-bag filled with product and samples as he followed Karme
to the site for his first visit. He finally got to stand aground
and touch it.

Reaching thirty-three feet, the
two-level contemporary structure reflected the vivid landscape in
its massive sheets of glazing. The rising roof extended fifteen
feet beyond the glass walls of the building, creating an overhang
for the deck. Through the far corner of the deck floor, rising from
ground level through the roof, grew a seventy-foot fir, standing
proud. Giuseppe watched for a moment, as the tongue 'n groove
soffits were installed, made out of the refurbished log house
lumber. He looked over the land, and felt no signs of stress. It
was the tidiest construction site he had ever visited. Looking
across the landscape, the young Italian witnessed the magnificent
views he had often heard about.

Karme pointed toward the entrance
located on the lower level along the west wall. The nine-foot,
etched-glass double door was secured between two carved columns,
representing masculine energy on the right and feminine energy on
the left. Its arched header supported the balance of energy and
harmony. Giuseppe noticed the nine-by-nine foot stone landing at
the entry. The square footage equaled eighty-one, or nine as a
single-digit total. Nine was the number for rebirth. He
stepped onto the carved pavers that had been impressed with wavy
lines (water, the color black) and placed alternately. The
checkerboard effect represented the balance of energies. They
entered the construction zone.

Karme climbed the substitute ladder
to the upper level and phoned Airik on his cell, announcing his
arrival. He was in the harbor with Wynn. Airik informed him that
there had been an accident. The anchor attached to a container had
disconnected from the helicopter and dropped its cargo. The
elaborate staircase that had been precisely constructed in three
sections was being hauled to the site. The third segment was in the
container that had dropped. Karme asked nervously about the damage.
Airik promised it was nothing that could not be fixed. He had to
trust him on this one.

While waiting for Airik's arrival,
Giuseppe and Karme took window measurements. The chosen treatment
was for fourteen-inch-wide vertical panels each of which
centre-folded separately. They would stack neatly into the corners
yet offered visibility when opened and privacy when closed. They
were similar to vertical blinds and would be installed at ceiling
height.

The non-operating windows from
floor to ceiling were trimmed out with wide boards of fir. The
oversize sliding doors opened onto the wrap-around deck. The
retractable ceiling, constructed of tinted commercial-weight glass,
acted as a skylite and opened for ventilation.

Giuseppe noted that the upper-level
double-door entry was constructed of wood, located on the east
wall. They were also finished with wide side columns. The two
entries made the structure both an East and West
building to accommodate all guests. This upper entry section
protruded slightly from the side of the building, blocking off any
access onto the deck from the outside.

The interior's open concept
provided space for construction materials. Piles of wood and
granite from around the Island sat stacked in several locations.
The floor installers waited for the in-floor heating system to be
completed.

Karme walked Giuseppe through the
building, making notes as they apologized to the workers for
crossing their path. They took measurements required for cabinetry
in the three bathrooms, kitchen area and bedroom build-ins. Then
they entered the earth-shelter. A stream of brightness shone
through the three large lightwells which were located sporadically
in the enclosed area. Karme unrolled his drawings and took wall
measurements for the required sandblasted glass-panel partitions to
be constructed. They would separate the rooms and allow daylight to
enter from the hallway light wells. Each four-foot wall panel would
be framed in wood and divided into three horizontal glass sections.
The glass doors into each room would be finished in a similar
fashion.

For the rest of the walls Robert
had located a large supply of magnesia core board on the Island
that had been sourced from Ontario. Due to the downturn in the
economy and an abrupt stop in construction at a nearby resort, he
had obtained the right product for half of the normal cost,
allowing them to use a product that would otherwise have been left
to rot.

Airik arrived as the workers left
the building for lunch. He explained to Karme about the mishap. The
container was being repaired and reconnected, and would be
delivered later that afternoon. The master carpenter was to be on
site by the end of the week to evaluate the damage and begin the
installation of the elaborate spiral staircase. This news would not
make Maria or Robert happy. Airik had a few calls to make that
night. Even with all the delays and disappointments, he remained
enthusiastic as he could always see the light at the end of the
tunnel.

They walked to the area designated
for the kitchen, where Karme showed Airik the plans and samples of
the wood stains selected for the cabinetry. The space designated
ran fifteen feet in length within the open concept. They had
refused to use any building product containing MDF (medium density
fiberboard) or OSB (oriented strand board) or particleboards
containing formaldehyde glues. No engineered or composite wood
products were allowed as they were another source of off-gassing.
Products containing all natural woods were Karme's specifications
and there was no shortage of lumber available to them. The floors
had been partially laid and the boards were without any stain. The
variegated common pieces of lumber had been donated by local
mills. A dark walnut water-based stain had been selected to even
out the variegation. The wide boarded window trim was left
natural.

Airik held the first cabinetry
sample. It was finished in a charcoal colored water-based
wash which picked up the dark, almost black vein from the
flooring sample. The second selection was finished in a deeper
shade of the fir window trim, with a reddish overtone. The third
sample was pale sage green stain that mimicked the outside. He
looked over each sample as they discussed the overall concept.
Airik would take the samples to the Island town of Duncan, where he
would choose local granite and make his final
selections.

Giuseppe rubbed the dust from his
jeans only to spread it around. He straightened his hardhat unaware
of the effect it would have on his carefully styled hair. He
gathered his notebook watching Karme organize the materials he had
so precisely selected. It reminded him of another
kitchen...

Karme had won the bid to do a
prize-winning design for a waterfront high-rise in Seattle. It was
for four hundred units. His renderings and product specifications
were printed in national magazines, but the downfall came when the
contract for the kitchen and bathroom cabinetries went to a company
in Germany. Karme walked off the job, and newspapers everywhere
wrote the story. He fought tooth 'n nail explaining that the
developers who were supposed to be promoting an environmentally
friendly building had chosen to ship the huge order from several
thousand miles away, an act that was non-conforming and absolutely
unnecessary. He had obtained quotes from local cabinet makers on
the west coast who could match the exact specifications without
adding excessive shipping damages onto the environment. The job was
a lie and did not conform to LEED practices, even though the
materials would be of natural products. Product specifications were
to be within a hundred-mile radius. He began to question the
developer's credibility. There was more to the story than met the
eye.

Karme and Giuseppe taped the layout
of the kitchen onto the subfloor. They reviewed the plans carefully
and decided to expand the kidney shaped peninsula by eight inches
in length. The curved shape would allow for a meandering flow of
energy. After Airik confirmed his appliance selections, they went
outside to walk around the building. The powerful stone fireplace
that ran up the side of the building was near completion. As they
admired its construction, two deer walked onto the site, spending
five minutes viewing the situation. It was obvious that the animals
of the mountain region were not bothered by the noise from
machinery as a flock of birds swooped down to rest on the sides of
the parked vehicles. From years of mining and logging they were
accustomed to construction, just like their ancestors. Airik
commented that Wynn had seen three black bears walking away from
the house earlier in the week. It was a great concern to all that
no food was ever left on site.

The peaceful landscape was soon
disrupted by the sound of hammers, saws and an approaching chopper.
Wynn had arrived with his cargo as three of the workers came to
assist with the dismantling. The third staircase container had
arrived, damaged but in one piece. Airik neared the whirling
machine and called to Wynn, who dropped him a knapsack, then left
the site. Airik opened it and pulled out a bag of sandwiches and
fruit drinks. There was still much to discuss, but first things
first.

The plumbing fixtures selected were
basic, more commercial in appearance, as oversea shipments of
exotic faucets did not always conform to CSA standards. They
reviewed each bathroom in detail as Airik signed off on the
selections.

Giuseppe followed behind as they
walked toward Airik's bedroom. The large sixteen-foot by
twenty-two-foot room came complete with loft and looked over the
landscape out to the ocean. The flooring had been completed, but
the built-ins next to the headboard were under construction. The
two full-height side cabinets had been topped with an eight-inch
crown molding that wrapped the room. An open entry walk-in closet
was being finished in cedar shelving with enough space for three
wardrobes.

Giuseppe climbed up to the loft to
take in the incredible view out of the south window. It was a tiny
space with only enough room for a comfy chair or two. When he
returned down the steep incline, he found them discussing the trim
finishes. They decided it would be painted white in a satin finish
and the walls painted a warm chocolate color in a matte finish.
Karme showed samples from his portfolio. Airik chose a pale
grey-blue fabric with brown detailing throughout. This was selected
for his bedding, upholstered chair with brown accent piping, and
roman shade blinds to cover his two large windows. The walls in his
closet and bathroom would be painted the soft pale blue
shade.

By late afternoon, they had
returned to the ground level of the house. A few paint samples had
been applied to the interior walls, three choices of white for
Airik to see. With all the natural wood throughout, Karme chose the
one called linen-white and Airik agreed. It would be a neutral warm
color to reflect the strong colors from the outside. Giuseppe had
enjoyed his site visit. He was anxious to tell Kristi all about it.
In the interim, she had to handle the office work since the
receptionist/office clerk had quit, leaving Kristi less time for
her furniture creations. She needed an eight-day week.

The following day, Seth called
Airik. “Bad news again. Jack is putting a stop-work order against
you for the second time. I just want you to be prepared if they try
to come onto the property.”

Airik phoned Wynn and Robert,
telling them he had some legal issues to attend to with Seth in
Vancouver and promised he would go from there to Duncan to select
the granite for the countertops. He left them in charge.

Later that evening, when in
Vancouver, Airik called Maria to see if she was free for dinner; he
wanted to talk. She was out of town. He drove to Karme's studio and
found him working with Kristi on a sectional design for his project
which would house a wide screen TV.

Kristi showed Airik the preliminary
plans. A large sixty-inch by thirty-inch rectangular box was
divided in two. One side would house a five-foot wide planter and
the other side, a retractable viewing-screen. The two sides of the
unit and the planter-box side were surrounded by a cushioned
seating area, u-shaped, backed with comfortable down-filled
pillows. They proposed to place the unit as a room divider, with
the south facing seating looking out onto the covered deck. The
viewing-screen side would face inward, toward the interior. The
dual purpose piece of furniture would be forty-two inches tall so
that the wide-screen could retract comfortably. Kristi had created
a module so Airik could actually see the idea. She noted his
hesitation.

“You know, this is very clever.”
Airik finally responded, bending over to take a closer look at the
square shaped module. “You have nicely combined the viewing screen,
the decorative planter unit with wrap-around seating on three sides
and included numerous drawer spaces below the seat-cushions. Yeah,
you know, I think it could work.” Kristi explained that its
construction would be made from wheat board,
constructed from compressed wheat straw without toxic adhesives.
The seat and back cushions would be formed out of formaldehyde-free
foam and would be upholstered in untreated cotton fabrics or hemp
cloth. The pillows would be filled with kapok, another natural
fiber.

Karme patted her shoulder
acknowledging good work. The fifty-square-foot unit would be an
expensive venture, but she promised to get them further details.
Conceptual ideas were usually altered before production. Kristi
removed her project, leaving them free to work in Karme's office.
He called out to her. “Just remember, no sharp edges, so consider
rounding those corners.”

“Of course,” Kristi smiled.
“Wouldn't want any poison arrows.”

Airik gave Karme the latest news on
the court case and other construction updates. He explained that he
had been trying to call Maria but couldn't reach her.

“Very busy woman these days. She is
in Seattle trying to resolve some ventilation issues with the
manufacturer. Lots on her mind especially with the announcement of
her engagement.” Airik nodded. He didn't want to tell her on the
phone about the damaged staircase, but he knew that Robert would
relay the news before he could.

Robert and Maria's relationship had
developed during the winter months. It was over a year since her
return, and their close working partnership had turned into a
romantic one.

Robert had reconfigured Jack's
altered plans, attempting to correct the damage. Maria reworked
them so they would conform to her original design. The project
turned into a labor of love as did their relationship. They had
announced their engagement the previous month. Airik suggested
their wedding be held at his new house, just before the grand
opening. Karme had more questions, but noted Airik's weariness. He
offered pizza and beer on his patio in Kitsilano. They locked up
the office and drove through rush-hour traffic.

After a couple of beers and a few
slices of pizza each, Airik relaxed, confessing to Karme his
concerns. “I always thought I was a good judge of people, but I
sure outdid myself when I brought Jack on board. I felt betrayed on
one hand, and sort of stupid on the other. I just did not see it
coming. He totally convinced me that he knew best and that his
changes were the right ones, saying he would save me tons of money,
and on and on.” Karme held back any comments to let Airik vent his
frustrations.

“Five years ago when I first
inherited the property, Jack appeared out of nowhere. We had not
seen each other in nearly six years. He said he was the man to do
the job. He made it sound like I was his best friend and told me
what I wanted to hear.” He paused and slipped another slice of
pizza onto his plate. “I used to date his sister back in college,
you know. I guess the whole excitement of doing this project with
an old friend blocked any insight I had. Jack told me he didn't
want Wynn or Maria around and that he had his own people who would
do the job for so much less. I began to fear his taking over but
did not want to admit it. He said he had better designers and I
should let him have full control. You know, I actually lost my
direction, and, like Siol said, my vision was turning into his
vision.” Airik turned to face Karme. “I gave him what he wanted.
Signed his contract, giving him a large deposit. Now, I think I'm
screwed. Even as an act of compassion, no Judge will see me clear.”
Karme offered another beer. Airik refused.

“What is Seth's take on all of
this?”

“He said I signed a contract that
was too vague, as it simply said that Jack would act as general
contractor taking on the job according to the plans. It did not
specify which plans. No date, no architect and no changes or
alterations were specified. Seth had all our original plans as well
as Jack's changes. They say I hired Jack in good faith and all the
rest of that stuff, so I am not sure where it’s going now. All I
know is that I got brainwashed and sweet-talked because my ego
stood in the way. My head liked hearing what he had to say, but I
never listened to my gut feeling. I hate to tell you what my lawyer
fees are up to.”

Karme didn't want to imagine that
figure. “You have really kept all that stuff away from the project.
We have had lots of problems, but it has all worked out somehow. We
have had backorders, road closures due to bad weather, wind damage,
broken cables yesterday and we are still going ahead.” Karme
complimented, “You and Maria have kept things going. You are both
strong-willed. Everybody working on this project carries a sense of
pride, you can see it, and it is all because of you and your
purpose. We have a good connection and are all communicating well.
Just let Seth and the lawyers handle Jack. You handle the
contracting. ”

“Fine. So tell me, what do we get
Maria for a wedding present?”

Another five weeks slipped by. The
September colors were abundant throughout the mountain region.
Karme, Airik and Maria sat at a large folding table in the middle
of the construction zone, hashing out the interior finishes. A few
chosen finishing carpenters worked throughout the building. They
sat directly below the area of the retractable roof which opened by
remote control to admit the last of the warm sunshine.

A palette of colors lay across the
table. It had been decided that there would be room for seven
guests in the four rooms, plus a workout area. The house was to be
a peaceful place for reflection and a place to create dreams. Airik
had arranged for professional speakers who would visit and give
inspirational talks to the young men and women. There would be
films and interviews by those from mixed cultures who had succeeded
in reaching their own personal dreams. This was a place for kids to
get healthy. They would learn to understand their feelings, lose
their guilt, their fears, and learn to love themselves.

Airik picked up a sample sheet of
yellows and light brown color swatches.

“One of those colors will be
painted in the northeast room,” Karme told him. Each room would
conform to its compass location which dictated the element and
color. Earth-energy in the southwest and northeast carried hues of
tans, beige, browns, and yellows. “One of the green shades you
select will go into the east area room because east carries
wood-energy. One of the grays or pastel shades will be used in the
west - northwest area room as it carries metal- energy.”

“And what about these blue shades?”
Airik asked.

“Those particular shades are for
the room in the water-energy north area and will have black
accents. Metal-framed beds will be in the west, northwest and north
rooms while wood-framed beds will be in the east and south area
rooms. In the earth-element rooms, we will construct upholstered
headboards covered in plaid fabrics because squares and rectangular
shapes carry the energy of earth.” Maria smiled, thanking Karme for
the Feng Shui explanation. They walked through all the bedrooms
located in the earth-shelter discussing their color choice, then
Airik made his selections.

The variety of colored rooms would
allow each guest to be situated in his best location and energy
field, the one most comfortable. Each room would be complemented
with coordinating bedding and accessories. The remaining wallspace
throughout the house was painted linen-white and carried the
textures of nature from the wood, stone, glass and natural
fabrics.

They reviewed Airik's choice for
the kitchen cabinets to be finished in a charcoal wash, and the
local granite was selected in a variety of light greens,
highlighted with bold streaks of golden yellow veins. Kristi had
already made selections of green and white dishes for Airik to
choose from. Four of the upper kitchen cabinets were lighted with
glass doors and shelving for displaying the brightly colored
earthenware. The wooden crown molding across the top of the
cabinets, the light valance beneath the upper cabinets and the base
cabinet of the kidney shaped peninsula were selected by Airik to be
finished in a natural stain to match the window trim. Against the
linen-white walls, this produced a balance of both warm and cool
palettes.

Kristi's furniture, with the
retractable wide-screen, would have the seating upholstered in a
green and white diamond-patterned hemp fabric, a small print. An
L-shaped seating sectional for watching the wide-screen TV would be
covered in winter-white leather with green piping and pillows, so
it blended into the wall color reducing the cluttered feeling that
furniture can create. Karme had prepared small color boards of each
room for Airik's final approval.

Suddenly, a loud crash sounded from
the east entryway. The three of them jumped up to see what had
happened. The stone mason, who was working on the wall
installation, accidentally dropped one of the specially mined
rocks. Luckily, the new herringbone wood floor had not been
installed so there was no damage. The mason was very apologetic as
he went to retrieve more. The small skylite allowed ample light
into the area which sparkled against the textured wall. Airik bent
over to pick up the rock that the stone mason had dropped. He
looked carefully at where a big chip had been knocked out. Maria
picked it up. A large gold nugget rested in her palm. She tossed it
playfully to Airik. “There's gold in them there hills, man.” And,
as the light drifted down into the space for a brief moment, the
glitter of gold dust glistened throughout the stone covered walls,
unbelievable to their eyes.

Without another word, they returned
to the work-table. Karme whispered, “Where did that rock come
from?” Airik shrugged his shoulder.

“I think the old guy brings it to
the site. I told him to only use stone from the property.” He had
brought Maria some samples for her approval. The two men turned to
face her. Maria looked at the nugget that Airik placed on the table
in front of them.

“Let's not make a big deal out of
this so the word doesn't get back to Jack or he'll figure some way
to be part of this. We should, or maybe someone should, follow his
truck, you know, play detective and see where he's getting this
from. To be honest I don't know where he got it.” Karme and Airik
stared at her. Within a moment, Maria had an idea. Up from the
table and back into the entry she walked. The stone mason was
applying another piece as she approached.

“I was wondering how much longer it
will be until you finish? The granite is to be delivered soon and
you will need to begin installations in the bathrooms.” He thought
she sounded confused.

“Well, ma'am, I should be ready for
it by the middle of next week. This wall will be grouted by then.”
He continued his work.

“Do you think you will need more
rock to complete this area?” Maria asked. He looked her way
again.

“No,ma'am. Lots of rock.” Maria
tried another approach.

“Not much room to work in here, is
there?” The stone mason looked around the entry.

“Nope. Got lots of room in my
truck. Yes sir, that’s where I got it.”

Great, she thought, we know where
you got it, but where did you get it. Airik waved for her to return
to the table. “It's ok Maria, no need to follow him.”

“No, Airik. He has a truck full. He
doesn't need anymore.” Another silent moment.

“Well, maybe I should just come out
and ask him.” Airik remarked.

“No, let's ask Robert. He's on site
all the time. The guy won't be suspicious at all.” They decided
they would wait another day. Airik retrieved the large nugget as
they prepared to leave the site. He needed to order the paint and
prepare for the contractors to begin prepping the walls.

Outside the doorway, Siol surprised
them with her presence. “What's up?” she questioned, in a pleasant
tone.

“Nothing,” the three echoed in
unison. She looked each one in the eye.

“Now, if that doesn't sound
suspicious, I don't know what does.”

“We lost track of time and must run
to get these orders placed before four today.” Karme waved some
papers in her face and took Maria's arm, then walked toward the
parked vehicles. Airik followed closely, without responding. Siol
sensed their excitement, smiling as they drove away.

Late afternoon the following day,
Robert met Airik and Maria on site. He told them of his talk with
the stone installer. Robert said he began by complimenting his
workmanship, as the wall had been installed with the rough side of
the stone facing out, showing barely any sign of grout lines. It
appeared like the inside of a cave wall. Maria had worked with the
installer on the original design, a very difficult technique. Once
this area was completed a native Sinixt tribe person from the
Nelson area of British Columbia, whom Karme had located, would
sculpt and polish sections of the rock into a pattern of tall
trees, designed to a smooth finish.

Robert had listened to the mason
talk about his craft for a several minutes and learned the location
of the unusual rock. He had discovered it on the opposite side of
Airik's property behind the foundation of the log house. When he
heard this, Airik thanked him and rushed away. He mounted his
motorcycle with Maria following him... “Not without me!” she called
as they headed across the wooded acreage.

Robert was left to discuss the
damaged staircase with the master carpenter. He learned just how
bad the cracked section was, knowing that it would not be
acceptable even if they sealed it with epoxy. Once an item was
broken, the energy became negative and Karme would not accept
anything cracked, broken or damaged. They mutually agreed that it
should be shipped back to the shop for reconstruction. Eighty
percent could be salvaged; however, it would take time for the new
construction. Four months was the carpenter's quote. After a few
minutes and a call to Nanaimo, the owner at the Joinery shop
brought it down to five weeks with a bonus if he could possibly get
it rebuilt sooner. Robert called Wynn to request the helicopter at
his earliest convenience. The crate would then be barged to Port
Alberni and transported to the Nanaimo shop.

Through the dense terrain, over
rocks, wet leaves, broken branches, and into the open area the
motorcycle roared to a quick halt. Maria had not visited the area
since the house had been dismantled. She suddenly felt sadness from
within. The stone foundation was left intact and the area had been
cleaned of any debris. As they passed, Airik commented, “My plans
are to fill it in and restore this section for an outdoor respite
area for meditation. Wynn knows a group of young men from a local
reserve who build twig furniture. What do you think?”

Maria held a stronger connection to
this part of the mountain, more peaceful than where the house was
being constructed. She recommended an open-sided gazebo with
overhead shadow-bars that would be tightly screened to help resist
the rain from falling through.

They walked around the area. Maria
pointed out tire tracks from the mason's truck which passed by the
ruins. They followed them into a very dark treed area. It took a
few moments for their eyes to adjust to the lack of light. Airik
walked ahead, and then waved her on. They stopped at a pile of rock
and saw the opening of a cave. It was not a miner's cave, but a
natural opening into the mountain. “This is it. But, we can't see
in there.” she remarked, stepping ahead a few feet. They needed a
flashlight.

“Do you have a lighter?” Airik
asked.

“Yeah, right!” the non-smoker
returned. “How about rubbing a couple of sticks together?” Maria
teased.

“Wait... my bike. I have my hardhat
in my carrier. It has a head-lamp on it. I'll go get it, you can
wait here.”

Maria stepped further into the
cave. The damp ground felt soft beneath her boots. The cave carried
an unusual sweetness in the air, the same as she had experienced
when she first visited the mountain. She walked another ten feet.
The darkness was eerie. Maria heard a rustling sound and froze in
her footsteps. She waited for Airik. Within a couple of minutes he
returned; a small flash of light flickered off the cave
walls.

A large black bird flew from the
inside, brushing by with its wings. Startled, her heart skipped a
beat.

They walked one behind the other
another fifteen feet into an opening. The odor became intoxicating.
“What is that, Airik? It is so strong, I feel dopey.” He rested his
hand on her shoulder. She leaned against the cave wall. He pointed
to the area a few feet away where the stone wall had been broken
into. They both witnessed a strange mist in the dim light from the
hardhat. Maria grabbed her forehead. “I swear I feel like I have
just had a shot of morphine or something similar. It's nuts.” Airik
reached for a rock on the ground and the beam of light scanned
across the wall.

“Holy shit!” Airik called. “Look...
Maria!” He stood close to the cave wall. “It's about seven inches
thick. That's a quartz vein full of gold.” Their eyes adjusted to
the sight. The walls were full of it, everywhere. “Most quartz
veins containing gold run an average of two or three inches thick,
if that big. This is much thicker. This could be just like
Dahlonega Mountain. I remember the story about a man by the
name of Knight who found the area where several extremely large
veins ran together to form one giant vein. One so huge that it
wasn’t measured in inches but in feet... twenty-two feet thick...
and it is still today one of the largest veins of gold-bearing
quartz discovered in the world.” He turned to find her sitting on
the ground. He adjusted to the air as he breathed deeply several
times, then sat beside her. In awe, they scanned the walls of the
cave. He recovered slightly and walked deeper into the dark, then
returned with something in his hand. It was a native ringing
bowl.

“Someone else knows about this
place, too.” Maria whispered.

“Oh-h-h yes. And I bet I know who.”
Airik offered her a hand. They slowly returned to daylight with
their findings.

As they approached the motorcycle,
Airik left the hardhat on, he put the few pieces of rock and the
bowl into the carrier. Maria looked behind as she was about to
mount the Harley, to see the black bird sitting on the edge of the
old house foundation. It looks sad, she thought, as if missing a
friend. It never moved.

Airik turned to say something, and
then paused. “Maria, you should see your skin. How do you
feel?”

“Actually, great. Feel kind of..
ah.h... refreshed.”

“Well, you are glowing. You look
about eighteen.” Airik smiled.

She showed him a small stone she
carried from the cave, and then handed it to him. It was a
shimmering crystal. Airik held the stone, and then he spoke. “Put
that in your pocket. We'll check into that later. There is someone
I need to talk with. I think I just had an epiphany. I will drop
you back at the house.”

Back on site, Robert greeted Maria
with a hug, giving her the bad news concerning the damaged
staircase that had to be returned to the shop for reconstruction.
More delays. “Ah-h, no big deal,” she replied with a smile. “The
carpenters can begin by installing the other two sections.” Robert
stood back watching his fiancée questioningly. He saw a strange
light in her eye, a look he had not seen before. She showed no
disappointment, only a sense of calm.

“Just what did you and Airik find?”
Robert asked. Maria began to explain their trip to the cave when
the whirling noise sounded from the arriving helicopter. It was
time to reload the container.


The Story ~ XII

Miraculous Phenomenon

Airik rode his Harley Davidson
across the mountain and down into Zeballos, crossing Sugarloaf
bridge onto Parkway Road and then around Keno Crescent to
Bear'Z'Den. He was looking for Marjorie Cullen. She was closing
shop when he arrived. He explained his urgent need to see her old
collection of photos and newspapers. Marjory told him she would
have to contact her sister in Vancouver who had kept most of them;
however, she would dig through her own boxes over the weekend. He
asked if she remembered ever reading about or seeing pictures of a
prospector named Thom Reed. She hadn't, but promised to look
again.

A cold wind began to blow as Airik
rode down Pandora Street to The Point, where he met Seth in his
driveway. They entered his house together. Seth flicked the lights
on, went to the fridge, pulled out one bottle of beer and one can
of diet Coke. They sat on his waterfront deck, protected from the
wind, where Seth broke the bad news to Airik that his case was
going to court and it didn't look very promising. Airik didn't act
like he cared and only partially heard what Seth was telling him.
He had other things on his mind. Seth handed him a folder of papers
that he was to read and a letter to sign proving they had been
read. Seth had collected every invoice and canceled cheque from the
time Jack had started work, showing the progression and continuous
changes relating to the construction from original design drawings.
Seth tried to keep Airik focused; however, it became more
difficult.

Back in the kitchen, Seth took a
large steak from his refrigerator, offering to barbecue dinner.
Airik agreed, even though he wasn't very hungry. He lit the
barbecue, then gazed across the water in thought as he waited for
it to heat. Seth prepared things inside.

A sudden movement from the shadows
caught Airik's eye, Siol appeared. “How did your day go, Airik?”
she inquired in her soft tone, wrapping her woolen shawl tightly
around her shoulders. His interest was sparked. Airik knew that the
Shaman was the one person most familiar with the region, so he told
her about his findings in the cave. Seth joined them, offering Siol
a tea.

“We, I mean Maria and I, had quite
a little experience today.” He told them about the rock being used
in the entry of the new construction and how they had located the
cave. “I think Maria was affected by the gold dust, if that could
be at all possible.”

Siol leaned against the railing. A
sense of mystery surrounded her. “There once was a time, Airik,
when gold was in such abundance that it lay on top of the ground,
washing off the mountainsides for centuries. You could actually
scoop the gold up by hand. Then, thousands came and removed it,
however, you could still find it in rivers and streams as it flowed
down into the oceans and seas. The waters were yellow with gold,
all over the world. The people of our lands were much healthier
then. That is where healing waters came from. It is
non-toxic and safe inside the body. Gold has always been used in
medicine. In recent years it has been used for treatment of
rheumatoid arthritis, the golden needles in acupuncture, diagnosing
cancer and treating tumors.” She drew a deep breath, paused, and
then continued. “Scientists and doctors have attached gold dust to
antibody cells that detect whether cancer is present in the body,
and these antibodies transport the gold to the area, shining
brightly under a scan, revealing the cancerous location. Doctors
also treat tumors with it; gold gets underneath the immune system
as it is not rejected by the body. It takes minute quantities that
cost only pennies. Gold can be used to amplify the modules
circulating in the blood, providing information on health
conditions as well as curing ailments.” She paused another moment,
sipping her tea.

“It is believed that the power of
earth's energies has been absorbed by this sacred mineral. In turn,
its vital healing powers have been used in Eastern Medicine
treatment for everything from pain, stress, depression, therapy and
feeling in the Mind, Spirit and Body. Did you know that Scientists
believe gold is an energy generator and a remover of blockages with
the power to strengthen, amplify and conduct energy in the body for
the treatment of autism, dyslexia, epilepsy and
scoliosis?

“So, Airik, to answer your
question, yes, I believe it is possible Maria had a reaction. Every
day, people are enhanced by gold products such as jewelry,
cosmetics,

pharmaceuticals and other technologies.”

Seth placed the steak on the
barbecue as the flames jumped the grill. Airik approached Siol,
looking deeply into her eyes. “Tell me, do you know about this
cave? Have you ever been to it?” She appeared lost in reverie. “Is
there something special or unusual about it?” Airik persisted. Seth
interrupted, telling them to serve themselves some salad and
vegetables he had placed on the table. Siol slowly walked to the
kitchen and poured some more tea. Airik followed. He waited
patiently for a response. Taking a wooden platter from the counter,
he served himself, poured a large mug of cold water and sat at the
table across from her.

“Yes. The veins run very deep and
they run a great distance.”

“I thought that myself, Siol. But
why was it never mined? If it was Thom Reed who actually lived in
the log house, why did he not stake a claim... or did
he?”

Seth entered carrying his tray. He
served Airik and placed the rest on a platter for himself. He cut
open a loaf of bread which he took from the oven and passed it
around. After Seth served himself vegetables, he opened another
bottle of beer. He sat, ready to enjoy his meal. Siol thanked Seth
for the tea and said she must leave. Airik raised his hand trying
to talk with a mouth full of food. It was too late; she had left as
quickly as she arrived.

“Why does she do that, Seth? Every
time I want to ask her something she leaves. Where does she go,
where does she live?”

“Who knows? There are days we are
together 24 hours and then there are years I never see her.” He
continued eating. “It's always been that way.”

“I feel it right on the tip of my
tongue, Seth.”

“You feel what?”

“I feel like there is something
important, but I just can't reach it or see it. What is it that is
missing?”

“I'm not sure I know what you are
talking about, Airik. Just do me a favor and read over those papers
before next week.”

Karme drove an employee's ATV from
the rainy town of Tahsis over the logging roads at the base of the
mountain, through the dense clouds up into sunny skies where he
parked next to the masonry truck. He climbed out of the off-road
vehicle, retrieved a compass from his jacket pocket, and then
placed it over a floor plan of the lower level interior. He turned
the plans around until the directions on them co-ordinated with the
compass. Walking toward the entrance, he mapped its exact location
and direction. Circling the building, he did the same for the
upper-level east entry, dodging the landscapers.

The artisan, who carved the
full-height trees into the ten-foot high rock-wall entrance, was
grinding the edge of a chisel tool. Karme admired her
craftsmanship. Natasha was a strong, medium-height woman who
expressed her love for creating beautiful things. She had no formal
training, yet her accomplishments were many. Her work was to be
found in hotels, government buildings, airports, and residential
homes. She explained that she lived in the Kootenays but had been
raised on the Island. Wynn had suggested to Maria to call Natasha
for the interior sculpting she had wanted. Karme noticed the
unusual shapes and colors coming to life on the wall as she worked
in the polished sections.

Kristi had arrived earlier that
morning, traveling up the mountain with one of Airik's biker
friends who worked on the floor installations. She called out to
Karme when she recognized his voice. He responded and entered the
premises where he found her surrounded by fabric swatches,
identifying their different textures.

“We have four samples of hemp, all
pretty close to the same shade, but look at the difference in them.
I think these two are a blend. I suspect there's polyester in them.
I know the VOC (volatile organic compound) count is remarkably
lower, but I would rather go for the real thing. I figure if the
Russians have used hemp products for their ship ropes for over a
century, then it is durable enough for me and it's 100% natural.
These other samples were locally made right here in British
Columbia.” Karme chose two green and two neutral shades and
suggested setting them aside for Airik to make his selections. It
was always the occupant's energy which occupies the space that
should make the final decision.

Kristi worried about the
environmental issues, which were ever-changing. Products were to be
free of off-gassing chemicals and PVC (polyvinyl chloride), and
although these gained approval as items created from recycled
plastic or other products, they were both good and bad. Good for
recycling, but still off-gassed because they were an inferior
product to begin with, and caused ill effects. It was bad for the
environment to ship products from one country to another, polluting
the environment as they had to be shipped elsewhere to be assembled
and then shipped back. Excessive fuel usage was damaging the land,
air and waters. Plastic-planet was killing a healthy environment
with non-biodegradable products. Karme believed the only way to
create environmentally friendly homes was to build as they did a
hundred years ago, naturally. Modern techniques needed to be
modified.

Kristi and Karme did a walk-thru to
the bathrooms. The in-floor heating had been installed and
skim-coated, and was ready for the final stone-tiled surface. The
painters had applied their water-based primers and first coat of
paint on the few areas where there would be no granite or stone
tile.

Kristi carefully worked her way
around the construction site and down the temporary stairs to the
lower ground level. She had another two bathrooms to check and
bedding to be decided upon. She located the small folding card
table that Karme had tucked in the corner for their use. She set it
up as he followed with a carrier full of samples and fabrics.
Kristi waved to Airik, who was standing a few yards from the
building, but he didn't see her. His attention was focused
elsewhere. Karme and Kristi laid out their selections for each
bedroom. Since the earth room had been designed in sand
colors, Kristi showed a few geometric patterned fabrics for the
headboard and two shams, and another selection of plain choices for
the bedding. No foam would be in the mattresses or pillows as per
Karme's instructions. They prepared their layouts for each room,
putting them in individual files for Airik. He had wanted to see
all the rooms painted before he chose the materials, saying he
didn't have the eye that Karme had for putting things
together.

“Airik hasn't made any choices
lately. He is engrossed in something right now that keeps him
occupied. These items could take twelve weeks from the time we
order until they are installed.” Kristi yanked up her jeans, rolled
up her sleeves, and marched outside to where Airik was standing. He
never noticed her approach.

“Excuse me, sir!.... Hello?” Kristi
waved her arms.

Airik laughed at her exaggerated
attempt. “I know... I know. You guys have done a terrific
job.”

“Can't you make any selections?
Pleeaassse.” Kristi pleaded, looking Airik in the eye. “What do you
think?”

“Fine.” he sighed. “But, I can't do
it now. I really need my head clear before I make those important
decisions. All the rooms are for kids, and I really do want them
done right. I don't want to make choices I will regret
later.”

Karme arrived with his hands tucked
deep into his front pockets. “So, what's the prognosis?” He could
guess the answer by the look on Kristi's face. “We still have lots
to do, Airik. When you have the time, let me know your decisions.
If you are not in a positive, focused mindset, then we will wait.
We certainly don't want any negative energy. I have your cell
number for anything important. I think whatever you are going
through needs to be dealt with first. We will be busy getting the
cabinetry installed soon.” Airik nodded, a man of few
words.

Back inside, Karme and Kristi
reconfirmed all mirror sizes, electrical fixtures, outlets and GFI
(ground fault interrupter) positions for each bathroom. They worked
well together, making sure all design drawings of the tile
installations had been secured to the walls for the installers,
with specifications and grout colors. The plumbing fixtures would
be arriving within the week.

Airik sat comfortably on a fallen
log at the edge of his property overlooking the Bay below, thinking
of his holidays as a young boy with his Uncle. It was hard to
believe his dream was becoming a reality. He removed his cap,
rubbing his shaved head. His cell phone sounded. It was a call from
Tom Jonnes in Lake Havasu City.

“Airik, we think we may have found
something. It's a picture of the Zeballos Hotel and in front,
standing under the hotel's sign are two women. We have no idea who
they are, but I was going to send it your way, if you like. Perhaps
someone up there will recognize one of them.” Excited by the
prospect of a new clue to his mystery, Airik gave Tom the
particulars for mailing and thanked him.

The day seemed a little brighter
for Airik as he reached for his Red Bull. He was approached by one
of the electricians, needing a signature. Within ten minutes, his
cell sounded a second time. This call was from Marjorie Cullens.
She was at the Museum in Zeballos and wanted to know if he could
meet her there. She had received the collection of papers from
Vancouver that belonged to her sister. He said he would be there
within the hour.

As Airik left the property, a sense
of guilt overcame him as he saw Karme and Kristi through the
windows working on his interior selections. It would get done as
soon as possible, he promised himself.

The picket fence that surrounded
the small house identified as the Museum was looking decrepit. It
needed some boards mended and a coat of paint. Airik passed through
the gate and into the building to find Marjorie with her promised
papers. “I have been looking through the pages, but have found
nothing yet. I googled the prospector you mentioned and found that
Reed is a huge name in the mining industry in the States,
especially Arizona.”

Airik nodded knowingly, picking up
the box of photos from the floor. “Did you see any pictures of...
say... couples, weddings, or any log houses?” Marjorie shook her
head, no.

After an hour, she turned on the
lights in the old Museum. The end of the day arrived early, he
thought. They found newspapers listing small claims staked under
the name of Thom Reed that matched the ones he found in the
Victoria Archives. He set half a dozen pictures aside that were of
groups of miners posing for the camera. He located another four
photos of log buildings with groups of men standing nearby, but
nothing matched the building that had once sat on his property. Any
one of them could have been Thom Reed, the pictures were so faded
and damaged. He promised Marjorie that he would return the next
day. She offered the box to him, but Airik declined feeling he had
already seen it. He would reread the papers at a later date.
Thanking her for all her trouble Airik left the small
building.

He rode his Harley to Seth's house
where he had been staying during construction. He walked around the
building to the waterfront side and sat there, quietly. He could
feel there was something... something he was still missing. Then,
he remembered the papers he was supposed sign and return to Seth.
He went to his motorcycle to retrieve them from his carrier and
began to go over the file.

The sound of the water splashing
against the shoreline was calming while he looked through the
construction invoices. He concentrated on the dates of the bills
for hauling away fill. Mentally he did a quick calculation. If the
rock and debris from the earth-shelter was taken to another area of
the property for dispersal, then why were the charges so high? He
totaled over $20,000. He remembered he had originally been quoted
$6,000.00. He set the file down. Jack had recommended using an
alternative company after the quotes came in because he said they
would be a lot cheaper using his people whom he had hired many
times before. Airik reopened the file. Job name, dates, size of
load, time of day were all mentioned, but no destination was
listed. Of course, he thought, why would there be a destination if
the load was to be distributed nearby? He looked again. “Wait a
minute. The rock was being shipped elsewhere. That's why these
prices are so outrageous.” Airik leaped to his feet. He grabbed his
file, then his cell and called Seth.

“Where are you?” Airik asked in a
loud voice.

“Vancouver. Lawyers? You know that.
Why, what's up?”

“I found us a way out of this.”
Airik walked into the house from the deck, setting his file on the
table. “Listen. Remember I told you about my visit to the cave and
what we found.”

“Sure. But that's a few miles from
where your earth-shelter is located.”

“Yeah, yeah. That quartz vein is
special. Very special. Siol knows it. I am sure of it and she said
it ran a great distance. I'm gambling that Jack located this
same vein when excavating for the freight containers. He redirected
the trucks loaded up with rock through Tahsis to, maybe, Tacoma.
Like Siol said, there are many uses for gold these
days.”

“Wait a minute... you think he was
stealing?”

“Yes, Seth. I do. I am telling you
that I got quotes for the haulage fees for the rock from a company
out of Port Alice. It was around $6,000. It was to be left on my
property, just relocated away from the building site. Maybe Maria
has a copy of the quote. This is back before she went to Greece.
Anyway, I have totaled the hauling invoices and they are over
$20,000. I have to find out where the stuff went to...”

“Airik, it doesn't mean dick-all if
you don't have copies of the quote.”

“Doesn't matter, Seth. I'll have a
copy of it by tomorrow. I'll motor up Island to get it.”

“Just call them, Airik, and get a
fax sent or better still, have them email me a copy. And, you know
you should go through the rest of those papers and see what else
you can find. We may actually have a case after all. You only have
a few weeks before these guys go to court.”

A knock sounded on Seth's door.
Airik walked to the front of the house to answer it, ending his
call. A woman in overalls stood in front of him. He didn't think he
recognized her, but after a few seconds, she became
familiar.

“Hello, Airik. I was talking with
Karme earlier today and he told me you were staying here while Seth
was out of town.” He nodded, yes, keeping silent. Her long hair was
tied back revealing her Native features. She smiled and her whole
presence brightened. “I am here looking for my Grandmother.” Airik
shook his head, no one here.

“She will be. I'll wait if you
don't mind.”

“Your Grandmother?”

“Yes, you know her well, Siol
Eveen.” Natasha entered the house, obviously knowing her
way.

Friday was a miserable wet rainy
day. It poured. Airik and Seth had finished their meeting and found
three more discrepancies from quotes to invoices regarding Jack's
work and trade selections. Airik borrowed Seth's car to drive to
the Post Office to pick up the package that had arrived from
Arizona. Sitting in the downpour, he looked at its contents, then
dialed Maria's cell phone. No answer. He waited a few minutes and
anxiously tried again. She picked up. “Maria, I haven't seen you
for awhile. What's up?”

“Robert and I are in Portland.
Should be back Sunday.”

“Good for you... hope your weather
is better than what we are having.”

“Overcast and about fifty degrees.
We are going over a few discrepancies with our solar panel
manufacturer. They don't think our installers did a complete job. I
think these people are crazy; we used their recommended installers.
Anyway, what's going on there?”

“I need to see you. Would it be
possible for you to fly up here? You could come by float plane out
of Seattle. It is important.” She sensed urgency in his
voice.

“I think I could do that. I will
check flights. See you soon.”

At the cave location late Sunday
afternoon, Airik and Maria rested against the Harley gazing at the
gazebo, which was under construction. It was situated on top of the
foundation where the original log house had once sat. Maria felt an
overwhelming serenity each time she visited.

“You know, Maria, this part of the
property is unfamiliar to me. I feel more comfortable where we are
building. There isn't any connection here for me. But, my Uncle had
wanted me to see where the old house was situated. I think I now
know why.” Airik leaned over his Harley and pulled an envelope from
his carrier. Maria wrapped her scarf around her neck. It was
chilly, as a bright mist lingered in the air.

He pulled the photos from the
package and hesitated a moment. “I have a theory.” He showed her
the pictures. “The log house was built by Thom Reed, right here on
what was called Brian's Bluff. I believe he built it out of love
for his... his soul mate.” Maria turned to face Airik. “And, I also
believe it was for Molly.” He pointed down at the photo of the two
young women standing in front of the Zeballos Hotel. She looked at
them for a few moments, then back at Airik.

“The woman on the right looks
slightly familiar.”

“Would you say she looks like
someone you have seen recently?” She shrugged her shoulders,
unknowingly.

“I received that picture from Mr.
Jonnes in Arizona, who found it in with Thom's letters. I think it
is Molly.”

Airik pointed toward the dense
forest where they had located the cave opening. “Who do you think
would know about this cave?”

“Beats me, maybe someone from the
reserve.”

“I think Siol knows. I also think
she carries a deep connection to this property. She has
consistently been more than helpful to us and pops up out of
nowhere at the strangest times. Remember, she told us that she came
to the property to gather medicinal plants and do healing
treatments at our current building site a few miles away from this
spot.” Maria listened intently. She walked ahead of him looking
around the mountain, inhaling the mist- filled breeze.

“Where are you going with this?”
she asked.

“That picture of the young woman
looks a lot like our sculptress, Natasha.” Maria thought a moment,
then took another look at the picture.

“You mean the woman who is carving
the rock-wall? Yes, there is a resemblance.” Maria took an even
closer look.

“Natasha is not from the Interior
like I thought. She lives there now, but was actually raised
somewhere around this region. She told me that Siol was her
grandmother.” Maria's surprised look made Airik laugh.

“Really? How interesting.” At that
particular moment, a raven appeared from the trees landing on the
wooden gazebo which sat partially finished on the foundation of the
log house. It looked directly at her. Airik continued.

“My guess is that Siol is.. was...
Molly. Thom Reed was Natasha's Grandfather. I believe that it was
Molly and Thom who were together in the log house, that is, until
she got pregnant. I think that was when she left him and he
returned to Oatman. The natives from the Nootka reserve said they
saw him a few times after that. I am sure Siol knew the mysteries
of this property, the cave, the gold and its richness. She knows
all about these mountains, and is truly part of this spirit land.
Thom staked his claims all right, but kept this sacred space for
her, making sure no one else knew about it, except for a very few
Chiefs. I don't know if my Uncle even knew the whole
story.”

Maria turned around to look at the
bird, which sat overlooking its territory, then back to Airik.
“Could it be?”

“I'm sure of it. But, I also know
she would never admit it. Nor would I ever break this secret she
has kept for decades. I can feel the love here, but also a sadness.
I never knew why, but maybe that is the reason I was drawn to the
other side as I was more familiar with that area.”

“But, Airik, just take a look at
that black bird. It is so lonely. It almost looks like it has lost
its mate and is waiting for it to return.” They sat and watched. It
never left its perch. Maria moved closer to Airik, taking him by
the shoulders. “You know what I think? I think that whole cave
thing is very sacred and I want to walk through it.”

“Well, you can walk with Siol or
Natasha, not me. But I will tell you another thing. I believe Jack
found out about this cave and somehow was planning to weasel me
out. That vein could be worth several billion dollars if it turns
out to be like Dahlonega. It runs the whole width of my
property. Siol must have had a connection to my Uncle, or why,
how... did he leave it to me?”

“Perhaps, he didn't know. He was a
trapper, and very close to the tribes up here. It has always been
native land, from the beginning and they all regarded this area as
a sacred, healing spot. You don't know a lot about your Uncle's
history. Maybe there was a connection to Thom Reed. It has always
been a place of healing, love and spirit and now you have created a
healing house, isn't that all that matters?”

Maria turned to see if the bird was
still perched on the gazebo. Siol had referred to the raven as
the messenger, warning of danger, a reminder to be aware.
“So Airik, let me get this straight. You assume that, number one,
Natasha looks like the picture of... maybe Molly, and number two,
Natasha is Siol's granddaughter, so number three, you think the
picture of Molly is actually Siol. And, number four, Thom Reed had
a girlfriend named Molly and you think they had a child and Natasha
was its offspring. Now, did Thom know about it?”

“Sure. He had been back and forth,
apparently. But, we don't know where Siol, or rather Molly, was
living during those years when he returned to Arizona. Natasha was
raised here, she said, but where was her mother raised?”

“You got me! We could ask
her.”

“Yes, I suppose so.” Airik
responded.

The fog had wrapped around them,
leaving little time to make it down the mountain. Maria anticipated
a trip to the cave, but that would have to wait for another
time.

Following their trail back down the
mountain into town, the fog became so thick; they took a wrong bend
in the path. They were completely lost. Airik stopped his Harley
and tried to call recount Seth on his cell phone, but it wouldn't
work. It was the season for bears. They would have to be very
careful. Maria tried calling Robert, then Wynn, and finally the
Lodge, but each time the connection would cut out. She tried
text-messaging Robert an s.o.s. No one would be able to reach them
in the intense fog, which she had never experienced
before.

They were very careful where they
walked, so not to fall into a hole or slip down a cliff as they
tried to find where they had taken a wrong turn. An hour later the
wet ground and dark forest held them to one spot. They were doomed
for the night. She had never known such darkness or heard such
sounds before. There came a stillness three hours after midnight
that was deafening. So quiet that she felt like she was losing
consciousness. It was like everything on the planet just stopped...
stood still, and she was the only one aware of it. She had lost all
strength and couldn't even whisper Airik's name. Was he there? Was
she dreaming? She felt her toes move, but that was all. It was the
longest night of her life as she had lost all sense of
time.

When morning light came, the fog
remained thick as soup with no more than three feet visibility. If
they couldn't get down the mountain, then no one was going to be
getting up. They carefully followed their trail once again. The
text sounded on Maria's phone, with a message that Wynn and Dan
were on their way. Five hours later, no one had arrived.

Airik stopped suddenly as they
walked. A dark shadow within the thick fog wavered back and
forth.

Bears! Four of them. Maria froze.
They were getting closer. They were less than ten feet away by the
sound of their movement in the brush. And then, there they were. A
huge roar came out of the mouth of the tallest one. It towered over
Airik's six-foot-two height. Maria squeezed Airik's arm until it
broke skin as all she could see were the massive teeth. Blood
trickled down his wrist. A second one moved within a couple of
feet. They were doomed. Airik pushed Maria back and yelled for her
to run. She ran over rock, slipped in the mud, ran into trees,
stumbling along the way. Her heart raced and pounded so hard, she
was sure of a heart attack. Without slipping off a cliff, Maria
somehow found herself back in the area of where the old house had
once stood. She ran into the cave, and sat huddled, tightly. She
never heard from Airik again. It was October 13th,
Friday. He was never found.
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speaks of known wisdoms

Notes from David Hudson,
1995

Revelations …and our light
(spiritual) body will control our physical body which is known as
rapture, and will overcome, receiving the hidden manna, the white
stone upon which will be written a new name.... (as you are not the
same physical person). This is told to be the loud vibrating sound
heard from within your body, caused by DMT, a chemical released
from the pineal gland, eventually becoming background noise.
Alchemy is to evolve the human body.

… it is told that the pyramids and
electricity - where a quartz capstone containing specs of
gold was at the apex of the pyramid. When the electricity
switched from the limestone surface to the quartz surface, it was
able to penetrate the crystal and flow through the gold,
which caused the electricity to turn to pure white light. The
pyramid would shine brighter than a star and would be amply visible
from outer space.. even from the moon.... becoming a giant
superconductor. The power of gold.

The sarcophagus in the King's
chamber contained several pounds of the white powder gold
and when a person laid in it, they were teleported out of this
dimension.
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Desires of the
Heart

And so the story goes,
Ravensong had a grand spring opening for all one hundred
seventy-three employees who had been involved, worked on or visited
the property, whether making deliveries or constructing part of its
unique structure. The spectacular residence appeared to explode
from the inner depths of the mountain, yet faded into the terrain
with its natural textures of wood and stone. It turned out exactly
as the original renderings had depicted. The healing land known for
its power had allowed the creation to be completed as the dream
indicated. The collaboration, an exciting journey that began with a
young man's insight, ended in perfection. The simplicity of the
structure allowed nature to flow around and within its confines
offering a true sense of well-being and nurturing that healed the
soul.

Karme cracked open the first bottle
of champagne and, with the assistance of Giuseppe and Kristi,
poured everyone a glass to toast an accomplishment that was said
'could never be done'. The overcast skies brightened and soon the
powerful rays of the noonday sun poured over the June celebration.
Three different totems stood among the trees, topped with eagle
wings and other significant symbols. They each encircled the framed
sun-pipes situated above the earth- shelter.

Laughter and cheers flowed among
the guests. Maria stood to one side of the activity next to Robert,
who held her arm supporting the pregnant woman. Large tables of
food filled the outdoors, as many reminisced about the past four
years. Wynn offered Maria a lemon-water, bringing her a chair to
rest on. He knelt next to her as Robert went to fill a plate of
food.

Their silence said it all as they
watched Karme do tours of the magnificent structure for those who
had not viewed its completion. Wynn knew the unspoken truth that
just three of them were left to celebrate their accomplishment.
Maria turned to face Wynn. “We couldn't have done it without you, a
win-Wynn situation.” He chuckled at her sense of humor

“Well, I wouldn't go that far.
Let's face it, we were a great combination. I am glad I don't have
to leave it and I look forward to being part of its nurturing for
others. Airik would have been so proud. Look, everyone here is
truly filled with a sense of passion. Who would ever think that a
single home could have brought so much joy to an area? We all love
it, Maria. Your creation overwhelmingly connects nature's beauty in
a design which flows and complements all the elements. It's in
perfect balance and harmonizes with the environment, exactly what
you wanted to achieve.” Wynn hugged her affectionately.

An hour had passed before Karme,
Wynn and Maria took their tour. They entered Ravensong from
the west side of the building, walking quietly through the ground
level, giving tribute to Airik. The floors had a subtle matte
finish leaving out any sign of newness. The two-story stone
fireplace and oversized furniture were in perfect balance to the
ten-foot high walls. Karme admired the salvaged relics and art
found in the original log house, a few old framed historic photos
and Airik's Harley Davidson that had been mounted on a permanent
platform and tucked into a corner. It was surrounded by the
refurbished timbers from the original house. Maria pointed to an
enlarged framed picture of them that Wynn had taken. They were
standing together in the Zeballos Hotel the night it burned. Airik
was holding the Pioneer sign in front of Karme. She noticed
another very special photo. It was one of Molly and Thom that was
found by Marjorie in the Museum and hung majestically over the
fireplace as a reminder to all.

Walking into the earth-shelter
section of the house, they viewed each room through its frosted
glass doors admiring how well the partitions had worked to allow
the light into the space from the large lightwells. Karme was
pleased.

“I can still remember the day when
Kristi and I came here to pick up the samples we had left for Airik
to make his selections. He wouldn't choose them until he could take
the time to give them his full attention. He wanted each room to be
perfect. When we returned, we found the folders completed with all
his choices made and stacked together, but all the rest of the
samples were missing. The work had been done and all we did was
execute it. We had no idea when he made his selections, and there
wasn't even a note left for us. It is still a mystery to Kristi. I
think they turned out perfectly.” Maria nodded, looking over each
room in detail with their own inviting and comfortable
finishes.

Climbing the impressive spiral
staircase, Maria cautiously took each step. The magnificent piece
of workmanship was the centre point of the house. Unexpectedly, she
felt a pulling sensation and placed her hand on her enlarged
stomach. Karme helped her along. They reached the upper level with
its spectacular view of the mountains and distant water. It was a
view she would never tire of. Stepping onto the front deck, she
leaned against the railing thinking of another day. Karme stood
silently and watched a tear trickle down her cheek.

Everyone had done a thorough search
of the area, she was told. Maria could not be specific as to where
the incident had taken place. She only knew they were lost, well
off the beaten track and the fog was very thick. She remained in
the cave a second day, before it lifted. Wynn and Robert made the
rescue finding her very weak, sitting on the old house foundation,
waiting. Weeks later, blood was found in a swampy area; it tested
positive as Airik's. With all the rain that fell during the three
nights, there had been no tracks to follow.

Work progressed on the interior of
the house over the winter, while those from a nearby reserve
searched the mountain area regularly for clues as to what had
happened to Airik. Maria, Karme and Wynn stayed as positive as they
could, knowing the final months were crucial to the project. They
needed to keep focused and on schedule, but they also needed
closure. Maria remembered the look in the bears' eyes as she raced
away from Airik. The reality of never knowing what happened was the
biggest trauma of all.

Karme asked Maria to sit down. They
sat together overlooking the crowd of people mingling below,
admiring their own work. Karme pointed out Seth in the group,
waving for his attention. He joined them, carrying a plate of food
with his glass of champagne. Seth hugged Maria gently, kissing her
on the cheek.

Seth complimented the couple on
their successful venture, admitting he had also thought it an
impossible task. They spoke briefly about how they missed Airik's
being with them. “I feel this place has a connection for all of us.
It held the community together, provided work and will be a haven
for many more who visit.” Seth took a bite of food. “I must admit I
have been bothered by the fact that none of the Search and Rescue
teams ever came back with any proof, not even a piece of clothing.
It is as if Airik disappeared off the face of the earth and if he
did get mauled to death, there certainly would have been some sign,
I'm sure.” There had been many months of unanswered questions,
rehashing the incident.

“The weather,” Maria interrupted.
“October days were stormy, windy and rainy, not to mention the fog.
I can only imagine their difficulty. It took me a couple of weeks
before I could get back up the mountain and I wasn't much help. I
tried talking to several Native people who never really told me
anything, and I am wondering what their thoughts were.”

“Well, one good thing happened over
the winter.” Seth explained. “Telling Airik about his case being
thrown out of court would have been a treat. Once Airik had found
so many discrepancies in the billing department, I was able to
reanalyze the situation and present a new set of facts. After six
hours in discovery and preliminary remarks, the Judge took one read
through the evidence and decided he wasn't going to waste any of
the court's time by having the case proceed. It was a huge savings
on Airik's part. He found things I never would have been able to
find.” Seth kept Karme and Maria updated weekly regarding the
procedures as work progressed on the interior of the house during
the winter months. Seth set his empty plate on a nearby table when
he spotted a young Native boy below the deck. “There is young Zeke.
He won the five hundred dollar cheque for coming up with the
perfect name for the home.” The three waved to the
youngster.

Ravensong had been selected
by Siol who had arranged for the contest. The boy had come from
nearby Port Alice, a town located at the north end of the Island.
He had approached Siol with his entry, asking if his neighbor could
come and stay because he kept running away from home and was very
sad.

Maria stretched, enjoying the warm
sun. “Karme, don't you just love this place? I feel very connected.
There is such a sense of serenity here. The energy balance is
perfect, totally in harmony with the environment. I love the sense
of light coming through the windows, the beautiful textures of the
outside visible from the interior and I think you did a great job
pulling it all together. Once a rugged, scruffy but peaceful land,
now a perfect, naturally landscaped home where the youth can come
in peace and learn to take the good from their past and bring it
forward into their future. Yes, there is definitely a joy, a
happiness that can be felt. Look at everyone, so much fun. A great
accomplishment. And I am sure that dreams will be created here.
Dreams that will be fulfilled.” She waved to Robert, who was
chatting with Loretta below the protruding deck.

Karme remembered all the ups and
downs it had taken to complete the project. A sense of wonder had
filled his day. It would have been Airik's pride and
joy.

Maria announced calmly that she
needed to use the bathroom. By the time she turned to enter the
house, she struggled, crying out that her water had broke. She was
mid-way through her eighth month of pregnancy. Karme had memories
of another pregnancy when his wife had died. He called to the side
yard for Wynn and Loretta, who rushed quickly to their aid followed
closely by Robert who helped Maria to the bedroom. Loretta
announced there was no time to get her to the Campbell River
hospital, which was several hours away. Robert sat next to Maria
holding her hand.

“Can we fly her down to the Medical
Clinic?” Seth offered. No one spoke for a brief moment. The
helicopter was on located on the opposite side of the property. It
would take at least thirty minutes for Wynn to reach its location
and fly it back. As the discussion went on, Maria let out a painful
scream. Loretta decided she wasn't going anywhere until after the
baby was born. Robert gently caressed Maria's forehead in a
comforting manner.

Preparations were quickly made for
her delivery.

Karme and Wynn left to attend the
crowd, trying to be as calm as possible. Two local women joined
Loretta. Robert called the Medical Clinic for a doctor. The town's
Nurse was escorted up the mountain, as it was learned that the
nearest doctor was in Port McNeil and wouldn't arrive until
morning. Maria was taken to Airik's room, close to where the
bathroom was situated. None of the guests wanted to leave the site,
all anxious to hear about the baby's birth. The celebrations ran
late into the evening. Giuseppe and Kristi organized the banquet
clean-up as everyone pitched in, then they lingered around the deck
waiting to hear the result.

It was at the precise stroke of
midnight, seconds before or after, no one was sure. Robert joyfully
informed the crowd that a baby boy was born, healthy and with all
its perfect parts. A very loud cheer echoed throughout the mountain
when it was announced. No one left without taking a peek through
the bedroom window, assured all was well. Then, the roar of engines
leaving Ravensong was missed by Maria, who slept deeply
while Robert sat at her bedside, holding her hand until
daybreak.

In the early hours of the morning,
Loretta assisted her to the bathroom as Robert, Wynn and the Nurse
brewed coffee and tea in the kitchen. It had been a very long
night.

Across the horizon the sunrise
displayed a palette of vivid reds and yellows as it burst above the
mountain peaks in the distance. No one could find a camera to
capture the rare event. Maria held onto Loretta's arm as they
slowly walked into the bedroom. Her eyes caught sight of the
spectacular sky out the window and she motioned for help to walk
closer. It was a vision she would never forget. She sat down
cautiously by the window just as a dark flash passed by. It was
unmistakably the black Raven. A lump formed in her throat. A deep
sadness overwhelmed her. Then, following close behind, a rare pure
white Raven flew. They landed together in a tall tree directly to
the east of the window, an incredible powerful silhouette against
the sunrise.

“Perfection!” she sighed. “A
balance of dark and light; old and new, a togetherness. He has
found his love.”

A tear trickled down her cheek as
Loretta rubbed her shoulder, adding, “It is also a reminder that
there is both dark and light, good and evil in each and every one
of us, as it is our journey to keep them in balance for a joyful
life.”

Almost magically, out of the
shadows of the forest walked a woman. She knew it was Siol. 'Where
had she been?' thought Maria. Gracefully, in her mid-calf uniform
and wrapped in a golden shawl, she strolled to stand in front of
the bedroom window. Maria went to raise her hand and then noticed
her turn away. Maria looked in the direction Siol had faced. About
a hundred yards away she saw a movement. Within the darkness was
the figure of a man; a man on crutches who desperately made his way
toward the newly landscaped yard.

“My God! Loretta... is it... is it
Airik? Loretta... is it?” They both stared into the morning
darkness, trying to focus. “Please... please be Airik! Do you see
him? Loretta... is it my imagination?” Maria cried. She pulled
herself up from the chair placing both her hands on the window,
crying out his name.

Loretta took her by the shoulders.
“I see Siol, Maria. I don't see anyone else.”

“Look harder.. really look. You
must see him.”

Wynn and Robert rushed into the
room. Everyone gathered at the window, but they could see no one
there. The Nurse appeared on the lawn and waved up at them,
smiling. Tenderly, Loretta and Robert got Maria back to bed and
brought the baby to her.

Karme entered the room. Wynn
whispered to him what had happened. He leaned over to see the child
wrapped in her arms. “Maria, the baby was born on the cusp of
Gemini and Cancer. A summer solstice baby. The stroke of midnight
means you have to pick a date. Was he born on Sunday night or
Monday morning?” The room went silent, waiting her
choice.

“Christopher Airik Wytten will be
a... a... I can't make that decision.”

Karme nodded, “It's not the right
time. At least you have picked a great name for the happy little
guy. Hey, they even had blue towels here ready for you. Humm, how
did they know?” he joked.

As Maria settled, she nursed the
baby while Robert protectively adjusted her pillows then sat by
drinking his coffee and rubbing her forehead. He and the Nurse had
decided Maria would be air-lifted on a stretcher to the closest
hospital. The doctor was to arrive at the house by ten for her
check-up and would accompany her.

It was 7:15 am and Maria was ready
for another sleep. She had a couple of hours to relax with the baby
and wait. In the kitchen, Loretta and Karme discussed Maria's
vision. “It could just be the stress of the delivery and being here
in his house that brought it on... no one knows why those kinds of
things happen. She needs closure regarding Airik.”

The helicopter arrived a few
minutes after eleven. Wynn unloaded the stretcher, and then the
Nurse and Robert prepared the bed for Maria. She was fine to walk,
but the doctor insisted she lie down until they reached the
hospital.

As they carried her through the
house, she took a last look around, wondering when she would
return. Karme and Wynn complimented her on a fantastic design as
they watched her look for the incidentals. “We were the perfect
team. The four of us created this. When those kids arrive, they
will experience this home filled with positive energy.” Maria
smiled.

Loretta opened the large wooden
entry doors as they passed through the carved, golden rock
entrance. The morning sun caught glimpses of the gold dust
lingering in the air, something only she and Airik understood.
Maria ran her hand along the wall as she passed. Then, from the
corner of her eye, she spotted something on the door. “Just wait a
minute!” she blurted. “Karme... what is that on the outside of the
door?” Karme looked up.

“Oh my God! Maria, it's the
Caduceus!” He motioned to Robert to take the end of the stretcher.
Karme reached for the Native craft that resembled the exact replica
which Airik had photographed in Oatman and the one located in
Masons Lodge.

“It is permanent, isn't it, Karme?”
Maria spoke softly. She could see from the bottom, it appeared to
be one with the door, growing outward. It was the same driftwood,
wrapped in what appeared to be vines and topped with large
butterfly wings. The artifact struck her as terribly funny and her
contagious laugh affected Karme in the same way.

“Of course, why not? Every home
should have one.” He responded.

The Nurse who carried Christopher
inquired about the joke, but it went unexplained; they didn't have
two days to explain the whole story. The stretcher was carried
around to the front of the building, where the helicopter sat
waiting in the bright daylight. They carefully raised Maria into
position in the cramped quarters. Wynn climbed aboard followed by
the Doctor who took the baby from the Nurse's arms. Robert reached
in to kiss Maria tenderly, and then stepped back. Settled in as
well as they could be for the forty-five minute ride, Wynn reached
for the starter, but was distracted by a white flash across the
windshield. He startled, then noticed the large white bird flying
toward the house and landing on the railing of the upper front
deck. Karme motioned toward Wynn to stop and look in that
direction. The black Raven flew from across the valley to the same
spot, landing next to the white bird. Wynn responded to Karme by
waving back. He paused, wondering if he should tell Maria, who had
settled comfortably ready to make the flight north. Wynn and Karme
kept eye contact.

“Anything wrong?” asked the Doctor.
Wynn thought it best to leave it unsaid; it was just two birds. He
started the chopper creating a strong turbulence from the
propellers. Loretta and Robert stood next to the house ready to
make the drive to the hospital with Karme.

Suddenly, waving both arms, Loretta
jumped up and yelled out to Wynn. She pointed for him to look back
at the deck. Karme, who stood watching in disbelief, shouted for
Wynn's attention, but he had turned the chopper around, never
looking in their direction again. The machine had slowly lifted
from the ground.

Siol's mysterious ways had saved
the hell's angel fall from death. Her saving grace had nurtured his
unconscious soul back to life and he would now care for others as
she had cared for him. Her duties were now complete.

Maria turned her head to look as
the chopper ascended. She saw their beautiful creation sitting
camouflaged on the mountainside. She spotted the two birds and
then, clearly recognized two familiar figures standing on the upper
deck. Maria raised herself slightly to see a man standing with
crutches, one arm wrapped in a sling, waving out to her.

“This is no dream,” she whispered,
knowingly. “It is all about the journey and being aware of the
mystical movement of energy.”

Ravensong was alive and
well.
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~ Storytelling is the
ancient art of conveying events in words, in every culture and in
every land as a means of entertainment, education, preservation of
culture and in order to instill moral values. They are frequently
used to teach, explain and/or entertain.

~ Stories carry truth in
fiction and much falsehood in a story that uses facts, a universal
truth. Information gets passed from generation to
generation.

~ The opposite of silence
leads quickly to narrative, as each one reads in their own
voice;

* hearing the words when
they are first-read,

* significantly
understanding them in the second-read,

* receiving insight after
the third-read when perception connects with the
message.

The enlightened secret lies hidden
within the story.

 


 



 




tmp_9ef68e20275c3800abd1b7632eff7df3_uNzI6C_html_m702e38dd.png
Elements

Water

Enhance / \
Metal Wood
Earth Fire
~_
Control / Water \
Metal Wood
Earth Fire





tmp_9ef68e20275c3800abd1b7632eff7df3_uNzI6C_html_m101e8ae1.jpg





tmp_9ef68e20275c3800abd1b7632eff7df3_uNzI6C_html_m11ad3a7e.png
FAMILY & ANCESTORS

EAST
Azure/Green

FAME & RECOGNITION

CAREER

s
m
O
o
m
]
<
i
>
=

£
=z
g
=
2
=l
E

n
S|
mo
w
MK
- 4






tmp_9ef68e20275c3800abd1b7632eff7df3_uNzI6C_html_m4e31b0c4.png
SOUTH

Wood Fire Earth

Green Red Yellow
Wood Earth Metal

Green Yellow White/Metallic
Earth Water Metal

Yellow

1

Black/Dark Blue

6

White/Metallic






cover.jpg
b L
. ] -

b fini .

Awak 5

.Hun “EIIS -
o o & ;|

Mallory Wilkins





