
Chapter 16 – Pray and Love

Zion

EVEN TRAVELING THROUGH this haze of cancer and too much drink and mergers and 

living in constant fear, though, deep down, I really do still care.  And sometimes, when I'm not looking,

when my vision is blurry, when I am just about ready to throw in the towel of indifference, when I've 

just about given up on things and intend to just live from the bottom of the bottle, the universe throws 

me a lifeline, a cairn so obvious that I cannot help but stumble right into it.  I choose to follow...

A last minute invitation to attend a conference in the desert appears, due to an unexpected 

cancellation.  Everything miraculously lines up.  I still have a week's worth of vacation left that I have 

been too busy to use, with only two months left in the year to use it or lose it.  My newly demoted 

assignment under a new boss with the new “merged” company doesn't begin until the new year, and my

old boss, soon to be demoted herself, doesn't care that I won't be available to work the December 

closing.  My wife is feeling good and thinks its a good idea that I attend.  So does my good friend Deb, 

who is also attending the conference and alerted me to the cancellation.  I have no reason at all to not 

go.  Without thinking, I pay the small registration fee and buy airline tickets, for the first time in a 

while buoyed above the booze by the hope of adventure.

And so I find myself in the desert, far from my beige cubicle and dutious demands and 

malignant fears, pushing my little red rental car through the yuccas and sagebrush towards Zion 

National Park...

The desert is a stark landscape that fills my heart with joy.  I gladly escape the illusion of 

concrete and strobe lights that is Las Vegas, and only 30 miles outside the city, the horizons and my 

heart begin to open up.  Far off snow-covered mountains divide sky from the earth in all directions, 

while the flat desert scrub, dissected by only an asphalt ribbon, frames the bottom of my picture.  

It is the endless sky, so much bigger in the desert, so much clearer, so pure; it invites my spirit 

to soar.  I can’t help it, I’m singing out loud with Lucinda Williams on the radio and the mockingbirds 

in the shrubs, in pure joy at just being here!  A harrier glides low over the cactus, a buteo circles 

towards the sun, and I join their dance as I push deeper into the desert.  

And look, there’s a Joshua Tree, its arms raised to the sky in the same celebration of joy!  

Joshua trees are not actually trees, but giant members of the lily family.  They are the signature species 



of the desert to me, as they were to the Mormon pioneers who thought they looked like the prophet 

Joshua pointing them to the promised land.  Are they pointing me, too?  They certainly remind me of 

the wonderful time we spent in Joshua Tree National Park.

I am a little nervous though, I honestly don’t know what to expect at the conference.  I’ve never 

attended an event of this nature, and it certainly doesn’t fit into my linear patterns of thinking and 

living, patterns that define me, and patterns that cage me at the same time.  But it does feel right; and 

despite my nervousness, I vow to approach it with an open mind.

At the very least this week, I will have the desert.  Better than that, I will have a sacred, 

spectacular slice of the desert, a slice so inspiring it is called Zion.  

Rising in southern Utah's high plateau country, the Virgin River carves its way to the desert 

below through a gorge so deep and narrow that sunlight rarely penetrates to the bottom.  As the canyon 

widens, the river runs a gantlet of great palisade walls rimmed with slickrock peaks and hanging 

valleys soaring with the eagles, falcons and condors.  

A million years of flowing water has cut through the red and white beds of Navajo sandstone 

that form the sheer walls of Zion.  The geologic heart of the canyon began first as a sea, and then as a 

vast desert millions of years ago; almost incessant winds blew one dune on top of another until the 

sands reached a depth of more than 2,000 feet.  You can still see the track of these ancient winds in the 

graceful crossbedded strata of Zion's mighty cliffs.  

This timelessness inspires awe and reverence, godliness.  Indeed, Isaac Behunin, the first 

permanent European-American settler in the canyon, named his new home Zion, remarking, “A man 

can worship God among these great cathedrals as well as in any man-made church – this is Zion.”  

Zion, the biblical heavenly "City of God."  Zion, a place of refuge for its Mormon settlers, awed by the 

immense beauty of the area.

Zion National Park is also the location for a four day Personal Retreat, presented by the Center 

for Soulful Living, a “a worldwide community dedicated to living every aspect of the human 

experience - the spiritual, mental, emotional and physical - in soul-centered and grace-filled ways,” 

where we will explore our all-inspiring Spirit and Nature among the towering rock sculptures of the 

Park.  Maybe Zion will be a place of refuge for me, too...

A car passes me on the highway, horn blaring; apparently I am going too slow.  The reverie has 

been broken, my middle finger in the air as they pass, my thoughts shocked back to the reality of what I



am doing.  Really, linear-minded, analytical me is going on a personal retreat with a group of strangers 

“who live in deep connection of oneness with their souls and nature?”  This is so unlike anything I have

ever done!  Sure, I've explored these ideas in books, maybe I even have felt these connections a bit in 

the past like in the Grand Canyon, but only on my solo wilderness journeys or tucked into my 

yellowthroat grove, not out in the open, amongst other people, in the daylight, where others might see 

me. 

Well, as a concession to these doubts (or are they limitations?), if this gathering in the winter 

desert is too far out of my comfort zone, or worse, if it’s a bunch of new age wackos fresh from the 

vortex, holding hands and singing Kumbaya My Lord, well then, I’ll just quietly slip out into the 

canyons with my backpack and tent and sing my own song way out in the beautiful backcountry, where

no one can hear me.

I have been to Zion before, for a week-long backpacking trip with two good friends, up through 

the canyons of the Kolob mountains and across the spectacular Hop Valley, along the top of the vertigo-

inducing West Rim Trail.  We were caught in an early spring blizzard that lent enough fear to make the 

trip meaningful, enough adventure to carry me through many months in my beige cube, and more than 

enough beauty to make the descent down through Angel's Landing to the Zion Canyon floor truly feel 

like a descent from the City of Heaven.  I know this is a legitimate back-up plan if the conference is too

far out of my comfort zone.

Still, even with nothing to lose, I’m surprised at how nervous I am as I make my way to the 

Zion Lodge in the darkness.  I know the magnificent canyons are out there, I know I am surrounded by 

beauty, but I can’t see it now, and I feel very small.  There is something about the darkness in an 

unfamiliar place that makes me anxious; I know that the next time I come here in the darkness, 

tomorrow night, after seeing it in the light of day, it will feel different, it will be more familiar.  But for 

now, I have to trust that this is the right way.  The warm lights of the Lodge are welcoming.

So too, is seeing my good friend Deb.  I have leaned on, and learned from, Deb so many times 

in the past, and her wisdom and gentle nature and boundless patience with me is always comforting.  

Deb is a Reiki master who uses divine energy and light to release pain on the physical, emotional, 

spiritual and subconscious levels, a healer who uses cranio-sacral therapy to relax the central nervous 

system and reduce imbalances and r, and a friend who has touched me at the soul level, where she has 

always encouragd me to find my most authentic self.  She has also been working with my wife, 

bringing her gifts and talents to my Deb to reduce her pain and soothe her struggles and issues with her 

disease.  Tonight is no different, and I lean on her to relieve some of this nervousness.  Introductions to 

her good friends Paul, Denny and Deborah certainly make me feel more at home amidst what is 



obviously a family reunion of the repeat Retreat participants going on around me.

Amidst all the unfamiliar faces I feel self-conscious, out of place.  But the setting is informal, 

and soon we are seated and I can blend in to the anonymity of the crowd, despite my name tag.  Bill 

Bauman, the retreat leader, is soft spoken and welcoming, but it takes me a while to put aside my 

nervousness and actually pay attention to what he is saying, which is mostly just preparatory remarks 

and introductions tonight.  It doesn’t help when there is a group meditation session; I don’t know how 

to meditate like I’m sure everyone else here does, so I just enjoy the quiet solitude in a group of 100.

But on breaks, in the hallways, and after the evening session, people talk to me, and it is 

different than most conversations I usually have.  They look me in the eye, genuinely, but differently, 

too.  They look deep into me, like we are long lost friends.  At first it is unsettling, but it draws me in, 

and I find myself wanting to look back at them the same way.  Unsettling gives way to comfort, the 

comfort not unlike an old friendship renewed upon a chance meeting.

And the conversations are different here too, warmer, not the usual “so what do you do for a 

living and what's your address”, but a welcome for being here and a thanks for talking to me and 

sharing yourself.  And most conversations close with a hug, from these strangers.  And its not the least 

bit awkward; in fact, it is again comforting.

This comfort buoys me, warms me, on my way back to camp.  I’ve chosen to eschew the Lodge

and spend the week in my tent, in the Watchman campground, despite the predicted cold temperatures. 

It is near freezing tonight, but I am not cold, and I am glad to be alone here in camp; it gives me time to

contemplate the day’s events.  I am still struck by so many of the conversations I’ve had tonight; not by

what was said, but by what I felt, a warmth that still burns like the glowing embers now in my fire pit.

I’m also warmed by my campsite, a carefully selected site in the deserted campground (there are

only two RVs and one other tent camper in the entire one hundred and seventy-six site campground, so 

I had my choice).  The Watchman, a striking mountain of rock jutting 2,500 feet skyward from the 

valley, stands guard behind my tent, while the Virgin River gurgles softly just south of my site.  A small

meadow abuts just to the north, and the gentle slope at the base of the Watchman is cris-crossed with 

game trails – I’m hoping for some good wildlife watching right from my tent.  Judging by the game 

tracks in the sand, and the stories the campground ranger shared of recent mountain lion activity in the 

area, I think it'll be a good week for animals.

Settled into my warm down bag after a long day of traveling and excitement, I am overcome by 

a peaceful feeling, sleep not far away.  Yes, this will be a good place to lay my head for a week, and 

perhaps this will be a good group to hang out with in these canyons, too…



The light overnight rains turn to snow sometime after I fall into a deep, restful slumber.  I sleep 

in slightly, and awake to the surprise gift of snow on red rock.  Wow, peace and contentment, and 

beauty, pure calendar picture beauty.

At the Lodge, more smiles and deep soul looks from folks who yesterday were all mostly 

strangers.  The warm welcoming feeling has returned too, made warmer by the genuine smiles of 

recognition I share with a few folks, and more welcoming smiles from folks I haven't met until now.  

Today is much more comfortable .

This morning, after the opening remarks, Bill turns the program over to Kaye Whitefeather 

Robinson,  Feather to this group of friends.  Bill speaks highly, reverently, glowingly, genuinely of 

Feather, introducing her as a friend of the earth, a friend of the sky, a teacher.  

And like Bill, Feather carries herself in a confident, dignified manner, a proud air about her, her 

dark brown eyes and dark skin offset by shoulder-length salt and pepper hair.  She's wearing a homey, 

warm, earth-toned wrap-around sweater and comfortable jeans over her short, slightly robust frame.  

Her magnetic smile draws me in, draws us all in, in anticipation.

And then Feather speaks...so much for reverence and seriousness!  

Feather opens telling us she is part Native American, her dad from the Blackfoot tribe, and part 

Western, her mom from Liverpool, so that entitles her to do all the Native American ceremonies to 

Beatles tunes.  Ahhh, she is also part irreverent comedian, with more dirty jokes than Lily Tomlin, 

explaining to this group of strangers gathered in the desert that sex is a misdemeanor in Utah – the 

more you miss it, the meaner you get.  And that her life has been a series of bumper stickers, including 

her save a horse ride a cowboy phase.  Yes, I am instantly a fan!

Ahh, but once Feather ropes you in with her saltiness, with her realness, her genuine down-to-

Earth-ness, with her humor and her obvious love of this life, once she's got you – that's when she 

knows you're ready to receive her wisdom.  On the surface, Feather seems to talk to my mind, but she 

is really speaking to my heart.  

She speaks through her native stories, about our child-like hearts, the heart that the Creator gave

us, this sacred heart of god that is still pure and still inside of us, but to which we have added baggage.  

She tells us we need to listen to our inner child, to our heart, to our spirit telling us what we really want 

to be and who we really are.

She tells us of the coyote, the trickster, the Indian harbinger of change, often associated with the

less desirable human traits of deceit in the Western world.  But she explains that we shouldn't judge the 

coyote because he teaches us too, challenges us to think and change.  We need the coyote, the coyote is 

necessary for our growth, the coyote is supposed to be here amongst us.



And she speaks of the magic of this place, of nature, and our intimate place in nature.  Her eyes 

sparkle as she speaks, sparkle with the same magic reflected in the eyes of deer that graze on the lawn 

outside the conference room, the same magic that oozes from the rocks and the sky.  Her enthusiasm is 

contagious.

And I get it, I have always gotten this, I have felt this my entire life, but I thought I was the only

one who felt this way.  So I've hid it, not mentioned it, buried it.  But here is a teacher telling me to trust

this interior knowing, that it is okay, in fact it is holy, it is sacred!  It is an epiphany, like being released 

from a self-imposed prison of my own making, like I have been granted access to ancient wisdom.

We talk about the four essential elements of this physical life – air, water, fire, earth, and how 

these correspond to the four essential dimensions of us – body, mind, spirit, and earth.  The earth aspect

has always been missing in my upbringing and teaching.  It is uplifting to hear Feather preach this 

sacredness now, for I already know this, I have always known this, I have always felt this, I have seen 

in it the eyes of “my” pheasants and felt it in “my” yellowthroat grove and in the Grand Canyon.  The 

earth dimension has always been a part of me, but the  but I have been taught this is a sin.  

Feather also encourages us to recognize how sacred we really are.  We are encouraged to be our 

own shaman.  We have the power to create, she says, to start creating ourselves.  Wow, I have never 

thought of myself like this, always feeling like I was just a follower in this life, a follower of the 

commandments and priests and rules of the physics.  Feather also encourages us to mark our unique 

creations by creating our own ceremonies, too, again something that is outside of my normal linear 

thoughts and teachings.  Ceremonies in my life were always led by and performed by holy men, not 

me.

We learn about the circle of life, the perspective that the same event is viewed differently 

depending on where you sit in the circle around the event.   Feather teaches us of the three 

commandments of Feather's people – honor Mother Earth and all her Creation, honor your brothers and

sisters, honor yourself and your path.  Wow, this last one really floors me...honor yourself, so lost in 

Western culture.  But really, what is wrong with making yourself a hero, especially if you've gone 

through tough times, if you've survived trials?  And honor your path...hmmm, that really intrigues me.

Feather tells us that birds are angels, that the old medicine folks reside in the eagles, that 

Feather's deceased daughter is a red-tailed hawk, that birds are our deceased loved one, our angels.  

Feather talks about sacred sites, many of them right here in Zion, and we talk about the energy  the sites

bring to us and the energy we bring to sacred sites.

And then we are instructed by this guru to go out, into the canyons, amongst the rocks and trees,

into this sacred place, into our Home, and to pay attention, with souls awakened, to look with our 



hearts, to follow our Truth, our Path, to feel what nature is telling us, to look for teachers in the rocks 

and air and animals, to trust our hearts, and to trust the Truth that you find there, the truth that is Me.

My heart is wide open after Feather's talk, because her heart is the same as mine.  This is what I 

felt as a child, long before the linear world and the nuns and bosses beat it out of me, told me what I 

felt was “wrong.”  It wasn't, and I feel it again.

It is a beautiful day, the bright sun chasing away the snow and driving the temperatures up, the 

little bit of chill easily countered with a light jacket.  Despite several generous genuine offers to join a 

few others, it feels right to be going off on my own.  

I sit by the Virgin River after Feather's talk; we have the entire afternoon free.  I am sitting with 

my heart by this river, listening to the river, open to the gifts of the nature, of the universe, of myself, of

god.  I slow down and enjoy hot soup and tea and a sandwich, eating slowly, taking in the taste and the 

rocks and the water, listening to what they have to tell me.  

And the river does have a voice, and the voice changes, it does speak to me, when I slow down, 

when I really listen, when I really hear.  So many things said this morning spoke to me, awakening in 

me senses long forgotten, connections long since buried and ignored, ancient feelings rekindled.  I can 

hear the river sing, I can feel the rocks low rumble, the buzz in the air.  There is a peace descended 

upon me, a real peace, a knowing peace, a peace that I am a part of all this, a beautiful part of it.

But still my linear mind tries to cast doubt; old habits die hard.  It asks for a sign that this is all 

real, not just just a figment of my imagination.

I don't expect a sign, and I argue with myself that I don't need a sign, and besides, what would it

matter if it was just a figment of my imagination?  Would that diminish it in any way?  All that matters 

is that I believe, what I feel, what I know its real in my heart. 

I put my internal arguments aside, set it down and just be.  The singing of the river and wind 

and rocks mixes with my breathing and being, and I slip easily into the same meditative comfort 

experienced just a few short hours before, when Feather played the ancient clay flute during our 

morning meditation.  

At the outskirts of my consciousness, a bird calls, chirping, far away on the other side of the 

river, wary at first.  An American Dipper, most unique of the western songbirds.  The dipper hunts 

aquatic insects while walking underwater, preferably in ice cold rapids or near waterfalls, flitting about 

the spray, diving into eddies headfirst.  Just about every pristine western river of rapids and waterfalls 

is haunted by a dipper, a plump, gray bird about the size of a robin, not known for their friendliness, but

not known to completely shun human trespassers either.



I had been hearing the birds' approach for a while, without actively looking for it, but now I 

invite her down to my sandbar by the rapids.  At first she flies up the river on the far bank, chirping as 

she goes by, seeming to dare me to follow.  But I stay put, and continue to call her over in my mind, 

from my heart.  

And over she comes, closer, closer, her curiosity as irresistible as mine, both of us wanting to 

connect physically at the level we already feel inside.  Dippers, curious?  Nothing in the ornithological 

journals about this, even noted naturalist John Muir writing that most are indifferent to human 

observers unless there is a nest nearby.  Way too late in the year and too cold for nesting in December!  

I like to think we sought each other out, this tiny little songbird and I, two insignificant 

creatures in this glorious canyon, two glorious beings in this insignificant universe, two beings sharing 

in the joy of being alive.  She comes to me, repeatedly, getting closer and closer while I stay perfectly 

still, until she is only two feet away.  We stare into each others eyes, into each others being, we share a 

peace, a knowing, and a sparkle, hers in black eyes filled with curiosity, mine in the blue-green wonder 

of a child's eyes, the same wonder shared with a yellowthroat and a ring-necked pheasant so long ago...



The conference's featured speaker is Bill Bauman, and he leads most of the next talk.  He 

invites us to “hang out in the heart.”  The heart, he tells us, is precious, is the core of our spirit, it 

touches us, it can awaken us – if we listen.  Bill's message from the heart is simple - “Live in me,” he 

says, “listen to me, live in your heart, become the love that is here, in the heart, let it flourish.  Live in 

love, give yourself to love, let love open you to its miraculous self, to your miraculous self.” 

Of course back home I doubt I would even consider most of what he is saying, but the dipper 

encounter was real, the beauty and magic of these canyons is real, and what I feel here, in Zion, in my 

heart, is real.  The soul-staring conversations continued yesterday evening and at dinner with 

“strangers” who immediately feel like old friends, and the warmth and love amongst this group is 

palpable.  And this evening's session confirms what I am feeling here, what I experienced at the Virgin 

River today, is a bit of magic.  Drawn in to Bill's invitation, I give myself permission to go with the 

flow, to go with this message of magic in nature, and to explore what hearts filled with love, 

unconditional love, feels like.  Any thoughts of ditching the conference have melted away, like last 

night's snow in today's sunshine and warmth.

Bill is an unassuming looking man, a grandfatherly type with a tall, thin, athletic build, silver-

white hair, a magnetic, genuine smile, and of course the same soul-staring gaze that most folks here 

share.  He has a way of drawing you in, of making you listen, not with flash and props, but with a 

genuineness that is contagious.  It's like becoming aware of a whisper in the middle of a storm, the 

storm of daily life; a slow steady, calm calling that reels you in, that asks for your attention through its 

persistence, through its honesty, because it is real, because it is truly from the heart.  And soon the swirl

of commotion of our storms has ceased, our seas are calmed through a whisper.  Our rapt attention is 

commanded not by the loudest voice trying to shout over the storm, but by the truest voice, our voice, 

channeled through Bill, not needing volume, just needing to be heard.   The whisper calms the storm, 

and the raucousness of 100 people dissolves when Bill speaks from the heart, as he always does. 

Bill Bauman, a “modern mystic, inspiring visionary, awakener of the heart, transmitter of 

Infinity's gifts, empowerer of the human experience.”  Pretty heady descriptions, gleaned from his 

website before the conference, certainly setting the expectations bar high for his followers.  

This skeptic, however, had decided beforehand to take a wait and see approach.  Like my back-

up wilderness backpacking plan, I decided to sit in the back and blend in to the crowd, and just listen at

first. another concession to my dominant analytical left brain, to my linear thinking.  I want to find out 

more about who this Bill Bauman character is before I drink the Kool-Aid.

And Bill has quite the impressive and varied background, spending time in the seminary and 

even eighteen months as a Catholic priest in the 1960s, as a practicing psychologist from the 1970s to 



the 1990s, as a business consultant and leader throughout the 1980s and 1990s, as a noted leader in the 

peace movement throughout the 1990s, and as a strong spiritual leader from the 1980s to the present. 

He has a doctorate in Counseling Psychology, a Master’s degree in Theology, and a Bachelor’s 

degree in Philosophy, and is a proven entrepreneur.  He has started and led three profitable private 

businesses—a management consulting firm, a holistic health center, and a treatment center for learning 

disabilities, as well as his own successful private practice as a psychologist.  Also, with his wife Donna,

he founded and led two non-profit organizations—Washington, DC’s World Peace Institute (through 

the 1990’s) and The Center for Soulful Living (through the 2000’s), the group that is sponsoring this 

conference.  Bill also bills himself as a “celebrated leader of leaders, recognized healer of healers, and 

dedicated servant of world servers.”   

But more important than all of the above, he confesses numerous time during the conference, 

Bill is blessed to live with his cherished life partner of over 45 years, Donna, who is also at the 

conference —a beautiful woman whom he was privileged to meet when he was a priest and she was a 

nun (obviously shortening their stays in those vocations!)  And together they are blessed to have an 

amazing adult son, an equally bright light to many people.

One thing is certain, though, even I can  feel this, from afar, from the back row – Bill is 

genuine, he is real.  He has dedicated his life to his unique calling and mission of presenting his 

inspiring vision of what is humanly and spiritually possible to those who want to be everything they 

possibly can, those who choose to live in the “all-ness” of their human experience, and then, to stand 

firmly in that ultimate freedom as they lead those around them to their personal greatness.  He really, 

truly believes this. 

And it is only after meeting him, after listening to him in person for a couple of days, that I can 

put aside my skepticism and doubts and just go with the flow, and even start listening with my heart – 

because Bill has roped me in over the last two days, with honesty, genuineness, and love.  My doubts 

have melted, just like the thoughts I had of ditching the conference if it was to “far out” for me.

Of course it is only when you let go that you receive real gifts.  It is only when a heart has been 

prepared, properly, like a field lay fallow in anticipation of a future planting, like immersing oneself in 

a conference such as this, that it is allowed to be open to receive the messages that it needs to receive.  

But seriously, nothing – nothing -  could have prepared me for where the conversation steered on the 

last day of the conference, and the messages that I received...



The topic is death.  Death is not an easy topic, dying is not something we like to discuss. It is 

shrouded in sadness, pain and mystery, and mostly, fear.  And maybe these feelings are all appropriate 

and necessary at the time, for we will all need to work through these issues on our own, as we 

inevitably experience the death of loved ones, and as we inevitably will experience our own death.

Death has woven its common thread through the tapestry of these last three days.  We are asked 

to pray for a would-be participant who can't attend because she is too weak from her chemo treatments.

Feather touches upon the Native American stories of why we need death – so that we can appreciate 

life.  And Bill shares a story early in the conference of when he was a Catholic priest, and was called to 

attend to a family whose wife had found her husband hanged in suicide.  The wife was distraught, 

devastated, suddenly a widow, a single parent to three small children.  But mostly she was distraught 

because her Catholic catechism taught her that her husband, the man she loved, to whom she bore 

children – was now damned to eternal hell.

But Bill saw things differently.  Bill professes to have the gift to see souls - and he is honest and

open and shares what he sees with this hurting widow, even if it is contrary to his role as a Catholic 

priest, even if it is different from the dogma that he has been instructed to preach.  The dogma says that 

this man is damned to eternal misery, but that is not what Bill sees.  Even in suicide, Bill sees a soul 

that shines in the glory and unconditional love of an all-forgiving and all loving God, and he shares this

vision with a shattered, grieving widow, much to her heartfelt relief.  And against diocesan orders he 

allows a full Catholic burial for this woman's husband in his church, and it brings her comfort.

I reflect on how much courage this must have taken, for Bill to follow his inner vision and gifts 

that others certainly didn't understand, that maybe even he didn't fully comprehend at this stage of his 

development.  For him to share these gifts for the sake of comfort to another human being in pain, real 

pain, for taking on her pain, and for the pain of the official repercussions that inevitably must have 

followed for disobeying orders, especially inviolable dogmatic orders, this must have taken a leap of 

faith

But it is for this courage that we sit in the audience and listen.  And when participant Walt opens

up and shares with us his experience of the recent death of his troubled sister, it opens a conduit, it taps 

into a collective yearning of the group.  Bill once again has the courage to follow, though it is clear 

from his carefully chosen words and thoughtful pauses that he is struggling with what he is about to say

and how to say it, and probably even if he should say it.  

Bill launches into the most extraordinary conversation about death, about what happens to the 

soul after death, and of what becomes of “us” after death, about the journey through death, about the 

beauty of death.  Bill doesn't see death through the traditional Western lens of reward and punishment –



he sees it through grace, and sees the soul being freed, sees our innate light soaring, ascending, the Self 

ecstatic.  

He shares the story of the woman who is invited to see the scene of a horrible school bus 

accident, before it happens.  She is invited to this scene so that she can see it from the vantage point of 

the spirit, so that she can see the souls of the accident victims,  rising unharmed, in addition to seeing 

the three dimensional physical perspective of the event, which ends in the death of the bodies.  Bill 

shares stories on what he sees, what happens to the soul, when an abortion occurs, whether spontaneous

or induced.  He shares stories on the retention and lack of retention of the soul's individuation after 

leaving the body, and stories and descriptions, as best he can, as can best be put into the limited 

framework of words and our limited understanding, on the nature of the much bigger Collective Soul 

and Oneness which awaits.

We sit spellbound, listening in rapt attention, a pin drop could be heard, Bill egged on and 

encouraged beyond his comfort zone by thoughtful, courageous questions from the audience (thanks 

Johnathon and Pam!)  Bill shares with us a tremendous vision, as he sees it, a courageous leap of faith 

and tremendously generous gift from him to us.

I will not repeat in any more detail that which was shared with us, what these gifts are that are 

passed on in this extraordinary talk, because they are meant for us, for those chosen few in this 

conference room, looking out at the giant cottonwood Tree of Life tucked into the splendid red walled 

canyons of Zion.  We receive what we need to receive, what we ask for; I receive what I ask for, what I 

so need to hear, even if I don't fully understand it at the time.  It is a most extraordinary gift, and even I 

recognize that immediately.

The effect on everyone is stunning.  Others share too, offering their gifts.  It turns out we have 

some experts in the area of death and dying in our midst.  Debbie Brown is a minister who works as a 

hospice chaplain, and she shares her parable of the individual snowflake returning to the iceberg, and 

shares her hospice experiences at the time of death as being an opportunity for grace and love, 

beautifully describing her sacred experience with her dying father.   Leslie, a hospice nurse, shares a 

story of being with a man who is actively dying alone in a nursing home, and how she sat with him and

words poured out of her, telling him his family loved him and he was not alone, and that he was a gift 

to the living, including her.

I come to an understanding, right here within the walls of this conference room, in the bowls of 

this canyon and in the warmth and love in this room, that death is not to be feared.  In fact, I recognize 

that death is a teacher.  The subject certainly strikes a sensitive chord in this room, in all of us, because 

let's face it, it is the one experience that we will all share.  Michael Singer, in his book The Untethered 



Soul, perhaps says it best, pointing out that one of the great cosmic paradoxes is that one of the best 

teachers in all of life – is death.  For while someone can tell you that you are not of body, death shows 

you.  While someone can remind you of the insignificance of the things that we cling to, death takes 

them all away in a second.  And while people can teach you that men and women of all races are equal 

and that there is no difference between the rich and the poor, death instantly makes all of us the same.

After Bill's extraordinary talk, my friend Deb leads a group hike up Angel's Landing.  Angels 

Landing is one of the most famous and thrilling hikes in the entire national park system, a precarious 

spine of rock outcropping that juts into an oxbow in the canyon, 1,300 above the Virgin River.  Zion's 

pride and joy, the towering monolith is  one of the most recognizable landmarks in the Southwest.  A 

trail runs up through a crack in the canyon wall, Walters Wiggles carved precariously into the rock, to a

face along a narrow rock fin at the top with dizzying drop-offs on both sides.  Grip the chains and pull 

yourself through your fears and across the intense exposure – there are no safety nets here, the danger 

is real, people fall to their death here every year.  But the payoff is the trail culminating at a lofty perch 

boasting magnificent views in every direction – a place where only angels can land.

I did not tell anyone at the conference about my wife's illness, but of course it has been on my 

mind the entire trip.  Now, however,  I do open up about it, after Bill's incredible talk this morning, on 

an amazing hike up Angel's Landing.  Barbara and a few others listen to me with open hearts, and hold 

me in their love, in the big Love and Oneness that we have just been given a glimpse into.  We share in 

an impromptu ceremony, offering prayers and chants of Ohm and hugs and offerings of love for my 

wife, to honor her and her spirit, this group of loving strangers and I - and it feels good, it brings me 

peace.  I wonder if my wife can feel it...

I meet Deb, who left before me, at the top of the Landing.  Deb is a Reiki master who uses 

divine energy and light to release pain on the physical, emotional, spiritual and subconscious levels, a 

healer who uses cranio-sacral therapy to relax the central nervous system and reduce imbalances, and a 

friend who has touched me at the soul level, where she has always encouraged me to find my most 

authentic self.  It is certainly not lost on me that it was Deb's support that landed me here in Zion.  

She has also been working with my wife, bringing her gifts and talents to my Deb to reduce her 

pain and soothe her struggles and issues with her disease.  I understand all of this now, in a way I 

couldn't before this weekend.  I don't know what she and my wife share, it is none of my business.  But 

I have been asking Deb, “Is my wife okay?”  I have been asking for a while, asking from the traditional

perspective of is she is okay, if she will survive.  Deb has always been effusive in her answer, knowing 



I am not asking the right question.  But today I know the answer, the real answer.  We don't say a word 

at the top, at the place where angel's land.  We embrace in the silence, we hold each other in the wonder

of this place, in the genuine wonder of us, of each other, in the truth of Knowing.  Tears flow and the 

embrace is long, heartfelt.  And I know, I know my wife is physically dying, soon – but I know it is 

okay.  And I know that I will be okay, too...

The conference is over tonight, and I try, feebly, to share this story of what I have experienced 

here in Zion and what this conference has meant to me, with Bill and and Donna, and Feather and 

Debbie Brown.  But it cannot be condensed enough, or even  understood well enough by me at this 

time, to do it justice.  I need time to sit with these lessons, with these magical experiences.  I decide to 

just take it in and share in the laughter and tears and heartfelt embrace of goodbyes.  And I notice that 

this group of strangers, whom I thought might be only a bunch of new age hippies getting high in the 

desert four days ago, has morphed into the most glorious, beautiful gathering of people I have ever 

met...



I AM LUCKY enough also to have scheduled an extra two days after the conference to remain 

in Zion, to explore the wilderness a bit on my own.  But it is a brand new Zion to me this morning, seen

freshly through new, awakened eyes.  Everything is sparkling, the dew and the deer in the meadow and 

the frost on the tent all a miracle.  The water bottles are frozen again this morning, but the chill is 

exhilarating.  I have all day in this temple to reflect on the past days' events.  But I am drawn to the 

Virgin River on this cold winter morning.

The water sparkles, brilliantly reflecting the bright, low winter sun.  The calm pools along the 

banks are edged with ice, adding to the river’s diamond-like clarity; but it doesn’t feel cold as I wade 

in, barefoot - it feels right.  It feels right in my heart, where I need it to feel right, where it drowns out 

my head saying “this is just silly.”  

When I’m up to my knees in the water, I raise my hands to the beautiful blue sky, and I ask the 

sun, the water, the mountains, the cottonwoods and the rocks, the life-giving air, I ask them all to join 

me, to bless me, as I pray for a new life, a life lived from the heart, a life lived in love.  I cup a few 

handfuls of water, water from a river named Virgin, and let it pour over my head.  I pray with Mother 

Earth as a witness, to baptize me into a new life.  I pray that I may remember how to love – love 

myself, love those around me, love the rocks and the sky and the birds.  

I worry that I will fall quickly back into old patterns, old ruts of thinking and not feeling, closed

in by the endless chatter of my mind and distractions of the “real” world.  How will I hold on to this?  

Has this all been real?  It’s not what I’ve heard, it’s what I’ve felt, felt deep inside of me, in my heart.  

It’s a bit like how the Grinch must have felt, when his heart grew.  I want to keep my big heart.  So I 

ask my friend Deb to give sponsorship, for the times when I forget what I’ve felt here, here in this holy,

sacred place, this place of wondrous beauty and magic, surrounded by the majesty of Creation and 

undeniable feelings of love and openness that flowered in my heart over the past four days.  

Sitting barefoot on the banks of the icy Virgin River, in the beautiful desert redrock country, 

under such a brilliant sky, warmed by the sun – I am not cold, but warmed, warmed from deep inside, 

warmed from a heart bursting with love for the entire universe.  Yes, this is real, for my heart tells me 

so.

After a few moments of quiet contemplation, I notice a brilliant bright green jewel, glowing in 

the sun like a tiny green electric light, just a foot or so from where I sit.  It is the heart of winter here in 

the canyons, no leaves remain on the trees and most plants have begun their winter hibernation.  But 

there, at the end of the cottonwood branch, a new bud lies patiently waiting for the temperature to rise 

and for the days to grow longer.  A drop of moisture condenses at the end of the bud.  It sparkles.

The droplet reflects the brilliance of the sun, the life-giving river, the timeless mountains, and 



the endless, ever-expanding, infinite sky.  It is the eye of the universe, reflecting outward all that can be

imagined.  But the eye reflects inward, also, infinitely smaller, like an image in a mirror that endlessly 

reflects itself.  Where does it end?  Where does it begin?  The vast mysteries of the universe expand 

ever outward, and ever inward, but at some magical point it coalesces into an atom, a cell, a seed, a 

bud, life, and all the mysteries of life, including the greatest mystery of all, Love.  I am present here, 

now, at this magical point, held in the infinite vastness and the infinite smallness of the universe, and in

the glory and Love of this moment...

                                            

I don’t know much about the direction I am taking now along this spiritual journey, but I take 

lessons from my previous spiritual cairns.  I remember what Feather told us, too, and I know that I need

to make an offering, a sacrifice, to solidify my commitment made at the river and to the seriousness of 

my request and ceremony.  So an offering is built at camp, a funeral pyre of sorts.  The logs and 

kindling are stacked and ready; I just need to know what I will sacrifice.

I think about my little ceremony as I wander slowly thru the magnificent Zion Canyon in the 

low late afternoon light.  The canyon is afire, the dance of light and rock and sky spectacular.  I lay 

down in a gathering field, and just take it all in, just breathe, just be.  Tonight after dinner, I will light 

the pile, making an offering of something dear to me; from the ashes will arise love, love enough for 

me, for all.  But what will I sacrifice?  

It is when I am not thinking that I know what I need to sacrifice, what I’ve known all along in 

my heart – my cherished cairn pendant necklace.  My head says no, not the necklace!  Burn something 

else, something easy, this is just a silly game I'm playing.  Well, am I going to start listening to my 

heart?  Do I mean this?  Is it real?

It is one of the hardest things I have done, watching my precious necklace burn tonight.  That 

necklace has given me strength and comfort on many lonely nights at the Ridge, guided me along on 

my solo journeys through the Grand Canyon and two weeks down the wild and remote Escalante River,

and it gives me confidence when I feel it around my neck.  It hurts, really hurts, watching it burn.  And 

then suddenly, the fire shifts, and it is gone…

I walk to a moonlit clearing near my camp, under The Watchman.  Deer grazing at the edges, 

and billions of stars shimmer in the coldness of space.  I offer myself up to God, to the Universe.  I 

need to start letting go.  I need to start living in love, from the heart…won't You guide me?  Peace fills 

the meadow, peace fills my heart.



                                        



I'M GETTING USED used to the cold mornings, the water containers all frozen solid, the 

frost inside the tent, the tingle in my spine.  I like it, the renewal and freshness of a new day, thrill of 

being alive, of being part of something so much bigger.  It’s one of my favorite gifts from extended 

time spent outside.  The birds flit around in the brush, and the deer graze right outside my tent in the 

empty campground.

I’m leaving this campsite today, a bittersweet parting, for site B19 kept me warm and 

comfortable for the past five nights – I’ll miss her.  So I want to make sure everything is clean, better 

than when I got here.  And it is while cleaning the fire pit that I notice something in the ashes.

My cairn pendant – it has survived!  There it is, down at the bottom, scarred and a bit charred, 

but physically still intact, not melted!  Oh how wonderful!  I delicately pluck it from the ashes, along 

with the clasp.  I can’t believe it is still here, and I offer a silent prayer of thanksgiving.  It is yet 

another adventure, another trial, that my necklace has gotten thru; perhaps it does have some magical, 

spiritual qualities.  Right now I’m just overjoyed that it has survived!

I have been looking for a symbol, a tangible symbol, to remind me of my vow to live more from

the heart, and my cairn pendent seems to fit exactly I am looking for.  Sure it’s a bit charred, but I’m 

already thinking about cleaning it up and getting a new chain.

But suddenly my heart interrupts my thoughts.  Yesterday my wife received the news that the 

numbness she’s been experiencing in her face might be malignant tumors; it is yet another scary piece 

of news.  I cringe at not being there to comfort her in person.  She is anxious, and I too worry about 

how she will handle this latest news - she has been through so much, and has accepted things with a 

grace and dignity that has to be admired.  But everyone has limits.  Quickly, though, her attitude at this 

setback changes to one of adventure, one of looking at this as it could be worse; it’s just another 

obstacle to overcome.  More admiration…

Boy, says my heart, I bet a good magic necklace, a necklace that seems to be able to guide its 

wearer through unknown adventures and uncharted waters and tests by fire, surely it would be 

appreciated by my wife.

Of course, even my mind agrees with this.

This charred cairn, this beautiful symbol of guidance, this symbol to live from the heart, this 

needs to be passed on to my beautiful wife.  So with love and joy in my heart, I carefully place the 

cairn pendant and clasp into a place for safekeeping, to be presented to Debbie back home.  It feels so 

right.

And the return home is joyful, the reunion with my wife real and heartfelt and honest, like it 



hasn't been for a long time.  It reminds me of a return a few years earlier, from the fantastic Sierra 

Nevada mountains, from the granite peaks and starry skies and the sacred trees.  I came home the real 

me then too, the genuine me, the me that lives in my heart and soul, not in the pressures of the office 

and the rat race; just like I am returning now from Zion.  I was there for my wife then, all of me was 

there for her.  And I am there for her now, again.  

We lay tangled and spent in each others’ arms all morning, taking care of only what needs 

taking care of and then right back to bed, right back into each others souls, for the rest of the day and 

into the night.  It is magical again, as magic as the big Love in Zion.  I am reminded again that our love

is complete, and we are One once again.

And at Christmas time, in the quiet calm after the kids have torn through the Christmas rush, I 

tell my story and give Deb the cairn necklace.  Tears run down her cheeks as I clasp it around her neck. 

But it is to be the last Christmas present that I will give her...



Chapter 33 – Pray and Love

Zion II

THE CANYONS AND redrocks and desert and the big sky and the mountains and the 

Watchman campground and the love and warmth and soul stares of extraordinary people welcome me 

back to Zion...ahh, it is a true homecoming this time.

Unbelievably I am back to this amazing place.  Zion truly is one of my sacred places, a place for

contemplation and meditation and escape and recharge, one of the places I go to to test myself, to find 

myself, to find my Truth, to listen to my heart.  It is the same desert where Jesus tested his humanness 

for forty days, the same cave where  Mohammed retreated for a month of every year and where he 

received his visions, the same Bodhi Tree that the Buddha sat under and attained enlightenment, the 

same grove of trees where Joseph Smith, Jr. heard to his calling.  

Is it just chance that all the great prophets go into the wilderness, to nature?  Feather tells us 

“no”, after she provides the welcome and re-introduction to this sacred canyon, the welcome to all 

these sacred places around the world.  She tells us that these places vibrate on a higher wavelength,with

a higher energy, and that these vibrations can be measured, scientifically.  And these canyons and trees 

are vibrating this weekend, welcoming us, waiting to share their gifts and energy with those who are 

open to receive it.  A meditative, contemplative, an open-minded group with good intentions, gathered 

around the giant Mother Cottonwood on the expansive lawn just outside the lodge where we meet, a 

group with respect for and awareness of the Sacredness all around us – well, not only do we receive 

these vibrations, these gifts and energy – but we also give theses place energy.  We actually raise the 

vibration of the sacred places themselves!  It is a give and take; it is creation.  “Isn't that cool?” gushes 

Feather, her smile wide, her eyes beaming with enthusiasm, having just shared a simple secret long 

hidden in plain sight, a secret her ancestors certainly knew, before they were forced into subjugation 

and  hiding.

Led by Feather, we pilgrimage to a sacred place right here in Zion, a Native American birthing 

cave.  It is above the canyons, on the high sage meadow plains of the Zion back county.  I have been 

here before, on my own.  Seven years ago I did a week long  backpack trip with friends up through the 

Hop Valley, and crossed these exact sage plains.  We were actually stuck here for an entire afternoon 

while we retrieved some forgotten supplies, and I remember watching the big sky, I remember the 

intoxicating smell of the sage and the high desert, and I remember the energy and pull of this place, 

which I didn't quite trust and certainly didn't understand.  I don't think I would have appreciated the 



significance then anyway, if I knew of this place.  Such is my meandering journey.  Yes I have been 

here before, but I had different eyes; I didn't see then like I do now.  My spine tingles wondering what I

will see now. 

This time Feather is our eyes, and she points out the distant the rock formations from the road, 

and suddenly they do look like a giant turtle and an Indian lying down.  Just seconds ago they were 

rocks.  The turtle, Feather explains, is the giant tortoise of the Indian creation myths, associated with 

Mother Earth, and the lying down Indian is Father Sky.  

Feather leads us across the plateau towards an opening in the rocks.  Getting closer, she points 

out the rock formation “midwives”, the phallic shaped rocks, and the ridge line that forms the legs and 

feet of mother Earth.  Even the cave entrance itself is the womb of mother earth.  Wow the entire 

panorama is the set of a fantastic movie, the story of life, if only we can see!  And I see all of this now, 

as Feather explains it, as she points it out, with my eyes are opened to a new perception.  It was just 

rocks seven years ago, and we hiked right by this sacred place.

We enter the mouth of the cave, the opening in the rocks, into a room that has been used by the 

Natives for thousands of years to bring new life into this world.  The birthing cave is not big, it's an 

oval cave, almost like an amphitheater, and it is covered with ancient paintings and petroglyphs.  A 

birthing scene is at the entrance, and there are very dark glyphs on the left that I would not have even 

noticed if Feather didn't point them out.  These dark symbols are from the distant past, and there is also 

the “bat woman”, guardian of the mystics who can see in the dark, and Masau, an evil being who was 

given a second chance.  

On the back cave wall the glyphs are brighter yellow, representing the present, 

The main yellow character is a transitional figure with only four toes.  He is important, with flutists 

playing in his ear, which is up, signifying he is listening. He also has an array of dots above his head.  

There are figures in yellow, too, a snake dancer, and individuals with unique triangular shaped bodies, 

arms, legs and heads, and with at least one having flutists playing for him, too.  The flute players give 

this cave its alternative name, the “flute cave. “

Feather brings the flute cave to life.  She has brought her authentic clay flute, a replica of the 

instruments used by the pre-Hispanic peoples of the Aztecs and Mayans of indigenous Mexico.  Feather

handles the flute like a newborn, delicate yet firm, sure, a master whose instrument is really an 

extension of herself.  We sit in the dirt in rapt silence, in a hall just as pietistic as Carnegie.  The notes 

emerge effortlessly, and float in the air, before reverberating off the cave walls, filling it, as if an 

ensemble was here.  The note are beautiful, angelic, cherubs stroking their harps on the clouds.  

Closing my eyes, I am transported across the eons, deep into my primal self, back to the point of my 



birth, our shared birth, our collective birth, bringing life to the birthing cave again, like it has been for 

countless lifetimes and generations, over countless years.  

When Feather is done, we sit in silence, like after waking from a dream, again moving across 

the eons, back to the present, reluctantly.  Then she shifts, and continues her interpretation.  

On the right side of the cave, the figures change to white or turquoise paint, representing the sky

world.  This is the spirit wall, with “T” symbols, a portal to the next world, and ghostly white figures, 

and a red shaman, and images of masks, our guides to the spirit world.

Feather explains that this cave represents more than just a physical birth.  It is a place where one

“transforms” or “transcends” from the past underworld, to the current world, to the sky world.   She 

performs a transformational ceremony, chanting and singing in her Native tongue, invoking the spirit 

not only of the cave and its history, but  also of all of us.  We meditate again in this sacred place, awash 

in the powerful energy and ancient history of thousands of new beginnings and thousands of 

transformations.  And I can't help but feel I am here for this reason, I can't help but feel that I have 

traveled across a continent for this ceremony, to transform myself, that I need this ceremony for its 

permission to start over, to begin again, to let go and be baptized in the hope and promise of new 

beginnings myself.

In the cave Feathers' words from earlier in the day roll around my head, her comments on the 

powerfulness of creating our own ceremonies.  Feather reminded us that we are all part of Creation, we 

were all there at the beginning, as thoughts of God, the Creator, at the moment of the Big Bang, and 

that this energy still flows through us, still gives us Life.  So we, too, have the power to create our own 

ceremonies that are just as powerful as the one we are doing here in the birthing cave.

“Everyone is seeking their own personal vision” says Feather.  “We are seeking a direct 

connection to the Creator, the connection that we have always had, but which has been taken away by 

our religions, who teach us that it was only their connection that is 'right,' and through our own limiting

thoughts, our own self-doubts, sown by the world, that we are not worthy.”   

But people like Bill and Feather facilitate personal re-connections, through sharing of their 

visions and gifts, as I have experienced firsthand.  And Nature facilitates this re-connection, too,  

teaches Feather, through her Native stories and ancient flute playing and bringing us to sacred places, 

like the birthing cave.  “Activate your ancient Elder” she implores, “it's inside of you – you're already 

Divine.  It's time to start creating yourself.”

And isn't that exactly what I am doing?  I think about my ceremony in the Virgin River last year,

I remember the earnestness of it, I feel the power of it again.  I also understand, right here, right now, 



that my ceremony, my vow to live from the heart last year, it was real, it is my path, it is my cairn in the

desert, it is the true expression of myself, my Higher Self.  We can create our own ceremonies, our own

realities, our own lives, our own Love.  I am doing that; the events of the last year have all been 

creating exactly what I have prayed for for so long.

And it hits me, too, that these ceremonies, these vows, they don't have to be in a birthing cave, 

or in a river named Virgin, or even in a church or temple - they can be in my own backyard, or in my 

car, or in any physical place in the world – as long as the genesis is in my heart.  Just as Feather and 

Bill have said, just as I have felt...

The birthing cave certainly vibrates with an energy of the goddess, the feminine energy of life, 

of creation, of love creation.  Feather explains that these rocks in Zion, these canyons carved into the 

sandstone, were once the bottom of an ocean, and the ocean is the place we go to to find love.  

“We go to the city to find people, to the ocean to find love, to the mountains to find yourself, 

and  to the desert to find god.  And when you find god, you find who you really are.”  It is ancient 

wisdom that Feather shares with us, passed down from her Elders.  These water based rocks vibrate 

with the energy of the feminine, too.  This place, these temples of Zion, are truly landscapes temples of 

the goddess.

And the goddess is love, and love is the theme this weekend as the conversations continue with 

Bill.  Bill invites us inside, to find love within ourselves, to find God within ourselves, to recognize that

the most sacred site of all - is us.  We are amazing, divine beings, created in the likeness of God.  And 

God is Love, this earth is love, these canyons are love, the creatures of this canyon are love, we are 

love.  The rhythms and movements, feeling and emotions of love, the nature, essence, purity, and 

unconditionality of love, the heartbreaks and joys of love, it is all here.  Love is our very essence.  

Living, and giving life to love, as it lives in our hearts, and magnifies in the energy of our heart, as it 

moves out not just to those around us, but to ourselves, this beautiful Self, is love.  We are invited to 

feel this love, receive it, know it, drink it in, this weekend.

But Love also exists to be shared, to be explored with others, and Bill is led to share his 

thoughts on intimate love.  A friend of his was getting married, for the third or fourth time, and he 

asked Bill for advice, on how he could be more present in this relationship.

So Bill thought about this, he mulled it over, meditated about it, reflected on his thirty-five year 

relationship with his precious wife Donna (whom he obviously adores, the evidence in his kind words 

and actions towards her, and in the special look he reserves only for her  - even after thirty-five years!)  



And he called upon his experience as a marriage counselor, as a psychologist, as a Catholic priest, and 

as a mystic.  And he presented as a gift to his friend, the eleven principals of truly intimate 

relationships.  I am as blown away as his friend's wife was, who called to thank him years later for 

sharing this gift, because it truly transformed his friend and their relationship.

The first principal is to adore this precious person as the “god” or “goddess” of your life, as a 

pure gift given to you by Love itself—even in the face of any psychological or societal considerations 

that might call you to a different approach.  I am shocked awake, because I have been calling Kim a 

goddess for a while now.  And of course Kim and I face societal pressures from folks who judge us as 

moving on too soon after our spouses deaths.

Bill also advises that we need to be clear about and remind ourselves of the soulful truth of this 

sacred relationship—its deep wisdom, its purposeful meaning in our life, its true invitations, etc.—and 

let that truth guide our every thought and action in relation to our partner.  Omg – full honesty!  The 

principal that Kim is so adamant about, though she doesn't know why.

And finally Bill tells us that we always need to ask our hearts (more than our minds) how it 

feels and what it suggests in relationship with your partner.  Holy cow, my vow last year to live from 

my heart, to live in love...wow!

Bill doesn't go into all eleven principals, as the conversation meanders and he really only wants 

to make his points about the three he shares.  But on breaks, between lectures, he is asked about the 

principals, is pressed for more information – clearly there is a desire from many folks here to hear what

these principals are.  And so the entire gathering gets a paper copy of the Eleven Principals for Truly 

Intimate Relationships, for those who are ready.

I am stunned, left shaking by what I hear, and all I can think about is Kim.  We have stumbled 

upon some of these things because they have felt right, because we are hollowed out and no longer 

know what to do, so we have just been following our hearts.  Maybe we are on to something, maybe 

our hearts know what to do, we just have to listen.  Maybe we are being guided by the Divine, maybe 

we are soulmates from a thousand lifetimes ago, and our reunion, finally, is the soulful cause of all the 

pure JOY that we genuinely feel so deeply when we are together.  Maybe it is time to let go of our 

doubts, to let go of the world telling us it is too soon, that this is just the by-product of our grief and 

losses.  Maybe it is time to just embrace this relationship, just feel it, and just love it for the most 

precious gift that it is...

My heart is singing and my soul is soaring!  Maybe that's it, maybe that's what this is all about –



love!  Certainly Debbie knew that – look at the love she put into everything.  Unconditional love, in 

everything she did, whether it was making peanut butter sandwiches for the boys' lunches or ironing 

clothes or living with a difficult, lost husband.  Maybe the Beatles were right, “Love is all you need.”  

Maybe that is the whole point of this crazy life, Love and feeling it, Love and experiencing it, Love and

making it, Love and making it better, Love and making it deeper.  Until you surrender, until you 

become Love, and finally, you become unconditional Love, if you are lucky enough while living in 

these three dimensions.  But even if you don't this lifetime, you will certainly be returned to the 

Unconditional Love of the Creator when the time is right.  

I think of my vow, to live from the heart, not from the head, to live in love.  I am bursting now.  

I want to live in the deepest, most heartfelt and genuine expression of Love that I can create...

This year, I do not trek to the top of Angel's Landing; I fly, on the wings of my heart.  Of course 

it is just as magical as last years' hike, but this year it is buoyed by rebirth and love.  My legs do not 

feel the elevation gain, the conversations shared along the path with these wonderful folks are inspiring

and soulful, the scenery is of course spectacular, and all of my burdens are left by the river as we 

ascend into the clouds.  

I think about the messages that I have received this weekend.  And just like last year, the 

message seems tailored personally and  delivered, gift-wrapped, just for me.  Last year's talks focused a

bit on death, words I so needed to hear, and this year's talks focus on rebirth and love.  They are the 

magic words that my heart and soul needs to hear.  

And magic is always a part of these weekends in Zion, with Bill and Feather and the Center for 

Soulful Living and these wonderful clear-eyed folks.  And of course there is magic to behold at a 

special place where angel's land.

Debbie has been with me this entire trip, too.  She would have loved to have heard these 

wonderful words of wisdom and love, though she knew much of it.  She would also have loved to see 

the magic blooming in me, to have witnessed the shedding of some of my blinders and armors, and to 

have seen firsthand the growth of my heart, like the Grinch when he hears the singing down in 

Whoville, and gets it, finally gets it.

But she is here.  Near the top of Angel's Landing, when the narrowness of the trail forces me to 

hang on to chains to prevent a fall 1,400 feet to the Valley below, a huge shadow passes over me.  Oh 

my, a California Condor, the largest bird in North America!  Just like the one I wished to appear in the 

Grand Canyon, but this one so close I can make out the white marking of its' giant wings, see its naked 



head, hear the wind whistling through her primaries when she dips close enough to me, as if in 

acknowledgment.

Feather told us her people believe birds are the special people in our lives that have passed on.  

Feather sees her daughter in the red-tailed hawk.  I see Debbie in this rarest of birds.  There are only 

200 or so of these magnificent birds left in the wild, these birds that once roamed with the dinosaurs but

now hang on to survival in the present by a toehold, and only with the help of intensive human 

intervention.  There are only a few here in the Zion canyons.  Yet one is here with me, at this exact 

time, at this exact, sacred place.  One has even acknowledged my presence.

I follow the bird, with its ten-foot wingspan, as it dips over the rocks and disappears below the 

Landing.  At the edge of the cliff, she has perched in a large ponderosa pine – but she is not alone.  

Another California Condor is perched next to her.  What are the chances of two California Condors 

being here with me?  

Maybe the same chances that Debbie's grave would be right next to John's...

After Kim and I began a relationship, I couldn't get the chills from the “coincidence” of them 

being neighbors out of my mind.  I have this vision, clear as day, a vision of Debbie and John, young 

and in their prime, big hair and even bigger smiles as they introduce each other and share conversation 

and a beer or  two, sitting on that beautiful hillside above Plum Creek, between the dogwoods and 

below the towering oaks.  Bathed in The Light and The Love, they are whole, they are happy, they are 

aglow; laughter and honesty are exchanged easily.

But they also still so love their families, and don’t want to leave for their sake.  As they look 

down at our pain, at our struggles, which they now understand is necessary for our growth, they still 

want to help, as was both their nature.  So they concoct a plan, to guide us, to help us to help each 

other, to help our children.  The signs are so obvious that even two headstrong survivors, hearts 

shattered, souls torn and  frayed and splayed open to the universe, and heads finally empty, pay 

attention.  

And just like my vision of John and Debbie sitting on the cemetery hillside, I see them both 

here with me now too, both again in their glory, this time as North America's largest, most majestic 

birds, soaring effortlessly on invisible thermals, a prehistoric creature spanning the width of time and 

space, a symbol of the eternity of Love and our enduring Light.  Tears well up and roll down my 

cheeks, and I pray with Debbie and John, in the glory of Zion, in the covenant of a life lived from the 

heart, a life lived in Love.  



The celebration this year again ends in the Virgin River, this year not solo, but shared.  The river

is just as icy, just as cold as we immerse ourselves, completely naked, in the rushing, cleansing water.   

There are about a dozen of us from the CSL weekend, mixed company too, but there is no sexuality 

associated with it (except for maybe the gawking old guy onlooker who stumbles upon us!), just a 

freedom, a real freedom so absent from our lives most of the time.  Naked in the wilderness, one of 

Mark Twain's greatest pleasures.  Mine too, the shedding of our cares and inhibitions, right down to 

God's intended glory, before we burdened ourselves with guilt and shame and kicked ourselves out of 

the Garden of Eden.  

There is a sense of freedom amongst us too, the freedom of what we have heard and learned and

shared, the freedom of burdens left in these canyons.  And there is hope,  that we don't have to burden 

ourselves with these doubts and fears, that we are worthy of love, that love is worth it, that love 

conquers all, even death.

The river washes over me completely, senses on overload, shocked into the moment, this 

glorious moment.  It is a baptism into new beginnings, poignant turning points recognized, slates 

washed clean.  And in the place of doubt and fear, there is the excitement of a blank page waiting to be 

written, no rules, no bounds, the story mine, just go ahead and create whatever my heart desires.

All the teachings and learnings and explorations of the weekend, of this journey, of my greater 

journey, they are all condensed into the sheer joy of being alive, naked, in this river, the sheer 

overwhelmingness how good this life can be, the feeling of Freedom and  Love, and the release into the

River of life, the river of love...
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