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The Place Between

i. Nature of What Was

Before the beginning, there was only waiting.

I write this now from the other side from the shore of a life fully lived, looking back across waters I cannot cross again. But the memory remains. Not the sharp, detailed memory of yesterday's conversation or last year's birthday. Something older. Deeper. The kind of memory that lives in the bones, in the blood, in the spaces between heartbeats when the world goes quiet and something ancient rises to meet us.

I remember the place between.

It has many names, this place. Heaven, some call it. Summerland. The World Before. The Garden. The Womb of Souls. Names are the tools of forgetting, they help us grasp what we cannot hold, label what we cannot understand. But the place itself needs no name. It simply is. It was. It will always be.

I existed there before I existed anywhere else.

This is the first truth, and perhaps the hardest to accept for those still deep in the forgetting: you were someone something before you were born. You were aware. You loved it. You were part of a whole so vast and so complete that all the love you will ever experience in this life is merely an echo of it, a fragment, a distant memory you spend decades trying to reclaim.

I remember the waiting.

ii. The Architecture of Eternity

How do you describe a place without time?

Every attempt fails, because language itself is a creation of time. Sentences have beginnings and endings. Thoughts unfold in sequence. But the place between had no sequence, no unfolding, no before or after. It was all now, an eternal present that somehow contained every moment that had ever been or would ever be.

Imagine light, but not light as we know it. Not the light of sun or lamp or fire. Imagine light that knows you. That has always known you. That holds you the way a mother holds a child, the way the ocean holds the swimmer, the way the sky holds the stars.

Imagine warmth that comes from everywhere at once from inside and outside, from above and below, from the very fabric of existence itself. A warmth that asks for nothing and gives everything. A warmth that is itself, a kind of love.

Imagine that this light and this warmth are not separate from you, not surrounding you, but continuous with you. That you are made of the same substance as eternity. That the boundary between you and everything else has dissolved, and in that dissolution, you have found not loss but completion.

This was the place between.

And in this place, suspended in the golden eternity, I was not alone.

iii. The Others

They drifted around me like dandelion seeds on a still day.

This image comes to me now, from this side of the veil, and I cling to it because it is the closest I can come to describing what words were never meant to capture. Dandelion seeds—each one distinct, each one carrying within it the potential of an entire future, yet all of them moving together, caught in the same invisible currents, part of the same gentle drift.

They were like that, the others.

I knew them. This is the part that breaks my heart even now, in the writing: I knew them completely, the way you know your own heartbeat, the way you know the shape of your mother's face before you have words for mother or face. There was no separation between us, no distance, no misunderstanding. We were distinct and yet unified, individual and yet inseparable.

There was the one I would someday call father.

In the place between, he was not father but something else a presence that felt like ancient trees, like mountains, like the deep roots that hold the earth together. When I drifted near him, something in me settled. The way a child settles against a trusted adult. The way a traveler settles at the end of a long road. He was solidity itself, patience itself, the kind of love that asks nothing but simply is.

There was the one I would someday call mother.

She was different. Where he was rooted, she was movement not restless movement, not anxious movement, but the movement of music, of dance, of wind through leaves. Her presence hummed with something I can only describe as the entire spectrum of human emotion, compressed into a single note. Joy and sorrow intertwined. Hope and memory braided together. When she was near, the golden light seemed to shimmer, to respond to her the way light responds to water.

There were others. So many others.

Faces I would pass on streets in my coming life and feel a tug of recognition I couldn't explain. Hands I would shake and feel a surge of something ancient and inexplicable. Loves I would stumble into and wonder, where have I known you before? Where has this feeling come from?

They were all there, in the place between. All of them. Waiting.

iv. The Language Beyond Words

We did not speak in the golden place.

Speech was unnecessary, impossible, irrelevant. Speech is the tool of separationist exists because we are apart and must bridge the distance. In the place between, there was no distance to bridge. We simply were together, our awarenesses intertwined like roots beneath a forest floor, like rivers meeting at the sea.

Communication happened in the space between thought and feeling, in the place were knowing and being are the same thing. If I wanted to share something with one of the others, I did not need to form words or send signals. I simply opened myself, and they received. They opened themselves, and I received. It was constant, effortless, complete.

We shared everything.

We shared hope with the quiet, patient hope that what was coming would be worth leaving. We shared fear the trembling anticipation of stepping into the unknown, of trading the certainty of the golden place for the uncertainty of a life we could not yet see. We shared patience with the deep, eternal patience of beings who have always existed and will always exist, for whom waiting is not a burden but simply another way of being.

And we shared anticipation. A kind of excitement that ran through all of us like a current, like the first stirrings of wind before a storm. Something was coming. Something was about to happen. We had been here, in this place, for longer than forever and now, at last, the waiting was ending.

v. The Knowledge We Carried

In the place between, we had access to everything.

Not knowledge in the human sense, not facts or dates or formulas that can be written down and memorized. Something deeper. Understanding. The shape of things. The meaning beneath the meaning.

I understood, in a way I cannot replicate now, why suffering existed. I saw its purpose the way you see the purpose of rain not as punishment, not as cruelty, but as nourishment for something that would grow later. I understood that every tear we would shed in our coming lives would water something beautiful, something necessary, something that could not grow any other way.

I understood that loss was not subtraction but rearranging. That when we lose someone we love, they are not gone they have simply moved from one form of existence to another, from the visible to the invisible, from the temporary to the eternal. The love remains. The connection remains. Only the manner of being together changes.

I understood that death was not an ending but a door. The same door we had all passed through to enter this place. The same door we would pass through again to enter our lives. The same door we would pass through one final time to return home.

And I understood, most importantly of all, that I had chosen this.

vi. The Choosing

This is the hardest part to accept now, on this side of the forgetting. In the golden place, I stood if standing is the word among the others, and I looked down at the life waiting for me.

I saw its contours laid out like a landscape seen from a great height. The mountains of joy, rising toward some unseen sky. The valleys of grief, dark and necessary, carved by waters I could not yet name. The rolling hills of ordinary days, carrying me from one peak to the next, one lesson to the next, one love to the next.

I saw her. The one who would be my mother. I saw the shape of her life, the joys she would carry, the griefs she would bear. I saw the moment of my conception not as a biological event, but as a meeting of energy, a convergence of readiness and love and cosmic timing.

I saw the moment she would first hold me, and I felt even from the golden place the force of that love, the power of that meeting, the sacredness of that instant when two souls recognize each other across the veil of flesh.

I saw the moment I would lose her. The grief I would carry. The way that loss would shape me, hollow me out, and then slowly, over years fill me with something new. Something deeper. Something that could only grow in the soil of sorrow.

I saw my father. His rootedness. His quiet strength. The way he would hold our family together when everything else fell apart. The way he would teach me, without ever meaning to, what it means to love without condition.

I saw the sister I would fight with and forgive. The friends who would arrive at exactly the right moments, as if guided by some invisible hand. The lovers who would teach me about my own heart by breaking it. The strangers whose paths would cross mine for reasons I wouldn't understand until decades later.

I saw all of it. Every joy. Every sorrow. Every ordinary Tuesday. Every moment of grace. Every moment of despair.

And I said yes.

We all said yes. Every soul in that golden place, drifting like seeds toward their planting, looked down at the fields of their coming lives and said yes to the sun and the storm both. Not because we were brave though we were. Not because we were foolish though perhaps, we were that too. But because we understood, in the deep knowing of the place between, that it would be worth it.

It is worth it; we talked to each other without saying words. The forgetting will be hard, but the remembering will be harder, and both are necessary. Both are the journeys. Both are gifts.

vii. The Farewell

There came a moment though moment is the wrong word when the golden light began to shift.

It was subtle at first. A deepening of certain tones. A quickening of the warmth. A sense that something was gathering, preparing, drawing near. We had been waiting for this, all of us, for longer than forever. And now, at last, it was time.

The one who would be my father drew near. His rooted presence enveloped me, and in that envelopment, I felt everything he would ever be to me protector, teacher, friend, witness. I felt the grief he would carry when I left the golden place, the joy he would feel when I arrived in the warm world, the love that would connect us across every boundary of flesh and time.

I will know you, I tried to tell him. Even when I forget everything else, I will know you.

And he answered, in the language beyond words: I will wait for you. On the other hand, I will be waiting. We will find each other. We always do.

The one who would be my mother came next. Her music surrounded me, lifted me, carried me into a space of such profound love that I almost forgot, for a moment, that I was leaving. She showed me without showing, without telling the songs she would sing to me in the warm world. The lullabies. The hymns. The silly songs she would make up on the spot, just to hear me laugh.

You will be my heart outside my body, she said. You will be the best thing I ever do. And when your journey is complete, I will be here, waiting to hold you again.

Then the others gathered. All of them. The faces I would pass on streets. The hands I would shake. The loves I would stumble into and wonder at. They surrounded me in a final embrace of collective awareness, and in that embrace, I felt the truth of what we had been to each other, what we would always be to each other, what no amount of forgetting could ever truly erase.

We will see you on the other side, they seemed to say. Walk slowly. Love deeply. Remember when you can.

The golden light began to thin at its edges. The warmth, that all-encompassing embrace, began to recede. I felt myself being drawn toward something a narrowing, a passage, a door I could not yet see but could feel pulling at me like gravity, like destiny, like the very hand of God.

I don't want to go, I thought.

But the thought itself was proof that I was already leaving. In the golden place, there was no wanting or not wanting. There was only what it was. The arrival of desire, the first twinge of preference of attachment, of fear meant that I was already becoming human. It’s already becoming separate. Already becoming the being who would one day look back on this moment and weep for what was lost.

The last thing I saw, before the light dissolved completely, was the faces of the others. All of them. Every soul I had loved before love had a name. They were watching me go, their expressions filled with something I could not then name but can name now, from this side of everything:

Love. Pure, complete, eternal love. The kind of love that asks nothing, demands nothing, expects nothing. The kind of love that simply is, and in its being, holds everything together.

In their eyes, I saw my welcome. Not for now was for leaving. But for later. For the return. For the moment when the longest vacation would finally end and I would come home.

viii. Leaving

Then the veil closed, and I fell.

Not falling through space falling through something else. Through layers of existence I had never known were there. Through veils of forgetting designed to strip away everything I had been, everything I had known, everything I had loved.

The golden place receded behind me like a dream upon waking. The faces of the others grew distant, then fainted, then impossible to see. The warmth faded to a memory of warmth. The light dimmed to a memory of light.

And in their place came something new.

Sound. The first sound I had ever heard was a separate being a rushing, roaring, overwhelming symphony of vibration. Light of a different kind is harsh and bright and demanding. Pressure. Movement. The sense of being carried, of being pushed, of being pulled toward something I could not yet see.

The forgetting was beginning.

Even as I fell, I felt it working on me erasing faces, the names, the knowledge, the understanding. Layer by layer, the golden place was being stripped away, tucked into some deep corner of my being where it would sleep until the time came to wake again.

I fought it. Everyone fights it, I think. Some of us know what we're losing and struggle to hold on. But forgetting is stronger than any fight. It is designed that way. It must be that way. You cannot live a human life while remembering the divine.

So, I let go. I stopped fighting. I let the forgetting do its work.

And somewhere, in the distance, I heard a heartbeat.

Not my own. Hers. The one who would carry me, shelter me, love me through the warm world and into life beyond. Her heartbeat steady, rhythmic, patient called to me through the darkness, through forgetting, through everything.

This way, it seemed to say. Come this way. I'm waiting for you.

I followed the sound. It was the only thing left.

ix. What Remains

Now, from this side of everything from the shore of a life fully lived, looking back across waters I cannot cross again, I try to hold onto what remains of that place.

It isn't much. A few fragments. A few glimpses. The sense of warmth when I close my eyes on certain quiet evenings. The feeling of being held when I least expect it. The faces of strangers who somehow feel like family.

But sometimes, in the deepest part of sleep, the veil grows thin. Sometimes I find myself back there, in the golden light, drifting among the others. Sometimes I hear their voices not in words, but in the old way, the way beyond words. And sometimes, in those moments, I remember why I came.

I came to love. To learn. To grow. To lose and find and lose again. I came to taste the full range of human experience, the heights and the depths, the joy and the sorrow, the ordinary and the sacred. I came to forget, so that I could spend my life remembering. I came to be separated, so that I could spend my life finding my way back to union.

And at the end of it all at the end of the longest vacation I will return. The golden light will be waiting. The others will be waiting. The ones I loved and lost, the ones I loved and kept, the ones I never got to love enough, they will all be there, in the place between, watching for my return.

Safe travels, they said as I left. Walk slowly. Love deeply. Remember when you can.

I have tried. I am still trying. And when my own children make this journey when they descend from the golden place into the warm world, when they forget everything, we were to each other before time began, I will be waiting on the other side. Watching. Loving. Waiting to welcome them home.

This is the promise of the place between. This is the truth that survives every forgetting.

We come from love. We return to love. And the longest vacation, this beautiful, terrible, sacred human life is simply the road we walk between the two.
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PART ONE
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The Waiting
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Chapter One: The Others
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i. First Awareness

I cannot say when I first became aware of myself.

In the place between, there was no beginning and no end, no first and no last. I simply was had always been, would always be and the realization of my own existence arrived not as a moment but as a continuous unfolding, like a flower that has always been blooming and will always be blooming, eternally in the process of opening.

But if I must choose a starting point if the limitations of this human language force me to impose sequence upon the sequential Ess, then I will say this:

The first thing I knew was that I was not alone.

Before I knew my own name (which I did not yet have), before I knew my own shape (which I did not yet possess), before I knew anything at all about the being I would become, I knew that there were others. Others like me. Others with me. Others who had always been with me and would always remain.

This knowing was not a conclusion I reached through observation or reasoning. It was simply there, woven into the fabric of my existence the way light is woven into the fabric of a stained-glass window. To be aware was to be aware of them. To exist was to exist alongside them. There was no separation between self and other, not only different notes in the same eternal chord.

ii. The Sea of Souls

Imagine, if you can, a sea.

Not the oceans of Earth, those churning bodies of water, separate and contained. Imagine a sea that extends in every direction without end. A sea not of water but of light. A sea not of molecules but of awareness. A sea where every drop is a soul, and every soul contains the whole.

This was the nature of the place between. We were distinct, each of us an individual note in an infinite symphony but we were also continuous, inseparable, part of something so vast that the human mind cannot begin to grasp it.

We drifted in this sea like dandelion seeds on a still day. Not moving toward anything, not moving away from anything, simply being in the gentle currents of eternity. Sometimes we drifted close to one another, our awarenesses intertwining like vines. Sometimes we drifted apart, our separateness growing more pronounced. But we were never truly separated. We could never be truly separate. Separation was an illusion, a game we played, a preparation for the great forgetting to come.

I loved this sea. I loved the souls within it. I loved the way we moved together, the way we knew each other without words, the way we shared everything hope and fear, patience and anticipation, the quiet waiting that filled all of existence like light fills the sky at dawn.

We were family. Not the family of blood and bone, of shared history and shared name. Something older. Something deeper. The family of souls who have always been together, who will always be together, who choose each other before time begins and will find each other across every lifetime until time ends.

iii. The Rooted One

Among the souls in that infinite sea, there was one I was drawn to repeatedly.

I did not choose to be drawn to him. The attraction was not a decision or a preference. It was simply there, like gravity, like the pull of the moon on the tides. Whenever I drifted too far, something in me would begin to stir restlessness, a longing and I would find myself moving back toward him, carried by currents I could not see but could not resist.

He was rooted in a way that none of the others were.

This is difficult to explain, because in the place between us we had no bodies, no form, no physical qualities at all. And yet he had a presence that felt like ancient trees, like mountains that have stood in memory, like the deep foundations of the earth itself. When I drew near him, something in me settled. The way a child settles against a trusted adult. The way a traveler settles at the end of a long road. The way a seed settles into soil, knowing it has found the place where it can grow.

He was patient. Not the patience of waiting we were all waiting but the patience of being. The patience of existence that has no need to become anything else, to go anywhere else, to be anything other than what it already is.

I would drift near him and simply rest. In the sea of souls, in the infinite expanse of the place between, I would rest against his rootedness and feel something I would later learn to call safety. Peace. Home.

He never spoke to me not in words, not in the language beyond words. He simply was, and his being was enough. His presence was a promise, though I did not yet understand what it promised. His rootedness was comfort, though I did not yet know what it comforted me for.

Only later much later, on the other side of the forgetting, would I understand who he was. Only when I felt his arms around me for the first time in the new world, only when I looked up into eyes that held the same ancient patience I had known in the place between, only when he spoke my name in a voice that stirred something deep in my forgetting only then would I understand.

He was the one I would call father.

But in the place between, he was simply the rooted one. The one I returned to repeatedly. The one whose presence meant that no matter how far I drifted, I would always have a place to come home to.

iv. The Singing One

And then there was the other.

Where he was rooted, she was moving. Where he was still, she was song. Not song as we know it melody and rhythm, words and notes but something that felt like song, that moved like song, that lifted and carried and transformed like song.

Her presence hummed with the entire spectrum of human emotion, compressed into a single eternal note. Joy and sorrow intertwined so completely that they became something new, something that was neither joy nor sorrow but the source of both. Hope and memory braided together like rivers meeting at the sea. Love in its purest form, before it had objects or expressions, before it became love of something and was simply love itself.

When she was near, the golden light of the place between seemed to respond to her. It shimmered. It danced. It became somehow more vibrant, more alive, more aware of its own beauty. She was a catalyst, though I did not have that word then. She was a force that made everything around her more fully itself.

I would drift near her and feel something expand within me. An opening. A reaching. A sense that I was capable of more than I had known more feeling, more connection, more love. Her presence called forth something in me that had been waiting to be called.

She showed me things without showing me. In the language beyond words, she shared with me the songs she would sing one day. Lullabies for sleepless nights. Hymns for moments of doubt. Silly songs made on the spot, designed only to produce laughter. Sad songs for the grief she could not yet name but somehow already knew was coming.

I absorbed these songs the way soil absorbs rain. They became part of me, part of the raw material I would carry into life to come. When I finally heard them with human ears when her voice, that same voice I had known in the place between, first reached me through the warm world I would recognize them. Not consciously. Not with the thinking mind. But somewhere deep, somewhere beyond memory, I would know that I had heard these songs before.

She was the one I would call mother.

But in the place between, she was simply the singing one. The one whose presence made the light dance. The one whose song called forth something in me that had been waiting to be born.

v. The Familiar Strangers

Beyond these two the rooted one and the singing one there were others. So many others.

They drifted through the golden sea like stars through the night sky, each one distinct, each one beautiful, each one connected to me in ways I could feel but not fully understand. I knew them. All of them. Not with the knowing of facts or memories, but with the knowing of deep recognition, of ancient kinship, of bonds formed before time began.

There was one with eyes like the sea though we had no eyes, I somehow knew that when we acquired them, hers would hold the depth and mystery of oceans. There was the one whose presence felt like laughter who carried joy the way clouds carry rain, ready to release it at the slightest provocation. There was the one who felt like questions who was always reaching, always seeking, never satisfied with easy answers.

There was the one I would love and lose, though I did not know it then. There was the one who would break my heart and the one who would help me mend it. There was the one I would fight with and forgive, the one who would challenge me and change me, the one who would stand beside me through the darkest moments and the brightest.

There were so many. Too many to count, too many to name, too many to hold in a single awareness. And yet I held them all, in the way that the sea holds all its drops not as separate entities to be managed, but as parts of a whole that could never be divided.

Some of them I would meet in the life to come. I would pass them on streets and feel a tug of recognition I couldn't explain. I would shake their hands and feel a surge of something ancient and inexplicable. I would fall into conversations with them that felt like continuing something, not beginning something. I would love them as friends, as lovers, as strangers who somehow felt like family and I would wonder, in quiet moments, where that feeling came from.

Others, I would never meet. Not in this lifetime. Our paths would not cross in the world of flesh and time. But that did not mean we were separated. In the place between, we were always together. In the place between, we would always be together. The forgetting that accompanies birth would obscure them, but it could not erase them. They remained in the depths of my soul, waiting for the return, waiting for the moment when the longest vacation would end and we would all come home.

vi. The Nature of Our Being Together

What did we do in that infinite sea of souls?

The question is almost meaningless, because doing it implies time, implies sequence, implies the kind of forward movement that did not exist in the place between. We did not do anything. We simply were. And in our being, we were together.

But if I must translate that eternal being into the language of time if I must find words for the wordless then I would say this:

We shared everything.

Not in the way that humans share taking turns, exchanging gifts, communicating thoughts. We shared in the way that the ocean shares its water with every wave. We were continuous with each other, and so everything we experienced was, in some sense, experienced by all.

When the rooted one felt his deep patience, that ancient stillness that was his essence, I felt it too. Not as something separate that he transmitted to me, but as something that I participated in, that I co-created, that I helped to be. His rootedness was not his alone. It belonged to all of us, because we all contributed to it, we all sustained it, we all were part of the sea in which it existed.

When the singing one hummed with her eternal song, I hummed with her. Not in harmony, harmony implies separate notes coming together. I hummed with her in unison, the same note, the same vibration, the same music that was the music of all of us, the music of existence itself.

We shared hope with the quiet, patient hope that what was coming would be worth leaving. We shared fear, the trembling anticipation of stepping into the unknown, of trading the certainty of the golden place for the uncertainty of lives we could not yet see. We shared patience with the deep, eternal patience of beings who have always existed and will always exist, for whom waiting is not a burden but simply another way of being.

And we shared anticipation. A kind of excitement that ran through all of us like a current, like the first stirrings of wind before a storm. Something was coming. Something was about to happen. We had been here, in this place, for longer than forever and now, at last, the waiting was drawing to a close.

vii. The First Stirrings of Change

Even in the timeless place, there were rhythms.

Not the rhythms of days and nights those did not exist. Not the rhythms of seasons and years those were still unknown. But rhythms, nonetheless. Pulses. Cycles. The ebb and flow of something felt like time without being time.

We would drift together in close communion, our awarenesses intertwined so completely that we were almost one being, one soul, one consciousness experiencing itself through countless facets. Then we would drift apart, our separateness becoming more pronounced, our individuality more distinct. Not because we wanted to wait had no place here. Simply because that was the rhythm, the pulse, the way of things.

In these moments of greater separation, I would become more aware of myself as myself. Not separate from the others I could never be truly separate but distinct. Particular. A note that was part of the chord but also, in some sense, alone.

In these moments, I would begin to sense something gathering. Something preparing. Something that felt like the distant rumble of thunder before a storm, like the first lightning of the sky before dawn, like the quickening of a heartbeat before a race.

Something was coming.

I did not know what. I could not know what. The future that human concept did not exist in the place between. But I could feel the approach of something new, something different, something that would change everything.

The others felt it too. I knew this because in our moments of closest communion, the anticipation ran through all of us like a current. We were preparing, though we did not know what. We were waiting, though we did not know whom.

And somewhere, in the depths of that infinite sea, the first faint stirrings of something called destiny began to move.

viii. The Bonds That Cannot Be Broken

Looking back from this side of everything from the shore of a life fully lived, with all its joys and sorrows, its meetings and partings, its loves and losses I understand now what I only dimly perceived then.

The others were not random. Our connections were not accidental. We were a constellation of souls, chosen for each other before time began, designed to intersect and intertwine in ways that would shape our lives and shape each other.

The rooted one would be my father. Not by chance. Not by accident. Because his rootedness was exactly what I would need in life to come stability, patience, the unconditional presence that would hold me together when everything else fell apart. We had chosen each other for this. In the place between, before forgetting, we had agreed to play these roles.
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