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ABOUT THE BOOK
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This book was written by Soul Trade #3 supporting character, Dr. Jane Caldwell long before we meet her in this series, before she even started work at the university. This piece is important to share because Madam hid a copy of this text in her survival pack that she took with her into the Bermuda Triangle, where it gets into the hands of Anne Bonny. What happens next is the story for Soul Trade book #4. 
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INTRODUCTION
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I do not want to talk about the whale or what happened to the whale.

I do not want to talk about his life or the way it impacted me.

The whale was nothing and the whale was everything -a cold reality the way that truly important things often are. 

I understand now how it feels to be truly helpless.

I have to move forward, because that is the only choice that there is. 

I have to take an action, but for the first time in my life I have no idea what to do. 

I have given myself permission to be still- to sit here on this island, to find a safe place to rest and think. 

And I have given myself permission to write. 

I have given myself permission to be quiet. 

I am gifting myself these days of nothing. 

Writing in this journal is the only action I am capable of right now. 

This will be a way to explore these surroundings and move forward in a way honors these memories.  

My goal is to find a way to give myself permission to let go, forgive myself for who I was, and learn who I want to be. 
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1 – How can I 5-4-3-2-1? 
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I see this grove. 

I see a wild copse of trees and a lizard. 

Lizards have a marvelous capacity to teach us to sit in our discomfort. 

When lizards shed their skins it is not a linear transition. 

It is not quick-

It is possibly uncomfortable, 

Not during the active part of shedding anyway.

But that discomfort is necessary-

It is an essential component to growth and adaptation. 

A lizard must shed to survive. 

That same discomforting feeling reflects in our human experience-

Babies learn to walk

Teens transition into adulthood, stumbling carelessly and awkwardly around themselves and others. 

All humans are always growing 

Toward a discomfort to find new comfort that will become discomfort again and so on.

To change is to continue to live. 

Conclusion: I understand why many find the 5-4-3-2-1 method to be distasteful. I do not feel more calm necessarily, but I understand the need for the practice. I do not want to need this, but I do. It’s funny how applying what you know is good mindfulness work to yourself in a time of crisis can feel so foreign. But it does. I know I need to reflect on my own experiences. When have I felt discomfort prior to now? Did I know I was in a state of transition? How did I know when the transition was complete? Why was that growth essential to my journey?  I want to explore these ideas but I don’t want to put them here, instead I will write my thoughts in the sand. The tide is coming in so they should wash away soon.  
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2 – What can I see? 
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I wasn’t intending to see anything today.

I didn’t want to taste or feel.  

I didn’t want to hear anything, either.

I was intending to wade into the cool water to try and salt the thousand cuts

My body felt like it was bleeding from 
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