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  Preamble:




  Throughout time, seers and shamans of particular backgrounds have practiced a teaching scheme called stalking. In this instance, the term does not refer to the aberrant persecution of another’s welfare: the literal opposite is the case as the stalker’s goal is to free their apprentice from apparently reasonable, common behaviors that will cause unforeseen harm down the road.




  The process of raising these errant beliefs, from the unrealized to eye level, is endlessly affronting because the circumstances that generate them inherently create a maze of self-justification. It follows that overcoming this intellectual labyrinth requires that the teacher be cunning, stealthy, and relentless in the dismantling of the potential student’s safeguards to self-discovery, beginning with arriving in disguise to probe their beliefs.




  In this series, Bonnie arrived in the guise of a divorced mother of two teenagers, who subsequently revealed that she is a channel of Universal knowledge. The sources of this knowledge were a family of energy-essence consciousness (Spirit) whom we called Kha-li, Saa-ra, Kha-lib, Phillip, and Caroline.




  Volume 1, Stalking the Average Man, chronicles Bonnie’s efforts to have me—a television news technician—reinterpret my experiences in the world’s hot spots, and recognize a design in my travels that was at once an outrage to reason, a blasphemy to religion, and undeniable: she claimed that I was witness to the end-of-the-world "cycle" of events that foreshadow the arrival of ancient emissaries of the Universal Source—the Second Coming saga.




  The focus of Average Man is on Bonnie leading me to seeing, if not yet accepting, my alleged purpose based on my “average” life being a design of destiny: She said that the brutal events I had witnessed changed me, and these influences reflected mankind’s core fears and disillusionments, without which their end manifestation of wanton destruction could not have happened. I was the poster boy for how we had gone wrong.




  Volume 2: Stalking the Bridge of Reason, deals with how an otherwise intelligent species managed to perch itself on the brink of annihilation, based on our inability to accurately assess our true circumstances: Bonnie claimed that “reason”, as our most valuable asset in a physical existence, had been grossly compromised.




  The focus of this work is on having me understand the specific ways in which my cultural, (gender, geographic, socioeconomic) conformations to the ways of my world had been impregnated with fear and misinformation, then maintained by meticulously shaped silences—critical social issues never directly addressed, because the powerful highjack the narrative.




  Bonnie began this lesson by examining my speech habits and (mis)use of language, as the underpinnings of clarity in our society’s shared symbols and assumptions, to show me how we create a general fog around our day to day circumstances. This lesson was the first step toward breaking me free from the “world of average people” before I could comprehend what else she had in store for me.




  These clarity lessons also helped me to accept mystical experiences without fearing that I was losing my mind, especially when my source-soul, Phillip, spoke to me directly.




  Referencing lessons from previous works, The Fifth Intercession stands alone in its further investigation of the ways and means of the emissaries’ return, and their abilities, while delving deeper into our historical /cultural conformations that are, again, allowing us to blithely destroy the very resources we require to live.
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Chapter 1
Hearing




  I went for a run in Stanley Park with my customary intention of trying to hear Phillip again, as well as to become more fit: By this time in my apprenticeship, I jogged almost every morning before seeing Bonnie.




  During these runs I developed a pattern of thought utilizing the isolation experienced by distance runners to narrow my focus to the sound of my footfalls. It usually took half a kilometer for my thoughts to thoroughly merge with the rhythm, and another half to split that rhythm into two aspects: On my left stride, I tried to soften my focus on the individual thumps, and hear them more as a pair of bookends. On the right stride, I nudged my focus into the silence between footfalls. After a short while, this regularly created a third point of view that listened, like an overseer, to these other thoughts. I imagined this was Phillip’s point of view, but he didn’t feel like saying anything.




  On this day, when I reached the overview stage my footfall thumps became more distant than usual, and my visual perceptions expanded into a kind of broad stare. When a chuckling jogger passed by, I realized I had slowed to a crawl, and was verbalizing the idea that there were degrees of silence, just as there were degrees of volume. Laughing at myself, not the idea—I liked that—I decided to bring earphones in the future so that onlookers would have an explanation for my behavior.




  I turned around, only then noticing that I had shuffled past my usual mark by a considerable distance, and headed home at a leisurely pace imagining that Phillip’s “voice” had leaked the levels of silence idea to me.




  I took my time showering, felt refreshed as I toweled off, and damned-near perky by the time I drove to Bonnie’s rented beachfront home in West Vancouver, where I told her about my morning jog, the separation of focus, and the redefining of silence.




  "The next logical step toward hearing Phillip," she said, as if this was logical, "is to ask a question of the observer. Did you feel like there was something pending?”




  “I did, but I thought it was about something I was supposed to do.”




  Laughing, she said, “It was.”




  “Why can't Phillip just say what he wants to say,” I said, chagrined, “without running me into the ground? He’s already done that."




  Shaking her head slowly, Bonnie said, "I warned you that being given an experience, to prove the existence of Intent (spirit), could only lead you to make more demands of them. I also told you that they determine what's required of you, and when, and at—," she closed her eyes. A short pause later, she said, "You are demanding proof of abilities in advance of developing them, in the same way that the average person demands proof of their aberrations without putting out effort to find them. The preparatory work is required.”




  The tone and formality of her remark informed me that she had channeled this answer, but not from whom: it sounded like Saa-ra.




  Leaning slightly toward me, she said, “Your efforts are not about Hearing per se. They’re about controlling your thoughts to eventually stop them. We’ll deal with what that means soon. For now,” she settled back, “it’s enough to know that control aids in your general awareness of who, what, and where you really, allowing you to view events from outside of your conformity to physical interpretations only. You're more familiar with this process than you can appreciate," she said wryly, referring to my acceptance of many knowings when I was working in dangerous places, as if these weren’t unusual.




  “Uh huh,” was all said.




  Bonnie immediately referenced a past lesson about my use of vague comments(1) to my advance my laziness or potential deceits. Her closing point was that after twice having addressed my poor grammar directly, I was still practicing confusion while shaming my English teachers. Seriously, she asked me if I was feeling well, or did I not care about clarity?”




  “I forgot—what’s with the edge today; not feeling well?”




  “I’m feeling fine. You are in a new phase of learning and I am in a new phase of learning how to teach properly,” she said blandly.




  “By alienating me?” I quipped… kind of.




  “That would be your choice. What’s to come is complex enough without either of us being concerned with how we feel about it.”




  I thought better of commenting on menstrual cycles.




  




  The next day was a rare sunny and windless manifestation for Vancouver, so we sat on her balcony chatting about nothing serious. After ten minutes we fell silent.




  By now I was comfortable with this circumstance—Bonnie was doing something internally—so I thought I would experiment with splitting the sounds of the day into separate thoughts.




  I had barely finished having this idea when Bonnie said, "You must try to hear."




  "Hear what?" I said, thinking I was missing something.




  "No—try to Hear, with a capitol H. Now," she commanded me.




  “I was just… never mind.”




  I cleared throat and my mind, as if I was beginning to jog, but without the focusing motion of running I soon self-consciously sought direction by telling her what thoughts persisted.




  "Quiet," she said, curtly cutting me off in mid-sentence.




  Annoyed by the return of her officious demeanor, I reluctantly did what I was about to do anyway…




  First focusing on the sound of water lapping on the shore, fifty feet away, I isolated this from the discordant shrills of seagulls. More easily than when I was jogging, I soon found the dead air between the two.




  The sloshing of remnant waves shredding on the rocky beach took me into their embrace, and I began to ride a crest as it broke then curled underneath itself. I held my breath. Tumbling within the backwash, my perception of the sound’s source changed to beneath me, then it encompassed me, and I became part of the current making its way back to open sea.




  An instant later, I was in the middle of a huge expanse of water—a ripple beginning a journey to shore—and I began to hear words softly interwoven within the molecules of the air and water. They became more distinct; I focused on an uncoiling articulation that seemed as innocuous as a mid-ocean swell, yet as unstoppable as an evolving tsunami.




  The sensation of motion was part of the voice that was telling a story about the continuity of all things, beginning with the emergence of an idea traveling toward fulfillment, which was a conclusion of sorts, but not an ending, because it became the basis of another journey.




  I understood that the outbound wave I had ridden had been changed by its journey, but it had not lost its identity, nor would it as we rolled toward another experience, gaining strength in an undisclosed purpose: I knew there was one, but I experienced uncertainty grasping that it was the journey itself.




  Slowly, because I was still listening to this abstract tale, I told Bonnie that I was hearing a story about the birth of an experience-idea, and the route of an event. I paused to organize my thoughts: the water-words moved in concentric circles, like a pebble had been thrown into a pond, then my perceptions ascended to a lofty height, and accelerated toward a distant shore. In the next seconds, the flat monotone monologue adopted the characteristics of a personality, and I recognized the voice as the pragmatist I had “argued with” in my mind most of my life, when I was silently rehearsing speeches or excuses.




  With precise English elocution, the voice continued its allegorical tale about the omnidirectional and circuitous nature of evolution. Incoming events overlapped, and folded into each other to share experiences during the outbound, restorative journey. In a near comatose calm by the time the voice stopped, I cleared my throat to tell Bonnie everything I had heard, but she interrupted me to say, "I don't think they meant to torture you." She touched my forehead, and I felt the sting of a burn.




  I am fair skinned. Without an SPF cream rated in the thousands it takes little time for me to look like a boiled lobster: Between walking through deserts in the heat of the midday sun, and ocean sailing, skin cancer was certainly in my future.




  In the minutes to follow, we discussed the ideas I had heard in practical terms… how my employment history demonstrated that I had evolved ideas through experience, until I understand an arena of thought, then I moved on using this arena as a foundation. It was an unusually succinct exchange, filled with the nuance of the assumptions we now shared—Stalkers and metaphysical—as these were triggered by the precision of our articulation. Like shouting “fire” to a fireman, or “gun” to a cop, the words Intent and momentum, for example, were much larger concepts than they might sound to other people.




  I commented on this perception-filled chat, to which Bonnie said I had received a huge gift; the way I had been told about the progression of momentum, based on the free will design of continuity, included experiencing it. This had saved us both days, if not weeks, of speaking far less efficiently about mankind’s evolutionary journey.




  She added that I would experience other forms of Hearing that would not be imbued with the same qualities of depth I had experienced today. She could not say whether they would be deeper, only different.




  I asked her why there were other ways of Hearing.




  "Think of your experience as a mid-plane between the simple voice that gave you driving directions(2), and a vision of such vibrational complexity that if it were translatable into three dimensional terms it would take years to teach what you had known in an instant. Loosely speaking, “ she said as a thought passed behind her eyes, “the physical translation of this kind of communications rests on a principle of energy efficiency called the Economy of Action. “




  “Try tightening that up a bit.”




  Flashing a grin, she said, “Everything you experience in the physical plane is an energetic manifestation of an idea. You have translated these ideas through the root assumptions of physical reality, your experiences, and personal store of knowledge. It follows that the more bountiful your experiences and knowledge, the more accurately you can be bring complex ideas into three dimensional expression. This is why you are going to experience the full gamut of what the emissaries will be able to know and how they know it. Phillip is telling me this right now, by the way.” She nodded to herself. “You still need to put out the effort to achieve these experiences… he says Hearing and Channeling are not one way streets. They are aspects of the emissary’s mystical arts and practices, and necessary steps to them ultimately receiving little formal directions, at least in terms the average person would recognize as such.”




  “Meaning omens?”




  “And knowing, seeing, the Art of Dreaming, and by following the momentum of their own intentions.”




  “What does that mean?”




  “My first lesson in following the momentum of my intentions came when I was shopping. Saa-ra explained that because we were already of the same energy—like one person—without thinking in the traditional sense I could precisely do what I needed to do. The demonstration was that she told me to go shopping right away, to take only what I normally would when I left the house, and to buy whatever I needed until I felt that I had enough, for the time being. I had no idea how much money I had, but I followed her directions and the bill came to exactly what I had in my purse. She said this wasn’t a trick. The larger part of my awareness, the part that is more firmly attached to Saa-ra’s awareness of what I do, knew I would be shopping and what I would buy, when I went to the cash machine the day before; I was following the momentum of my greater intentions, in this case to learn this lesson, without consciously having to do anything. It was my first lesson in an exercise she called ‘Walk and be Led’ to show me how easily it could work.”




  “What happened to Free Will and the potential of outside forces interfering with the demonstration?”




  “It was a lesson purposefully constructed to be as inevitable as anything can be. If something had interfered, it would have happened at another time. In the same way,” she said, thoughtfully, “your greater intentions to learn about warfare from the inside out took you to places where other’s Free Will would have interfered, and you knew you should stop or turn away.”




  “How did that work when we had lunch—when you asked me to take whatever money of yours I thought we’d need?”




  “It was a demonstration that showed both of us that you are connected to Phillip in the same way.”




  “But I didn’t know that?”




  “And now you do—there is much more evidence, and practical lessons to come about this.”




  “I did all of that traveling in dangerous places specifically because…?




  “Kha-lib told you; you are on a journey to complete Phillip’s physical cycle.”




  “That’s not specific.”




  “What you will glean from your lessons in behavior is the stuff of his Mastery. The specifics are your personal thesis.”




  “What has learning the details of the emissaries’ talents got to do with that?”




  “He also said you would introduce the emissaries, did he not?”




  “That made no sense. I haven’t met any… you know, except you.”




  “By introduction, I don’t think he meant who they are.” She smiled slyly.




  “What then?”




  “Precisely the point, she said enigmatically, “which is why we’ve dealt with the how of everything so far: If you know how”, she explained into my dull expression, “you can know what.”




  “So you’re going to explain how Hearing works?”I said instead of pursuing her riddle.




  She hesitated before saying, ”You’re almost at the point where we can deal with the mechanics of Hearing and Channeling, but there’s an experience you need first. From it, you will be able to claim a broader lesson as your own knowledge. Economy of Action again,” she grinned.




  “Cool.”




  “That’s it… cool?”




  Confused, I said, “It is cool” as if she might have thought I was kidding.




  “And your experience with Hearing today?”




  “Very cool.”




  Bonnie lowered her head, a sign I thought meant she was topping up on information.




  





  




  (1) Excerpt from Bridge: “While we’re at it, saying things without attribution such as, 'Don't think so,' as opposed to 'I don't think so,' distances you from the subject. And by failing to assume responsibility for your words, you give yourself permission to avoid taking responsibility for your acts, which you legitimize by having said things like ‘sure’.”




  “Huh?” I said, surprised by her earnestness.




  “In your vernacular, does this mean, ‘What the fuck’?”




  “Yep,” I agreed stoically.




  “'Yep' and 'ya' convey the assumption of an agreement, but like 'naw' and 'nope', they resonate with illiterate indifference and/or impoverishment. You wouldn’t have to do battle with these cultural assumptions if you didn't play into them by suggesting you are uneducated, medicated, or possess a meager intellectual capacity.”




  “Uh huh.”




  “'Uh huh' typically means that I’ve lost you, and you’re hoping you will catch up by asking circuitous questions. Or you doubt me.”




  “It’s an affirmative acknowledgement,” I argued.




  “It affirms only that you heard me, which was not in question.”




  The heart of the matter, she went on to explain, is that while words reflect our thoughts they are also events that program how we think, therefore what we will do. This happens at the level of an unrealized assumption, because we are unaware of the effects of maintaining the continuity of any perception. If we learned to present ourselves clearly we would, also without having to think about it, act more decisively, thereby leaving little room for misunderstanding.




  





  




  (2) A few days earlier, I was driving when Bonnie said, “Phillip is going to direct you from here,” as we crossed Nelson Street in Vancouver’s West End.




  “Okay,” I said, having no idea what that meant.




  In the next moment, I heard a strong male voice say, “Turn left,” as clearly as if I was wearing studio quality headphones.




  I turned the radio power switch—first on, then off.




  “Can you hear him?" Bonnie said casually.




  “Perfectly,” I replied.




  I followed Phillip’s directions for another few minutes, until he directed me to park beside a church, and said we would talk again soon.




  




  
Hearing: Part 2
The Economy of Action and Letting go




  Moments later, Bonnie said, "Apprentices benefit immeasurably from what the Essenes called the Economy of Action(3) their mystical abilities allowed, and these abilities are based on learning to let go.”




  “Let go of what?” I said, fighting off the urge to laugh.




  “Let go of everything average people think matters, to focus outside of the influences of self. This includes reading the continuity of events, identifying omens, embracing knowings, and ascertaining the nature of other’s beliefs from their words and actions."




  "An example of this economy would be what?"




  “Don’t you remember?” she said dubiously.




  “Sure, I remember that it was part of how a commune in your book taught their children, but I guess I was really asking for an example that would be relevant to me now.” I shrugged. ”It didn’t seem important then.”




  “Whatever just came to your mind will likely do the trick… it’s in the timing,” she explained, as I opened my mouth to defer. “Trust me, and don’t leave anything out. Considerate it a lesson that has found its place in the designs of your intentions, and the timing of my abilities to deliver it. I’m still learning, as – you - can - see,” she said intentionally stumbling as if she was new to channeling.




  Acquiescing, I told her that Ed had moved to Toronto in 1978, leaving behind a new house and home province of Manitoba to a brief marriage. I was recently separated and itching for adventure, as well. After spending $100 a day each, for two months on entertainment, late night television movies became the norm… the kind with low budget commercials for small businesses like parachuting schools.




  After watching one of these, I declared that I was going to make the two-hour journey the next morning, and jump out of a plane. Ed knew that I meant it, and without hesitation said. "If I don't go, you'll never let me forget it."




  Driving onto the jump site, we saw an instructor “land” on a barn roof, and double-time down its steep slope before his chute collapsed.




  We thought it was a neat trick.




  Ground training took three exhausting hours before four of us went for lunch in a nearby town. Going down the long driveway, we saw a student jumper hanging in a tree at the edge of the jump zone. Looking up, we saw another student on his way to join him. "Tricky winds," Ed said.




  Lunch was light, our conversation consisting mostly of one-liners about short legs and falsetto voices. When we returned, we were outfitted amid light-natured banter that entertained the jump master with wedding night remarks of anticipation. By the time we were ready, all of us were barely able to walk to the plane; our muscles trembled from rigorous landing practice off a high platform into straw in the noon heat.




  Cramping, but grinning like fools as we gathered around the plane, the instructor said, "Who wants to be first?"




  "Me," I said evenly.




  "Good—you're last in,” he said, “Now, I want you all to remember this."




  The other trainees took their eyes off me.




  "After talking yourselves into driving out here, and punishing yourselves in the practice barn, when you're battling seventy mile-an-hour winds to get into position on the strut and your feet fly out from under you, try to remember why you are up there . . . let go!"




  Bonnie laughed a polite spurt, then she asked me what happened next.




  "The point's been made," I said.




  "Yours has," she replied.




  I carried on: With no door to block my view, I could see that the trainees in the trees had been rescued, and I reveled in the knowledge that I had claimed the top spot in an unspoken challenge with Ed as we took off: Only one of us could jump first.




  At altitude, the instructor signaled for me to get ready and I inched into the air blast, assumed the proper position, and went over what was about to happen: Over the jump zone the instructor would tap me on the thigh, I would simultaneously spring slightly upwards, using my ankles only, and let go of the strut. "Arch thousand" I would say aloud, to remind me to spread myself out in the cosmos. “Two thousand” would cause me to anticipate the tug of the static line. “Three thousand” would lead to a sudden jerk, which was supposed to be followed by “check thousand,” to remind me to look up and make sure my canopy was fully deployed, with no twisted lines. After a breath-taking, silent ride down, I would turn into the wind to slow my ground speed, put my feet together, bend my knees, and gracefully crumple into a shock-absorbing roll. Having done all of this perfectly, (I was a good gymnast when I was a kid) I would use the momentum of my roll to bring me lightly back to my feet, before smoothly hauling on a single shroud to collapse the chute, lest a gust of wind tug me off… the bastard smacked me so hard that I leapt off the strut like I was snake bit.




  "Arch thousand!" I shouted loud enough to be heard in the next county, or so Ed said later.




  Immediately, and to my surprise, I heard the crack of a mainsail snapping an unintentional jibe, and my head snapped back as though I was in a fifty mile-an-hour rear-ender.




  "Fuck thousand," I groaned from a mixture of pain and gratitude, because the chute was fully deployed.




  Realizing I would better appreciate my slow descent to earth without a searing pain ripping at my groin, I reached down to reposition the cradle straps. As I did this, the pressure on the edges that were threatening to squeeze my genitals into a fiery brew increased dramatically, and I exclaimed my displeasure with my last full breath; I began doing a chin-up from the main canopy straps.




  "Pull left!" I heard from the tiny speaker in my helmet.




  From the ground, it probably looked as though I was overwhelmed by the vista that instructors knew first timers felt. Confirmation of this, to my ground instructor’s view, would have been my county-wide squeal of delight, which would also explain why I was deaf to his radioed instructions.




  “Turn into the wind; you're going too fast over the ground," he said into his microphone.




  Looking up, because this had a minor effect of relieving the pressure on my nuts, I saw Ed plummet from the plane. It was a gorgeously unique perspective, and I watched until his chute opened and he started drifting.




  “Turn into the wind!”




  Ya, ya—hold by balls for me.




  Floating in unusual freedom, my arms began to sear more harshly than my legs still burned from landing practice.




  “Can you hear me—turn. Relax and pull the left shroud!"




  The straps were cutting off blood to my legs, while they sawed away at my groin, but I dared not stop reaching upwards—I convinced myself I would fall through the butt straps if I moved them.




  An interesting diversion occurred about this time: Ed’s chute came into view without me having to look up. Then he passed me; I despaired to think I was actually going up on a thermal, such was the difference in our rates of descent.




  "Stop gawking and pull the left shroud!" brought my focus back to the instructor, whom I only then realized had sized us for our chutes at a time when Ed and I were on a symbiotic roll. Distracted, the instructor had mixed them up. I was more than thirty pounds lighter than Ed, which explained why I was coming down like a cotton ball suspended over a candle, while he fell like pigeon dung toward a quarry: To be a little short of the drop zone was to land in the trees. To be very short was to land in a farmer's stony field.




  I looked down to see what my long landing would be all about.




  "Turn left, turn lef—no... shit. Tuck! Tuck! Tuck!"




  Nearing and crossing the ground at surprising speeds, I performed a final, monumental chin-up, barely managing to tuck my legs into my chest to clear the barbed-wire fence that surrounded a corn field. As I had anticipated, but could do nothing about, there was no shock-absorbing spring left in my legs. I pretty much landed squarely on my ass, doing about ten miles per hour vertically, but twenty miles per hour laterally.




  Angular momentum pitched my head backwards onto the hard ground between the shock-absorbing rows of high corn, where the sun burst into a thousand pinpoints of light. I wasn’t unhappy about being dead.




  "Pull your left—pull any shroud. Collapse the chute!" the distant voice of God said in my head as my chute dragged me backwards across mother earth, toward what I presumed would be into the receiving area of hell. My concern still lying elsewhere, I finally let go of both main straps to place the leather cradle strapping where it belonged. The relief was exquisite…




  Only then did I think that, “Collapse the chute! Collapse the chute! was a strange thing for God to give a shit about.




  With leaden arms, I lay back to marvel at the rabbit's-eye view of the stalks passing by at jogging speed.




  "Pull – on – a – fucking – shroud!"




  Okay—not God. Not dead.




  Pull me, Fred. I'm still resting.




  After many yards, I tried to reach up to grasp a line, but neither arm had enough strength. Hitting a rock for incentive, about twenty yards farther on I lifted one arm with the other, grabbed a line with both hands, and began pulling toward my chest. Three tugs later, I had nothing left, but I had also slowed to a crawl.




  "Keep pulling! Keep pulling!"




  The chute snagged and I came to a stop.




  "Well done! Welcome back!"




  I lay there admiring the intricacies of the underside of corn stalks until the blood returned to my limbs. Eventually, I stood up and painstakingly dragged on the lines to ball my chute. That done, I walked the eighty yards or so I had traveled outside of the jump zone, crouched under the barbed-wire fence, and stood triumphantly in the closely shorn drop zone grass. Ed was just then climbing a three rail wood fence, on the far side of the drop zone, so I took a heading that split the difference between us and the training barn.




  I watched him swing his legs over gingerly, and with a pronounced hobble take a similar angle. When we were a few feet apart, he beamed and said, "How'd it go man?"




  "Terrific!" I replied.




  "You're walking like you’re on a horse and you shit yourself."




  "Straps gave me some trouble. You?" I said, with a nod at his leg.




  "Hit a rock— two if you count the bounce. You're wearing my chute," he said accusingly.




  "Whose do you think you're holding?" I nodded at the bundle in his hands.




  "You got the better of the deal. Longer canopy ride, softer landing."




  "True," I said, turning toward the barn. "What a rush when you let go eh!" I exclaimed, meaning, ’I went out first.'




  "Nothing like it, except maybe watching you go over the fence," he replied, meaning, 'I landed first.'




  With him lurching from one foot to the other, and me straddling an imaginary stream of fire, we held our heads high to convey to the next group of jumpers, "Though we stride delicately, we have endured," I told Bonnie.




  Chuckling, she said, "Each of you believed you were slightly more equal than the other. That said, you've being doing a chin-up for thirty-five years to protect or project your manhood.” Sniffling back her pleasure at my antics, she said, “There's often some pain involved in repositioning one's ideas. When you feel the first pinch of challenge, and have the most strength and resolve to act, you should take responsibility for your circumstances. Otherwise one could end up dangling a precious millimeter away from anguish until outside forces resolve the problem. For the price of a brief jolt, your legs will be underneath you when the crisis comes to a head, and the winds of change can't blow you whimsically through inapplicable fields of endeavor. You had to let go long enough to discover this miraculous solution, and you have to do so again."




  "You're good at this metaphor stuff," I schmoozed her, “so what is the Economy of Action all about?”




  Cocking her head to signal that she believed I knew full well what it was, but I was being lazy, she said, "How much time did your divorce take to complete?"




  "About six months."




  "Would that be about twenty expensive evenings at the bar?"




  180 days divided by 7 Fridays ++




  "Something like that."




  "How much time did you spend occupied with the formal process?"




  "Maybe three hours."




  "Your job was secure and you could replace your losses?"




  "Yes."




  "So you knew what was coming, but you couldn’t let go of your sense of failure or anger over your losses. If you had, you could have experienced your entire divorce in about the same amount of time you experienced your wedding reception, and cut short the damage to your brain, liver, and wallet, by a huge factor. That's an example of the Economy of Action for an average person. Less obvious was your parachuting experience: the universe twice shouted that it would not go as planned, but you went ahead anyway. As an apprentice, you would have taken note of what was happening around you, and if that failed, you would have taken care of what was truly needed on the way down. Anything else?”




  “You’ve about covered it,” I said, getting up to go to the bathroom.




  “Good. By the way,” she said to my back, “if you’re going to the store today, will you pick up some tomatoes?”




  "Sure, if I get a chance," I said, leaving the room.




  When I came back, but before I sat down, she said, "Hey, do you want to get a movie for tonight? I’m making a huge salad with…” Bonnie stood as she listed my favorite ingredients, and then offered to make a dessert that could generate a diabetic coma… also on my list of things to come.




  “Sounds good.”




  “Oh—hell,” she muttered, then she reached for her purse. ”Kris said the new releases are out today, so you have to go before they’re all rented." She took out two ten dollar bills, and offered them to me.




  "Okay,” I said standing, “why are you giving me so much money. Movies are four dollars at most?"




  "To pick up the tomatoes, and carrots while you’re at it; they’re right across the street from the video store."




  Bonnie had the good graces to not smile as I took the money: she had often made the point that I took care of myself first, unless it was beneficial or convenient to do otherwise, so she need not reiterate that I used convenience to convince myself that I was more helpful, or generous than I really was. That I was in no way planning on going to a store, let alone right away, was her set-up to reminding me of this.




  She had also advised me that the way to resolve this problem was to commit inconvenient kindnesses, anonymously if possible, and that she would know if I was really trying to do this, but not from knowing—from any display of irritation.




  “How many?” I said innocently…
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