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prologUE






  




  Her.




  She was.




  Lying on the bed, naked skin of sun and light amber.




  She slept.




  Sleeps and breathes.




  The sun light streams through the windows ajar and a lullaby of sea waves and undertow accompanied her breath.




  Every now and then a gust of wind swung the curtain creating a thousand shadows of spiralling designs that danced along the wall.




  She did not see them.




  She was so foreign to their existence.




  In her sleep her hand stuck out delicate and soft.




  She was there, so full of her Being and yet so far away from her body.




  The soul on the road somewhere, far away, and the shell that remains empty.




  Her body a perfect jewel, so beautiful, lulled by unconscious peace.




  White sheets of soft cotton, covering her hips, one with a keen eye and a little prosaic would pause to observe the curve of her breast.




  I could not avoid it even though I had nothing else to do, my eyes furtive and elusive repeatedly returned to the recess of her armpit, then gazing slowly down the curve of her back and sides, stopping to linger on the buttocks.




  I confess. I could not breathe. Holding my breath I lost myself in endless sensations. The body of a woman. Her body, so full of her soul’s beauty, a true work of art.




  With my next breath, I prayed. With moist eyes of emotion and joy I was celebrating the woman, her creation… all that she was.




  I danced around the room, playing with the shadows of the curtain and the filtering sunshine, only then to pause and lay next to her mouth. There is music. I remain motionless listening to the music that men call breath. The primordial sound. Not everyone understands. For many of you it's trivial, obvious but ... no, you cannot use the mind ... you do not understand, although capable to do so, you cannot because you don’t listen. And you do not hear.




  Inhale. Exhale. Inhale. Exhale. Inhale. Exhale. Inhale.




  I feel the essence within me now, filling my lungs. As my lungs empty, my essence is gone.




  Full, empty. Full, empty.




  Going deeper I reveal to you a secret, it’s the sound, listen to its sound: Om, Ma. Oom, Maa. Ooom, Maaa. Oooom, Maaa.




  God, Goddess. God, Goddess. God, Goddess.




  With every breath the God and Goddess are united, making love, and make love in the body of Man. It’s in making love that you create. It is by joining in you generate.




  Yes. I have watched you make love. When you do it ... I’m particularly enchanted when soul and matter unite... the spirit and body. I must say that in other dimensions making love is a bit different from yours.




  You dance between the fears, withholding yourselves; you search for the safest territories to walk without losing anything. You move as if you were in a swamp. Between rigidity and blindness ...




  Yes. You Fear. You are afraid to give, to receive and to be. You are so focused on yourself that you forget the other.




  In short, you forget to join. There’s little joy, only an electric shock, a shot of adrenaline that lasts a few seconds. Just as a tumble.




  Nothing to do with the sea waves, rhythmic, slow and extended. Nothing to do with a song that grows until arriving at its peak.




  The fact is that you don’t’ have wings ...




  Do you not dare to think higher? The beauty you would see if you would observe. It is better to see from a distance, you can see it all… or be so close that you become one with the observed. 




  We could talk about it forever, but I cannot teach you. You have to try, and try, and try, while you continue to live.




  Push yourself... further; beyond everything you know or think you know, over and above everything you know, what you have been taught or told.




  Then push even further, dig deep within you, not outside, not far away, but inside. In the body and in the moment...




  Be curious; discover what's in your body, a perfect artefact, made of infinite encountering flesh.




  I can only tell you what I see, of the colours and sounds, the music you create when you make love. Your symphonies are mostly closed, with many pauses and sprints. Some, however, create a dance where a step flows into the other, gently and naturally, as the nuances of gradual colours are so close that all becomes perfect. Each colour turns gently in a continuous movement like the sky at sunset ... until the deepest blue in which explodes lights of great yellow, red and green then pink and white ... colours that are lost in the other.
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