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    Chapter One


    Ch’ien / The Creative


     Ch’ien / Ch’ien
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      The Creative is at work; change is in
motion in a dynamic, creative way.

     


     

      This hexagram is also about attaining
the Cosmic viewpoint.

     


    


    On May 24, 1938, at approximately 2 a.m. at the University Hospital Edmonton, Alberta, Canada, I, Thomas B. Kin Chong, took my very first breath of fresh Canadian air. I remember thinking, as I yelled in relief, Now this is some sweet fresh air! It was very stuffy and crowded in that little womb. My mother, Jean, told me later that the whole country celebrated my birth with fireworks and a national holiday—and I totally believed her because I knew I was special the minute I won the race against thousands of competing sperm. It was a very tight race and took a serious lunge at the last second to win, but I pulled out a victory because I had a strong desire to exist. And believe it or not, I was high on marijuana at the time! As it turns out, my father, the sperm donor, had been smoking a mixture of weed and opium at the time of conception. Luckily, this was before drug testing, so my birth was not contested. In fact, it was celebrated around the world—in England, India, Hong Kong, Australia, New Zealand, Canada, and parts of Africa.


    Of course, the fireworks celebration was really for Queen Victoria’s birthday. But my mother always wanted us kids to feel special and was known to exaggerate a little bit to achieve her goal. This was understandable given the fact that she was self-taught and could hardly read or write, as she was taken out of school when her mother died suddenly from a self-inflicted wound. However, despite her lack of formal education (she made it to third grade), or perhaps because of it, my mother was a very special lady who had several degrees in the finer arts of life, such as love, compassion, understanding, and generosity.


    My father, Stan Chong (original stoner), was born in Canton Alley, which at one time housed the entire Chinese population of Vancouver, Canada, back when anti-Chinese feelings among the white people were at their peak. The street where he was born had to be gated and locked up at night to keep the drunken racists from attacking the Chinese, who were brought in to build the Canadian Pacific Railway. The Chinese in those days were not even considered human let alone Canadian. They were a cheap labor force and were expected to just disappear when the railroad was finished.


    The Canadian government actually had the Chinese workers pay for the cost of the railroad by charging each worker an “entrance fee,” which amounted to the total cost of the railroad’s construction, in the neighborhood of twenty-five million dollars. And to add insult to injury, the Chinese workers, who single-handedly built every inch of the railroad, were excluded from the official picture at the end. The workers were all fired at the end of the job and given nothing to get them back home to China, leaving others in the Chinese community to form benevolent societies to help feed and clothe the workers.


    My mom and dad met and married in Edmonton in 1935, and my brother, Stan Jr., my sister, Nellie, and I soon followed. They were together for more than fifty years, this five-foot-eight gorgeous Irish-Scottish lass and her handsome, athletic, five-foot-three Chinese husband. They met in a city park in Edmonton on a summer’s day that year. The park was the place where singles met in those days. The girls would stroll arm in arm past the groups of eligible single Chinese men, giving the eye to the ones who looked promising. Edmonton in the thirties was bustling with immigrants from all countries, with Chinese and Ukrainians being among the most populous. So it wasn’t unusual for a beautiful Ukrainian (or Irish-Scottish) girl to hook up with a Chinese guy with absolutely nothing in common in the language department except broken English.


    My father, who spoke English with a slight Cantonese accent right up to the time he died, had no problem conversing with my mother. She and my father were the translators between their Ukrainian and Chinese friends, so it was natural that they fell in love and married. She gave birth to my brother the year after they made their vows, with me coming a little more than two years later.


    The entire country was in the midst of the Great Depression and work was scarce. Pop was a good hockey player and a pool hustler but a lousy Chinaman because he hung with mostly white and Italian guys. He did what he could to bring home the bacon, but it was tough. He became so desperate, he moved us out to the country where he tried to be a turkey farmer. These were trying times for my mother, as her first home with her cute little Chinese guy was a converted chicken shack replete with the latest in outdoor plumbing. They eventually made it livable, but as he struggled to make a go of the farm, the depression worsened, and we had to move back to Edmonton.


    I remember riding on a wagon with our furniture, bedding, and belongings being pulled by a team of horses at night. I also remember our pet crow flying away sometime during the trip. I was still a baby, but when Mom told us how Pop had brought home a baby crow and how she had trained it to be a family pet only to lose it when we made the move back to Edmonton, the memory of that night came to me then as clearly as it does now sixty-seven years later. I can almost smell the horses and the cold, brisk Canadian night as we made our way slowly to the city.


    The Second World War was raging and Canada decided to join in, and even though Chinese were not encouraged to join the armed forces, my father, who considered himself a true Canadian, enlisted in the Canadian Artillery and became a gunner on a twenty-five-pound antipersonnel weapon. My mother, along with my brother and me, followed my dad back east to a little town in Nova Scotia, where he completed his basic training.


    It was during this time that I experienced my first memory of feeling pain and feeling alive. Up until that moment, I’d been pampered, fed, changed, put to bed, and in general totally shielded from any serious discomfort. But this first experience of pain was intense enough to stay with me to this day.


    One night my father brought a couple of his drunken army buddies over to our tiny apartment. Alcohol was considered an important part of war and was encouraged, even supplied to the soldiers, by the central command because it makes the user aggressive and fearless, a combination needed to create an army of cannon fodder. I was asleep in my crib when they came in. I guess my father wanted to show his family off to the soldiers, and one of the drunken idiots thought he’d like to hold a baby, so he reached into the crib and picked me up. The soldier was smoking a cigar at the time and the lit end fell off the cigar and down into my nightgown.


    The pain was intense and immediate, so I started screaming at the top of my lungs, which ignited my mother into action. She snatched me up from the drunken fool, tore off my nightshirt, and knocked the still burning ash from my chest. I carried the scar of that night for a good year according to my mother, who could have killed the drunk she was so mad. My memory of the incident, of course, has been magnified by my mother’s version, which was embellished each time she told it, but I swear I remember that night as clearly as the trip back to Edmonton. The good thing about this painful memory was that it kept me from ever developing an alcohol problem.


    When my dad left for Europe to fight in the war, my mother took her family (including my little sister, whom she was carrying inside her) and went relative-hopping, staying with her many brothers and sisters scattered across Canada. All her kin took her and her little “mixed” kids in, except one older sister: Annabelle. Apparently Annabelle had a problem relating to her brothers and sisters, partly because being one of the oldest girls, she had to be the mother after their mother committed suicide. So when she heard that her little sister had married a Chinese guy and was coming with her half-breed Chinese kids to live with her, she freaked. Annabelle and her husband sold their house and moved out of town just so she wouldn’t have to be tainted with our presence.


    It seems so trivial now, but in those days mixed marriages were actually illegal in parts of the United States and certainly frowned upon in Canada. I finally met Annabelle years later when she lived close to my mother and father’s home on Vancouver Island, off the west coast of British Columbia. She was cordial and polite, but we could see the uncomfortable feeling we still gave her. I was amazed at how much she resembled my mother. They could have been twins, the only difference being her unfounded fear of Chinese.


    Mom’s half-Chinese children never bothered her poor relatives though, and there were more poor relatives than rich ones like Annabelle, so we always had a place to stay. One of the more exotic places was a trapper’s cabin deep in the mountains and forests of British Columbia, where my aunt Lillie (Mom’s younger sister) and her husband, Bill, ran a trap line. Uncle Bill, who was Ukrainian, lived and hunted in the wilds like an aborigine, setting traps and collecting and selling the pelts.


    It was in this setting that my third vivid memory was created. My uncle Bill was a man of many skills, which enabled him to live deep in the forest without any outside human contact for months on end. One of his skills was music. He could play the banjo, and although that might not sound like such a big deal now, it was back then. This was a time when it was considered a luxury to have a radio in your house. Hell, it was a luxury to have a house! It’s hard to imagine what life would be like without music, especially nowadays, when we have so many music outlets, from radio, CDs, DVDs, and video games to television, live concerts, and on and on. Back then, in the bush…nada. The only sounds you heard there were the echoes of your mind, the sounds of silence, and the sounds of the forests and rivers—the sounds of Mother Nature. So when Uncle Bill played his banjo, it was party time.


    One night when I was about two years old, Bill had just put his banjo away and was heading into the bush to check his trap lines. I followed him because I wanted more of that banjo sound. When Uncle Bill took off on his dogsled, nobody noticed me toddling after him, tripping along in my flannel pj’s, I guess because I was so tiny.


    When Mom realized I was missing, she freaked, as did everyone else, because we were in wild animal country. They ransacked the cabin looking for me, thinking I had crawled into some nook or cranny. Meanwhile, I was hiking down the trail as fast as my little legs would carry me. I soon tired and found a flat stump to rest awhile, and that’s where they eventually found me. I was curled up, fast asleep, with the pet dog that had stayed with me the whole time.


    I remember being woken up with a lot of yelling and being carried back to the cabin. I loved being carried; it was such a comforting feeling. My mom would tell this story to us when we were growing up, and as with most of her stories, each time she told it, the event got bigger.


    But the memory that perhaps sticks out the most was the day my father came home from the war. We were living with mom’s oldest sister, Aunt Jessie, and her family in Trail, BC. I remember playing with a lacrosse ball, bouncing it against the cement wall near the house, when he appeared. He was dressed in his Canadian Army uniform and carrying his duffel bag. My twin cousins were holding my dad’s hands, and I remember them telling him, “There he is.”


    The last time my father had seen me was in Nova Scotia, when his army buddy burned me with the cigar. That was almost four years before. He smelled like the cologne they give men at the barbershop as he picked me up, only to put me down because I was a “big boy.” It felt uncomfortable being treated like a baby. Hell, I was big. I could bounce a lacrosse ball against the wall and catch it.


    When Pop returned, he moved us to Calgary, where the army had a hospital for veterans of the war. Pop had some problems with his teeth and some other war-related injuries. Mom had health problems of her own, serious health problems. She had contracted TB from her sister Lillie, who lived in the bush and had been infected by the local Indians, who had been infected by the white people. Ironic, when you think of it.


    We all lived in a tiny room over a Chinese restaurant on Central Avenue in Chinatown with the distinct smell of Chinese food—the soy sauce and garlic and black beans—wafting up from the kitchen below. I used to crawl out on the tar roof in front of our room to watch people walk on the crowded street below. There was a vacant lot next door where my brother and I played. We found Coke bottles that were worth two cents if we turned them in.


    Mom had to be taken to the TB hospital and put in the isolation ward, where the doctors practiced Canadian medicine on her. They had to remove her left lung to stop the disease. Medicine that would have made the procedure unnecessary was available in the States, but apparently not in Canada.


    Pop was having his health problems too, so he had to find somewhere to put us kids. There were three of us now; my little sister, Nellie, was born while Pop was overseas. I had contracted pleurisy, another lung disease. Lucky for me, they were able to treat my condition with penicillin and other antibiotic drugs. I could have been treated at home, but we didn’t have a home, so I was put in the Children’s General Hospital, where I remained for six months. It was an enjoyable stay with clean sheets every day and beautiful nurses who spoiled the hell out of me because I was a “cute little brown guy.”


    This was when I found out it was cool to be brown and cute. All the nurses would take turns hugging me. And believe me, as small as I was, I still appreciated soft breasts being squeezed against my little body. One redheaded nurse would make a point of getting her hug every morning just before she gave me two needles in the butt. Two needles, and man, it hurt, because they had to inject the stuff slowly into the muscle. The pain was masked with the nice smelling soft breasts of the redheaded nurse. (I guess that’s what made me a sucker for titties!) As the needles went in I can remember looking out the window at the kids playing baseball in the park below while us sick kids were cooped up in a hospital room wishing we were out there with them.


    Once I made a full recovery, I was taken from the hospital and put into a “home,” the Salvation Army Booth Memorial Home. It was an orphanage that took in abused, illegitimate, and abandoned children, and although we were none of those things, we needed a place to live because my mother was still in the sanatorium and my father was in the veteran’s hospital recovering from his World War II wounds. The home held about a hundred or so kids, from infants to sixteen-year-olds, and it was run like a prison.


    This was my first prison experience. And the memories of my home stay are etched deeply in my mind from my first day right up to the last. My father, who was on leave from the hospital, took me into a sunlit office and I was then led out into a tiny garden while he enrolled me. I was given a coloring book and crayons, which I immediately went to work on. I loved coloring and was pretty good at it. I learned in the hospital, where we colored for hours. I stayed within the lines, and I used all the good colors.


    After about thirty minutes, I was led back into the office, where I was told to say good-bye to my father. I didn’t cry because I was used to being left at places, like the hospital and relative’s homes. This was normal for me. My father handed me a bag of new clothes that he had purchased and a stack of my favorite comic books and told me to be a good boy. As he left, a lady smiled and shook his hand, assuring him that they’d “take good care of little Tommy.”


    But as soon as he was gone, the lady’s demeanor changed abruptly. She took my bag of clothes and my comics and put them on her desk. She then walked out of the room, ordering me to follow her. We walked up some stairs and into a room with rows of cots, which were divided by wooden clothes closets. I was assigned a bed and given “home clothes” to wear. The clothes were patched up jeans and frayed ragged shirts and some baggy fitting underwear. I stripped out of my nice clothes and put on the rags. I never saw my new clothes or my comics again.


    That night I met my fellow campers. They were a rowdy, raggedy, wild bunch of kids with whom I immediately identified. They were playing a game of climbing onto the dressers and jumping onto their beds. I was invited to try. I watched the others for a while and then got up enough nerve to try, but as soon as I climbed onto the dresser, the mean lady came busting in the door. All the other boys knew that she’d be coming, but I was caught high and dry.


    The lady pulled me from my perch and yanked me down the stairs to her office. She told me to hold out my hand. I wasn’t prepared for the leather strap that she smacked my hands with, and the pain shot through my body like electricity. I was so surprised I didn’t cry. I don’t think I even cried out. I was stunned. This was the first time I had been hit by an adult. She smacked me again and my hands felt like they were on fire. Then she yanked me around and put her face right next to mine and quietly whispered, “Now you go to bed and quit fooling around, or you’ll get twice as much next time!”


    I started up the stairs and stumbled halfway up. My hands stopped my fall, but the grit on the stairs increased the throbbing pain in my hands and the tears came. I crawled into bed and silently cried myself to sleep. The next morning I was introduced to the eating arrangements at the home. Sunday was the day we were served buttered toast. However, if you did not grab your share right away, you missed out. The older and bigger kids ran the show, taking toys and food from the weaker ones while the staff ignored their abuses.


    We also had to endure long hours of religious indoctrination. Saying grace went on forever until whatever appetite you might have come in with was gone. I was used to being served in bed on trays in the hospital and now I was at the mercy of the older kids. Luckily, my brother was one of the older kids and he watched out for me the whole time we were there.


    The food was disgusting—I found maggots in the oatmeal a few times; peas felt like marbles, hard and uneatable—but it was the constant praying before the meals that really turned me off. Singing was mandatory and one song in particular stood out to me—“Onward, Christian Soldiers.” The lyrics are so anti-Jesus that when you think of how warlike that song is, you have to wonder just what Christ they are referring to. The song begins, “Onward, Christian soldiers, marching as to war, with the cross of Jesus going on before.” These lyrics put the Prince of Peace at the head of an army marching off to forcibly convert people. This was not the Jesus I would come to learn about later, but the Salvation Army Booth Memorial Home was the only orphanage in Calgary at the time, so we had to endure these attempts at religious brainwashing.


    My brother had to attend the nearby public school, where he endured even more humiliation on a daily basis. Every lunch hour the home kids were told to stand beside their desks to receive their daily milk ration. This distribution could have been done in a more discreet manner; it was as if the school wanted to humiliate and degrade the home kids. Of course, there were fistfights with the so-called normal kids, and my brother had to become one of the toughest kids in Calgary because of his stay at the home. Fistfights in those days were very brutal, especially when there was no one around to break them up. I guess the cold weather fueled the fighting vibe.


    My father eventually bought a little cottage on the edge of town with some help from the army. It was a two-bedroom cottage with an outdoor toilet that the locals called an outhouse. Pop built a new and improved outhouse, enlisted the help of mom’s sister Lillie, sprung his kids from the orphanage, and took us home. Our little house seemed like a palace to me, and even though it had outdoor plumbing and was heated by a wood-burning kitchen stove, it was our home.


    Mom was still stuck in the TB sanatorium, where we still were not allowed to visit her. However, she would have Pop bring us to the building so she could see us from the window of her hospital room. It would be another year before we had a mom to hug, but we were a family again and we had a home.


    We lived in our little hippie home for seven years and attended a little, one-room red schoolhouse. The school was so crowded that we had to split the days among the students, with us young ones attending in the morning and the older ones in the afternoon. One of my most vivid memories of school was reading headlines that showed Japan being hit with atomic bombs to end World War II. I was seven years old that historic day and I remember thinking, Wow, that’s a big bomb!


    My dad loved going to movies, especially drive-ins, because we brought our own food and he didn’t have to pay for popcorn. And my favorite part of that experience was the newsreel footage of the war. The horror and destruction seemed so normal to my young mind; guns and violence had become part of the make-believe world of our childhood.


    The serial Westerns starred actors like Roy Rogers and Gene Autry, the role models of the day. I laugh when I think back on how each episode would have some pithy message about “being good boys and girls”—this, after an hour of killing Indians and bad outlaws. I remember playing Cowboys and Indians and always wanting to be Roy Rogers, although both my brother and I looked more Indian, with our suntans and mixed features.


    I might have been a “cowboy” in our make-believe world, but I was pure Indian in real life. I learned how to throw knives and hatchets. I made my own bow and arrows, and hunted field mice. We would often hike into the foothills that lay to the west of our little cottage, carrying a lunch and matches to make a campfire. Once we found a nice grove of trees, we would gather rocks for the campfire and gather dead wood for the fuel. Then we’d spend most of the day climbing the trees.


    Sometimes a friend would join us and a few times I went by myself. The beauty of the summer day was so overwhelming that I would have to lie down in the middle of a field and listen to the singing of the insects and the birds. The smell of the grass and occasional flowers would intoxicate me, and I would feel one with the Earth, suspended in time. The walk home was always memorable because of our incredible thirst. We almost always neglected to bring enough water or we used it all to put out the campfire. In any case, we would be dying of thirst as we crossed the large flat cow pasture, which made it feel like we were crossing a desert with the hot summer sun beating down.


    Our destination was the well pump at the edge of the cow pasture, where fresh ice-cold water from the ground would quench our thirst and cool our heads. The taste of that water stays with me to this day, so fresh and clear with not a trace of chemicals, and so life-giving to the desert wanderers. I also remember the words to “Cool Water” by Sons of the Pioneers running through my mind on repeat every time I hit the pump: “All day I face the barren waste without the taste of water…cool water.”


    My life during that time was filled with the wonder and joys of youth. Although we never had an abundance of money or property, we had the love of a strong-willed mother and father and the entire countryside to roam carefree. The weather in Calgary was as extreme as the Arctic, with really long, hot summer days followed by a crisp fall into a long, cold winter. Those months in a cottage heated by a small kitchen woodstove gave us all a sense of pride in knowing we could survive a Calgary winter.


    The second year in our little house my brother and I trekked across open fields and pasture to the school, which was located a good mile and a half from our house. The ranch kids rode horses to school—an idea that might sound romantic these days, but then we felt sorry for those kids because of all the extra work they had to do for their horses. They had to brush them down, feed and water them, and lead them into the stables all before school.


    The neighborhood bully rode a horse to school and once in a while he would offer us a ride. I accepted once and as soon as I got on the horse he kicked it in the flanks and the horse bucked me off. He got a big laugh at us morons who fell for his stupid jokes every time—everyone except my brother, that is.


    The first time we met the bully was at the corner store that was owned and operated by his mother. We were the new kids in the neighborhood, so he immediately picked a fight with me. I had no idea how to fight so I ended up on the bottom with the bully smacking me in my face. Suddenly I felt the bully fly off of me, then I glimpsed a flash of my brother jumping on the guy and smacking the shit out of him. The kid immediately became our best friend after that, and other than getting bucked from his horse now and then, we were cool.


    Stan clearly took after my father, who was the toughest guy of his size I had ever met. He was short but he had the heart of a tiger. When his mother split from my grandfather, she moved the family from Vancouver to Edmonton. On his first day of school Pop had a run-in with the class bully, who tried to push him around. Pop dropped him like a bad habit with one punch and then jammed the bully’s head under the steel frame that bolted the seat to the floor. They had to call the janitor to remove the seat and free the guy, and then take him to the hospital to have his ear sewn back onto his head.


    The fact that we were “mixed kids from the home” invited rude comments from various bigoted idiots who populated Calgary at the time. And, of course, the comments would provoke a violent response from my brother, who developed quite a fearful reputation in Calgary. He played semiretarded pro hockey in an industrial league with nutcases who were banned from playing in the professional leagues because they were too violent. The games were played outdoors and the refs did not break up fights. They would fight till someone got hurt badly or they both got too tired to fight. I could handle myself with my friends, but having an older brother who could beat the shit out of me whenever he felt like it kept me real. The lesson: No matter how tough you are, there is someone who can whip your ass.


    But thankfully, I was steered into the right path when I was invited to a summer camp for poor, raggedy-ass kids run by a church group. Bible camp changed my life forever. My brother and I were returning home from a friend’s house when a large Chevrolet sedan came up the road and stopped alongside us. The lady and the man in the car asked if we were from the area, to which we replied, “Yeah, why?”


    My brother kept walking, but I was intrigued when the couple explained that they ran a camp where they teach you about the Bible. They told us that the camp was located on a lake where kids could swim and fish, and they had bonfires at night where they’d sit around and sing. I did not hesitate a beat; I told them to sign me up! My brother was ready to go as well, most likely swayed by the prospect of having new people to beat up.


    The bible camp people drove us home to get our mom’s written permission and, just like that, we were on our way to camp. I was in heaven for the next ten days. We were divided by age into various groups with each group assigned a teacher. The teacher would take us into the woods to a meadow where we would sit and be taught Bible stories. The stories were about love, understanding, forgiveness, and how Jesus healed the sick and gave sight to the blind. The stories were riveting, and the setting made them even more relevant because of the beauty of nature. The teachers taught only the gentle, sweet, healing stories from the Bible, leaving the brutal parts for the adults.


    But it was the nighttime prayer that really changed my life during those ten days at camp. We all had to say a prayer individually before we went to sleep and it had to come from the heart. When it was my turn, I said a prayer that came from deep within my soul. It was as if someone else was talking for me, saying things that I had not even thought about. The spontaneity and that feeling from above in my prayer took me to a feeling that surpasses understanding. I guess it was a feeling of connection to the Higher Power. I was filled with that feeling throughout the week, and when it was time to go home, I was given another surprise.


    During our last meal together, the camp leader was announcing the various awards won by the different groups. I was standing, trying to reach across the table for the food like a little hillbilly kid, when he announced my name as the “best-liked boy.”


    “Keep standing, Tommy,” were the words he used. I didn’t hear him at first, but all the kids started clapping when he called my name. I was embarrassed and completely taken off guard. Had I known I was going to receive an award I would have worn a shirt. The nicest boy award. Who gives out an award like that? I should have brought it to the attention of the judge who sentenced me to nine months in jail.


    My life has changed considerably since Bible camp, but my knowledge of the power of prayer has been my guiding light since that time. Knowing how to pray has saved my butt countless times. The secret of prayer is expressing gratitude for our existence. And the Truth is, everything happens for a reason. We exist on this plane for a reason. We are here to learn, and we only learn from our mistakes. Every now and then I have no conscious control over what is written. Most of the spiritual content comes to me, uncontrollable and unexplainable.


    When you give thanks for your blessings with an open heart, great things will happen for you and those you love. Now remember, everyone is on their own separate path (learning from mistakes), and we must always respect that. So when you pray, ask for wisdom and understanding. Don’t bother asking for anything else, because if you have wisdom and understanding you don’t need anything else.


    Now, that is a profound statement that needs to be repeated: If you have wisdom and understanding, you don’t need anything else. Life is like playing chess. You cannot play the game unless you know the rules. If you understand the rules you will be able to play, and because it’s a game, you know that you will win some and you will lose some, depending on your own wisdom and understanding. This applies to our lives as well.


    Notice I said “our lives”? This world we live in is our world. We share with our neighbors. And neighbors are not just fellow human beings; they include every thing in this universe—the air we breathe, the water we drink, and the earth that provides our food. We are never alone because God (life) is with us always, until the end of eternity. God is our very essence, our breath, our blood, our bodies, and our minds; we are “of God.” And it is our understanding of this Truth that sets us free.


    Now, the question is, free to do what? Free to steal from our neighbors? Free to lie to our neighbors? Free to cheat our neighbors? Free to bully our neighbors? Free to imprison our neighbors? Free to invade our neighbors? Free to commit violent acts against our neighbors? Free to digress from this book and go on a religious rant? Yes! Yes we are free to make mistakes! Because we only learn from our mistakes. We live in a physical world where everything has an opposite, and the opposite of Truth is error. There can be countless errors but only one Truth. So we must remember that through the knowledge of the existence of God, we are free from the ignorance that creates all negative feelings. And the opposite of God is nothing—because God is everything!


    When we know for a fact that God exists then we know that all the negative, evil, horrible thoughts are mistaken illusions created by our own false sense of self (ego) and, in reality, do not exist. These illusions are to be ignored and not given life through accepting them. The Truth is, errors like fear, violence, and murder are committed through ignorance. This is why the only proper prayer is one of gratitude for your knowledge to ask for wisdom and understanding. And like the Bible states, “Ask and ye shall receive.”


    The I Ching (the Chinese Book of Changes) says, “Great power is best displayed when not used.” This is perhaps the greatest example of understanding that I have been given. My own private prayer is one of thanks for my life. My life has been one exciting adventure after another. The land of milk and honey that Moses wandered around the desert looking for exists only in the mortal mind. It is the mortal mind that creates limits to what it thinks we should do, the ego-created mind that fears the shadows yet does not want to turn on a light. We have to learn to embrace experiences and learn from them, both the good ones and the so-called bad ones.


    We are here to experience life and to learn to be thankful for our experiences regardless of how brutal they might be. Pain is a reminder that we are alive. Apparently there is no pain when you are dead, so enjoy the pain now, for pain will help lead us to understanding and growth. I have been blessed with the knowledge of my existence. It has been a search that only becomes more and more exciting, and leads me to give thanks without ceasing.


    The events described in the following pages were answers to my prayers, as I asked for wisdom and understanding. I wanted to fully understand why I am here and what I am supposed to be doing. The answer came to me in an unexpected but understandable manner.
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