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White Hawks – Living Paradox, Dialogue, and Creation of the New 
 
 
This is the story of the four weeks, beginning Thursday 11th August, when I got my Health Insurance 
back and stepped onto the conveyor-belt-like process of the U.S. medical system – through to Thursday 
8th September, a week after I got my diagnosis.  I wrote the story that day for the ‘A Course of Love’ 
FaceBook Dialogue Group that I’ve been nurturing along since it was launched in March of last year, and 
which is now a group of over 600 people worldwide. All of us simply doing our best to live loving, 
compassionate, wholehearted lives – the very example lives that Jesus first called us all to live over 2000 
years ago. And to be this love and light in a very challenging world where so many are suffering and 
living in fear, having lost sight of their essential Oneness with all of everything. 
 
In practice this simply means is re-membering, waking up again to our connectedness, to our 
interdependence, to the truth that not one of us can truly ‘win’ at the expense of any other, and that we 
return to love and wholeness together or not at all – no judgment, no thing, and no one left out. For 
there is no ‘outside’ in Wholeness, in Allness, in Oneness. I know of no other way to live. And I know you 
feel this too no matter how different our paths might look from the outside. Love is Love. Love is who 
we are. 
 
It felt very cathartic to write this all down, sharing where I am openly and honestly – the raw experience 
of it all – as it is presently unfolding. This is not a story of past trauma, of healing at the end of a heroic 
journey, after the miracle has already happened, and all is now rainbows and unicorns. This is the story 
of the beginning with absolutely no idea of how the ending will look. It’s the story of how I‘m taking my 
first baby steps into totally unknown territory, determined to be the bridge between the old and the 
new – the scientific truths of medicine AND the quantum/metaphysical truths of love – no judgment, no 
fear, nothing pushed away, nothing denied. Facing all that is in front of me, joining in loving relationship 
with all the doctors, specialists, administrators, nurses, and technicians I encounter, finding my voice, 
speaking my truth, and staying as present as I can be in each moment; Asking for guidance, for grace, for 
the fortitude, the courage, and the clarity to listen for and be willing to take whatever next step comes 
clear, trusting that it always yields the highest and best outcome for myself and for all I love. 
 
While I feel somewhat exposed and vulnerable sharing this with you now, it feels important that I do. 
I’ve shed oceans of tears in the past weeks. I know that my diagnosis of this rare lymphoma – I’ve name 
her Rosie, by the way  – is entirely the stored densification of grief over my heart and lungs. The 
suppressed and unshed tears of this lifetime are literally choking me, suffocating me – perhaps they are 
the tears of many lifetimes, and perhaps they are not just mine, but the tears of many. It is what it is. 
And I have to do what I have to do to free myself once and for all. 
 
I hope that reading this will allay any fears, worries, or concerns you might have. If it leaves you quite 
certain that I’m bonkers, so be it!  Either way, I hope that reading this will free you to hold me up in 
love and prayer, trusting that all is well, and that everything is unfolding perfectly, in all ways, always; 
No matter how messy things might appear to be. Your love means everything to me. It is all I ask for, 
and along with a few good laughs, is the most precious gift flowing from your heart to mine! 
 
I love you so much, 
Christina xo 
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Thursday 8th September 2016 
 
Warning! This is a very, very ... very long post! Start reading at your peril :) It speaks of my experiences 
navigating new and unknown territory these past several weeks. Writing it was cathartic and sharing it 
here is necessary for completion. "You can only relearn who you are by being who you are. You can only 
be who you are by sharing who you are."(C:31.17) So here it is, with love <3 
 
A little over two weeks ago, on what would have been my sister's 60th birthday - Monday 22nd August - 
young Hazel and I saw a huge white hawk as we stood at the bottom of our driveway in the clear early 
morning air. Along with the two red-tail hawks who live in our neighborhood, the white hawk circled 
high above our heads, dipping and soaring in the air currents. The only other time I'd seen this beautiful 
creature was just over two years ago shortly after my sister died of cancer. I felt significant meaning 
moving through me, I just didn't know what - yet. Though looking up the significance of White Hawk, I 
found this explanation which resonates with all I know – 
 
"White Hawk denotes union with All That Is - Compassionate Christ Consciousness. One trait all hawks 
share, is the ability to move between the seen and unseen realms 
gracefully, joining both worlds together. The hawk is a bird of the 
heavens, arranging the changes necessary to prompt our spiritual 
growth. Having this power animal can be bitter sweet. When 
accepting its presence in your life, you will be asked to surrender/give 
up anything that doesn’t honour the integrity of all life. Whether it's 
an idea, feeling or action. Although hard work is involved, the 
rewards to be reaped are great, far outweighing this." 
 
Thursday last week, 1st September, was a day of great planetary 
power. It was both a Solar eclipse - the second of three eclipse portals 
in four weeks - and the New Moon in Virgo. It was a time of 
hopefulness, excitement, anticipation of transmogrification (I love 
that word!); and renewing my choice for love, answering anew Jesus' 
call to devote ourselves "through your multitude" (I love that phrase!) to actually LIVING Compassionate 
Christ Consciousness, It's from my favorite ACOL verse, that Mari also quoted from in her blogpost this 
week – 
 
"As form becomes a representation of Christ-consciousness, it will take on the nature of Christ-
consciousness, of which my life was the example life. To sustain Christ-consciousness in form is creation 
of the new. My one example life could not sustain Christ-consciousness for those who came after me 
but could only be an example. What you are called to do is to, through your multitude, sustain Christ-
consciousness, and thus create the union of the human and the divine as a new state of being ...  if the 
physical experience appeals to you, and if you create the union of the human and the divine as a new 
state of being, this choice will be eternally yours. It will be a choice of your creation, a creation devoid of 
fear. It will be a new choice." – T4:4.18 
 
Thursday 1st September was also the day I received the definitive diagnosis of a very rare form of 
lymphoma requiring six months of chemotherapy. A diagnosis that explains the last nine months of 
coughing, throat constriction, shortness of breath, and chest pressure. A mass sits on top of my thymus, 
behind the breastbone, more to the left, resting on the heart, lungs and into the base of my throat. It is 
at precisely the site of the newly opening blue-green turquoise chakra – the Whole Heart, High Heart, or 
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Thymus chakra – that I first wrote about in April 2015. Somehow I know this too is purposeful. This too is 
part of the whole, in union and relationship, enfolded in the embrace. 
 
That morning I posted of the eclipse on my FaceBook page "We can neither respond solely in a 
pragmatic, earthbound manner, nor can we respond only as transcendent spirit devoid of connection to 
the everyday world. It challenges us to acknowledge and honor spiritual truth in the midst of everyday 
life, embodying its presence and manifesting its fruit. As the Sun’s brilliance is temporarily obscured we 
meet ourselves in our unique darkness, to love ourselves into the light. At this eclipse we become both 
darker and brighter in equal measure, for such is this paradoxical and forever mysterious life." - Sarah 
Varcas 
 
And that afternoon I was living this paradox for real - reeling, growing both darker and brighter in equal 
measure as I struggled to absorb and process all I'd just been told – even as my sons were calling to find 
out what'd happened. Silently screaming "Why?! Why me?! Why now?!" even as the core depths of me 
knew beyond doubt that "Everything is perfect! Everything is puuurposeful just as it is!" Set of course :) 
to the theme tune 'Everything is awesome' from The Lego Movie, also spoofed by the Minions. 
 
In the days that have followed the paradox continues  to unfold. Resting deeply in quiet AND having to 
talk more than ever as friends call. Settling into the powerfully healing St. Germain Violet Flame 
meditation asking for all that is not of Love in every particle of my being, at all levels, layers, lifetimes, 
and dimensions of me to be transmuted into the crystalline Christed light of pure source consciousness 
AND googling 'primary mediastinal large-B-cell lymphoma'. Sitting in the shimmering of the Christ Light 
Expansion Meditation AND sobbing with the grief and horror of the dreaded 'C' word. Leaning into the 
promise of Mother Mary's constant supporting hands on my heart AND feeling entirely alone, isolated 
and abandoned as life goes on as normal around me. Reading over and over the many bits I love in 
ACOL's T4 'A Treatise on the New' AND feeling a little silly as I call on the Rainbow Dolphins of Lemuria 
to assist and ease my movement into the New. Reading a 'New General Theory of Science of the 
Universal Law' paper on the Light Body Process in the End Times AND studying a 'New England Medical 
Journal' paper on comparative treatments and survival rates for PMBCL. Knowing with certainty that 
Love Has Won AND questioning every step I've ever taken in the long and winding path that's deposited 

me in this here and now! Going 'Yayyy! This is a gift! AND 'F%#k it! This 
sucks! You get the picture! :) 
 
AND then Sunday morning (4th September) happened. 
It really, really happened! 
 
Bright and very breezy here at the edges of Hurricane Hermine, the air 
fresh and crisp, I wandered outside to sit by the pool in the perfect 74F 
sunshine. My college friend Susie visiting from PA, who's known me 
some forty-six years, came out and sat with me. As we were chatting 
and sipping our tea, a huge shadow sped over us. Looking up we saw a 
great white hawk soaring above us. No - wait - not one - there were 
three white hawks way up there dipping and soaring. Suddenly one 
swooped down the length of the pool directly towards us no more than 

40 feet above our heads and on into the woods. Wow! We were looking at each other in disbelief when 
it happened again! Yes! The exact same maneuver, directly above our heads!  
 



4 
 

That's when I called for Colin and Ian – "Get out here guys! You gotta see this!", I yelled! Out they came 
and as we all four stood there on the pool patio in the crystalline morning sunshine, craning our necks 
and shading our eyes, an incredible scene unfolded. There were not just three great white hawks - there 
were four - no - five - no, wait - there were EIGHT white hawks up there. All circling and dipping and 
soaring right above our heads, playing in the wild wind currents that rippled at the edges of Hermine. 
We saw one deliberately bump into another just for fun! We saw them dive, their wings almost folded 
against their bodies, then turn and soar again to hover perfectly still. The spectacle went on for a good 
20 minutes. I had to lower my head now and again to rest my aching neck! Then they seemed to 
dissipate towards the apple orchards that surround our home - plenty of fresh plump little critters there 
for lunch I imagine. 
 
I was resting my neck saying something to Ian about what an amazing gift this was when out of the trees 
behind me flew one of those beautiful birds. It swooped up the length of the pool, again no more than 
forty feet above my head, and disappeared over the orchard. But here's the thing! When it was dead 
center over our pool it dipped it's huge left wing for just a moment, then straightened back up and 
soared off! Ian and I looked at each other - we both knew what that 
meant. WW I pilots did that - waggled their wings to let folk on the 
ground know - "I see you". It was a wave, a salute, an acknowledgment, a 
message - "You're not forgotten. You're not alone. I will be back". My 
heart knew then that I can do this. I can fly. I've always dreamt of flying. 
Transfixed as I was all that time, I didn't get a photo - but did manage to 
take a few when some of the white hawks returned overhead a half hour 
or so later. 
 
I really can do this the way I want to do this. Not in the old way, 
surrendering to the medical process alone. Not chanting Om, taking 
herbal remedies, and refusing medical treatment either. But by 
expanding my spacious self, enfolding all, bridging the old and the new, healing the rift, and BEING the 
bridge – 
 
"You will realize as you enter union that the tension of opposites is the individuation process and that 
you are the bridge. You are the bridge to me. I am the bridge to you. You are the bridge to your brothers 
and sisters. They are your bridge to yourself. You will also be the bridge between war and peace, 
sadness and joy, evil and good, sickness and health. You will turn anger to gladness, tears to laughter, 
and replace weariness with rest. But you will still know all of these. You will know the All of Everything 
and the emptiness of nothing and our relationship will bridge the distance and become cause and effect, 
means and end." – D:Day39.46 
 
Resting in constant dialogue with all of creation – centered, open, listening, alert – I AM doing this. It is 
how I've moved through the three weeks of medical tests that began 11th August, and this last week 
since the diagnosis. There is no other way. I know of no other way. I am surrendered to this choiceless 
choice. There's no turning back. Joining in unity and relationship with all of everything, I know I can do 
this. Dedicating all thought to union, I can do this. One step at a time, my infinitely spacious heart can 
hold the paradox of wholeness moment by moment. I can walk through this shadow of death AND see – 
and BE – the light that embraces it. I can be in the messy muck of all that is to come AND devote myself 
to observance of the new. I can and will keep my eyes on the prize. In a message that Sally shared with 
me last week, Mary Magdalene promises us –  
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"Through your focus on your Compassionate Heart and the expression of your Compassion, it is your 
strength that is being activated. As a Lightworker there is a need for you to be strong. To be strong is to 
be centered. You do not always have to be strong. But you will find that even at a sad moment, even 
when you feel exposed, there is core strength within your Being which holds you up, carries you forward 
and maintains the energy of Peace. It is this that is being built right now."  
 
I am not always strong. I have wept many times feeling exhausted, vulnerable and exposed. Two 
evenings ago I crumbled. The darkness was for a while just too much to bear. And the next morning I 
was upright again. It will happen again. At times I will crumble. At times I will be wobbly, and I know I 
will always wobble my way right side up again. Weeping does not make me weak. It makes me strong. 
Suppressing the grief and despair I have felt over my lifetime - tears of my own and the tears of the 
many - is what has brought me to this point. I know I have spent a lifetime clearing patterns of ab-use 
from childhood and the continuing on-going dynamic between mother and brother. And two weeks ago, 
a medical intuitive in Germany told me that my soul contract is to clear ancient wounds of suffering in 
both the long lineages of my Tamil heritage, and in the bloody legacy the colonial British Raj left for all 
Indians everywhere. I know it's the truth. And it doesn't scare me. After all I'm married to a Brit, and just 
two days before I spoke with her, I'd inexplicably wept most of the way through the movie "The Man 
Who Knew Infinity" - A true story, check it out. Jeff Foster's poem 'To the Sensitive Ones' that Mary 
shared with me last November sustains me. It helps me accept and respect my tears for what they are – 
a sign of great strength. And so I cradle myself even as I wobble and crumble to the floor and weep - 
allowing the tears to wash away for the moment, the darkness of all of this. So I can pick myself up 
again, stand tall, and walk on. 
 
I know I am loving myself into the light.  I have long since answered Jesus' call to Creation of the New "in 
your multitude". It is a new choice and I'm all in. And this evening feels like the right time to share all 
that began unfolding just four short weeks ago – with you – my precious brothers and sisters gathered 
here in dialogue. If you find yourself anxious or worrying about me, maybe you'll re-read T3:20.7-8 
(Ch.20 'Suffering and Observance') for the new way – the response of love to love. I invite you to offer 
your wholehearted energy, joining with me in presence and devoted observance of what is, expanding 
our spacious selves, seeing with the shared vision of union and relationship, enfolding all of everything – 
no judgment, and nothing left out. For this is the new choice – embodying Compassionate Christ 
Consciousness, creating the new world and making it observable.  
 
"You must remember that you are now called to see without judgment. To see without judgment is to 
see truly. You need not look for good or bad, but only need be steadily aware that you can only see in 
one of two ways—with love or fear ... you have come to recognize unity. You do not any longer see each 
person and event as separate, with no relation to the whole. You are beginning to see the connections 
that exist and this is the beginning ... It is believing that you exist in relationship and union with all, and 
that each encounter is one of union and relationship, and purpose—purpose that will be revealed to you 
because you exist in union with the Source and Cause of revelation. " - T4:2.29,30,32 
 
And here we are, back to the essential truth that fills my being "Everything is perfect! Everything is 
puuurposeful just as it is! Everything is perfeeeeeect!" Pounding in my head to the beat of 'The Lego 
Movie' theme tune. Yes, laugh! Listen to it. I dare you! – 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rHdqWkV0XoM – and I'll make it pound in your head too! :) 
Laughter is everything to me! It's just that right now laughter is not yet here for me without the tears. It 
will be though – the promise of the New is already given, it dwells within me, within all of us – "Forget 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rHdqWkV0XoM
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not that who you are is what you are here to make known and thus you 
must be a being who knows love without fear, joy without sorrow, and 
life everlasting. You must be this." – D:Day23.1. 
 
This is just the beginning. 
 
And so I waggle my wings in a salute of gratitude to all here. I may be 
gone a while. I may not respond if you write something, but please know 
that I will be reading from time to time. And that my heart and yours are 
forever joined in loving dialogue, giving and receiving as one in the 
endless flowing dialogue with all of creation. We are One Heart, 
CoCreators of the New – love endlessly expressing love in form – One 
Heart to One Heart, with all my love to you <3 
 

 

```````````````````````````````````````````````````` 

Tuesday 13th September 2016 
 
PS:   Her name is Rosie. I’d been feeling the urge to name this gift rather than calling it ‘the mass’. 
Infinitely easier to befriend her, enfold her in my spacious self, and love her into the light, I felt. And 
then my friend Lee called a few days ago. She asked me if ‘it’ had a name, and when I said, “Not yet, but 
I’m listening”, she said “It’s Rose”. That’s when I knew with certainty that her name is Rosie.  
 
Not least of all because rose is the color of the transpersonal heart chakra (the 13th) that lies about an 
arm’s length in front of us, merging in union and relationship with all those nearby; and appears also to 
be the color of newly opening healing chakras near the hands and feet. But also because I grew up 
loving this amazingly huge-hearted, wealthy Arab woman Salome, matriarch of the family next door. 
Salome absolutely adored my mother, Ruth. Salome also had a lisp making it impossible for her to say 
Ruth, and so she called my mother Rosie. 
 
So, yes, this is Rosie – materializing on my Whole Heart Chakra, bravely condensing the grief of the ages, 
revealing her many gifts of wisdom, and soon then to willingly dissipate with the greatest ease and grace 
by whatever means lands effortless and true in my knowing. I’m following my nose, feeling my way into 
my answers, trusting the process. Knowing with certainty that I’ll know when I need to know and not a 
moment sooner.  
 
Enjoy this article scanned from Spirit of Change, July/August 2001: The 13th Chakra and the Acceleration 
of Healing – http://cocreatingclarity.com/pdf/The%2013th%20Chakra.pdf 
 
And now I’m laughing out loud again because it feels perfect to share this with you today, and as I just 
realized it’s the 13th of September! LOL ! Thank you all from the bottom of my heart for your loving 
thoughts, responses, and prayers, and for joining with me heart-to-heart.  I love you all and share with 
you with the passage from ACOL Chapter 20 that I carry, radiant, within my being – 
 

“Your longing now has reached a fever pitch, a burning in your heart quite different from that 

which you have felt before. Your heart may even feel as if it is stretching outward, straining 

http://cocreatingclarity.com/pdf/The%2013th%20Chakra.pdf
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heavenward, near to bursting with its desire for union, a desire you do not understand but can 

surely feel. This is a call to move now into my embrace and let yourself be comforted. Let the 

tears fall and the weight of your shoulders rest upon mine. Let me cradle your head against my 

breast as I stroke your hair and assure you that it will be all right. Realize that this is the whole 

world, the universe, the all of all in whose embrace you literally exist. Feel the gentleness and the 

love. Drink in the safety and the rest. Close your eyes and begin to see with an imagination that 

is beyond thought and words. You are no longer the object viewing the subjects of the kingdom. 

You are the heart of the kingdom. The kingdom's beauty revealed. The beloved child suckled at 

the breast of the queen mother earth, one child of one mother, nameless and beyond naming. 

No “I” resides here. You have given up the vision of your eyes and the “I” of your ego. You are 

loosed of bounds, no longer a thing of beauty, but beauty itself. “Thingness” is over, and your 

identity no longer stands in form but flows from life itself. Your beauty is the gathering of the 

atoms, the order in chaos, the silence in solitude, the grace of the cosmos. Our heart is the light 

of the world. We are one heart.” – C:20.1-5 

 

```````````````````````````````````````````````````` 

 

Wednesday 14th September 2016 

Rosie and I continue in ongoing dialogue, joining in union and relationship, discovering bit by bit what all 

of this means to us. This morning just before we left for my appointment at Mass General Hospital in 

Boston, I picked Brahma Kumari and Angel cards for myself, and for Rosie. 

Their message is unmistakable – for me: Peace and Courage, and for Rosie: 

Gentleness and Light! She comes in gentleness bearing her gifts, and just 

as gently and with ease, she will dissipate leaving behind only light!   

And later this afternoon, I did it! I really did it!! I actually talked to the lead 

oncologist at Boston's Mass General Hospital Lymphoma Center about the 

Thymus regenerating, and about the body's carbon structures becoming 

crystalline - the Light Body. He assured me that my thymus would remain 

healthy through treatment, and that it would, to quote him, "show a 

rebound effect after chemotherapy, lighting up the PET scan “I love it! 

Suits me! 

If he thought I was bonkers, he didn't show it. And if he'd have said anything, I'd have quoted Alice in 

Wonderland back at him; When the Mad Hatter asks her "Have I gone mad?”, Alice replies, "I'm afraid 

so. You're entirely bonkers. But I'll tell you a secret. All the best people are.” Hahahaha!  

 

```````````````````````````````````````````````````` 
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Friday 16th September 2016 

Yesterday I had my last information-gathering/evaluating appointment with a lovely young oncologist 

with MGH in Concord, MA – who has a dog called Rosie!  And last evening I had the most amazing 

ninety-minute telephone call with a young cousin I barely know, who feels like a soul-brother! Ramesh 

arrived in Boston seemingly out of the blue, on Monday 16th August. I knew he’d been in Australia some 

six years, becoming a Jesuit priest and devoting his life to walking in Jesus’ footsteps. But I had no idea 

he was going to be in Boston till I saw his post on FaceBook the day he travelled! How wonderful for him 

and for me, who has no relatives in the area! Barely five days into this medical conveyer-belt process, I 

felt something that day – encouragement? excitement? 

I’ve met Ramesh only once in 2005, in Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia – place of my birth – when he was a 

young architecture major. As it turned out he got his degree, worked for a couple of years, then yielded 

to his heart’s yearning for Jesus, joining the Jesuit community in Melbourne in 2010. And here he is – 

beginning a 3-year Masters in Divinity at Boston College, with another year of immersion in Ignatian 

Spirituality (http://www.ignatianspirituality.com/). My heart is overjoyed for him! I hardly know him and 

yet my heart knew the connection deeply. And finally last night we talked on the phone. An hour and a 

half of wholehearted dialogue that left me shivery with the truth of it, the beauty of this young man, and 

the shimmering gift of his presence that he offers me at this time. As he described his courses saying – 

“God is in everything”, and “It’s about living Jesus’ example life”, and “They want me to teach, but I 

want to be out there in the world getting my hands dirty.” – I felt like I’d come home. 

As I was telling him about myself and a little of my journey to this moment, describing A Course in 

Miracles and A Course of Love, he was googling them. And he’d placed an order at the college library for 

a copy of ACOL before I’d even finished! When we began our dialogue, I was exhausted from a long day 

of appointments and logistics phone calls. When we finished I was buzzing! Super-turbo-energized and 

as late as it was, even called Mari to tell her! And I woke up this morning crystal clear on my decision for 

treatment. Things are moving at the speed of light – full-body PET scan tomorrow and the first five days 

of in-hospital treatment at Mass General begin Monday 19th Sep. I guess this is where the s*%t really 

hits the fan!  No matter! I feel you all with me. And I am grateful. Truly Ramesh is a miraculous gift to 

me. He wants to visit me at MGH, and perhaps he’ll be able to. Either way, I know that he is praying for 

me, as is the entire Boston College Jesuit community at every mass they celebrate. 

Whatever comes, I am ready for it. I feel prepared somehow, though I couldn’t tell you how exactly. The 

markers along this path continue to show up clear as day, and I’m listening. I’m always listening, joining 

in loving relationship with all of everything, in the endlessly unfolding dialogue all around me – the 

ongoing, all-inclusive dialogue with all of creation. Willingly cocreating in this soaring symphony of love 

endlessly expressing love in form. It’s all I’ve ever longed to do – to be – and I am grateful. And so the 

wild ride continues! No doubt I will crumble, and I will wobble my way back upright. No doubt the 

moments of deep connection I have experienced these past six weeks will continue; this time with all 

the people in MGH that I have yet to meet, and into whose hands I have already placed my care and my 

life. And I will do all of this the only way I know how – in presence and observance, willingly joining in 

http://www.ignatianspirituality.com/
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union and relationship, giving and receiving as one, with everyone and everything I encounter – 

including every drop and every tablet of the myriad chemo drugs I will be welcoming into my body. 

And Rosie is ready too. She and I are in constant dialogue. The MGH oncologist told me Rosie began with 

a Thymic B-cell gone rogue - a mutant cell. The root question I've been sitting with, to which answers are 

continuously being revealed, is WHY? I know that she was born of a bad viral flu I came down with in 

early December, which recurred on and off through Feb, with a barking cough that began and never 

went away. But again the root question is WHY the viral flu? They say that viruses play a vital role in 

transmogrification (love that word! ). And I do know that I was worn out from facing the deaths, over 

the six months May to November 2015, of seven people I cared about. The grief was overwhelming and 

now I know that it was tapping into ancient unprocessed grief that was ready to be felt. And I'm 

continuing to listen in, praying for the grace to discern all that's being revealed. Rosie’s given me so 

much these past few weeks, and I continue gratefully receiving it all. With her love I have been almost 

literally been re-membering myself, bringing home the pieces of my heart and soul that were left out 

there over the years, with the many who barely see me, who care little for their own hearts and even 

less for mine. All layers, levels and dimensions of me are coming home joyfully re-uniting in divine love. 

Perhaps this is why I feel ready.  I feel whole – or at least whol-er  – than I’ve ever felt before.  

And laughter continues to be super-important to me! Lying awake this morning, feeling Rosie and 

knowing what we must together do next, I found myself counting the weeks and days that have sped by 

from the day I got my health insurance back and stepped onto this conveyer-belt-like medical process 

on Thursday 11th August, through to Monday 19th September when I enter the hospital. And the 

answer? Forty days! I laughed out so loud I disturbed Colin!  The joke’s on me! LOL  Danette dearest, 

you’ll be pleased to know that this time around – these forty days – old Erasmus B. Dragon has been 

nowhere in sight! I guess this is what Jesus means when he asks “Will you continue this dialogue with 

me and with each other? Will you carry it with you to level ground—to the place of completion and 

demonstration of who you are being? Will you be the relationship that returns love to all who share this 

world with you?” – D:Day40.34-35 

And so I walk on, carrying with me held close in my heart, the promise that Jesus gives us at the end of 

the ‘Epilogue—A Note on Being’. Here it is, with all my love to all here, Christina <3 

“When you meet what you would have before seen as difficulties, as you encounter a world where 

love still does not seem to reign, when you meet that which would oppose love, remember that you 

are now the bridge between this creative tension of opposites becoming one. Remember that this is 

creation in the making. Remember that you are a creator. Never forget that in being who I Am 

being, you extend only love. This one note, this tone, this canticle of joy, this celebratory alleluia, is 

all you need return to, all you need keep in hand should doubt arise. This one note is so full of love, 

so powerful, that it will be dear to you forever more … Does this seem like a long and harrowing 

road? An endless quest? An endless quest for love's expression is eternity itself. Be happy that there 

is no end in sight to this road you travel now. It is simply the road of what is endlessly creating like 

unto itself. You now know how to respond to love, for you are love, being. So be it.” – E.24-25,28-30 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
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Posted Tuesday 20th Sep, 1:26am 

Day One is done. All is well.  

This morning in dialogue with Rosie, checking in with her, feeling do much love and gratitude, asking 
what more is there to be received before she leaves - a strong sense landed that there was more to 
come. And it did! 

At the very moment the first drops of chemo were entering my body, Colin was outside in the 'family 
room' on the phone struggling to deal with the mother-brother dynamic and brother's most recent and 
most bizarre ab-use of me yet! AND yet literally 3 minutes earlier, son #2 had unexpectedly arrived to 
visit and so was able to take the phone from Colin and say what needed to be said firmly and with love. 
All the while back in my room, I simply lay there blessing the cocktail and calling in the light - feeling 
"calm, even, and equal".  

"What we speak of when speaking of your return to level ground is returning in a calm, even, and equal 
manner, to the most elemental and fundamental aspects of being human, while carrying within you a 
very elemental and fundamental idea—the idea that you are one in being and different in relationship. 
The idea that you return to your humanity with is an idea of oneness come to replace an idea of 
separation, an idea of sameness come to replace an idea of specialness, an idea of accomplishment and 
union here and now come to replace all ideas of life after death." - D:Day35.7 

About an hour later when son #1 arrived, my receiving of what feels like Rosie's parting gift was 
complete. Seeing Colin's distress, and my sons' anger and pain - the floodgates burst. Sobbing and 
coughing and choking, I wept out the final rage - the wild impotent rage of "How much more can it take? 
WTF!#%!# What more is expected from me?" - feeling deeply the helpless frustration of being unable to 
make that phone call myself! My three men felt me deeply, they surrounded me, enfolding me in love. It 
was healing all-around of the pain my sweet family has endured 
for almost two decades. And as startlingly as when the floodgates 
opened, the water was done raging and settled into a peaceful 
stream. It was over. I was done. The final piece of me is home. I 
still feel such freedom and exhilaration and anticipation of all kind 
of new delights and surprises - I can't sleep!! Haha �though maybe 
it's the mega-dose of steroids I'm also on! But who cares! 

As I dried my tears, a mug of hot tea was placed in my hand and a 
feeling of ease and completion came over me. I finally know 
myself and my strength. I am love. I am light. And in relationship with all of everything, I can handle 
anything! And suddenly it was sunset. I lifted my head and looked out on this radiant scene, the pinkish 
golden light of a sun barely out an hour at the end of a long day of torrential rain. All is well. With so 
much love to all here. 

Posted Tuesday 20th Sep, 1:34am 

Oh I also meant to tell you guys that early this morning, just before we left fir 
the long drive into Boston, I picked Brahma Kumari cards and Angel cards 
once more - for me and for Rosie. Here there are - mine are the top two, and 
the bottoms two are Rosie's - no explanations needed! How perfect! 
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Update Friday 23rd to Friday 30th Sep, as texted to friends. 
 
It's been rather a nightmare of a week since I got home last Sat 24th. Sat 1st Oct was the first day I've 
been able to eat a little real food in a week.  
 
I had the most terrible acid burn through my whole system - esophagus, trachea, aural canals, throat - 
Friday 23rd night (at the start of the last 4 hour infusion) when they IV'ed in a precautionary dose of 
Benadryl (an anti-allergy) - just in case I had a reaction to that final (6th) chemo drug. Which as it 
happens I did not.  
 
The real shocker is the nurses did nothing. It wasn't even recorded in my notes - that I coughed and 
choked and gasped for air for 10 seconds - even as the Benadryl was knocking me out leaving me unable 
to speak. Yet afterward they said they'd never seen this before. 
 
And there's more for which they also did nothing. I had really bad restless kicking legs the whole time - 
which they told me afterwards was common with the Benadryl. Yet they left me 80% knocked out, 
laying there kicking, uncovered, just coming in for a minute to do vitals; until about two hours into it 
when I was able to rouse myself press the call button and ask for two warm blankets, which helped 
immensely. I was so distressed I called Nick - he was 20 min away. He came at 11:00pm and stayed with 
me till 2:00am.  
 
It took me 3 days - through Tue 27th - to unravel and understand WTF!#% happened to me. Three days 
without treatment for it. And their responsiveness over the next 3 days was pitiful and their treatment 
did nothing to ease the excruciating pain. Of course it didn't help that the Benadryl kept me woozie till 
late Saturday night - that's when the pain began to kick in. 
 
Finally saw my Primary care doctor in Westford on Fri 30th and she's taking care of me well. The pain is 
now controlled and I can eat light, and sleep! I love that woman. I so really do! 
 
I had sailed through the entire week of chemo up to 8:30pm Friday night - the first five of the six chemo 
drugs - not the slightest discomfort. Taking good care of myself - hydrating, eating, evacuating, walking, 
getting to know every single person who attended me and enjoying them all immensely! It truly was a 
shimmering five days! 
 
It's almost unbearable that their lack of attention and compassion for just those four hours when I could 
not fend for myself - has caused me to lose a week of recovery. Not sleeping, not able to eat, not resting 
easy. And possibly weeks in the schedule. My body needs to heal - I have to - before I can go through 
Cycle 2. That may take weeks.  
 
Long story, but there it is. And now I'm finally resting easier with Oxycodone and another healing liquid 
preparation my PCP prescribed.  
 
I also know beyond doubt that last Fri 23rd Sep's devastating experience of feeling helpless and 
abandoned, is triggering deeply buried grief and trauma from many such incidents both as a child, and 
more recently As well as clearing the suffering on both sides of my ancient lineage, and more  That's the 
gift in this. I'm keeping my eyes on the prize! Breathing into it, willingly accepting it all as best I can. 
Praying for help, for guidance in walking through this with grace. And I am very grateful. 
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Sunday 9th October 
 
I have a few more days to rest and sleep and eat and heal before I enter hospital to start chemo Cycle 2. 
And I am making full use of the time. There is much to heal and strengthen in my body readying myself 
for the increased intensity of Cycle 2. And there is some residual disappointment and sadness in my 
heart and soul yet to be felt and transmuted into nourishment. I pray for the grace to enfold these parts 
of myself ever closer - the St. Germain Violet Flame practice is invaluable. I am re-membering 
wholeheartedly human and divine - love endlessly expressing love in form.  
 
There is much work to do at MGH within myself, as well as shining love and light into the hearts of all 
the staff, being the bridge, and awakening rather more of an emphasis on compassionate connected 
care, and accountability. I shall continue to enjoy my task in every way. I feel it deeply - a little tongue in 
cheek, a little amused and bemused by it all. Not to be too serious, yet holding this larger purpose lightly 
for real, you know?  Isn't it amazing? That Mary Deeny had her vivid dream about MGH (Massachusetts 
General Hospital) and me, and told me about it, just days before I went in there on 19th September? 
That the hospital along with all of its staff is in transformation - just as the planet is, all of creation, and 
each one of us whether we're aware of it or not! Makes complete sense once Mary explained it! The 
first five days in hospital were truly sweet - shimmering with joining in relationship and union, heart to 
heart, with every single one of the scores of people who attended to me. And giving every single one of 
them a turquoise stone! I loved them all and still do! And more than that I thoroughly enjoyed them all! 
Oh the life stories and deepest dreams they shared with me! And how tenderly I gathered them all into 
my heart space! So precious! 
 
And then 8:30 Friday night 23rd September happened. A comedy of errors that left me with a severe 
acid burn throughout my system and untreated for three days. (Trust me I have my list ready of what we 
will do differently next week to prevent that acid build-up in the first place!) Yet through it all I seemed 
to maintain a broader sense of what was happening, seeing as it were from the perspectives of each 
staff person involved. And somehow just knowing that it was all purposeful, both for me personally as 
well as for the entire MGH community and for all of us. 
 
The really, really good news that trumps everything is that my body accepted all six drugs in the 
treatment cocktail with virtually no discomfort. They were welcomed in with open arms, have done 
their work with ease, and are leaving just as easily. I feel Rosie with me still, but lightly - glowing warmly 
- the pressure in my upper chest and throat, the cough, and breathing constriction simply gone!  
 
So no worries! I'm beginning to shimmer again. All it took was the love and care and compassion of my 
PCP (primary care physician) and her partner, and a few days of good sleep, good food and good rest, 
and I'm bouncing right back better than ever! Family and friends have stayed in touch bringing delicious 
soups and meals, sending bright gifts, and sharing their time with visits and lovely long conversations. 
And ��Colin�� truly deserves the highest medal of honor - doing everything for me from driving to 
myriad appointments, shopping, pharmacy, laundry, and fetching whatever I needed when I couldn't 
move for the pain, to cleaning handfuls of hair out the bath tub and vacuuming up after me this past 
week as it continues to snow silver and black wherever I go! Yes losing my hair releases many tears and I 
wonder about that? Now that it's 70% gone, my hair dresser of 25 years will be taking the rest off on 

Tuesday. It's time. And I do have a rather nice nutty brown head it seems!☺️ 
 
I am certain I will be shimmering brilliantly again by the time I check back into MGH for Cycle 2 on 
Wednesday 12th October. I will be more than ready! The healing power of a little loving care and 
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compassion is beyond belief! Infinitely so! And I am very grateful! And I want you all to know that I will 
have with me four Rose Quartz Hearts - one each for the Nurse Practitioner and the Nurse who were on 
duty that Friday 23rd September night; and one each for my rather detached, disconnected, and 
unresponsive Oncologist and his Nurse Practitioner. I look forward to seeing all the people at MGH again 
- returning with love, willingness, open-hearted, and curious - more certain than ever before that ALL 
things are indeed gifts from God. Whatever next? I'm ready to be surprised! As Jesus tells us in A Course 
of Love - 
 
"As was written in “A Treatise on the New”, these surprises of discovery have, and will, cause you to 
laugh and be joyous. There was never any need, and will never be any need, to figure them out—for 
surprises cannot be figured out! Surprises are meant to be joyous gifts being constantly revealed. Gifts 
that need only be received and responded to. Not learned." - D:8.6  
 

Join with me and all at MGH ♥ One Heart ♥ forever held in the embrace of Love Being … pure source 

Compassionate Christ Consciousness. I love you all ♥♥♥♥ 
 
 
 
 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
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Sunday 30th October 

I’m almost packed and not at all feeling ready to go back into MGH and do this all over again. It is how it 
is. I’m not going to pretend otherwise. The patter for my 14-day respite at home in between treatment 
cycles seems to be 10 days of ‘normal and expected’ stomach acid pain and bone/joint/muscle aches, 
followed by 4 days of feeling normal! I love how I’ve felt the last four days! And the good news is my 
blood counts recovered nicely, which of course means the protocol up’s  by 20% the dose of three of the 
six drugs in my cocktail. Hmmmm! Will that change the ratio of abnormal to normal days during my 
respite? Who knows? 
 
Anyway … there it is and here I am. I wanted to update my story and it seems the easiest way to do that 
is to piece together and add to various updates I’ve texted in response to people asking how I am these 
past two weeks. You know who you are!  
 
I was in MGH for Cycle #2 from Wednesday 12th Oct to Sunday 16th October. The Ritaxin (the drug that 
went in at the end of Cycle #1 with its precautionary Benadryl causing that massive burn) went in first in 
Cycle #2. And faster. Took 4 hours before. This time it took only be 90 min. No problems. And guess who 
showed up on night duty to administer it? Yes, the same nurse Elizabeth, who was on duty that last Fri 
23rd Sep night. So perfect. Nothing happens by chance! For sure there are no coincidences! We had a 
deep heartfelt talk. She sat on my bed. I held her hands just as I’d envisioned. The feelings and the 
words felt like one and the same to me – they just flowed effortlessly as I held Elizabeth's hands and 
placed a Rose Quartz heart stone in the palm of her hand, with love. Feeling so good – a certain 
completion – no need to change anything, no blame, no anger, no need for anyone to agree with me, 
the only impulse to find my voice and speak my truth clearly. The best part was feeling the total absence 
of anger or blame. And even better the total absence of attachment to whether or not she truly took it 
in. You know? Like all ... ALL ... that matters is that I spoke – that I trusted myself, followed my impulse, 
and fulfilled my purpose wholeheartedly. Yes – a completion of a crazy sort of giving and receiving as 
one loop! 
 
That morning I’d also had a heart-to-heart with Dr. Barnes - my oncologist. Also saying all I needed to 
say, including describing the transpersonal rose-hued chakra an arm’s length in front of our bodies the 
place of our budding unconditional loving and compassion. And another Rose Quartz heart stone was 
duly presented, and one left with him for his nurse practitioner. Sweetly and surprisingly – he asked for 
another one for the other nurse practitioner I had also spoken with but never met, who’d been sub’ing 
the day I reached the limit (level 12!) of my pain tolerance. I promised to bring him another for her the 
next time I’m in which is tomorrow. So again it was truly a deeply connecting wholehearted dialogue. 
And that day I checked into Lunder 9 at MGH feeling so good about it all and totally ready for the 
following 5 days. You! Not at all like I feel now! Yikes! 
 
And the five days went well. Felt good. Though more and more fatigued as the days went by. All drugs 
infused smoothly. No discomfort. Eating, hydrating, evacuating, walking around with Pole, my new best 
friend and constant companion. All went as well as one might expect. And again it was so lovely meeting 
so many interesting new people and reconnecting with many I met last time. Really fun! Asking to be 
shown the way, staying alert and curious, paying attention to the markers showing up, everything 
unfolding perfectly. We’re all keeping our eyes on the prize - right? And it's within reach! We're almost 
there! A dancing dialogue with all of creation. Felt and made manifest in every moment through you and 
me and through all of us together – through our wide open hearts. A demonstration of those lovely 
triplets in A Course of Love – “Movement-Being-Expression.”, “Convergence-Intersection-Passthrough!.” 
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And as for Rosie, She's all colours - pure light. Rainbow Rosie! I feel her one with me. Not at all as a 
separate entity. I’m pretty sure she really did surrender with easiness during Cycle #1 (her cards back 
then were Easiness and Surrender). And Wed 12th October morning before leaving for Boston for Cycle 
#2, I’d picked these cards for me and Rosie together – Beauty and Joy. I am certain that Rosie is 
transmuted into the light that is you and me and all of us – the pure unified light of Source 
Consciousness – the sparkling crystalline golden, diamond light that Sandra Walter speaks of during the 
Christ Light Expansion Meditation that I love. And the Full body PET scan along with the chest CT scan I 
just had done yesterday will be very revealing. I find out in the morning!  
 
When I got back home very late Sunday night the 16th of October, the pains (level 4) began to set in for 
real. And I also found this Sarah Vargas piece.  Another marker. The title totally captures how I've been 
these past weeks, how I talked to the oncologist and the nurses when I gave them their Rose Quartz 
Hearts. It's how I am now, like I don't know any other way to be; and it's how I will forever be - 'Razor-
Sharp Truth and Compassionate Grace'!!!  
http://astro-awakenings.co.uk/15th-31st-october-2016-astro-events-to-the-end-of-october 
And there it is again – as the discomfort and fatigue built, the marker showed up to remind me that its’ 
all for something. It’s not for nothing. It is all purposeful. And I’m re-membering myself, returning to 
myself, loving myself in the darkness and into the light. Yes for the next ten days, while knowing and 
peace and safety remained within me deep down, my human body got weary. Exhausted.  Depleted. Not 
a pretty sight. 
 
Here’s the post Mary conveyed for me to the ACOL Dialogue group 
 
“I moved through Cycle #2 very well - both medically and metaphysically. AND my body is totally 
fatigued. This means depleted, bones aching, nerve ends jangling, tender all over, acid pain a '5' (was a 
'12' last time), little light sleep, weak muscles, unsteady walking, trembling.  
 
The reality has landed that this is me the next several months - and worse. While others go about their 
way, I don't recognize myself or my life. Am just swinging in the breeze - a chrysalis broken down into 
soup. Yet aware. Emotionally isolated. Only human touch and empathy may soothe. I weep for my 
human self - that my body has to do this alone. Like dying. There is no other way. 
 
It's the strangest feeling - sitting here in my sunlit corner feeling so raw and exposed, surrendering to the 
sparkling promise of the Christ Light Expansion Meditation even as tears stream down my face. Is this 
wholeheartedness? I have no F%#king clue! You can add those last two texts to your update Mary my 
friend! It is the truth. Take it or leave it. I'm not going to dress anything up. Never have and never will!� 
And here's a photo to complete the picture! How's that for HUMAN reality! Hawk just called down to me 
- yes this is what the truly authentic truth of my experience is now! I'm good with sharing it like it is. 
 
And then I picked these cards for myself. Woah! It is chrysalis time indeed! Creativity and Tenderness! 
Another marker just when I needed it. The Brahma Kumari card – Creativity – reads “My creativity is an 
expression of my mastery. I withdraw into my still place within, allowing whatever it is to gestate fully 
until my inner beauty and essence emerge from within.” I’ll take it!” 
 
Dear Mary, I am so very grateful to you for being such a sturdy, tireless, and beautiful bridge for me 
while I am so fragile. And for letting everyone on ACOL USA know that I'm feeling them close, I'm feeling 
their love, and that my heart has received theirs and is encouraged. And to all of you A huge heartfelt 
hug, forever One Heart, enfolded in the Embrace. 

http://astro-awakenings.co.uk/15th-31st-october-2016-astro-events-to-the-end-of-october
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And so after ten days or so, and a call to the oncologist’s office for reassurance, the pains subsided. And 
I’ve now enjoyed four days of feeling normal – physically. Meaning a good appetite, feeling a little more 
energetic, wanting to visit with people, see my family and grandchildren …. Bliss! 
 
On Wed 26th October I found myself faced with mother-brother s#%t again. I slept on it and the next day 
dealt with it firmly and finally. Meaning I'm DONE! Handed stuff back to brother, where it rightfully 
belongs, and freed myself once and for all from the sticky icky gooey booger that I slowed him – invited 
him– to hang on my finger the day I was born. The very booger that he's managed to shake me (almost) 
to death with over 64 years. Trust me – it's done! 
 
And it was only later in that evening that I went to the 'Love Has Won' - hadn't gone in there for the past 
six weeks!! But I did - and read the update for the previous day – Wed 26th October – which also (not 
insignificantly to me) happened to be my long-deceased father’s birthday!  So very affirming (another 
marker for me!) –  feeling the sadness of it yet taking action to finish the old in the 3-D and make way 
for the New to land for me. And so it is that the gifts keep coming along with the messiness of this 
human experience! And here’s the update if you’d like to read it –  
http://www.lovehaswon.org/ascension-spirituality/energy-update-rebirth-of-the-new-grid-has-just-
occurred 
 
And from Sharon Lyn Shepard’s Divine Musings, the next day (Friday 28th October)  I read the very same 
message, in perhaps more accessible language –   
 
"There is a process - first you realize you have a higher self, then you open up to listening to it, then you 
let it tell you what to do/Guide you in every moment, then you become them (They) and THEY dissappear 
because you ARE THEM! No more channeling. No more anyone to ask. You work together, inside, 
with/AS the entire Universe. No more separarion. 
 
YOU must achieve UNITY CONSCIOUSNESS within you. You don't need the Universe to push you to step 
up. YOU STEP UP! You observe your own humanness; you dissolve/resolve all within you back into the 
PURITY of Love. 
 
YOU observe, you see your own patterns and themes. Where you slack, come from lack, where you are 
holding back, where you judge, don't support, share, give back, procrastinate and have fear. You see 
every time you don't, when you had/have the capability, you see what you couldn't before. You see the 
ENERGY that you hold that created/creates that; and that this is all on you to shift, change, transform, 
and do. 
 
You don't need lessons anymore, because you are always observing, realizing, shifting, changing, 
transforming, tuning your own energy intentionally to SOURCE CONSCIOUSNESS and holding this inside 
at ALL TIMES. You don't allow yourself to separate off anymore - to go human alone. You are the one 
that births the NEW EARTH from inside of you and holds all in place. You hold the programming for every 
reality by what you believe, allow, transmit, do, and don't do - not from head, but from your fully 
conscious higher-heart-mind. You don't blame others or be a victim anymore. That scary (fear) for 
humans. Stepping up and taking responsibility for everything. Your true power is within you. It's when 
you STOP allowing/continuing the old programs yourself. You have to see them first. You break the 
patterns. You are here to inspire, support, and honor this process and all in it, whether they're aware of it 
or not.” –  Divine Musings, 28th Oct 2016,  https://sharonlynshepard.wordpress.com/  

http://www.lovehaswon.org/ascension-spirituality/energy-update-rebirth-of-the-new-grid-has-just-occurred
http://www.lovehaswon.org/ascension-spirituality/energy-update-rebirth-of-the-new-grid-has-just-occurred
https://sharonlynshepard.wordpress.com/
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PPS:   Jaya's note about googling to find something prompted me to share the reference links to the 
papers and practices I mention in my post. ** mark the three practices that live most deeply within me – 
 
White Hawk - PEACE OMEN, CHRIST CONSCIOUSNESS, LOVE is KEY -- 
https://m.youtube.com/watch?v=TWuI3r_eTjE 
 
Coming to Voice – The Whole Heart Chakra -- 
http://www.cocreatingclarity.com/pdf/The%20Whole%20Heart%20Chakra.pdf 
 
**St. Germain Violet Flame Meditation 
Article -- http://ascension-stgermain.com/violetflame-article.html 
Invocation -- http://ascension-stgermain.com/violetflameinvocation.doc 
Video -- https://m.youtube.com/watch?v=eNs9_x28eLU 
 
**Christ Light Expansion Meditation – 
https://m.youtube.com/watch?v=Bqlsl30S1_U 
 
Rainbow Dolphins Invocation – 
https://www.omna.org/ascension-new-perception-dolphin/ 
 
Light Body Process in the End Times, Georgi Stankov -- 
http://www.bibliotecapleyades.net/ascension/esp_ascension_57.htm 
 
New England Journal of Medicine, 11 April 2013 -- 
http://www.nejm.org/doi/full/10.1056/NEJMoa1214561#t=article 
 
**Compassionate Heart, Mary Magdalene – 
https://www.omna.org/compassionate-heart-mary-magdalene/ 
 
To the Sensitive Ones, Jeff Foster – 
https://m.youtube.com/watch?v=JqzN-vs4Adc 
 
"Everything is perfeeeeect! Everything is puuurposeful just as it is! Everything is perfeeeeect! Yes it is!" 
https://m.youtube.com/watch?v=oDOog0XS8Qg 
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