Chapter 5
My Twin of Flames

This morning, August 26, 2009, I received word from his Excellency, Misa Telefoni, Deputy Prime Minister of Samoa, through an email he sent to Steve. He said:


“Here is my column from Sunday 2, August - please refer it to Marlene.  It was printed in the Sunday Samoan - the widest circulation Sunday paper here.”

In his column, Misa Telefoni wrote:

MARLENE AGUILAR

“I am an avid admirer of Filipino Marlene Aguilar who famously stated:

“Whenever someone tries to impress me with his wealth and material possessions, I realize he has nothing substantial to offer the world.”

In her famous speech entitled, ‘Healing the Soul of the Nation’, she said:

“I believe that our problem in the Philippines today is not lack of money nor too much greed and corruption.  This is not the root of our problem.  Rather it is first and foremost a lack of identity.  An individual who cannot grow up with an identity can never be confident, and can never know success.  The Philippines is full of individuals without identity, without confidence.  The Philippines is suffering from an identity crisis.  I believe this is what makes this country a poor nation.”

Marlene Aguilar is calling for a complete renaissance including a resurgence of importance attributed to the Filipino culture and language.”

JOSE RIZAL

“I read Jose Rizal’s excellent novel Noli Me Tangere with interest as it is one of the few books in the world that inspired a revolution.


Rizal Park in Manila is named after this national hero. He exposed the cruelty and crimes of the Spaniards against his people. He also turned the spotlight inwards to expose hypocrisy and corruption in the very core of Filipino society.


Noli me Tangere, even in translation, is a great novel.

I shall conclude this week’s column with a poem I wrote some time ago.


This poem is inspired by Marlene Aguilar and Jose Rizal.


This composition is dedicated to all those people who satisfy their needs rather than their wants. Those people whose happiness is rooted on their spirituality rather than their material possessions.”
NOTHING

A Poem by Misa Telefoni


What do you see,



Looking into the mirror?



Fat cats,



Fatter bank accounts.



Fat yet shallow, sad



Excuses for human beings.



Look again,



Deep into that mirror.



Can all that money,



Buy you true love?



Can money buy back,



What’s lost of your culture?



Can money purify,



What’s contaminated your values?



Can money cure,



What’s bastardized your language?



Can money ensure, 



God’s Peace in your life?



Do these prized possessions,



Really impress some people?



Is there nothing of real substance,



You can offer this world?



What do you see,



Looking into the mirror?



Nothing.

I sent the Samoan leader an email which stated:
“To the honorable Minister, Misa Telefoni:

Please accept my sincerest and most heartfelt gratitude. I am honored and touched by your kindness and generosity.



May you find infinite love and blessings throughout your journey on earth.



With my deepest respect and admiration,
Marlene Aguilar”

I believe that after writing my first novel, Warriors of Heaven, the tap on my computer eased a lot. I used to get all these strange codes on my emails. I still get them when I email certain characters in my book, however not as severe as they were before. After finishing Chapter three of this book, I sent the narrative to the major personalities in this novel, which is something I do to get their comments, insights and from some, their approval.


I sent Caesar an email on the day of August 27, 2009, which you will see below. I like writing to Caesar sharing my thoughts with him. He is both considerate and generous with regard to giving me

his insight. Besides, I find the mental engagement and friendship between us extremely helpful.  When he replied, these peculiar codes appeared again. 
<SPAN>

<P>

<P><BR><FONT style="FONT-WEIGHT: normal; FONT-SIZE: 14px; FONT-STYLE: normal; BACKGROUND-COLOR: #f5f8f0">&gt; </FONT>I wish you would tell me more but I realize it isn't easy since this medium is not private at all.<BR><BR><FONT style="FONT-WEIGHT: normal; FONT-SIZE: 14px; FONT-STYLE: normal; BACKGROUND-COLOR: #f5f8f0">&gt; </FONT>I am so busy. It amazes me how time passes by so fast. It's almost been 2 years since I saw you last.<BR><BR><FONT style="FONT-WEIGHT: normal; FONT-SIZE: 14px; FONT-STYLE: normal; BACKGROUND-COLOR: #f5f8f0">&gt; </FONT>I miss talking to you. You listen with your heart. And that is a wonderful gift for a man to possess.<BR><BR><FONT style="FONT-WEIGHT: normal; FONT-SIZE: 14px; FONT-STYLE: normal; BACKGROUND-COLOR: #f5f8f0">&gt; </FONT>Tell me how you are.<BR><BR><BR><X-SIGSEP>


I emailed him and wrote:

“Look at the codes on my email to you. What can they possibly be looking for?

They've been doing this for so long.

I'm not the enemy.”

He replied:

“As soon as I open the reply box, these codes show up. I have no idea what they mean.”

I replied to him and said:

“I don't understand. What is so important about my emails to you? You're not even saying anything. I mean you're so limited in expressing yourself since god only knows who are reading these emails. It makes it so hard to share our thoughts freely.”

He answered:

“The fact that you email me is important. I hope that we always stay connected.”

In another email Caesar asked me:


“Why do I get a start and stop time on your emails now?”

I replied:


“What? What do you mean by, start and stop time on my emails?"


He wrote:


“Some of your emails will have a start time and end time.”

I emailed him back saying:


“My emails come with a timer? Strange, I've never heard of such a thing. Have you?”

He answered:


“No. I have never seen it before.”


In another email to the warrior with the sword of fire, I said:


“Hey, look below. Isn't it amazing? I’m getting all these codes? I wonder what they're trying to look for. Why don't they just email me and talk to me or meet me in person. They can even bring a dozen psychiatrists to analyze my psyche.”

He replied:


“Wow! I never really scrolled down the list of codes. It is quite extensive, isn't it?”



Here is a small sample of the codes. Caesar’s portion of our email exchanges are not coded, only mine.

> </* Font Definitions */
> @font-face
>    {font-family:"Arial Narrow";
>    panose-1:2 11 5 6 2 2 2 3 2 4;
>    mso-font-charset:0;
>    mso-generic-font-family:swiss;
>    mso-font-pitch:variable;
>    mso-font-signature:647 0 0 0 159 0;}
> /* Style Definitions */
> p.MsoNormal, li.MsoNormal, div.MsoNormal
>    {mso-style-parent:"";



A few days ago, I also sent an email to Gabriel. I wrote:


“Hey. Can I send a copy of my book, Warriors of Heaven to Ralph Peters through you? I’m serious.

The dedication will say:

“To Ralph Peters,

Thank you for being an asshole.

Peace.

And big kisses,

Marlene Aguilar””.

I forwarded the same email to Becca and copied it to Caesar asking for their opinion. The following morning I received Caesar’s comment.


“Wow!! That certainly would stir up trouble. Reading your book may benefit him, however, the dedication could be different.”


My reply to him stated:


“What do you mean ‘the dedication could be different’? Say it. Say what you mean.”



“Don't you think the grunt has a sense of humor?”


The Eurasian commander replied:


“Using the word "asshole" seems rough.”


My reply to him was the following:


“Really? To many people, I am the porcupine bitch, witch, lioness, devil woman, biatch, the list goes on and on.... I have no problem being called names. It means I affect people. I think the worst is when you write something and your readers ignore you. You can’t possibly expect everyone to like what you write.”


Becca’s reply was very different to Caesar’s. She said:


“Hahahahaha!!! I don’t think the grunt will understand your sense of humor!!!”

August 30, 2009, I left the house early to go see my brother Tony in Bulan, which is now a function house for private parties.  After meeting with my brother, I went to meet Daniel who was leaving Manila later that day. But before I continue telling you about my engagement with the white knight, I’d like to tell you about a kidnapping incident that happened in the southern Philippines earlier this year.

In January, 2009, three members of a Red Cross team were kidnapped in the town of Jolo, Sulu in Mindanao. They were abducted by men on motorcycles armed with machine guns while they were traveling to the airport.


The victims were Filipina Mary Jean Lacaba, 37, a field officer for the Red Cross, Italian Eugenio Vagni, 62, a water and sanitation engineer and Swiss Andreas Notter, 38, who is in charge of the Red Cross office in Zamboanga. They came to Sulu to check on water sanitation projects located in a local provincial jail in Jolo.


January 15, 2009, according to CNN:


“Philippine security forces are pursuing the abductors, according to Richard Gordon of the Philippine National Red Cross.”


“He urged the kidnappers to release the workers, saying they are neutral players in the sometimes turbulent southern provinces.”


“Several Islamic militant groups, some of which have ties to al Qaeda, are active in the southern Philippines. It is unclear who was responsible for the attack.”


January 16, 2009, AP Correspondent Hrvoje Hranjski, reported:


“One day after gunmen dragged a Swiss, an Italian and a Filipino from their vehicle and took them into the interior of Jolo island's mountainous Patikul township area, military and police set up blockades and marines set out on foot in search of the hostages." 


“Deep mud, thick vegetation and monsoon rains were bogging down the search, and officials were giving few details for fear of jeopardizing the operation.” 


"That jungle is so dense, you couldn't see each other even at a close distance," Maj. Gen. Juancho Sabban, head of Jolo's anti-terrorism task force, told The Associated Press by telephone. 


April 2, 2009, The China Post reported:


“The Abu Sayyaf rebel group had demanded the withdrawal of troops from Jolo Island and threatened to kill one of the hostages if the demand was not met by 2 p.m. (0600 GMT) on Tuesday. The demand was rejected.”


“Interior secretary Ronaldo Puno said also that about 2,000 troops and local security forces had re-established a cordon around the kidnappers and the hostages in the interior jungles of Jolo. They had withdrawn a few kilometers.”


“The Abu Sayyaf, which has been linked to the regional Jemaah Islamiah and to al Qaeda, has been blamed for the worst militant attack in the Philippines, the bombing of a ferry in Manila Bay in 2004 that killed 100 people.”


Finally, on July 12, 2009, AP announced:


“MANILA, July 12 (AP) - (Kyodo)—An Italian Red Cross worker held hostage for nearly six months by bandits on the southern Philippine island of Jolo has been released, the military said Sunday.”


“Vagni is the last aid worker to be released by Abu Sayaff, an extremist Muslim group operating in the southern Philippine Sulu and Basilan islands”. 


“Notter was released April 18, while Lacaba was released April 2.”


So here is the conversation I had with the white knight, date, August 30, 2009. 


We went to a restaurant serving an excellent variety of fresh seafood and vegetables along Bocobo St. in Malate, Manila. We were there early and were the first customers to arrive. We sat at an iron table for four lined with a cheap green and white fabric at the end of the large dining hall. Daniel wore a dark brown shirt with short sleeves and an old pair of jeans.


“I like your shirt. I like plain shirts with solid colors. It suits you,” I said.


“Why? Why are you being nice? You make me nervous when you’re nice.”


“Say thank you and accept the compliment, grunt,” I replied.


“There, there, I like that better. Thank you,” he said triumphant. “You know, I had never heard of Ralph Peters before.”


“Really? How come?”


“He’s not part of the Special Forces community, that’s why. He’s part of the conventional army. He’s a regular grunt. I read his stuff when I read your book. The dude is lost. His mind is so limited. Guys in the SF group don’t think like that. But then you need above average IQ to become a Green Beret. SF guys are culturally more in tune. We are taught to adapt to different cultures.”


“Are you saying Ralph Peters is dumb?”


“The guy is an officer within the conventional army. God, he’s living in the past. That’s why we had unnecessary casualties in Iraq because of old timers like that. They don’t get it.”


“What do you mean, they don’t get it?”


“You know how you call the older generation in the Philippines, “trapo”?”


“Yes, it means traditional politician but “trapo” also means a dirty, disgusting and useless rag. To me it represents the diseased and colonized minds of older generations of Filipinos, lost and unaware that the world has changed and continues to fuse.”


“Well, the old timers who are members of the military have a similar issue. For example, I’ve worked with these men from PACOM, Pacific Command. They haven’t caught up with the realities of the 21st century.”


“What’s Pacific command?”


“It’s a line; everything from East of India to Hawaii is within the jurisdiction of the Pacific command. Anyway, these veterans live in the past. They can’t adapt to change, believing that their war strategies in the Southeast Asian wars would play out in Iraq.”


“Which veterans?”


“Regular grunts who served in Vietnam and those conducting peace time operations.”


“I don’t understand, please explain.”


“America’s wars of today are not like the wars fought in the past. In the old days, they focused on big muzzle movements, naval ships and big tanks for big ground defenses, you know what I mean? For example, before it was US against Germany or US against Vietnam where you’re raging war against a whole country. Whereas today, the wars are about fighting small insurgency groups like that in Iraq or that in the southern Philippines in Mindanao,” Daniel explained.


“So you can’t be using the same tactic used in the past to counter these small groups of terrorists. It’s a whole different ball game these days. The thing is we have this older generation of officers within the US military who can’t adapt to this change. That’s one of the reasons we fucked up the war in Iraq.

America’s wars of today have changed and the only way we’re going to win is to focus on low intensity conflict, irregular warfare, that’s what we call it.”


“So do you think the killing machine is adapting to this change?”


“Some are trying but it will take a very long time...”


“Changing the subject, sometimes I hear you say that some Filipino was brought in by medevac. How do you handle medical evacuation in Mindanao? How do you transport the wounded?” I asked.


“You mean the Filipino soldiers?”


“Yes.”


“AFP (meaning Armed Forces of the Philippines) take care of their own men unless someone is critical then they call us for support. That’s when we use our aircraft to transport the wounded to Villamor Air Base in Manila from Mindanao. And from there they’re taken to the hospital.”


“The Americans are not supposed to engage in the war there, right?”


“That’s correct unless we get shot at, then we can fire back. It’s self defense,” he said. “The war in Mindanao is not going to end you know. There is so much graft and corruption there.”


“Graft and corruption, amongst whom?”


“Amongst the AFP and the local politicians,” he replied. His food was now served. He ordered fish grilled in the open fire. Daniel likes to eat seafood. I ordered steamed shrimp as appetizer for both of us and deep fried crab with salt and pepper for my main course. In addition I asked for some green vegetables we call Chinese “kangkong” sautéed in garlic with fried rice for Daniel and I to share.


“The tangled webs we weave…” he announced out of the blue shaking his head smiling.


“Do you mean me?”


“Yes,” he answered.


“Why?”


“Oh, it just sounded good to say it,” he said laughing. “Are you aware of the recent kidnapping incident in Mindanao when members of the Red Cross were taken?”  


“I don’t read the papers but yes I’m aware of it. I know the expat who did part of the negotiation. The incident got him on TV. It was big news all over the world. Why do you ask?” I stated staring at Daniel’s face that was now becoming dimmer, his grave pain contained within. He shook his head lightly, contemplating with grief.


“What do you think these kidnappings are about?”


“Politics,” I said.


“And the money, what do you think happens to the money?”


“Arms, the rebels buy arms with the money,” I declared. 


I looked at Daniel and took a long deep breath. 


“God damn it! I’m going to get emotional now.”


“You? Emotional? Oh please tell me that’s not true,” he said teasing.


“Listen to me, grunt,” I implored him with tearful eyes. “You know how old I was when I had to sleep with the sound of gun shots in the background because I was in the middle of a war in Mindanao? I was 17. I’ve seen shit you wouldn’t believe. Why do you think I’ve become more defiant over the years?

Many years ago, Howard Marks asked me how much I knew about the underground, the drug cartel, espionage, etc…I said, the more I know the less I understand. And he told me, that is exactly how he feels.

In my old cell phone, there is a message which I keep to this day. It was sent to me by a man who I believe with all my heart is loyal to the US government, then and even now. He told me that in 2002, he flew a plane from Damascus to Baghdad with a man from Turkey who is an arms dealer. They went to see Uday, the son of Saddam Hussein. This is because the Turk, I mean the arms dealer, gave Uday a brand new Rolls Royce which was delivered in a truck.

I learned later that my friend was very close to the man from Turkey. For many years, this bothered me no end. I couldn’t understand it then. I couldn’t understand why a man serving the American government maintained a very close friendship with a man who sold arms to Saddam Hussein.

For so long this brought grief to my heart because I couldn’t see it. I thought there were only two sides to the coin,” I continued crying. “There are so many soldiers like you who believe that the wars are about choosing between right and wrong, between left and right. But it doesn’t work like that. It never did.  How can I help you understand?”


Daniel stared at me with a sadness I shall never be able to express. There was silence between us for a while, silence filled with blackness and torment. Meanwhile, my memory took me back to the distant past and I could see images of men shooting at each other in the killing fields. 



“Where do the rebels buy the arms, Marlene?” he asked suddenly.


“Somewhere not far from the Philippines, from a country populated by Muslims, but you know what? Do you really want to know what’s going on? Look at the goddamn guns and they will say made in the USA! Okay. Get it?” 


Daniel stared at me in disbelief. He looked as if the whole world had crashed on his shoulders. How painful it must be for him to come to this revelation, which had taken me so long to come to terms with. More than that, it has taken me many more years before I could gain the balance and the courage to speak of it.


“It comes around in full circle,” I said gently. “It’s just business. At the end of the day, some people must fill their bank accounts.”


 “Again, you and I are just pawns. We are nothing on earth.” 


Early morning, August 31, 2009, I sent this email to Caesar:


“The oracles told me that I am in real danger. This is the first time this has appeared in the tarot. The strange thing is, in my vision, I have seen what is about to unfold and I have given my warnings to the closest members of my family and friends in case something does happen to me. I didn’t share this revelation with the old lady seer. Nevertheless, she saw it in the cards when I saw her a few days ago.

She asked me if I am afraid. I said, my lower self is afraid but my higher self knows no fear. However, there are times when I do feel alone.”


He answered on the same day:


“Although you feel alone, you never are, despite what you think.”


I replied back to him and said:


“Thank you for your kind words. They bring me comfort.” 


“Wow. We’re getting more of these html codes embedded in our email exchanges. I’ve decided they’re not going to bother me anymore.”


Again, he replied:


“I have given up on the codes also.”


“I want you to know I am here for you always.”


On the evening of Tuesday, September 1, 2009, I sent one of the characters in this book this little story. He had left the country to go on his next mission. All I really wanted to do was give my best wishes to him, but instead this little tale emerged. I call it Magic.

Magic


Once upon a time, a little girl went searching for magic in the woods. She believed with all her little heart that there were magical creatures living there. Apparently, there was a little boy with a broken little heart doing the same. But he wasn't sure if there was magic in the forest. 


The little girl got there first and found a beautiful stream beaming with crystal clear water. The stream was abundant with amazing varieties of fish in all sorts of shapes and colors which she had only previously seen in her dreams. She stood before the stream, closed her eyes and whispered to the mighty goddess of the forest, "Dear lady, please let me see the fairies and the leprechauns." And she stood there with her eyes closed feeling her tiny heart with her right hand. She held on to this posture for the longest time, hoping and hoping that her wish would come true. She didn't know that many hours had passed. Then she heard some amazing sounds she’d never ever heard before. Suddenly, she opened her little brown eyes. And behold, there were 18 fairies singing and swaying, floating before her while 18 leprechauns danced around her with glee.


All of a sudden, she noticed the sad boy sitting by the tree. She said to him gently, "Why are you so sad?" The boy replied, "Because nobody understands me." "But I do," she answered and took the boys hand. "Close your eyes," she whispered in his ear, "I will show you magic." 


The two children stood side by side facing the divine stream. They held each other’s hands. The little girl closed her eyes as well and she prayed to the goddess of the forest once again, to bestow upon the boy, the same gift she had given her. The cheerful fairies continued to fly around the little girl and the little boy singing and sprinkling them with tiny bits of rainbow colored rose petals that glittered in the air like bright stars. The leprechauns danced and danced as happy as could be. There was magic, magic everywhere. But the little boy with the broken heart couldn’t see. He couldn’t hear either. More than that, he couldn’t feel anything beyond his broken heart. He didn't believe in magic you see. 


Suddenly, the little girl opened her eyes. "You must believe,” she whispered to the little boy whose eyes were still closed tight. And she kissed him ever so lightly on his cheek.

 "You must believe in magic," she whispered to him again while she held his hand.


 "Now open your eyes," she beckoned him. "There can you see them? Can you see the fairies and the leprechauns?" she asked him. 


A bright light shone on the boy’s angelic face. He rubbed his eyes and smiled the biggest smile. 


"Yes, I can see them!" he cried. Moreover, from that day forth the little boy’s broken heart was mended.



The End

Molly

September 1, 2009


The following day, I received a reply from my friend to whom I had sent the above short story. He said:


“What’s up chink? Why so nice? You're usually like the wicked witch from South East Asia but it's nice to know miracles do happen. I guess you can’t get Kinsale, Ireland out of your mind.

Your story sounds vaguely familiar to something that I once read when I was stationed in SE Asia about 16 years ago. I had to read it twice to understand the full meaning but I understand it now. The funniest thing happened after reading your silly fairy tale, my eyes leaked.

Thank you.

By the way, which one of you wrote it?”

I responded, “Molly, the child in me.”

All my life, I have tried my best to confront my fears. One of my fears was singing. I grew up as a little girl with both of my parents singing to us at night before we slept. Both my mother and father were gifted with great voices. Later on, my brother Freddie sang us to sleep at night singing beautiful folk songs while plucking his acoustic guitar. Eventually, his song “Anak”, which he composed and sang, became number one all over Asia and Europe. It has now been translated into over 40 languages.


I have over a dozen nephews and nieces. Add to that my sons Jason and Colby. They can all sing. Most of them can play at least one musical instrument, while a few can also compose music. Plus, by the time some of them were teenagers, they had already performed in some of the biggest venues abroad. The thing is none of them ever took vocal training or music lessons. They were born with music in their genes.


Many years ago, my brother Freddie told me that I had a beautiful voice which I didn’t know how to use. My brother in-law Abhe, one of the best guitar players in the Philippines, who is also gifted with a magical voice, said the same thing and repeatedly urged me to sing. I refused to do so, feeling that I could never measure up to the rest of my family. My father always insisted, “If you’re going to do something, make sure you do it better than the rest…” So I was forever afraid to sing knowing that I have a family that is so unforgiving when it comes to music. Then, three months ago something within me changed. I was at my brother’s club in Malate on a Sunday evening. Becca joined Steve and I at our table.  Abhe was performing solo on stage. Out of the blue, during his break, I told him I wanted to get up on stage and sing. 


So he called me during his next set and I sang one song while he played the guitar for me.  I screwed up terribly of course. However, after that I had a serious talk with him. I told him about my fear of singing and that now I had decided to confront it. I told him I wanted to learn how to use my voice. So I asked him to come to my home twice a week henceforth so he could play the guitar for me while I sang. 

I’d like to add that my family does not believe in singing lessons, saying that one loses one’s soul and freedom by taking lessons.

 “If you’re born with a good voice, just keep singing and your soul will bring you to the right path,” my brother would say. “If you take singing lessons, you end up becoming a pop musician with a voice so technically polished it is perfect for the box, void of purity and soul.” 


Apparently, Becca was stunned that I had the courage to get up on stage despite the fact that I’m not at all a singer. She was even more stunned that I could laugh at myself after my terrible performance. Ever since that night in Ka Freddie’s club, I’ve begun to sing twice a week at home with my brother in-law Abhe, learning to use my voice now for the past three months.


Last year, we celebrated Steve’s birthday in Bulan with over 80 guests who came to the party. Maegan and her band provided us with impressive live music. 


This year we decided to celebrate Steve’s birthday in Bulan again. So this time, I decided to perform accompanied by Abhe and Benjie Lumanlan, a master violin player who spent many years with the Philippine Philharmonic Orchestra. I also asked Becca to come and perform. She was backed up by one guitarist and a keyboard player. In addition, I asked Maegan to perform with her band again. I was the first performer, followed by Becca and her group.


Bulan was crowded that evening. The house could easily sit 75 people on the ground floor plus 18 chairs around the bar and 12 more in the mezzanine. Bulan was full with many people standing. All my closest friends were there, Alwin, Paulie, Celest, Carol and Dr. Jun Javier who has been such a soul brother to me since the mid 80’s. I don’t ever remember asking for Jun’s help, without him running to my rescue each and every time. He is one of the most giving souls I know.



My friend Mita Ong, who I don’t see often but who is dear to me, was also there that evening. She started out as my client and we grew to become friends as the years passed. She told me, “When I first saw you, I knew you would do something good for the Philippines.” Ever since she has supported my entire range of book projects promoting Philippine art and culture. 


The poet Alice Bernal was also present in Bulan that night. The first sight of her gave me the vision of an angel coming down from heaven to bring me light. I loved her from the first moment we met.


Steve’s colleagues from the Asian Development Bank were headed by Susan Francisco and the Filipino staff who work in the same department. There were also a number of expats, professional staff from the bank, Tony Gill, Jeremy Guthrie, Armin Bauer and his wife, Craig and Min Sugden, Brian MacDonald and Graham and Amy Settle.


There were also a number of visual artists at the party that night, headed by master watercolorists Rafael “Popoy” Cusi and Jun Martinez along with Roland Santos, Vic Bachoco, Abu, Nik Masangcay, Dems de la Cruz and Isagani Fuentes. I have thus far published coffee table books for the art of Popoy, Jun, Roland and Nik. And soon, I will also publish the coffee table books featuring the artworks of Dems, Abu, Vic and Isagani. 


So that evening, I got up on stage, accompanied by Abhe and Benjie and I sang in front of over a hundred people and finally conquered my fear. 


Before I left the house that day, I emailed Caesar and wrote:


“I’m performing in Bulan tonight. If I screw up, I will shoot myself.”


The next day, I emailed Caesar and said:


“I did great! It was amazing!”


After the show, I sent Becca a text message and I said, "Thank you, Bex. You are beautiful."


She replied and said:


"I thank you more than I can say. You brought out the best in me. I am forever grateful. And you are magic, a beautiful creation of magic. I am happy. And I love you so."


Becca has a beautiful singing voice but she's afraid to face the crowd. I am not afraid to face the audience although I believe that I have yet to learn how to use my voice as my brother commented. That takes a lot of practice and requires some time to learn. Anyway, I told her that if I can get up in front of an audience, to confront my fear and sing, then she can do the same thing. 


So to further confront our fears, I accepted singing at a dinner show entitled Soul Sisters featuring Becca and I at the Hobbit House on Friday, October 23, 2009 with my niece Maegan Aguilar as guest performer. The show sold out. 

“Aren’t you afraid?” asked Becca.


“Not really. Anyway, fear turns me on,” I responded laughing. “No, I’m not afraid. Just have fun with it Becca. Life is too short, tomorrow it’s even shorter.”


Two days after the warm and wonderful evening we all shared in Bulan, I received this article from Alice Bernal which she posted in her multiply and facebook blog. She sent it to me via email. She calls it, The enigma in the phoenix called Marlene Aguilar.
The enigma in the phoenix called Marlene Aguilar
A close encounter in the looking glass outside of my rabbit hole

There is but once in a lifetime, a chance of raising the eye level to the reflection in the mirror and finding there- staring at you from below the surface of the rabbit hole, a reflection of the unknown  self waiting to be found.

This unknown self juxtaposes in yours, living out the parallel existence of yet another in divergent path that crosses when the learning is required of an evolving spirit.

Such was this chance meeting I had with Marlene whose strong presence it was that made me look further deep within the mirror of myself to see images of the vista of humanity in her talking eye...  and so then I have thus begun to understand the profundities of this soul’s movements from its very core

I cannot explain the friendship forged between Marlene and me despite the seeming theory at variance with our lifestyles, but suffice it to say that we keep in our hearts - utmost respect for each other’s own uniqueness and the variant degrees of its manifestations thereof.

Marlene Aguilar is widely traveled and schooled in the University of the Philippines, Diliman and Worcester State College in Massachusetts. She has published 11 coffee table books promoting Philippine Art and Culture, garnering awards and citations here and abroad; and now has finally written her powerful first novel: “Warriors of Heaven” which will be formally launched in The Cultural Center of the Philippines on the 21st of November.

I quote Marlene: 

“I began writing this book, August 23, 2008. These are only fractions of the actual events of my life from July 25, 2007 to the present day; that is those elements that I am at liberty to share.”   

“If your mind is locked away within the rules of society, religion and other institutions, please do not buy this book.  You will not get it.  But if you have wondered what it’s like to have freedom of mind and spirit, then this book might set you free.”

I also quote here a book review from Inday Espina-Varona, editor-in-chief of Philippine Graphic:

“...after reading all these revelations, people will love Marlene or hate her, mock her or revere her. But she will never ever bore them.”

“When pressed for my own review, I can only manage to say one word that contains the entirety of her compelling novel: “Explosive!”

One has just got to read it to know why.”


On September 5, 2009, I received this text message from her.

“Just been to anticipated mass in the chapel here today and I prayed for more guidance for you. You are so loved and blessed by God.”


Monday, September 7, 2009, I had dinner with Becca and Steve. We went to Diamond Hotel in Malate and after that we went to Hobbit House along M.H. del Pilar Street. 


When we walked in to Hobbit House, we saw the Irish owner of the pub, Jim Turner, sitting at the corner of the bar quietly drinking his beer. Steve, Becca and I decided to sit three tables away from the center of the stage.  


That night Becca and I had a serious talk. 


“Do you think you’re ready to tell your story?” I asked her gently. “I wouldn’t push you to do it. You have to believe it is the right thing for you to do and that you’re ready. Otherwise, don’t do it.”


She smiled the warmest most beautiful smile and said, “I’m ready to talk sister. I wanted to do it when I was 16 but didn’t know how…”


“I became the confidante of your cousin Merle Fernandez,” I stated. “Over the years, she told me stories. She never said anything directly but I could sense the dread in her heart. I think this is what has driven the members of your family to be so loving, so giving, so brave, so pure and true but on the other hand you’re all so fiercely volatile. In addition, there is this self destructive mechanism within the psyche of many members of your family. In most cases, children who were pushed to the extreme have this kind of intensity as adults.”

I would like to add that Becca’s first cousin Merle Fernandez is one of my dearest friends, one of my soul mates. She is the older sister of Rudy Fernandez who became the number one action movie star in the country and who passed away last year. Merle, during her time, was also a very famous movie star. 

I can’t put into words how much I love and admire Becca, not only for the purity of her heart, the light that she continuously gives to those around her but also for her bravery despite the deep torment she keeps buried in her heart. I dream so much to see her free. I pray the heavenly forces will grant her freedom from her agony.


Meanwhile, a very close friend of mine told me that she was contacted by representatives of a leading political party in the Philippines asking if they could meet with us. They want us to support one of the leading presidential candidates in the next election. She told them, "I can't decide for Marlene Aguilar. I must speak to her."


I emailed Caesar about this right away. I told him:


“I am known in the visual arts community. But I am a nobody in the political community so why would they care about me? I wish we could talk. I feel I am entering unknown territory. The words of the oracles are coming true. What do I do? Help me.”


Here below is the commander’s reply.


“You are becoming more important daily. Although you think you are just part of the visual arts community, you are more than that. You represent independence, diversity, versatility, and so much more. Any community, be it political or whatever, would do well to have your support.”


September 9, 2009, I received here below another email from Alice.

“Marlene dear,

 


As promised, today am breezing through internet to find you in Facebook. It is regrettably to no avail with so many clones without profile photos yet, but I think I was able to chance upon a pseudonym in multiply.
 


I have not been really active in these prolific social sites, as I have been both getting a life and working on options; as a result I have been kept busy living life in perpetual hiatus, amongst other things. 
 


There are writers like you who have natural charisma and who thrive in the wonderful company of kindred spirits and there are writers like me who find creativity in solitude and then there are writers I know who are neither here nor there...
 


I will get to bed early tonight and read your final chapter. I cannot show the impressive invitation to your book launch to my Mom who may be incredulous to find I am labeled as a poet. 

My Mom and I years back were with a friend who is a multi-awarded poet at a book launch and he was asked in an interview by a noted columnist if he thinks of himself as a poet. My friend was quick to reply that - well, he was and still is working on it.
 


So you see, I have no right to claim that I am...mine is of divine insistence, I find myself writing "Ruah Elohim", I suppose it is why another good friend, the famed European poet and publicist gave me my penname "Juanita" after Saint John of the Cross.  I have yet to acknowledge this and hone my skills, preferring to remain in anonymity...
 


I will find time to check your website hopefully tomorrow.  Meantime your book cover blows the mind...if it were poetry it would have been surreal yet palpable... one that defies imagination yet pierces the core of heart where you story unfolds...
 

Ciao my dear friend,

Alicia”
 


September 9, 2009, the same day, here was my reply to Alice.


“Darling Alice,


 When I attended Worcester State College in Massachusetts, I chose Media as my minor degree. One semester, I wanted to enroll in an acting class. The professor, Ann Marie Shae, insisted that she would only take 18 students. In addition, she demanded that the students take the prerequisite to her class. This was another course she taught which prepared her students for the acting class. She also demanded that she interview each student before she accepted them on the course.


So I decided to join the long line to be interviewed by her. I wanted to take her acting class. Of course I didn't take the prerequisite course. There was a very long line because she was a famous teacher in that college. So many students wanted to attend her class. 


Finally, I found myself sitting in her office. When she realized that I had not taken her prerequisite class, she totally freaked out. 


Pissed off, her face turned red instantly. She yelled at me and said, "How dare you sit in this room! What makes you think you're an actress?"


I held my position in my chair, held my head up high and politely answered, "I never thought for one moment that I wasn't..." 


After these words came out of my mouth, the enraged woman calmed right down, smiled at me and stood up from where she sat. Then she walked toward me, shook my hand and said to me gently, "You’re accepted. See you in my class."


I became Ann Marie Shae's favorite acting student that semester. She told us she wanted to keep the video tapes of my work in her class filed in the school library.


The point, my dear Alice is, you are either a poet or you are not. I say that you are.

Loving you infinitely, 

Marlene”


September 10, 2009, Alice replied. She stated:

“Marlene dear,

 


I salute the sage in you, this is a most inspiring anecdote and so with your kind permission, I hope to share this in my blog.

 


If being a poet means being true to oneself, then I suppose, I am...

 


You are really something else!

 

Love,

Alicia”

September 23, 2009, I emailed Caesar. I wrote:


“I’m scared.”


“Tell me why,” he responded.


“I am afraid there are those around me who want to use me for their personal gain, human nature, I suppose. I am only one person. I fear losing my balance in the process,” I emailed Caesar. 


Friday, 25 September, Caesar sent me this email.


“I so wish we could talk openly. Anyway, you have to realize peoples' nature. If you are familiar with Maslow's “hierarchy of needs”, most of us are at the bottom or midway. You are the only person I know that has achieved the highest level of self-actualization. That's another reason you are so special.”

My reply to the warrior who holds the celestial sword of fire:


“Yes I know about Abraham Maslow's theory of self-actualization. The thing is we were born naked and with nothing. We will leave the earth just the same. Still, people commit such hideous deeds in the name of greed and dominance. Heaven help us. 


I have a question. You have my gift of sight. It's there inside you. Are your senses growing? Hold on, that's not the right question actually. The right question should be are you allowing your senses freedom?”

“I don't know that I am. I wish you were here to help me. I do so much better with your presence,” was Caesar’s reply.




On September 24, 2009, I received this email from Gabriel.




“I may never leave the box but I will leave the army tomorrow at 10:00 am. They will have a retirement ceremony for me on a cold and rainy parade field. So on Friday, 10:00 am, I will sign out of the Army on Terminal Leave (poetic statement). Then I come home and pack my uniforms away. 


The devil on earth says he may never leave the box. I think he means that he left the army only to join another box. Notice the smile at the end of his statement. I believe that this symbolizes that he’s happy to be where he’s going next. 



On the morning of Saturday, September 26, 2009, Steve, Maya, Maya's friend L.A. and I were in the Grandia heading towards the usual Starbucks outlet down the street from Blue Ridge. L.A. is a 10 year old sweet-natured girl who spends the weekends with us while her mother is away working in Japan. She is the daughter of Irene Radin, my Brother Tony’s partner. The two girls sat side by side in the back of the vehicle behind my seat.

It was raining like crazy and some of the streets were flooded. This delighted Maya to no end.

“I want to play in the flood! This is so cool,” she exclaimed.  


“Look at the car swimming in the water, Mommy!” she declared happily pointing to a car on the other side of the road that was barely making it through the high waters, its wheels totally submerged in the flood. L.A. giggled in the back amused at Maya’s behavior towards the extremely bad weather we were experiencing.


I didn’t realize Typhoon Ondoy had attacked the Philippines that morning. Its winds ripped through the country at 100 miles per hour, bringing about a month’s rainfall to Metro Manila, causing the worst flooding in the country in over two decades and devastating many areas. The fierce storm forced the evacuation of hundreds of thousands of people, leaving many homeless and taking many lives. 

I believe that the damage caused by the storm is Mother Nature’s way of purging and settling karmic accounts. When I was a teenager, I used to go to the mountains of Montalban located east of where I live. I would find myself the same special spot each time meditating there for long periods of time. At that time the place was abundant with trees and all sorts of greenery and animals. The magical river was home to many water creatures, shells and fish. Now most of this area has been converted into housing projects, devastating the mountain all together and killing most of its natural life. When will we realize that when mankind takes from Mother Nature, she will take from him in return? Didn’t you know that if you take care of Mother Earth, she will take care of you in return?

Meanwhile, I sent Alice a text message.

“Good morning, dear Alice. With your permission, may I submit the blog you wrote on me to the press for the promotion of my book, Warriors of Heaven? Thank you so much.”


She replied at once.



“My dear friend Marlene,


I have written that with all sincerity for one whom I have respect for – the consummate artist that you are. I have received much favorable feedback from many who think well of you. You may do as you wish with this humble gift from a fellow traveler in life. I just need to know that attention is paid more deservedly to you.”


I replied back to her.



“I am touched by your kindness and support. I thank you from the deepest part of my heart. Loving you, Marlene”


She responded.



“We all have a purpose in life…You have been a blessing too, in mine. God is good.”



Do you remember Chris? He was in the Balkans when I wrote about him in Warriors of Heaven. He was with the British Special Forces and part of his impressive curriculum vitae was included in my book. I want to tell you now how I met him. Many years ago, he came to my home for dinner. He was accompanied by Larry, an American friend of mine who took his masters degree in business from Harvard University after graduating from Cornell. During that evening Larry and Chris discussed the future of the Philippine military.  


Not long after, I received a phone call from another friend.


“You are under surveillance by the US Embassy,” he told me.


I asked, “Why?”



“Because you had dinner with an arms dealer in your home...”



I responded, “Just because I had dinner with an arms dealer doesn’t mean I’m selling arms! No crime was committed.”

September 23, 2009, I received an email from Chris. He sent me a message entitled, “The real story on Swine Flu”. 


Upon opening the email, I couldn’t make anything out of his long message. So I replied to him immediately and stated:



“Hi Chris. Look below. Is this really what you sent me?”
Content-Type: image/gif

Content-Transfer-Encoding: base64

Content-ID: <=3B5.1535173215@web44810.mail.sp1.yahoo.com>=3B

Content-Disposition: attachment=3B filename=3D"mime-attachment.gif"
= 

R0lGODlhUgOCAucAAAAAAAAOEAgQDgcWFhMLChYRDRYZGQAeIh0gGgcmJgMuMQc1NRUpKRw= vMBY2 NikFACUQCiIdHDYFADUXDiQjGycmJiYyLCY4ODEtLDg0KTc1NQA8QxM+QitCPAdFRgROUAV= YWhhG

RhVMUhdYWAJdYRRgXwlmZgB4eRdpaRBvcB1wbRhxcSVISCdQTShXVzhHRzJSTjRYWCZdYTF= jXCJt

bSZsciJxbipycjVpaTFucTh0aTZ6ekYFAEoWCVgGAFgXB1AlGEY6LUE8PFk3LVU/N3IMAG0= 5LUlE


The above is only a very small fraction of what came in by email. Here is Chris’ reply, which I received from him within a few minutes of my inquiry. 


“No, that’s not what I sent. It’s been scrambled.

Chris”


He sent me the same message once more and again it was scrambled. On his third attempt, his email finally came through. Here are the contents of Chris’ email. I would like to add that the attachments came with www.NidoKidos.Org on each page. 



Apparently, here is the real story behind swine flu according to Chris’s email. 
Odds of…

#death by assault in your lifetime 











331/1
#death by falling















250/1



#death by firearm














325/1
#death by poison














1,400/1
#death in a car crash














5,000/1
#death by choking on food or something else 








5,000/1
#death by drowning














9,000/1
#death by murder














20,000/1
#death by lightning














71,000/1
#death by dog attack














137,000/1
#death in the bathtub














807,000/1
#death by a flood














713,000/1
#death by falling out of bed












2,000,000/1
#being killed in a terrorist WMD attack (WMD, weapons of mass destruction) 
6,000,000/1
1,154 people died worldwide due to Swine Flu  





Odds 
8,000,000/1
Yup, that’s right. You are at a greater risk from drowning in a bath tub.
Some beneficiaries

-Drug Companies – more medications sold

-Doctors – patients with mild cold will not “take any chances”

-Medical Institutions

-Media – more interest = more sales

- Some politicians

ONLY TREATMENT – Tamiflu which is also the only treatment for bird flu.
Only license for Oseltamivir (Tamiflu) is to Gilead Sciences Inc.

Roche – manufactures it under license Patent protection till 2016

TAMIFLU

-USA ordered 25m doses

-Total cost $2Bn ($80 per course)

-65 governments have ordered

-Orders to 2008 – 200 million



Chairman of Gilead Sciences Inc. since 1997 to 2001 who held major stocks was Donald Rumsfeld, former USA Secretary of Defense.

-Bush authorized $1.7 Bn to fight bird flu – 14% went to Gilead Inc.
-Gilead shares rose 700% since 2005 (when stock markets fell 40%)

-Total revenue for 2nd quarter 2009 up 29% over 2008

-Net income for 2nd quarter 2009 = $571.4m ($434m 2008)
-Royalties from Roche ($78.8 m)

-10% of every vaccine to Rumsfeld

So let’s understand…

-Every month 50,000 people die from AIDS in South Africa

-Every day nearly 1,600 people die from AIDS

-Every year 80,000 die of TB

Because the Powers don’t make money from treating AIDS, TB, measles and malnutrition…


Chris’ email on swine flu ends here.



The advance copies of my book, Warriors of Heaven arrived on the 16th of September from Hong Kong. On the 18th of September, I received an email from Frederick Lo who has taken charge of my printing needs for many years. Below are my email exchanges with Fred. His narrative is in italics.

Dear Marlene,


How are you doing? I guess you must be very busy with your coming book launch. I just read the first chapter of the book. I was impressed.
 

Congratulations! As your book title says, you're a warrior of heaven. By the way, you must have a sweet voice like your brother.
 

Talk to you soon.
 
Best regards,
 
Frederick Lo

September 19, 2009

“Dear Fred,


Wow! I'm surprised that you read my book, amazing. Thank you!


Yes, I am very busy. You know about my brother Freddie?


Actually, my cosmic sister Becca and my niece Maegan are having a dinner show at the Hobbit House in Manila next month entitled, ‘Soul Sisters’.

Marlene”
Dear Marlene.


When I was young, Freddie Aguilar was my idol. He was very popular in Hong Kong. We heard his song over the radio. But during that time to buy an LP would have cost a lot of money.

  


Have a successful concert. It sounds fantastic. I will be there in spirit. I hope to hear you sing in Hong Kong someday.
 

Best regards,
 

Frederick Lo


P.S.  Your book sits on the table near my bed ready for me to read before I go to sleep.


My email exchanges with Frederick Lo stops here.



Sunday, September 27, 2009, while having dinner at the Gran Caffe Cassanova, I spoke to my bodyguard Mark Hauser on the phone. He had arrived suddenly from his trip in Europe. When he left, he told me that he wouldn’t be back until the end of December. But for some strange reason, he returned much sooner than expected. I should tell you at this point that Mark’s mentor is Chris who is still in the Balkans, apparently. 



Upon his return Mark has been ever increasingly concerned about my safety. Here is a fraction of my conversation with him that night. His narrative is in italic.



“You need another bodyguard Ma’am. I’m good but I’m not good enough. There are people who want to harm you.”



“I’m not hiring another bodyguard Mark. That’s out of the question. How long did you spend with Chris while you were away?”



“We traveled by train from Scotland to England Ma’am.”



“Chris brainwashed you then.”



“No Ma’am. Why can’t you see that your safety has become ever more delicate? You could seriously get hurt. Do you not believe you’re in danger?”


“Yes, I do.”



“Then why won’t you listen?”



“Because even an entire army couldn’t protect me, if heaven wills it that I should perish.”


Early morning, Wednesday, September 30, 2009, Caesar sent me this email.


“I have just finished both chapters you sent me. They are great.  Chapter two brings up many ideas and thoughts that will enlighten readers about the life of a military man. I hope they will realize that not all military men are that way but many are.


It is interesting how you ended Chapter two when Daniel states that without principles, he has nothing. I believe that many military men feel that way. I was not happy with some of my comments in the chapters. Not that they weren't good. I just realized I typed too fast and formed incongruent sentences or had grammatical errors. Sorry, it must be my OCD (obsessive compulsive disorder) kicking in.


I love the way you blend historical data with anecdotal information and perceptions. You will cause a lot of people to do some thinking. I do agree, however, that someone with the desire and time can figure out who your characters are. Keep writing. It is so interesting.”


Here was my reply.


“Ha Ha! I swear you're OC behavior makes me laugh. Well you can send the chapters back to me with your corrections, how about that Mr. OC?

You know I really wanted to bring the world of military men closer to people through this book, Tales of the Black Widow. The rest of the world is so angry over America's war in Iraq. People end up loathing the soldiers who fought there. I think that is so unfair. I find it a brutal crime that the Vietnam veterans also suffered so greatly as soldiers in ‘Nam. And yet later they had to face the ignorance, the cruelty and the judgment of the American people for their actions in that war. I hope my book will help enlighten people.

I come from the cultural community of the Philippines. I believe that my readers, my following come from a totally different world. For example, there are authors writing about the killing machine like Ralph Peters who was conceived, born and bred from the same box. Therefore, his perspective as far as I’m concerned is so limited. The readers he attracts come from the same frame of thought. In that sense his writing is incestuous. On the other hand, there are American journalists traveling to Iraq interviewing grunts and later writing about it. But an American journalist talking to service men in the Middle East is talking to the face of the soldiers, the soldiers who are slaves of the killing machine. 

However, I believe I’m not only confronting the soldier but the other parts of his psyche as well. Moreover, since I’m not American I hope to offer another point of view.



Thank you so much for your insights. Your opinion matters so much to me.”


Here was the commander’s reply which I received the following day.

“I agree with you completely. You bring a unique, unbiased, perspective that allows others to see a different point of view. It is quite refreshing.

And I don't really consider myself OC, although everyone disagrees with me. Ha ha!”

At this point, I would like to tell you about my cosmic children. I have several soul brothers and sisters. As well, I have a number of soul sons and daughters. We share some things in common, my soul partners and me. We are all free in mind and spirit. We sneer upon man-made rules and the structures of society, religion and other institutions that continue to endanger the existence of mankind and the earth. We all shine from within the core of our being. We are not blinded by materialism. We have all suffered tragic experiences as children. In that respect we are all broken toys.


 
I share a very intense relationship with each and every one of my soul partners. I share a very deep bonding with each of them that goes beyond the here and now.

 
One of my soul daughters is Melissa Moore. She studied at Brent International School in Manila, which is where both my sons Jason and Colby met her.


Melissa, who calls me ‘Tita Mom’, is gifted with an unbelievable mind and deep passion for the arts and music. Her aura is so brilliant, resonating beauty, compassion and love from within the center of her being. I believe this is what makes her breathtakingly attractive within and without.


One morning, Melissa walked into my old home along Cliff Drive in Blue Ridge. It was the year 1998. I believe she was 19 years old then. Upon seeing her, I instantly felt deep love for her soul, a soul which I have always known. We ended up sitting across from each other at the round table in my terrace facing the mountains of Rizal province.


“You contain great pain inside you,” I told her gently with tears in my eyes. “Something so tragic and violent happened to you. You must let it go. You must give it to the wind. Otherwise, it will own you.”



After these words, she got up and ran to the bathroom. I followed her and found her shaking and crying without control, standing in front of the mirror. I held her like a mother would hold her daughter trying to protect her. I can’t describe in words the special bonding I have with Melissa. But she did confide in me her darkest secrets and we were inseparable after that day. We spent countless, magical hours of truth just talking and sharing each other’s lives. I counseled her to the best of my abilities as if she were my own child.



“It’s so unfair this relationship we have,” she told me softly one day as she walked into my living room.



I asked, “Why?”



“You give me so much and I feel I don’t give you anything in return,” she answered sadly.



“Oh honey,” I said. “Can’t you see that as you heal, I’m also healing myself?”



On weekends, she would come and pick me up and we would go out to dinner at Le Souflle’ Restaurant which was then located at the Greenbelt area in Makati City. Before and after our meals, we would sit at the circular bar, drinking, talking, laughing and having a great time. After which Melissa would go on partying with her friends and stay out all night. I would go home. One night after dinner, we sat in the back of my car heading towards a club where she was meeting her peers.


“Tita come with me,” she stated.



“No. Jason is going to be there and I would embarrass him if I were to walk into that club with you.”



“That’s not true,” she whined. “Our friends think you’re so cool. Jason wouldn’t mind at all. Please Tita come with me, please...”


“No. I don’t think it’s right,” I insisted.



The following day, I had this conversation with Jason. He called her Missy.


“Why didn’t you come with Missy to the club?” he asked.



“Because I didn’t want to rain on your parade.” 



“I don’t care about that. Plus, you’re not like any other Mom.”



Melissa left the Philippines to live in the US the following year. Since then we have seen each other only once and for a very brief period of time. Once in a while I would receive emails from her, and once she wrote:



“The time I spent with you gave me strength which I hold on to during times of pain…”



Last year, during the month of December Melissa and her younger brother Ryan came to Manila for a 10 day vacation from L.A. This time she and I were able to spend some quality time together. We went to Bulan for dinner soon as she arrived. This was the first time we were seeing each other after several years. How happy I was to see my beautiful cosmic child.


“It feels like time didn’t pass between us,” she stated gently, eyes beaming like a star.



“That’s because in spirit, we are always connected. Time is irrelevant.”



“You know I tried to see you the last time I was here…”



“Don’t worry about the past. You didn’t need to see me then. You do now. The time is ripe. You are facing a crossroad. Leave California. Go live your own life away from your family. It is not good for you to stay where you are. Listen to your inner voice,” I said.


“You can’t save your father. He has chosen his path. He has lived his life. Now you must follow your own destiny,” I added.


The following evening, Melissa came to my home with her brother Ryan. This was the first time I had met her only sibling whom I find as exceptional in mind as Melissa is. In addition, his soul shines from within, as bright as his sister’s. We all had a wonderful dinner together in my garden, drinking red wine all night. They stayed until past two in the morning. Both brother and sister share an intense bonding born out of their violent homes and their sheer will to protect one another. It is magic. That evening, we shared the most magical time talking and sharing our hearts and minds so openly, it fed my soul beyond belief.


Before they returned home to America, I saw Melissa and Ryan once more. We had dinner at the Le Soufflé restaurant located in Fort Bonifacio, Taguig City.  That evening, Ryan told me that he had met this girl as he was coming down the elevator prior to meeting us that night. The girl’s name is Tanya and she is the twin sister of their friend in California. I told Ryan about his future with the girl whom he had just met hours before. I told him that they will become lovers. In addition, I told him that she will play a very important role in his life. Plus, she will bring magic into his ailing heart. Remember, I am clairvoyant.


On the evening of August 31st, 2009, I received a bag of gifts containing a book and a DVD of the documentary entitled, Man on Wire from Ryan. The presents were delivered by Tanya who also sent me this note.





“Ryan really wanted me to give this to you personally. I would have loved to meet you. But unfortunately my schedule doesn’t permit many things these days. The reason why Ryan wanted me to see you was so I could tell you that we had a lovely love story together. Everything you told him and shared with him climaxed with me being at the end of his trip. Our love was just so beautiful and so inspiring. He said knowing this would make you happy.”

Tanya Escaler



Ryan sent me this note that came with the gifts.


“I thank you and Steve for your warmth and kindness. Meeting you was a blessing and the encounter I had with you forever made an impact on me. I wanted to share this book which I read on the way home to LA from Manila and DVD which inspires me to no end.



The girl who is delivering these gifts is an incredible artist Marlene. She helped finish the loving work you started. She helped open me up.



Thank you, Marlene.



I never had the slightest idea nor ever imagined the love you would play in my life.

Forever your soul son,

Ryan Moore”.

Finally, I would like to tell you about my vacation to Europe. I’ve wanted to write about it but I was not compelled to do so until now. We left the Philippines on Qatar Airways to Qatar and then on to London. We stayed in the West of England and from there traveled to Wales and also spent five days in Kinsale, Cork County, the gourmet capital of southern Ireland. The latter is not part of the United Kingdom. 

We arrived in Heathrow, June 30, 2009, hired a car and drove to a Radisson Hotel located near the airport and stayed there overnight. The following morning after breakfast, we headed to the West Country and checked into a nice country hotel in Bradford upon Avon.


We come to England once a year when our daughter Maya is on vacation from the International School in Manila. Steve and I have traveled to many places and decided many years ago to stay away from large hotels and main tourist destinations. We choose to stay in boutique hotels that offer a more private setting and personalized service.


Last year, we stayed in an ancient house built in the 1200’s located in a quaint town called Monkton Combe. We had wanted to stay in a self-catering place but we were not able to find decent accommodation that would suit our needs. Luckily this year Steve found Widbrook Grange.

We all woke up around 7am the next day. Maya stood by the window in her white long cotton gown inspecting the outside world.


“Mommy! Mommy! Bambi! Bambi is out there. Look! Look!” she shrieked looking out the window pointing to a doe.


“And little bunnies, little bunnies are following Bambi,” she yelled pointing to a family of rabbits hopping up and about. “And big birds,” she yelled some more pointing to a pair of pheasants looking for food on the thick grass. “And white birds,” she continued, pointing to white doves perched on top of the fence.


Later that morning, we went to our favorite place to eat called the Bathampton Mill where we ate almost every night the last time we were in England last year. When we got to the restaurant, Steve and I chose a seat by the window, where we could see two large weeping willows outside, an old apple tree abundant with fruits, maple trees and pine trees while several children Maya’s age ran around with glee. Maya asked permission to play outside.


“Just don’t go far,” I implored her. “I must be able to see you where you are because if I can’t see you, then I will worry. This means, you must always be able to see me too. If you can’t see me anymore, then you’ve gone too far.”  She happily agreed to my terms.


I sat facing Steve having our lunch, constantly looking out the window watching over Maya. I sent Howard Marks a text message.


“I’m staying in a hotel at Bradford upon Avon. Any chance we can meet each other?”.

He replied, “Two weeks ago I sent you an email saying I am out of the country. Did you not get it?”


“No, I didn’t get the email. Didn’t you get a failure notice that your email didn’t get through?”


He answered, “No.”


“I’m going to Wales anyway and will visit Francesca for two nights. I hope to meet you in the UK after I return to England from my trip to Cork.”


Early the following morning, we picked up Steve’s mother Vanda from her home after which we went food shopping at Tesco’s. I wanted to cook lunch for everyone when we reached our destination. Then we were off to see Francesca. The natural scenery I saw from England to Wales reminded me so much of Massachusetts. This brought me beautiful memories of tears and laughter, joy and pain. Along the way, I continued to text Francesca updating her on our approach. 

At around 11am, we reached the destination in Wales. I saw Francesca standing by the door, anxious. We had never met each other in person before. Yet the bonding that we have for each other was so immediate and so intense. I rushed out of the car to meet her and embraced her ever so tightly, overwhelmed by the love we felt for each other.

“Would you like anything to drink, coffee, tea…?” Francesca offered with the sweetest voice.


“I want orange juice,” Maya replied. Our hostess disappeared and came back at once.


“Maya, you have to wait a little bit for your juice. I will go to the store and get you some,” Francesca stated.


“Let me go with you,” I suggested. So Francesca and I walked two blocks to get to the store so she could buy Maya orange juice. This was the first time we ever spoke in person and in private.


“I am happy beyond words you’re here,” she said.


“Me too…”


“My father loves you, you know…”


“And I love him. Because your father and I are each others soul consort. We have shared many lives together. Our cosmic bonding is very intense.”


“In my opinion, the two of you are the greatest warriors of heaven. Isn’t that amazing? And I love you both.”


“Francesca, the love we feel for each other was decided in heaven since time immemorial. I am bonded to you like I am bonded to your father. It is cosmic.” 


In a few minutes we reached the little convenient store servicing Francesca’s neighborhood. She bought a box of orange juice for Maya. When we returned to her home, I rushed into the kitchen, chopping all sorts of vegetables and chicken for our lunch. I served my new extended family fried rice, Filipino noodles and Korean style marinated chicken. We all ate happily together although I sense our hostess was a bit overwhelmed with four guests all at once in her company. Steve, Maya and Vanda returned to England after our meal.


Francesca and I sat in the dining area facing the garden for what seemed to me an eternity. We talked like we had been missing each other all our lives. To me, Francesca is beautiful within and without. She is around 5’6” tall with brown and wavy hair that reaches below her shoulders. She has an oval face, Celtic looking with very soft features. Steve says she has the appearance of an Edwardian fairy. She speaks with the sweetest voice emanating from her magical spirit, and shining like a bright star from within. She is clairvoyant like me and in one with the forces of the cosmic galaxies. What a beautiful soul she has. In addition, she possesses an exceptional mind. However, the curse that comes with a gift like that is the fact that, like her father, she will find only a handful of people in this world who could begin to understand the complexity of her mind and her spirit. 


Francesca keeps herself in great shape by teaching yoga lessons. Like me, she doesn’t recommend hot flow yoga. She says this discipline goes against the grain of Eastern yoga discipline. It was invented by the Americans some 25 years ago. I cannot understand why anyone would think inducing heat while doing yoga or meditating for that matter should be good for anyone. It goes against the natural flow of things. This is probably why in Fitness First in Eastwood City; I notice that the unhealthiest and the most miserable looking people pool together to join the hot flow yoga class. They are birds of the same feather. These people are terribly unhappy because they are so disconnected from the natural world.

Francesca and I stayed in the same place for hours laughing and talking and talking some more. I felt heaven had come down to bless our souls filling the room with magic and our hearts with immense joy.  At around 5.30pm, she asked, “What would you like to do?”


“I want to go to a pub.”


“Oh there is this place my father likes. It is next to the lake where Merlin and King Arthur lived…”


“Oh wow, I’d definitely like to see that,” I replied excited. 


Later she and I took a cab that brought us to the Prince of Wales.  When we got there, the place was crowded with several people drinking their beers and cocktails in the open outside of the building. Oh how strange it felt to be the only Asian woman in a sea of white folks. Anglos don’t ever know what to make of me. “Are you Hawaiian? Tahitian? American Indian? Mexican? Chinese? Thai?” People would normally ask. 

Francesca and I entered the pub where I ordered a bottle of cabernet sauvignon for us to share. After that, we stepped outside to join the crowd carrying with us the bottle of wine along with two goblets. 


“Oh this is so exiting,” she uttered. “Everyone is staring at you. I wish my father was here.” 


In my mind, I thought I’d become a tourist attraction for the Welsh. But I love the Welsh. They are so gentle natured and in this part of the country, they are pure. No wonder Howard Marks still comes back.

From where Francesca and I sat, I could see the magnificent lake where Merlin and King Arthur lived many centuries ago. It was alive with all kinds of spells and creatures and forces of good and evil abound even to this very day. Later on, the skies became dark, the sun said farewell to the earth and gave way to the divine moon to cast her radiance upon the earth. The moon decided to display her imperial presence right before Francesca and me, hovering directly above us, facing us. 

“Do you see, Marlene?” Francesca asked excited, staring up above directly ahead of us. “Look up there. That is Merlin’s moon.”


I could never explain in words how magical Merlin’s moon is. However, I will tell you that until that evening, never have I seen the moon as captivating, as bewitching and as mysterious in all my life and in all my travels. The wizard has permanently cast his mystical spell upon the Welsh moon, creating a wild intercourse of light and darkness, of good and evil, endlessly flirting, dancing and challenging one another in the dark night sky. Upon seeing the sorcerer’s creation, my Medea vaulted out of me and leaped into the dark sky to consume the essence of the playful shaman. I will also tell you that the magician’s spirit remains alive in Wales, eternally guarding the mighty kingdom of King Arthur on that glorious lake. Moreover, Merlin’s wondrous celestial powers shall forever shine through the moon and into the hearts of every Welshman, and Welsh woman, until the end of time.

After some time, a couple of men came to talk to Francesca. I got up to go to the bathroom. When I was washing my hands, a blonde woman in her late forty’s with hair down to her shoulders, came in, smiling a big smile.


“Did you see all the men checking you out?” she asked. I didn’t answer. I thought they look at me because I’m different. I wanted to say, honey if you came to the Philippines, they’d stare at you too because you look strange. Oh god, how do I escape this small talk.


“You are so fit. Are you a dancer? You look like a dancer…”


“Yes, I dance.”


“How I would kill to have your body. My husband is crazy over you,” she said laughing. “I don’t mind. I’m crazy over you too.”

“Where are you from?”


“Philippines.”


“I would have thought you were Tahitian. Are there many beautiful girls in the Philippines?”


“Yes.”


“The girl you’re with, is she your lover?”


“No, she’s the daughter of a very good friend.”

“Is she from Wales? Is she from around here?”


“Yes, she’s from Kenfig Hill.”


“What’s her name?”


“Francesca Marks.”


“Marks? Do you mean Mr. Marks? Mr. Nice Marks?” she asked, her eyes lighting up.

“Yes, she’s the daughter of Howard Marks.”


“Wow, can my husband and I join you?”


“Yes.”


By the time, the woman and I got out of the pub; Francesca was surrounded with two men sitting with her and others standing close by. Apparently, word got out that I’m clairvoyant so there was a line outside with people wanting to talk to me and seek my advice which I was happy to give. Oh, I love the Welsh. I love the Welsh. I love how genuine they are, at least in this part where Merlin and King Arthur lived.

I stayed in Wales for two wonderful days with Francesca, which I shall remember always. Her energy and company brings me pure joy. After two nights, Steve and Maya came to pick me up to take me back to Bradford on Avon. 

Early one evening, Steve had gone to exercise which he does six days a week, as I do. Maya and I stayed together outside. The sun shone brightly on my face while I sat in a Victorian style wrought iron chair in the middle of an English garden. I found myself surrounded by several tall and ancient trees in a variety of sizes, colors and form. There were rose bushes to my left, heavily laden with pink flowers. Red and white fox gloves, purple irises, sunflowers, rose vines, and several other varieties of plants and flowers that I can’t name, with a large cluster of lavender that embraced the large rocks directly across from me that scented the cold air. The garden was in full bloom.

In the meantime, Maya bounced about not far from me, happily enjoying herself while picking little apples from the ground and then throwing them like baseballs. This little game entertained my darling daughter for a few minutes. Then she walked over to me and looked down at my notes.


“What are you doing?” she asked.


“Writing my notes for my next book...”


“But you’ve written so much already,” she stated.


“Okay, how about I give you my pen and you draw me a picture?” I suggested to her. She happily accepted. She drew a huge tree with leaves falling off the branches and birds flying around it. On the lower left hand side of the page, when she was finished, she wrote her name ‘Maya’.


In the middle of our two week vacation in Europe, we all flew off to Cork, Ireland and stayed in a nice hotel overlooking the ocean situated in the very quaint little town of Kinsale. I had never been to Ireland before but I have always loved the Irish. I have yet to meet an Irishman or lady that I didn’t like. I find it so sad that most Irish Americans have never visited Ireland.


To say that I love this part of Ireland is an understatement. How I wish I could live there during the summer. What a glorious place it is, great food, great views of the ocean and abundant with wild life, the woods are magical, and the people are wonderful, speaking in what I call leprechaun English. No wonder, fairies and leprechauns abound in the meadows and the woods in Ireland.

We stayed in Kinsale for five days. And then, at the end of our stay, we woke up early one morning to go to Cork airport, heading for the city of Bristol. After we acquired our boarding passes, we decided to sit close to the gate. I noticed two men sitting across us; one older, one younger, both taking turns drinking alcohol from a bottle of Johnnie Walker. It was nine in the morning. I could see that both men shared a lot of things in common, impatience, fierce defiance, wildness, volatility, big heartedness, cheekiness, passion and hopeless romanticism. Both of these men have endured extremes as children.

“Look at those two,” I said softly to Steve who sat next to me. “…my kind of people.”


“The old man looks like some people you know,” he replied.


“Wise guys, you mean,” I stated amused.


At one point, the older man saw me looking at them. He looked back and told his son to do the same. We sat there observing one another for a while. Then I saw three men walking towards the boarding gate, near our chairs to fall in line. The two men got up and did the same, so now they stood right before us. Steve and I decided to get up from our chairs and join the line. I held fast to Maya by her hand.

Suddenly there was an announcement that our flight was delayed for an hour. The younger man immediately turned Irish red in the face - ready to impale. The older man who looked like his father joined him. Now they were both ready to annihilate any airport personnel for making them wait, just give them the chance, any chance, any excuse to smoke someone, anyone. Oh, they were fuming and the injection of alcohol invading their veins now was not helping to calm them down. The line was broken and the older man approached Steve.

“Where is she from?” the Irish man asked Steve, inquiring about me.


“Philippines.”


“Is she a movie star?”


Steve smiled and didn’t answer.


“Is she a star?” he demanded again. At this point instead of responding to the man, Steve pulled one of my brochures promoting ‘Warriors of Heaven’ out of his bag and handed it to the Irishman. He took a quick glance and called the attention of his son.


“Hey Tony, I told you she’s a star,” the man stated. 


Then he came close to me and whispered in my ear. “If I were younger, I'd steal you away from the man you’re with. Actually, I’d steal you now…” His son stared at his father looking amused and slightly irritated by his father’s childish behavior. He glared at him now which made him focus his attention toward Steve again.

“You love him, don’t you?” I told the younger man. He nodded.


“Don’t feel bad for him and for the mistakes he’s made in his life. He had a good run. You will have yours. What do you do?”


“I’m a professional boxer,” he replied.


“You look so tough. I’m sure you intimidate a lot of people,” I stated. “But within you is a very different man. You’re very soft, loving and giving.” Upon uttering these words his face softened like an angel, the tough guy pretense disappeared all together. How magical he looked after the transformation. He looked pure and genuine. He and I spent the whole time talking to each other until we boarded. 

The man in front of me was none other than Tony Doherty, the Welsh boxing champion. The boxer had lived in a caravan site and is convinced that he will become the first Traveler to win the world title. At the age of 22, he had 17 professional fights to his record, all of which he had won.

I found the following on Tony on the internet written by Blair Wood for South Wales Echo, July 2008.


“WELSH champion Tony Doherty has welcomed talk of a British title fight with Kell Brook – but insisted his sights are now set on a much bigger prize.


The Pontypool welterweight claims he and trainer Enzo Calzaghe have already started targeting a world title fight.”

Another article by the same writer stated, August 2008:


“TONY DOHERTY is backing the strained partnership of Frank Warren and Enzo Calzaghe to bring him world title glory as he prepares to make his American debut at Madison Square Garden.


Doherty will be on the bill for Joe Calzaghe’s New York superfight with Roy Jones.”

When we landed at the Bristol airport, Tony and I spoke some more while waiting for our luggage. He told me how much he admired the Filipino world champion boxer Manny Pacquiao. Then we said farewell. I knew in my heart that we would see each other again. 

After two wonderful weeks traveling in Europe, we all returned to the Philippines, rested, happy, relaxed and rejuvenated. 

During the second week of October, I met one of the advisers of former Philippine president Fidel Ramos, upon my request. We met at home and sat at the same table in the garden where Paulie and I hold the tarot readings. His presence showered upon me blessings and divine light from heaven.


I had asked him to read the section of this book, regarding my analysis of the four-star general’s interview.  


“How can these military men possibly understand you,” he said smiling. “Your perception and your understanding go far beyond the limits of most men. Your mind and spirit are connected to a higher sphere…”


I had asked to see this magical being, who I consider a very wise man, so he could advise me. He is clairvoyant like me. There are certain political figures surrounding me now and I needed to know his perception of these men, especially one particular man who I will call CP.

“I met CP only once and I see that he has courage and a mind that works. What do you think of him?” I asked.


He smiled and responded warmly, “This man is a key player and a great mover of things. If he seeks you, I believe that he’s not doing so out of his own will. He is following the order of a greater god in local politics


Yes, he is very brave and very bright. Still, he belongs to the limited reality of most men. He will never fathom your depth and your understanding of the world and the cosmic forces.

If you meet him again, you will see through him. Listen with your heart and your soul. I believe that heaven guides you.


Are you still in conflict regarding your fate?”

“No. I’m okay now.”


“What do you think of the ending of the Mayan calendar? People are afraid that there will be disaster…” he inquired.

“There will be death, yes. It is called end of days, but the world will not end.

For example, the oracles say if I cross a certain line, there will be end of days in the Philippines. The old world will die and a new world, a golden age will be born. When the Mayan calendar ends, the planets will align, there will be end of days, change of energy. The world will shift, forces will shift.”

“I understand what you’re saying. Listen,” he beckoned. “The leaders of indigenous groups in the Philippines are psychic. Like the Buddhist oracles, they believe that a female leader, a female spiritual leader will deliver the golden age for the Philippines. The future of our people and our nation lies in the hands of a woman. 

I hope I will live long enough to contribute. I’m not well. I can go any moment.”


“I see that you will be given a longer lease of life,” I replied with tears in my heart. “Heaven sent you because I need you.” 

Here are the predictions of the oracles, first week of September.


“There is a man, a very powerful evil man, more powerful than Gabriel. He is the head of a mighty nation. In the tarot, he appears to be a king but this king is a very clever wizard, a puppet master. Like you, he is a very, very old soul. He sees himself as a god on earth and that no man is his equal in mind and spirit. But his heart was broken to a thousand pieces a long time ago and so darkness commands his spirit. Although you have never met in person, subconsciously you have been communicating with this man’s soul since time immemorial. You know who he is. You are also aware that he protects you from physical harm. Moreover, you know that you have made a pact with this man’s soul before you were born into this existence. 

In your past life, war separated you from him. In this life, it is war that will bring you together.

He is the modern day Alexander the Great and he will become one of the most powerful forces the world has ever known. Beware, because this imperious man, this white tiger from the west possesses the blackest of hearts. He has no balance, no humility and he is driven by great and evil forces. He plays dangerous games involving the lives of many millions and he will desire to subjugate you.


If you meet this man, he will love you like he’s never loved anyone before. However, he will also hate you just as much.


This man, who is your twin of flames, will seek to subjugate the energy of Caesar and Gabriel in order to control the green dragon of the east.

You are each other’s polarity. He will seek to conquer mankind. He brings death, darkness and destruction to men. On the contrary, you seek to liberate mankind. You bring life, love and light to the world.

This man, your twin of flames, seeks to conquer you. However, he doesn’t fully understand your gift. You are the daughter of heaven and you know more than anyone that within the deepest part of this evil man, he cries for salvation. He will desire to conquer you, but not destroy you. He will protect you from physical harm because he commands the true power behind a great army of men. This black heart believes that through you, he will find redemption.”

October 14, 2009, I went to see the old lady seer. Here are her words.


“Your book, Warriors of Heaven, will succeed. The eyes of the world will shine upon you. You will be venerated by many. You will rally a great following from all over the world.”


"Maybe, that’s it. That’s my fate. I will become a world known author writing novels. Steve says that my books are sensational because there is something in them for everyone to hate,” I stated smiling. “Therefore, the best thing for me to do is to find a quiet place away from civilization and hide. I will talk to people through my books. That’s what I will do.”

The female oracle flared her eyes upon me at once. 

“The more you try to escape your destiny, the more your destiny shall chase you,” she hissed and continued to read the tarot.


“Powerful men will seek you because you are a valuable force. You will become the darling of everyone, including your enemies. You must be very careful, your life is in danger and traitors abound. 

The most imperious men in the world have waged war against the higher forces of the galaxies. They will face a battle against great powers that are unseen. They will fight an invisible army from heaven. 


You have the answer. Your essence is strongly connected to the celestial powers that rule the higher hemisphere, because you’re not human like the rest of us. You can speak to the gods and the gods speak to you. The answer to the mysteries of mankind is in your hands. 


The world is shifting its forces, a new awakening is coming. You are surrounded by forces of very powerful men who will want your allegiance. Whichever side you choose will win the war.

You’ve seen the future of the world beyond what the tarot shows us,” she stated peering through the cards. “What have you seen?”


I sat on my chair, silent and catatonic, staring at her.


“What have you seen?” she repeated, her eyes directed at mine. 


I remained catatonic, still staring at her.


“Speak out child, what have you seen?” she insisted.


I refused to answer and remained unmoved. She continued to glare at me using her silence now, demanding for me to speak.


“I’ve seen the future of the world beyond. It’s difficult to explain…” I said weeping.


“Why?”


“Because there is no time, what I saw is already happening in another plane.”


“Is mankind going to make it?”


“A small percentage…”


“Tell me more,” she implored gently.


“Caesar came into my life for a great reason. He had to show me humility. That was his purpose. Otherwise I wouldn’t be the person I am today. It’s part of my growth. The pain he caused me humbled me, killing me in the process. I had to die to achieve the wisdom I have now. Mankind will go through a process of death.


Human beings live in darkness. They are prisoners of religion, institutions and boxes that are the root of evil in this world. All institutions’ faith is driven by greed and power and so mankind is lost. Human beings blindly follow man-made laws, forgetting all together that the laws of the cosmic worlds are above all men.


Look at the sheer stupidity of mankind. They rape the mountains, the hills, the forests, the land, the seas, killing the same natural life that is crucial to their existence. They can’t manage the earth and yet they have the arrogance to want to occupy the moon, and the other planets.


Men continue to destroy the earth without mercy. Therefore, the earth will absolutely show no mercy towards mankind when the time comes. Mother Earth will purge! The cosmic forces will take full accounting for mankind’s arrogance and greed. There will be great calamities to come. There will be an ocean of death.


When the ants crawling on your skin bite you, you kill them like the pests that they are. You kill them like nothing. That’s the power that Mother Earth has over mankind. But like the stupid ants feeding on your flesh, mankind is too dumb to realize that he is nothing but a pest on the planet.”


“Can this be prevented?”


“NO.”


“Why?”


“Because mankind is so blinded by the here and now, because mankind is too greedy and too dumb, because mankind doesn’t deserve the kindness and generosity of Mother Earth, because mankind doesn’t deserve to live. It’s part of our evolution. The earth must survive so mankind must die.”


“So all of mankind will perish?”


“No. The few who will remain will face a new dawn, a new faith, a new awakening, and a new life.”

How do I explain to you that I live in many realities? How do I impart upon you that this life, this one life, is only one small fraction of a grand design, one out of a complex fusion of other existences? How do I help you understand that your loyalty to your soul is more valuable than anything the world could offer? How do I help you see that at the end of the day, your flesh is nothing but food for the maggots on earth? You are nothing, nothing. The only part of you that is of true value is your soul. 


The date is October 18, 2009, I sit in front of my computer typing this and I feel the spirit of Howard Marks, surrounding me. Oh, my living Merlin is never far. Before I close this chapter, I would like to share this with you.

There was something Howard Marks said when we last met that’s been ringing in my mind ever since, unable to find resolution. Here is a portion of the conversation we had.


“Marlene,” he began with a serious tone in his voice. “You and I could be dead in the next few minutes.”


I stared at him wondering, my heart beating in anticipation. I’ve never heard Howard address me in this manner and in this tone of voice before. 


“We could be assassinated right here, right now if ‘they’ wanted,” he continued. “We are alive only because we are kept alive for a good reason. So why don’t you just behave yourself and be a good girl….”

What do I do? What my living Merlin says is true. I am nothing. My body is nothing and can be taken from me at any moment.  But I can only be who I am. I can only do what my soul compels me to do. That is all I know. 

And if I should perish because of my allegiance to my soul, then this I say to those I love and those who love me. Do not avenge my misfortune. Love my enemy as I do for he has helped me fulfill my destiny on earth. Let me live in your heart and rejoice my departure from this reality. 

Upon my physical death, my spirit will rise above the skies; my energy will be consumed by my father Ra and he shall release my essence to the cosmic worlds, fusing tenderly through the forces of blackness and lightness, and my energy will scatter in every dimension here and beyond.  Henceforth, if you allow me, I shall be with you forever, guiding your spirit, always and until the very end of time.
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