CHAPTER 6
The Goddess of Light and her Ocean of Blackness



I would like to begin this chapter by sharing a beautiful poem with you which Steve sent me on October 21, 2009. It is called, When did I last look into your eyes?
When did I last look into your eyes?

Our daughter, 
our houses, 
our farm, 
our home. 

But what happened to our love? 

Shared memories, 
shared travels, 
shared sickness, 
shared pain. 

But when did I last look into your eyes? 

We change, 
we grow, 
we reap, 
what we sow

But when did I last look deep into your eyes, 
and share your soul? 

Is your soul already with another now? 
Not yet of this material world. 

Other life, 
other harbor, 
other futures, 
other loves ... 
yet lived.



You have probably noticed by now that I am not writing about my life in chronological order. This is due to the fact that the psychological structure of my writing is of more importance than the dates.



Recently, Gabriel sent me a photo via email holding a sign that says, “Mt. Elbert, 14,433 feet.” In addition he wrote, “I better not see this anywhere.”


I immediately replied to him, asking:



“How about I find a used, lacy thong of a prostitute and put it over your face like a burka - then may I include your photo in my book?”



He emailed me back and said, “No, no, no, you must be kidding. Where is it, where is the photo?”



Last night, Becca arrived at my house around 7pm. We went out for dinner at the Seafood Market restaurant along J. Bocobo St., Malate, Manila. After that, we went to ´Hobbit House´ to meet the owner Jim Turner and the manager Pidoy regarding our upcoming dinner show on Friday, October 23, 2009.



We sat at a table for six, not far from the stage. Her dear friend Celeste Aguilar, a singer and guitarist later joined us. Despite having the same surname, Celeste is not related to me by blood, but like Becca, she is heavenly connected to me in spirit.



“Do you know Deo calls you the goddess Kali, eternal source of power?” Becca stated beaming with the most precious smile.


“I’d really like to be an androgynous deity like the goddess Ishtar of Babylon. She could be male or female at will.”



“As a male god, who do you see yourself as?” she asked.


“Me? Ohhhh, I’m definitely the god that symbolizes the phallic symbol,” I replied with a huge smile.  


“Imagine taking my whole body and putting it on a pedestal looking like a man’s erect gigantic fuck machine. I’d like that. I’d really like that. However, my image, I mean my penis, would have thick and delicious cream eternally shooting high up into the sky for the whole world to behold. In addition, I would want the artwork to look like a rare masterpiece, pulsating, throbbing, and with veins popping. That’s how I would design my male symbol. And every man and woman who sees my nasty and magical effigy would get an instant hard on at the sight of me. Well, the men would get their dick charging out of their pants and the women would have their tits shooting out of their shirts.



Then I want my cream exploding outwards from its pinnacle like the biggest display of fireworks you’ve ever seen on the 4th of July. This way all the believers who come to my image with their prayers and daily offerings could bathe in my holy juices. I promise to make sure that every inch of their flesh be covered with my divine cream, each time they come to pay their respects.”


“Oh, my god!!!! You’re beyond crazy!” Becca hollered.



The two musicians performing played rock and roll’ music and so Becca and I got up to dance. While she and I were on the dance floor having the grandest of time, Steve sent me these text messages.


“Your mind is beyond men’s and your ability beyond other women’s.”



“As I watch and see you feed, oh thou devourer, vampire of mankind’s – men’s and women’s – souls, blood, flesh, desires, minds, spirits…And so you grow.”


Recently, Deo sent me an article on Gore Vidal entitled, United States of Fury. He is one of my favorite writers. If you haven’t read his novel Creation, I suggest you get a copy and start reading it right away.


I would like to quote this outspoken American writer.  Regarding the decline of America, he commented:


"Benjamin Franklin saw all this coming. I quote him because most Americans don't even know who he was now. You'll have to explain to your readers." Franklin was a writer, scientist and soldier who became one of the founding fathers of the United States. "In Philadelphia in 1781, when the constitution was being put together, he was an observer. He didn't want to have any part of it, and as he was leaving the Constitution Hall in Philadelphia a couple of old ladies said, 'Ah, Mr Franklin, what is going to happen?' He told them: 'Well, you're going to get a Republic, if you can keep it. But every constitution of this sort has failed since the beginning of time due to the corruption of the people.'" 


"I was like everyone else when Obama was elected – optimistic. Everything we had been saying about racial integration was vindicated," he says, "but he's incompetent. He will be defeated for re-election. It's a pity because he's the first intellectual president we've had in many years, but he can't hack it. He's not up to it. He's overwhelmed. And who wouldn't be? The United States is a madhouse. The country should be put away – and we're being told to go away. Nothing makes any sense." The President "wants to be liked by everybody, and he thought all he had to do was talk reason. But remember – the Republican Party is not a political party. It's a mindset, like Hitler Youth. It's full of hatred. You're not going to get them aboard. Don't even try. The only way to handle them is to terrify them. He's too delicate for that." 


Comparing Jack Kennedy to Obama, he stated:


"He's twice the intellectual that Jack was, but Jack knew the great world. Remember he spent a long time in the navy, losing ships. This kid [Obama] has never heard a gun fired in anger. He's absolutely bowled over by generals, who tell him lies and he believes them. He hasn't done anything. If you were faced with great problems in chemistry – to find the perfect gas, to gas a population – you won't know for a long time whether it works. You have to go by what people tell you. He's like that. He's not ready for prime time and he's getting a lot of prime time on his plate at once." 



Regarding the presence of America in Afghanistan he said:



"…good news. Afghanistan will be terminal for the American empire, yes…which is a happy way of looking at it. We'll be out of the empire game, rapidly. But it's too late for the country and the constitution." 


“The Empire will collapse militarily in Afghanistan; the nation will collapse internally when Obama is broken "by the madhouse" and the Chinese call in the country's debts. A ruined United States will then be "the Yellow Man's Burden…"


On the subject of homosexuality and heterosexuality, he says they are fiction.


“People believe in Jesus, and that's a much bigger fiction, with more money spent on it." 



"I never said I was gay, because I don't think anyone is. These restrictions are tiresome. In the centuries of Rome's great military and political success, there was no differentiation between same-sexers and other-sexers; there was also a lot of crossing back and forth. Of the first 12 Roman emperors, only one was exclusively heterosexual."


 "Did you see [Colonel] Gaddafi [at the UN] complaining that American soldiers have been sodomising Arab boys? I thought, well that's been the case since the very beginning of the republic. They blamed the sodomy on those great forests out there which they said made them horny. There was nothing else to do but bugger boys, they said." 


What is hell to Vidal? He stated:



"I'm the least primitive American you're going to meet, and you have to be pretty primitive to believe in hell. To me hell is the United States of today."


My quotes on Vidal end here with a sigh and a big smile.


I received a message through my facebook account from my niece Ishna Aguilar. She is 22 years old and she resides in Sweden. She wrote:


“My friends say you look so sexy in your facebook pictures.”


I replied, “But I am…Ha ha!”


“I know that you know and everybody knows. Ha ha!”


“It takes one to know one darling. I think you’re beautiful inside and out,” I wrote back.


I love the actor Leonardo di Caprio. I fell in love with this actor’s talent when I saw him portray the role of a mentally disabled teenager in the movie What’s Eating Gilbert Grape, starring Johnny Depp and Juliet Lewis. As far as I’m concerned di Caprio along with Edward Norton, Sean Penn, Al Pacino and Kevin Spacey are the finest actors in America. However, I would like to say how impressed I was with Brad Pitt’s performance in Benjamin Buttons.


I do not watch television at all because I don’t want my mind processed and manipulated by the media. I get the news from the internet. The last time I turned on the TV was when my boys and I were still living in Massachusetts in the 80’s. We used to watch sitcoms together. Since then, like many Europeans, I prefer reading books than watching TV. I do however watch films and Steve and I will regularly watch movies together in the bedroom before we retire for the evening.



Last night, while lying in bed, I wanted to watch the movie, Blood Diamond again because I really wanted to see Di Caprio in action. So Steve patiently went through our collection of DVD’s, put the movie in the player and turned off all the lights in our room. The movie began.



As you know by now, I have many personalities. I had seen Blood Diamond once before and I was fine the first time I saw it. However, last night I reacted so differently towards it. The film is so violent. 



I believe that all things happen for a very good cosmic reason.  If I hadn’t reacted in the manner I did last night, I wouldn’t have this story to tell you this morning. So while watching the film in the privacy of the dark bedroom:



“I can’t watch. I cant’ watch,” I told Steve as I trembled in bed, hiding under the bed covers and pulling the sheets over my eyes. The film showed the bad guys with heavy arms attacking a small village of poor Africans.


Steve immediately turned the volume down so I wouldn’t hear the sound as well.



“Is it okay to watch now?” I whimpered a few minutes after, eyes still protected by the bed sheets.



“Yes, you may watch now.”



Later, there was more violence on the screen and I reacted in the same way. 


“Oh no…no….no…I can’t look! I can’t look!” I shrieked.

       Once again, Steve ever so kindly turned the volume down. Later when I tried to lower the sheets over my eyes to see what was going on, he reacted fiercely. He warned, “It’s not over! It’s not over! Don’t look.” So I went back and hid under the sheets once more.


At one point, I ran out of the bedroom all together and came back after a short period of time. When I returned to the room, Steve turned the TV off all together as soon as he saw me come in. I went to lie next to him in the dark.


“How come I’ve become so cold and numb to life because of what I’ve seen that’s hurt me?” he asked gently. “In comparison, what I’ve seen is so petty compared to you. And yet you can still be so sensitive.”


“I have many personalities remember. I put things in different compartments within my psyche. I can be cold and numb also.”



“That’s because your violent childhood fractured your being and separated your personalities like fingers to the palm. You were shattered into individual pieces but the mirror is still there,” he said.


“99% of mankind has but one hand or one finger for that matter. You on the other hand were shattered into eight big pieces but still belonging to one mirror. And that’s how you look at the world. Some people like you end up in mental institutions you know,” Steve continued.



“Yes, I know that,” I responded laughing.



“Yet, you manage your several personalities very well. You’re the only one in the world who understands me. I was married twice to a British woman for 20 years and an American for six years and neither of them could fathom who I am. I love traveling with you and our daughter Maya. I hated traveling with my former wives.”



“Why?”



“Jill thought she was pretty and she thought that was enough to carry her through life. But she was empty, her soul was empty. She didn’t have much to offer a relationship at all. Imagine traveling with someone who you can’t hold a decent conversation with.


 Ann, being the American that she is, like so many western women, treated everything as a problem. Packing was a problem. Waking up early in the morning to get to the airport was a problem. The car trip to the airport was a problem. The airport was a problem. Sitting on the airplane for hours was a problem. Getting the hire car was a problem. Checking in and out of hotels and to find places to eat was a problem. On and on and on she found new reasons to be unhappy. On the other hand, you wake up in a good mood and go to bed in a good mood.


I’ve been traveling with you constantly for over 10 years and I’ve seen you upset only once.”



“When was that?” I asked.



“Remember when we went to Spain. We had lunch al fresco in a restaurant where they served you bad food…”



“Oh god, yes, I remember. I took one bite of the “gambas” fried in butter and I told you the shrimp must have been frozen for many years before they served it. After which I told you that I was going to go to the bathroom and throw up. Then I insisted that you take me to the El Parador for lunch if you wanted our relationship to last. It’s not easy to feed me. Give me bad food and my Lucifer jumps forward ready to attack.”


“But traveling with you is a great gift. Even sitting in the plane with you for 12 hours is a joy because you make it a joy. We’ve been traveling with Maya since she was four years old and she travels like a mature person because you have prepared her to handle life the way you do. When we get to our destination we thrive, breathing in the wonders of the most simple things in nature and we share it with Maya, the birds, the butterflies, the trees, the forest, the sea…On top of that, you share your mind and spirit so openly,” Steve continued.


“When we sit together during dinner at home in the presence of US or European company, I can’t help but notice how they react to you when you take care of me.

      When you serve me food, before serving yourself, when you de-bone my fish or otherwise attend to my eating needs ahead of yours, I can sense our company's reaction, most especially the women. It's as if someone dropped a priceless serving dish on the floor and their jaws gape as the dish smashes into many pieces. White women just don't get it. Some look not only astonished but in denial, angry.

      Such company doesn't expect any woman to behave in this manner, most especially you considering you are so very independent, strong willed and accomplished.”

      “I think that’s just a cultural difference. I see nothing wrong with me taking care of you. It gives me pleasure to serve those I love,” I replied.



“I didn’t have this kind of relationship with my former wives. Two years with you is the equivalence of 40 years with another woman…”



“Why do you say that?” I asked.



“Because you are life, you fill every moment of life. You consume so much of life and you give it back to those close to you.”



“I believe no other woman could possibly understand me.”



“How many of those close to you say the same thing? There are many of us who come to you seeking understanding. We are drawn to you because you interpret the world for us. Moreover, you are honest and truthful with your interpretations. Through you, we see the world in a different light, a better light.”



“I think I am like that because of my tragic experiences as a child. I understand pain, hunger, betrayal and loss.  But how come others who are products of violent homes can’t put it together? Why do they continue to be unhappy about the past?” I asked.



“Because you have a strong mind. So many people don’t want to face the truth. They also don’t have the mind to understand. People end up not caring eventually,” he added. “Life numbs you.”


“Do you think people run away from life?” I asked.


“Yes, they run inside the box. They run into dumbness, to drink in the material world or whatever and escape…but most of mankind is pretty dumb which makes it easier for them to escape. But if you have a mind, it’s more difficult to run. It’s more painful.”


“I believe people get hooked on drugs because it sedates them away from this reality. It’s a way to hide. Boxes are like drugs,” I said.


“Yes, boxes are a way to escape. People need to be told how to think, whether it be the church or the army. It’s the same thing…”


“But I believe that in the case of Howard Marks, he takes drugs to push his mind further. He does it to challenge his mind.



Why do you think the earth and the cosmic forces made mankind so dumb?” I questioned.



“It’s part of mankind’s evolution. We have a long way to go. We’re only 30% there…”



“We’re not 30% there. We’re only using a tiny portion of our brain capacity. Yet even with that knowledge, mankind has no humility,” I declared.


“Yes, but I think not many people see that. It will take mankind a long time to evolve and learn. But what is time anyway? There is no space and time, what just happened, happened already…”


“It’s amazing how you manage life the way that you do. And not only achieve in some material and intellectual sense but….”


“I think those who come from extreme backgrounds and who were also born with stronger spirit are capable of more in life. They seek more out of life,” I interrupted. “I also think for the most part those men and women who come from battered backgrounds seek violent lives later because I did. I did. It’s what I knew.”


“Yes, that’s part of the healing process as well as taking risks,” Steve uttered.



“I think so many of us, I mean children coming from violent homes, end up in the military because it feeds the hunger for what we know, which is a destructive life.”


“Others also seek violent relationships,” he said.



“But you know what amazes me is that even when people are intelligent, they don’t seem to find balance. Because I don’t think intelligence is enough, you need depth and spiritual intensity as well.”



“Yes, you need intelligence and ability…” he explained.


“But it’s amazing that you went through that world that you did. I mean you reacted to your childhood by going into a violent world and you came to become how you are now. You must have always had some balance. Or is this a response to that kind of destructive world?” 


“I think…” I paused for a while. 


“I think I hungered so fiercely to understand. I took up psychology to understand. I wanted desperately to understand my father, my family, my life. And as I progressed through life, I sought to understand more and more. And when you search, you find the answer eventually. But one must begin to understand himself first.”



“So that’s why you went into a violent world with Marcus, to experience and understand. And that’s why you entered into other relationships…”


“Yes, because my other personalities needed other things. Marcus’ world fed one of my personalities. He took care of the part of me that came out at a young age, my warrior personality. She was born out of the physical abuse I suffered. She was born out of my will to survive.


My warrior personality whom I call Meilee is the offspring of my black personality, Medea.  Meillee came out to defend the rest of us, because she was necessary in the world that I knew, a violent world. But I was also aware that there were other parts of me that needed something else. I also yearned for a spiritual world, a quiet world, a simple world. I never denied the existence of these other personas. And so as I traveled through life, I kept feeding those parts of me. In one form or another - I fed them. And although I was expressing my different personalities one by one in the beginning, I nurtured them simultaneously. I allowed my several personalities to express themselves except for Molly. The rest of us came out into the open. Molly, the child in me hid from the rest of the world but at the time, I believed it was best for her to hide. So in one way or another, I was able to feed all of my personalities by allowing them freedom. That’s how I grew to become the person I am today.


I think what happens to people, which is the reason why they are so unhappy, unhealthy and unable to find balance is because there are certain sections of their psyche that they put in a compartment, locked away for good. They fail to nurture that part of themselves…”


“That part of their being get so buried, never to come out again. And they die,” Steve expressed.



“Yes, they die. That part of their psyche decays eventually. More than that, as time passes people become more lonely and angry. It’s like putting one bad fruit in a basket and the other fruits get diseased as well. The whole thing, the whole psyche rots in the end,” I answered.


“I think that’s all part of the immaturity of mankind,” Steve said. “We’re only so far along. Most people don’t have to deal with it. They don’t see it. They don’t understand the psyche. They don’t understand why they need to be in boxes. They don’t realize that the box is debilitating. But the potential is there. I think people sense that there is more out of life so they walk around sad and defeated, desperately searching for the light. I see that in the faces of the people around me. Yet, they don’t realize that they’ve sold their souls to the devil. The box is the devil.” 


“But I think at a young age they’ve been conditioned to embrace the box. To most people, the box won a very long time ago,” I said.


“Yes, I think they’ve been preconditioned from age five to do the right thing when they’re 45 to sell their souls to the institution.”


“In that sense, I am grateful for my tragic childhood. I was shattered to so many pieces, setting me free from the box all together. If not for that, I would be part of the norm. Imagine that. I would be boring like most people. That to me is a nightmare,” I replied.
 
“And as far as I’m concerned you are saner than the rest of us. I think that the box where mankind hides is a mental asylum in itself,” Steve declared.


“The most crucial part of mankind’s evolution is not physical or emotional. The greatest evolution of man must come from the mind. And you have a mind that goes beyond the limits of most men, because someone must lead the rest of mankind,” he added.


My conversation with Steve ends here. What great pleasure it is to be able to share one´s mind and spirit so openly with another soul. 



It is 10:36 in the morning, Monday, September 28, 2009. I’ve been staring at the computer in front of me with tears clouding my eyes. How do I deliver this chapter and protect those who have confided in me? How do I do it so that if any of you who have suffered the same fate will see the light in what I’ve written? How do I do that? I don’t know. I don’t know how I will do that. 


I search within my heart as tears fall from my eyes, hearing voices from the past. I hear voices of those who have been wronged, battered and betrayed by those who were suppose to protect them and love them. How do I find light where there is torment and darkness? I have done it. I have done it with my own life. But how do I put that into words? I am not good with words. I wasn’t born a writer. Acting, acting, there is my natural talent. But I wasn’t born with the gift of writing. Most authors write with an inborn talent for words that pushes their mind. Whereas, with my work, it is the opposite; it is my mind pushing me to write. 


I want you to know that this last chapter is the most difficult for me to write. Heaven help me.


On Thursday, September 17, 2009, I wrote this email to Becca.



"I know a young woman who is very special. She is so kind, giving and loving beyond words. She has an aura that gives absolute light like an angel on earth. Yesterday, she confided in me that she was sexually molested repeatedly from the time she was three years old by her own father. Eventually, she escaped him when she was a teenager."


When she told me the story, I held myself together and gave her my words of wisdom. But later, in the car, I cried an ocean of tears while Steve listened to me patiently. Dear god, there is so much pain in this world.



The same day, I received this from Steve via email.



"The world needs your higher being backed by your inner strength and because of this you belong to the world, never any one individual. Long live that being."


On Friday, September 18, 2009 at around 1am, Becca arrived at my home and slept in our guest room. We had breakfast later that morning. Then we joined Steve for lunch at the cafeteria of the Asian Development Bank. When we returned to my home that afternoon, we had this conversation which we decided to record on tape for future reference. As I type this narrative, I listen to the conversation between Becca and myself, playing in the background.



“What is your first memory?” I asked my soul sister.



“Oh gosh….” she uttered ever so softly and then took the longest breath. She paused for a long time staring at absolutely nothing. I stared at my beautiful celestial sister aware that she has now entered a space-less and timeless dimension - pain so remarkably present in her eyes, in her face, in her being.  As I looked at her, I felt my heart beat in a peculiar way. My mind was suspended in sheer anticipation. The energy surrounding us changed. I felt the spirits of the unknown world join us now, the same ghosts that have guided me all my life. They came to comfort us.



Becca took another long and deep breath again. Then she spoke.



“You know I have to….because….”she uttered softly, hesitant. Then came another pause followed by another long and painful breath.



“My very, very first memory…,”she spoke again. Then there came another deep breath and a longer pause this time. Again, she stared at nothing, disappearing into the abyss.



“I cannot remember if I was in 2nd year high school,” she said suddenly returning to this reality. “I remember being a member of a choir because I was always interested in singing.”



“How old were you?”



“Twelve.”



“Your first memory is from when you were 12? You don’t remember anything before that?” I asked.



“No.”



“Are you sure you have no memory before that?”



“Yeah, I’m sure.”



“There’s nothing earlier? Are you sure?”



“Nothing, my first memory is when I was already in high school.”



“So you have no clear memory of childhood?”



“None, but I tried to grope back into time. When my older brother Resty died…”



I interrupted her and asked, “How old were you when your brother died?”



“It was only seven years ago.”



“Oh, so it’s recent.”



“Yes, I’ve only been able to start coming to terms with myself seven years ago. His death brought me back home to Bicol.” 



“There were other events going on, things that we have kept secret within the family. Those things bring me more conflict than my first memory. I couldn’t understand why they were happening. How could I understand? I was so young. So the first time I really talked about it was when I was in high school. I talked about it with my half sister. I remember asking her, what do I do? What do I do?”



“How old were you then?”



“14, 15….”



“I talked to her more seriously about it when I was already in college.”



“How old is your half sister?”



“She’s only a few months older than me, so we’re about the same age. I spoke to her because I wanted to know whether this was only happening to me. Or if this was happening to her or to everybody. Apparently this was only happening to me…”



“But you can’t be sure about that. It may be because you were the only one with the courage to come out and say what was happening to you,” I stated.



“You’re right,” she replied.



“The second time I talked about this was with my ex husband. I was 24 years old.  I don’t know if I wanted him to pity me or love me more, or maybe I needed to express my feelings in order to understand the events of my life better. Unfortunately, he used it against me later.”



“I was hounded all my life by strange visions. There were nights where I felt ants crawling all over me. There were times when I would lie in bed and I’d feel this hole in my stomach and a snake would crawl out of the hole…”



“It must be your inner self expressing itself,” I uttered softly.


In my head, I felt that this revelation with my soul sister was like entering the dark and haunted woods. I could feel the black and evil creatures there awaiting us and tempting us to dive deeper into blackness, away from the light. Oh… Becca’s sheer anguish has brought us into this plane now where darkness consumes us.  



“Don’t be afraid,” the ghosts whispered in my head as they floated ever so gracefully above me. “Bring your sister deeper into the dark forest so she can face her monsters. If she can face them, she can conquer them. Then she will fear them no more.  Remember, only the brave will be set free.”


“You are the ally of both blackness and light. Both forces protect you, dear daughter of heaven. Do not fear,” the unseen spirits whispered to me again and ever so kindly. Across me, Becca continued to narrate her story.


“The third time I wanted to talk about it was when I was pregnant with my youngest daughter.  I was living in Singapore at the time. I felt that the only way I could make sense of my life was to face my father. This was when I was doing my own accounting for the tragic events that occurred in my life. And I wanted to do it then and there.”



“I wanted to face him and ask him why he did what he did to his children. So I called him up and I said I wanted to talk to him. He didn’t ask me any questions. He just replied, ´Come to Manila. Come and talk to me´,that was his reply.”



“But I never got the chance to confront him,” she said firmly. I watched her, bewildered by her indomitable will and strength of mind.



“I was in Bangkok staying in a hotel on my way to Manila. My husband came and told me that somebody had killed my father the night before. He was shot in the chest while giving a speech on stage during his campaign in Bicol. He was running for governor at the time.”



“When I heard he was killed, I said something so ugly. I said something so terribly ugly. I said, Shit, somebody got him before me!”


I responded, “You’re not alone in feeling that way. I spent so many years of my life hating my father. And god only knows how many times I wanted to kill him because of the pain he inflicted upon me and my siblings. I used to chant when I was a little girl like a witch wishing for his death.”


“The weird thing is the night he died, I dreamt about him. It was such a terrible dream. In the dream he shot me. I was lying on a couch. Then he walked in the room and shot me. I felt it. I felt him kill me,” Becca continued.


“I was so angry after my father died. I felt he had betrayed me again. Why? Why? Those years after his death became the most terrible years of my life.You know what is strange? Despite his violent and extreme behavior towards us, we all desperately wanted him to love us. We felt unimportant to him. We felt he always pushed his children to the side.



 He was a politician and he constantly reminded his children to serve the people first. You know, we had all these candies in the house that were given to poor children. We couldn’t touch those sweets and they would lay there until they were invaded by ants. That’s how he was with his own children.


He was the mayor then, and he was also the commissioner of SSS (Social Security System). In school, the other kids thought we were so wealthy. But my father didn’t spoil us. On the contrary, I felt he deprived us. He starved us.


He cared so much for the people but what about us? What about his own children? In other families, when the father comes home, other children would say, “Papa is coming! Papa is coming!” And they would run towards their father, happy to see him. In our home it was the opposite. One of us would scream to warn the other children, “Papa is coming! Papa is coming! Run! Run! Hide! Hide!”



We were all so afraid of him. But at the same time, we…his children were screaming silently from within, ‘love me, love me….’”



I interrupted Becca at this point and stated, “I grew up feeling that way about my father too. I mean not wanting to see him when he came home. However, I didn’t try to please him or seek his love. I never felt that way. More than anything I wanted to show him he couldn’t subjugate me. If he said red, I said blue. If he said white, I said black. Whatever he wanted me to do, I did the opposite to torture him. I suppose I was independent from the time I was a little girl.


And now that I think about it, I didn’t seek his love because I knew. I knew that he loved me. I never questioned the fact that he loved me, despite his monstrous behavior at times. The thing is like you and your siblings, my brothers and sisters also tried to seek his love and approval.”



At noon, I decided to take a break and stop typing. I took the small tape recorder with me and I went outside to rest on the old reclining wooden chair in the garden facing the breathtaking view of lush tropical greenery. Quietly, I laid back surrounded by the calming and nurturing essence of mother nature and pushed the play button on the recorder once again. 



I lay there in my garden, staring at the beautiful collection of birds of paradise, golden bamboo, fern trees, palm trees, hibiscus and indigenous orchids, embracing the bean shaped pool covered with granite and boulders of river stone, looking like a natural pond. I noticed the thick blades of “carabao” grass glaring at me from below.  Then my eyes shifted to the images of stone carvings, of Buddhist and Hindu gods and goddesses, generously covered by green and moist moss, surrounding me, staring at me, comforting me while birds chirped in the background singing their beautiful music to me ever so sweetly. I stayed there embraced by such wonders, listening to Becca’s divine voice speaking to me. Silently I grieved for her, weeping the most painful tears from heaven.



 It was then I realized that these tragic tears fell into the abyss and formed a new life, creating the “river of no return”. That’s it. My union with my brave soul sister has created the “river of no return” for us both. We have crossed a line and we cannot go back. I know.  Someday, together she and I will swim in the “river of no return” holding each other. And then, we shall tell you the full story of her beautiful, enchanting and ever so painful life. 



Suddenly, I picked up my cell phone and sent Becca a text message.



“I am now listening to our taped conversation in tears. I am so touched by your existence. I shall never, ever be able to put into words how truly brave and beautiful you are.”



She responded and said:



“My pain will be sung by your sweetest voice. That is all that matters to me my beloved soul sister. I trust your judgment completely.”



I now return to our recorded conversation.



“I need valium, Marlene. I need to take some valium. I brought some with me,” she stated like a little girl with a tone of a mixture of fear, pain and doubt in her voice. In my head, I didn’t want her to take the drug because I felt she was better off dealing with the truth sober. 



“Becca,” I uttered calmly and gently. “I realize how sensitive your story is. And I also understand how difficult it must be for the rest of your family to accept your courage to face up to the truth. I believe that you were born an older soul, older than that of your siblings. Therefore, it is you who must carry the burden of leading the others toward the light.”


“One of my sisters said that I should never speak out because I must protect the honor of my family’s name,” she stated.



“But there is no honor hiding and living in fear and denial. There is only honor in the truth.”



“Exactly what I told my sister.”



“I promise you that I will not write anything about your life without your approval. This tape is safe with me,” I said. “Do you want to know my first memory?” 


“Yeeaaah…”she whispered so sweetly like a child.



“I was three years old. I remember, screaming and crying, hysterical on the floor with my father’s right foot resting on my neck, threatening to crush me to death,” I declared without hesitation. “That’s it. That’s my first memory. My first memory is death.


Would I change anything about my life? No! Did my father love me? Yes! Oh yes he did and with all his might. Do I love him? Yes I do and with all of my being. I forgive him for what he did. Plus, I forgive myself for hating him and wanting to kill him. What people do not want to accept is that love comes in all shapes, colors and forms. And that love always, always comes with pain and joy in varying degrees and proportions. That is the truth. That is truly the nature of love!


The first time I went to Suva, Fiji, several years ago, I visited their museum. And before I continue I want to say that Fiji is one of my favorite places on earth. There I read about a man who loved his wife ever so deeply with all his heart and his soul. So he decided to kill her, cook her and devour her flesh. He believed this ritual of cannibalism would ensure that their souls would be united forever and ever.”



“Oh my god!” she shrieked covering her face with her hands.



“Fiji practiced cannibalism until a hundred years ago. That’s not too long ago. To eat human flesh was not wrong to them. It was part of their culture. So ask yourself this. If that man could kill, cook and eat his wife, do you think then that it is possible for him to do the same thing to his children?”



“What?” she asked horrified. “Oh my god, oh my god…”



“It’s true. What fucks us up is the system Becca. The judgment of our society does more harm to us than the actual tragedy we experienced. Do you know why I’m free?”



“Yeeaahh…”



“Because I refuse to be a prisoner of the norm. If you were ever to understand your relationship with your father clearly, then you must learn to put the structures of society aside. Those are man-made rules, boxes. I believe that institutions are boxes, boxes that have diseased the existence of mankind, the root of true evil in this world.


So tell me more about your father,” I implored her.


“He was the mayor in our place in Bicol. He used to ride a horse when he did his rounds around town. One day he had an accident horseback riding. So he was taken home and stayed ill in bed.


That evening, my older brother Resty bullied me to do his homework. Then my father sent one of the maids to call me to come to his room. I was so scared to see him and I refused to go saying that I was busy helping my brother with his school work.


That was it. My father lost his mind. He rushed down from his room, out of control grabbing his horse’s leather whip. And right there before me, he brutally whipped my brother Resty lashing at him without mercy over and over until he was out of breath. It seemed without end that moment of disaster. All my life I blamed myself for what happened that night, feeling it was all my fault.”



“Do you know what my father used to beat us?” I asked interrupting her.


“What?” she asked.



“He used a bamboo stick four feet long, one inch wide with both sides so sharp like that of a knife so that every time he hit you, it cut your skin. Bamboo sticks are also elastic so one lash comes back at you a second time hitting you twice.”



“My father’s whip was so long like that of Indiana Jones, he could reach you from afar!” she hollered with a big smile, eyes wide and shining.


“What, we’re going to compete now as to whose father used the better tool to torture his children?” I asked Becca out loud smiling. 


As I uttered these words, I saw her face light up and she screamed, “Waaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!” I joined her and we both broke out shrieking and laughing. Suddenly, the room was filled with the sound of our laughter. 


That’s it. For now, that’s all I will tell you about my conversation with my beautiful cosmic sister during that magical afternoon.


October 2, 2009, I sent Paulie this email which I copied to Caesar and Becca.



I'm sending you this email because I just need to express myself. A girl who is very close to me tried to seduce me sexually. I was so surprised. I've had that happen to me before but I never expected this person to do it. 



Anyway, I had a guest come to the house yesterday. During lunch I showed her text messages of someone professing love for me. To make a very long story short, she told me she's in love with me too. Waaaahhhhh!



Here was Caesar’s reply. Date: Fri, 02 Oct 2009 10:21:30 -0400.



“I find it amusing that you were surprised.”



Becca’s reply had more passion which I shared with Gabriel as soon as I received it. To the devil on earth, I wrote:



“Hail to Darth Vader!



I told Becca that a female friend of mine confided in me yesterday that she’s in love with me. She said this to me after I told her that another female friend tried to seduce me into having sex with her. This is not the first time this has happened to me but I was surprised with her behavior since I never expected her to behave in this manner. She is one of my soul sisters.

 
Becca sent me the reply below. By the way, Deo Arellano is her new found love whom I have met twice. He's a very bright and gifted Filipino artist who lived in Portugal for 25 years. Deo has an exceptional mind and is a man of very few words. Whatever happened to him when he was a child made him withdraw inside his shell. Still, he shines from within. I adore the man.



"Well, who isn't falling in love with Marlene Aguilar after getting to know her? WHO? WHO? WHO? Even Deo has your website open almost all the time and active in his second computer!



I love you more and more. That's the difference between you and my latest partner. The more I got to know him, the less I liked him. Most people fall into that category actually.  But with you, it is the opposite. There are those who curse you because you are so terribly outspoken. But when people get to really know you up close and personal, they totally surrender and end up loving you so."



Oops! There goes my EGO again! [image: image1.png]
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”



Here was Gabriel’s reply. Date: Fri, 2 Oct 2009 21:07:05 +0800.



“Do you have bruised ears from hitting your head against everything?” [image: image3.png]



 



October 3, 2009, I received this message from Francesca Marks, my beautiful soul sister. She wrote:



“You have changed my life. The space and energy we occupy is so sacred and I love you with my heart and soul.”



Recently, I received word from Mary Jean my secretary that the wife of one of the major characters in this book tried to reach me. I believe that this soldier subconsciously set up this situation to upset his wife regarding my presence in his life. I realize that he has a lot of pent up anger regarding his diseased marriage, so he needed to somehow torture his spouse and get even. In short, subconsciously, he used our friendship to piss her off. 



I’m going to share with you the email I sent this service man today in reaction to his wife’s behavior. The date is October 5, 2009. My Lucifer wrote:
“Dear troublemaker,

 
It never entered my wildest imagination for one moment, that you've spent so many years of your precious life with an animal who you call your wife. I thought your speech was bad. But the low life, I mean your wife - the low life’s unbelievable command of English is a new kind of nightmare to me. She’s so utterly dumb I don’t know how she kept herself alive all these years on earth.


The scariest part of it is you actually had a son with this person. My darling, didn’t they teach you in Special Ops that animals such as this should never be allowed to breed? Didn’t your officers teach you that a generic specimen with no brain, no heart, no courage, no spirit such as that is best placed in the firing range, for target shooting purposes that is? What the fuck did you do, find the cheapest raw meat, I mean whore, you could find in Angeles City, Pampanga? And then you decided it was cheaper to let her stay?

       I hope you don’t attempt to divorce this creature. If you do, she will suck you financially dry like a starving leech. But if you succeed in getting rid of the parasite, I strongly suggest that the next time you choose a companion, you get a dog instead. A dog would definitely have more intellect, would surely be more honest, absolutely loyal and certainly cheaper to keep.


As far as your sexual needs, you should be fine. After all you’re a good ranger. Plus, I promise to send you a crate of tuna every year for your birthday.


Despite your poor taste in pets, I continue to admire the fine soldier in you.


Big kisses and hugs to the beautiful ape.”



Meanwhile, one of my family members just read the first four chapters of this book. Later on she sent me her comments via email. She stated:
“Dear Marlene,


You wrote,
 
"I believe that those who end up as members of the elite force of America, or any other country for that matter, are people who suffered severely as children.… The military gave these souls sanctuary and a stage to express their anger, hatred and hostility and made them believe that their life inside the box would be dedicated to a great "cause". I believe that the military world was designed for such psyches and such psyches need the destructive existence of the military box.” 


Be careful here, you also stated somewhere that your son is a ranger.”



Here was my quick response to her.



"I have no problem with Jason being part of the military world. My father was a guerilla during the 2nd World War and became a prisoner of the Japanese later. Then he became a chief of police. Plus, why do you think I understand the world of death and destruction? I was also there."


In Warriors of Heaven, I also wrote:



“Why do I seek to understand war, death and destruction? Did you ever ask yourself how one is able to appreciate true happiness without knowing pain? One can’t. To understand hate, you must understand love. To understand life, you must understand death. What makes you so sure you are sane if you do not know insanity?  How are you certain you’re in control if you don’t know how to lose it? How do you know what is good if you don’t know evil? You don’t. So it is only from learning about war, violence and destruction that I am able to achieve the genuine meaning of peace.”


Yes, Jason was a ranger. Jason needed the destructive world of the military box like so many other young men like him do. What’s wrong with that? He needed to feed something within him. He lost his father when he was barely three years old. 


Jason’s father, my husband was found dead, sitting on a chair in his hotel room in Bangkok, just before Christmas 1984, on his way to meet us in the Philippines. Later, I sought the assistance of a very kind man, a friend. He was a former defense secretary in the Philippines who also became a senator and who is one the most influential politicians in the country today. I asked him to find out what really happened to my husband in Thailand. I needed to know the truth regarding Jason’s father’s death. Six months after my request he called me to his office. We faced each other sitting at a long dining table. He told me that after months of inquiry he had found out that my husband’s death involved foul play.


Jason had suffered great loss. Like I said, those who suffered extreme cases of betrayal and loss along with those who have endured extreme cases of physical and/or sexual abuse end up seeking destructive environments later on in life. Again, what is wrong with that, if it offers understanding and growth? Most people run from life. They run from the truth. That is partly why people are terribly unhappy. They live in fear. 



Mankind is so easily manipulated because they are afraid. You are so easily manipulated because you live in fear. And those imperious men running the world thrive on that fear. So they create man-made calamities such as SARS, bird flu and swine flu to make people afraid. It is the fear of mankind that empowers evil to rule the world.


I believe I’ve gone beyond being careful since I decided to write my first novel, Warriors of Heaven. Why is it always a case of left wing or right wing, good or bad? Like I said, in order to achieve balance, one must embrace light with the same openness as one must embrace blackness. 


This understanding of light and blackness opens the path to freedom allowing forgiveness and detachment. Here is a little anecdote; I would like to share with you.



Last year, during a very long conversation that I had with a friend who is a former FBI agent, he asked me this question. 



“Why do you continue to protect the same man whom you accuse of killing your husband?”



In tears, I answered, “Because I can help the living. I cannot help the dead.”


He responded, “Marlene, that is the most compassionate statement I have ever heard.”



Meanwhile, I sent a very special someone I know an advance copy of my book, Warriors of Heaven with this note.



“Do you think you could ever run from how you feel about me, you silly boy?



It’s amazing, I’m not even angry at you although I truly believe you had something to do with what happened to Jason while he was in Ranger Battalion. I forgive you. I tell myself, I probably would have done the same if I were in your shoes.


No one in my entire life ever hurt me the way you have. It wasn’t possible.  What is amazing is that, I am grateful for the pain you caused me. Still I admire you just the same.



Don’t let this get to your ego. I also believe that you’re totally fucked up in the head and as retarded as any man could get.



Anyway, I hope our karmic accounting is settled. I also hope you grow up someday, stop being afraid and come out into the light.” 



My son Jason was detained for a total of three months last year. I believe that he was framed for a crime he didn’t commit by certain powerful men who were doing their “homework” on me. During that time Paulie sent me this video via email saying, “You should watch this.” He told me that people who are as outspoken as I am pay a price. And at the time, Jason was the price. He added that he made this gesture to give me some comfort regarding the terrible events that were then happening in my life. 



The short video showed faces of people who have changed the course of history including Albert Einstein, John Lennon, Amelia Earhart, Maria Callas, Martin Luther King, Che Guevarra, Ghandi and others. In the background a man spoke and stated:



"Here's to the crazy ones, the misfits, the rebels, the troublemakers, the round pegs in the square holes, the ones who see things differently. They're not fond of rules and they have no respect for the status quo. You can quote them, disagree with them, glorify and vilify them. About the only thing you can't do is ignore them, because they change things. They push the human race forward. And while some may see them as crazy, we see genius. Because the people who are crazy enough to think they can change the world, are the ones who do."



For those who would like to watch the video, please visit, http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dX9GTUMh490 


On October 23, 2009, Becca and I performed at the Hobbit House in Malate, Manila. The place was packed. All my closest friends were there including Alwin, Paulie, Celest, Carol, Mita Ong, Dr. Jun, and Daisy Garcia who came with her husband and drove for three hours, all the way from Cabanatuan. My trainers from the gym Jackie and Christian came. All my nephews and nieces and my sister Tess and brother Tony were present. Many visual artists arrived headed by Rafael Cusi who was celebrating his birthday.  A friend from Colombia, Orlando Cueter, also attended and Inday Varona, a well respected political journalist sat at a table near the bar with her daughter and sister in-law. My brother Freddie couldn’t come because he had his own show that evening. 
 
   
Becca sent me messages all day long telling me how nervous she was about the show. In her text messages, she wrote, “Can you feel how tense I am, sister?” Around lunch time, she said, “Can you feel my palpitations?” Later she wrote, “I’m so tense!”
 
  
I wrote to her, “Don’t worry, all will fall into place. When I get up on stage, absorb my energy. I’m not scared.”
 
      
 “I’m even tense about what to wear!”
 
   
“Becca, don’t worry. Fuck it. I’ll get up there. I don’t even know what I’m doing and I’ll get up there first. While I’m singing, I’ll tell myself, this is masturbation…this is just another form of masturbation…” I told her via text message to calm her down. 
 


“HA HA HA HA HA!” she wrote back.
 
     
When she arrived at ´Hobbit House that evening’, I felt her body shaking when I hugged her. “I’m sooooo scaaaarrred…” she whispered in my ear.
 
   
So I got up on stage first, offering myself as sacrifice. “You can’t be the first to get up there,” my sister Tess said. “The first time you sang with a guitar player was only 30 sessions ago, whereas the other musicians on stage have been performing for at least a decade. You shouldn’t start the show. You’re the rookie.”
 
   
The show started at 9pm and ended at 1:30 in the morning. It was all in all a great evening. I thought Becca was absolutely amazing on stage. Finally, she confronted her fear and I confronted mine. 
 
 
The next morning, she sent me this text message:
 



“You did a magical job. You were beautiful on stage.



I haven't recovered from the divine experience and high I felt last night. Your prowess to inspire and motivate still awes me.




Thank you again for freeing me from myself. Your selfless love was amazingly at work again last night."
 



My sister Tess sent me this message.
 


“Congratulations for putting up a superb show. You did a great job and have proven you can sing and conquer the stage as well. Your voice touches the hearts and souls of your listeners. Hats off to you! Keep going, don’t stop singing. Love from your sister Tess and the gang.”
 



My friend Orlando sent me this note.
 
 
“Congratulations! I am very proud of you. Believe me, it was my pleasure to be there sharing such a special evening with you, your friends and your family. Thank you.”


In the meantime, I received a very strange message from someone unknown. The person stated, “If you end up with G2, I will shoot you myself.”





I recently had an argument with someone who forbade me from including our differences in this book. I did tell him I wouldn’t include his portion of the argument. But I don’t believe I said I wouldn’t include my own perspective. Let’s call this special someone Cherí. 



Our argument - which I wasn’t supposed to discuss - began when I reacted against a best selling author in the US referring to John Wayne as the "real man icon" for members of the Special Forces' community. 



I discussed this exchange with Becca and she insisted that I write about it to advertise my argument, including what I think of the American actor.  She says many male members of her family suffer from the same delusion. “They even try to walk like John Wayne, it’s annoying,” she said. 



So here is what I emailed Cherí. Unfortunately, as I promised him, I can’t give you his side of the argument. So here are the emails I sent him.



“The character of John Wayne was created for film, the by-product of someone’s imagination. He was a myth.  John Wayne was an actor, posing and faking the role of being a man, of being a cowboy, of being a soldier, and a green beret. I should also tell you that my gay friends in the States and the Philippines insist that like Rock Hudson, in real life John Wayne was homosexual. I believe them.



The worst thing about the Special Forces community and the military in general is that it is filled with too many soldiers doing things they don’t want to do knowing they don’t need to do it or shouldn't do it. And yet, they do it anyway because they don’t have the power to change things.



When was the last time the military went on strike? Most members of the military do not have the balls or, for some, the intelligence to question. They do not have the balls to go against the grain. They are prisoners of an institution that breeds violence, death and destruction to all life on earth.



A Ranger I know calls the military the vacuum. First you get sucked in and you have to complete your initial contract of three or four years. During that time, a lot of guys get married, have kids and the military provides for them. That then becomes the drug, the crutch. After that they can no longer imagine what it would be like to go into the real world and start from scratch.



Please don’t be mad at me for speaking the truth. Plus, I adore you anyway.[image: image4.png]
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Moreover, my point of view is just one perspective, silly. There are always two sides to the coin. You know I have a lot of respect and admiration for men like you. But then, you are the exception to the rule. “



Here is another email I sent Cherí although in this one, I address him as John Wayne. This was my response to a long email he sent me. By the way, he calls me Miss Uppity Pants.


“Dear John Wayne,


I must say that the narrative you sent me is surprisingly well written. Amazing, there is actually substance and purity in your thoughts. You are not totally hopeless after all, psychologically that is.


You say that Saddam Hussein was so hideous because he exterminated those who worked for him every five years as they threatened his position. So you admit you guys took out Saddam because you feared him? Just as, every five years, he took out those who worked with him, so Saddam met the same fate, and for the same reasons, because he was employed by the US government? 


And it's not even the fact that you did that to Saddam or that you screw over nation after nation. But it's the fact that you try to pretend that you're doing right by the world that truly pisses everyone off! 


I have a lot more respect for Hitler; at least he didn't pretend he was trying to help the Jews!


Just fucking say it, ‘We are here to take everything we can and suck you dry because the people we serve are such greedy assholes and we’re going to do whatever the fuck we’re told!’


With regard to you as a member of the special operations command, I already know you're exceptional because I've already done some homework on you. Of course you're exceptional silly. Why else would the heavens send you to me? I know that you are a great warrior of heaven, here, now and beyond.

With regard to you having the right perspective, let's just say that you have the institutionally correct and very limited perspective. My mind goes far beyond the understanding of most men and it definitely goes far beyond yours.


You cannot compare Rome and England to America. You know why? Rome and England had deep rooted cultures which are the great foundations of their strengths and their souls. America has no strong culture to speak of.

             Now be a good little boy and listen to your Mommy. Try to think outside of the box for one moment. Maybe then you will understand that wars are not about religious or racial differences. Wars are created for profit. It's never about Muslims and Christians or whatever they said to you using all those ridiculous role models you refer to. America's killing machine is a SLAVE to the economic power that rules the world. It always was and it will always be. Get it?


It amazes me that you who are already smarter than the other men in special ops, can't understand this. I wouldn't expect all the other pea brains to get it but I truly expect more from you.


I did ask my brother if he thought John Wayne was a 'real man'. He said he thought that when he was five years old. 


Why do you say I'm in love with the Muslims? There is only one mankind and one planet. We all belong to Mother Earth. You are so utterly wrong about me. But then again, like I said, my mind is far superior to yours and to that of most men. The reason you don't get this is because...oh well you see, you just can't teach Quantum Physics to an average person!


In addition, I said that Filipinos who do not take pride in speaking their mother tongue are total pieces of shit! 


I suppose my relationship to America is like my relationship with you. I know a part of your psyche is totally retarded but I love you anyway.


So there you go John Wayne, you didn't piss me off.

Wet kisses and sayonara from, 

Miss Uppity Pants [image: image6.png]


”



Cherí also sent me the site of a song in You Tube entitled The Warrior Song.  It praises the American killing machine as if god invented it to save the world. The short musical film showed almost all aspects of the killing machine, army, air force, marines and navy.  He wrote, “I know this one will piss you off. Enjoy the song as your head blows up.”


Here was my email response to him after watching the video. 


“I like it. Well done. The photos are absolutely amazing! Thank you.


I enjoyed this tremendously. It turned me on actually! [image: image7.png]




I particularly loved the versions of John Wayne wearing the pristine white uniforms standing in line on a ship. Those pussies look so fiercely cute and pretty, they gave me a perpetual hard on. [image: image8.png]




Who signs up to be in a boat filled with men for many months where the majority of the ranks are addressed as seamen? Basically, these boys signed up to serve something big, long and hard, filled with semen.”



November 7, 2009, I sent this email to Cherí.



“Dear Cherí,



Now that we’ve all calmed down I can tell you what it was that I really wanted to say regarding all that John Wayne crap.



The myth surrounding John Wayne, the myth he was trying to portray is you. You are that man and you should be the true icon for the members of the SF community, not the actor. 



That is really what I was trying to say.”


November 9, 2009, I wrote a friend who was formerly a US government official. I wrote:




“A few days ago, my bodyguard Mark Hauser was taken by two men at 3am while he was leaving a pub in Makati. They took him to another location near the US Embassy and questioned him there for five hours. This is what he told my secretary. He told me he was only questioned for two hours. So clearly, he is lying regarding certain information about the incident. I do not doubt that he was taken. But I believe he's not telling me everything.



Mark seems to believe that he was harassed because of his application for an American passport. I don't believe that two Americans would take him at 3am only to question him about his passport. They told him they were federal agents; one was in his 40's, the other in his 50's.  Are federal agents in the Philippines allowed officially to conduct such an act?



Mark Hauser carries a British and a Swiss passport as well. He was trained in the UK.




Strange things have also happened to some people I know, people I consider close to me. For example, a friend who is a well respected political journalist was traveling from Manila to Narita to New York. As soon as she reached the airport in Japan she was approached by "Americans" who also held her for questioning. The American officials sent her back to Manila and denied her the visa that was already stamped on her passport. My friend believes that what happened to her   has something to do with her support for me. Other strange incidences have occurred. Unfortunately, I can't discuss them over this medium.



Do they do this to me because they believe me to be anti-American? If that is so then they are even more stupid than I thought. There is only one mankind and one planet to me. 



Please let me know what you think regarding Mark's incident. It would be very helpful to me. It's getting to the point; I don't know who to trust around me. How sad the world is.

Thanking you and wishing you were near, 

Marlene”


I do not want to end this book without telling you more about my other son, Colby. I have never really discussed him in my novels. He is so exceptional, I was afraid that if I began to talk about him, he might end up taking half the space of this book. He and I antagonize each other in a similar fashion, the way Gabriel and I psychologically attack each other. When I used to misbehave as a child, I would push my mother to the edge so much she would flare her eyes at me and yell, “I hope someday you have a child just like you. Then you will understand what torture it is to raise you!”


Well, my mother’s incantations worked. Colby was born to me. 


I received this email from him a week ago, and I have decided to share it with you. I hope this will give you some insight into my precious devil who I tenderly call Damien. As I mentioned earlier in this book, he is taking cinematography in Nevada. He wrote:


“I got my midterm grades back for that hard test I told you about. They graded on the curve, and still a big percentage of the class failed. Apparently I didn't need the curve because I only got four mistakes, LOL.  I got the highest grade in the class, followed by my two group mates for 2nd and 3rd position. Only two of us got A's, the other guy in my group got a B+, the majority of the class got C's and D's. 


I'm not sure why I thought the test was hard now that I see the thing again. It was pretty easy actually. Maybe it was just because I was very sick and burning with fever while taking the exam. I couldn't read the questions and think as well as I could have. I had four mistakes. But in reality, I only didn't know the answers to two questions, the other two, my answers were right but wrongly phrased since it was a written test. 


My teacher is astounded at my test results, saying this class got the highest grades in the history of him teaching that class so far. I still get to keep my perfect 4.0 GPA, lawlz. The only way my grade gets killed is if I get a C or D on anything, which I don't intend on doing, ever. 


My teacher in that class was not too open at first, but after the midterm, he talks to me more seriously and gives more notes about what I'm going to shoot. They’re really helpful notes too, like he has good ideas for my ideas. Hahaha! That's all.


P.S. Tell Jason my messages aren't reaching him on skype. Not really sure why. Tell him to call me whenever he can.

I love you, Mom.”

-Colby



I am about to end this book, but before I do, I want you to know how happy and grateful I am that you have taken this journey with me. Thank you.


Two months ago we hired a tutor for our daughter, Maya. The tutor comes from Baguio City which is located in the northern part of the Philippines. She is Kalinga and has high cheek bones and deep bronze skin, as I do. She bears in her looks and in her stature and her demeanor, the fierce tribal pride that most genuine daughters of the north possess. Her name is Marjorie Amla, Marj for short. The first week she was with us, I took her to the Asian Development Bank cafeteria for lunch with Steve. After lunch we sat on the green leather couches along the long hall next to the cafeteria that faces a well kept tropical garden. Steve went to get us coffee. 



“What is Tales of the Black Widow about?” Marj asked.



Wow… I thought, staring at the greenery outside. I contemplated some more as I watched the little sparrows fleeting between the imposing line of fichus trees, at the center of the square and the frangipanis at the corner of the large garden. The leaves of the tropical greens swayed ever so gracefully with the passing of the wind. The sun god Ra was up and about on this glorious day, showering us all in full force with his divine light coming from the endless blue sky.



In the beginning, I had decided this book was going to be about the stories of the brave American soldiers, soldiers who have repeatedly confronted the true face of the killing fields. I so wanted you to hear their voices. And I’ve covered that. But, as I spoke to these men and as I got to know them better, a new form of energy began to unfold, giving this novel a new life. There is more to these tales than the war stories of the soldiers. I thought some more.



“What is the book about?” Marj asked again.



“Broken toys,” I uttered softly. The book is about broken toys. There are so many of us still hiding in darkness, in pain and afraid to face the monsters of our tragic past.


On October 7, 2009, I met my cosmic sister Becca at the Fitness First gym in Eastwood City. She was looking ever so vibrant and hopeful, shining from within. I brought along coffee and a piece of chocolate cake from Starbucks for us to share. During our wonderful conversation, she gave me a gift from Deo her partner. It was one of his divine creations depicting the most beautiful and heavenly baby green dragon I have ever seen. The celestial being sat perfectly poised on top of the earth looking up above at the vast galaxies, imperious and vigilant, surrounded by absolute magic. I wept tears of joy when I saw the artwork for I have seen the dragon in my visions and it lives in my heart.



That evening, after our meeting, Becca sent me this message.

       “Deo is still so fascinated with the synchronicity flowing into his life right now. God's perfection is made precisely clear with the way we mentally dance and soulfully sing together in unison. With you, Deo and I will embrace life with divinity and bliss. I thank god for my beautiful life. I thank god for you and for your being.

        You are indeed my great warrior of heaven. I believe that my father’s spirit in the after life sent you from heaven to bring me into the light. That is my truth.

       Everything in my life now has become so clear and free, and purely beautiful because of you, then Deo. You have no idea how you brought my soul back from the dead. One day, I will write a book about how you brought me back to life. I don't know how I will do it, but I will, I will.”


It was the amazing fusion of celestial energy between my soul brother Deo and my soul sister Becca during that magical day that has inspired me to write the last two paragraphs of this book, which I have written for broken toys like me.


Today is November 9, 2009, the day I will finish this book. How sad it feels to say goodbye to you. Here below are my closing words. I hope they bring you comfort, hope and light.


There is laughter where there is tears, life where there is death, love where there is hate, salvation where there is injustice and right where there is wrong.



Unknown to you, our sorrows, our losses, our deaths, and our tears, create a synergy which collectively gives life to the ocean of blackness empowered by the goddess of light. Still, I promise you with all my being, as heaven is my witness, that this ocean of blackness is the true sanctuary of broken children, some possessing the most incredible minds, spirits and wills this universe could ever behold. And here you will also find the bravest souls, the children of Ra, the great warriors of heaven, who believe without a trace of doubt in their minds that they can truly change the world.













The End

PAGE  
2

