Introduction

Dear Reader,

In Hawaii, on June 28, 1995, I married the man of my dreams. I thought we would live happily ever after in Paradise. For three weeks I lived in a state of bliss and gratitude. Then, at the age of thirty-three, my husband, Rock, unexpectedly died of a heart attack. I was totally traumatized and kept hoping I would wake up from the nightmare. I fell into a deep depression, having no idea if I would ever find my way out again.

 In the middle of the night, after his death, I woke up hearing his voice in my head. He was singing the words of our wedding song to me. He continued to comfort me all through the night. I felt his presence whenever I was alone. It was difficult for me to talk about our communication with others because of their skepticism. I searched for books that might confirm my experiences and found none.

 A year later, an inner voice urged me to write letters to my husband. I found it to be a profoundly healing experience. One day as I was writing about a challenging situation, I sensed Rock offering me guidance. For the first time I transcribed his letters to me thus beginning the Letters through the Veil, a record of our correspondence back and forth between the two worlds. At first, he only came through when I felt troubled. There seemed to be some spiritual energy that made communication easier at such times. I soon understood he wanted us to correspond on a regular basis. I learned how to tune those energies toward his frequencies in order to be in touch more readily. In our letters, we discussed our relationship and the meanings of both this life and the afterlife.

My goal is not to prove the truth of life after death or communication from the deceased. I simply want to speak of what has helped me. Mine is a love story, a self-help book, a journal and through an introduction to metaphysical concepts, a glimpse into the greater mysteries of existence. 

After selling most of our possessions, I left Hawaii to begin a nine-month pilgrimage of healing, to find peace and joy again. I visited Florida, Georgia and Virginia and I traveled extensively in Europe (Amsterdam, Italy, Switzerland, Germany and Greece). Each place had a part in my recovery. I worked with a Philippine psychic surgeon. I traveled far into the realms of the spirit world and reconnected with my husband. I awoke my passion for life and cleared out unconscious negative thought patterns. I learned the teaching power of plants, sacred rituals and trance dance. I experienced days of soul hunting to call back my power. On the Island of Corfu, I began to write the letters to Rock and there I danced with my soul for five days, feeling full of light, bliss and overflowing joy. My pilgrimage ended; I had found my way home to self. 

I am a private person, so there is much that hasn’t been easy for me to disclose. Some of the letters have no closure because I didn’t finish them.

May reading my story in some way benefit you and awaken you to the truth of life.

Blessings,

Loryn “Solana” Walton

Part One

Letters from the Greek Islands

Searching for Your Spirit

June 2, 1996

My beloved Rock,

I sensed from the beginning I would need to write it all down at some time and now that I just finished a powerful, week-long healing retreat, I am ready. I have one week left on this mystical Greek Island of Corfu filled with ancient groves of olive trees. Being able to express myself to you is a precious gift and being in touch with you makes me feel you’re with me now. I sense that you’re reading over my shoulder and that you can feel my love and gratitude. 

Your spirit left your body on July 21, 1995, a hot and sunny Friday afternoon, only twenty-one days after we were married.

 I was surprised when Mrs. Miller called me at the gallery. How did she know I worked there? She told me you had fallen or passed out and they had called an ambulance. I said I would come right away.

I was the only one in the gallery and had to find someone to watch the place. Although my impulse was to go to you immediately, I couldn’t leave over a million dollars worth of art unattended. Everyone else was in a meeting. I finally found someone and took off. 

The drive was traumatic. I had no idea what was happening and I was very scared. I wanted to drive extremely fast and pass every car on the road through town, but I had to crawl when I wanted to run. I wanted to honk the horn and flash my lights and clear everybody out of my way. Sometimes we judge people when they drive crazily. I realized then how we never really know what is going on in other people’s minds. 

I was unsure just where to go. The turn-off to the hospital was coming up soon, so I stopped at the Aloha Cafe and called Mrs. Miller. No answer. Maybe everyone was outside. I continued for another long fifteen minutes to her house. I prayed hard for God to keep you safe. It gave me strength as I drove. I kept remembering a recent dream about you, the one we had discussed. I hadn’t understood it, but its answer was to keep you in the light. I prayed out loud and spoke to God, again begging him to watch over you while I endured an eternity of trying to reach you.

When I arrived Mrs. Miller said they had taken you to the hospital. I asked the dreaded question: “Is he alive?” She didn’t know and I perceived the depth of her concern. Back to the hospital I went, still praying. Honey, I was awfully scared. It was so hard to think you might be dead. I tried not to let myself believe it possible.

I followed signs for the emergency room of our small hospital. There were no parking spaces. How absurd; I needed to be with you, so I parked illegally.

I ran inside and said I was looking for Rock Walton, that I was his wife. “Wife.” That word was so dear to me. Here in the hospital it seemed sacred. Just three weeks ago we had our beautiful private ceremony with dolphins surrounding our boat in Kealekekua Bay. They added joy to our special day. After living together for two years we committed ourselves to being husband and wife. You were someone I could

trust to stay by my side, someone I wanted in my life.

“Sit down out in the waiting room and the doctor will be with you shortly,” the receptionist said. I obeyed, thinking, these people are crazy. They want me to sit there and wait patiently. Then, in the hallway, I saw your co-worker, Walt. We touched hands and I prayed out loud with him. That wasn’t something I would normally have done, but it helped keep me sane. A woman in green hospital clothes appeared. I had no idea what was happening and no one would tell me until I asked the dreaded question, “Is he dead or alive?” She hesitated a moment before saying quite slowly that you were dead.

I went into shock. I’m not really sure how it happened, but I stormed through the door and past the emergency-room desk, where they wouldn’t let me pass before, to find you. “Stop her!” someone yelled out. Three men started toward me and then for some reason let me alone. Looking back, it was as if some benevolent force was protecting me. There were two curtained rooms and I knew you were in one of

them.

I found you. Finally I found you! They were still trying to pump your heart to bring you back. I was furious that the woman told me you were dead, when these people were still trying to revive you. I felt I needed just to touch your body. I had to do my best to contact your spirit wherever it was, plead with you to come back into your body and to plead with God not to let you die.

The doctor said no; I had to get out and I could not touch you. He spoke with a tone of voice that was soft and gentle as if he cared. But inside I felt he was as cold as ice and had no feelings. At that moment, I truthfully disliked him. Then a woman came and said it would be okay and I could touch your feet for a minute and do whatever I needed to do. Somehow, she knew that perhaps my touch could accomplish more

than what their machines were doing. She was an angel.

It felt so much better to have found you. There were five people in there, but I spoke to you, not caring what anybody thought. I just kept saying, “Please, Rock, come back to me.” Your feet were very cold and I could feel your spirit was no longer in your body. At some level I was sending my consciousness out searching for your spirit in the cosmos to see if I could find you and bring you back. I didn’t feel your spirit in the room.

The “ice doctor” ordered me back to the reception area, but I refused to go.

“I will sit right here outside his room. As long as you’re still working on him I need to stay close and keep praying,” I said. They let me stay for a while and again tried to oust me. I was creating problems because now the other people wanted to be in with their loved one. 

It’s as if I can sense you saying, “That’s my Bee,” still lovingly calling me by your nickname for me. You always sort of giggled when I was forceful with people. Even if you looked a bit concerned,  you seemed to respect me when I entered a mode of real strength. I can feel you now remembering it was senseless for anyone to argue with me when I had made a decision. How exasperated you often got at my “stubbornness,” as you called it!

Yes, it was my space. If they wanted me to leave they would have to pick me up and carry me out; I needed to be near you and listen to what the doctors were doing. I could hear them moving, pumping your heart and counting.

The sounds stopped…someone came to me...everything blurred. From somewhere came those familiar words about sitting down in another room and the doctor would be with me… It was quite irritating. I’m not sure in what order things happened. There by my side, being supportive was Angelica, the angel woman who let me touch your feet. A police officer interviewed me. I could feel he was uncomfortable

at having to get information from me and of course I didn’t make it much easier. There was anger in my voice when I had to answer ridiculous questions. I now understand that

the anger was a defense to cover my pain. I do remember thinking, my husband just died and you want to ask me if I know his social security number!

It seemed there was some idea your death needed investigating: it wasn’t normal for a young, healthy looking man of thirty-three just to drop dead. “Did you have AIDS or a drug problem?” he asked. I did tell them you’d gotten sick the night before and we thought it was the fish. God, honey, I even feared you had died of food poisoning and I was the one who had bought it. The officer said an autopsy would determine the cause of death.

Then it was time for the doctor. He was certainly not like the ones we used to watch on “ER,” where they at least seemed to have a heart. It was difficult for me to listen to him. He knew the right words and the right tone of voice, but his feelings were shut down. It was as if he was acting and it made me angry. 

Angelica kept asking me if there was someone I wanted to call. Did I have any relatives on the island? I didn’t. All of them were far away on the East Coast of the United States, which seemed a world away.

Mrs. Miller called, the first to whom I pronounced the words, “Rock is dead.” I couldn’t even believe what I heard myself saying. She was genuinely empathetic and very supportive. I had an urge to call my manager, Ed, at the gallery in order to find his wife. Sharon was the closest friend I had on the island and Angelica kept telling me I shouldn’t be alone. So once again I had to say, “Rock is dead.” Ed started to cry and I was so touched. My boss—and our friend, wept at your loss, not only for me but also for himself.

In a short time, you and he established a deep connection. You both had a similar gentleness of soul and enjoyed getting to know each other. You especially liked going fishing with him. When he and his family came over for the day, they had come to see our animals-the new colt, our black puppy and our famous, good-natured Rotweiller-Doberman mix, Rufus.

I asked Ed to find Sharon for find me. While on the phone, I heard the doctor telling someone to make me get off. It was on his desk. I was fed up with that insensitive man. 

“Okay, I am off your phone,” I shouted. “Are you happy now?”

The whole room became still. All attention focused on our interchange. He certainly seemed surprised. I don’t think he realized I had heard his command. I could sense from their reaction that his attitude had also been affecting them. Ten people all stopped, watching and listening. Then the doctor went into his ‘play act’ of the right words in the right tone. I couldn’t wait to get out of that hospital.

Looking back, I understand why a doctor might choose to cut off his feelings. Being emotional could interfere with quickly making a correct decision. He was attempting to make an effort to seem caring. What an empty life to live, only in the world of the mind. What a challenge to be caring, yet still able to make critical decisions. We all have to find the balance between feelings, mind and spirit.

Angelica said there was more paperwork to be done upstairs. They were moving you into a small private room and if I wanted to be alone with you, this was the time to do it. 

Finally! I had my wish, but I could sense they were keeping an eye on me from outside. Now there we were, you and I. Together, alone. In that room I went through a lot with you.

It is now 4:40 a.m. and I will continue at another time. It’s almost as if I have to prepare myself to go through the next part again. I love you dearly and feel you with me

often, especially now as I write. It is so good to be aware of your closeness. Perhaps we’ll fly together tonight in my dreams.

I promise to write again soon, probably tomorrow.

Your loving wife – Loryn

Broken Promise

June 2

Hello again, beloved,

I had five hours of sleep, a good Greek omelet for breakfast and I went shopping. The roads here are small cobblestone, hilly, streets with all sorts of small mom and pop stores tucked away in the corners, mixed in with little cafes. I bought more stationary, orange juice and to be good to myself, a beautiful pair of white Greek sandals with gold strands woven into them. After climbing my way up all the stairs and finding my way through the maze of back alleys, I found my way back to this small inexpensive room I rented from an old Greek woman who lives downstairs. Now I am with you again.

I think there’s some resistance to going through the “room scene” again. I felt I was with you the whole night, discussing many things in my dreams. Now back to the hospital. Your sheet-covered, 5’11”, 206-pound body lay there on the bed. Your beautiful brown hair (that I asked you to grow long) was back in a ponytail. Your beard and mustache helped to cover your white face. In a bag nearby were your work clothes

and the new boots we had just bought together. I wanted nothing to do with the finality that bag represented. 

When I touched your hand, it was so cold. I could feel you weren’t inside your body. Your spirit always kept your body warm, a warmth you so often shared with me.

Now I could call you the name I used to when we were alone. “Bear,” the name Bear, because you were big and brown, but also soft and cuddly like a Teddy Bear. We used to take time out of the day to have cuddle breaks. I melted into your arms, feeling so loved and protected. But here was this body, cold and empty. “BEAR!” I called out. At last I broke down and sobbed, still hoping we would both wakeup and be together again. I just couldn’t believe this was possible. “Bear, Why, Why?” I cried. I gave out a mournful wail that I’m sure echoed up and down the hall. 

All of a sudden I was furious with you for leaving me. I remember reading that anger is one of the natural phases people go through after someone dies. What amazed me was how I kept experiencing all these aspects of myself. At some points, I was totally into the despair and at other points I was witnessing myself and amazed to see myself in such a state of being.

I reminded you of our promise that if we go, we would go together so neither one of us would have to live through the death of the other. Neither one of us was afraid of death. We felt it was just going to a place no different than the places we used to travel to together in our meditations. But we did have a fear of being left without the other and there I was. You were gone and I was left to have to deal with it. It seems reasonable enough to feel angry.

Then I had an overwhelming feeling, I wanted to just be with you wherever you were. If there was something in the room that would have helped me to end my life quickly, I might have done it. Not because I wanted to end my life, but because I really just wanted to be with you. In fact, this thought had passed through my mind many times...

June 3

So, my dear,

I can see I didn’t close the last letter. It has been on my mind a lot. It has been quite challenging going through the “room scene” again.

I guess Angelica also felt I’d had enough. She led me out of your room and mentioned something about taking care of some funeral arrangements. I followed Angelica upstairs and she turned me over to another gentle, caring woman, Carol.

Carol asked me what kind of arrangements I wanted to make and what funeral home I wanted to use. She proceeded to tell me the differences in the few funeral homes, including one, which tended to be less expensive. I told her you wanted to be cremated. I knew you wanted the same thing you had done for your dad just a few years ago. She said it would be around $1,000. I told her I didn’t even have $100.

In the back of my mind I couldn’t believe I had to go through all of this. Here I am, my husband just died and they want me to start shopping for funeral arrangements, plus come up with money I didn’t have. It seemed too much to have to handle at one time.

Carol told me of an organization that grants money in such cases and proceeded to assist me in filling out their application. It seems so crazy the way our society is set up, that we have to pay so much money to bury our dead.

Then I hear over the loudspeaker, a page for the owner of a blue Honda Civic. I knew they would search me out sooner or later. So excuse me, my husband just died. Heaven forbid someone’s car is parked in a different parking lot. What is the world coming to? It was the perfect excuse to get out quickly.  

Walt found me to tell me I needed to move my car. Carol, knowing I was ready to leave, made an appointment for me to meet with the funeral director right down the road (how convenient), but I would have to wait 15 minutes before she arrived. Do Do’s funeral home. I used to laugh at the name when I drove past. I never imagined I would one day be using them. 

Walt walked me to my car. He was very supportive and he mentioned how he also had been through a similar experience. I didn’t say anything but I remembered you had told me his wife had also died unexpectedly. I was touched by him sharing that with me.

He offered to drive me home or follow me home and I strongly refused. Then he offered to find a way to bring your work truck back home. I thought that would be a good idea and thanked him for taking care of it.

 I headed on down the hill. I didn’t want to just sit there and wait at the funeral home — but something told me I should really take care of it now. As I was sitting out front, I saw Sharon. She was just about to turn up the street to the hospital. I yelled out to her and she pulled into the parking area. She ran up to me and really hugged me and we both cried. I had been in a sort of numbness up until then, trying to get through all the “red tape.”

 Here, finally, was a nurturing energy I knew and trusted and a heart that understood my pain. I was so glad she was there. 

Bear, I am going to take a cigarette break now. All this has brought up many tears for me and you know how every once in a while I will smoke when I am feeling emotionally upset. I love you dearly and feel you with me.  Until later……

Power of Gratitude

June 4

My dear beloved Rock,

I am once again drawn to this paper to be in communication with you. As I write, I look up to see your beautiful smiling face, looking at me with those brown eyes I so loved to look into. Every time I look at your photo, my heart just fills with all the love we created and are still creating. We asked for this you know. Remember how almost daily we prayed to God to give us the true meaning of love and allow that love bring us closer to divine love. I remember, at times, I would sense that this might look differently than I

expected. Regardless, we were both sincere in our request. We both had a deep love for God and a desire to experience the Divine.

I believe I am now experiencing this with you. I love you and accept you, not thinking you should be different than you are or do anything different. I respect your space, knowing you have your own path and it may or may not be with me. Our relationship is so peaceful, joyful and sometimes still exciting. There is a real feeling of togetherness that can’t be threatened or taken away. I know, Bear, that you watch

over me and, at times, guide me.

I am able to maintain this attitude for the most part, even though it has taken me a while to get here. Sometimes, on emotionally low days, I do forget.

I think it’s also fun when I intuitively receive a suggestion from you about how to handle certain situations in my present relationship. You gently remind me of some of the same patterns I had with you. That’s the love we are experiencing— loving the person so much that you can support that person to continue to experience love with someone other than yourself. I do admit it certainly is a unique situation to be having a relationship here on earth and working on my relationship there with you in the spirit world. I am sure I will write to you more on this subject later.

I really appreciate your guidance, love and support. I appreciate all the love and support you gave to me while you were here on the planet. I am grateful to have experienced such a wonderful love with you even if it was for just a short time. The gifts you have given me and the gifts that God has given me through you, have been tremendous. 

Oh, my sweet Bear, I can feel your love enfold me as I write these words. You’ve always been able to touch my heart in such a sweet, soft way.

Your love and acceptance has always been such a healing for me. You loved things about me that I had judged as wrong. Your love healed me in so many ways and it still does.

I feel your energy now, so gentle, soft and tingling. I can hear you calling, “Bee.”

Remember the song we made up, “The Bee and the Bear and the Bear and the Bee,” (we just sang those words over and over). I loved singing that song with you. It was so much fun.

I had a lot of fun with you, especially going out on the boat fishing and watching the dolphins. I loved it when we saw the whales in the winter. It’s funny, at that time we

were sure we would have a lot more whale watching seasons together.

While here in Greece, I’ve been seeing the full moon reflect on the   Mediterranean Sea. I often think of all the times we went out on the boat overnight and watched the moon over the water. We did create some real magical times with each

other. We loved being with each other. The fact that we both remembered to be grateful for each other, I feel, is one of the secrets that made our relationship so wonderful.

It really made a difference after we created the habit of saying thank you to God, almost every night that we were in each other’s life. There is something about hearing you say out loud to God, “Thank you God for Loryn being in my life, or thank you God for my Bee.” It created even a deeper love for you and a deep sense of gratitude for you being in my life.

Actually, my Bear, sweet, sweet Bear, I still am grateful you’re in my life. How empty people must feel that really believe there is no after life. I felt really empty there for a while and I do believe in an after life.

For me, it was like you flew unexpectedly to a foreign country and I, or we, had to discover how to use these foreign communication systems. I’m not sure what it was like for you, although I sense you also were trying to get through to me. Actually you did get through to me.

I recall the first night I slept alone without you. I dreaded going into that large king-size bed, knowing once again I would have to really deal with you not being there.

Sharon was in the house with me. Her caring energy gently supported me in the background as I called people for hours that night. I kept having to say those words over

and over again, “Rock had a heart attack and died.” To some people, like some of your customers I had to first tell them we were just married and then tell them you died. Somehow it was very helpful to keep letting it out. I don’t know how many people I called or how late it was at night, but I finally did it. I got into the bed and just cried and cried. Crying out to God, asking him, “Why?”

I need to take a break now from all this. I am going to sleep now, Bear. I love you dearly and hope to join you this evening in my dreams.

Love, your Bee, Loryn

Higher Purpose

June 4

Hello, beloved,

Again last night, I had to stop writing as the tears streamed down my face while I remembered the “hospital scene.”

I thought of you today as I sat by the crystal clear, turquoise water watching the men fishing from the land. On my way to the airport, I walked by all the boats at the harbor remembering our love of boats and our dreams of sailing these Greek islands together.

Now, as I fly back to the Athens airport, I will go back to the “bed scene.” First after climbing into bed I remember crying out for help and asking the angels to be with me. I was feeling such extreme emptiness in my heart. I called out for some relief from this depth of pain piercing my heart. I immediately felt a loving energy come and comfort me. It was as if a huge wing of love came and enveloped me until I finally fell asleep.

I did sense you trying to calm me down later throughout the night. You always had a way of knowing how to calm me down when I became real emotional. I could sense you saying, “Feel our love, feel our love, then you can feel our connection.” I would calm down and feel the love we have and I could sense you with me and feel comforted. I would feel a warm, tingling feeling in my heart. Then I would remember

what happened and lose it again.

I do remember, though, making a choice on how I was going to choose to handle this mentally. It was a very strong and strange experience. Hanging from the ceiling, to the left side of the bed, were many different thought patterns. And I had to contemplate all of them and choose one. Some of them were:

It could have been prevented.

I could have done something different.

You could have done something different.

We could have gone earlier to the doctor.

We could have gone to another doctor.

If only the doctor had done tests when you told him you had chest pains.

It was just your time to go.

Maybe you had the choice to come back and you chose not to.

These thoughts, plus more, seemed to be hanging in the air for me to choose from. The one I chose was, “It was just your time to move on and God in her/his/its Divine Wisdom had a higher purpose that obviously I didn’t see or understand but had to trust.” This thought pattern was the one I had to choose to help me get through it all. To somehow reach for my trust in the Divine and let it hold my hand and say, “It’s okay Loryn, everything really is in Divine Order.”

It was the one thought that gave me the most strength. It certainly reminded me there was a Higher Power and “It” was in charge and that there was both free will and destiny. Your death caused me to surrender to that power and trust deeply. Often times, I think it was a test in my trust of God. How often do I hear of people that lose their faith at times like these. For me it was the opposite. It somehow strengthened my faith.

In the middle of the night I woke up to the words from the Hawaiian wedding song that we sang to each other during our wedding ceremony, “I will love you longer than forever, I do, I do, love you, love you, with all my heart.”

I know you were sending me love.., it was so beautiful and so comforting. You were always such a romantic. Then the realization again came to me and the tears once again returned. I had really hoped to wake up and realize that it had been all a dream, meant to teach me a valuable lesson. 

I now had to face this first day without you and the things that had to be done. Being on the phone was what seemed to be comforting, just to keep talking about it, getting it out, feeling support from others that also cared for you.

The amount of support from people was tremendous. Nobody in our family had money, yet all of a sudden, your mom and her friend Charlotte came to be with me. Then my sister Mari left her new business and was with me a week, watching over me and helping me take care of practical matters. My friend Barbara came back and performed the services after just being there three weeks ago to perform our wedding ceremony. Then my youngest sister Brenda came out and supported me through the last month of selling off things and sending some things back to the mainland to my sister Mari and her husband’s house in Florida.

I’ll tell you, Bear, I was a wreck; my mind was in a fog. It was very difficult to make decisions. I was grateful I had people around to watch over me. I kept feeling apologetic, because I seemed to be handling things less efficiently than I usually did. It was like being under the influence of alcohol, without being drunk.

I did feel when you communicated to me how wonderful you were feeling, how you had realized you never knew the magnificence of who you were. I always could see what a beautiful spirit you were.

It was just at that time, I really couldn’t share in your joy. I sensed you telling me there wasn’t really a problem.  You would wait for me and we would soon be together again. I remember arguing back to you. Oh yeah, it’s no problem for you. You have no sense of time. What may seem like moments to you would feel like eons for me. You were up there “flying around” and I was here having to take care of a mess. It’s funny to think I could even be mad at you.

Also, I remember sensing that you wanted me still to do the healing we had planned to do in a few days. You wanted to experience healing with me from your new sense of self. I told you that you were nuts and there was no way I could just forget all that happened and focus on being a channel of healing, although later on I did contemplate it. How bizarre that just last month we were doing healings on our wedding

night and this month you wanted to do them, but with you working from the other side. It actually would have been beautiful if I could have managed it. What ended up happening was that your funeral services were held that night and some of the people came to that.

You sure did surprise a lot of people. Just within three weeks we had met about fifty new people through the fire walk, sweat lodge and the energy healing night. They were all shocked how one minute you had become a new friend to them and the next minute you were gone. It really seems to me that those last three weeks of your life were like a huge, long going away party. And how strange it seemed that you had reconnected shortly with some old friends that had ended up being a good-bye for you.

I could sense that it was difficult for you to see me so distraught. You wanted me to share your joy in your newfound freedom and the connection of our love. And instead, I went into the sadness of losing you. I still wonder today if it’s possible for any human being to lose someone dear to them and not feel sad because their loved one is physically gone.

Well, I’m landing in Athens now so I’ve got to go. Until

later my love...

Sadness

June 5

Hello again, honey,

Well, last night was somewhat challenging- arriving in a large foreign city late at night and having a taxi driver take me to a Greek hotel. I stayed in Athens to make my

connecting flight today to the USA more convenient. I am sure spoiled by the luxury of America. I was nervous seeing the inadequate locks on the door. In America we have all of these triple locks so you know no one will walk in on you, although maybe there you need them and here you don’t. I consciously called on you last night to protect me. You reminded me I was safe and I called upon all of my soul and moved into the blissful state that I feel with you and my soul. I still struggled moving in and out of feeling safe and feeling scared.

Sadness is definitely something I learned about. I feel as if I entered a semester of Sadness 101 in Earth University, or maybe it’s more like an advanced course in sadness.

 It seemed like this was a cycle of my life to experience sadness. I felt we as human beings are meant to experience all ranges of human emotions. It’s like a soul experience. In some way we gain knowledge through these experiences. I had resisted crying and sadness much in my life because I had quite often felt it was wrong. How often do we try to get children and friends to stop crying? Often it is because we don’t want to feel their sadness.

I still felt this. It had been very difficult for those around me to hear me cry so deeply and so someone had always come over with loving arms to comfort me. I felt they didn’t want me to cry. So I decided to stop crying around them and then I felt myself blocked.

I remember I went into the shower and finally alone, I started to cry. I was really sobbing. I sensed you there with me. I know it was hard for you to see me this way.

I could control the sobbing but not the tears. Tears were uncontrollably in my eyes quite often when I was speaking to people. They were just coming out at a slower pace.

I will continue more with the sadness lesson later today while I am on the plane. I must get ready now for my flight back to the good old USA.

Later, love.

J u n e 5

Dear Bear,

So...the lessons of sadness.

First there was the acceptance of myself. I had to change my viewpoint on crying in front of others, from one of weakness to just a natural, necessary human expression. I also saw how it touched others to feel deeper.

That is what the sadness did for me. It allowed me to feel a depth of myself I had never experienced before. When I stood back and witnessed myself I was amazed at my depth of feeling. I don’t know why, somehow, we have the viewpoint sadness is to be avoided. If we took away the judgment on it, sadness can be an incredible experience. And somehow it made me even more aware of the love I felt for you.

I was experiencing many different aspects of myself, one that was shocked by the traumatic experience. There was the witness that could calmly watch myself react so deeply and be amazed by the drama of the whole situation. Then, also, my normal, positive personality came out. It had to; it was such a part of me.

The awareness of a part of myself, witnessing myself was a phenomenal experience. It was as if I was tapping into a greater aspect of myself and I was having simultaneous experiences of being emotionally involved and emotionally detached. The witness was able to watch, but had no viewpoint of labeling the experience good or bad. It just was! 

I know people with me thought how good I was handling things because I seemed in a good state of mind. But deep inside I was very fragile. I became extremely sensitive to other people’s feelings and any type of harshness. It’s like any barriers I might have created to deal with harshness had dropped away. I seemed to be in the same vulnerable state as I was when I was a child.

 
It was as if a tornado had come and wiped out the house I lived in (the energy field around me). Now I had to totally rebuild my house, brick by brick, with more conscious energy. I had no idea how it was going to happen, especially on a financial level with only $25 in my pocket and a lot of bills to be paid.

There was so much support from so many people. People started sending me cards with money in them. I was so grateful. It helped one part of me to relax. And our generous landlord told me not to worry about paying the rent. Your friend Mike offered to pay the funeral arrangements and my work offered to pay the phone bill, which was large, due to all the long-distance calls.

Your friend Stan came and offered to keep your landscape business going with Walt working with him, which also helped bring money in. Since Stan decided to work the business I knew I would have to manage it. It kept me busy and kept my mind occupied which was helpful. 

It was really like a huge vacuum. All that I lost seemed to create a void that began being filled with new and different energies. Again, as I stood back and watched, I could see the universe was really at work taking care of things. Through it all, I kept feeling a closer connection to God.

I was glad your mom was with me and really grateful I had gotten to know her just two months before when she visited us. It was like she and I were moving through things together making whatever decisions that had to be made about whatever.

It was quite strange having to arrange a service for you. We really had no idea what we were going to do. More and more people asked us if we were going to have a service. Just a month ago I was being educated on all the things that needed to be done to get married and now a short time later, I’m learning about funeral services. It still all seemed so bizarre to me.

Things came together with the help of many people and a true aloha spirit. At first we had a private boat ride to throw the ashes into the sea. There were seven of us. Your friend Paul was very generous to offer to take us out on his fifty-foot boat. Your other friend, Astral had offered first, but Paul’s boat just fit us all more comfortably and had a bathroom. In fact, because two people had offered their boats and Astral had already put his in the water, I ended up in quite a predicament. I certainly didn’t want to hurt Astrals’ feelings. I will always be grateful for Astral giving up the pride of carrying your ashes out to sea.

We picked up the ashes from the funeral home. In my mind I had visualized light black ashes like those that are left after a wood fire. Instead the box was very heavy. It

must have been those extra ten pounds you had gained. It was so strange to think what was left of your body was in this brown, rectangular shaped, plastic box.

The weather was beautiful as we boarded the boat. It was hard to stay in a solemn mood. I was on a beautiful boat, on the Hawaiian water, with great weather and people that cared for you. Your dad’s old friend, Jeremy, was making jokes, as usual, trying to keep spirits up. He joked about not remembering the exact coordinates of where they put your dad’s ashes saying this time they would pay closer attention
for sake of the next one to go.

Well my dear, I’m about to land in the New York airport. 

Until later...
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