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  Introduction  

At some point in our lives, we ask ourselves “Why am I here?” “What is my purpose?”

These questions are prompted because at some depth of our being lie the answers.

Join in the journey of a grandmother who asked these questions and was led to a time before life in a realm that had all the answers. As you enjoy the story of two cousins who were given glimpses of this realm of Light and the lives of a brother and sister who lived there, you will gain insights and wisdom that is familiar. You are not alone on your journey and your quest for the meaning of your life begins to unfold.

I intend for you to recognize yourself in the characters portrayed here and be inspired by their strength, their courage, their laughter, and their Light along with their fears, their tears, and their pain. You will begin to understand why you have the talents that you have, where they came from, and why you have been given those gifts. Ultimately, you will re-examine those inner questions and the answers will reveal themselves.





Part I
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KAREN WALKED OUT OF the doctor's office feeling older than her 60 years as a solitary tear rolled down her cheek. She stepped out of the building and felt the warmth of the summer day. With her eyes slightly closed, she lifted her face into the sunlight and said, “Thank you, Mr. Sun.” She didn't know how this ritual began, but she had been saying “Thank you, Mr. Sun” ever since she could remember. No matter what was happening in her life, she always felt comforted by the warmth of the sun.

Karen walked slowly to the parking lot, thinking of the consultation time with Scott. Dr. Scott Newman was not only her personal physician, but he called her in to consult on some of his cases. She recalled the first time she met him when he came to intern at Lakeview General Hospital where she, Dr. Karen Campten, was head of Neurology. She instantly liked him and over the years they became good friends. She retired five years ago but was occasionally asked to consult. No matter how many patients she had helped, she always felt sad for those patients who could not be helped. This afternoon's consultation was one of those sad times.

She made it to the parking lot where her car was parked but before she could get in, she heard soft music, a melody that she had heard before. Where is that coming from? she wondered as she looked around. It seemed to be coming from the park nearby. She stood there and listened to the soothing music again and then headed toward the park. The music soothed her and haunted her at the same time. I've heard that music before, somewhere back in time. She came to the park and looked around and saw a few mothers chatting and children playing, all oblivious of the music.

“Where is that music coming from?” she asked aloud to no one in particular. She looked at the trees. As if in answer to her outspoken question, their branches were swaying in the breeze as if dancing to the beat of the music. She walked to the nearest tree and as she got closer she could definitely hear it. She looked up and no one was there, but she knew that the music was definitely coming from the branches.

I'm losing my mind, she thought, and then she laughed out loud thinking, This is all I need on top of everything else. She left the park and headed for her car with these haunting thoughts, I've heard that music before. When, where?

“Well,” she said to herself, “that was a nice interruption.” She started driving and headed for her cottage on the lake but could not get that music out of her mind. She knew that she had heard it before, somewhere a long time ago, but couldn't quite place it.

A half hour later, she pulled into her driveway. She entered her cozy cottage and immediately felt surrounded by all her favorite things. She made her way into the kitchen to make a cup of tea. As she prepared her tea to take to her garden, she thought of her husband, Spencer, who had died over 30 years ago. She still missed him terribly. With her cup of tea in hand she stopped long enough to take her shawl with her and walked outside to her favorite place, her garden, which she always called her “field of flowers.”

It wasn't really a field, as the garden was only a small patch in her small, but easily maintained, backyard. She settled into her favorite piece of wooden lawn furniture that was now weathered but still comfortable. She sipped her tea, then placed it on the attached small table. As she put her tea cup down, she glanced over at the empty chair on the other side of the table. She would often imagine that Spencer was sitting there with her as they enjoyed the blooming flowers and the lake just beyond the garden. She knew, of course, that Spencer wasn't there, but she always felt that a loving presence was always in the garden with her. She smiled, remembering her wonderful early life with Spencer and their two daughters. He was killed in a fatal car accident when the girls were still young, and Karen ended up juggling her medical career and raising the girls alone.

Her cousin and her best friend, Brian, a marine biologist and a talented musician, helped her through those tough times. He was partially blind when she first met him. He was four years older than she was and she fell madly in love with him. She always wanted to play with him and he didn't mind. Their mothers were sisters and lived 200 miles apart, but they got together on all holidays and sometimes in between. Karen would always bring Brian flowers and tell him about their different colors. Brian could only see a blur of colors. Sometimes he would ask his little cousin to describe things for him, like the shape of the leaves on the branches. He loved being outdoors and being where the trees were.

Karen's eyes suddenly flew wide open as she remembered Brian saying, “Do you hear the music from the trees, K?”

He had always called her K. Karen knew right at that moment that she heard the same music that her cousin could hear when he was a young boy. I've got to tell him about the trees in the park, she thought excitedly, maybe he'll tell me more about the music and that I'm not losing my mind. Well, maybe we have both lost our minds. I wonder if he'll still remember. After all, he's old now just like me. She laughed out loud thinking what Brian would say about the “old” remark, “Speak for yourself, I'm not old.” Although he was 64 years old, he still travelled around the world, studying the mammals of the deep. He was a world renowned scientist who knew more than anyone about whales and dolphins and had written books about the behavior and the languages of our friends who lived in the ocean.

While still in medical school, Karen helped her cousin regain the full use of his eyesight through research and the use of herbs, high-tech equipment, and surgery. She learned about the various herbs and their amazing healing powers from David, a medical student and the son of a Native American shaman. Karen spent many summers and school breaks with David visiting his family on the reservation. She was loved and instantly embraced by the Native Americans. She blended right in with her long black hair and her golden brown skin, which favored her father's Pacific Islander coloring. She learned so much from David's father, the medical man on the reservation, and he was surprised at Karen's ability to quickly understand.

David was sent to medical school so that he could combine both modalities of healing. After graduation, David went back to the reservation and opened a hospital and he trained many doctors in his unorthodox way of treating patients. He and Karen still kept in touch with each other, even now in their twilight years. Karen smiled at those memories. Her knowledge of the healing herbs had helped many of her patients including Brian.

She felt her eyelids getting heavier and she knew that she was drifting off to sleep. A short nap surrounded by her flowers and her lake view was not uncommon for Karen. Then she heard the music again, the same music from the trees at the park. Without looking up at the branches of the pepper trees in her yard, she was somehow content knowing that it was coming from those branches and she just allowed the music to soothe and comfort her.

Suddenly, she sensed the presence of someone sitting in the empty chair next to her and with eyes half open, she glanced over and saw that someone was indeed sitting there smiling at her. She didn't get startled or frightened, she just smiled back. She instinctively knew that this being was not of this Earth. She didn't know how she knew, she just knew. She kept looking at him sitting there glowing and shimmering with the most beautiful lights she had ever seen. The colors were like silver and blue mingling with each other yet luminous and translucent. She just sat there staring, yet she wasn't sure if her eyes were open. She seemed to be seeing him with the eyes behind her eyes.

Am I dead? She didn't speak the words, she only thought them, but he answered her, Do you want to be dead? It wasn't spoken out loud. She seemed to hear it in her head.

Do I want to be dead? What kind of a question is that? No, I don't want to be dead, well…not yet anyway. Again, she knew she hadn't said the words but that somehow he could hear her response.

As you wish, came his answer.

Then with clarity, amazing clarity, she excitedly said out loud, “I know you!”

“Yes, you do, I have been with you all your life,” came the response.

This time, she knew her eyes were opened and she really looked at him. There was so much love coming from him that she felt so safe, so warm, protected, and loved. Then she felt her eyelids getting heavier and heavier again and just before she completely closed her eyes, she glimpsed two other figures standing next to her visitor.

Her breath caught in her throat. I know you two! Her heart felt like it was bursting with such joy and exhilaration.

“Yes, you do,” answered the beautiful woman who was surrounded with so many different colors that they were twinkling like stars all around her.

“Hello, Little One,” answered the man standing with the woman. He was so beautiful, so majestic looking, with the same twinkling lights as the woman. This time she heard their voices and she knew she had heard them before. They were so familiar, so loving.

They are the King and Queen, MY King and Queen! She was filled with so much joy she thought she would burst wide open. She smiled thinking of his words, “little one.” Her father used to call her that.

“You called me that, too,” she managed to say and smiled as sleep finally took over and she drifted off, still smiling.
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THE INCESSANT RINGING WOKE Karen up. She opened her eyes, and still trying to get her bearings, she heard the doorbell ring again. She grabbed her shawl that had fallen off her shoulder and stopped when she noticed there was a bouquet of exquisite flowers on her lap. Still trying to get fully awake, she sat back down and stared at the flowers. They were glowing, shimmering in soft luminous lights. She had never seen anything like that before.

Yes, I have, she thought. I just had a dream about these flowers. Or was it a dream? How did these flowers get here? Then she smiled as the dream came back in vivid clarity. Oh my God! It wasn't a dream, I was there. I saw it all. I understand now!

She reached for the flowers but the moment she touched them, the lights disappeared, the glow faded away. Oh! She was startled at first but she knew why the lights went out. She held the flowers up to her nose and inhaled their fragrance. What a fragrance. It should be bottled. She laughed out loud knowing that this was not possible. Just as no artist could capture the true colors of nature on his canvas, no chemist could duplicate this fragrance. With the bouquet of flowers in her hand, she finally stood up.

“Oh, there you are,” Lola announced as she spotted Karen looking dazed but smiling.

“Did you take a nap out here, again? You must be getting old.” They both laughed.

Lola was only a few years older than Karen and they'd known each other for many years. “Shasha is waiting for us. Are you ready to go?” Lola asked, and Karen nodded.

They climbed into the golf cart that Lola drove and made their way to Shasha's La Hacienda. “You look different,” Lola observed as she looked at her friend, “You are positively glowing. Did you have a hot date that you're not telling about?”

Karen laughed and said, “No, my friend, not a hot date but the most absolutely wonderful afternoon.” Before Lola could inquire about her afternoon, they arrived at the La Hacienda, a mere two-minute ride.

La Hacienda is a ten-acre, exclusive, active seniors' community that Shasha owns. Shasha, a famous model turned fashion designer, successful in her own right but having amassed a fortune from her four previous marriages, bought this beautiful piece of real estate on the lakefront. She had a hundred cottages built on the property as a residence for active seniors only. The grounds were beautifully landscaped and impeccably maintained. The big house at the heart of the property was exquisitely designed for the affluent.

There was always some kind of social activity going on. From walking or jogging on the trail around the complex, to cocktails at sunset, mimosas for Sunday brunch, croquet games, weddings parties, trip planning, and scrumptious healthy meals served in the dining room, La Hacienda was a sought after place to retire.

Lola was the creative genius behind the meals served in the dining room. Shasha snatched her away from her prestigious executive chef position at the Hyatt Regency Hotel. Shasha offered her a job at La Hacienda with residency and Lola and her husband Trevor moved onto the grounds five years ago.

It was by serendipity that an adjoining half-acre parcel became available for sale two years later and Karen purchased it and had her two bedroom cottage build. Shasha was pleased when Karen agreed to be called upon for any medical emergencies at the complex. Finally, all three friends were in one place enjoying each other's company.

Shasha was waiting for them at their favorite dining table on the terrace overlooking the lake. She stood up and greeted Karen with a hug, as she always did. As the ladies settled into their seats and awaited their first course and of course their wine, Karen lovingly looked at her beautiful friends. Shasha with her golden blonde hair and fashionable ensemble was still so strikingly beautiful. Her upkeep with the latest skin care line and occasional lifts made her look forty. Lola, petite, with her reddish hair and beautiful teeth was so pretty that she still turned heads at her age. Their weekly visits to the hair, nail, and facial salons had kept them looking so much younger than their biological age.

Karen, in contrast, with her tan skin and black hair pulled back with a hair tie or hanging loosely around her shoulders, wore very little makeup and let her natural island beauty and free spirited persona shine through. No matter how many years had gone by, they would still giggle like young girls whenever they were together.

Lola went to fetch a vase for Karen's bouquet of flowers. Shasha looked at her friend and said, “You are glowing. What have you been up too?”

Karen laughed and said, “Shasha, I've just had an extraordinary afternoon, one of those beyond this world, ‘aha,’ moments.”

Intrigued, Shasha leaned forward, “So spill it, girlfriend, what happened?”

Karen laughed again as Lola returned with the vase. Karen put the precious gift of the flowers in the vase and the three women looked with awe at the exquisiteness of the flowers.

“Those are beautiful, Karen. Are those from your garden?” asked Shasha.

“No,” replied Karen, smiling.

As the women looked at the flowers again, Lola softly said, “I think I have seen those flowers before, somewhere, but I can't remember where.” Then she and Shasha both stood up at the same time, and as they bent down to smell the flowers, they both bumped heads. They all laughed.

“Great minds think alike,” Karen said, and they laughed again. As the two women inhaled the fragrance of the flowers, they both sat down and became quiet, as if in their own private thoughts.

“I know those flowers. I'm getting goose bumps,” Shasha said and Lola agreed, “I'm getting goose bumps too.”

As Karen watched her two dearest friends, she saw a glow around them. This is so good.

She barely whispered the words, “Be the Light,” but Lola heard her and she reached into her pocket and said, “Look what I found when I was going through some things.”

She pulled out a pin that read, “Be the Light Foundation.” The other two women laughed as Lola passed the pin to them. While they sipped their wine and ate their salads, they were each in their own thoughts as they remembered that night when they all met at the gala affair of the Be the Light Foundation.
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THE THREE FRIENDS RECALLED that evening they met some 25 years ago. A gala affair was held at the Los Angeles Convention Center for six non-profit organizations to raise awareness for their causes. Brian, Karen's cousin, was scheduled to speak on saving the endangered species of the deep. Other causes included awareness of the depletion of the ozone layer, the destruction of the rain forest, and research into the cures for cancer, diabetes, and heart disease. All the notables, including celebrities, were there for this lavishly catered affair and many were writing generous checks for their favorite charity.

Karen was standing in the back of the already crowded room listening to Brian's speech about marine life and its importance to the ecological balance of the planet. He spoke about deciphering the languages of the whales and the dolphins and what they had to teach us. Spellbound at the passion in her cousin's voice as he talked of his lifelong work of protecting his friends of the deep, she didn't notice the beautiful blonde standing next to her until she spoke.

“He is very brilliant and well known for his research work,” she spoke softly to Karen. Karen looked at her and recognized the famous fashion designer, Shasha. They introduced themselves and for some inexplicable reason, Karen was instantly drawn to her, as if she had known her all her life, although they didn't travel in the same circle. Shasha's second husband had known of Brian's work and had been a big supporter of the cause. That was how Shasha knew of Brian's work and continued to support his cause even after their divorce. The two women continued to chat after the speech and the applause and made their way to the buffet table.

Brian caught up with Karen and Shasha and after they congratulated him on the persuasive speech, Trevor and Jonathan joined them. Trevor and Jonathan were Brian's closest friends and they came for support. After everyone was introduced, the men left to talk to more people and Shasha and Karen settled at an empty table to enjoy their meal.

Trevor and Jonathan had been friends since high school and they both met Brian while on their spring break from college. Brian was also home for spring break and was sitting on the beach intensely concentrating on a high-tech detection gadget directed at the water's edge so he didn't notice that Trevor and Jonathan were standing there watching him.

Trevor, who was studying to be a mechanical engineer, asked, “What do you have there?”

Brian looked up and said, “Hi, I'm Brian, and this little gadget is supposed to detect the sounds of the dolphins, but I can't seem to get it to work properly.”

“May I?” asked Trevor.

“Be my guest,” Brian responded, relieved to hand over the gadget. They all sat down and Brian explained what the gadget was supposed to do.

Trevor studied it for a while while Jonathan introduced himself. Jonathan, who was studying political science, said, “If it's mechanical, Trevor will figure it out.”

Brian explained that he was studying to be a marine biologist and home for spring break. He pointed to a huge home behind them. Trevor pushed a few buttons on the gadget but like Brian, he couldn't get it working either. “Tools, I need tools to open this up to figure it out.”

“Let's go to my house; I'm sure I have some tools there,” Brian invited them and they made their way to the house. There, they found the tools and it wasn't long before Trevor fixed the detection gadget. The three spent the rest of the day talking and getting to know each other. Trevor and Jonathan were fascinated as Brian explained the languages of the whales and the dolphins. They went out on Brian's dad's boat to test the detection gadget and were excited when they detected the presence of the dolphins swimming nearby. Brian continued to explain the behavior of dolphins and the music of the whales. They became fast friends and spent the rest of their spring break hanging out together.

They kept in touch with each other and shared their passions over the years. Brian and Jonathan had gone to see Trevor's act at the Improv where he moonlighted as a comedian to help pay for his tuition. During summer breaks they spent most of their time at Brian's beach house and picking up girls at the beach or throwing the football around. Brian's parents were used to seeing the three of them laughing and kidding around.

Karen got to meet Brian's new friends one summer when she came for a visit and she liked them instantly. Karen and Jonathan shared their passion for art and many times they could be seen sitting on the beach with their canvases painting the sunset scene.

Years later, these three friends still supported each other in their respective careers and causes.

A new friendship was taking form as Karen and Shasha enjoyed their meal and their conversation. Taking their glasses of wine, they went outside and that was how they met Lola. Lola was sitting on a bench, massaging her feet.

Shasha went up to her and compassionately said, “It's tough finding comfortable shoes.”

“You can say that again,” the pretty redhead responded. She looked up and instantly recognized fashion designer Shasha. “What do you recommend?”

Shasha immediately recommended different shoes for different occasions.

It turned out that Lola was the creative genius who catered the scrumptious foods they had just enjoyed. The conversation immediately turned to the food. Lola had been on her feet preparing to feed the 500 people who showed up.

Shasha immediately asked for Lola's business card. She could use Lola for her numerous social events. Karen and Shasha joined Lola on the bench and they chatted amicably.

By the time Brian, Trevor, and Jonathan found them, they were giggling like young girls. After introductions were made and they conversed more on the success of the evening, someone suggested they leave and find a coffee house. Lola left to make sure that everything was in order with her staff and she happily joined her new friends as they piled into Shasha's waiting limousine.

When they finally ended the long evening, everyone was excited and agreed that they would each be the light for others to shine and save the planet. It was an evening that all of them would remember. New and old friends bonded and a love relationship between Lola and Trevor bloomed into a happy marriage.

The three women reminisced about that night 25 years ago and agreed that it was destined to happen. They raised their wine glasses and all three happily cheered, “No such thing as a coincidence!”

Throughout the meal, Karen lovingly watched her friends as she recalled what had happened that afternoon in her field of flowers. She wasn't ready to share her extraordinary afternoon until she spoke to Brian. She then reached for the flowers in the vase and carefully split them into three smaller bouquets and gave one to each instructing them to place the flowers somewhere close so they could see them every day when they awoke. The ladies said their goodnights and hugged and Lola drove Karen back to her cottage.

After putting her now smaller bouquet of flowers in a vase, she noticed that she was still holding the Be the Light Foundation pin. She looked at it again and smiled at how they were led to be together again, an agreement they all made not so long ago in another place and another time. They all agreed to “Be the Light.” Little did they know that this was their mission.

Karen laughed and laughed so hard she felt happy tears on her face. She placed the vase of flowers on her night-stand. Perfect place, right next to me as I sleep. Karen was unaware that right at that precise moment, Shasha and Lola were also placing their flowers on their nightstands.

Karen then settled in and placed a call to Brian. He answered almost immediately. “Hey K, I was just thinking of you.” Karen smiled. “Listen, Brian are you going to be in town in the next couple of days? I'd like to come to the beach house and hang out with you. Is this okay with your schedule? It's rather important that I talk to you.”

“Sure K, come by. Are you all right? Did something happen?” Brain asked.

Karen responded happily, “I am great, Brian, better than great. I'll tell you all about it when I see you in a couple of days. How about having lunch ready and I'll be there around noon the day after tomorrow?” Brian agreed and they said goodnight. Karen hung up and smiled.

Goodnight, Prince Branigi, she thought. She then looked at her exquisite, out of this world flowers, smiled, and said, goodnight Shajula, goodnight Brilola.

Sometime in the middle of the night, the flowers in their respective places began to fill up the room with their glow and the three women, deep in sleep, were smiling.
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