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In this higher consciousness love story, author Jeff Brown shares the poignant journey of Lowen
and Sarah, two soulmates who have found their way to one another yet again. This intimate and
revealing account is told through Lowen's eyes, as he experiences the heights and depths that
come with meeting his beloved. In this remarkably engaging story, we walk beside the lovers as
they touch the divine and then struggle to ground their love in daily life. From the heights of
sacred sexuality to the depths of human foible, they ultimately have to choose: surrender to this
love or shrink back to mediocrity, work through their emotional baggage or flee the connection,
open to the next portal of possibility or postpone it until the next lifetime. Shaped and reshaped
in loves cosmic kiln, Sarah and Lowen become a symbol of our own longing for wholeness in the
presence of another.This book is a rare and unique gem, one of the first of its kind. Rivetingly
real and magically poetic, it sheds new light on the evolving relational paradigm of "uncommon
bonds," "soulmates" and Jeff Brown's unique term "wholemates." In a world that yearns for deep
soul connection, An Uncommon Bond provides a blueprint of conscious relationship for us all-
reminding us of the luminous nature of great love, and showing us the opportunities for
expansion that live at its heart.

About the AuthorKathleen Sears has a wide array of interests and enjoys taking a deep dive into
new subject matter. She is the author of American Government 101, Mythology 101, US History
101, Grammar 101, and Weather 101.
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EARLY PRAISE FORAN UNCOMMON BOND“Jeff Brown has done it again... Within your hands
is another magical masterpiece. If you are ready for a whirlwind of radical honesty, bare-boned
intimacy and the raw dissecting that MUST go into Sacred Relationship then read on. A jewel of
the highest order.”—ANAIYA SOPHIA, author of Sacred Sexual Union & co-author of Womb
Wisdom“In An Uncommon Bond, we are shown love as a relentless force within the universe,
acting on the lives of the two main characters to crack open their hearts that their souls might
come home to each other. And we recognize their story as our own. Written with passion,
honesty and wisdom, this is an uncommon book.”—PHILIP SHEPHERD, author of New Self,
New World“Jeff Brown elegantly weaves an evolutionary romance in An Uncommon Bond.
Whereas most love stories end with “happily ever after,” Jeff takes us beyond the fairy tale and
into the grounded spirituality necessary to truly meet the Beloved, both within ourselves and in
our relationships. He is a master wordsmith, engaging and enlightening us with his whimsical
word-play as we watch the journey unfold between Lowen and Sarah, the story’s “Scar-Crossed
Lovers.” Armed with his witty-wise lexicon and his deep understanding of human nature, Jeff
presents a new paradigm of relating that is essential to the healing and growth of our society.”—
CANDICE HOLDORF, actress and author of From 6 to 9 and Beyond: Widening the Lens of
Feminine Eroticism“An Uncommon Bond is both evocative and riveting, wrapping its way around
the heart and soul of anyone who has ever been involved or interested in a deeper type of love
that extends beyond the realm of common sense and connection. Jeff Brown brilliantly explores
the rapture, the darkness, the confusion, and the elevation that pulses inside the painfully
exquisite merging of two people who were unprepared for such a transformational and
transcendent relational experience. Stunningly eye opening, shape-shifting and profound, I will
never again look at the beautiful possibilities of love the same as before.”—VICTORIA
ERICKSON, author of Edge of Wonder“In this beautifully written prose, Jeff Brown weaves
powerful teachings and wisdom into a vulnerable tale of love, pain and truth. While reading, I
experienced an integration of my heart and mind that opened a channel directly to my soul. I
believe that with every vulnerable and raw truth told, each of us is uplifted into a timeless place
where there are no words—just experiences of the soul. Thank you Jeff for taking me there.”—
KELLY MCNELIS, founder of Women For One;“Jeff Brown has put into words the glory and
anguish of love that all of us who have loved know so well. His words burrow into my heart. I feel
him. I feel me. I feel our common experience in a way that expands my own personal
understanding and gives me new ways to think and talk about the love in my own life. In addition,
Jeff draws out of his experiences wisdom that honors these experiences and elevates his
awareness. So often when we have had pain in love, it is easy to point the finger and deny our
own part in the creation of the challenge. The male character’s willingness to take responsibility
and take a hard look at his patterns leads to his enlightenment and enlivenment. This approach
is inspirational. Anyone dealing with deep heartache over love lost can follow his tracks to come



out the other side. And what is on the other side is reason enough to take the journey through
the heart of darkness. I am delighted I got to take this journey. In my own relationship with my
beloved, Tomas, we have hit some rocky patches and have had to take hard looks, too, at our
patterns. What Jeff is sharing in his juicy and powerful book is what has worked for me and
Tomas. It has been through our willingness to see ourselves more clearly that we have worked
through our own dramas. What a gift to have Jeff’s book to inspire, support, and illuminate the
path of relationship, and how to navigate it more honestly, and successfully.”—JOAN HEART-
FIELD, PhD., author of Romancing the Beloved: A Sacred Sexual Adventure into Love“Jeff
Brown holds a mirror up to the dance of the masculine and the feminine in this fearless look into
the everyday rise and fall of relationships. A realistic and honest view of the true meaning of
soulmates.”—JILL ANGELO, author of Sacred Space: Turning Your Home Into a SanctuaryAn
Uncommon BondJeff BrownENREALMENT PRESS,TORONTO, CANADACopyright © 2015 by
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C2015-900293-1I dedicate this book to Rocketdog, to Bubbi Perlove, to Susan Frybort, to all
the women who have loved and endured me, chiseling away at my armored heart with their
beautiful offerings, opening and preparing me for the conscious relationship journey.I also
dedicate this book to the brilliant Jeanne Achterberg, whose heart-echo lives on. You were right,
Jeanne—there is a far more profound universe waiting for us in the heart of love’s magic. I can
only hope that you are there now, held warmly in God’s embrace.And to all of you here and now,



who are braving this new relational path, on your way to the next paradigm of enheartened
consciousness, I wish you a transformative and magical journey. May you arrive at your next
destination with your heart wide open, ready to embrace the next stage of wonder.Note to the
ReaderThis is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are the product of the
author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales or
persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.Note on the word “God”: When used in this book,
the word “God” is not a linear, limited or limiting definition. It is not guilt or shame associated, not
religiously affiliated, not affixed to any particular doctrine. It is an open-ended term that can be
interpreted and applied in whatever way you personally relate to and identify with it: Divinity,
Higher Power, Goddess, nature, Unity Consciousness, Source, Truth, Infinity, Wholeness, to
name only a few. Whatever feels true for you. The author is himself an avid explorer of the God
concept, and his perspective changes as his experiences inform and expand his consciousness.
What he identified as God through a more individualized lens, is entirely different from how he
came to understand God through the eyes of love. Perhaps God morphs as we morph, or,
perhaps we are seeking an understanding far beyond our comprehension.Near the back of the
book you will find a ‘Love Dictionary’ composed of words and terms that were ‘hearticulated’ in
the following story. They include “Uncommon Bonds,” a term created by Jeanne Achterberg to
describe the relationship phenomenon at the heart of this book.The telling of the story of
uncommon bonds creates a new myth for relationships that involves the evolution and
transformation of our being. The bonds may well be the threads in the matrix of humanity, and in
the final analysis, the only thing that endures. We who have had bonded experiences can see
ourselves as two of the many lights in the interconnected web of all life, and as these lights burn
brighter in synchrony, we shake and move and transduce the filaments of the web so that the
material universe is changed, subtly perhaps, but changed, nonetheless.—JEANNE
ACHTERBERGThere are two types of double stars.The pair that appear close,but are in fact at
different distancesand are an optical double.And there is the binary.The pair that are mutually
attractedand bound to one anotherby forces of gravity and motion.You must find your
counterpart in the heavens.—SUSAN FRYBORTAn Uncommon BondI met her when I most
expected it. I felt Sarah entering my heart weeks before we met in real time. She was quietly
everywhere—a distant flute, a subtle shift in wind direction, a whisper of longing that called me
home. I felt her in my bones, in my breath, in the sudden and inexplicable lifting of my weary
spirit. She was orbiting me, close at heart, eagerly awaiting our cosmic reacquaintance.Let there
be no doubt: all love connections are not created equal. Some bonds are simply practical.
Others are blindly rooted in pathology and old traumas. Still others are opportunities to heal and
have essential needs finally met. And some have a mystical quality from the first meeting. Pure
and simple. Apparent from the first out-breath. Unmistakably sacred. God rising on the wings of
their love. This is how the timely and the timeless become indistinguishable—when love meets
God deep in the heart’s inner temple.Does this sound insane? If it does, that’s okay. Great love is
the most exquisite kind of madness, an asylum of delight. Enter its gates and divinity rises into



view.Like all synchronistic delights, it’s only madness until it happens to you.1Divine
PreparationLet’s begin in the beginning, when I was preparing myself for this great adventure.
There is always a preparation phase before great love comes. Sometimes it’s a gentle one,
sometimes it’s a harsh one. Mine was downright ugly. Perhaps this is the way the universe works
—it deals you an ugly hand before it deals you a beautiful one. The trick is trusting the beauty
when it comes. It may never come again.As much as I want to tell a love story that doesn’t
include conflict, I can’t. War has framed my life from the beginning, influencing and permeating
every step of the journey. I have lived war, I have loved war, and, even when I let it go, it has
come back to reclaim me. We all have a way of being that we are here to outgrow. War is mine.I
was born on a battlefield in suburban Toronto. From the outside, it didn’t look like a place of
battle, but suburban homes seldom do. In a well coiffured sub-division, it had two rocking chairs
on the sweeping front porch, a small man-made waterfall, and a sweet lavender garden that
covered most of the front lawn. You would think that the Buddha lived there, it was that
peaceful.Inside, there were three warriors. My histrionic Scottish mother screamed night and
day, while my passive-aggressive Jewish father wavered between immobilizing depression and
menacing attack. When their attacks on each other proved unsatisfying, they channeled their
frustrations in my direction. They needed a punching bag more than they needed a son, and I
unconsciously obliged. Although they named me Lowen, they actually called me “the mistake”
behind muffled walls. I wasn’t the daughter they had longed for.We spent the first 17 years of my
life in battle. If we weren’t screaming at each other, we were screaming at our neighbors and
relatives. The quiet times—infrequent as they were—were mere respites from our habitual way
of being. Once everyone got a chance to rest and refuel, the arguments began anew, stocked
with more ammo. Both as a necessary defense, and as a perfect reflection of my male
conditioning, I turned to armor as a way of being. With ‘never surrender’ as my mantra, I
navigated the battlefield with panache.At the same time, I was a complete mess inside. There
are few things more confusing than going to war with parents who are diminishing you,
particularly when you are very young. If you fight for your dignity, you risk losing the love you
need from them to develop. If you don’t fight back, you lose your self-respect and your
development is stifled. How very confusing—to have to fight for your right to be here against the
very people who brought you into existence.The Abandonment DanceWhen I finally escaped
the clutches of my war-torn childhood, my forays into intimate relationship weren’t much better. I
had imagined I would find some refuge in the arms of the feminine, but instead found that old
habits die harsh. Each of my first intimate relationships seemed to magnify yet another
unresolved issue, most of which I would have rather kept buried.Soon after fleeing the war zone,
I met my first girlfriend. A tenderhearted social worker, naomi would come by with peppermint
foot massage cream and pumpkin pie ingredients, hands at the ready. She wanted nothing more
than to love me. She didn’t stand a chance. Whenever she reached for me, I ran away. When she
backed off, I ran after her. Ne’er the twain shall meet.At the heart of our dance was an
abandonment wound of radical proportions. Emotionally rejected by my mother, I was certain of



only one thing in this world: my inherent unworthiness. If naomi loved me, she lost all credibility. If
she exhibited signs of disinterest, she rose to immediate prominence in my inner world. If only I
could get her to want me again, if only I could win her love, I could heal the wound. A perfect plan
—until I won her over again, and immediately lost interest. Fractured by a distancing mother, I
couldn’t bear to be left, even if I did the leaving. Crazy-making!For many years, this wound
shaped my relationships in its own image. Naomi was merely the first reflection. After she wisely
gave up, I commenced a lengthy relational cycle that reflected both polarities of the wound in
perfect measure. About half the time, I was the distancer, pulling away from kind women who
simply wanted to love me. After only a short time in their arms, I became bored with their
availability and lost my sexual charge.The rest of the time I was the fuser, chasing unavailable
wildcats as they sprinted off in the other direction. Their detachment actually ignited my
sexuality, unconsciously turned on by the illusion that I was gaining the favor of my inaccessible
mother. If I could bed the wildcat, I must be a worthwhile human. Of course, the ass was always
greener on the other side. The moment they surrendered to my charms, I began looking over the
fence for the next conquest. One way or the other, I was designed to avoid intimacy at all costs.It
took me many years to realize that everyone involved in the abandonment dance was living out
their own baggage, even the kind and connective women who seemed so perfectly available for
love. Although they appeared to have a greater capacity for intimacy than I did, the fact that they
danced with my unavailability suggested otherwise. They wanted me for the same reasons I
wanted the wild ones—as a reflection and perpetuation of their unresolved issues. It’s no
accident that we were on the same dance floor together. We were all looking for dance partners
in an empty ballroom.Love-Proof VestNo matter where I was on the abandonment continuum,
there was a common thread—invulnerability. It came in countless forms: constricted
musculature, evasive communication, detached sexuality, repressed emotions. Those who
chased me knew it well. The moment they thought they had me, they immediately confronted the
armor that encased my tender heart. My love-proof vest was impenetrable in form, crafted as it
was with frozen feelings and congealed rage. Love relationship demanded surrender, but
willfulness, conflict and armor were all I knew.Despite my gamesy ways, I was able to do one
thing with conviction—study. In each of my first three years of university, I made the dean’s
honors list. In my second year, I won a bursary for writing an award-winning essay on emotional
healing. God knows I wasn’t ready to actually do any healing, but I was ready to write about it.
Funny how that works. Funny how we come at things conceptually first, before life pushes us to
experience them in real time.Just before my final year, I applied for law school. Although my LST
and grades were strong, I was certain that I would be rejected. I wasn’t. I got into all six schools
that I applied to. I decided to go to Osgoode Hall Law School in north Toronto the following
autumn. I felt a deep desire to fight for the rights of the disenfranchised. If I couldn’t find fairness
in my family, perhaps I could find it for others in the courtroom.Ignited by the stresses of study,
my anger began to infiltrate my love connections. Violence was not an issue, but emotional
abuse became a common occurrence. With no sense of how to express my anger in a healthy



way, I took it out on my girlfriends. Not surprisingly, I specialized in women with terrible self-
concepts. I shamed them, as I had been shamed. Nasty business.One of the primary ways that I
avoided vulnerability was drama. Intensity was habitual and easily mistaken for aliveness. If I
wasn’t having powerhouse sex with a woman, I was having a pointless argument with her. I loved
the thrill of the chase. I loved make-up sex. I didn’t understand the difference between
connection-avoidant intensity and intensity that is sourced in love’s light. My heart was aflame,
but it wasn’t open. I was too busy starting fires.Rear-view MirrorAnd then the universe sent me
my karmuppance in the middle of second term law school. Melanie was a trauma survivor with
nipples of gold. From the moment I saw them, I was lost to a primal suckfest that lasted for
months. So intoxicated by her projected mama breasts, I failed to notice that she was a
pathological liar and a thief.Her specialty was my specialty—intimacy avoidance. But she was
much better at it than me. She would seduce me with her sensuality, then slip out the exit door
just before morning, leaving her edible scent all over my bed sheets. The faster she ran, the
harder I chased. Then, when I was sure she was truly gone, she re-appeared with her nipples on
her sleeve, beckoning me home to Mama. What three-year-old cares where Mama had gone,
now that she is back? Just give me the nipple, now! I was ensnared at my own game.How easy it
is to mistake the primal for the passionate.Melanie was the perfect nexus of all my issues:
abandonment, betrayal, drama, objectification. But she went one lie too far. I took her for an
abortion in downtown Toronto. I paid the fee. She asked me to wait in the car. Twenty minutes
later, she came out with her eyes moist and tender. She looked me straight in the eye and said,
“I’m so sorry Lowen—twins.” My knees buckled. I had paid to abort my twin children. We drove
back to the apartment, and I beat myself up all afternoon.That night I had a dream. My long dead
Uncle Bernie came to me and said, “She has the money in her wallet.”Money in her wallet? I
don’t understand.But, of course, I did. For weeks, I wouldn’t touch her. I couldn’t admit what I
knew out loud, but my body knew everything. The body never lies. We may misinterpret its
message, but it always speaks the truth. My body knew why she asked me to wait outside. It
knew that she staged the abortion to get the money. No doubt she told them she had chickened
out, and they returned the money to her. No doubt she had said “twins” to me as some kind of
over-compensatory smokescreen. I was caught in the grips of madness.The next week, the
tsunami rose to a crescendo. We were driving down the highway after an all-night battle. I was at
war with my knowing. She was at war with my knowing. We began to argue, and I confronted her
about the abortion. She was startled. How could I accuse her of such a thing? Then she tried to
jump out of the car. Better to die than admit the truth. I grabbed her just in time.I pulled over and
got out of the car. I walked to the roadside and fell to the ground with a heavy thud. This is love?
What the fuck do I know about love? I began to weep—the first time I had cried in years. Then I
drove right home and contacted a therapist. The great gift of Melanie. I needed things to
escalate into insanity before I could even begin to look in the rear-view mirror.Exit: Healing
RoadThat summer, I requested a one-year sabbatical from law school and began my healing
journey. I knew I had no choice—my stuff was catching up with me. I couldn’t focus on my



studies with so many relationship dramas dominating my days. On a conscious level, I wanted to
heal so I could be a more effective trial lawyer. On an unconscious level, I wanted to heal so I
could finally taste love.I got a part-time job at a downtown bookstore, and devoted the rest of my
time to my healing process. With my therapist’s support, I slowly became acquainted with my
emotional life. I went deep into the process, recognizing how the battleground that had been my
home had forged an entirely warped lens on reality. A master of self-evasion, what I identified as
reality was a fragmented patchwork of defenses and disguises. They were no longer serving me,
but they were all I knew.At some point, a wave of repressed emotion broke through my armor,
demanding expression and release. As I plumbed the depths of my despair, I shed one layer of
pain after another. My inner world was like a series of reservoirs, each holding a different wave of
emotional memory behind them. When one reservoir burst, another soon appeared. This phase
went on for many months—the first of many essential release phases.At the heart of the inner
work was an attempt to form a well-constructed self, essential to sustaining healthy connection:
Solid me, solid we. Growing up in that war-zone had left me with a completely bifurcated self-
concept, either boastfully egoic or dreadfully self-loathing. What I needed was to learn how to
live in the middle—neither King nor trash, but healthily human. Without a balanced sense of self
to land in, my forays into relationships couldn’t possibly sustain themselves. The key was to
construct a healthy foundation to relate from.By year’s end, a little light shone through the
fissures in my heart. The light was fragmented, like I was fragmented, but there was enough of it
to invite my optimism. I began to feel a measure of joy creeping into my inner landscape, a sliver
of “yes.”The next two years of law school included a cornucopia of intimacy adventures.
Connections came in many forms: practical, playful, sensual, intellectually charged but
emotionally barren, wildly dangerous. They lasted one evening, one weekend, or many months. I
relished the opportunity to know myself in different ways, depending on the tenor of each
dynamic.Although many of the women I connected with called me “commitment-phobic,” the
characterization didn’t resonate. I didn’t feel afraid. I just felt ill-prepared. I intuitively knew that I
had so much to learn about connection before I could really hold one together. I needed an array
of experiences first.My therapist didn’t agree. He felt that I was playing a cat-and-mouse game
with my intimacy: “You want to commit, but you still associate commitment with your childhood
prison. Are you afraid you will never escape if you commit?”One afternoon, he labeled me with
something he called “The Unavailable Available Pattern.” It’s where you convince yourself (and
others) that you are available for relationship, but you always find a way to stop short. That
stopping short can manifest in many ways: choosing unavailable people, looking for excuses to
run, focusing on a lover’s imperfections rather than their appealing qualities, getting lost in the
excitement of ecstatic possibility until the first glimpse of real vulnerability sends you packing. It’s
the addiction to possibility and the fear of intimacy all rolled into one.I left him and found a new
therapist, one with a more soulful lens. Yes, I had a bevy of issues, but not every choice I made
was rooted in the neurotic psyche. Sometimes there is something much deeper going on.
Sometimes there is a knowing that cannot be explained in psychological terms. I had the oddest



sense that I was heading somewhere, rather than avoiding something. That I was preparing the
soil for something plentiful. Who can criticize that faith?Conscious DatingAfter graduating and
opening my own criminal law practice, I became more deliberate in my relational choices. I
thought of it as conscious dating. Instead of walking through every open door, I stood back a
little, contemplating the steps I was about to take. Whenever I was set to explore deeper, I
brought it into my therapy, working through the emotional material at the heart of the decision.I
soon began to manifest relationships with a greater capacity for emotional intimacy. Reflecting
this shift, I experienced a burgeoning interest in romantic love. Although still cautious, I crept out
now and then with flowers and chocolates in hand. And sometimes, while having sex, I even felt
the heart and genitals meet for a moment, before they scurried back to their separate corners.
Up to this point in my life, my genitals were primarily pleasure-seeking missiles, looking to land
somewhere soft before quickly returning to their hiding place. The idea that a physical union
between two souls could open the God-gate was still well beyond my imaginings, but there was
progress.And now and then, I would actually get a vision of a woman waiting for me up ahead. I
didn’t see her face, but I sensed her presence, as though she was encoded in the cells of my
being. Sometimes I would hear her in my dreams, like a heart-song that rises through the ether
with your name on it. Wishful thinking, or prescient visions? Time would tell.At the same time, I
still carried a deep cynicism where love was concerned. It threatened my organizing system, the
hyper-vigilant way of being that had served me well. It was one thing to be vulnerable when
alone, something else entirely to trust another to hold my heart safe. It felt safer to drop in for a
visit now and then, before returning to my man-cave for a good night’s sleep.Of course, this
resistance wasn’t simply a reflection of childhood wounding. It was also a function of cultural
conditioning. I had been taught to equate manhood with invulnerability—one eye on the door,
one eye on my weapons. How to surrender to love with a pistol in my hand?On the Hunt for
GodAfter years of therapy, I began looking for God (whoever God was). I wanted something
more than healing the mother wound. I wanted the Divine Father himself. Healing was a
wonderful thing, but then what? What was on the other side of those mountains of emotional
debris? What was the outer edge of human possibility? Where lived pure consciousness? How
to drink from the God-root?I looked for God everywhere. I hunted for him on the yoga mat, the
meditation cushion, the Camino Pilgrimage. I looked for him in the heart of a disciplined
meditation practice, energetic clearings, mantra and tantra. I looked and looked, but something
was missing.What was missing was connection. Not surprisingly, I was seeking God in the same
way that male warriors had since the beginning of time: in my aloneness, in my isolated mind, on
a meditation cushion separate from humanity. It was just me, and me alone, seeking the maker
while the womenfolk were tending to the relational world. Even when I was sharing tantric
delights, I had no template for mutuality. She was on her adventure and I was on mine. God was
not somewhere we go together. He was at the end of a long, heroic solo journey through enemy
territory.But was it God I met alone in the wilderness, or just his pale imitation?I soon came to
question detachment as a path to enlightenment. In its healthiest forms, I got that it was a



wonderful place to visit, a reminder of something beyond our localized perceptions, a peek into a
vaster reality, an opportunity to distinguish between that which serves us and that which derails
us. But taken too far, it felt more like self-avoidance masquerading as enlightenment. If this
wasn’t so, then why did I fall right back into triggers shortly after getting out of my meditation
cave and re-engaging with the world? And why did I feel more bereft of feeling as my practice
deepened? Was this meditation or medication? The new Earth or the new Mars?Frustrated in
my quest, I began to look for meaning in another direction. Although my tendency to isolate was
still prominent, a deeper longing for relationship began taking up space inside me, pushing up
against my armor from the inside out.I soon began to crave love. Out of the blue. I suddenly felt
frustrated by its absence, as though it had been a treasure stolen from me while I was asleep.
Was it?Although talk therapy had been helpful to this point in the journey, I sensed I needed
something deeper if I wanted to manifest real love. Dialoguing with a therapist played into my
heady and strategic nature. At some point, it became another courtroom where I was trying to
outsmart the opponent. I had to go deeper.I began to explore more body-centered approaches
to emotional healing in the hopes of excavating deeper layers of unresolved material. The
exploration began with a massage therapist who adeptly worked through layers of holding in my
musculature for two hours per week. Although I was by no means muscle-bound, I was heavily
armored, like an impenetrable fortress. As she peeled the armor, older and older memories
emerged, muscles with a story that needed to be told.To accelerate the de-armoring process, I
began doing session work with a body-centered psychotherapist. After four years of regular
release sessions, I felt a deep letting go inside my heart. It’s like I had gone back down the path
of my life and reclaimed a lost piece, one that held a key to my awakening. I felt lighter, softer
and more genuinely available to the moment. Never mind detaching from the wound-body—
immersing in it was the key to my salvation.One afternoon, I went into the woods with my heart
open and bared and actually asked for love. I walked miles from civilization, in the midst of a wild
rainstorm, carried forward by a determination that defied reason. I arrived at a rambling brook,
one I had never seen before but that felt entirely familiar. (Are locations encoded in our destiny,
too?) It was getting dark and the branches were clanging in the wind. There was an ominous
energy, an oddly inexplicable combination of destruction and passion.I got down on my knees
beside the brook and said aloud: “My spirit is tired of stumbling this earth alone. Please bring me
love. Please...” The warrior within chastised my vulnerability. The lover being birthed beneath my
armor celebrated.I had actually asked the universe for love before, but never with this depth of
conviction. To this point, the universe wouldn’t take my calls. It seemed my soulular phone plan
wasn’t activated yet. Or perhaps I hadn’t paid my karmic fees yet. Whatever it was, it knew I
wasn’t ready for the great crack open, the grand teaching. My heart was still too protected, my
relational patterns too unstable. I needed more inner prep work to clear the lines. So they sent
me substitute teachers, preliminary lessons on the path to readiness. No sense planting the
cosmic seeds in an ill-prepared field. Better to prepare the soul-soil for a real good harvest.The
Call of the BelovedAs my inner work deepened, serendipitous events occurred to support my



opening. Suddenly, I was bumping into people I had parted from at moments of tension,
relationships that still weighed heavily on my heart and needed resolution. And they weren’t
encountering me at random moments. They were walking into me just after I had thought of
them, in the oddest of places. Even the carpenter who showed up to install hardwood in my
apartment was from my unhealed past. I had bumped into his sister the week before. My intuition
told me that I was no arbitrary tourist in these encounters. The universe was busy with me.Soon,
everything within and around me felt like it was shifting. There was a kind of crispness in the air,
a poignancy, like the way it feels before a storm, or before a breakthrough experience comes
your way.Around this time, I began to dream about a petite blond woman, sensations of deep
abiding love. I couldn’t see her face, but I could sense her presence beside me, walking together
down sacred pathways. A karmic knot was loosening around my heart. I began to feel more and
more certain that great love was coming into my life soon. How to articulate this knowing in
human speak?Before I knew it, the call to tenderness permeated my armored working life. It first
happened in the middle of a rigorous cross-examination. I was going for the jugular when I was
suddenly overcome with compassion. Never before had I felt remotely kind in a courtroom.
Never before had I lost my focus in the heart of a trial. It was as though a presence had filled the
room—a soft, open invitation to humanize this warrior charade. The presence wasn’t other
worldly. It moved from the inside out, like an encoded path that had always been there, waiting
patiently for its moment of revealing. Lay down your weapons, it said. Open your heart…I walked
home that day, disillusioned with the life I had created. Suddenly, trial law seemed like little more
than a perpetuation of my childhood battleground. How had I not noticed? Why had I thought it
would be different? I was now 36 years old with a growing practice—two secretaries and an
eight-month-long trial list—and it all felt like the same old war. I wanted a deeper life, I did. I
wanted something sweet.I began to feel a throbbing sense of restlessness. I had extracted so
much from my healing processes, but now what? I was healthy and successful, yet I was still
walking this planet alone. I felt comfortable in my own skin, yet I longed for the feel of another’s
skin upon mine. I longed to meet the woman of my dreams. She kept coming to me in my sleep,
but where was she in my waking life?One night, after yet another dissonant day in court, I knew I
had to get away. A retreat of some sort. Something to give me a clue as to what’s next. I asked
the universe for a sign, and two soon appeared. That night, I dreamed I was hiking the
mountains around Boulder, Colorado. I had been there once before, at a holistic lawyer’s
conference, and always wanted to return. The next morning, a young woman knocked at my
door, soliciting donations for her local yoga studio’s seva mission. I had no idea what a seva
mission was, but her peaceful energy inspired me to go on-line and search for a yoga workshop
to attend.The first to come up was a five-day yoga conference in Boulder. I clicked on it and
knew I had to be there. As I hit “submit” to register for the retreat, I felt an electric current pulse
throughout my body. It was crystal clear. Something was waiting for me in Colorado.I wanted to
share my excitement with someone. I immediately picked up the phone and called my best
friend. “Daniel, I have news for you. I’m leaving for Colorado tomorrow.”“Huh?... Why?”“I’m going



to meet the great love of my life.”“Oh, yah. Sure.”“No, I am. I really am,” I said confidently.“Fly
safe, loverboy,” he said, chuckling like a mad monkey.I guess it was a secret for me alone to
treasure.2An Undress RehearsalI began to look for her almost as soon as I arrived at the
conference. I wandered around Boulder between yoga classes, earnestly scouring the women
that walked past. I scanned cars, cafés and bookstores, somehow imagining that my willful
nature would yield results. Is it you? How about you?I arrived back at my hotel after an
exhausting night of searching and noticed the phone blinking.A message. I pressed play, and
heard Daniel’s familiar voice:“Hey buddy... So, she land on your head yet? Better look up.”I
smiled at his playfulness. But I didn’t doubt my clarity. I knew something he didn’t. Her imminent
arrival had been announced in the great hall of my heart.Ignoring him, I fervidly resumed my
search the next morning. Almost immediately I bumped into a woman I had known in Canada.
We had kissed once before, and never saw one another again. As we walked and talked through
the town, I wondered, “Is it you? It doesn’t feel like it, but perhaps if we spend a little more time
together, we can craft a soul connection.” We all know that story. After one uninteresting lunch
together, I called myself on my own game and went back to the quest. Where are you, breath of
my heart?I had never experienced such a compelling faith in something this intangible. As a long
time pragmatist, I believed it only when I saw it. I didn’t feel it into form. But this was meaningfully
different. It felt so certain, like I had stumbled upon a pre-encoded blueprint that had been buried
for decades. All I had to do was step firmly in its direction, and believe.Smiling EyesAfter a few
days on the prowl, I began to feel conflicted. I was torn between the willful mantras of positive
thinking: “Ask for what you want and you’ll get it” and “Believe it into being”; or a more subtle
interface with reality.I had moved mountains in my life with my warrior spirit, but could love be
summoned in this way? What state of being opens the gateway? Does determination connect
two destined souls, or does it actually sever the lines? What brings love home?And then I did
something uncharacteristic. I stopped looking. I surrendered. All the healing work I had done had
apparently left an impression. Hunting for love only made love seem further away. With my will
actively engaged, I could no longer feel her coming. Perhaps love needs an opening to receive
it.It was a good learning, one I would no doubt soon forget.On the final day of the workshop, I
slept through the first class. I wasn’t particularly interested in doing more yoga. How many
downward dogs can one man do? I stumbled out of bed mid-morning, and went for a long slow
walk along Boulder Creek. It was a perfect spring day, and the bubbling creek kept me good
company. When I hit the edge of town, I felt a strong impulse to continue walking all the way to
the Flatirons, the sandstone mountains at the edge of Boulder. Then I remembered there was
one more class that afternoon—a talk on the five Buddhist precepts. Those darn Buddhists,
always spoiling the fun. I sat down on a fallen tree trunk to ponder my next steps.Within
moments, a red cardinal came flitting past me, almost close enough to touch. He was eerily
large for a cardinal, and completely unconcerned about my presence. A bird on a mission, I
watched him racing from tree to tree for some time, as though he was looking for something he
had lost. Perhaps he was.I decided to head towards the Flatirons. After a few steps in their



direction, I suddenly turned right around and headed for Boulder to make my final class. Walking
rapidly, I was a man on a mission. I was not sure why—it wasn’t any kind of conscious decision.
Perhaps it was the cardinal’s quest that reminded me of my own. Perhaps.I arrived a little early
and sat in wait outside the classroom. After some time, I shifted my position and looked to the
left. There, exiting the elevator, were the most captivating eyes I have ever known or imagined. I
was too blinded by her resonance to notice her features, her clothing, her gait. All I noticed were
those smiling eyes looking at me, penetrating my masks, summoning heart, soul and essence to
the forefront. They knew me, I knew them. God at first sight.This is you.And then she was gone,
totally gone. I stood up and looked about, but her smiling eyes were nowhere to be seen. I
steadied myself, lost in a sea of feeling.The door opened, and the previous class emptied out. I
waited a few minutes before entering, just in case she made another appearance. Where are
you, smiling eyes? Bring me back to life. No such luck. She was gonzo. I entered the class and
sat down among the circle of desks.An annoyingly calm Buddhist monk walked in and sat down.
After an agitating meditation, he began discussing abstinence and the disease of desire. All the
while, I ached for Smiling Eyes to walk through that door. Fuck abstinence.Twenty minutes in, the
door opened. Smiling Eyes entered. I watched her walk across the room, as though the eye of
God was clearing a path between our hearts. As she walked, my experience of the whole room
changed form. Everything slowed down; everything transmuted into something more beautiful.
She sat down on the opposite side of the circle, almost directly in front of me. She didn’t look up
for a few minutes. I tried to look away but failed miserably. Some loves pull you close over time.
This one had me by the heart-string instantly.I watched her gently rubbing a small blue stone.
She touched it the way one touches something precious to them. I also noticed scribbles, some
kind of writing, on both her hands. She appeared to be uncomfortable, almost as though she
was steeling herself, preparing for a great challenge. In the background, the monk was talking
about the principles of non-attachment: “Nothing to grasp…” Such irony!Then she looked up
starkly, and her smiling eyes looked right at me, into me, through me. My soul stepped up to
meet its other half. The world around us fell away. All heaven broke loose. Such grace.The non-
attachment chatter faded into the background, as we stared into each other’s eyes for what
seemed like forever. Whose eyes gaze out at me? Whose eyes do I view you with? Are these
two souls or one? Intertwined with the divine, we deepened into pools of timeless knowing. It
was both the longest and shortest fifteen minutes of my life. Our first undress rehearsal.The
class went on break. I avoided her. I felt entirely disoriented—quaking, rumbling, heaving. My
inner tectonic plates had shifted. It was one of those experiences that up-frames everything
before it. What I thought of as vastness was revealed in its smallness. What I once called color
was exposed in its drabness. I had just landed on an entirely new planet.At the same time, it
frightened me. My feet had grown wings, but I didn’t know how to fly. What mad magic had I
stumbled upon? Drugs in my lunch bowl? no, I hadn’t eaten lunch today.Back in class, I felt my
fear-body pushing up against me. Little tremors of excitement signaled great awakening, but
there was a deeper level of anxiety churning below the surface. When I finally looked her way, I



saw that she was squirming, too.The class ended. She quickly got up to leave. I thought to leave
her be, but my inner warrior commanded, “Go, get her before she is gone forever.” I got up,
knocking my empty notebook on the floor. When I finally found my way into the hall, I saw her
stepping into the elevator. I raced across the corridor to stop it, pushing the door open at the last
moment. I entered and stood right beside her. I turned to speak, but she touched my lips and
gently whispered, “No words, there can be no words now.” Touched by God(dess) for the first
time, I fell quiet.We got off the elevator in tandem, exiting the building into a large, open field. We
walked for many minutes, in seeming silence. She was right. Words were unnecessary. Our
hearts, they spoke.When we reached the road, she turned and looked at me, her hand lightly
touching my arm. She stayed like that for some time, tenderly stroking my wrist as if
remembering something she had lost. Then she reached up and whimsically pulled my hat up
and away from my face, gazing warmly into my eyes for yet another eternity.And then it was
enough. She didn’t need to say it. It was time for her to go. I thought to kiss her, but, as if she was
reading my thoughts, she touched my lips again and quietly said, “Not yet.” I reached up to touch
her face, but she shook her head ‘no.’ It wasn’t unkind, it was simply clear. And then she turned
and crossed the road without looking back. I thought to follow, but a quieter voice inside told me
not to. I kept watching her until she vanished off in the distance.Deep Shit LoveI walked, then
ran, back to my hotel room, completely oblivious to everything and everyone I passed on the
way.I lay down on my bed, anxiously feeling into an unfamiliar landscape. It was as though my
inner world was re-organizing, adjusting to a radical shift in resonance. Stretched miles beyond
my comfort zone, I searched inside for something to calm me. But there was no peace to be
found. None at all. I lay awake until dusk met dawn, feeling into waves of emotion that
transcended the familiar. Sometimes you meet someone whose light is so bright that you
immediately realize how dim you have been. What a thing—to be catapulted to wonder simply
by being in the presence of another. What a thing.I got out of bed at 7 a.m. to look for her on the
streets of Boulder. Wild-eyed and alight, I walked the town all morning, searching for a heart I felt
I had known forever. I looked in the direction she had walked yesterday. I scanned coffeehouse
tables, grocery store checkouts, bookstores. Surely she needs to read love poetry on this
morning of all mornings!At lunch, I perched myself on a tree beside naropa University and lay in
wait like a lonely dove, anticipating the return of his long-lost love-mate. Late afternoon, I walked
back into town to look for her again. I searched well past dark without any luck.On the way back
to the hotel, I was overcome by dread. What if I never see her again? Why didn’t I ask her name?
Why didn’t I get her number? Why didn’t I SPEAK to her, for heaven’s sake? What was I thinking?
I fell into an exhausted sleep—searching for your beloved is a tiring process. The next day, I
woke up early and headed to the conference headquarters. Maybe they could tell me something.
Maybe someone knew her? I walked into the main office, ready to lay down my charms in
service of love. There was no one in the office other than a middle-aged woman with a
particularly rigid quality.“You may think this is a little crazy, but I fell in love, like deep shit love,
with a fellow student the other day, and now I can’t find her.”“How long you known her for?”“Just



an instant. She had blond hair, and smiling eyes.”“Ain’t love, buddy—just infatuation.”This wasn’t
going to be easy. “What about love at first sight?”“Crashes and burns.”“Always?”“Guaranteed.
You can take that advice all the way to the bank.”I went quiet. Love’s battlefields are
everywhere.“Oh, and get a pre-nup signed, so they don’t rob you blind.”“Yes, good advice.”I
wasn’t sure if I should hug this wounded woman or let her vent. Goodness, how do you describe
God at first sight to someone utterly blinded by pain? I opted to let her vent. When she was
done, we got back to the business at hand.“So what is it you want from me? You think I can help
you find her?”“Yah, something like that,” I said tentatively.“All student information is
confidential.”“Well, how about if I told you which class she…”She cut me off, “Don’t matter, I can’t
tell you her name.”I thought fast, or so I thought, “Are you a romantic at heart?”“Not anymore,”
she snapped, forcefully slamming her book shut.“Well if I could just talk to that previously
romantic part of you for a moment. Maybe you could send an email to everyone who was in the
class and provide my contact info?”She just stared at me, like I was an idiot, “No can do, buddy.
You’re on your own.”“Yah, I know. How about if I give you a grand?”“I’ll pretend you didn’t say that.
What’s your name?”“Jehoshaphat... No, just call me madman, and leave it at that.”I left the
building and sat down beside the river. Closing my eyes to meditate, seeking the inner peace
that had eluded me for days. No such luck. I was too agitated, like I had been stopped right in the
middle of lovemaking—though this cut much deeper. I tried to sidestep the feelings, but there
was no way to float this love on a leaf down the river. It wanted to be embraced wholly, holy, soul-
y. I had to keep looking.I walked Boulder for hours, looking for her in the oddest of places. I
thought I saw her at least six times, but never once in fact. Midday, I bumped into someone I had
met at the conference. He thought he knew her—her name was Margot? He gave me the
number of someone who knew Margot. I called her. Wrong woman. I felt like some two-bit
detective, chasing down empty leads. But I couldn’t stop looking, not with my heart so freshly
opened.I returned to the hotel room, discouraged and confused. Why would God grant me a
glimpse of grace, only to yank it away before it could be savored? How does this serve my
spiritual path? What cosmic clown busted this move?I fell asleep briefly, until the phone rang. I
reached for it, irrationally imagining it was her. It was Daniel, confirming that he was going to pick
me up at Toronto’s Pearson Airport the day after next. It was good to hear a grounding voice, the
voice of reason: “Take it for what it was, a nice opening experience. If she was available, she
wouldn’t have left like that. More women will come. They always do. See you in a few.”I was
actually comforted by his perspective, if only for a moment. Maybe this is how it works, we get
little glimpses of God(dess) before she is fully revealed? We see her eyes, then her toes, then
her belly, then her breasts, and then she arrives in complete form, but only when we are ready to
embrace her. Perhaps I wasn’t as ready as I imagined. Is anyone?Graffiti MountainI got up the
next morning overcome with sadness. I decided to head for the Flatirons. Perhaps getting a little
higher in altitude would shift my perspective.Taking a cab to the edge of town, I asked the driver
to let me out near a trailhead. After chastising me for not wearing hiking boots, she pulled up in
front of a narrow path beside a small creek. “This is my favorite hike, stay to the left till the dip,



then walk straight up. It’s not for the faint of heart, but it’s well worth the climb,” she said with a
detectable glint in her eye. Then she handed me her business card, “Just in case you get lonely
later,” smiled and drove slowly away.Faint of heart? Was my heart faint? What was this
messenger trying to tell me? I entered the trailhead. A few feet in, I spotted a handwritten sign
hanging from a tree, marked “Insatiable Point.” Does the universe not have a fine sense of
humor?As I hiked the trail, my pessimism deepened, darkened. I looked inside for an affirmation
to support me, but there were none to be found. Where is my daily affirmation book when I need
it?I sat down by a river to gather myself. On one level, it all seemed so surreal. Gone in a
heartbeat, she didn’t even leave her name. Yet, on another level, it was as real as real gets. I had
been with many women, and never experienced a knowing like this before. It superseded all
evidence, all that could be seen, yet it felt entirely true. A new earth, one with its heart wide
open.As I stared at my solitary reflection in the water, tears formed in my eyes. Like a wild beast
of prey who had forever hunted the impossible, I looked disturbed and disheveled. Was this my
karmic plight, to wander this planet alone? Strung between the mantras of wishful thinking and
surrender, I wondered: Do you wish for it so hard that it comes true, or do you just let it go and
leave the universe to its own devices?Again, yet again, how do we breathe love into reality?I got
back on the trail, determined to lighten my mood. I had looked hard and wide for her, and she
was nowhere to be found. I got to the dip, and made the turn upward, climbing the mountain
itself. The path was slippery from a rare night’s rain, and it took all my focus to keep from falling.
Mindfully, with measured steps, I made my way toward the peak of Insatiable Point. Halfway up, I
felt something hit my arm. I looked down—a bird had shat on my shirt sleeve. Nice—a message
from above?When I arrived at the peak a few hours later, I lay down on Mother Earth to catch my
breath. It had taken all my energy to get here, but my perspective had expanded. I got up and
walked toward the edge of the cliff, looking out toward Boulder. A lone hawk circled just above,
sketching his legacy in the sky.I closed my eyes to meditate, but I couldn’t get my mind off my
unnamed beloved. The more I emptied my thoughts, the more her presence filled my
innerspace. Breath within breath, my consciousness kept returning to those memories of
connection. However fleeting, it had filled my cup of wonder. And I liked mine full.After only a few
minutes, my consciousness shifted towards a quiet scratching sound, perhaps a small animal
burrowing in the dirt. I opened my eyes and the scratching suddenly stopped. I looked out over
the valley. The hawk was now circling closer. I closed my eyes again. The sound returned, this
time louder, nearer.I stood up and moved toward it. It was coming from another rock formation,
some fifty feet away. When I got to the edge, I looked down and saw nothing but large rocks. I
started to climb down, carefully scaling the craggy edges. The noise was closer now. I soon
spotted a small opening between two large boulders. The boulders were touching at the points,
and there was a small crawlspace at the base. I found my way through it, and sat down on a
large, flat rock on the other side. The scratching stopped.After a few moments, I saw something
move below. I lay down on my belly on the rock edge and looked down.Just below me, standing
on another flat rock, was she, the nameless she of my heart. At the peak of Insatiable Point, no



less. She was standing back on the rock with something in her hand, staring intently at the cliff
face before her. For a moment she vanished and the scratching returned. Then she came back
into view and it stopped. Again and again, she vanished, then returned. What the fuck?I thought
to climb down to her, but waited and watched. As I watched, I noticed vivid changes to my inner
landscape. A tornado was spinning in my diaphragm, a swirl of excitement and apprehension
that shook me to the core. I was compelled to run toward and away from her in equal measure.
My heart fluttered, my breath shallowed. Could I take all this in?I heard a little voice inside
whispering sweet somethings in my inner ear: Go to her, go to her. I ignored it, preferring the
safety of voyeurism to the perils of real contact. But then I realized that it had been many minutes
since I had last seen her. And there were no more scratching sounds. Flash of panic—oh no, not
again! Hurriedly, I got up and scrambled down the rocks to where she had been standing. Sadly,
she was gone, no doubt scampering down the steep trail off to the left.Or did I make the whole
thing up?I looked at the cliff face. Everywhere, there was chalked graffiti scrawled on the rocks.
Have I found a mad one? I looked closer:Truth eyes REAL-
EYESREALIZE, ReMeMbRanCeMUM
accept the invitation.Right in the middle of the largest stone
facing me were the words:When two hearts beat in the same direction,all gaps narrow.She had
clearly been working the language, because she had crossed out other possible endings: “the
bridge appears,” “the distance narrows,” and something I couldn’t quite read. I picked up a small
piece of chalk from the ground, rubbed out her second sentence, and added my own ending.
Finally, we were conversing again:When two hearts beat in the same direction,the meeting point
is GodThen I scurried down the trail to find her. I moved quickly, falling twice on my ass in the
steep sections. Reaching the bottom of the hill, I picked up the pace, jumping tree roots and
fallen trees with reckless, heartfelt abandon. The sun was bright in the forest, patchy rays of light
that made it difficult to gauge exactly where I was stepping. But I was on some kind of a mission.
Mission Impossible?The Enchanted ForestI stopped to catch my breath. In one way, I felt
exhilarated. It was as though my body had sprouted wings of hope. At the same time, I berated
myself. Here I was, chasing after love like an abandoned child. My childhood all over again. Does
it have to be this difficult?I got up to run the trail, but decided against it. I heard the gurgling
sounds of the river, and cut through the forest toward it. I wasn’t sure why, I just had to reach that
river. I began to run again, this time at a more measured clip. A deer crossed just ahead of me,
causing me to stumble. Walking, I soon located a clear trail to the river.I saw her standing quietly
by the river’s edge. A cosmic missile to my heart.I stared at her for a few moments, watching her
watch the river float by. It was beautiful, a timeless perfect painting, almost too pristine to touch.
And then I moved up beside her, gazing at our shared reflection in the river. She didn’t move.
Funny, I didn’t look so wild with her standing beside me. Now and then the rippling waters
distorted our images, making it difficult to distinguish where she ended and I began.“What took
you so long?” she suddenly asked.“Got stuck in traffic. Wait, you knew I was coming?”“You
would make a bad stalker. Sooo obvious.”“You saw me? But then why did you leave?”Softly



smiling, she replied, “I don’t like to be stalked. I like to be met.”“I met you the other day.”After a
few moments, she turned to me and replied, “Too soon…”I saw her physically for the first time:
high cheekbones, wavy blond hair, and bright green eyes that sparkled of whimsy and wonder.
She had an adorably cleft chin, light freckles on her cheeks and small crow’s feet around her
eyes, just like mine. She was small in stature—perhaps 5’2”—but with a powerful, dignified
presence that made her seem taller. She looked wholesome and pure, but there was an edge to
her too. I imagined her 23 years old, at most.“Do you always write on rocks?” I asked.“Often. I
like to talk to nature. It listens.”“Isn’t chalk bad for the environment?”“Smart-ass, I use eco-
friendly chalk. But what do you really want to know?”“Really want to know?” I echoed.“Below the
smart retorts, how do you really want to relate with me right now?”I was taken aback. She was
calling me to a place below my defenses. Too soon.“It’s getting dark, shall we head back?” I
suggested.Sensing my discomfort, she let me off the hook. “Yes, let’s go.”I followed her as she
moved through the forest like a lithe and graceful animal. She walked close to the ground,
avoiding trees and boulders, skirting the main trail. I could barely keep up. After only a few
minutes, we cleared the forest and stepped on the main road. I reached for my cell phone to call
a taxi, but she motioned me to put the phone away. “Let’s walk, okay?” she said.I walked beside
her in silence. She walked lighter now, almost whimsically, bouncing a little off the ground. As we
got closer to town, I was overcome by the surest sense of familiarity. My God, I know this being, I
know this essence. And then it went deeper, as her arm against mine excavated our shared
lineage: Did I not tell you to turn left at the enchanted forest all those lifetimes ago? Why did you
turn right? I’ve been wandering this world looking for you ever since. I felt a deep relief, as though
lifetimes of isolation had finally come to an end.I wish I could say that it all seemed fantastical.
But it wasn’t like that at all. I had just entered an unmistakably deepened reality, one where the
terms of engagement are beyond the grasp of the rational mind—one where the soul’s journey is
paramount, where essence isn’t a concept but a felt experience.And all of that from a thirty
minute walk.We arrived in town and sat down in a small park. With our toes in a creek, we
shared some of the details of our lives. Her name was Sarah Lynn Harding. She was actually 26
—ten years younger than me. Born in Rensselaer, Indiana, she moved with her parents to
Boulder at the age of 2. The adopted only child of a welder and a tailor, her Dad had actually
helped to construct the Morrow Point Dam, in Colorado.A poetry major as an undergraduate,
Sarah made her living as an aide in a nursing home with the elderly, until she could figure out her
ultimate career path. She lived with her parents in their mountain home with two golden
retrievers, Smokey and Bear. Her Catholic parents went to church every Sunday. She seldom
went with them, preferring nature as her place of worship.Not surprisingly, we loved and recited
some of the same Rumi and Kabir poems. We were entranced by the same kinds of music:
kirtan, devotional chants, rhythm and blues. We both loved impressionistic water colors and the
surrealistic magic of Salvador Dali. We shared a love of camping and hiking. We even shared a
passion for handicapping thoroughbred horse races, a hobby our fathers had both introduced us
to. And it was so much more than that. Cut from the same soul cloth, our connection felt both



transpersonal and deeply personal at the same time. We danced to the same heartbeat in the
seen and unseen realms.“Ten years difference, that’s significant,” I said, suddenly concerned
she would find me too old.“Stage not age, Lowen,” she said matter-of-factly.“But I’m at a different
stage.”“Maybe... or maybe you’re just delusional.”I laughed. “Why did you say ‘too soon’ about
our first meeting?”“Because we weren’t ready.”“How do you know that?”“Because I had
something to clear first. And I felt you... I feel you.”“Am I ready now?”“You’d better be, because I
am, and I asked for this.”“I asked for it too. On my knees, in the forest, last year.”“Me too. On my
knees, in the forest, last year.”“I saw this coming from a thousand miles away.”EARLY PRAISE
FORAN UNCOMMON BOND“Jeff Brown has done it again... Within your hands is another
magical masterpiece. If you are ready for a whirlwind of radical honesty, bare-boned intimacy
and the raw dissecting that MUST go into Sacred Relationship then read on. A jewel of the
highest order.”—ANAIYA SOPHIA, author of Sacred Sexual Union & co-author of Womb
Wisdom“In An Uncommon Bond, we are shown love as a relentless force within the universe,
acting on the lives of the two main characters to crack open their hearts that their souls might
come home to each other. And we recognize their story as our own. Written with passion,
honesty and wisdom, this is an uncommon book.”—PHILIP SHEPHERD, author of New Self,
New World“Jeff Brown elegantly weaves an evolutionary romance in An Uncommon Bond.
Whereas most love stories end with “happily ever after,” Jeff takes us beyond the fairy tale and
into the grounded spirituality necessary to truly meet the Beloved, both within ourselves and in
our relationships. He is a master wordsmith, engaging and enlightening us with his whimsical
word-play as we watch the journey unfold between Lowen and Sarah, the story’s “Scar-Crossed
Lovers.” Armed with his witty-wise lexicon and his deep understanding of human nature, Jeff
presents a new paradigm of relating that is essential to the healing and growth of our society.”—
CANDICE HOLDORF, actress and author of From 6 to 9 and Beyond: Widening the Lens of
Feminine Eroticism“An Uncommon Bond is both evocative and riveting, wrapping its way around
the heart and soul of anyone who has ever been involved or interested in a deeper type of love
that extends beyond the realm of common sense and connection. Jeff Brown brilliantly explores
the rapture, the darkness, the confusion, and the elevation that pulses inside the painfully
exquisite merging of two people who were unprepared for such a transformational and
transcendent relational experience. Stunningly eye opening, shape-shifting and profound, I will
never again look at the beautiful possibilities of love the same as before.”—VICTORIA
ERICKSON, author of Edge of Wonder“In this beautifully written prose, Jeff Brown weaves
powerful teachings and wisdom into a vulnerable tale of love, pain and truth. While reading, I
experienced an integration of my heart and mind that opened a channel directly to my soul. I
believe that with every vulnerable and raw truth told, each of us is uplifted into a timeless place
where there are no words—just experiences of the soul. Thank you Jeff for taking me there.”—
KELLY MCNELIS, founder of Women For One;“Jeff Brown has put into words the glory and
anguish of love that all of us who have loved know so well. His words burrow into my heart. I feel
him. I feel me. I feel our common experience in a way that expands my own personal



understanding and gives me new ways to think and talk about the love in my own life. In addition,
Jeff draws out of his experiences wisdom that honors these experiences and elevates his
awareness. So often when we have had pain in love, it is easy to point the finger and deny our
own part in the creation of the challenge. The male character’s willingness to take responsibility
and take a hard look at his patterns leads to his enlightenment and enlivenment. This approach
is inspirational. Anyone dealing with deep heartache over love lost can follow his tracks to come
out the other side. And what is on the other side is reason enough to take the journey through
the heart of darkness. I am delighted I got to take this journey. In my own relationship with my
beloved, Tomas, we have hit some rocky patches and have had to take hard looks, too, at our
patterns. What Jeff is sharing in his juicy and powerful book is what has worked for me and
Tomas. It has been through our willingness to see ourselves more clearly that we have worked
through our own dramas. What a gift to have Jeff’s book to inspire, support, and illuminate the
path of relationship, and how to navigate it more honestly, and successfully.”—JOAN HEART-
FIELD, PhD., author of Romancing the Beloved: A Sacred Sexual Adventure into Love“Jeff
Brown holds a mirror up to the dance of the masculine and the feminine in this fearless look into
the everyday rise and fall of relationships. A realistic and honest view of the true meaning of
soulmates.”—JILL ANGELO, author of Sacred Space: Turning Your Home Into a
SanctuaryEARLY PRAISE FORAN UNCOMMON BOND“Jeff Brown has done it again... Within
your hands is another magical masterpiece. If you are ready for a whirlwind of radical honesty,
bare-boned intimacy and the raw dissecting that MUST go into Sacred Relationship then read
on. A jewel of the highest order.”—ANAIYA SOPHIA, author of Sacred Sexual Union & co-author
of Womb Wisdom“In An Uncommon Bond, we are shown love as a relentless force within the
universe, acting on the lives of the two main characters to crack open their hearts that their souls
might come home to each other. And we recognize their story as our own. Written with passion,
honesty and wisdom, this is an uncommon book.”—PHILIP SHEPHERD, author of New Self,
New World“Jeff Brown elegantly weaves an evolutionary romance in An Uncommon Bond.
Whereas most love stories end with “happily ever after,” Jeff takes us beyond the fairy tale and
into the grounded spirituality necessary to truly meet the Beloved, both within ourselves and in
our relationships. He is a master wordsmith, engaging and enlightening us with his whimsical
word-play as we watch the journey unfold between Lowen and Sarah, the story’s “Scar-Crossed
Lovers.” Armed with his witty-wise lexicon and his deep understanding of human nature, Jeff
presents a new paradigm of relating that is essential to the healing and growth of our society.”—
CANDICE HOLDORF, actress and author of From 6 to 9 and Beyond: Widening the Lens of
Feminine Eroticism“An Uncommon Bond is both evocative and riveting, wrapping its way around
the heart and soul of anyone who has ever been involved or interested in a deeper type of love
that extends beyond the realm of common sense and connection. Jeff Brown brilliantly explores
the rapture, the darkness, the confusion, and the elevation that pulses inside the painfully
exquisite merging of two people who were unprepared for such a transformational and
transcendent relational experience. Stunningly eye opening, shape-shifting and profound, I will



never again look at the beautiful possibilities of love the same as before.”—VICTORIA
ERICKSON, author of Edge of Wonder“In this beautifully written prose, Jeff Brown weaves
powerful teachings and wisdom into a vulnerable tale of love, pain and truth. While reading, I
experienced an integration of my heart and mind that opened a channel directly to my soul. I
believe that with every vulnerable and raw truth told, each of us is uplifted into a timeless place
where there are no words—just experiences of the soul. Thank you Jeff for taking me there.”—
KELLY MCNELIS, founder of Women For One; “Jeff Brown has put into words the glory and
anguish of love that all of us who have loved know so well. His words burrow into my heart. I feel
him. I feel me. I feel our common experience in a way that expands my own personal
understanding and gives me new ways to think and talk about the love in my own life. In addition,
Jeff draws out of his experiences wisdom that honors these experiences and elevates his
awareness. So often when we have had pain in love, it is easy to point the finger and deny our
own part in the creation of the challenge. The male character’s willingness to take responsibility
and take a hard look at his patterns leads to his enlightenment and enlivenment. This approach
is inspirational. Anyone dealing with deep heartache over love lost can follow his tracks to come
out the other side. And what is on the other side is reason enough to take the journey through
the heart of darkness. I am delighted I got to take this journey. In my own relationship with my
beloved, Tomas, we have hit some rocky patches and have had to take hard looks, too, at our
patterns. What Jeff is sharing in his juicy and powerful book is what has worked for me and
Tomas. It has been through our willingness to see ourselves more clearly that we have worked
through our own dramas. What a gift to have Jeff’s book to inspire, support, and illuminate the
path of relationship, and how to navigate it more honestly, and successfully.”—JOAN HEART-
FIELD, PhD., author of Romancing the Beloved: A Sacred Sexual Adventure into Love“Jeff
Brown holds a mirror up to the dance of the masculine and the feminine in this fearless look into
the everyday rise and fall of relationships. A realistic and honest view of the true meaning of
soulmates.”—JILL ANGELO, author of Sacred Space: Turning Your Home Into a SanctuaryAn
Uncommon BondJeff BrownENREALMENT PRESS,TORONTO, CANADAAn Uncommon
BondJeff BrownENREALMENT PRESS,TORONTO, CANADACopyright © 2015 by Jeff Brown.
All rights reserved. No portions of this book, except for brief reviews, may be reproduced, stored
in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording or otherwise—without the written permission of the publisher. For
information, contact Enrealment Press at info@enrealment.com ().Published by Enrealment
PressPO Box 64Acton, OntarioCanada L7J-2M2Cover photo by Colette Stevenson ()Author
photo by Paul HemrendCover and book design by Publisher logo by Brad Rose ()Printed in the
USAFrom the book The Power of Now. Copyright © 1997 by Eckhart Tolle. Reprinted with
permission from new World Library, novato CA.From Love’s Glory: Recreations of Rumi by
Andrew Harvey, published by north Atlantic Books, copyright © 1996 by Andrew Harvey.
Reprinted by permission of publisher.From The Essential Rumi, translated by Coleman Barks,
published by Harper Collins, San Francisco. Copyright © 1995 by Coleman Barks. Reprinted by



permission of Coleman Barks.From Achterberg, Jeanne (1998). “Uncommon Bonds: On the
spiritual nature of relationships.” ReVision 21(2): 4-10. Reprinted by permission of ReVision
(Jürgen Werner Kremer).From the poetry collection Hope is a Traveler. Copyright © 2015 by
Susan Frybort, published by Enrealment Press.Publisher note: The writings of the female
character (Sarah Harding) in this book are taken from the writings of Susan Frybort. Some are
intrinsic to the poetry collection noted above, and others from words written by her to the author
of this book, Jeff Brown, as part of their personal correspondence. Reprinted with her
permission.Library and Archives Canada Cataloguing in PublicationBrown, Jeff, 1962-, author
An uncommon bond / Jeff Brown.Includes bibliographical references.I.
Title.PS8603.R68394U53 2015 C813’.6 C2015-900292-3
C2015-900293-1Copyright © 2015 by Jeff Brown. All rights reserved. No portions of this book,
except for brief reviews, may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any
form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise—without
the written permission of the publisher. For information, contact Enrealment Press at
info@enrealment.com ().Published by Enrealment PressPO Box 64Acton, OntarioCanada
L7J-2M2Cover photo by Colette Stevenson ()Author photo by Paul HemrendCover and book
design by Publisher logo by Brad Rose ()Printed in the USAFrom the book The Power of Now.
Copyright © 1997 by Eckhart Tolle. Reprinted with permission from new World Library, novato
CA. From Love’s Glory: Recreations of Rumi by Andrew Harvey, published by north Atlantic
Books, copyright © 1996 by Andrew Harvey. Reprinted by permission of publisher.From The
Essential Rumi, translated by Coleman Barks, published by Harper Collins, San Francisco.
Copyright © 1995 by Coleman Barks. Reprinted by permission of Coleman Barks.From
Achterberg, Jeanne (1998). “Uncommon Bonds: On the spiritual nature of relationships.”
ReVision 21(2): 4-10. Reprinted by permission of ReVision (Jürgen Werner Kremer).From the
poetry collection Hope is a Traveler. Copyright © 2015 by Susan Frybort, published by
Enrealment Press.Publisher note: The writings of the female character (Sarah Harding) in this
book are taken from the writings of Susan Frybort. Some are intrinsic to the poetry collection
noted above, and others from words written by her to the author of this book, Jeff Brown, as part
of their personal correspondence. Reprinted with her permission.Library and Archives Canada
Cataloguing in PublicationBrown, Jeff, 1962-, author An uncommon bond / Jeff
Brown.Includes bibliographical references.Issued in print and electronic formats.ISBN
978-0-9808859-5-8 (pbk.).--ISBN 978-0-9808859-6-5 (pdf)I. Title.PS8603.R68394U53 2015
C813’.6 C2015-900292-3 C2015-900293-1I dedicate this
book to Rocketdog, to Bubbi Perlove, to Susan Frybort, to all the women who have loved and
endured me, chiseling away at my armored heart with their beautiful offerings, opening and
preparing me for the conscious relationship journey.I also dedicate this book to the brilliant
Jeanne Achterberg, whose heart-echo lives on. You were right, Jeanne—there is a far more
profound universe waiting for us in the heart of love’s magic. I can only hope that you are there
now, held warmly in God’s embrace.And to all of you here and now, who are braving this new



relational path, on your way to the next paradigm of enheartened consciousness, I wish you a
transformative and magical journey. May you arrive at your next destination with your heart wide
open, ready to embrace the next stage of wonder.I dedicate this book to Rocketdog, to Bubbi
Perlove, to Susan Frybort, to all the women who have loved and endured me, chiseling away at
my armored heart with their beautiful offerings, opening and preparing me for the conscious
relationship journey.I also dedicate this book to the brilliant Jeanne Achterberg, whose heart-
echo lives on. You were right, Jeanne—there is a far more profound universe waiting for us in the
heart of love’s magic. I can only hope that you are there now, held warmly in God’s embrace.And
to all of you here and now, who are braving this new relational path, on your way to the next
paradigm of enheartened consciousness, I wish you a transformative and magical journey. May
you arrive at your next destination with your heart wide open, ready to embrace the next stage of
wonder.Note to the ReaderThis is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are
the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events,
locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.Note on the word “God”: When used in
this book, the word “God” is not a linear, limited or limiting definition. It is not guilt or shame
associated, not religiously affiliated, not affixed to any particular doctrine. It is an open-ended
term that can be interpreted and applied in whatever way you personally relate to and identify
with it: Divinity, Higher Power, Goddess, nature, Unity Consciousness, Source, Truth, Infinity,
Wholeness, to name only a few. Whatever feels true for you. The author is himself an avid
explorer of the God concept, and his perspective changes as his experiences inform and
expand his consciousness. What he identified as God through a more individualized lens, is
entirely different from how he came to understand God through the eyes of love. Perhaps God
morphs as we morph, or, perhaps we are seeking an understanding far beyond our
comprehension.Near the back of the book you will find a ‘Love Dictionary’ composed of words
and terms that were ‘hearticulated’ in the following story. They include “Uncommon Bonds,” a
term created by Jeanne Achterberg to describe the relationship phenomenon at the heart of this
book.The telling of the story of uncommon bonds creates a new myth for relationships that
involves the evolution and transformation of our being. The bonds may well be the threads in the
matrix of humanity, and in the final analysis, the only thing that endures. We who have had
bonded experiences can see ourselves as two of the many lights in the interconnected web of all
life, and as these lights burn brighter in synchrony, we shake and move and transduce the
filaments of the web so that the material universe is changed, subtly perhaps, but changed,
nonetheless.—JEANNE ACHTERBERGThere are two types of double stars.The pair that
appear close,but are in fact at different distancesand are an optical double.And there is the
binary.The pair that are mutually attractedand bound to one anotherby forces of gravity and
motion.You must find your counterpart in the heavens.—SUSAN FRYBORTNote to the
ReaderThis is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are the product of the
author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales or
persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.Note on the word “God”: When used in this book,



the word “God” is not a linear, limited or limiting definition. It is not guilt or shame associated, not
religiously affiliated, not affixed to any particular doctrine. It is an open-ended term that can be
interpreted and applied in whatever way you personally relate to and identify with it: Divinity,
Higher Power, Goddess, nature, Unity Consciousness, Source, Truth, Infinity, Wholeness, to
name only a few. Whatever feels true for you. The author is himself an avid explorer of the God
concept, and his perspective changes as his experiences inform and expand his consciousness.
What he identified as God through a more individualized lens, is entirely different from how he
came to understand God through the eyes of love. Perhaps God morphs as we morph, or,
perhaps we are seeking an understanding far beyond our comprehension.Near the back of the
book you will find a ‘Love Dictionary’ composed of words and terms that were ‘hearticulated’ in
the following story. They include “Uncommon Bonds,” a term created by Jeanne Achterberg to
describe the relationship phenomenon at the heart of this book.The telling of the story of
uncommon bonds creates a new myth for relationships that involves the evolution and
transformation of our being. The bonds may well be the threads in the matrix of humanity, and in
the final analysis, the only thing that endures. We who have had bonded experiences can see
ourselves as two of the many lights in the interconnected web of all life, and as these lights burn
brighter in synchrony, we shake and move and transduce the filaments of the web so that the
material universe is changed, subtly perhaps, but changed, nonetheless.—JEANNE
ACHTERBERGThere are two types of double stars.The pair that appear close,but are in fact at
different distancesand are an optical double.And there is the binary.The pair that are mutually
attractedand bound to one anotherby forces of gravity and motion.You must find your
counterpart in the heavens.—SUSAN FRYBORTAn Uncommon BondAn Uncommon BondI met
her when I most expected it. I felt Sarah entering my heart weeks before we met in real time. She
was quietly everywhere—a distant flute, a subtle shift in wind direction, a whisper of longing that
called me home. I felt her in my bones, in my breath, in the sudden and inexplicable lifting of my
weary spirit. She was orbiting me, close at heart, eagerly awaiting our cosmic
reacquaintance.Let there be no doubt: all love connections are not created equal. Some bonds
are simply practical. Others are blindly rooted in pathology and old traumas. Still others are
opportunities to heal and have essential needs finally met. And some have a mystical quality
from the first meeting. Pure and simple. Apparent from the first out-breath. Unmistakably sacred.
God rising on the wings of their love. This is how the timely and the timeless become
indistinguishable—when love meets God deep in the heart’s inner temple.Does this sound
insane? If it does, that’s okay. Great love is the most exquisite kind of madness, an asylum of
delight. Enter its gates and divinity rises into view.Like all synchronistic delights, it’s only
madness until it happens to you.I met her when I most expected it. I felt Sarah entering my heart
weeks before we met in real time. She was quietly everywhere—a distant flute, a subtle shift in
wind direction, a whisper of longing that called me home. I felt her in my bones, in my breath, in
the sudden and inexplicable lifting of my weary spirit. She was orbiting me, close at heart,
eagerly awaiting our cosmic reacquaintance.Let there be no doubt: all love connections are not



created equal. Some bonds are simply practical. Others are blindly rooted in pathology and old
traumas. Still others are opportunities to heal and have essential needs finally met. And some
have a mystical quality from the first meeting. Pure and simple. Apparent from the first out-
breath. Unmistakably sacred. God rising on the wings of their love. This is how the timely and the
timeless become indistinguishable—when love meets God deep in the heart’s inner
temple.Does this sound insane? If it does, that’s okay. Great love is the most exquisite kind of
madness, an asylum of delight. Enter its gates and divinity rises into view.Like all synchronistic
delights, it’s only madness until it happens to you.1Divine PreparationLet’s begin in the
beginning, when I was preparing myself for this great adventure. There is always a preparation
phase before great love comes. Sometimes it’s a gentle one, sometimes it’s a harsh one. Mine
was downright ugly. Perhaps this is the way the universe works—it deals you an ugly hand
before it deals you a beautiful one. The trick is trusting the beauty when it comes. It may never
come again.As much as I want to tell a love story that doesn’t include conflict, I can’t. War has
framed my life from the beginning, influencing and permeating every step of the journey. I have
lived war, I have loved war, and, even when I let it go, it has come back to reclaim me. We all
have a way of being that we are here to outgrow. War is mine.I was born on a battlefield in
suburban Toronto. From the outside, it didn’t look like a place of battle, but suburban homes
seldom do. In a well coiffured sub-division, it had two rocking chairs on the sweeping front porch,
a small man-made waterfall, and a sweet lavender garden that covered most of the front lawn.
You would think that the Buddha lived there, it was that peaceful.Inside, there were three
warriors. My histrionic Scottish mother screamed night and day, while my passive-aggressive
Jewish father wavered between immobilizing depression and menacing attack. When their
attacks on each other proved unsatisfying, they channeled their frustrations in my direction. They
needed a punching bag more than they needed a son, and I unconsciously obliged. Although
they named me Lowen, they actually called me “the mistake” behind muffled walls. I wasn’t the
daughter they had longed for.We spent the first 17 years of my life in battle. If we weren’t
screaming at each other, we were screaming at our neighbors and relatives. The quiet times—
infrequent as they were—were mere respites from our habitual way of being. Once everyone got
a chance to rest and refuel, the arguments began anew, stocked with more ammo. Both as a
necessary defense, and as a perfect reflection of my male conditioning, I turned to armor as a
way of being. With ‘never surrender’ as my mantra, I navigated the battlefield with panache.At
the same time, I was a complete mess inside. There are few things more confusing than going to
war with parents who are diminishing you, particularly when you are very young. If you fight for
your dignity, you risk losing the love you need from them to develop. If you don’t fight back, you
lose your self-respect and your development is stifled. How very confusing—to have to fight for
your right to be here against the very people who brought you into existence.The Abandonment
DanceWhen I finally escaped the clutches of my war-torn childhood, my forays into intimate
relationship weren’t much better. I had imagined I would find some refuge in the arms of the
feminine, but instead found that old habits die harsh. Each of my first intimate relationships



seemed to magnify yet another unresolved issue, most of which I would have rather kept
buried.Soon after fleeing the war zone, I met my first girlfriend. A tenderhearted social worker,
naomi would come by with peppermint foot massage cream and pumpkin pie ingredients, hands
at the ready. She wanted nothing more than to love me. She didn’t stand a chance. Whenever
she reached for me, I ran away. When she backed off, I ran after her. Ne’er the twain shall
meet.At the heart of our dance was an abandonment wound of radical proportions. Emotionally
rejected by my mother, I was certain of only one thing in this world: my inherent unworthiness. If
naomi loved me, she lost all credibility. If she exhibited signs of disinterest, she rose to
immediate prominence in my inner world. If only I could get her to want me again, if only I could
win her love, I could heal the wound. A perfect plan—until I won her over again, and immediately
lost interest. Fractured by a distancing mother, I couldn’t bear to be left, even if I did the leaving.
Crazy-making!For many years, this wound shaped my relationships in its own image. Naomi was
merely the first reflection. After she wisely gave up, I commenced a lengthy relational cycle that
reflected both polarities of the wound in perfect measure. About half the time, I was the
distancer, pulling away from kind women who simply wanted to love me. After only a short time
in their arms, I became bored with their availability and lost my sexual charge.The rest of the
time I was the fuser, chasing unavailable wildcats as they sprinted off in the other direction. Their
detachment actually ignited my sexuality, unconsciously turned on by the illusion that I was
gaining the favor of my inaccessible mother. If I could bed the wildcat, I must be a worthwhile
human. Of course, the ass was always greener on the other side. The moment they surrendered
to my charms, I began looking over the fence for the next conquest. One way or the other, I was
designed to avoid intimacy at all costs.It took me many years to realize that everyone involved in
the abandonment dance was living out their own baggage, even the kind and connective women
who seemed so perfectly available for love. Although they appeared to have a greater capacity
for intimacy than I did, the fact that they danced with my unavailability suggested otherwise.
They wanted me for the same reasons I wanted the wild ones—as a reflection and perpetuation
of their unresolved issues. It’s no accident that we were on the same dance floor together. We
were all looking for dance partners in an empty ballroom.Love-Proof VestNo matter where I was
on the abandonment continuum, there was a common thread—invulnerability. It came in
countless forms: constricted musculature, evasive communication, detached sexuality,
repressed emotions. Those who chased me knew it well. The moment they thought they had me,
they immediately confronted the armor that encased my tender heart. My love-proof vest was
impenetrable in form, crafted as it was with frozen feelings and congealed rage. Love
relationship demanded surrender, but willfulness, conflict and armor were all I knew.Despite my
gamesy ways, I was able to do one thing with conviction—study. In each of my first three years of
university, I made the dean’s honors list. In my second year, I won a bursary for writing an award-
winning essay on emotional healing. God knows I wasn’t ready to actually do any healing, but I
was ready to write about it. Funny how that works. Funny how we come at things conceptually
first, before life pushes us to experience them in real time.Just before my final year, I applied for



law school. Although my LST and grades were strong, I was certain that I would be rejected. I
wasn’t. I got into all six schools that I applied to. I decided to go to Osgoode Hall Law School in
north Toronto the following autumn. I felt a deep desire to fight for the rights of the
disenfranchised. If I couldn’t find fairness in my family, perhaps I could find it for others in the
courtroom.Ignited by the stresses of study, my anger began to infiltrate my love connections.
Violence was not an issue, but emotional abuse became a common occurrence. With no sense
of how to express my anger in a healthy way, I took it out on my girlfriends. Not surprisingly, I
specialized in women with terrible self-concepts. I shamed them, as I had been shamed. Nasty
business.One of the primary ways that I avoided vulnerability was drama. Intensity was habitual
and easily mistaken for aliveness. If I wasn’t having powerhouse sex with a woman, I was having
a pointless argument with her. I loved the thrill of the chase. I loved make-up sex. I didn’t
understand the difference between connection-avoidant intensity and intensity that is sourced in
love’s light. My heart was aflame, but it wasn’t open. I was too busy starting fires.Rear-view
MirrorAnd then the universe sent me my karmuppance in the middle of second term law school.
Melanie was a trauma survivor with nipples of gold. From the moment I saw them, I was lost to a
primal suckfest that lasted for months. So intoxicated by her projected mama breasts, I failed to
notice that she was a pathological liar and a thief.Her specialty was my specialty—intimacy
avoidance. But she was much better at it than me. She would seduce me with her sensuality,
then slip out the exit door just before morning, leaving her edible scent all over my bed sheets.
The faster she ran, the harder I chased. Then, when I was sure she was truly gone, she re-
appeared with her nipples on her sleeve, beckoning me home to Mama. What three-year-old
cares where Mama had gone, now that she is back? Just give me the nipple, now! I was
ensnared at my own game.How easy it is to mistake the primal for the passionate.Melanie was
the perfect nexus of all my issues: abandonment, betrayal, drama, objectification. But she went
one lie too far. I took her for an abortion in downtown Toronto. I paid the fee. She asked me to
wait in the car. Twenty minutes later, she came out with her eyes moist and tender. She looked
me straight in the eye and said, “I’m so sorry Lowen—twins.” My knees buckled. I had paid to
abort my twin children. We drove back to the apartment, and I beat myself up all afternoon.That
night I had a dream. My long dead Uncle Bernie came to me and said, “She has the money in
her wallet.”Money in her wallet? I don’t understand.But, of course, I did. For weeks, I wouldn’t
touch her. I couldn’t admit what I knew out loud, but my body knew everything. The body never
lies. We may misinterpret its message, but it always speaks the truth. My body knew why she
asked me to wait outside. It knew that she staged the abortion to get the money. No doubt she
told them she had chickened out, and they returned the money to her. No doubt she had said
“twins” to me as some kind of over-compensatory smokescreen. I was caught in the grips of
madness.The next week, the tsunami rose to a crescendo. We were driving down the highway
after an all-night battle. I was at war with my knowing. She was at war with my knowing. We
began to argue, and I confronted her about the abortion. She was startled. How could I accuse
her of such a thing? Then she tried to jump out of the car. Better to die than admit the truth. I



grabbed her just in time.I pulled over and got out of the car. I walked to the roadside and fell to
the ground with a heavy thud. This is love? What the fuck do I know about love? I began to weep
—the first time I had cried in years. Then I drove right home and contacted a therapist. The great
gift of Melanie. I needed things to escalate into insanity before I could even begin to look in the
rear-view mirror.Exit: Healing RoadThat summer, I requested a one-year sabbatical from law
school and began my healing journey. I knew I had no choice—my stuff was catching up with
me. I couldn’t focus on my studies with so many relationship dramas dominating my days. On a
conscious level, I wanted to heal so I could be a more effective trial lawyer. On an unconscious
level, I wanted to heal so I could finally taste love.I got a part-time job at a downtown bookstore,
and devoted the rest of my time to my healing process. With my therapist’s support, I slowly
became acquainted with my emotional life. I went deep into the process, recognizing how the
battleground that had been my home had forged an entirely warped lens on reality. A master of
self-evasion, what I identified as reality was a fragmented patchwork of defenses and disguises.
They were no longer serving me, but they were all I knew.At some point, a wave of repressed
emotion broke through my armor, demanding expression and release. As I plumbed the depths
of my despair, I shed one layer of pain after another. My inner world was like a series of
reservoirs, each holding a different wave of emotional memory behind them. When one reservoir
burst, another soon appeared. This phase went on for many months—the first of many essential
release phases.At the heart of the inner work was an attempt to form a well-constructed self,
essential to sustaining healthy connection: Solid me, solid we. Growing up in that war-zone had
left me with a completely bifurcated self-concept, either boastfully egoic or dreadfully self-
loathing. What I needed was to learn how to live in the middle—neither King nor trash, but
healthily human. Without a balanced sense of self to land in, my forays into relationships couldn’t
possibly sustain themselves. The key was to construct a healthy foundation to relate from.By
year’s end, a little light shone through the fissures in my heart. The light was fragmented, like I
was fragmented, but there was enough of it to invite my optimism. I began to feel a measure of
joy creeping into my inner landscape, a sliver of “yes.”The next two years of law school included
a cornucopia of intimacy adventures. Connections came in many forms: practical, playful,
sensual, intellectually charged but emotionally barren, wildly dangerous. They lasted one
evening, one weekend, or many months. I relished the opportunity to know myself in different
ways, depending on the tenor of each dynamic.Although many of the women I connected with
called me “commitment-phobic,” the characterization didn’t resonate. I didn’t feel afraid. I just felt
ill-prepared. I intuitively knew that I had so much to learn about connection before I could really
hold one together. I needed an array of experiences first.My therapist didn’t agree. He felt that I
was playing a cat-and-mouse game with my intimacy: “You want to commit, but you still
associate commitment with your childhood prison. Are you afraid you will never escape if you
commit?”One afternoon, he labeled me with something he called “The Unavailable Available
Pattern.” It’s where you convince yourself (and others) that you are available for relationship, but
you always find a way to stop short. That stopping short can manifest in many ways: choosing



unavailable people, looking for excuses to run, focusing on a lover’s imperfections rather than
their appealing qualities, getting lost in the excitement of ecstatic possibility until the first glimpse
of real vulnerability sends you packing. It’s the addiction to possibility and the fear of intimacy all
rolled into one.I left him and found a new therapist, one with a more soulful lens. Yes, I had a
bevy of issues, but not every choice I made was rooted in the neurotic psyche. Sometimes there
is something much deeper going on. Sometimes there is a knowing that cannot be explained in
psychological terms. I had the oddest sense that I was heading somewhere, rather than avoiding
something. That I was preparing the soil for something plentiful. Who can criticize that faith?
Conscious DatingAfter graduating and opening my own criminal law practice, I became more
deliberate in my relational choices. I thought of it as conscious dating. Instead of walking through
every open door, I stood back a little, contemplating the steps I was about to take. Whenever I
was set to explore deeper, I brought it into my therapy, working through the emotional material at
the heart of the decision.I soon began to manifest relationships with a greater capacity for
emotional intimacy. Reflecting this shift, I experienced a burgeoning interest in romantic love.
Although still cautious, I crept out now and then with flowers and chocolates in hand. And
sometimes, while having sex, I even felt the heart and genitals meet for a moment, before they
scurried back to their separate corners. Up to this point in my life, my genitals were primarily
pleasure-seeking missiles, looking to land somewhere soft before quickly returning to their
hiding place. The idea that a physical union between two souls could open the God-gate was still
well beyond my imaginings, but there was progress.And now and then, I would actually get a
vision of a woman waiting for me up ahead. I didn’t see her face, but I sensed her presence, as
though she was encoded in the cells of my being. Sometimes I would hear her in my dreams,
like a heart-song that rises through the ether with your name on it. Wishful thinking, or prescient
visions? Time would tell.At the same time, I still carried a deep cynicism where love was
concerned. It threatened my organizing system, the hyper-vigilant way of being that had served
me well. It was one thing to be vulnerable when alone, something else entirely to trust another to
hold my heart safe. It felt safer to drop in for a visit now and then, before returning to my man-
cave for a good night’s sleep.Of course, this resistance wasn’t simply a reflection of childhood
wounding. It was also a function of cultural conditioning. I had been taught to equate manhood
with invulnerability—one eye on the door, one eye on my weapons. How to surrender to love with
a pistol in my hand?On the Hunt for GodAfter years of therapy, I began looking for God (whoever
God was). I wanted something more than healing the mother wound. I wanted the Divine Father
himself. Healing was a wonderful thing, but then what? What was on the other side of those
mountains of emotional debris? What was the outer edge of human possibility? Where lived
pure consciousness? How to drink from the God-root?I looked for God everywhere. I hunted for
him on the yoga mat, the meditation cushion, the Camino Pilgrimage. I looked for him in the
heart of a disciplined meditation practice, energetic clearings, mantra and tantra. I looked and
looked, but something was missing.What was missing was connection. Not surprisingly, I was
seeking God in the same way that male warriors had since the beginning of time: in my



aloneness, in my isolated mind, on a meditation cushion separate from humanity. It was just me,
and me alone, seeking the maker while the womenfolk were tending to the relational world. Even
when I was sharing tantric delights, I had no template for mutuality. She was on her adventure
and I was on mine. God was not somewhere we go together. He was at the end of a long, heroic
solo journey through enemy territory.But was it God I met alone in the wilderness, or just his pale
imitation?I soon came to question detachment as a path to enlightenment. In its healthiest
forms, I got that it was a wonderful place to visit, a reminder of something beyond our localized
perceptions, a peek into a vaster reality, an opportunity to distinguish between that which serves
us and that which derails us. But taken too far, it felt more like self-avoidance masquerading as
enlightenment. If this wasn’t so, then why did I fall right back into triggers shortly after getting out
of my meditation cave and re-engaging with the world? And why did I feel more bereft of feeling
as my practice deepened? Was this meditation or medication? The new Earth or the new Mars?
Frustrated in my quest, I began to look for meaning in another direction. Although my tendency
to isolate was still prominent, a deeper longing for relationship began taking up space inside me,
pushing up against my armor from the inside out.I soon began to crave love. Out of the blue. I
suddenly felt frustrated by its absence, as though it had been a treasure stolen from me while I
was asleep. Was it?Although talk therapy had been helpful to this point in the journey, I sensed I
needed something deeper if I wanted to manifest real love. Dialoguing with a therapist played
into my heady and strategic nature. At some point, it became another courtroom where I was
trying to outsmart the opponent. I had to go deeper.I began to explore more body-centered
approaches to emotional healing in the hopes of excavating deeper layers of unresolved
material. The exploration began with a massage therapist who adeptly worked through layers of
holding in my musculature for two hours per week. Although I was by no means muscle-bound, I
was heavily armored, like an impenetrable fortress. As she peeled the armor, older and older
memories emerged, muscles with a story that needed to be told.To accelerate the de-armoring
process, I began doing session work with a body-centered psychotherapist. After four years of
regular release sessions, I felt a deep letting go inside my heart. It’s like I had gone back down
the path of my life and reclaimed a lost piece, one that held a key to my awakening. I felt lighter,
softer and more genuinely available to the moment. Never mind detaching from the wound-body
—immersing in it was the key to my salvation.One afternoon, I went into the woods with my heart
open and bared and actually asked for love. I walked miles from civilization, in the midst of a wild
rainstorm, carried forward by a determination that defied reason. I arrived at a rambling brook,
one I had never seen before but that felt entirely familiar. (Are locations encoded in our destiny,
too?) It was getting dark and the branches were clanging in the wind. There was an ominous
energy, an oddly inexplicable combination of destruction and passion.I got down on my knees
beside the brook and said aloud: “My spirit is tired of stumbling this earth alone. Please bring me
love. Please...” The warrior within chastised my vulnerability. The lover being birthed beneath my
armor celebrated.I had actually asked the universe for love before, but never with this depth of
conviction. To this point, the universe wouldn’t take my calls. It seemed my soulular phone plan



wasn’t activated yet. Or perhaps I hadn’t paid my karmic fees yet. Whatever it was, it knew I
wasn’t ready for the great crack open, the grand teaching. My heart was still too protected, my
relational patterns too unstable. I needed more inner prep work to clear the lines. So they sent
me substitute teachers, preliminary lessons on the path to readiness. No sense planting the
cosmic seeds in an ill-prepared field. Better to prepare the soul-soil for a real good harvest.The
Call of the BelovedAs my inner work deepened, serendipitous events occurred to support my
opening. Suddenly, I was bumping into people I had parted from at moments of tension,
relationships that still weighed heavily on my heart and needed resolution. And they weren’t
encountering me at random moments. They were walking into me just after I had thought of
them, in the oddest of places. Even the carpenter who showed up to install hardwood in my
apartment was from my unhealed past. I had bumped into his sister the week before. My intuition
told me that I was no arbitrary tourist in these encounters. The universe was busy with me.Soon,
everything within and around me felt like it was shifting. There was a kind of crispness in the air,
a poignancy, like the way it feels before a storm, or before a breakthrough experience comes
your way.Around this time, I began to dream about a petite blond woman, sensations of deep
abiding love. I couldn’t see her face, but I could sense her presence beside me, walking together
down sacred pathways. A karmic knot was loosening around my heart. I began to feel more and
more certain that great love was coming into my life soon. How to articulate this knowing in
human speak?Before I knew it, the call to tenderness permeated my armored working life. It first
happened in the middle of a rigorous cross-examination. I was going for the jugular when I was
suddenly overcome with compassion. Never before had I felt remotely kind in a courtroom.
Never before had I lost my focus in the heart of a trial. It was as though a presence had filled the
room—a soft, open invitation to humanize this warrior charade. The presence wasn’t other
worldly. It moved from the inside out, like an encoded path that had always been there, waiting
patiently for its moment of revealing. Lay down your weapons, it said. Open your heart…I walked
home that day, disillusioned with the life I had created. Suddenly, trial law seemed like little more
than a perpetuation of my childhood battleground. How had I not noticed? Why had I thought it
would be different? I was now 36 years old with a growing practice—two secretaries and an
eight-month-long trial list—and it all felt like the same old war. I wanted a deeper life, I did. I
wanted something sweet.I began to feel a throbbing sense of restlessness. I had extracted so
much from my healing processes, but now what? I was healthy and successful, yet I was still
walking this planet alone. I felt comfortable in my own skin, yet I longed for the feel of another’s
skin upon mine. I longed to meet the woman of my dreams. She kept coming to me in my sleep,
but where was she in my waking life?One night, after yet another dissonant day in court, I knew I
had to get away. A retreat of some sort. Something to give me a clue as to what’s next. I asked
the universe for a sign, and two soon appeared. That night, I dreamed I was hiking the
mountains around Boulder, Colorado. I had been there once before, at a holistic lawyer’s
conference, and always wanted to return. The next morning, a young woman knocked at my
door, soliciting donations for her local yoga studio’s seva mission. I had no idea what a seva



mission was, but her peaceful energy inspired me to go on-line and search for a yoga workshop
to attend.The first to come up was a five-day yoga conference in Boulder. I clicked on it and
knew I had to be there. As I hit “submit” to register for the retreat, I felt an electric current pulse
throughout my body. It was crystal clear. Something was waiting for me in Colorado.I wanted to
share my excitement with someone. I immediately picked up the phone and called my best
friend. “Daniel, I have news for you. I’m leaving for Colorado tomorrow.”“Huh?... Why?”“I’m going
to meet the great love of my life.”“Oh, yah. Sure.”“No, I am. I really am,” I said confidently.“Fly
safe, loverboy,” he said, chuckling like a mad monkey.I guess it was a secret for me alone to
treasure.1Divine PreparationLet’s begin in the beginning, when I was preparing myself for this
great adventure. There is always a preparation phase before great love comes. Sometimes it’s a
gentle one, sometimes it’s a harsh one. Mine was downright ugly. Perhaps this is the way the
universe works—it deals you an ugly hand before it deals you a beautiful one. The trick is
trusting the beauty when it comes. It may never come again.As much as I want to tell a love story
that doesn’t include conflict, I can’t. War has framed my life from the beginning, influencing and
permeating every step of the journey. I have lived war, I have loved war, and, even when I let it
go, it has come back to reclaim me. We all have a way of being that we are here to outgrow. War
is mine.I was born on a battlefield in suburban Toronto. From the outside, it didn’t look like a
place of battle, but suburban homes seldom do. In a well coiffured sub-division, it had two
rocking chairs on the sweeping front porch, a small man-made waterfall, and a sweet lavender
garden that covered most of the front lawn. You would think that the Buddha lived there, it was
that peaceful.Inside, there were three warriors. My histrionic Scottish mother screamed night
and day, while my passive-aggressive Jewish father wavered between immobilizing depression
and menacing attack. When their attacks on each other proved unsatisfying, they channeled
their frustrations in my direction. They needed a punching bag more than they needed a son,
and I unconsciously obliged. Although they named me Lowen, they actually called me “the
mistake” behind muffled walls. I wasn’t the daughter they had longed for.We spent the first 17
years of my life in battle. If we weren’t screaming at each other, we were screaming at our
neighbors and relatives. The quiet times—infrequent as they were—were mere respites from our
habitual way of being. Once everyone got a chance to rest and refuel, the arguments began
anew, stocked with more ammo. Both as a necessary defense, and as a perfect reflection of my
male conditioning, I turned to armor as a way of being. With ‘never surrender’ as my mantra, I
navigated the battlefield with panache.At the same time, I was a complete mess inside. There
are few things more confusing than going to war with parents who are diminishing you,
particularly when you are very young. If you fight for your dignity, you risk losing the love you
need from them to develop. If you don’t fight back, you lose your self-respect and your
development is stifled. How very confusing—to have to fight for your right to be here against the
very people who brought you into existence.The Abandonment DanceWhen I finally escaped
the clutches of my war-torn childhood, my forays into intimate relationship weren’t much better. I
had imagined I would find some refuge in the arms of the feminine, but instead found that old



habits die harsh. Each of my first intimate relationships seemed to magnify yet another
unresolved issue, most of which I would have rather kept buried.Soon after fleeing the war zone,
I met my first girlfriend. A tenderhearted social worker, naomi would come by with peppermint
foot massage cream and pumpkin pie ingredients, hands at the ready. She wanted nothing more
than to love me. She didn’t stand a chance. Whenever she reached for me, I ran away. When she
backed off, I ran after her. Ne’er the twain shall meet.At the heart of our dance was an
abandonment wound of radical proportions. Emotionally rejected by my mother, I was certain of
only one thing in this world: my inherent unworthiness. If naomi loved me, she lost all credibility. If
she exhibited signs of disinterest, she rose to immediate prominence in my inner world. If only I
could get her to want me again, if only I could win her love, I could heal the wound. A perfect plan
—until I won her over again, and immediately lost interest. Fractured by a distancing mother, I
couldn’t bear to be left, even if I did the leaving. Crazy-making!For many years, this wound
shaped my relationships in its own image. Naomi was merely the first reflection. After she wisely
gave up, I commenced a lengthy relational cycle that reflected both polarities of the wound in
perfect measure. About half the time, I was the distancer, pulling away from kind women who
simply wanted to love me. After only a short time in their arms, I became bored with their
availability and lost my sexual charge.The rest of the time I was the fuser, chasing unavailable
wildcats as they sprinted off in the other direction. Their detachment actually ignited my
sexuality, unconsciously turned on by the illusion that I was gaining the favor of my inaccessible
mother. If I could bed the wildcat, I must be a worthwhile human. Of course, the ass was always
greener on the other side. The moment they surrendered to my charms, I began looking over the
fence for the next conquest. One way or the other, I was designed to avoid intimacy at all costs.It
took me many years to realize that everyone involved in the abandonment dance was living out
their own baggage, even the kind and connective women who seemed so perfectly available for
love. Although they appeared to have a greater capacity for intimacy than I did, the fact that they
danced with my unavailability suggested otherwise. They wanted me for the same reasons I
wanted the wild ones—as a reflection and perpetuation of their unresolved issues. It’s no
accident that we were on the same dance floor together. We were all looking for dance partners
in an empty ballroom.Love-Proof VestNo matter where I was on the abandonment continuum,
there was a common thread—invulnerability. It came in countless forms: constricted
musculature, evasive communication, detached sexuality, repressed emotions. Those who
chased me knew it well. The moment they thought they had me, they immediately confronted the
armor that encased my tender heart. My love-proof vest was impenetrable in form, crafted as it
was with frozen feelings and congealed rage. Love relationship demanded surrender, but
willfulness, conflict and armor were all I knew.Despite my gamesy ways, I was able to do one
thing with conviction—study. In each of my first three years of university, I made the dean’s
honors list. In my second year, I won a bursary for writing an award-winning essay on emotional
healing. God knows I wasn’t ready to actually do any healing, but I was ready to write about it.
Funny how that works. Funny how we come at things conceptually first, before life pushes us to



experience them in real time.Just before my final year, I applied for law school. Although my LST
and grades were strong, I was certain that I would be rejected. I wasn’t. I got into all six schools
that I applied to. I decided to go to Osgoode Hall Law School in north Toronto the following
autumn. I felt a deep desire to fight for the rights of the disenfranchised. If I couldn’t find fairness
in my family, perhaps I could find it for others in the courtroom.Ignited by the stresses of study,
my anger began to infiltrate my love connections. Violence was not an issue, but emotional
abuse became a common occurrence. With no sense of how to express my anger in a healthy
way, I took it out on my girlfriends. Not surprisingly, I specialized in women with terrible self-
concepts. I shamed them, as I had been shamed. Nasty business.One of the primary ways that I
avoided vulnerability was drama. Intensity was habitual and easily mistaken for aliveness. If I
wasn’t having powerhouse sex with a woman, I was having a pointless argument with her. I loved
the thrill of the chase. I loved make-up sex. I didn’t understand the difference between
connection-avoidant intensity and intensity that is sourced in love’s light. My heart was aflame,
but it wasn’t open. I was too busy starting fires.Rear-view MirrorAnd then the universe sent me
my karmuppance in the middle of second term law school. Melanie was a trauma survivor with
nipples of gold. From the moment I saw them, I was lost to a primal suckfest that lasted for
months. So intoxicated by her projected mama breasts, I failed to notice that she was a
pathological liar and a thief.Her specialty was my specialty—intimacy avoidance. But she was
much better at it than me. She would seduce me with her sensuality, then slip out the exit door
just before morning, leaving her edible scent all over my bed sheets. The faster she ran, the
harder I chased. Then, when I was sure she was truly gone, she re-appeared with her nipples on
her sleeve, beckoning me home to Mama. What three-year-old cares where Mama had gone,
now that she is back? Just give me the nipple, now! I was ensnared at my own game.How easy it
is to mistake the primal for the passionate.Melanie was the perfect nexus of all my issues:
abandonment, betrayal, drama, objectification. But she went one lie too far. I took her for an
abortion in downtown Toronto. I paid the fee. She asked me to wait in the car. Twenty minutes
later, she came out with her eyes moist and tender. She looked me straight in the eye and said,
“I’m so sorry Lowen—twins.” My knees buckled. I had paid to abort my twin children. We drove
back to the apartment, and I beat myself up all afternoon.That night I had a dream. My long dead
Uncle Bernie came to me and said, “She has the money in her wallet.”Money in her wallet? I
don’t understand.But, of course, I did. For weeks, I wouldn’t touch her. I couldn’t admit what I
knew out loud, but my body knew everything. The body never lies. We may misinterpret its
message, but it always speaks the truth. My body knew why she asked me to wait outside. It
knew that she staged the abortion to get the money. No doubt she told them she had chickened
out, and they returned the money to her. No doubt she had said “twins” to me as some kind of
over-compensatory smokescreen. I was caught in the grips of madness.The next week, the
tsunami rose to a crescendo. We were driving down the highway after an all-night battle. I was at
war with my knowing. She was at war with my knowing. We began to argue, and I confronted her
about the abortion. She was startled. How could I accuse her of such a thing? Then she tried to



jump out of the car. Better to die than admit the truth. I grabbed her just in time.I pulled over and
got out of the car. I walked to the roadside and fell to the ground with a heavy thud. This is love?
What the fuck do I know about love? I began to weep—the first time I had cried in years. Then I
drove right home and contacted a therapist. The great gift of Melanie. I needed things to
escalate into insanity before I could even begin to look in the rear-view mirror.Exit: Healing
RoadThat summer, I requested a one-year sabbatical from law school and began my healing
journey. I knew I had no choice—my stuff was catching up with me. I couldn’t focus on my
studies with so many relationship dramas dominating my days. On a conscious level, I wanted to
heal so I could be a more effective trial lawyer. On an unconscious level, I wanted to heal so I
could finally taste love.I got a part-time job at a downtown bookstore, and devoted the rest of my
time to my healing process. With my therapist’s support, I slowly became acquainted with my
emotional life. I went deep into the process, recognizing how the battleground that had been my
home had forged an entirely warped lens on reality. A master of self-evasion, what I identified as
reality was a fragmented patchwork of defenses and disguises. They were no longer serving me,
but they were all I knew.At some point, a wave of repressed emotion broke through my armor,
demanding expression and release. As I plumbed the depths of my despair, I shed one layer of
pain after another. My inner world was like a series of reservoirs, each holding a different wave of
emotional memory behind them. When one reservoir burst, another soon appeared. This phase
went on for many months—the first of many essential release phases.At the heart of the inner
work was an attempt to form a well-constructed self, essential to sustaining healthy connection:
Solid me, solid we. Growing up in that war-zone had left me with a completely bifurcated self-
concept, either boastfully egoic or dreadfully self-loathing. What I needed was to learn how to
live in the middle—neither King nor trash, but healthily human. Without a balanced sense of self
to land in, my forays into relationships couldn’t possibly sustain themselves. The key was to
construct a healthy foundation to relate from.By year’s end, a little light shone through the
fissures in my heart. The light was fragmented, like I was fragmented, but there was enough of it
to invite my optimism. I began to feel a measure of joy creeping into my inner landscape, a sliver
of “yes.”The next two years of law school included a cornucopia of intimacy adventures.
Connections came in many forms: practical, playful, sensual, intellectually charged but
emotionally barren, wildly dangerous. They lasted one evening, one weekend, or many months. I
relished the opportunity to know myself in different ways, depending on the tenor of each
dynamic.Although many of the women I connected with called me “commitment-phobic,” the
characterization didn’t resonate. I didn’t feel afraid. I just felt ill-prepared. I intuitively knew that I
had so much to learn about connection before I could really hold one together. I needed an array
of experiences first.My therapist didn’t agree. He felt that I was playing a cat-and-mouse game
with my intimacy: “You want to commit, but you still associate commitment with your childhood
prison. Are you afraid you will never escape if you commit?”One afternoon, he labeled me with
something he called “The Unavailable Available Pattern.” It’s where you convince yourself (and
others) that you are available for relationship, but you always find a way to stop short. That



stopping short can manifest in many ways: choosing unavailable people, looking for excuses to
run, focusing on a lover’s imperfections rather than their appealing qualities, getting lost in the
excitement of ecstatic possibility until the first glimpse of real vulnerability sends you packing. It’s
the addiction to possibility and the fear of intimacy all rolled into one.I left him and found a new
therapist, one with a more soulful lens. Yes, I had a bevy of issues, but not every choice I made
was rooted in the neurotic psyche. Sometimes there is something much deeper going on.
Sometimes there is a knowing that cannot be explained in psychological terms. I had the oddest
sense that I was heading somewhere, rather than avoiding something. That I was preparing the
soil for something plentiful. Who can criticize that faith?Conscious DatingAfter graduating and
opening my own criminal law practice, I became more deliberate in my relational choices. I
thought of it as conscious dating. Instead of walking through every open door, I stood back a
little, contemplating the steps I was about to take. Whenever I was set to explore deeper, I
brought it into my therapy, working through the emotional material at the heart of the decision.I
soon began to manifest relationships with a greater capacity for emotional intimacy. Reflecting
this shift, I experienced a burgeoning interest in romantic love. Although still cautious, I crept out
now and then with flowers and chocolates in hand. And sometimes, while having sex, I even felt
the heart and genitals meet for a moment, before they scurried back to their separate corners.
Up to this point in my life, my genitals were primarily pleasure-seeking missiles, looking to land
somewhere soft before quickly returning to their hiding place. The idea that a physical union
between two souls could open the God-gate was still well beyond my imaginings, but there was
progress.And now and then, I would actually get a vision of a woman waiting for me up ahead. I
didn’t see her face, but I sensed her presence, as though she was encoded in the cells of my
being. Sometimes I would hear her in my dreams, like a heart-song that rises through the ether
with your name on it. Wishful thinking, or prescient visions? Time would tell.At the same time, I
still carried a deep cynicism where love was concerned. It threatened my organizing system, the
hyper-vigilant way of being that had served me well. It was one thing to be vulnerable when
alone, something else entirely to trust another to hold my heart safe. It felt safer to drop in for a
visit now and then, before returning to my man-cave for a good night’s sleep.Of course, this
resistance wasn’t simply a reflection of childhood wounding. It was also a function of cultural
conditioning. I had been taught to equate manhood with invulnerability—one eye on the door,
one eye on my weapons. How to surrender to love with a pistol in my hand?On the Hunt for
GodAfter years of therapy, I began looking for God (whoever God was). I wanted something
more than healing the mother wound. I wanted the Divine Father himself. Healing was a
wonderful thing, but then what? What was on the other side of those mountains of emotional
debris? What was the outer edge of human possibility? Where lived pure consciousness? How
to drink from the God-root?I looked for God everywhere. I hunted for him on the yoga mat, the
meditation cushion, the Camino Pilgrimage. I looked for him in the heart of a disciplined
meditation practice, energetic clearings, mantra and tantra. I looked and looked, but something
was missing.What was missing was connection. Not surprisingly, I was seeking God in the same



way that male warriors had since the beginning of time: in my aloneness, in my isolated mind, on
a meditation cushion separate from humanity. It was just me, and me alone, seeking the maker
while the womenfolk were tending to the relational world. Even when I was sharing tantric
delights, I had no template for mutuality. She was on her adventure and I was on mine. God was
not somewhere we go together. He was at the end of a long, heroic solo journey through enemy
territory.But was it God I met alone in the wilderness, or just his pale imitation?I soon came to
question detachment as a path to enlightenment. In its healthiest forms, I got that it was a
wonderful place to visit, a reminder of something beyond our localized perceptions, a peek into a
vaster reality, an opportunity to distinguish between that which serves us and that which derails
us. But taken too far, it felt more like self-avoidance masquerading as enlightenment. If this
wasn’t so, then why did I fall right back into triggers shortly after getting out of my meditation
cave and re-engaging with the world? And why did I feel more bereft of feeling as my practice
deepened? Was this meditation or medication? The new Earth or the new Mars?Frustrated in
my quest, I began to look for meaning in another direction. Although my tendency to isolate was
still prominent, a deeper longing for relationship began taking up space inside me, pushing up
against my armor from the inside out.I soon began to crave love. Out of the blue. I suddenly felt
frustrated by its absence, as though it had been a treasure stolen from me while I was asleep.
Was it?Although talk therapy had been helpful to this point in the journey, I sensed I needed
something deeper if I wanted to manifest real love. Dialoguing with a therapist played into my
heady and strategic nature. At some point, it became another courtroom where I was trying to
outsmart the opponent. I had to go deeper.I began to explore more body-centered approaches
to emotional healing in the hopes of excavating deeper layers of unresolved material. The
exploration began with a massage therapist who adeptly worked through layers of holding in my
musculature for two hours per week. Although I was by no means muscle-bound, I was heavily
armored, like an impenetrable fortress. As she peeled the armor, older and older memories
emerged, muscles with a story that needed to be told.To accelerate the de-armoring process, I
began doing session work with a body-centered psychotherapist. After four years of regular
release sessions, I felt a deep letting go inside my heart. It’s like I had gone back down the path
of my life and reclaimed a lost piece, one that held a key to my awakening. I felt lighter, softer
and more genuinely available to the moment. Never mind detaching from the wound-body—
immersing in it was the key to my salvation.One afternoon, I went into the woods with my heart
open and bared and actually asked for love. I walked miles from civilization, in the midst of a wild
rainstorm, carried forward by a determination that defied reason. I arrived at a rambling brook,
one I had never seen before but that felt entirely familiar. (Are locations encoded in our destiny,
too?) It was getting dark and the branches were clanging in the wind. There was an ominous
energy, an oddly inexplicable combination of destruction and passion.I got down on my knees
beside the brook and said aloud: “My spirit is tired of stumbling this earth alone. Please bring me
love. Please...” The warrior within chastised my vulnerability. The lover being birthed beneath my
armor celebrated.I had actually asked the universe for love before, but never with this depth of



conviction. To this point, the universe wouldn’t take my calls. It seemed my soulular phone plan
wasn’t activated yet. Or perhaps I hadn’t paid my karmic fees yet. Whatever it was, it knew I
wasn’t ready for the great crack open, the grand teaching. My heart was still too protected, my
relational patterns too unstable. I needed more inner prep work to clear the lines. So they sent
me substitute teachers, preliminary lessons on the path to readiness. No sense planting the
cosmic seeds in an ill-prepared field. Better to prepare the soul-soil for a real good harvest.The
Call of the BelovedAs my inner work deepened, serendipitous events occurred to support my
opening. Suddenly, I was bumping into people I had parted from at moments of tension,
relationships that still weighed heavily on my heart and needed resolution. And they weren’t
encountering me at random moments. They were walking into me just after I had thought of
them, in the oddest of places. Even the carpenter who showed up to install hardwood in my
apartment was from my unhealed past. I had bumped into his sister the week before. My intuition
told me that I was no arbitrary tourist in these encounters. The universe was busy with me.Soon,
everything within and around me felt like it was shifting. There was a kind of crispness in the air,
a poignancy, like the way it feels before a storm, or before a breakthrough experience comes
your way.Around this time, I began to dream about a petite blond woman, sensations of deep
abiding love. I couldn’t see her face, but I could sense her presence beside me, walking together
down sacred pathways. A karmic knot was loosening around my heart. I began to feel more and
more certain that great love was coming into my life soon. How to articulate this knowing in
human speak?Before I knew it, the call to tenderness permeated my armored working life. It first
happened in the middle of a rigorous cross-examination. I was going for the jugular when I was
suddenly overcome with compassion. Never before had I felt remotely kind in a courtroom.
Never before had I lost my focus in the heart of a trial. It was as though a presence had filled the
room—a soft, open invitation to humanize this warrior charade. The presence wasn’t other
worldly. It moved from the inside out, like an encoded path that had always been there, waiting
patiently for its moment of revealing. Lay down your weapons, it said. Open your heart…I walked
home that day, disillusioned with the life I had created. Suddenly, trial law seemed like little more
than a perpetuation of my childhood battleground. How had I not noticed? Why had I thought it
would be different? I was now 36 years old with a growing practice—two secretaries and an
eight-month-long trial list—and it all felt like the same old war. I wanted a deeper life, I did. I
wanted something sweet.I began to feel a throbbing sense of restlessness. I had extracted so
much from my healing processes, but now what? I was healthy and successful, yet I was still
walking this planet alone. I felt comfortable in my own skin, yet I longed for the feel of another’s
skin upon mine. I longed to meet the woman of my dreams. She kept coming to me in my sleep,
but where was she in my waking life?One night, after yet another dissonant day in court, I knew I
had to get away. A retreat of some sort. Something to give me a clue as to what’s next. I asked
the universe for a sign, and two soon appeared. That night, I dreamed I was hiking the
mountains around Boulder, Colorado. I had been there once before, at a holistic lawyer’s
conference, and always wanted to return. The next morning, a young woman knocked at my



door, soliciting donations for her local yoga studio’s seva mission. I had no idea what a seva
mission was, but her peaceful energy inspired me to go on-line and search for a yoga workshop
to attend.The first to come up was a five-day yoga conference in Boulder. I clicked on it and
knew I had to be there. As I hit “submit” to register for the retreat, I felt an electric current pulse
throughout my body. It was crystal clear. Something was waiting for me in Colorado.I wanted to
share my excitement with someone. I immediately picked up the phone and called my best
friend. “Daniel, I have news for you. I’m leaving for Colorado tomorrow.”“Huh?... Why?”“I’m going
to meet the great love of my life.”“Oh, yah. Sure.”“No, I am. I really am,” I said confidently.“Fly
safe, loverboy,” he said, chuckling like a mad monkey.I guess it was a secret for me alone to
treasure.2An Undress RehearsalI began to look for her almost as soon as I arrived at the
conference. I wandered around Boulder between yoga classes, earnestly scouring the women
that walked past. I scanned cars, cafés and bookstores, somehow imagining that my willful
nature would yield results. Is it you? How about you?I arrived back at my hotel after an
exhausting night of searching and noticed the phone blinking.A message. I pressed play, and
heard Daniel’s familiar voice:“Hey buddy... So, she land on your head yet? Better look up.”I
smiled at his playfulness. But I didn’t doubt my clarity. I knew something he didn’t. Her imminent
arrival had been announced in the great hall of my heart.Ignoring him, I fervidly resumed my
search the next morning. Almost immediately I bumped into a woman I had known in Canada.
We had kissed once before, and never saw one another again. As we walked and talked through
the town, I wondered, “Is it you? It doesn’t feel like it, but perhaps if we spend a little more time
together, we can craft a soul connection.” We all know that story. After one uninteresting lunch
together, I called myself on my own game and went back to the quest. Where are you, breath of
my heart?I had never experienced such a compelling faith in something this intangible. As a long
time pragmatist, I believed it only when I saw it. I didn’t feel it into form. But this was meaningfully
different. It felt so certain, like I had stumbled upon a pre-encoded blueprint that had been buried
for decades. All I had to do was step firmly in its direction, and believe.Smiling EyesAfter a few
days on the prowl, I began to feel conflicted. I was torn between the willful mantras of positive
thinking: “Ask for what you want and you’ll get it” and “Believe it into being”; or a more subtle
interface with reality.I had moved mountains in my life with my warrior spirit, but could love be
summoned in this way? What state of being opens the gateway? Does determination connect
two destined souls, or does it actually sever the lines? What brings love home?And then I did
something uncharacteristic. I stopped looking. I surrendered. All the healing work I had done had
apparently left an impression. Hunting for love only made love seem further away. With my will
actively engaged, I could no longer feel her coming. Perhaps love needs an opening to receive
it.It was a good learning, one I would no doubt soon forget.On the final day of the workshop, I
slept through the first class. I wasn’t particularly interested in doing more yoga. How many
downward dogs can one man do? I stumbled out of bed mid-morning, and went for a long slow
walk along Boulder Creek. It was a perfect spring day, and the bubbling creek kept me good
company. When I hit the edge of town, I felt a strong impulse to continue walking all the way to



the Flatirons, the sandstone mountains at the edge of Boulder. Then I remembered there was
one more class that afternoon—a talk on the five Buddhist precepts. Those darn Buddhists,
always spoiling the fun. I sat down on a fallen tree trunk to ponder my next steps.Within
moments, a red cardinal came flitting past me, almost close enough to touch. He was eerily
large for a cardinal, and completely unconcerned about my presence. A bird on a mission, I
watched him racing from tree to tree for some time, as though he was looking for something he
had lost. Perhaps he was.I decided to head towards the Flatirons. After a few steps in their
direction, I suddenly turned right around and headed for Boulder to make my final class. Walking
rapidly, I was a man on a mission. I was not sure why—it wasn’t any kind of conscious decision.
Perhaps it was the cardinal’s quest that reminded me of my own. Perhaps.I arrived a little early
and sat in wait outside the classroom. After some time, I shifted my position and looked to the
left. There, exiting the elevator, were the most captivating eyes I have ever known or imagined. I
was too blinded by her resonance to notice her features, her clothing, her gait. All I noticed were
those smiling eyes looking at me, penetrating my masks, summoning heart, soul and essence to
the forefront. They knew me, I knew them. God at first sight.This is you.And then she was gone,
totally gone. I stood up and looked about, but her smiling eyes were nowhere to be seen. I
steadied myself, lost in a sea of feeling.The door opened, and the previous class emptied out. I
waited a few minutes before entering, just in case she made another appearance. Where are
you, smiling eyes? Bring me back to life. No such luck. She was gonzo. I entered the class and
sat down among the circle of desks.An annoyingly calm Buddhist monk walked in and sat down.
After an agitating meditation, he began discussing abstinence and the disease of desire. All the
while, I ached for Smiling Eyes to walk through that door. Fuck abstinence.Twenty minutes in, the
door opened. Smiling Eyes entered. I watched her walk across the room, as though the eye of
God was clearing a path between our hearts. As she walked, my experience of the whole room
changed form. Everything slowed down; everything transmuted into something more beautiful.
She sat down on the opposite side of the circle, almost directly in front of me. She didn’t look up
for a few minutes. I tried to look away but failed miserably. Some loves pull you close over time.
This one had me by the heart-string instantly.I watched her gently rubbing a small blue stone.
She touched it the way one touches something precious to them. I also noticed scribbles, some
kind of writing, on both her hands. She appeared to be uncomfortable, almost as though she
was steeling herself, preparing for a great challenge. In the background, the monk was talking
about the principles of non-attachment: “Nothing to grasp…” Such irony!Then she looked up
starkly, and her smiling eyes looked right at me, into me, through me. My soul stepped up to
meet its other half. The world around us fell away. All heaven broke loose. Such grace.The non-
attachment chatter faded into the background, as we stared into each other’s eyes for what
seemed like forever. Whose eyes gaze out at me? Whose eyes do I view you with? Are these
two souls or one? Intertwined with the divine, we deepened into pools of timeless knowing. It
was both the longest and shortest fifteen minutes of my life. Our first undress rehearsal.The
class went on break. I avoided her. I felt entirely disoriented—quaking, rumbling, heaving. My



inner tectonic plates had shifted. It was one of those experiences that up-frames everything
before it. What I thought of as vastness was revealed in its smallness. What I once called color
was exposed in its drabness. I had just landed on an entirely new planet.At the same time, it
frightened me. My feet had grown wings, but I didn’t know how to fly. What mad magic had I
stumbled upon? Drugs in my lunch bowl? no, I hadn’t eaten lunch today.Back in class, I felt my
fear-body pushing up against me. Little tremors of excitement signaled great awakening, but
there was a deeper level of anxiety churning below the surface. When I finally looked her way, I
saw that she was squirming, too.The class ended. She quickly got up to leave. I thought to leave
her be, but my inner warrior commanded, “Go, get her before she is gone forever.” I got up,
knocking my empty notebook on the floor. When I finally found my way into the hall, I saw her
stepping into the elevator. I raced across the corridor to stop it, pushing the door open at the last
moment. I entered and stood right beside her. I turned to speak, but she touched my lips and
gently whispered, “No words, there can be no words now.” Touched by God(dess) for the first
time, I fell quiet.We got off the elevator in tandem, exiting the building into a large, open field. We
walked for many minutes, in seeming silence. She was right. Words were unnecessary. Our
hearts, they spoke.When we reached the road, she turned and looked at me, her hand lightly
touching my arm. She stayed like that for some time, tenderly stroking my wrist as if
remembering something she had lost. Then she reached up and whimsically pulled my hat up
and away from my face, gazing warmly into my eyes for yet another eternity.And then it was
enough. She didn’t need to say it. It was time for her to go. I thought to kiss her, but, as if she was
reading my thoughts, she touched my lips again and quietly said, “Not yet.” I reached up to touch
her face, but she shook her head ‘no.’ It wasn’t unkind, it was simply clear. And then she turned
and crossed the road without looking back. I thought to follow, but a quieter voice inside told me
not to. I kept watching her until she vanished off in the distance.Deep Shit LoveI walked, then
ran, back to my hotel room, completely oblivious to everything and everyone I passed on the
way.I lay down on my bed, anxiously feeling into an unfamiliar landscape. It was as though my
inner world was re-organizing, adjusting to a radical shift in resonance. Stretched miles beyond
my comfort zone, I searched inside for something to calm me. But there was no peace to be
found. None at all. I lay awake until dusk met dawn, feeling into waves of emotion that
transcended the familiar. Sometimes you meet someone whose light is so bright that you
immediately realize how dim you have been. What a thing—to be catapulted to wonder simply
by being in the presence of another. What a thing.I got out of bed at 7 a.m. to look for her on the
streets of Boulder. Wild-eyed and alight, I walked the town all morning, searching for a heart I felt
I had known forever. I looked in the direction she had walked yesterday. I scanned coffeehouse
tables, grocery store checkouts, bookstores. Surely she needs to read love poetry on this
morning of all mornings!At lunch, I perched myself on a tree beside naropa University and lay in
wait like a lonely dove, anticipating the return of his long-lost love-mate. Late afternoon, I walked
back into town to look for her again. I searched well past dark without any luck.On the way back
to the hotel, I was overcome by dread. What if I never see her again? Why didn’t I ask her name?



Why didn’t I get her number? Why didn’t I SPEAK to her, for heaven’s sake? What was I thinking?
I fell into an exhausted sleep—searching for your beloved is a tiring process. The next day, I
woke up early and headed to the conference headquarters. Maybe they could tell me something.
Maybe someone knew her? I walked into the main office, ready to lay down my charms in
service of love. There was no one in the office other than a middle-aged woman with a
particularly rigid quality.“You may think this is a little crazy, but I fell in love, like deep shit love,
with a fellow student the other day, and now I can’t find her.”“How long you known her for?”“Just
an instant. She had blond hair, and smiling eyes.”“Ain’t love, buddy—just infatuation.”This wasn’t
going to be easy. “What about love at first sight?”“Crashes and burns.”“Always?”“Guaranteed.
You can take that advice all the way to the bank.”I went quiet. Love’s battlefields are
everywhere.“Oh, and get a pre-nup signed, so they don’t rob you blind.”“Yes, good advice.”I
wasn’t sure if I should hug this wounded woman or let her vent. Goodness, how do you describe
God at first sight to someone utterly blinded by pain? I opted to let her vent. When she was
done, we got back to the business at hand.“So what is it you want from me? You think I can help
you find her?”“Yah, something like that,” I said tentatively.“All student information is
confidential.”“Well, how about if I told you which class she…”She cut me off, “Don’t matter, I can’t
tell you her name.”I thought fast, or so I thought, “Are you a romantic at heart?”“Not anymore,”
she snapped, forcefully slamming her book shut.“Well if I could just talk to that previously
romantic part of you for a moment. Maybe you could send an email to everyone who was in the
class and provide my contact info?”She just stared at me, like I was an idiot, “No can do, buddy.
You’re on your own.”“Yah, I know. How about if I give you a grand?”“I’ll pretend you didn’t say that.
What’s your name?”“Jehoshaphat... No, just call me madman, and leave it at that.”I left the
building and sat down beside the river. Closing my eyes to meditate, seeking the inner peace
that had eluded me for days. No such luck. I was too agitated, like I had been stopped right in the
middle of lovemaking—though this cut much deeper. I tried to sidestep the feelings, but there
was no way to float this love on a leaf down the river. It wanted to be embraced wholly, holy, soul-
y. I had to keep looking.I walked Boulder for hours, looking for her in the oddest of places. I
thought I saw her at least six times, but never once in fact. Midday, I bumped into someone I had
met at the conference. He thought he knew her—her name was Margot? He gave me the
number of someone who knew Margot. I called her. Wrong woman. I felt like some two-bit
detective, chasing down empty leads. But I couldn’t stop looking, not with my heart so freshly
opened.I returned to the hotel room, discouraged and confused. Why would God grant me a
glimpse of grace, only to yank it away before it could be savored? How does this serve my
spiritual path? What cosmic clown busted this move?I fell asleep briefly, until the phone rang. I
reached for it, irrationally imagining it was her. It was Daniel, confirming that he was going to pick
me up at Toronto’s Pearson Airport the day after next. It was good to hear a grounding voice, the
voice of reason: “Take it for what it was, a nice opening experience. If she was available, she
wouldn’t have left like that. More women will come. They always do. See you in a few.”I was
actually comforted by his perspective, if only for a moment. Maybe this is how it works, we get



little glimpses of God(dess) before she is fully revealed? We see her eyes, then her toes, then
her belly, then her breasts, and then she arrives in complete form, but only when we are ready to
embrace her. Perhaps I wasn’t as ready as I imagined. Is anyone?Graffiti MountainI got up the
next morning overcome with sadness. I decided to head for the Flatirons. Perhaps getting a little
higher in altitude would shift my perspective.Taking a cab to the edge of town, I asked the driver
to let me out near a trailhead. After chastising me for not wearing hiking boots, she pulled up in
front of a narrow path beside a small creek. “This is my favorite hike, stay to the left till the dip,
then walk straight up. It’s not for the faint of heart, but it’s well worth the climb,” she said with a
detectable glint in her eye. Then she handed me her business card, “Just in case you get lonely
later,” smiled and drove slowly away.Faint of heart? Was my heart faint? What was this
messenger trying to tell me? I entered the trailhead. A few feet in, I spotted a handwritten sign
hanging from a tree, marked “Insatiable Point.” Does the universe not have a fine sense of
humor?As I hiked the trail, my pessimism deepened, darkened. I looked inside for an affirmation
to support me, but there were none to be found. Where is my daily affirmation book when I need
it?I sat down by a river to gather myself. On one level, it all seemed so surreal. Gone in a
heartbeat, she didn’t even leave her name. Yet, on another level, it was as real as real gets. I had
been with many women, and never experienced a knowing like this before. It superseded all
evidence, all that could be seen, yet it felt entirely true. A new earth, one with its heart wide
open.As I stared at my solitary reflection in the water, tears formed in my eyes. Like a wild beast
of prey who had forever hunted the impossible, I looked disturbed and disheveled. Was this my
karmic plight, to wander this planet alone? Strung between the mantras of wishful thinking and
surrender, I wondered: Do you wish for it so hard that it comes true, or do you just let it go and
leave the universe to its own devices?Again, yet again, how do we breathe love into reality?I got
back on the trail, determined to lighten my mood. I had looked hard and wide for her, and she
was nowhere to be found. I got to the dip, and made the turn upward, climbing the mountain
itself. The path was slippery from a rare night’s rain, and it took all my focus to keep from falling.
Mindfully, with measured steps, I made my way toward the peak of Insatiable Point. Halfway up, I
felt something hit my arm. I looked down—a bird had shat on my shirt sleeve. Nice—a message
from above?When I arrived at the peak a few hours later, I lay down on Mother Earth to catch my
breath. It had taken all my energy to get here, but my perspective had expanded. I got up and
walked toward the edge of the cliff, looking out toward Boulder. A lone hawk circled just above,
sketching his legacy in the sky.I closed my eyes to meditate, but I couldn’t get my mind off my
unnamed beloved. The more I emptied my thoughts, the more her presence filled my
innerspace. Breath within breath, my consciousness kept returning to those memories of
connection. However fleeting, it had filled my cup of wonder. And I liked mine full.After only a few
minutes, my consciousness shifted towards a quiet scratching sound, perhaps a small animal
burrowing in the dirt. I opened my eyes and the scratching suddenly stopped. I looked out over
the valley. The hawk was now circling closer. I closed my eyes again. The sound returned, this
time louder, nearer.I stood up and moved toward it. It was coming from another rock formation,



some fifty feet away. When I got to the edge, I looked down and saw nothing but large rocks. I
started to climb down, carefully scaling the craggy edges. The noise was closer now. I soon
spotted a small opening between two large boulders. The boulders were touching at the points,
and there was a small crawlspace at the base. I found my way through it, and sat down on a
large, flat rock on the other side. The scratching stopped.After a few moments, I saw something
move below. I lay down on my belly on the rock edge and looked down.Just below me, standing
on another flat rock, was she, the nameless she of my heart. At the peak of Insatiable Point, no
less. She was standing back on the rock with something in her hand, staring intently at the cliff
face before her. For a moment she vanished and the scratching returned. Then she came back
into view and it stopped. Again and again, she vanished, then returned. What the fuck?I thought
to climb down to her, but waited and watched. As I watched, I noticed vivid changes to my inner
landscape. A tornado was spinning in my diaphragm, a swirl of excitement and apprehension
that shook me to the core. I was compelled to run toward and away from her in equal measure.
My heart fluttered, my breath shallowed. Could I take all this in?I heard a little voice inside
whispering sweet somethings in my inner ear: Go to her, go to her. I ignored it, preferring the
safety of voyeurism to the perils of real contact. But then I realized that it had been many minutes
since I had last seen her. And there were no more scratching sounds. Flash of panic—oh no, not
again! Hurriedly, I got up and scrambled down the rocks to where she had been standing. Sadly,
she was gone, no doubt scampering down the steep trail off to the left.Or did I make the whole
thing up?I looked at the cliff face. Everywhere, there was chalked graffiti scrawled on the rocks.
Have I found a mad one? I looked closer:Truth eyes REAL-
EYESREALIZE, ReMeMbRanCeMUM
accept the invitation.Right in the middle of the largest stone
facing me were the words:When two hearts beat in the same direction,all gaps narrow.She had
clearly been working the language, because she had crossed out other possible endings: “the
bridge appears,” “the distance narrows,” and something I couldn’t quite read. I picked up a small
piece of chalk from the ground, rubbed out her second sentence, and added my own ending.
Finally, we were conversing again:When two hearts beat in the same direction,the meeting point
is GodThen I scurried down the trail to find her. I moved quickly, falling twice on my ass in the
steep sections. Reaching the bottom of the hill, I picked up the pace, jumping tree roots and
fallen trees with reckless, heartfelt abandon. The sun was bright in the forest, patchy rays of light
that made it difficult to gauge exactly where I was stepping. But I was on some kind of a mission.
Mission Impossible?The Enchanted ForestI stopped to catch my breath. In one way, I felt
exhilarated. It was as though my body had sprouted wings of hope. At the same time, I berated
myself. Here I was, chasing after love like an abandoned child. My childhood all over again. Does
it have to be this difficult?I got up to run the trail, but decided against it. I heard the gurgling
sounds of the river, and cut through the forest toward it. I wasn’t sure why, I just had to reach that
river. I began to run again, this time at a more measured clip. A deer crossed just ahead of me,
causing me to stumble. Walking, I soon located a clear trail to the river.I saw her standing quietly



by the river’s edge. A cosmic missile to my heart.I stared at her for a few moments, watching her
watch the river float by. It was beautiful, a timeless perfect painting, almost too pristine to touch.
And then I moved up beside her, gazing at our shared reflection in the river. She didn’t move.
Funny, I didn’t look so wild with her standing beside me. Now and then the rippling waters
distorted our images, making it difficult to distinguish where she ended and I began.“What took
you so long?” she suddenly asked.“Got stuck in traffic. Wait, you knew I was coming?”“You
would make a bad stalker. Sooo obvious.”“You saw me? But then why did you leave?”Softly
smiling, she replied, “I don’t like to be stalked. I like to be met.”“I met you the other day.”After a
few moments, she turned to me and replied, “Too soon…”I saw her physically for the first time:
high cheekbones, wavy blond hair, and bright green eyes that sparkled of whimsy and wonder.
She had an adorably cleft chin, light freckles on her cheeks and small crow’s feet around her
eyes, just like mine. She was small in stature—perhaps 5’2”—but with a powerful, dignified
presence that made her seem taller. She looked wholesome and pure, but there was an edge to
her too. I imagined her 23 years old, at most.“Do you always write on rocks?” I asked.“Often. I
like to talk to nature. It listens.”“Isn’t chalk bad for the environment?”“Smart-ass, I use eco-
friendly chalk. But what do you really want to know?”“Really want to know?” I echoed.“Below the
smart retorts, how do you really want to relate with me right now?”I was taken aback. She was
calling me to a place below my defenses. Too soon.“It’s getting dark, shall we head back?” I
suggested.Sensing my discomfort, she let me off the hook. “Yes, let’s go.”I followed her as she
moved through the forest like a lithe and graceful animal. She walked close to the ground,
avoiding trees and boulders, skirting the main trail. I could barely keep up. After only a few
minutes, we cleared the forest and stepped on the main road. I reached for my cell phone to call
a taxi, but she motioned me to put the phone away. “Let’s walk, okay?” she said.I walked beside
her in silence. She walked lighter now, almost whimsically, bouncing a little off the ground. As we
got closer to town, I was overcome by the surest sense of familiarity. My God, I know this being, I
know this essence. And then it went deeper, as her arm against mine excavated our shared
lineage: Did I not tell you to turn left at the enchanted forest all those lifetimes ago? Why did you
turn right? I’ve been wandering this world looking for you ever since. I felt a deep relief, as though
lifetimes of isolation had finally come to an end.I wish I could say that it all seemed fantastical.
But it wasn’t like that at all. I had just entered an unmistakably deepened reality, one where the
terms of engagement are beyond the grasp of the rational mind—one where the soul’s journey is
paramount, where essence isn’t a concept but a felt experience.And all of that from a thirty
minute walk.We arrived in town and sat down in a small park. With our toes in a creek, we
shared some of the details of our lives. Her name was Sarah Lynn Harding. She was actually 26
—ten years younger than me. Born in Rensselaer, Indiana, she moved with her parents to
Boulder at the age of 2. The adopted only child of a welder and a tailor, her Dad had actually
helped to construct the Morrow Point Dam, in Colorado.A poetry major as an undergraduate,
Sarah made her living as an aide in a nursing home with the elderly, until she could figure out her
ultimate career path. She lived with her parents in their mountain home with two golden



retrievers, Smokey and Bear. Her Catholic parents went to church every Sunday. She seldom
went with them, preferring nature as her place of worship.Not surprisingly, we loved and recited
some of the same Rumi and Kabir poems. We were entranced by the same kinds of music:
kirtan, devotional chants, rhythm and blues. We both loved impressionistic water colors and the
surrealistic magic of Salvador Dali. We shared a love of camping and hiking. We even shared a
passion for handicapping thoroughbred horse races, a hobby our fathers had both introduced us
to. And it was so much more than that. Cut from the same soul cloth, our connection felt both
transpersonal and deeply personal at the same time. We danced to the same heartbeat in the
seen and unseen realms.“Ten years difference, that’s significant,” I said, suddenly concerned
she would find me too old.“Stage not age, Lowen,” she said matter-of-factly.“But I’m at a different
stage.”“Maybe... or maybe you’re just delusional.”I laughed. “Why did you say ‘too soon’ about
our first meeting?”“Because we weren’t ready.”“How do you know that?”“Because I had
something to clear first. And I felt you... I feel you.”“Am I ready now?”“You’d better be, because I
am, and I asked for this.”“I asked for it too. On my knees, in the forest, last year.”“Me too. On my
knees, in the forest, last year.”“I saw this coming from a thousand miles away.”2An Undress
RehearsalI began to look for her almost as soon as I arrived at the conference. I wandered
around Boulder between yoga classes, earnestly scouring the women that walked past. I
scanned cars, cafés and bookstores, somehow imagining that my willful nature would yield
results. Is it you? How about you?I arrived back at my hotel after an exhausting night of
searching and noticed the phone blinking.A message. I pressed play, and heard Daniel’s familiar
voice:“Hey buddy... So, she land on your head yet? Better look up.”I smiled at his playfulness.
But I didn’t doubt my clarity. I knew something he didn’t. Her imminent arrival had been
announced in the great hall of my heart.Ignoring him, I fervidly resumed my search the next
morning. Almost immediately I bumped into a woman I had known in Canada. We had kissed
once before, and never saw one another again. As we walked and talked through the town, I
wondered, “Is it you? It doesn’t feel like it, but perhaps if we spend a little more time together, we
can craft a soul connection.” We all know that story. After one uninteresting lunch together, I
called myself on my own game and went back to the quest. Where are you, breath of my heart?I
had never experienced such a compelling faith in something this intangible. As a long time
pragmatist, I believed it only when I saw it. I didn’t feel it into form. But this was meaningfully
different. It felt so certain, like I had stumbled upon a pre-encoded blueprint that had been buried
for decades. All I had to do was step firmly in its direction, and believe.Smiling EyesAfter a few
days on the prowl, I began to feel conflicted. I was torn between the willful mantras of positive
thinking: “Ask for what you want and you’ll get it” and “Believe it into being”; or a more subtle
interface with reality.I had moved mountains in my life with my warrior spirit, but could love be
summoned in this way? What state of being opens the gateway? Does determination connect
two destined souls, or does it actually sever the lines? What brings love home?And then I did
something uncharacteristic. I stopped looking. I surrendered. All the healing work I had done had
apparently left an impression. Hunting for love only made love seem further away. With my will



actively engaged, I could no longer feel her coming. Perhaps love needs an opening to receive
it.It was a good learning, one I would no doubt soon forget.On the final day of the workshop, I
slept through the first class. I wasn’t particularly interested in doing more yoga. How many
downward dogs can one man do? I stumbled out of bed mid-morning, and went for a long slow
walk along Boulder Creek. It was a perfect spring day, and the bubbling creek kept me good
company. When I hit the edge of town, I felt a strong impulse to continue walking all the way to
the Flatirons, the sandstone mountains at the edge of Boulder. Then I remembered there was
one more class that afternoon—a talk on the five Buddhist precepts. Those darn Buddhists,
always spoiling the fun. I sat down on a fallen tree trunk to ponder my next steps.Within
moments, a red cardinal came flitting past me, almost close enough to touch. He was eerily
large for a cardinal, and completely unconcerned about my presence. A bird on a mission, I
watched him racing from tree to tree for some time, as though he was looking for something he
had lost. Perhaps he was.I decided to head towards the Flatirons. After a few steps in their
direction, I suddenly turned right around and headed for Boulder to make my final class. Walking
rapidly, I was a man on a mission. I was not sure why—it wasn’t any kind of conscious decision.
Perhaps it was the cardinal’s quest that reminded me of my own. Perhaps.I arrived a little early
and sat in wait outside the classroom. After some time, I shifted my position and looked to the
left. There, exiting the elevator, were the most captivating eyes I have ever known or imagined. I
was too blinded by her resonance to notice her features, her clothing, her gait. All I noticed were
those smiling eyes looking at me, penetrating my masks, summoning heart, soul and essence to
the forefront. They knew me, I knew them. God at first sight.This is you.And then she was gone,
totally gone. I stood up and looked about, but her smiling eyes were nowhere to be seen. I
steadied myself, lost in a sea of feeling.The door opened, and the previous class emptied out. I
waited a few minutes before entering, just in case she made another appearance. Where are
you, smiling eyes? Bring me back to life. No such luck. She was gonzo. I entered the class and
sat down among the circle of desks.An annoyingly calm Buddhist monk walked in and sat down.
After an agitating meditation, he began discussing abstinence and the disease of desire. All the
while, I ached for Smiling Eyes to walk through that door. Fuck abstinence.Twenty minutes in, the
door opened. Smiling Eyes entered. I watched her walk across the room, as though the eye of
God was clearing a path between our hearts. As she walked, my experience of the whole room
changed form. Everything slowed down; everything transmuted into something more beautiful.
She sat down on the opposite side of the circle, almost directly in front of me. She didn’t look up
for a few minutes. I tried to look away but failed miserably. Some loves pull you close over time.
This one had me by the heart-string instantly.I watched her gently rubbing a small blue stone.
She touched it the way one touches something precious to them. I also noticed scribbles, some
kind of writing, on both her hands. She appeared to be uncomfortable, almost as though she
was steeling herself, preparing for a great challenge. In the background, the monk was talking
about the principles of non-attachment: “Nothing to grasp…” Such irony!Then she looked up
starkly, and her smiling eyes looked right at me, into me, through me. My soul stepped up to



meet its other half. The world around us fell away. All heaven broke loose. Such grace.The non-
attachment chatter faded into the background, as we stared into each other’s eyes for what
seemed like forever. Whose eyes gaze out at me? Whose eyes do I view you with? Are these
two souls or one? Intertwined with the divine, we deepened into pools of timeless knowing. It
was both the longest and shortest fifteen minutes of my life. Our first undress rehearsal.The
class went on break. I avoided her. I felt entirely disoriented—quaking, rumbling, heaving. My
inner tectonic plates had shifted. It was one of those experiences that up-frames everything
before it. What I thought of as vastness was revealed in its smallness. What I once called color
was exposed in its drabness. I had just landed on an entirely new planet.At the same time, it
frightened me. My feet had grown wings, but I didn’t know how to fly. What mad magic had I
stumbled upon? Drugs in my lunch bowl? no, I hadn’t eaten lunch today.Back in class, I felt my
fear-body pushing up against me. Little tremors of excitement signaled great awakening, but
there was a deeper level of anxiety churning below the surface. When I finally looked her way, I
saw that she was squirming, too.The class ended. She quickly got up to leave. I thought to leave
her be, but my inner warrior commanded, “Go, get her before she is gone forever.” I got up,
knocking my empty notebook on the floor. When I finally found my way into the hall, I saw her
stepping into the elevator. I raced across the corridor to stop it, pushing the door open at the last
moment. I entered and stood right beside her. I turned to speak, but she touched my lips and
gently whispered, “No words, there can be no words now.” Touched by God(dess) for the first
time, I fell quiet.We got off the elevator in tandem, exiting the building into a large, open field. We
walked for many minutes, in seeming silence. She was right. Words were unnecessary. Our
hearts, they spoke.When we reached the road, she turned and looked at me, her hand lightly
touching my arm. She stayed like that for some time, tenderly stroking my wrist as if
remembering something she had lost. Then she reached up and whimsically pulled my hat up
and away from my face, gazing warmly into my eyes for yet another eternity.And then it was
enough. She didn’t need to say it. It was time for her to go. I thought to kiss her, but, as if she was
reading my thoughts, she touched my lips again and quietly said, “Not yet.” I reached up to touch
her face, but she shook her head ‘no.’ It wasn’t unkind, it was simply clear. And then she turned
and crossed the road without looking back. I thought to follow, but a quieter voice inside told me
not to. I kept watching her until she vanished off in the distance.Deep Shit LoveI walked, then
ran, back to my hotel room, completely oblivious to everything and everyone I passed on the
way.I lay down on my bed, anxiously feeling into an unfamiliar landscape. It was as though my
inner world was re-organizing, adjusting to a radical shift in resonance. Stretched miles beyond
my comfort zone, I searched inside for something to calm me. But there was no peace to be
found. None at all. I lay awake until dusk met dawn, feeling into waves of emotion that
transcended the familiar. Sometimes you meet someone whose light is so bright that you
immediately realize how dim you have been. What a thing—to be catapulted to wonder simply
by being in the presence of another. What a thing.I got out of bed at 7 a.m. to look for her on the
streets of Boulder. Wild-eyed and alight, I walked the town all morning, searching for a heart I felt



I had known forever. I looked in the direction she had walked yesterday. I scanned coffeehouse
tables, grocery store checkouts, bookstores. Surely she needs to read love poetry on this
morning of all mornings!At lunch, I perched myself on a tree beside naropa University and lay in
wait like a lonely dove, anticipating the return of his long-lost love-mate. Late afternoon, I walked
back into town to look for her again. I searched well past dark without any luck.On the way back
to the hotel, I was overcome by dread. What if I never see her again? Why didn’t I ask her name?
Why didn’t I get her number? Why didn’t I SPEAK to her, for heaven’s sake? What was I thinking?
I fell into an exhausted sleep—searching for your beloved is a tiring process. The next day, I
woke up early and headed to the conference headquarters. Maybe they could tell me something.
Maybe someone knew her? I walked into the main office, ready to lay down my charms in
service of love. There was no one in the office other than a middle-aged woman with a
particularly rigid quality.“You may think this is a little crazy, but I fell in love, like deep shit love,
with a fellow student the other day, and now I can’t find her.”“How long you known her for?”“Just
an instant. She had blond hair, and smiling eyes.”“Ain’t love, buddy—just infatuation.”This wasn’t
going to be easy. “What about love at first sight?”“Crashes and burns.”“Always?”“Guaranteed.
You can take that advice all the way to the bank.”I went quiet. Love’s battlefields are
everywhere.“Oh, and get a pre-nup signed, so they don’t rob you blind.”“Yes, good advice.”I
wasn’t sure if I should hug this wounded woman or let her vent. Goodness, how do you describe
God at first sight to someone utterly blinded by pain? I opted to let her vent. When she was
done, we got back to the business at hand.“So what is it you want from me? You think I can help
you find her?”“Yah, something like that,” I said tentatively.“All student information is
confidential.”“Well, how about if I told you which class she…”She cut me off, “Don’t matter, I can’t
tell you her name.”I thought fast, or so I thought, “Are you a romantic at heart?”“Not anymore,”
she snapped, forcefully slamming her book shut.“Well if I could just talk to that previously
romantic part of you for a moment. Maybe you could send an email to everyone who was in the
class and provide my contact info?”She just stared at me, like I was an idiot, “No can do, buddy.
You’re on your own.”“Yah, I know. How about if I give you a grand?”“I’ll pretend you didn’t say that.
What’s your name?”“Jehoshaphat... No, just call me madman, and leave it at that.”I left the
building and sat down beside the river. Closing my eyes to meditate, seeking the inner peace
that had eluded me for days. No such luck. I was too agitated, like I had been stopped right in the
middle of lovemaking—though this cut much deeper. I tried to sidestep the feelings, but there
was no way to float this love on a leaf down the river. It wanted to be embraced wholly, holy, soul-
y. I had to keep looking.I walked Boulder for hours, looking for her in the oddest of places. I
thought I saw her at least six times, but never once in fact. Midday, I bumped into someone I had
met at the conference. He thought he knew her—her name was Margot? He gave me the
number of someone who knew Margot. I called her. Wrong woman. I felt like some two-bit
detective, chasing down empty leads. But I couldn’t stop looking, not with my heart so freshly
opened.I returned to the hotel room, discouraged and confused. Why would God grant me a
glimpse of grace, only to yank it away before it could be savored? How does this serve my



spiritual path? What cosmic clown busted this move?I fell asleep briefly, until the phone rang. I
reached for it, irrationally imagining it was her. It was Daniel, confirming that he was going to pick
me up at Toronto’s Pearson Airport the day after next. It was good to hear a grounding voice, the
voice of reason: “Take it for what it was, a nice opening experience. If she was available, she
wouldn’t have left like that. More women will come. They always do. See you in a few.”I was
actually comforted by his perspective, if only for a moment. Maybe this is how it works, we get
little glimpses of God(dess) before she is fully revealed? We see her eyes, then her toes, then
her belly, then her breasts, and then she arrives in complete form, but only when we are ready to
embrace her. Perhaps I wasn’t as ready as I imagined. Is anyone?Graffiti MountainI got up the
next morning overcome with sadness. I decided to head for the Flatirons. Perhaps getting a little
higher in altitude would shift my perspective.Taking a cab to the edge of town, I asked the driver
to let me out near a trailhead. After chastising me for not wearing hiking boots, she pulled up in
front of a narrow path beside a small creek. “This is my favorite hike, stay to the left till the dip,
then walk straight up. It’s not for the faint of heart, but it’s well worth the climb,” she said with a
detectable glint in her eye. Then she handed me her business card, “Just in case you get lonely
later,” smiled and drove slowly away.Faint of heart? Was my heart faint? What was this
messenger trying to tell me? I entered the trailhead. A few feet in, I spotted a handwritten sign
hanging from a tree, marked “Insatiable Point.” Does the universe not have a fine sense of
humor?As I hiked the trail, my pessimism deepened, darkened. I looked inside for an affirmation
to support me, but there were none to be found. Where is my daily affirmation book when I need
it?I sat down by a river to gather myself. On one level, it all seemed so surreal. Gone in a
heartbeat, she didn’t even leave her name. Yet, on another level, it was as real as real gets. I had
been with many women, and never experienced a knowing like this before. It superseded all
evidence, all that could be seen, yet it felt entirely true. A new earth, one with its heart wide
open.As I stared at my solitary reflection in the water, tears formed in my eyes. Like a wild beast
of prey who had forever hunted the impossible, I looked disturbed and disheveled. Was this my
karmic plight, to wander this planet alone? Strung between the mantras of wishful thinking and
surrender, I wondered: Do you wish for it so hard that it comes true, or do you just let it go and
leave the universe to its own devices?Again, yet again, how do we breathe love into reality?I got
back on the trail, determined to lighten my mood. I had looked hard and wide for her, and she
was nowhere to be found. I got to the dip, and made the turn upward, climbing the mountain
itself. The path was slippery from a rare night’s rain, and it took all my focus to keep from falling.
Mindfully, with measured steps, I made my way toward the peak of Insatiable Point. Halfway up, I
felt something hit my arm. I looked down—a bird had shat on my shirt sleeve. Nice—a message
from above?When I arrived at the peak a few hours later, I lay down on Mother Earth to catch my
breath. It had taken all my energy to get here, but my perspective had expanded. I got up and
walked toward the edge of the cliff, looking out toward Boulder. A lone hawk circled just above,
sketching his legacy in the sky.I closed my eyes to meditate, but I couldn’t get my mind off my
unnamed beloved. The more I emptied my thoughts, the more her presence filled my



innerspace. Breath within breath, my consciousness kept returning to those memories of
connection. However fleeting, it had filled my cup of wonder. And I liked mine full.After only a few
minutes, my consciousness shifted towards a quiet scratching sound, perhaps a small animal
burrowing in the dirt. I opened my eyes and the scratching suddenly stopped. I looked out over
the valley. The hawk was now circling closer. I closed my eyes again. The sound returned, this
time louder, nearer.I stood up and moved toward it. It was coming from another rock formation,
some fifty feet away. When I got to the edge, I looked down and saw nothing but large rocks. I
started to climb down, carefully scaling the craggy edges. The noise was closer now. I soon
spotted a small opening between two large boulders. The boulders were touching at the points,
and there was a small crawlspace at the base. I found my way through it, and sat down on a
large, flat rock on the other side. The scratching stopped.After a few moments, I saw something
move below. I lay down on my belly on the rock edge and looked down.Just below me, standing
on another flat rock, was she, the nameless she of my heart. At the peak of Insatiable Point, no
less. She was standing back on the rock with something in her hand, staring intently at the cliff
face before her. For a moment she vanished and the scratching returned. Then she came back
into view and it stopped. Again and again, she vanished, then returned. What the fuck?I thought
to climb down to her, but waited and watched. As I watched, I noticed vivid changes to my inner
landscape. A tornado was spinning in my diaphragm, a swirl of excitement and apprehension
that shook me to the core. I was compelled to run toward and away from her in equal measure.
My heart fluttered, my breath shallowed. Could I take all this in?I heard a little voice inside
whispering sweet somethings in my inner ear: Go to her, go to her. I ignored it, preferring the
safety of voyeurism to the perils of real contact. But then I realized that it had been many minutes
since I had last seen her. And there were no more scratching sounds. Flash of panic—oh no, not
again! Hurriedly, I got up and scrambled down the rocks to where she had been standing. Sadly,
she was gone, no doubt scampering down the steep trail off to the left.Or did I make the whole
thing up?I looked at the cliff face. Everywhere, there was chalked graffiti scrawled on the rocks.
Have I found a mad one? I looked closer:Truth eyes REAL-
EYESREALIZE, ReMeMbRanCeMUM
accept the invitation.Right in the middle of the largest stone
facing me were the words:When two hearts beat in the same direction,all gaps narrow.She had
clearly been working the language, because she had crossed out other possible endings: “the
bridge appears,” “the distance narrows,” and something I couldn’t quite read. I picked up a small
piece of chalk from the ground, rubbed out her second sentence, and added my own ending.
Finally, we were conversing again:When two hearts beat in the same direction,the meeting point
is GodThen I scurried down the trail to find her. I moved quickly, falling twice on my ass in the
steep sections. Reaching the bottom of the hill, I picked up the pace, jumping tree roots and
fallen trees with reckless, heartfelt abandon. The sun was bright in the forest, patchy rays of light
that made it difficult to gauge exactly where I was stepping. But I was on some kind of a mission.
Mission Impossible?The Enchanted ForestI stopped to catch my breath. In one way, I felt



exhilarated. It was as though my body had sprouted wings of hope. At the same time, I berated
myself. Here I was, chasing after love like an abandoned child. My childhood all over again. Does
it have to be this difficult?I got up to run the trail, but decided against it. I heard the gurgling
sounds of the river, and cut through the forest toward it. I wasn’t sure why, I just had to reach that
river. I began to run again, this time at a more measured clip. A deer crossed just ahead of me,
causing me to stumble. Walking, I soon located a clear trail to the river.I saw her standing quietly
by the river’s edge. A cosmic missile to my heart.I stared at her for a few moments, watching her
watch the river float by. It was beautiful, a timeless perfect painting, almost too pristine to touch.
And then I moved up beside her, gazing at our shared reflection in the river. She didn’t move.
Funny, I didn’t look so wild with her standing beside me. Now and then the rippling waters
distorted our images, making it difficult to distinguish where she ended and I began.“What took
you so long?” she suddenly asked.“Got stuck in traffic. Wait, you knew I was coming?”“You
would make a bad stalker. Sooo obvious.”“You saw me? But then why did you leave?”Softly
smiling, she replied, “I don’t like to be stalked. I like to be met.”“I met you the other day.”After a
few moments, she turned to me and replied, “Too soon…”I saw her physically for the first time:
high cheekbones, wavy blond hair, and bright green eyes that sparkled of whimsy and wonder.
She had an adorably cleft chin, light freckles on her cheeks and small crow’s feet around her
eyes, just like mine. She was small in stature—perhaps 5’2”—but with a powerful, dignified
presence that made her seem taller. She looked wholesome and pure, but there was an edge to
her too. I imagined her 23 years old, at most.“Do you always write on rocks?” I asked.“Often. I
like to talk to nature. It listens.”“Isn’t chalk bad for the environment?”“Smart-ass, I use eco-
friendly chalk. But what do you really want to know?”“Really want to know?” I echoed.“Below the
smart retorts, how do you really want to relate with me right now?”I was taken aback. She was
calling me to a place below my defenses. Too soon.“It’s getting dark, shall we head back?” I
suggested.Sensing my discomfort, she let me off the hook. “Yes, let’s go.”I followed her as she
moved through the forest like a lithe and graceful animal. She walked close to the ground,
avoiding trees and boulders, skirting the main trail. I could barely keep up. After only a few
minutes, we cleared the forest and stepped on the main road. I reached for my cell phone to call
a taxi, but she motioned me to put the phone away. “Let’s walk, okay?” she said.I walked beside
her in silence. She walked lighter now, almost whimsically, bouncing a little off the ground. As we
got closer to town, I was overcome by the surest sense of familiarity. My God, I know this being, I
know this essence. And then it went deeper, as her arm against mine excavated our shared
lineage: Did I not tell you to turn left at the enchanted forest all those lifetimes ago? Why did you
turn right? I’ve been wandering this world looking for you ever since. I felt a deep relief, as though
lifetimes of isolation had finally come to an end.I wish I could say that it all seemed fantastical.
But it wasn’t like that at all. I had just entered an unmistakably deepened reality, one where the
terms of engagement are beyond the grasp of the rational mind—one where the soul’s journey is
paramount, where essence isn’t a concept but a felt experience.And all of that from a thirty
minute walk.We arrived in town and sat down in a small park. With our toes in a creek, we



shared some of the details of our lives. Her name was Sarah Lynn Harding. She was actually 26
—ten years younger than me. Born in Rensselaer, Indiana, she moved with her parents to
Boulder at the age of 2. The adopted only child of a welder and a tailor, her Dad had actually
helped to construct the Morrow Point Dam, in Colorado.A poetry major as an undergraduate,
Sarah made her living as an aide in a nursing home with the elderly, until she could figure out her
ultimate career path. She lived with her parents in their mountain home with two golden
retrievers, Smokey and Bear. Her Catholic parents went to church every Sunday. She seldom
went with them, preferring nature as her place of worship.Not surprisingly, we loved and recited
some of the same Rumi and Kabir poems. We were entranced by the same kinds of music:
kirtan, devotional chants, rhythm and blues. We both loved impressionistic water colors and the
surrealistic magic of Salvador Dali. We shared a love of camping and hiking. We even shared a
passion for handicapping thoroughbred horse races, a hobby our fathers had both introduced us
to. And it was so much more than that. Cut from the same soul cloth, our connection felt both
transpersonal and deeply personal at the same time. We danced to the same heartbeat in the
seen and unseen realms.“Ten years difference, that’s significant,” I said, suddenly concerned
she would find me too old.“Stage not age, Lowen,” she said matter-of-factly.“But I’m at a different
stage.”“Maybe... or maybe you’re just delusional.”I laughed. “Why did you say ‘too soon’ about
our first meeting?”“Because we weren’t ready.”“How do you know that?”“Because I had
something to clear first. And I felt you... I feel you.”“Am I ready now?”“You’d better be, because I
am, and I asked for this.”“I asked for it too. On my knees, in the forest, last year.”“Me too. On my
knees, in the forest, last year.”“I saw this coming from a thousand miles away.”
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Holly Timberlake, PhD., Energy Psychologist, “Drink in this great, gorgeous, real and holy, "juicy"
love!. I eagerly awaited the arrival of An Uncommon Bond both because I have great admiration
for Jeff Brown's courageous voyage into dissolving the walls between spirituality and emotional
healing and because I have always been a miner for great love and a believer that love is a gift
that comes from the higher realms. To read his telling of the hero's journey through an
experience of profound love that shakes the very foundations of his beingness is to grow more
capable of the honesty, courage, humility, unconditionality, and presence needed to even begin
to sustain a great love. He writes this story to move us all forward in our vision and capacity for
experiencing God/All That is (whatever words that work for you) through the juicy, embodied
experience of lovingly bringing ourselves ready to each other, healing into wholeness,
vulnerable, present, creative and vibrantly alive.If you are on a path of the heart, an embodied
path of spiritual illumination and emotional healing into wholeness, this book is SO for you. It will
not disappoint. You will be moved in your depths, subtly or not so subtly transforming your
relationship to yourself and to love. I have grown; you will grow; the ones you love will grow; and
the world will grow because of this book. I don't mean to exclude you if you don't describe
yourself that way, so let me broaden it to anyone who longs for a great love grounded in the
everyday yet soaring beyond the mundane and diving into the liquid depths of love's gifts.Do not
think that a love like this comes without pain, and oftentimes, it seems, without long periods of
separation, as both the person who leaves and the person who is left do the necessary work to
heal their fears and emotional wounds/shadow before they can truly ground such a powerful love
in everyday life. Another reviewer described it as the different male and female wild inner worlds
and consciousness. It is that, yet it also has Lowen and Sarah in the less stereotypic roles when
it comes to who is more avoidant and who is more grasping. It would be fantastic to have a
telling of the tale from the Sarah's side, as we mostly peak in on her experience through male
eyes of the writer and the main character.Imagine...if the world took to this book the way this
country has taken to 50 Shades of Grey...what each of our experiences of the world could be!
They are twinned opposites. 50 Shades of Grey exploiting the old power over paradigm, the
armored warrior and the vulnerable maiden going into battle that causes pain and anguish,
punctuated by a sexuality that is not heart centered and certainly not an expression of our
connection to the Divine.We, who are un-armoring each in our own ways, will be warmed and
soothed at the hearth-fires of this extraordinary book.”

Jeri Lynne, “and departure from all we think we know about love, falling in love. An UnCommon
Bond.....This book is more than words on paper.... it's more than a cozy up to the fire read.....it's
a very deep journey and look at the transcendence of soul to soul experience....it's a very
precious and truthful look at our deepest selves, and the depth to which we allow ourselves to
be opened, vulnerable, and courageous ...Upon take off, ascension, and departure from all we



think we know about love, falling in love.... falling in love with love....and the reflection of love in
the mirror of our existence... it's a beautiful example of how the divine brings us to our knees not
only for the sheer magic of the experience, but also for the lessons brought to enlighten and
strengthen us with each experience.Jeff Brown's beautifully truthful account of his experience in
Uncommon Bond is living proof of the amazing resilience of the heart broken open... re-opening
again and again no matter how many times closure steps in to drag us through the non-feeling
protective corners of ourselves...This book is a treasure, and a gem... restoring faith in one's
ability to love again, no matter how broken we may allow ourselves to become....we will always
rise from the ashes and begin again....A beautiful read, and companion is this book, as well as
ALL his other writings, and I can't recommend this book enough....please venture the journey
and see for yourself.....Jeri LynnePalm Springs, CA”

Melissa Wyld, “Reading my own story. This book! WOW! It was like reading my own story, my
own emotions, my own love. I was snowed in, so I got to read it in one sitting. The range of
emotions that rose up as I read it were surreal. I fell in love. I sobbed. I hoped. I got angry. And
when I finally put it down, I stared out the window, shell-shocked, for hours. The next day, I gave
the book to a friend, because I knew that if I kept in within reach I'd read it again and again,
obsessively, and that's no good would come of it. I've already absorbed the essence of what I
needed to hear. This book has already changed my life. It's changed the way I see my
relationship, my own chaotic uncommon bond. I found relief to know "this" happens to others. It
helped place events in my life within a greater context, and find forgiveness, release and hope,
all at once. Would I recommend it? I don't know. It is very well written, but it is not for the faint of
heart. I'd say, if the book lands in your hands, as it did in mine, you're probably meant to read it.
Get yourself a box of tissues and maybe a cat to pet, and go for it. You might find yourself calling
your ex-lover the next day. So, just be aware of your own actions.”

Lesley Anne Kelly, “A need read for anyone who thinks they have a twin flame connection. Jeff
Browns poems and books helped me through a very dark time. I Looked again at inner child
work on a deeper level and identified the difference between a trauma bond and a healthy bond
through Jeffs work. I highly recommend all his writings and his inner child courses. By week 3 of
Jeffs course I felt like I saw my father for the first time in real time, I hadn’t realised I still saw the
man he was when I was a child, I looked into my fathers eye and saw love and since then, along
with breath work and EMDR therapy I’m definitely a more embodied warmer human, with
boundaries and healthier relationships. Thank you Jeff.”

grateful lady, “Outstanding. I've just finished reading this book. I'm devastated it's over. I've not
read a book with such pain and delight in one book. I literally couldn't put it down. I knew she'd
come back. This book has saved my marriage. It's explained to me why I stay. It's helped me to
see that we both have shadows but with great love we can over come those shadows. Thank you



for being that person who is helping me to heal with your words”

Jennifer Rose, “Intensely tender and boldly brilliant. Heart truth serum for humans......... Difficult
to convey in earth words the effect this brave and raw expression of love/the human experience
has had within me and assisted my own processing of an uncommon bond... I laughed, cried
(for me/those I have loved/mankind/for experience I remember and I others I don't consciously
but felt the truth of this writing awakened within me) and I know myself more compassionately
now. I am beyond grateful to author Jeff Brown for bolding sharing the most intimate of inner
world journeys and the space it seems to effortlessly hold for the reader to safely process and
understand their own path. This book is not for the faint hearted, but then neither is finding your
path and having the courage to walk it.”

Helen Quail, “Inspiring, moving, and hugely valuable in its grounded practicality. Wonderful book
that in its groundedness offers a some lifesaving pointers to navigating the intensity of conscious
relationship. Jeff writes as only one who has been through the alchemical fires of Sacred
relationship can. Framed as fiction, the book embraces evolving consciousness through this
pathway and the very real human challenges and invitations of fully engaging in awakened Love.
A great read, full of Life, truth and real, awakened Love.”

Indre, “The best gift I have ever given myself. This book sings straight into the depths of my
softest heart. Sacred and beautiful - dismantling the shield one sentence at the time.”

The book by Ellen Evert Hopman has a rating of 5 out of 4.3. 507 people have provided
feedback.
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