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• THE SEASON
And so the season of Lent has circled back around to us once again, a time to
reflect, a time to rediscover who we really are, and a time to be thankful and
full of joy. Most think of Lent as a time to give something up, of fasting and
sacrifice. This, of course, is an aspect of the practice, but we must also be
cognizant of the energy behind the practice lest we overlook the deeper
essence of the holy tradition. Periodic fasting is a beneficial system for
cleansing the inner so that one can hear more clearly the song of creation, the
song of holy awareness, His song. Upon deep reflection, we realize that it is
also our song. A full stomach and unruly mind have difficulty differentiating
the pure symphony of His song, from the noise of everyday life. The season of
Lent is a time to reconnect with our inner selves, a time to rediscover and
resurrect our true nature. This resurrection of our true nature happens
naturally. We have only to quiet the mind and listen. In the silence, it is placed
into our outstretched hands. It is His promise and His gift.

One who has truly experienced the Lenten awakening is forever changed and
forever blessed. For Him or Her, the Lenten season does not end at Easter.
They have now transcended time and continue to serve on multiple levels of
Spiritual awareness where the joy of giving makes all other endeavors seem
empty. It is here, in this state of heightened awareness that our relationship
with the Father and all of humanity is known beyond faith. It is known through
the evolutionary process of becoming, a process of spiritual alchemy. Jesus’
forty days in the wilderness and each Lenten cycle that followed is designed
to provide a fertile field for humanity to follow the One’s footsteps back to the
Father. This is the pearl of great price’, the ‘Quest for the Holy Grail.

• BLENDING WITH LOVE
Blending with Love and becoming Love is the secret passage through illusion.
Love is the essence of creation. Thinking and acting Love are important first
steps. Blending with and becoming Love are transcending realizations, the
achievement of which, we are told, is like awakening from a dream.

Whereas thinking and acting Love are important first steps, they, in many
ways, are of the ego. Blending and becoming Love are steps that lift one
beyond the confines of the ego and the perceptions of the physical world.
Think of blending and becoming, as a drop of water falling into and being
absorbed by the boundless ocean. The drop is still the drop, but it is also the
ocean. Our individual conscious awareness might be viewed as the drop and
the collective consciousness of the cosmos as the ocean. Imagine becoming
one with and blending with the collective consciousness.

With a surrendering of our egoic ties to the world’s illusions, we enter a
greater world, one beyond description, one beyond the ability of the drop to
contemplate, yet readily available to the ocean. It all begins with a shift in
perception. The good news is that it has always been so. We have just
temporarily (out of false fears and illusions) given the ego, our jailer, the keys
to our cell. Our jailer works overtime to keep us in these cells. “It is for our
own safety,” it repeats over and over. Yes, the lock-down approach to control
has been around for eons.

It is time to reclaim the keys and unlock the cell doors of our self-imposed
quarantine. The keys are symbols for the awakening to our true self, the
process of blending with and becoming Love. ‘The truth shall set you free.’ The
power resides within. It has ever been so. We have only to choose.

I AM
I am a flickering flame traveling through the fire
I am a wave moving over and through the ocean
I am a gentle breeze on a journey through
the atmosphere
I am a boundless thought experiencing
consciousness
I am one with the fire, one with the ocean,
one with the atmosphere and one with
endless consciousness
These things am I, one with all.
But I am also the one observing,
One with all life, while also its witness
Each of us is one with all, while also the Observer

Robert H. Wellington

• BUT WHO IS THE OBSERVER?
And so who are we, who am I? Am I the body experiencing some
smorgasbord of activities gifted to humanity by the creator? Am I my actions,
my thoughts? Am I the one doing or am I the one behind the doing? Am I
some combination of earth, air, fire, and water, or am I the ether of unlimited
potential waiting to be discovered? When I participate in some action, am I
the action, the one doing the action, the one behind the action? If thought
precedes action am I the thought? If so, who precipitated the thought? Is each
thought unique to the moment or do all thoughts exist simultaneously waiting
to be discovered and brought into manifestation by one’s intent? But who is
the discoverer? Who is the chooser of the thought? Is it the brain, or is the
brain an antenna in a sea of thoughts, a sea of potential? If so, who tells the
brain what to tune into. The brain seems to constantly pick up thoughts and
play them across the ocean of our individual and collective minds.

With practice and focus, we can quiet our minds to the point that even
thought is suspended and the mind becomes as still as a mountain lake in the
early morning. In these moments of pure peace, there is only the observer,
the One. The One with a thousand names. In the peace, there is only the One
and since we are aware of this through our knowledge, it follows that we must
be of the One, one with the Father. In certain eastern spiritual practices, they
have a saying. “Tat Tvam Asi,” which translates to “That Thou Art.” That thou art
or I am that or perhaps “I am that I am.” Sound familiar?

And so we are the Observer, a witness to all that is, has been, or ever will be.
This truth is rediscovered in the peace of contemplation. As this concept sinks
into our deeper consciousness it is joined by other mysteries and in time
precipitates into our earthly consciousness as revelations of reality.

You might wonder, Where does the Observer, the I Am, reside? Is it in some
heavenly realm? Does it only express itself in silence? Is its message and call
drowned out by the chaotic thoughtforms of the modern world?

The answer is yes. It is drowned out by the numbing confusion of the world’s
miscreation, the children of negative thoughts of fear and separation. But the
light of His truth dissolves these false illusions like a candle illuminates a dark
room. Our consciousness is reignited as it is joined with the truth behind all.
Our true consciousness is always before us. It does not come in and out of
existence. We have only to choose it. It exists outside of space and time and
yet its very existence creates space and time. It is reflected in our waking and
subconscious mind. When our minds are quieted, like a still lake, the mirror
reflects His pure consciousness into the realm of consciousness that we
experience as life on the planes of manifestation.

Like I said before, “We have only to choose.” The choice is simply the desire to
find Him, the One, Source, Jesus, Mohammad, Buddha. The names are
endless, but the truth is one. With this simple choice, we touch the unlimited
and know the perfection and joy of the Observer, the I Am Presence, which we
are an intimate part of.

STILL THE MIND. GOD IS IN THE STILLNESS.
Remember, as long as we do not harm another in any way, there are no
wrong choices. Some Souls are pursuing the dense physical realm experience,
and some, who have heard the sweet song of our true nature, have turned
back to the light, their I Am Presence, and ultimately ascension back into the
Father’s perfection. It is an endless flow.
We proceed from the Father and after a long experience return to the Father.
Involution into the dense realm of physical manifestation and evolution back
into the ever-increasing light of the journey home. We are all prodigal sons
and daughters of the light. We are all the one true consciousness. We have
only to choose and then seek. “All who seek will find.” But the prize isn’t only
on the final transfiguring day.

The great gift is in knowing the Observer as your true self, lifting your
consciousness and living life in the physical, more abundantly. In this way, the
physical and spiritual realms are joined and become one. The physical knows
its roots are nothing less than of the One, and the One knows the physical
creations as its own.

Where is my I Am Presence? It is here. It has always been here. When will it
express itself? Now! For it has always been here and now. It was merely
waiting for us to choose. Waiting for us to know it, waiting for us to know
ourselves. For we are it. Recognize this truth and we will flow to it instantly.
For the speed of consciousness is instant, greatly transcending the relatively
slow speed of light. Our true consciousness is not limited by space and time,
although it is the father of both. Knowing one’s true nature allows us to rise
above creation and observe from the Creator’s perspective. The Creator is the
one experiencing. The one experiencing is also the Creator. Creator and
witness simultaneously, but from different perspectives. Think about it. It is a
beautiful mystery. ☺

During this season of reflection. This season which
never really ends. I think about those I love. These
are my spouse, children, grandchildren, brothers,
sisters, parents, and grandparents. These also
include my many friends and co-workers.
This year I am 70. My parents and grandparents
have moved on. But they are always in my heart.
Hidden within my book Time Ripples – A Gift of Love,
are several poems celebrating those who touched
my life and have now moved on. The following are
two new poems written more recently and not yet
published.

Reflections

A DEAR FRIEND MOVES BEYOND
And so a dear friend moves beyond
What seemed like dusk is now his dawn
A faithful body left behind
What’s weak on earth, in heaven strong
He touched so many on his way
So many knew him as a friend
But in the end he could not stay
His future lays beyond the bend
And now he soars, no longer held
By promises made long ago
Remaining contracts, now dispelled
Adventures new, he soon will know
And all around him shines a light
God’s gift for all those that he touched
Now even Heaven glows more bright
For secretly, he gave so much
He travels just before us now
For all will follow in their time
Preparing ground with sacred plow
The future promise, so sublime

A new birth we now celebrate
He’s in our hearts and never gone
Reunion with old friends can’t wait
But we will always hear his song
And so goodbye for now old friend
We send you off with gratitude
The Love you left us never ends
For Love is Heavens holy food
With blessings you are on your way
We celebrate a life well lived
We’ll meet again, we hope and pray
Your love you leave as your great gift
We watch your ship sail to the West
The winds push on with steady force
Old friends await the joyful feast
Your captain holds a steady course
We hear the cheers from distant shores
We sense the Love as you arrive
So many waiting by the scores
They say hello, as we goodbye
God Bless

RHW 12/31/20

GOODBYE TO OUR FRIEND
Her time here’s completed
This life comes to a close,
A new journey to Eden
Taking all that she chose
To a new realm of peace
Where forgiveness is granted,
Where love will increase
From the seeds that
she planted
With new freedom she travels
In a place so sublime,
All confusion unraveled
In a realm without time
Timeless peace her companion
Endless freedom’s sweet song
Loving Grace her fine stallion
Racing towards the new dawn
Fare thee well our sweet lady,
Fare thee well on your way
Born again like a small babe,
Entering a new day
We’ll be with you in memories
We’ll be with you in prayer
We’ll be with you in reverie
When we cross here to there

RHW 6/8/2018

As we reestablish the sublime within our lives, we
must also be cognizant of the daily issues in our
world which often are screaming for attention. These
would include politics, health issues, and the
economy, etc. In truth, our apparent circumstances
are a reflection of the energy flowing around us and
the frequency of their vibration. In the physical
world, these in turn are a reflection of our thoughts,
through which our reality, as a hologram of sorts,
manifests. Raise your vibration and let your energy
flow freely, without impediment or obstruction, and
you heal the world.
The following are some thoughts I had during the
recent holiday season. They are offered as light and
hope in a world flickering between light and dark.
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A CALL FOR WISDOM
‘The time has come the walrus said, to talk of many things,’
Of masks and microbes in the air, behind them hidden kings?
Too many in the world I hear. Too many for the few,
Who wish to rule our fertile sphere, extracting
till they’re through.
When is enough, enough you ask? Do you need all ours too?
There’s plenty to support the whole, without this
man-made flu.
And so we breathe the exhaled air, collected in each mask.
While all the time our inward strength
Is more than up to task.
Agendas now reveal themselves, though hidden for so long.
The perpetrators hide in fear. Together we are strong.
Awakening reveals the light, which calls a spade a spade.
Cast out division, know the truth, and darkness
will soon fade.
And so we call for wisdom. Let’s cross from here to there.
With light the madness will subside, and vanquish all despair.
We call upon our courage. Well hidden in our past.
To know and be the truth today, our freedom claimed at last.

• CURIOUSER AND CURIOUSER
Curiouser And Curiouser certainly seem to describe the world in its current
state. Perhaps we have fallen down the Rabbit Hole and joined Alice in the
upside-down world of Wonderland. Whatever one thinks of today’s world, we
are certainly living in interesting times.

2020 was filled with fear, cancellations of almost everything, quarantining of
loved ones, toilet paper shortages (seriously), social distancing, the everpresent mask, and on and on. In the midst of questionable tests and the new
math used to account for cases, and sadly deaths; some very positive
developments emerged from the apparent hopelessness.

Moms and dads spent considerably more time at home with their families.
Bike sales went through the roof as did home improvement projects, as more
people found time to exercise their legs and fix that leaky faucet. Many people
moved out of the cities, and homeschooling reached an all-time high as virtual
meetings became standard fare. There is no argument that we have lived
through some very challenging times, which are sure to continue for a while
as order struggles to overcome the current chaos, but the ingenuity of
humanity has shown its resiliency with each new obstacle encountered.
Whatever this virus is, the human spirit is proving to be up to the task. It will
not be stifled in its pursuit of living life to the fullest.

God Bless You All!

OTHER

Reflections

Time stands still when joy comes over you.
It is a gift from your higher self. Just know
that it is your birthright to
feel joyful and let it happen.
Joy is the subtle energy from
above which connects the higher
and the lower.
We react consciously and subconsciously
to this connecting energy.
It nourishes us, completes us, and reminds
us on all levels that
we are One.

Have you ever felt joyful, but when you stopped to wonder why, it departs? I
can remember in Jr High, waking up and feeling full of joy, but upon
remembering that it was a school day and I was about to enter into the
crucible of JR High politics and the insecurities of growing up, my joy
disappeared. I used to wonder where my joy had gone. It was years later that I
realized we make our own reality by how we perceive the world and our place
in it, and that I was responsible for the proliferation of my joy or its
imprisonment. Fortunately we all get through Jr High, but do we all realize our
part in creating our reality. Energy flow is impacted by intent. If we choose joy
with a faith that it will be so, we can greatly improve our energy flow and
related health, creativity, understanding, compassion and general well-being.
If enough of us choose Joy, we will change the world.

One might ask, “What is joy energy?” Is it a separate energy that we feel when
we are happy? Is it our natural reaction to the energy of life, the flow of prana,
the Holy Spirit, Chi or Psychic Energy. There is energy all around us from the
light spectrum, both visible and invisible. These include vibrating energy
corpuscles or perhaps strings which comprise all subatomic particles and
ultimately all of creation. There is also spiritual energy of unimaginable power,
yet subtle and known only to those who have found peace. I would submit
that we create patterns with our thoughts, patterns which when combined
with energy manifest as holograms, ideas, or other creations of greater or
lesser impact depending on the passion behind the intent. Our intent creates
these patterns. We can choose happiness or despair, joy or sadness, hope or
hopelessness. How we choose will be reflected in our reality. The passion and
duration behind our intent determines the power of our creation. Choosing
joy with passion sends a powerful healing wave out into the universe. These
waves seek their own and grow until their message becomes irresistible,
overwhelming the negative and dark with light and love, which once started,
continues until its job is done. Like a tuning fork it raises the vibratory level of
all it comes in contact with.

It seems that certain institutions and power centers want us to live in
fear. They stress our differences with other groups, racially,
economically, politically, and philosophically. It seems that in the name
of tolerance they foment racism by stressing the differences, with
unending

monotonous

repetition.

We

are

surrounded

with

exaggerated fears of various diseases, unseen terrorists, crazies with
guns, nuclear disaster, natural disaster, child predators, computer
fraud, identity theft, and the list goes on and on. All of these fears
impact how we perceive our reality. When fear is the motivator behind
our intent the result is a pattern of separatism, aloneness, despair,
and hopelessness. The natural flow of love energy from our spiritual
self is greatly restricted and the wonder that is Man becomes a small
Pigmy of his/her potential, a potential that is nourished and
empowered by the flow of Joy. Love/Joy energy can only flow
unimpeded when one recognizes his/her Oneness with all of creation,
the Oneness of Consciousness. Fear causes us to withdraw from such
lofty revelations to a separate dark and cold reality. This is why,
especially now, our work of manifesting reality through Joyful intent is
so critical. It is natural for Man to know his True Self, but the journey
requires the energy of Oneness, the energy of joy, the energy of Love.
Those who seek truth need our light as do those who from a
misguided perception of the world, foment fear.

• HOW DOES ONE HELP?
How can one make a difference?
It is very easy. Align yourself each morning and evening with
Light and Love and then go out into your daily life and heal
the world one encounter at a time. Like a pebble thrown into
a pond, the ripples from your efforts and intent will grow
exponentially. Remember that the light from the smallest
candle illuminates the darkest room.

One of my favorite books is Kahil Gibron’s, The
Prophet. Although the entire book is quotable, the
following discussion between me and Kahil
(through his writings) presents some of his
profound thinking as I worked through the loss of
my parents several years ago.

Khalil Gibron was so correct when he said,

The Reality of The Other Person Lies Not
In What He Reveals To You,
But What He Cannot Reveal To You.
Therefore, If You Would Understand
Him, Listen Not To What He Says,
But Rather To
What He Does Not Say.

If this is true then my father had a lot to tell me. I am
still sifting through it and will, I'm sure for years. The
good news was that Brother Chuck could always get
through to Dad (although sometimes it took several
attempts) and they would have conversations that
Chuck would share with me.
It's funny, I have always considered mom as the
parent having the most impact on my life from a
nurturing, guiding, and spiritual perspective,
but when Dad passed I suddenly became aware
of the huge hole that he had been occupying in
my psyche and the difference he had made in
my life.

Khalil Gibron said,

"Ever has it been that love knows not its own
depth until the hour of separation"

I have come to realize that, whereas mom was the
nurturer who was always there and opened our
hearts, Dad was there to the same degree only in
stealth mode and the impact he made on my life
was equally profound. Too bad today’s clarity
required Dad’s passing, and yet through his passing
I discovered his profound gift.

I quote from The Prophet:

"When you part from your friend, grieve
not; For that which you love most in
him may be clearer in his absence, as
the mountain to the climber is clearer
from the plain."

— Khalil Gibran —

(THE PROPHET)

Dad was strong, clear thinking, and fair. He liked people for who they
were no matter what walk of life they came from. He loved us in his own way.
Generally, this meant that he would do whatever he could to make us
stronger, physically, emotionally, and mentally. He worked hard to be an
example for us.

Although we made it a challenge for him, Dad worked tirelessly to
instill a proper level of virtue and uprightness in each of us. But never
did he command us to seek goals other than our own (except perhaps
with his urging that we comb our hair as he did. “Comb it back like me
boys”). ☺

I remember when one of my siblings (thank goodness it wasn't me this time)
had been imbibing one evening and tried to outrun the local police who
apparently thought he was speeding or some such thing.

In desperation, he ditched the car and took off on foot. He was of course
caught. After hearing the tale I asked Dad, "What are you going to do with
him?" Dad said without wavering, “Why nothing, it's his life and it is he who
needs to decide what to do." This seems quite reasonable today, but it jolted
me when I initially heard it. Our lives were our responsibility, no one else's.
Dad’s philosophy was to give us the tools we needed to succeed as best he
could. The rest was up to us. In many ways, this is entirely consistent with
Kahlil Gibran’s verse on parents and their role with respect to their children.
He states, in one of my favorite chapters of The Prophet:

Your children are not your children.
They are the sons and daughters of Life's longing for itself.
They come through you but not from you.
And though they are with you yet they belong not to you.
You may give them your love but not your thoughts,
For they have their own thoughts.
You may house their bodies but not their souls,
For their souls dwell in the house of tomorrow, which you cannot
visit, not even in your dreams.
You may strive to be like them but seek not to make them
like you. For life goes not backward
nor tarries with yesterday.
You are the bows from which your children
as living arrows are sent forth.
The archer sees the mark upon the path of the infinite,
and He bends you with
His might that His arrows may go swift and far.
Let your bending in the archer's hand be for gladness.
For even as He loves the arrow that flies,
so He also loves the bow that is stable."

— Khalil
Gibran —
(THE PROPHET)

This is how Dad viewed his role in raising us kids. Khalil with his beautiful
prose and Dad with his natural wisdom and approach to life were likeminded in many ways

During the period of Dad's transitioning, it was of course sad and distressing
to come to grips with the fact that your only remaining parent would soon be
leaving you, but it was also inspiring in many ways to witness Dad's passing. I
think my siblings would agree with me that Dad decided to leave this world
after it became clear that his back surgery (and potential follow-up surgery)
was not going to give him the quality of life that he desired. And if that was the
case he would leave his body and move on to the next phase of existence.
There was not the slightest fear or hesitation in his approach. In fact, it was a
decision any engineer would probably make, "if it's broken, fix it - if it can't be
fixed move on." Dad elected to move on. And then he was gone. And although
there were tears and sadness at this parting, yet - "While we were mourning
the loss of our friend, others were rejoicing to meet him behind the veil."
Author Unknown.

Dad did not fear death. It seemed it was merely time to go.

Mark Twain said,

"The fear of death follows from the fear of life.
A man who lives fully is prepared
to die at any time."

From my perspective, Dad certainly lived his life fully.

Kahlil Gibron adds insight with these thoughts.

"For life and death are one, even as the river
and the sea are one."
— Khalil Gibran —

"For what is it to die,
But to stand in the sun and melt into the wind?
And when the Earth has claimed our limbs,
Then we shall truly dance."
— Khalil Gibran —

When I close my eyes I can clearly see Mom and Dad
dancing.

Mom and Dad gave us all they could, each in their own way and
together they did it perfectly. We will always love them for what they
gave us and for who they were and who they are. I think Emily Dickenson
was correct when she said, "Unable are the loved to die. For love is
immortality."

God Bless You Mom and Dad!!

What an adventure it has been—filled with appreciation,
gaining perspective, discovering my voice, and channeling
enlightenment. I’m glad to have shared my insights with you,
dear reader. I hope my journey inspires you to write down
your own as well.

