3/1/09   


I have lived in this house for more than 30 years and never got a gas bill from DTE Energy like the one I did last month: Almost $600.00, double the usual. This after I keep my gas at 60 and 55 degrees all winter. I know I have air leaks, but there were leaks last month too. What made the big difference?  I need new windows and just realized that calking blew out during the explosion too; yet, I had those same problems last month when my bill was half this amount. I need to straighten this problem out, somehow. 


On the brighter side, I am feeling better and almost feel normal again. It puts a damper on life when we are sick. My prayers Saturday, though general, must have been helpful to someone. I know they helped me. The whole church says a rosary after mass every Sunday and this helps me keep my Lenten promise. We all need prayer so badly. I think the purpose of the prayer on Sunday is because of the ongoing abortions and lack of political power to stop them. 


Truly, babies shouldn’t be killed and slaughtered as if they lay on an army battleground. I was told that the Catholic Church considers all such babies martyrs, which makes me feel somewhat better. In addition, it is helpful that abortions are reducing inside the United States; I don’t know about the rest of the world. I hope the reduction is caused by a guilty conscience and love for God. I equate abortions with murder and war and think all those deaths are all wrong, no matter what label our institutions give them. If life is precious, it is precious all the time, not just before birth. 

3/2/09 


This morning during the rosary, I was trying to concentrate on one specific person. I would picture the person in my mind, imagine going to that person and surrounding the person with light, then try to hold the light centered directly on the person. Before hand, I spoke to God who first surrounded me with his light so I would have it in abundance to share with others. 


While I was trying to concentrate on this specific person, which wasn't easy during a long rosary, Mary, the Queen of Heaven, spoke.  


She said, “Bring the person to me.” 


I did readily. I stood before Mary in the Cathedral of Light, and then called the person’s soul up to stand next to me in front of Mary within the field of roses surrounding her. We stood there for only a moment, but I felt awed at the silver light Mary, dressed in white and holding a white rosary, sent around the person. Her light makes mine look dull. 


She handed me a rose to give to the person. It was a green rose, perhaps to symbolize a new birth of spiritual awakening. I truly hope so, but suspect it will take many more such trips to Mary, along with a whole lot more prayer. 

3/4/09


I read two good articles in the Free Press this morning, one by Rev. Patrick Gahagen who suggests that the Detroit City Council should be broken into representative districts, a plea that many have voiced over the years. Could this be the right time? The second article, by Kwame Kenyatta, a council member, explained vividly with serious facts why the Cobo deal should transfer to a regional authority. I was just as sickened as others were at the council's abrupt challenge to change. 


I am delightfully happy that I get a chance to vote for a new Detroit Council this year. Detroit desperately needs new people, but more than that, it needs a council that represents each of us where we live. I want someone to complain to with my neighborhood problem. Why would any Detroit people fight against such a great change? 


After our last mayor, everyone knows that the Detroit charter needs to be rewritten. I say, throw it all out, and start over. Somebody, please fix this city because my financial situation leaves me no choice but to stay here, rooted in this small plot on Detroit's East Side.  

[image: image3.png]actuaf

Photo



  Self-portrait 

3/14/09


A highlight of my morning meditation reminded me of why I meet with Jesus and the others, why I need the strengthening, and what it gives me in return. As I walked from our meeting I asked the angels, “Who needs me?” 

Their answer, “Just keep walking.”

 I did and walked into a hospital where a small girl with a tiny elfin face sat propped up in bed. She was obviously unwell. As I came near the bed, she saw me. I stopped, bent over and gave her a strong, tight hug, then sat on the bed next to her.

I understood now that she has cancer, a suspicion of cancer which isn’t confirmed yet, which makes this a perfect time for healing. Once cancer or any sickness has set in like concrete, it becomes harder to remove. On the other hand, with the possibility still up in the air, maybe it could be made to stay there. 

I asked Jesus to heal the little girl. I also sent God’s light to flow through her body. Then I got an idea of how to speed up the process. 

“Are you afraid?” I asked her. 


She nodded. 

I told her that I was full of God-light, that God heals, that she needed this same light so she could heal. 

“Do you want to heal?” 

Of course, she did. 


So I told her Jesus and I would send God light into her whole body, from her toes up to her head.  

“Wiggle your toes.”  

She giggled, but did so.

“Feel the light in your toes. Now wiggle your fingers. See the light is flowing right up your body. Can you feel the tingle in your heart?” 

She shook her head, “No.” 

“Lets try again.” 

We went through the routine again and she did begin to feel a tingle. I talked her into feeling the light until it was inside her head. I told her, “I can see light shinning from your eyes.”

Then I laughed too, “And from your mouth and ears and everything.”

We both laughed.  

“You can’t see the light because it is invisible, but I can see it. You realize that I am invisible to most people?

She nodded. Her eyes blaze with hope and belief. I gave her another hug before I left her and told her to keep smiling. She held a big smile on her face for me as I left. 

Jesus told me he wanted me to put this writing on the web. He feels that it will give other people real hope. I don’t know what hospital I met the girl in, but it doesn’t matter. What matters is that Jesus will try to heal her. Visiting with the little girl reminded me of why I meditate. I felt good afterwards, as if I had made up for a whole week of lost time. 

3/17/09


Another day home and I had the time to meditate instead of just say a quick rosary. When I meditate during the rosary, time seems to stand still. There always seems to be enough time to empathize with as many people as I choose. During the rosary, I never run out of time for love. 


When I walked with Jesus to meet with a few other people on the mountain, I wondered how certain people could always be ready and willing to join in the meditation, even if they live on the other side of the earth. Meditation is a minor part of my life each day or week. How can a certain people always be ready and available to join me in prayer?


The answer came to me as I nodded my greeting to Y and other monks and priests who meet on the mountain. Certain people are so mature in their meditative ability that they can do be in a state of meditative prayer even while attending to the ordinary, everyday details of life. Their whole life is a prayer. 


This seems to be an ultimate goal for every soul. My friend admitted that it is a good test of one’s rise towards perfection. I felt awed and amazed at this knowledge. I know I will never be able, but then, who knows, maybe I will become more able towards the end of my life. As we age, we loose interest in the world around us and have more time to concentrate on the world we are aim to enter. Isn’t that the true purpose of every life—growth? We are born from God and are meant to raise towards God. Truly, this must be God’s ultimate intention for us. This world we live on is nothing but a kindergarten class, a beginning class that we need to graduate out of.  It is up to each of us to see that we rise step by step up that ladder God set in front of us. 

3/18/09


I was resting and talking to Jesus and I thought to wonder how I could speak with him so easily. I know some in the Catholic Church have said that when most people think they are talking to Jesus, they are really talking to themselves. This is probably very true and it can happen to me too, but …but Jesus is here. I spoke to him about this too. The answer is that he can become our conscience, a vital part of each of us? Certain, select people are close enough to Jesus that we are always in touch. This may come about when we go to communion during mass. Jesus is in the host, as many miracles have attested, and as I have seen myself on a few occasions when rays of light flowed from the host. So Jesus can be a close friend to most of us if we desire his closeness. 


I smiled as I realized that Jesus can be within each of us, but does it may also mean that Jesus will put on a different face for different people? Will he answer them differently than he answers me? I doubt it. All of heaven has the same answer to any question. That is why Jesus, or Mary, or Michael the Archangel can answer any one of us and it will always be the same. 


Actually, Jesus smiled as I thought of him changing for different people. So, it may be true. Are any of us one thing only, one personality, one of bundle of thoughts, one conscience? Jesus as a supreme being certainly has many aspects to show us. The difference may be that all aspects follow one enlightened path. Whereas our own different personalities run aground at times when it comes to calmness, peace, or morals. 


Why does Jesus answer me in such a way? Does it have to do with what I want and need or what Jesus wants and needs? Regardless, with a smile, he suggested I copy down this philosophical argument or idea. Perhaps in answer to how or why Jesus speaks to me. Maybe I hear just because I dared? I like that answer, but surly, there is more to it. 


Did the style of my life go along with Jesus' need to communicate at this time? Not my sins, I mean my personality, my drive to read science fiction, my quest for knowledge beyond the ordinary, my philosophical bend, my empathy for the less fortunate in the world. Ah, well, some things can never be known. I will let this one alone before I write something stupid and get in trouble. 

3/20/09


Mary invited me to bring another person up to stand before her this morning. I am grateful and pleased. First I walked into the Cathedral of Light, stood amid the multicolored blooming roses, said a short prayer to beautiful Mary, who glowed with heaven's perfection, then I pulled the person's soul up to stand with me before Mary’s awesome presence. I know this person who isn’t bad, yet, a person who needs to pull themselves together. Mary will help just as she did the last time she called a person to her. 


I don’t expect wondrous things to happen to every person I bring to stand before Mary, the Queen of Heaven, but I did see a noticeable change in the last person, the one she told me to bring to her. I am hoping for the same with this person. Certainly, neither of these people will immediately run back to church. I am not sure that church is even necessary at this point in their lives. What is necessary is to learn to respect, know, and give honor to God. All else is trivial. How they come to know God isn’t important.  Ideally, becoming friends with God, or with his son, Jesus is the best and easiest course towards honoring God, but first steps first. We all are on our own path to salvation. No one else can walk that path for us. 


I walked with Jesus this morning. In fact, Jesus invited me. 


He said, "Come walk with me.” 


His words thrilled me and I stayed awed as we walked through green bushes, and past small stands of trees until we arrived at an huge open area on the mountain. There I nodded to a few of the other people who meet together for meditation. 


Someone said, “You are back.” 


"Yes, I hope so for a long while." I answered. 


I seem to waver in and out of my ability to communicate and meet with others. I believe I am dependent on Jesus for this ability but also on my own well-being and interest. The artist in me demands newness often. I am not the type who likes to get stuck in certain ways of doing things. I need constant reinvigoration when it comes to prayer and meditation. Jesus knows this about me and I speculate that perhaps this is why he chose me to go on walks through the universe with him. I need the adventure as much as Jesus wants me to tell the tale. 


We will begin traveling again this spring and summer. Jesus has promised me this, although, his purpose isn't to satisfy my need for adventure. I am sure Jesus has his own purpose in mind which include lessons we need to take heed of. 

3/24/09


This morning I woke up with the thought that I might be loosing my feeling of empathy for people in great need. I don’t know why I felt this way. Perhaps because I had been so out of sorts for a long while, as if I'd lost the whole month of March to sickness and other problems. I remember St. Paul said that “If you don’t have love, though you have many gifts, you have nothing.” 


I can’t remember where it is in the letters, but I should look it up and read it every once in a while because his words are so very true. I use the word empathy in place of love because it conveys and truer feeling of what love means. The word love has been watered down so much it has lost the connotation that I am sure St. Paul meant for us to understand. Today, it is better to use a more apt word. If you don't have empathy, you have nothing.


So I began my rosary with the idea that I should check to see if I still have feelings of empathy for people. 


Jesus spoke to me at that moment, “Diane, you still have empathy.”


“Maybe so, but I can’t feel it at the moment." Then I added, "Remember what you said to me once? You told me I needed to check up on my ability to empathize at least once a month. I haven’t for a while and feel the need to reach out." 


“Go ahead." He said, "You will be surprised.”


And I was. I reached out where it is easiest, where babies die, where babies are so bad off from being thirsty and hungry they have stopped crying. I walked on a dirt dusty road and stepped up to a mother who carried her baby in a dark sling in front of her as she walked to a small hospital in Africa. I reached out to her and said, “Rest for a moment. Let me hold the baby.” 


We sat down. I took the baby from her and held it in my arms. I looked down at its tiny nose and eyes with his small mouth sucking on nothing and imagined I had a warm cup of milk to drip into its tiny mouth. Jesus stood with me as I fed the infant. The baby seemed to become well nourished. By the time I handed the infant back to his mother, I sensed that it's tummy was full and he wouldn’t in such great need of the hospital now.  As the mother's other children played nearby, she looked down at her sleeping baby boy and smiled.  The baby opened his eyes and smiled back. 


I felt greatly rewarded. Yes, Jesus was right. I hadn’t lost my feelings of empathy. Helping this women made me feel wonderful. Now the mother won't need to hurry forward. Her baby is well. Though she will probably continue to the small hospital in order to make sure and perhaps get food for her other children. 


I felt light headed with joy and looked around for someone else to help. Suddenly, I was back in America, standing in front of a seated man who was very old and dying. I could feel his heart had hardened life, and seemed greatly lacking in spirit and love. He knew he was dying and still hadn't reached out to Jesus. He was a Catholic at one time, yet, now, he believed in nothing. 


I reached over and hugged over and over again for a long while trying to lighten his heart. I wanted to break apart what ever it was that hardened him against heaven, and to soften him a little so he would allow Jesus in his heart before he died. I expected that a priest might be called just before he did die. Perhaps, he would finally open his mind to Jesus at that time. I continued hugging him for a long time. I think I loosened his heart a little.
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Next, I went to a child who had lost his hair during cancer treatments, who lay on a hospital bed. His family was all around praying that he would live. My heart cried out to this little boy. No child so young should need to face such a burden as cancer. It is too horrible. I snatched the child up. Not the physical child, but his soul, and hurried him up to The Cathedral of Light where Mary, the Queen of Heaven could see to him. Her help was greatly needed in this instance. She who loves all her children dearly. 


The boy was half my size as I held him flat against my own body, his legs and arms dangled down beyond my own. Amid a million roses of every color, and I stood before Mary's silver glow and asked her to come to this young boy's aid. Mary nodded at me as she stood surrounded by white mist, as if the holy air of heaven had followed her to this Cathedral that stands between worlds. 

Photo of Mary appearing in Zeitun

Mary, held a rosary in one hand, and with the other, she set a white rose in full bloom on top of the child. The rose disbursed into his soul, filling it with holiness. 


I nodded in appreciation for her help then stepped back to the bed with the boy’s soul and lay him down again. The parents, aunts and uncles were unaware of his visit with Mary. They seemed worn out, but continued to desperately pray for him.   


I wanted to tell them, “Don’t worry. Mary has taken care of everything.” 


I don’t know if they were Catholic, perhaps some were and some not. It doesn’t matter. Mary is the mother of us all. Mary didn't say, but I believe the boy will recover now. 


As a last use of my returning empathy, although Jesus said I had never lost it, so must be my own guilt speaking, I joined my friends while they walked in the dark cavern send bursts of glowing light around to all the hungry ones. These people are so desperate for a touch of God's light, they continually beg for more. This pleases us because the same light that is invisible here on earth, glows with amazing wonder in the cavern. So much so, we feel the good we are doing, though we still don’t know who or where these people reside. I think somehow these people have an influence on us and the more we give them love, the more they are able to share it with us who live on the world. Maybe a crazy idea, but since I don’t know where or who these small people are, I am left with my own imagining, which can run pretty wild. 


Then at my friend Y’s suggestion, we sent God’s light deep into the center of the earth, filled the whole globe below and above with God light, even up into space where our astronauts are working. We wanted to help the whole world glow brightly with God this morning. I understood that many others do this as often as they can, sending light around the whole of earth and into the hearts of everyone living on the planet. We certainly need it, who could argue against such love as this? I will try to join them more often.


One thing I want to speak of is what someone who is a great Catholic said to me one day as we stood on the mountain with Jesus. 


He said to me, "Visual prayer is valid." 


I couldn't have felt better if Jesus had spoken the words. Of course, it is Jesus who taught me to pray visually, to send out light from my center, to walk about the world to hug and hold those in need, and to carry God light everywhere I went. Perhaps the artist in me makes visual prayer easy, yet, I am sure we can all visualize the person or group for whom we pray. It aids our own understanding when we see our spirit body surround a person. The hardest part is concentration. I am still working on that part. 

3/25/09


With so many people going to soup kitchens, why not ask those who are physically able to volunteer help to clean up the city. It would take supervision and transportation, but surly the city can afford that much? I think many people might feel good about doing one or two hour's work for their dinner. It would give them the feeling that the food wasn't just a hand-out, that they had earned the dinner or canned food. 


Every area in the city needs cleaning. I have often tried to clean up in my own neighborhood. I can carry a bag with I walk my dog. This is easy, but if a truck has dumped a load, it would take a crew of many to clean it up. I will call this week and see of a truck will come out to clean the alley where someone dumped junk last year. 

[image: image2.jpg]


 An Audience with God
3/30/09 


I need to comment on a few people I have met who have so much against them I cringe at their plight, even so, they seem to stay continually bright and hopeful. I wonder if God put me in place to meet them as a lesson, a lesson for me to follow instead of my spiral downwards in self pity. Even knowing that this is when I write my best poems doesn't lift the horrible blackness off my shoulders or allow me to show a pleasant face to the world.  My own tendency is to look glum, but not these pleasant people I have met. One person is a quadriplegic who can’t use her feet or hands, thought she has some slight motion in her wrists. Her 20 years and counting plight was caused by a single gun shot into her spine. 


Paralyzed for life, yet she can talk about her love for God and at how much worse it could have been. "At least I can talk." She says. 


I find this attitude amazing, just as I am sure she must have felt more blackness and anger over the years than I can ever imagine, yet today, she has accepted her limits. And I wonder, isn’t this what the message is for each of us, isn't this what we must come to eventually, an acceptance of our own strengths and limitations?


I have prayed to Mary about this person. I think Mary would like to help her. I would like to see her have use of her arms and hands again one day. Perhaps she will improve with therapy, but I truly think she needs a miracle.  


Another person I have met just recently smiles all the time even though she admits that she is always in great pain. The pain never ends for her, yet she laughs in spite of it. This amazes me too. How can such people show a smiling face to the world? When I am sick, I am sick and the whole world knows it. 


I see this strength in other people and can see that they love Jesus of their troubles. Well, my own love for Jesus has went through a few traumas, yet I stick to him like glue. I need his support or I couldn't make it through hard times, which answers my question of how can they do it. Of course, they have Jesus by their side, as well. Jesus has the potential to walk beside every one of us, if only more people would call on him. 

As he told us once, “My burden is light.” 


Jesus tells me we will write another book. I am writing a book now for young adults but it goes slowly, at times. This next book, the one I will write with and about Jesus, will be ongoing too. I expect it to be the same as my other travel book, but some how different. I don’t actually know this, or what it is about, but will when Jesus instructs me. I am looking forward to writing it. I'd better hurry and get the first draft of the young people's book done before summer. It goes in odd starts and stops. My age seems to have taken hold to slow me down, or this long winter has had its way with me. What ever, I know I will brighten up when the flowers bloom. Doesn’t everyone?


I realize as I write this that I haven’t spoken with Jesus very much lately. I always do, but sometimes it is short and I don’t write it down. He smiles at me as I write this, as if to say, don’t worry, we will make up for it soon. He reaches down to me and gives me a simple momentary touch and I thrill that he is still with me.  I feel pleased again; all is well. 


Now I am ready to turn on the rosary and pray for someone. More days than not I've had to pray for my self during this long winter. I try to always pray for other people because I gain strength for doing so. When I pray for my own children and family, it is as if I am praying for myself, praying because of my own neglect of their religious upbringing over the years. So far, this Lenten season, I haven't done as much as I promised to do by praying for specific people, many in greater need the myself or my family. Thankfully, a lot of people pray, a lot of nuns and priest pray constantly for everyone. We all need it. I shudder to think what the world would be like without Jesus' fateful influence and other people's concern and prayers. I wrote a excellent poem about what the world would be like if Jesus hadn’t came and died for us  during a traumatic time in my life, but can’t remember the name now. It’s on the poetry page somewhere. Poetry page.

