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Book I; Communion and oneness with the forces of nature, such as the 
powerful sun and the mighty ocean.   
 
Book II;  Communion with God and the great angelic masters. 
  
Through meditation, invocation and prayer, the three paths of, love, power 
and wisdom are climbed to reach mankind’s highest goal – Oneness with 
God. 
 
Designed and Written by: 

Elizabeth. MacDonald-Burrows 
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Dedicated to: 

 
He who’s Light is brighter than a Thousand Suns 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 



Journey of a Thousand Suns 
 
 
 
   

6 

Index 
 

Page No. 7  Dedication Affirmation 
 
Page No. 8  The Sun – Origin of Creation 
 
Page No. 12  The Water – Love for All Life 
 
Page No. 17  Winter – Appreciation of Nature 
 
Page No. 21  The Stars – Tolerance 
 
Page No. 26  Trees – Patience 
 
Page No. 30  Mountains – Strength 
 
Page No. 34  Earth – Joy of Life 
 
Page No. 38  Sea – Tranquility 
 
Page No. 42  Flowers – Joy 
 
Page No. 46  Night – Magic of Life 
 
Page No. 51  Day – The Gift of Life  
 
Page No. 57  The Grain of Wheat – Life is a Miracle 
 
Page No. 61  Summer – Wonders of Nature 
 
Page No. 66  Mankind – People 
 
Page No. 71  Rocks – Perseverance 
 
Page No. 76  Light of God – Patience 
 
Page No. 81  Closing Prayer 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 



Journey of a Thousand Suns 
 
 
 
   

7 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 

 
     Week 1 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

To God I commit my destiny. 
He will perfect my way, 

He will make straight my heart, 
And guide me through every human trial. 

He is the strength of my soul. 
His is the path beneath my feet 

And He sets me on a mighty rock, 
Which is unshaken before all things. 

The foundation beneath my feet, 
Is His truth,  

And His power will support me 
Through the difficulties of worldly life; 

From the fountain of His love, power and wisdom, 
My transformation from human to divine is assured. 

With the coming of day and night, 
I shall seek the presence of God. 

He alone is my Right, 
And the Most High. 

He is the cause of all my good. 
Therefore I enter the sacred doorway to  

Commune with Him, 
That I might dwell in His kingdom forever. 
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 JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 

 
                                                            The Sun 
 
Origin of Creation 
 

 Each morning there is a reenactment of 
creation.  The shadows of the night fade away as 
did the darkness in the beginning, for as Light came 
in the beginning and brought forth all living things, 
so does morning overcome the night and all things 
become visible.  It steals slowly over the mountains 
in glorious greeting to all living things on our 

planet.  It regenerates the earth in that it renews the flowing rivers, makes it 
possible for vapors to rise from the sea, opens the petals of the sleeping flowers, 
sustains and gives life to all of earth.  Humans do not sleep by night and awaken 
by dawn by accident, but by the smooth order of cosmic law, otherwise known as 
that one single Law of God.   
 The sun has been revered for thousands of years because mankind 
recognized that it made life on earth possible.  It has been called a god, bowed to 
and revered.  These practices seemed pagan to those who followed the precepts of 
deity worship, but there was a subtle truth in the ancient practices of sun worship.  
Before there was any form of life God gave birth within Himself to the Light of 
consciousness, which has since been referred to as the Son of God and given 
many names…. Atar (God of Fire) to Pymander.   
 The birth of life has been celebrated since reasoning power became 
evident in mankind, for God is consciousness, mind, male and female, life and 
Light, and as Fire and Spirit he fashioned and formed the Sensible World within 
Himself.  His creation not only encompasses our known world, but all of the 
millions of galaxies filled with solar systems, millions of suns and moons.  God is 
the Light and Life of which man is made. 
 It is difficult for most to perceive God through the vastness of the universe 
because there is a tendency to look at all things as something which he created, 
rather than as a part of Him. It is therefore conceivable that primitive life beheld 
the power of the sun as His emissary and worshiped accordingly.   Now a new 
day has dawned, and the human race seeks the reason and purpose of life.  Once 
again the sun of our own solar system plays its role, because it is a perfect visual 
expression of creation.  To understand the nature of earth is to understand the 
nature of all earths.  To understand the nature of the sun is to understand the 
nature of all suns.  To understand the nature of the suns is to also behold the 
nature of God. 
 The sun purifies the rivers and streams, and melts the winter snow, which 
runs down the mountains and renews all life and heals the diseases of the body.   
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 There is also the beauty of morning with its myriad of colors, which range 
from indigo to royal purple. Glorious is the greeting the sun as it lays its splendor 
on the mountains!  To behold this is worth a thousand times the sleepiness the 
body endures in order to watch the wondrous panorama and the peaks burn like 
islands in a sea of liquid shade.  Soon the lower peaks and spires also catch the 
glow, and long lances of light stream through the great crevices and fall bright on 
the frozen meadows. 

All things are warming and wakening.  Frozen rivers begin to flow; 
chipmunks come out of hide-a-ways to scurry from tree to tree in play, while 
sparrows flit about seeking breakfast.  In the presence of such beauty the heart is 
lifted, the body renewed, as the soul prepares itself in gracious splendor to join the 
forces of earth for another day of lessons and learning. 
 
Take the position of meditation 
Say out loud. 
 
I seek to commune with the Power of God within me and around me. 
I enter every experience with the whole of myself. 
My heart has found the shrine,  
Which emanates eternal light. 
I honor the holy presence of God who abides in all life 
By giving understanding to all the people I meet during my sojourn on earth, 
During both light and darkness. 
 
I honor the great and powerful sun,  
For it reflects God’s power and glory,  
And it gives light to the whole world.   
From His sun I learn that I too must give light to the whole world 
And allow the power of my own consciousness to shine with understanding, 
Upon the rich and poor, the good and bad, the fat and thin, and all races.  
In doing so, I will live in greater harmony with God and my fellow man. 
 
The Sun pours its Glory upon the Earth, which is an adornment for God. 
The Sun is a powerful movement of Cosmic Order. 
Because of the Sun, all creatures, including myself, are increased with 
regeneration, strength and life, for it is the greatest visual expression of God’s 
love. 
 
When the Sun rises the Earth becomes clean, 
The running Water becomes pure, 
The Water in the wells becomes pure, 
The Waters of the Sea become pure, 
And the standing Waters become pure. 
All the Holy creatures made from the Spirit of God become pure. 
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I am like the sun, 
For my soul is bathed in the Light of God. 
May I too one day shine upon the rich and poor, 
The fat and thin. 
And may I learn the ways of the sun, 
To serve all life with light and love, 
That the world be purified and live in peace. 
For my soul is more immortal than the Sun 
And shall live even beyond . 
 
 
Meditation:  (20 minutes) 
 
1. Sunrise and the forming of earth. 
2. The effect the sun has on all living things. 
 
 
CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 Thank you Father for the sun, giver of life to earth. As I greet the sunrise I 
see the miracle of your love, your power and your wisdom, for as the sun nurtures 
its planetary children I know that you nourish the universe. Through the sun I 
come to understand the movement of Cosmic Order and see the perfection of your 
perfect plan guiding and sustaining all life.  Through the nurturing ways of the 
sun I more deeply comprehend the reality of love, and that you created all things, 
even me, with a love that is unconditional.  Thank you for the lessons of the sun.  
Thank you for this day of life, and most of all I thank you for your gift of myself. 
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 

 Now the evening brings a stillness over land and 
sea.  Long, blue, silent shadows creep out across the 
fields, while a rosy glow, at first scarcely discernible, 
gradually deepens and suffuses the mighty sea, turning 
it into vibrant orange.  Then it touches the horizon in a 
myriad of colors.  This is the alpenglow and one of the 
most impressive of all the terrestrial manifestations of 

God.   
At the touch of this divine light, the sky seems to kindle to a rapt, religious 

consciousness, and stand hushed and waiting like a devout worshipper.  Just 
before the colors begins to fade, crimson clouds come streaming across the 
summit like wings of flame, rendering the sublime scene more impressive; then 
comes darkness, and the stars. 
 
EVENING PRAYER: 
 
 Thank you, God, for another day of life and for the beauties that have 
surrounded me every hour of the day.  I have seen the crimson and orange colors 
edify the sea and change it into saffron, and watched the mountain peaks adorned 
with the pinkish tint of a blooming rose.  The white clouds have moved across the 
vaulted ceiling of the sky, caught in the pewter light of morning rise, even as the 
wild rose danced by the moving streams.  All these things I beheld and I know that 
you have brought forth the light of day that we might view the wonder of life and 
know that we are never abandoned to ugliness or despair.   
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 
 

Week 2   
 

Love for all Life 
 
The Water 
 

Behold the powerful cascade of the giant waterfall as it 
descends like lace over the craggy rocks and bursts into a 
rainbow at its end.  Its delicate spray touches the radiance of 
the sun to create a prism like rainbow, real, yet illusive.  Then 
it meets the mighty river which winds its way over the rocks 
toward the deathless sea.  More powerful than stone it carves 
great crevasses through the grandeur of the mountains in its 
search of oneness with its source, the titanic ocean.  Always it 
sustains all life on its journey, from plant to animal to human.  
All drink of its nectar, for it is the early elixir of life, created 
by God to care and nourish the enchanted garden called earth.  

The soul too possesses the same emblem of unwearied, unconquerable 
power; the wild, various, fantastic, timeless unity with its source of life, and like 
the water rises victorious over the mountains and the rocks. 

Water teaches love, for it gives equally to rich and poor, good and 
indifferent, fat or thin.  Everywhere it travels it gives life, touching the dying pine 
tree, the parched rose, and the wide meadows. Its power is unlimited, for without 
it all life would die upon the earth and there would be nothing but a desert land 
floating amid the myriad of planets.  Thus in its abject surrender to be what it is, it 
becomes a mighty power and an expression of God, an expression of love.  The 
soul, in fulfilling our true nature, also possesses the power to change the world, as 
did so many of the giants who walked before us on earth.  Therefore, as the soul 
journeys over mountains, rivers, and deep crevasses it becomes stronger than the 
water, more powerful than stone, and more loving than the great waters. 

Behold the water, as it is drawn up by the sun and sent again as drops of rain 
to nourish the earthly home of humanity.  And the soul, like the water, shall be 
drawn up by the Light and sent again to cast its sacred wisdom over the lands and 
nourish those who walk in darkness.  Yes the sky is thrilling and ominous, with 
silver-like clouds constantly changing patterns like a giant kaleidoscope, while the 
trees bend before a forthcoming storm.  Then the rain descends and all life 
continues upon a planet on the outer fringes of its galaxy, a spaceship called 
home.  

 
 
 
Take the position of meditation 
Say out loud. 
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The holy temple of God is within me.  
It is the source of my being, 
As the mighty sea is the source of the rivers and streams. 
I build a new sense of values every day, 
Like the water, 
I can surmount all obstacles – if I persevere. 
My joy comes from giving to all things - as the water gives to all things. 
My love comes from nurturing all things, 
As the water nurtures all things, 
For I like the water have been brought into being by God. 
It is He who is creator of the rivers and streams, 
And it is He who is Creator of me. 
Therefore, I honor the water, 
For it gives me life. 
It is a holy preserver sent down from heaven by God. 
To nourish and sustain. 
 
I will praise the Water,  
The ever wise-flowing, 
The healing-in its influence, 
Yea, we do worship you, Water of Life, 
With kind words and deeds, 
And with kind thoughts, 
For the development of my Soul, 
And for the progress of all mankind. 
 
If we partake of your beneficent waters, 
You give our soul both splendor and Glory, 
Health and vigor of the body, 
And harmony of form. 
And you give us a long enduring life, 
And heaven thereafter. 
 
We do honor you. 
From the heavenly sea the waters run and flow forward 
From the never-failing springs.  
In my blood flow a thousand pure springs, and vapors, and clouds, 
And all the waters that spread over all of earth. 
Oh Holy Water, enter the blood that flows through me. 
Wash my body in the rains that fall from heaven, 
Baptize my soul with love, 
That I might rise as mist to heaven 
Descend anew to earth 
And care for all people. 
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Meditation:  (Min. 20 minutes) 
 
1. All waters; the rivers, the streams and the ocean. 
2. As the water affects all life, so it is your teacher on how you must learn to 

relate to life, plants, animals and people. 
 

 
CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 Thank you, Father, for the rivers and streams which give me life.  Give me 
the understanding by which I might change and become a beneficent giver of life, 
as is the water.  For from the water I perceive patience as it fulfills its purpose.  
From the water I perceive strength to overcome every obstacle.   Through the 
expression of the water I perceive unconditional love.  May I one day grow to be 
as patient, as powerful, and as loving. 
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 

 Now the sun rests upon the deep and 
fathomless sea, turning it into flaming saffron.  A 
myriad of colors, such as amethyst, ruby red and 
golden topaz bathes the quiet streams as day bids the 
earth good night.  Silently the ocean whispers of 
deep mysterious things and its waves lap against the 
shore, like faraway places, exotic islands, and new 
adventures.  
 Its breath reflects the breath of God, 

inundating in continual motion, sending forth its essence to build the mighty 
rivers and gentle streams. Everywhere it goes, everywhere it flows the water 
chants a quiet song of love and glory in nocturne’s magic mist.  Its power holds us 
in enchantment’s magic moment and lifts us to the sacred hands of God.   Now 
we rest in the Spirit of God, who lovingly enfolds us until the break of day, when 
again we are returned to be nourished by the water. 
 
EVENING PRAYER: 
 
 Dear God, I thank you for another day of life and for the beauty, strength 
and love of the mighty waters.  In the streams, the rivers and the Sea I behold 
your beauty, strength and love, which surrounds me every hour of my life. Yet, I 
know that you have created the soul to be even greater than the sea, and as I 
watch the inundating waves I know that I shall one day understand its mystery 
and shall be come as strong and loving as the Greats before me. May I ever be 
endowed with the wisdom to perceive the beauties you have created, even when 
life has surrounded me with difficulty.  

 
 
 
BEFORE SLEEP: 
 
Sit by the side of a great river, or a special stream.  Breathe in and out.  
Allow yourself to flow with the river to the sea. 
Rise as mist toward the kingdom of the Heavenly Father. 
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 
 

Week 3  
 

Appreciation of Nature 
 
Winter 
 

There is no season more magical than winter for it 
heralds the turning point between fall and spring.  The 
trees have shed their leaves and prepare to transform a 
part of themselves into the budding shoots of spring.  
The streams and lakes are adorned with glistening 
designs painted by the invisible angel of the frozen north 
and in their splendor they are revitalized and prepared to 
better serve the hungry fields of spring mirth.  Although 

the robins have hidden themselves away from winter’s cold, the song of the wind 
entertains us as it soughs through the trees and causes us to deeply appreciate the 
warmth of our homes.  Fireplaces spring to life with crackling flames that send out a 
soft glow giving life to the deep, dark shadows.  Merrily they dance against the walls, 
lending mystical illusion to the wonders of winter. 

High in the mountains the rugged peaks gather the snow and protect it, that the 
streams and rivers can be regenerated when spring dances merrily through the land and 
winter surrenders its supremacy.  Without this wonder the earth would be parched and 
void of the powerful streams which feed it.  Even as the snow cascades to the ground 
the plants are busy beneath earth’s blanket preparing for new life in the summer sun.  
So  it is with human life, for without the winters of the soul the soul would be held to an 
unmoving past.  Without an interlude of regeneration the flowers would lose their 
beauty and without a rest upon the wind human life would stagnate - only to perish 
without having fully lived.   

Under every streetlight, every ray of sun, and every faint glimmer of the new 
moon we see the wonder of frost created diamonds everywhere.  Frost and snow cover 
the mountains and foothills, creating powerful statues of icy marble.  Rough places are 
made smooth, while death and decay from the past year are covered gently and kindly, 
and the ground becomes clean as the sky.  Silent in its flight from the clouds, the snow 
merrily dances and swirls, even as it purifies all things and lays asunder the illnesses of 
fall.  It is the season of giving, the season of song, the season for change, and, like the 
winter, we rise from its magic spell to turn toward a new year. 
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Take a place of meditation. 
Say out loud. 
 
My soul is the treasure house of higher thoughts. 
I bring new life to everything in which I participate. 
I welcome every phase of life within my soul, 
For I am like the seasons - bound to the constant kaleidoscope of life 
Which God has placed before me. 
I behold the change of the Seasons with thanksgiving and praise, 
For I behold that each change daily refreshes and renews my body, mind and soul. 
God has created the winter winds, the rains, and the snow, 
For purification and renewal of the land. 
 
Therefore, I shall bless the wind, the rain and the snow 
As I bless the summer sun. 
As winter drives me to the warmth of my home, 
I  thank you God. 
For from winter do I learn a deep appreciation 
For the shelter which has been given me, 
For the food I eat, 
And the festivities of the holy season. 
I  praise thy winter, 
Ever wise-descending, 
And healing-in-its-influence, 
With remembrance of its beauty, 
And its purification of the ground, the waters, and the air. 
I will honor its dormant state, 
Filled with your mighty power to transform and regenerate 
All living things. 
 
I will praise the winds, 
Which freshen the air around me. 
I will praise the bountiful rain, 
That cleans the heavens and earth. 
I will praise the frost and snow,  
Which destroy all manner of viruses and diseases. 
 
Oh Lord, 
I  praise you with songs of thanksgiving, 
I know that you designed the world with its seasons, 
For the good of the land. 
 The great and beneficent winter, 
Cleans the earth, 
That man may have a long and healthy life. 
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I give thanks to you, oh God, 
That the winter of my body is preparing my soul for a new spring, 
For I have been shown the grace and beauty of winter. 
I know that winter is not death. 
But transformation, 
A rest upon eternity. 
 
MEDITATION: (Min:  20 minutes) 
 
1. Winter and all its beauty. 
1. The effect that winter has on all living things. 
 
 
CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 Thank you, Father for the glory of winter.  I perceive the miracle of regeneration, 
the wonder of giving, and the necessity of purification.  From the winter I have learned 
that all things are necessary for life here on earth, that there is time to grow and a time 
to rest.  And I know to live in harmony with winter is to live in a special season filled 
with love and giving, a season which shall build new mansions in my soul. 
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 

 Now the sun rests, covered by deep and fathomless 
clouds.  The mountains stand like sentinels cloaked all in 
white, majestic and mysterious, while the land glows with 
millions of diamonds as the moon’s rays fall on the snow 
covered valleys and hills.  The silent hush of winter 
wonder descends all around and we feel its abiding peace.  
As we plan for the coming year frost forms upon the 

windows in a myriad of designs, more perfect than any artist can ever paint.   
Meanwhile the fire flickers in the fireplace and causes the shadows to dance upon 

the wall while tiny lights glow from the frosted Christmas tree.  The spirit of giving 
abides everywhere, and preparations to share the holy feasts get underway.  There is no 
power greater than the Power of God in the winter season, no beauty more awesome, no 
happiness more great, and no season more loving. 

 
EVENING PRAYER 
 
 Father: I thank you for another day of life, another day to learn and grow.  I thank 
you for your love and power and wisdom for I seek to understand all these things which 
you have created.  Each day, each season, I behold the magic you have woven through 
all of nature and I will strive daily to come into greater harmony that I might be more 
tolerant and understanding toward life and become one in you.  Thank you for winter, 
its beauty and its love. 
 
BEFORE SLEEP: 
 
 Journey into the deep forest covered in cascading snow, and behold the myriad of 
diamonds reflected beneath the winter’s sky.  Then raise your eyes toward the brightest 
star and remember that He who made the field and trees, nourished them by winter 
snow, is brighter than all the stars created..  Feel God’s presence in the stillness of the 
forest. 
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 

 
Week 4 

 
Tolerance 

 
Stars 
 

In God’s infinite wisdom He not only created a 
beautiful and wonderful earth, but a heavenly blanket 
to cover us at night filled with every dream we can 
possibly conceive. 

Whenever we look into the night sky we get the 
first faint glimmer of the unexplored universe and we 
wonder about shrouded mysteries of the dark sky.  As 
a child the brightest star was an object to wish upon, 

but as an adult the stars become billions of planets and suns, teaming with life which we 
can hardly dare to imagine.  
 

Tagore wrote:  
 
Thou art the sky, and thou art the nest as well. 
O thou beautiful, there in the nest it is thy love that encloses the soul with colors 
and sounds and odors. 
There comes the morning with the golden basket in her right hand bearing the 
wreath of beauty, silently to crown the earth. 
And there comes the evening over the lonely meadows deserted by herds, 
through trackless paths, carrying cool draughts of peace in her golden pitcher 
from the western ocean of rest. 
But there, where spreads the infinite skies for the soul to take her flight in, 
reigns the stainless white radiance.   
There is no day nor night, nor form nor color, and never, never a word. 

 
The stars are as a covenant between man and God emanating a promise of light 

and immortality.  From them our mind escapes the confines of our earthly world for a 
momentary glimpse into infinity and eternity.  Only God can mold such beauty.  Only 
God could mold a soul to perceive such beauty.  Yes, we are the sons and daughters of 
the stars and all that we are is molded from stardust.  Like the stars we constantly 
change and yet we are even more eternal. 
 
Take a position of meditation.   
Say out loud. 
 
I recognize that my soul has been formed from the destiny of tomorrow, 
And I shall seek to play my own role well. 
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I have descended from the stars and am more eternal than the winds. 
I will allow my understanding to reach beyond  
The limitations of earth and encompass all children of my Father 
 
When I seek the night sky I shall remember God’s love, 
Which brought the universe into being. 
When I see the twinkling stars I shall know that all things, 
Even the furthest star, are governed by His perfect plan. 
Therefore, I know that I too am governed by His perfect plan, 
Destined to change, 
Destined by the seed of greatness which He has instilled in me. 
 
When sunset has faded into night I see God’s beauty in the darkness of the night. 
It shines upon the sea, radiates through the sky, 
Reflects in the yellow moon, 
And peeks out amid silver-lined clouds. 
I will praise the glorious stars, 
That has brought me into being to impart my gifts to man. 
 
Through the stars I see the gifts of God, 
My beautiful, immortal Life, 
Be it one night, or two, or fifty, 
Or be it a hundred nights. 
Through the stars I behold the beauty of God. 
And as I behold the power of the star, 
I behold the tides, which come and go. 
 
I behold the power of God, which dwells in me, 
And like the tides that go and come I shall endure all things, 
For all things shall pass away and be made new. 
When I see the stars I see God, 
And the reflection of His cosmic order. 
 
 
 
Meditation:  (Min:  20 minutes) 
 
1. The universe of the stars. 
2. The effect the stars have upon earth. 
CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 Thank you Father for the stars, which reveals the immortality of all Creation. 
When night is overcome by day I bear witness to unimaginable worlds, worlds not yet 
explored.  At night, when I look out upon the heavens, wonder fills my soul at the 
magnitude of your creation.  However, by day I see only this earth.   
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When the sun sets and the night embraces me I see a canopy of stars which allows my 
mind to reach beyond the limitations that I have always known.  As I watch the 
movement of heavenly order I realize that you have endowed all life with progression 
and immortality.  Small as we all are upon earth, you have written each of us into the 
destiny of the universe. In the heavens, oh Lord, you have revealed your wisdom, your 
power and your love.   
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 
And Jesus Said: (The Secret Gospel – Vatican ms) 

 
And when darkness gently closes the eyes of the angels 

of the Earthly Mother, then shall you also sleep, that your 
spirit may join the unknown angels of the Heavenly Father. 
 And in the moments before you sleep, then shall you 
think of the bright and glorious stars the white, shining, far-
seen and far-piercing stars.  For your thoughts before sleep 
are as the bow of the skillful archer, that sends the arrow 

where he will. 
Let your thoughts before sleep be with the stars, for the stars are Light and the 

Heavenly Father is Light, even that Light which is a thousand times brighter than the 
brightness of a thousand suns. 
 Enter the Holy Stream of Light, that the shackles of death may lose their hold 
forever, and breaking free from the bonds of earth, ascend the Holy Stream of Light 
through the blazing radiance of the stars, into the endless kingdom of the Heavenly 
Father. 
 Unfold your wings of light and in the eye of your thoughts, soar with the stars 
into the furthest reaches of heaven, where untold suns blaze with light. 
 For at the beginning of the times the Holy Law said: Let there be Light, and 
there was Light.  Say the word, Light, as you breath deeply of the angel of air, and you 
will become the Light itself. 
 And the Holy Stream will carry you to the endless kingdom of the Heavenly 
Father, there losing itself in the Eternal Sea of Light, which gives birth to all creation. 
 
 
 
EVENING PRAYER: 
 
 Thank you God for the magic and wonder you have woven through the universe.  
I feel you cover me at night with a blanket of stars and know that your love enfolds me 
at all times. 
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(To the music of Finlandia) 
 

I feel the spirit of the Lord within this house, 
His presence fills my soul 

 with wings of light. 
I feel the spirit of the Lord within this house 

His presence fills my soul  
with wings of light 

And I shall fly beyond the mountains high 
And I shall fly beyond the mountains high 

 
I see the spirit of the Lord in every star, 

His presence fills my mind 
with words of gold. 

I see the spirit of the Lord in every star, 
His presence fills my mind, 

with words of gold. 
And I shall fly beyond the mystic sea. 
And I shall fly beyond the mystic sea. 

 
I know the spirit of the Lord is in my soul, 

He leads me to the path, 
where angels walk. 

I know the spirit of the Lord is in my soul, 
He leads me to the path, 

where angels walk. 
And I shall fly beyond the brightest star. 
And I shall fly beyond the brightest star. 
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 

 
Week 5 

 
Patience 

 
Trees 

 
I think that I shall never see a poem as lovely as a tree, 

for poems are made by fools like me.....but only God can make a 
tree. 
 
     Who is like the Lord who dwells in the rising and 
setting sun, who spreads his glory throughout the 
heavens, who is above all nations, yet displays His 
strength in the mighty trees.  Flexible and without 

rigidity the tree bends in the wind, even as it supports the earth and shades all life from 
the changing seasons..  From the earth it drinks its drought, but its branches reach 
toward the light with unfailing strength.  In the days of old, when Creation was young, 
the earth was filled with giant trees whose branches soared above the clouds.  And the 
ancient masters dwelled among them and walked with the angels.  In the shadows of 
their branches all men lived in peace.  Wisdom and knowledge was theirs and the 
revelation of the Endless Light flowed from the Eternal River.   
  By day or by night, summer or winter, beneath the trees the heart feels nearer to 
that depth of life, which the far sky represents.  The rest of spirit, found only in beauty, 
ideal and pure, comes there because the distance seems within the touch of thought.  
The various actions of trees root themselves in hospitable rocks and stoop to look into 
ravines, hiding from the search of glacier winds. They reach forth to the rays of 
sunshine, crowd down together to drink at the sweetest streams, climb hand in hand 
among the mossy knolls, gather into companies at rest among the fragrant fields, and 
glide in grave procession of the heavenward ridges. 
     More beautiful than the finest jewel of a rug maker’s art, is the carpet of green leaves 
under bare feet and more beautiful than gold are the autumn leaves which brighten the 
winter’s day as the summer sun.  More majestic than the silken canopy of the rich 
merchant, is the tent of branches above their head, through which the bright stars give 
light, while the wind among the branches of the green pine makes a sound like a chorus 
of angels. 
     My Brother Tree, let me not hide myself from you, but let us share the breath of life 
which the earth has given us.  
 
Take a position of meditation. 
Say out loud. 
 
My soul expands in my constancy of patience.  
I dedicate my world to God in every thought and act. 
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I thrill within my heart to every breath of life. 
 
Through the branches of the tree I feel the mighty winds 
That bends the tree and shapes the destiny of earth. 
Through the wind I perceive the power of God. 
Through the trees I perceive the strength of God. 
From the trees I learn flexibility,  
Lest I be broken as a twig amid the storms of chaos. 
From the trees I learn patience,  
For they have stood strong through millions of earth cycles, 
Yet they have endured. 
I too will endure through eternity,  
For I am created more enduring than the wind, 
And there is a power in me that is stronger than the trees. 
 
When the snow covers the green pine,  
I see a diamonds reflected in every snowflake. 
They shine like the stars of the winter’s sky. 
When the leaves turn yellow in the Fall, 
I see the reflection of the summer’s sun, 
And all around me the splendor of gold rests against autumn’s silver sky. 
When I see these things I know that earth is a reflection of heaven. 
 
The tree gives shade and shelter to all that come,  
And endures with steadfast grace through the struggles of the seasons, 
I too must endure with steadfast grace through the seasons of my soul. 
We worship this Earth. 
And we worship the Spirit, 
Conscience and soul 
Of the great men, who like the tree, have preserved the great teachings, 
And who struggle, will struggle, or have struggled for the sake of cosmic order. 
Grant me that I may accept in my reign in peace, 
And embrace all life with love and acceptance. 
Like the tree, I shall not be affected by cold wind, hot wind, 
Or old age and death.    
 
 
MEDITATION:  (Min: 20 minutes) 
 
1.  Trees, their strength and patience. 
2.  The effect the trees have on all living things.   
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CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 Thank you, Father for the trees.  Teach me to endure with the same patience as 
the trees, to stand with the same strength as the trees and to bend gracefully in the 
winds of Chaos that I might support my fellow man.  May I learn to be as enduring and 
as constant, for then, like the tree, I can help sustain the earth.  As the trees change in 
each season, yet appear beautiful at all times, may I too accept the changing seasons of 
my soul with thanksgiving and dignity. 
 When I walk in the forests and see the great trees paying homage to the heavens, 
I too shall pay homage to you.  You have given mankind these forests to protect and 
nurture him.  May my soul reach ever to you, and like the roots of the tree, may I 
embrace this earth you have built for us and eat heartily of her fruit for the health of the 
body. 
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 
 And Jesus led the people to an ancient tree by the side of the river and there he 
knelt at the place where the roots, gnarled and hoary with age, spread over the river’s 
edge.   
 

 “Behold, the Tree of Life, which stands in the middle 
of the Eternal Sea.  Look not only with the eyes of the 
body, but see with the eyes of the spirit the Tree of Life 
at the source of running streams, at a living spring in a 
land of drought. 
     “See the eternal garden of wonders and at its center 
the Tree of Life, growing everlasting branches for 

eternal planting, and sinking its roots into the stream of life from an eternal source.  See 
with the eyes of spirit the angels of day and the angels of night, which protect the fruits 
with flames of eternal light burning every day. 
     “See the branches of the Tree of Life reaching toward the kingdom of the Heavenly 
Father.  And see the roots of the Tree of Life descending into the bosom of the Earthly 
Mother. 
     “And the Son of Man is raised to eternal height and walks in the wonders of the 
plain, for only the Son of Man carries in his body the roots of the Tree of Life.  And only 
the Son of Man carries in his spirit the branches of the Tree of Life. 
 
CLOSING PRAYER: 
  
     Thank you, Father for this day.  Now I enter the eternal and infinite garden of 
mystery, my spirit in oneness with you and my body in oneness with the Earthly Mother 
and my heart in harmony with my Brothers. 
 
BEFORE SLEEP:  Enter into the deep and silent woods.  Find the pathway, which is 
outlined in the moonlight, and move toward the infinite Light, which shines above the 
forest.  Become one with it. 
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 

 
Week 6 

 
Strength 

 
Mountains 
 

 Mountains are an inexhaustible source of 
joy and peace, of health, and even of life.  We 
have gone to them jaded and worn, feeling, 
perhaps without any external cause, anxious and 
out of spirit, and have returned full of health, 
strength and energy.  Among the craggy crest of 
rock-hewn towers and in a world which 
sometimes rises beyond the clouds, we inhale not 

only the pure air, but drink deeply of the mystery of the mountain’s changing moods.  
The blue haze which casts its shadows over the stately peaks in the distance, the 
morning tints and the evening glow, the beauty of the sky and grandeur of the storm 
have all endowed our soul with a mystic spirit of adventure and a sense of loneness, but 
never alone.   
 Here as no other place we sense the presence of God more deeply, infinite peace 
or tranquility, and a moment when we feel we can touch heaven. 
 
      Suddenly, out of the thick fog in front of the student loomed a giant granite wall 
of stone.  It stood almost perpendicular to the sky.  Several times he tried to dig his 
hands into the cold stone, but each time he met with failure.  Then the voice of his 
teacher spoke within his mind, “Remember all things must reveal themselves to those 
who have the ability to see beyond the human senses.  What defeats you now is only 
your inability to step over the boundaries of mortal limitation.  Therefore, seek not to 
master the mountain, but to understand its true reality.  It is of God and its very beauty 
reflects the good of God.  Wise is the soul who perceives this good and works in 
harmony with it to defeat evil.” 
      
 Mountains...seem to have been built for the human race to serve as their schools 
and cathedrals.  They are full of treasures: illumined manuscripts for the scholar, simple 
lessons for the worker and quiet cloisters for the thinker, glorious in holiness for the 
worshipper.  They are the great cathedrals of the earth, with their gates of rocks, 
pavement of clouds, choirs of stream and stone, altars of snow and vaults of purple 
traversed by the continual stars. 
 High in the mountains the large unbroken spaces of violets and purples are 
introduced in the distances, while films of clouds pass over the darkness of ravines and 
forests creating blues of the most subtle tenderness.  The azures and purples then 
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change into rose color against the rising sun and setting sun, but most of the entire 
mountain teaches us strength, endurance, perseverance and steadfastness.   
 Unlike any other living thing the mountains illustrate a way of life which 
overcomes all obstacles.  Created immortal, we come to realize that the spirit of God 
dwells not only within the majestic peaks glistening in the new fallen snow, but that 
same strength and power also dwells in us, for we are more eternal.  If we but knew it, 
we are more powerful than these titan statues.  
 
 
Take a position of meditation. 
Say out loud. 
 
I bring the whole of myself to dwell in lasting peace, 
Steadfast as the towering mountains, 
Strong as the mighty granite rock, 
Whatever I take from life I accept as high responsibility, 
For as the mountains fulfill their purpose,  
So must I fulfill my purpose?  
My soul is lighted with the flame of unceasing aspiration, 
And if I forget this  
I am renewed by the stalwart peaks standing tall against the distant haze. 
 
I draw to me the power of the mountains, 
For from the strength of the mighty rocks, 
I too become strong 
I observe the beauty of the mountains, 
Which support the earth, cause waters to flow, 
And sustain the beautiful flowers, which bend in the wind, 
Which give life to the giant trees and shelter all life. 
From such beauty I perceive greater beauty in all living things.  
I observe the fortitude of the mountains, 
For they endure century after century, 
And fulfill their purpose without deviation. 
I too learn to persevere,  
For through perseverance I help make the world whole. 
 
God alone sustains the high mountains,  
Rich in Pastures and in waters, 
From which run the many streams and rivers, 
Upon which many kinds of plants grow from the ground, 
And nourish all nations. 
 
I commune with the brightness and glory of the mighty mountains 
Which stand between Heaven and Earth. 
MEDITATION:  (Min: 20 minutes) 
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1. Mountains. 
2. See the attributesof God in the mountains, for they are also present in you.   
 
 
CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 Thank you, Father for the mountains.  Help me to become steadfast like the 
mountains and face all obstacles with fortitude, to persevere unwavering through the 
trials of life, and to become a tower of strength that I might help those who are weak. 
As the mountains glorify you, may I glorify you.  Yet, even as I observe the majesty and 
strength of the mighty mountains, I realize that you have given mankind its gifts and yet 
greater, for we can see and we can reason, even as we share life with the great peaks 
which rise to greet the stars. 
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 
  Sunset now casts its shadows upon the distant 
snow-covered mountains.  Bathed in the colors of pink 
and magenta they remain stalwart through the cold 
night.  In the forthcoming dawn the majestic peaks will 
rise once more in holy prayer toward the rising sun.  
Then winter shall pass and the snow shall melt from 
the peaks where it has been protected and nurtured 
through its proper season.  Again the waters will fill 

the rivers, breathing life into all of nature.  The fish shall swim happily in the clear 
running streams, flowers shall again dance in the wind as they are fed from the running 
waters of the great mountains, and the trees will burst forth in green splendor.   
 As the seasons pass the stalwart peaks will again embrace the cold north winds, 
drawing the tender snowflakes of God to them.  And once more they will freeze and 
protect the tiny atoms until the call of spring unleashes their potent power. 
 
CLOSING PRAYER 
 
 I thank you Father for this day, for I have beheld the mystic beauty of my 
brother mountain.  Through its towering snow-crested peaks I have seen your power, 
love and wisdom.  Now the wonder of your creation grows daily in me and I wait to 
serve my purpose in your infinite garden with the strength and fortitude of your mighty 
mountains.   
 
 Before sleep...go to the top of a high mountain to see the setting sun against the 
horizon.  Watch the glowing stars in the night sky and then feel your oneness with all 
life as you stand between heaven and earth. 
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 

 
Week 7 

 
Joy 

 
Earth 
 

 The spaceship earth is but a small planet amid 
the magnitude of the millions of galaxies, but it is only 
a dot on the outer fringes of even its own galaxy.  It is 
just a pinpoint of light reflecting in the burning sun, 
which sustains our known solar system; it sustains 
complex life on land and in the sea.   
 From outer space the earth appears as an 
emerald and cerulean stone which has been polished by 
the winds of time, a moving sphere born in the 

mysterious rite of creation.  It is a living consciousness; tender and loving like a 
gracious mother, although it possesses the omnipotent power of God.  With this power 
Earth brings forth life in multitudinous form during the soul’s billion-year necessary 
journey through matter and she is the mother of human life, a sacred reflection of the 
gift of life, which God has bestowed on all living things seen and unseen. 
 Earth is filled with such beauty that a single life alone could never penetrate her 
mysteries, or see all of the many wonders she has bequeathed to her children.  It is earth 
who prepares the soul for transmigration into the heavenly kingdoms to work in the 
vineyards of the Heavenly Father, for she is a teacher unequaled and unsurpassed.  High 
are the mighty mountains, which adorn the land; their snow covered peaks rising toward 
the sky like giant cathedrals.  Deep are the mysterious and opaque oceans, which hold 
millions of unexplored secrets, while challenging those who seek life’s adventure. 
 To look at the sea is to perceive boundless infinity without end.  Beautiful are 
the valleys filled with mist-like fog, twirling in enchanted mime along shroud covered 
crevasses.  And joyful are the rivers and streams, gurgling and swirling through deep 
ravines, ever offering their life-giving force to all living things.  Fragrant are the 
flowers, which open their youthful buds to the summer sun, and graceful is the tall grass 
as it bends in the wind.   
 Tender is earth as she brings forth new birth each spring, touching each bulb 
with magic, heating the ground with a warming touch, and leaving her imprint in the 
green budding leaves of every tree.  Then the Earth matures and regenerates all life with 
the heat of summer that it might endure the long months of mysterious hibernation. 
Finally earth gathers the reapers as the golden wheat bows before the wind and the trees 
turn from green into burnished reds and autumn gold.   
 The beauty of Earth’s nature bows before the great North Wind and glistening 
snowflakes blanket the land in mystic white, but in the womb of Earth all things are 
protected that they might rise again when their rest of winter’s night is over  
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Take a position of meditation. 
Say out loud. 
 
I consecrate every interest of my life to higher values. 
My efforts are repaid through the indwelling presence of God. 
I dwell within the joy of an eternal revelation. 
 
We approach the earth with worship,  
She is born of God. 
His Spirit in her has given her life. 
And He has made her an ever-bearing productive plant. 
Endowing her with beauty to lift the hearts of his children, 
He has filled her with a life sustaining power for human progression. 
 
And God brought down the Healing Plants to heal the human body. 
Within her soil is the source of all remedies; 
To withstand sickness and to withstand death; 
And to ward off pain, fever and infection. 
Earth’s skies were filled with clouds; 
To gather the rains that descends, 
By millions of silver droplets to destroy sickness,. 
The morning brings forth the sun, 
Which rises up and rolls along above the Mountains, 
And brings Light for the World, 
That we know not darkness. 
 
And Earth is filled with a thousand pure springs, 
Which helps to produce life. 
This life force of the waters will flow unrestrained, 
Into the big-seeded cornfields, 
Into the pasture fields, 
And cover the arid parts of the earth. 
Someday we shall become free from old age and death, 
And from corruption and disease forever. 
Until then we shall be nourished and protected 
By the mighty planet that sustains all life. 
 
 
 
MEDITATION:  (Min:  20 Minutes) 
 
1.  Earth 
2.  Earth as a reflection of God and the joy implanted in all her beauty. 
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CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 I thank you Father for this earth, a place to grow and to learn that is never 
ending.  When I climb a mountain I feel your peace.  When I see the flowers I see your 
beauty.  When I enter the deep forest I perceive your grandeur, for everywhere I look I 
perceive your spirit throughout all living things. When I observe the ways of earth I 
come to more clearly understand your ways, for all living things reveal your nature.  
From the flower I see the reflection of your love, for you created beauty to give us hope. 
When I see the rolling hills I feel the peace you instilled in the land, and when I see the 
great seas I behold your strength and power.  Thank you for this earth and all that is 
contained in her. 
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 

 No beauty on earth is more enchanting than 
the deepening and mysterious shadows at earth’s 
sunset.  Mountains come aglow in saffron colored 
light and sea reflects the magenta and blues of 
eventide.  All around, the earth is hushed as 
animals prepare for their quiet. Mothers and fathers 
put their children to bed, and we too prepare to 

close our eyes in lost mystic slumber until the golden threads of sunrise touch our brow.  
For a brief moment upon the winds and tides we see the stars and for a moment we 
touch our future as we have touched our past.  These...a million light years away are yet 
a mystery which no human has ever fathomed, but we will discover it and we will 
understand it one day, for earth prepares us by day for the Kingdom of Heaven by night.  
We are tomorrow’s children - here to learn the lessons of earth that we might better 
assist in universal evolution, for to become an angel is to have learned the lessons of 
human life. 
 From the forest we gather strength, from the fields and streams we gather life, 
from the sea we draw regeneration, from the sun we are made healthy, from the 
mountains we draw power, from the flowers we perceive beauty, and from the night - 
we behold the wonders of the universe. 
 
 
CLOSING EVENING PRARYER; 
 
 I thank you Father for this day, for I behold the sustaining and loving power of 
earth.  From the grass I learn flexibility, and from the tiny seed - I perceive life.  I know 
that wherever I am on earth I stand on holy ground and am given the gift of inner sight 
that I might see...earth is in you and you are in earth.  From earth I, like the grain of 
wheat, shall grow my angel wings through unlearned lessons and fly toward your 
infinite garden and dwell in your kingdom forever.  I thank you for this earthly mother, 
this star ship I have come to call home. 
 
BEFORE SLEEP; 
 
Night 1.  Walk in the great forests and feel God’s strength. 
Night 2.  Climb among the great mountains and feel God’s majesty. 
Night 3.  Walk along the riverbank and follow the stream to seek God’s mystery. 
Night 4.  Sit by the mighty sea and look toward the horizon into infinity and feel God’s 
eternity. 
Night 5.  Walk in a field of wild blooming flowers and sense God’s beauty. 
Night 6.  Walk in the snow and feel the wonder of God’s solitude. 
Night 7.  Think of earth and realize the love God has for us. 
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 

 
Week 8  

 
 Tranquility 

 
 
The Sea 
 
John Masfield once wrote.   

 
 “I must go down to the sea again, to the lonely sea 
and sky, and all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her 
by; And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white 
sail’s shaking, and a gray mist on the sea’s face, and a gray 
dawn breaking.  I must go down to the sea again, for the 
call of the running tide is a wild call and a clear call that 
may not be denied; And all I ask is a windy day with the 
white clouds flying, and the flung gray and blown spume, 

and the sea-gulls crying.” 
  
Byron wrote,  
 
 “There is a pleasure in the pathless woods.  There is rapture on the lonely shore.  There 
is a society where none intrudes, by the deep sea, and music in its roar.  I love not man the less, 
but Nature more.  From these our interview, in which I steal from all I may be, or have been 
before, to mingle with the universe and feel what I can never express, yet cannot all conceal.” 
  
 No place does God and Nature dwell as one – more than in the mighty sea.  As the 
waves inundate and lap in musical splendor upon the ocean-crested shore, one beholds the 
breath of God and knows; without doubt that earth is a living-breathing organism and reflects 
the living consciousness of a living God.  When one looks toward the horizon where the sea and 
sky join hands it is possible to perceive the far reaches of eternity with the human eye.   
 We do not think of the enchantments that may rest beyond the sea’s boundaries, but 
rather the idea that we might set sail to some distant place and sail away forever from the 
difficulties of human life.  Someplace...out there...there is a place where bliss prevails and 
sorrows disappear.  Thus we sit upon the sandy shore, our backs against a strong rock, or a 
whitened piece of driftwood, and we dream, lulled by the sound of the sea gulls and the gentle 
rhythm of the waves.  On the hot summer days the waves cool our brow.  When sorrow shrouds 
our heart the sea comforts us with its mighty power yet its gentle touch provides solitude, as it 
heals and regenerates.   
 There is no place where the power of God is so easily seen or felt, for His breath beats 
in the pounding surf, blazes in the evening sunset and sings through the tall ships as the white 
sails fill the wind.  A ghost or phantom; Nay it makes no difference, for here is timelessness, a 
moment unfettered by the human hand, in which the past, the present and the future are but 
shadows in the mist. 
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Each holds a secret yearning for Olympus’s mantled dream. 
And when epochs pierce labyrinth’s shrouded sleep, 

The silent mariner will call. 
 
 
Take a position of meditation. 
Say out loud. 
 
I yield my heart and soul and mind to some exalted task. 
I seek to be tranquil when the mighty winds of chaos fill my soul, 
I seek that great calm, which rests deep within the sea, 
And also rests in me. 
I shall not be touched by the storms, which surround me in everyday life. 
 
In the beginning the earth was covered with water. 
Its power nourished the sacred organism being formed within the heart of God, 
And from the union of earth and sea,  
That which was unseen was given physical life. 
Mist rose and descended again as rain. 
Then the earth was cooled, 
And the sea came to dwell between the holy peaks of new beginning. 
Deep within its impenetrable depth it too protected new life. 
It brought forth Whales, which swam in the deep, 
Dolphins to play along the rip tides, 
Mighty sharks help clean the water’s endless domain. 
Its coral reefs and sea plants almost surpass the beauty of earth, but cannot, 
For both the sea and the earth were made in the holy image of God’s Divine Plan. 
 
From the sea I perceive tranquility, 
For deep beyond the surface winds the sea is calm. 
And deep within myself also lives that same sacred core, 
That dwells in the depth of the sea. 
When I behold the sea I perceive perfect motion, 
Perfect rhythm, 
And perfect power. 
The sea preserves and protects ocean life, 
The beautiful coral, 
A myriad of colored fish, 
And it cleans and purifies all that it encompasses. 
Therefore, it also makes life possible for me. 
Without the seas the earth would become a barren dessert, 
No longer a fit habitation for human progression. 
 
When I look out toward the sea I see infinity, 
A timeless journey without beginning or end. 
And I am subject to the same pulse within my body, 
That also affects all of earth. 
As all things return with the incoming tide, 
So do all my words, deeds and thoughts. 
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Therefore, I know that I shall return to the source as does the tides, 
And that those values which abide in God, 
Shall one day abide in me also. 
I shall worship the sea and learn to see the breath of God in every wave. 
 
MEDITATION:  (Min: 20 minutes) 
 
1.  The sea 
2.  Study the many moods of the sea, for it reflects the power, patience, perseverance, 
tranquility and song of God. 
 
CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 I thank you Father for the endless sea, which brings me visions of eternity and reminds 
me of worlds I have never seen.  I perceive your breath in every wave, yet I am awed by your 
mighty power.  When I behold such power I perceive your magnificence as it was at the 
beginning of creation when you brought the cordial atoms into song. When I walk by the 
ocean’s shore I feel my body gain strength and I sense my soul’s absorption of the powerful 
ways of peace.  Yet I dream, for no one can watch the sea meld into the horizon without thinking 
of our eternal home beyond the sun. And for a moment we are breathless, as though our ship 
has come to take us on the final voyage.  I am grateful that you given us such beauty to lift us 
from the hardships of human life.  
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 
 Sunset bedecks the mighty ocean with saffron 
colored light.  With this comes a tranquility, which stills 
the mind and frees the soul from the agitation of the day.  
As we breathe deeply we strive to feel our unity with the 
sea, the sky, and the stars.  Around us is the hush of 
twilight’s mystic closure.  We look toward that point 
where earth and sea as merged as one in a single magic 
moment and evening opens a doorway to the stars.  It is 
here we sense the never-ending pattern of creation and feel 

a deep longing for a world not yet born.  Deep is the mysterious ocean, which contains secrets 
not yet disclosed; wide are its wings as it protects, regenerates, and nourishes.  Like all of God’s 
creation it rests in perfect surrender and through its surrender it becomes a god.  How then can 
the soul become less? 
  
 “I must go down to the sea again, to the vagrant gypsy life; to the gull’s way and the 
whale’s song, where the wind is like a whetted knife.  And all I ask is the quiet sleep and a sweet 
dream when the long trip is over.” 
 
 
CLOSING EVENING PRAYER: 
 
 I thank you Father for this day, for I behold the mysterious sea.  From it I learn to more 
deeply understand your spirit which pulses through me with every heartbeat, and that you have 
created me deeper and vaster than I have ever imagined.  Allow me to set sail with you on this 
night of splendor, that I might journey with you through gates of Light and portals of eternity, 
for I know now that you are the silent mariner in every soul. 
 
BEFORE SLEEP: 
 
 Step aboard a tall masted sailing ship.  When you espy your Captain’s form, see the 
anchor lifted from the sea and white sails filling with wind.  Then set sail toward the setting sun 
through the portals of infinity with the silent mariner. 
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 

 
Week 9 

 
Joy 

 
Flowers 
 

 Poets, authors, artists and dreamers have all turned to 
flowers as a source of inspiration.  In a myriad of colors, they 
adorn the mountains, gardens and homes.  They ramble as a 
wild rose along the rivers and streams and blossom as 
California poppies along a never-ending ribbon of highway 
making its way through the crested mountains.  Lovers give 
bouquets to their betrothed, while brides carry the scent of 
orange blossoms cascading down in graceful sprays from a 
center of delicate white roses.  Then there is prom night.  
Nervous young men present their formal queens with corsages 

of roses, sweet smelling gardenias, or bouquets of delicate violets. 
 Christmas heralds pine scented centerpieces adorned with red holly and white 
carnations, and Easter drips with the fragrant odor of the Easter lily.  A birthday is 
glorified with lightly scented blooms, while football fans wear giant mums with the 
letter of their team etched in school colors.  Even the winning horse of the Kentucky 
Derby wears a blanket of flowers around its neck.  The ill and aged are changed by the 
beauty of flowers, and a funeral casket is covered with blooms of every kind to pay 
homage to a loved one who has just taken another step in the wondrous journey of 
eternity. 
 Without the beauty of the flowers earth could not lift its dark and somber 
shadows during cloud filled days.  Bleak would be the countryside without the holy 
flowers dancing in the wind, bending in graceful mime beneath the summer sun, and 
dark would be the hospital room without the loving gifts of beauty, which raises the 
heart and soul of those in pain.  It seems that wherever the tender bloom of the flower 
rests its fragrant head the world is made better. 
      
In the “Secret Gospel” Jesus taught: 

 
“And why take ye thought for raiment?  Consider the lilies of the field, how they 

grow; they toil not, and neither do they spin: 
 “And yet I say to you.  that even Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like 
one of these. 
  “Commune therefore with the Angel of Joy, she who descends upon the earth to 
give beauty to all men.  For the Lord is not worshipped with sadness, or with cries of 
despair.  Leave off your moans and lamentations and sing unto the Lord a new song. 
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 “And you will listen with new ears to the song of the birds, and see with new 
eyes the colors of the sun in its rising and in its setting.  And all these gifts of Earth will 
cause joy to well forth within you, even as a spring wells forth of a sudden in a barren 
place. 
 “And you shall know that no one comes before the Heavenly Father that the 
Angel of Joy lets not pass; for in joy the earth was created, and in joy did the Earth and 
Heavenly Father give birth to the Son of Man.”   
  

And God spoke to the holy monk of St. Sebastian who had lived to see his face, 
there appeared dazzling flowers and titan tree in courtly stance, bending in symphonic 
majesty in dawning’s summer breeze.  

 These are the sprites of Apollo’s muse,” spoke God in tongueless mute, My face 
is engraved of each blossom of nature’s nighted dance. I brought forth the ageless 
winds.  My body dwells in every star, which shines in heaven’s dream.  It is I who put a 
diamond in every snowflake and planted an angel seed in every birthing child of morn. 
And what you do to them you do to me. 
   
Take a position of meditation. 
Say out loud. 
 
I seek to see a greater beauty in all that is displayed before me. 
That which I strive for is of eternal worth. 
My heart is opened wide to every song of life. 
I shall seek to become as the flower,  
Dancing gracefully in the wind, 
Glorifying the Spirit in me by outward beauty through my thoughts, my actions, and my 
deeds, 
And like the flowers I shall one day learn to give the gift of joy to all, 
The young, 
The old, 
The sick, 
The aged. 
The weak, 
And the strong, 
 
May I like the Flowers bring joy to my fellow man, 
To hinder the hostile, 
And give abundant growth of the human race. 
May my obedience become as the obedience of the flowers, 
And conquer disobedience within each home, 
And may the peace of the flowers become my peace, 
And triumph over discord. 
May I also give in generous giving as the flowers, 
That Wisdom rule over vanity, 
And Truthfulness over false utterance, 
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I do worship you God, 
As the Creator, 
And the Fire,  
The waters,  
The resplendent sun, 
The magic moon: 
And I honor the stars, 
The lustrous and glorious, 
And the holy flowers, which  
Dance before me in the wind. 
Yea, I do worship you 
God, 
Creator of heaven and earth, 
Builder of all life. 
 
And unto you, 
God - the good - the beneficent - the Omnipotent, 
Endowed with all that is good, 
I attribute all good things. 
I attribute to you the movement of heaven and earth, 
And honor you 
Who have clothed all life with Light. 
I shall strive to bring the gift of beauty and joy to the world, 
And pay thee homage, 
 As does the flower, whose face is raised toward the sun 
 
MEDITATION:  (Min: 20 minutes) 
 
1.  Flowers and the beauty they bring to earth. 
2.  How a tiny seed becomes a full blown bloom 
 
CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 Thank you, Father for the beauty of the flowers.  May I one-day come to give joy 
and beauty to heaven and earth as the flowers do, for in them I see fulfillment of 
destiny, strength, perseverance, surrender and giving.  In that you have given such 
qualities to the holy plants I see your spirit in every bloom and I know therefore that 
your spirit must also dwell in me.  Help me to perceive you through the mists of the dark 
earth and remember that you are the radiant Light in all life. 
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 

 As the aurulent moon launches its fire upon an 
eboned and restless sea I see all life as one potent and 
abounding river.  That which grew into the burgeoning 
oak and a boy who becomes a man is bound by one 
mystical flame animating all life.  The flame comes from 
some ambrosial power greater than the mighty winds, 
deeper than the opaque sea, far beyond the titan sun.  It is 
a deathless fire filling the sunset with tints of flaming 

orange and breathing spirit into every chordal atom.  This sacred fire gave birth to life 
before the cosmos was ever formed.  Now it binds plant to nocturne’s beast and beast to 
risen man.   
 When morning breaks forth in empyrean robes of crimson glory and amber gold, 
I will behold the central core of the fire’s holy breath. It will roar through me like some 
devouring flame importing life’s ageless breath.  And I will remember that life is a holy 
gift bestowed by God.  This same flame of Mt. Olympus, which lights the face of every 
newborn child, is more eternal than the wind and older than the dawn.  It is the Glory of 
mankind written in the song of a budding earth and a story, which the flowers tell. 
 
EVENING PRAYER: 
 
 I thank you Father for this day, for I have seen the beauty of earth through the 
holy flowers.  I have seen their flexible dance in wind, and raise their faces toward the 
rising sun.  Their holy fragrance has filled my nights.  When I see all these things I 
come once step closer to your Spirit, for the flowers are a visual expression of your 
love.  Because of this love, my days are more joyous and my sorrows less.  Thank you 
for this beautiful remembrance which you have left for man on earth. 
 
BEFORE SLEEP; 
 
 Before sleep: Journey through the evening dusk and smell the fragrance of the 
honeysuckle, the night blooming jasmine and the delicate orange blossoms.  Then 
follow the trail of the wild rose along the endless stream and it will take you to the 
Light, where in dwells the consciousness of God. 
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 
 

 Week 10 
 

MAGIC OF LIFE 
 

The night: 
 
 There is sound in the soundless as sunset leaves 
the last threads of magenta and violets etched in the 
distant horizon, and the quietude of dark splendor 
consumes the waning day.  Composers have created 
nocturnes trying to capture the mystique of night and 
poets have written many poems trying to explain the 
subtle magic, which encompasses the soul when the 
blanket of knighted splendor descends in all its mystery.  

  Perhaps the following poem has managed to capture a small fragment of this 
soundless sound, which enraptures every mind as the first faint glimmer of the new 
moon bathes, the land with silver moon dust.  Yes, there is music in the night - if the 
ears will close out the sound of worldly existence and listen to the silence. 

 
Swelled the waves against the seaway’s garnet and shrouded shore, 
While nocturne’s voiceless sound bathes the ether’s covert streams. 

Like some great chord it billows across the emerald moors, 
Falls with rapture splendor upon sweet slumber’s shadowed dreams. 

 
Silent is the shadowed desert, which fills the contoured land, 

Mid this umbrous beauty rises even’s holy chant.  
Hushed is the forest reaching toward night’s fathomless band, 

Touched by seraph’s stardust and played by muses mystic hand. 
 

Then fades nocturne’s sonnet in budding morning’s flaming mane, 
As the sun god rides above the visions of opaque night. 

But as dusk enfolds the emerald waves of nature’s cloth, 
The song of night shall fill the ruby red of dusky light. 

 
 Only in nocturne’s splendor can we perceive the magic of the night, for only 
then can we see other’s worlds, which live, afar from earth.  In our dreams we travel 
across the vaulted and velvet darkness to wonder...to search and to find the mysteries of 
life.  Only then do we perceive other worlds and realize that we are not alone in our 
journey through the corporeal world of matter.   
 Far away, someplace up there in the stars, there are others like us facing death, 
sorrow, and pain, and for one unexplored moment we become a part of God’s great 
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universe.  No longer do we feel fettered by the chains of human birth, but we break 
asunder the limitations which surround us to awaken to the eternal journey of life which 
will take us where we have not traveled before. 
 The Heavenly order pervades all things pure; particularly the Stars in whose 
Light the glorious angels are clothed.  Great is our Heavenly Father and of great power, 
for He is the infinite who gave life and dwells in the unnumbered stars.  He calls them 
all by name.  See how high they are; yet the Heavenly Father wears them all in his 
velvet cloak of night.   
 The stars were but broken places in the night, through which the glory of heaven 
is revealed in fragments of blazing light.  Through the purple night traversed by the 
continual stars and moons, the souls of all those who reach toward the Light will take 
wing and join the angels of the Heavenly Father.  Then shall the Eternal Sea reflect the 
shining glory of the heavens as the soul-bound by mortal bands, turns toward nocturne’s 
golden blaze.  Now shall the Kingdom of Heaven fill the soul with Glory, and the 
shining stars of the most High shall blaze within the heart to warm and comfort those 
who seek heaven. 
 
Take a position of meditation. 
Say out loud. 
 
I see perfection manifest here and now. 
The world responds to my endless faith in its promise, 
My heart renews its fellowship with every other heart. 
As I watch the sunset and see the sky filled with the splendor of night, 
I glorify the presence of God, 
Who abides in the velvet black of impenetrable mystery, 
Filled with undiscovered galaxies of those we do not yet know. 
 
Come to me, O Great Creator! 
Come to me with your Cosmic Mind! 
And you who bestow gifts through 
Your Cosmic Order, 
Bestow on me,  
Understanding of your creation, 
Eyes to see that which cannot be seen, 
Ears to hear that which cannot be heard, 
That this Life may not be wasted on the sands of time, 
And we join the team of angels, archangels and holy masters. 
 
Your Consciousness is the Father of Cosmic Order 
Within this world and all worlds which fill the night sky. 
You gave the recurring Sun and Stars and Moons undeviating ways. 
You established the waxing and waning of the Moon, 
You support the Earth and uphold the clouds. 
You have made the waters and the plants. 



Journey of a Thousand Suns/Burrows 
 
 
 
 

 

48 

You are the inspirer of the almost impossible dream within my soul. 
But I know that you who have made the Light and the Darkness, 
Who has made sleep, 
And the zest of the waking hours, 
Who has spread the noon tides and the midnight, 
Shall awaken my soul, 
And where there is darkness, 
I shall bear forth light, 
And all that was impossible shall be made possible. 
 
In the night sky I behold the wonder of your creation, 
I behold the mystery of other worlds, 
I behold a journey not yet taken. 
In the night sky I behold the magic of an unknown destiny, 
I perceive the vastness of your expression, 
I perceive the perfection of the universe. 
In the night sky I perceive your map of eternity, 
And I know that I am a part of eternity. 
And that death will lose its hold forever. 
 
 
Meditation:  (Min: 20 minutes) 
 
1. Try to hear the silence of night 
2. Perceive the night as a cloak, which God wears 

And meditate upon the wonder and beauty which darkness alone reveals. 
 
 
CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 Thank you, Father for the wonder and magic of the night.  Through the splendor 
of the sky I behold the infinite beauty of all that you create.  I shall come to dwell in 
your light that I might abide in your shadow and strive not to fear the unknown things 
of night, for you are my protector and my refuge.  Through your infinite wisdom I 
perceive the immortality of my own soul and the eternal path of life which is revealed 
through every star in the night sky.  Through your cloak of star lit splendor I behold the 
soundless sound of Nocturne’s song. 
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 

 
 Tranquil is the peace that comes with sunset and 
glorious is the beauty of the first star as it appears in the 
night’s sky.  Then softly the new moon fills all the earth 
with a touch of silver and the song of night begins.  Frogs 
chirp their nocturnal song, the fireflies show their light like 
a myriad of angels flitting through nighttime’s restless sea, 
and the sweet smell of night blooming jasmine fills the air 
with a fragrance never encased by human hands.   
 The cries of children hush as nocturnes touch their 
eyes with sleep and fill their minds with dreams of faraway 
places, while silence pervades the blackened depths of 

knighted space.  Lights of splendor radiate from the far reaches of the cosmic sea, 
touching the earth with holy glow, even as the radiant crested ocean waves gently lap 
against sandy shores. 
 There is no beauty more beautiful than the night, for only then can we behold 
the universe and seek to better know the movement of cosmic order.  It is no wonder 
that the ancient masters honored God through Holy Communion with the angels of 
night, power, love, wisdom, eternal life, creative work, and peace, for it is the night 
which offers visual evidence of all which cannot be seen in morning’s lighted dawn. 
 
(From:  The Hymns of Orpheus)  
 
 Parent of night, source of sweet repose, from what at first both Gods and men 
arose. See blessed Venus decked with starry light, which sleeps in deep silent and 
dwelling eboned night.  Dream and soft ease attend your dusky train, pleased with the 
lengthened shadows and magic strain.  Dissolving anxious care, the friend of Mirth, 
dark winged coursers ride around the earth.  Goddess of phantoms and of shadowy 
play, whose drowsy power divides the natural day, but by Holy decree you constantly 
send the light, blessed, benevolent, curtained night. 
 
CLOSING EVENING PRAYER: 
 
 I thank you Father for this holy night, for it enables me to see the vastness of 
your creation.  I see your love in every star and immortality through the expanse of 
your universe.  My soul is bathed in wonder that we, a people, are so very small in 
comparison to the stars, yet, you have made it possible for us to commune with such 
mystery because of your infinite spirit within us.  I perceive the beauty of this planet 
upon which we live, for to others yet unknown to us we are but a tiny light in some 
faraway galaxy.  Through the night sky I perceive that I am in you and you are in me.  
May this knowledge one day eradicate all my fears of the night that I am left only with 
the magic of nocturne’s soundless song. 
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BEFORE SLEEP: 
 
  Journey along a moon lit path until you reach a clearing surrounded by sweet 
scented night blooming jasmine.  There sit, with your back against a tree trunk, or a 
fallen tree, and look upward - toward the night sky.  Focus only on its love and beauty 
until you become one with the heavens and one with God. 
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 

 
Week 11 

 
The Gift of Life  

 
 Day 
 

 
Dawn brings more than just the beauty of sunrise; it 

is a reenactment of creation.  It reveals the mysteries of 
the beginning and reminds us of the gift of life, which 
has been instilled in every form.  By night we glimpse 
the wonder of the universe and the vastness of God’s 
creation.  For a moment before sleep we touch the pulse 
of other life breathing through the myriad of stars and 

planets, but in the dawn we behold our own beautiful and wondrous world.  
 Perhaps we are caught by Tagore’s remarkable words: Light accepts darkness for 
his spouse for the sake of creation.  
 In the wonder of the morning light we see the robin wrestling with the worm for 
supremacy.  The dew glistens on the green grass, while the budding flowers shine with 
droplets of tiny light.  Even the spider web is turned from an almost invisible thread into 
the sparkling wonderland of creation.  It is only in the light of day we see these 
wonders.  Even as the alarm calls us to another day of work we are caught in the song of 
the birds singing in joy over the gift of life. 
   Sometimes amid this splendor we can only think of another day filled with work 
and we regret that we must awaken to the hardships of human struggle.  It is then 
difficult for us to remember the purpose and reason for life.  Perhaps it is now that we 
must put our minds to work, not on the drudgery of day, but the wonder of life.   It is 
during the light of day that we learn best to surmount our worldly life.  God wisely 
designed it, that by human struggle the shrew is tamed and its divine nature is the 
harvest.   
 As the seed is planted in the morning sun, so will it be harvested in the evening 
twilight.  During its span of life the soul will experience birth and death, day and night, 
rain and sun.  It will struggle to become and when it is time it will be harvested, having 
fulfilled its cause.  Then the seed will once again rest upon the wind waiting to be born 
anew into something even greater.  It is for this purpose that the soul also fulfills its 
days upon earth, to plant and to reap, to become something greater.  The sleep of the 
night can never bear forth such fruit, for the soul has need of sun and rain, peace and 
struggle, happiness and heartbreak, boredom and creativity, for it of all God’s creation 
has the greatest need.   
 No matter what our station in life may be we are given the same opportunity to 
grow.  Heaven is not based upon intellectual knowledge, wealth, or outer possessions, 
but upon love, understanding, tolerance, patience, fortitude, and wisdom.  These are 
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gifts to be earned and learned from every walk of life.  When we have succeeded we 
will rise from human flesh to become something more, just as we once rose from animal 
to become human.  Thus the day reveals the mystery of our selves, as night reveals the 
mystery of the universe. 
 
 Let no chance by me be lost 
 To kindness show at any cost. 
 I shall not pass this way again; 
 Then let now relieve some pain, 
 Remove some barrier from the road, 
 Or brighten someone’s heavy load; 
 A helping hand to this one lend, 
 Then turn some other to befriend. 
 
 We are free to roam the fields so green, hear the birds sing, touch a lovely blossom 
in the sun, watch the white crested waters touch the shore, and to thank God for the gift 
of life, another day of learning, and the opportunity to fulfill our dreams.  This day can 
cast away the shadows of unknowingness. 
  . 
 
Take a position of meditation. 
Say out loud. 
 
My being is the shrine of indwelling light and love. 
My riches have their source in God’s abundance. 
I now have found the sunshine of divine compassion. 
I greet the day with joyful song 
Because it gives me a day of life, 
To learn, 
To express, 
And to grow. 
I behold the wonder of this day of life. 
 
 Oh Father,  Let me see you in the morning sun, 
That I might see the riches of the day,  
Contained in the glorious bloom of the rose, 
Hear the song of the birds, 
And smell the dew upon the grass. 
Come to me, Oh Father, in the day of my work, 
That I might have an opportunity to grow, 
To learn kindness, 
Understanding, 
And become strong. 
 
With the coming of day 
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My eyes are opened to this beautiful land 
That you have given to us. 
With the coming of day  
I see the wind bend the boughs of the trees, 
The mysteries of growth, 
And life and of death. 
With the coming of day 
I see the tears of my fellow man 
Who journeys this path of life. 
By day I can see and touch 
Both man and beast, flowers and trees. 
With good deeds, 
Good thoughts, 
And kind words. 
 
In the rising sun, 
I behold the miracle of creation 
And the right to live. 
At noonday I hear 
The silence of your  
Peace. 
At twilight I behold the  
Miracle of the universe 
And know that I am glad to have lived. 
 
This is a day 
In the gift of life, 
You have given to me. 
May I behold its miracle 
Each dawn as my eyes 
Open to the Light. 
 
Meditation:  (Min:  20 minutes) 
 
1.  Seek to remember the good each day brings. 
2. Behold the myriad of beauties, which God has given to help us through the trials 
of human life.  It is then we feel his love and me 
 
 
CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 Thank you, Father for this day, which has been given to me to learn and grow.  
Through the light of day I behold the wonder of your creation.  I feel your love, which 
placed around me the beauties of earth to ease the hardship of human progression.  I 
feel your mercy as I drink from the waters of the river and eat of the growing plants, 
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which give me life.  I behold your understanding as I face the challenges of living, for 
only through these hardships can I ascend to the world of angels where others have 
gone before me.  May the river of life always flow between you and me. Help me not 
stumble over the stones which line my path, for this is the gift of life, which you have 
given me. 
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 
 As the sun wanes we review this day of life, which has 
been given us and take from it the good, the lessons learned 
and unlearned, and seek to understand this miracle of day.  
  Between the moments of the stones, we climb toward 
the mountain summits, walk amid the flowers, and hike along 
the water’s edge as the waves sing their song.  Yet even in the 
freedom of the sea we behold the sea is contained by itself and 
that only human life enables us to swim with the fish, soar 
among the eagles, and walk in the summer meadows.  How 
great is the freedom of the human body and how limited in 

comparison are those forms we have risen beyond, and what greater freedom awaits us 
as we conquer earth to rise among the stars. 
 Silent are the birds who lived their day.  Gone are the worms, which gave them 
life.  No longer can the bloom of the wild rose cast her fragrance as we walk along the 
shore, for night has put to rest the day’s journey.   
 
William Wordsworth once wrote; 
  
 O, ye Fountains, Meadows, and Groves 
 Forbade not any severing of our loves. 
 Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might; 
 I only have relinquished one delight 
 To live beneath your more habitual sway. 
 I love the Brooks, which down their channels fret. 
 The innocent brightness of a new-born Day 
 Is lovely...yet; 
 The Clouds that gather round the setting sun 
 Do take a sober coloring from an eye 
 That hath kept watch over man’s immortality; 
 Another race hath been, and other palms are won. 
 Thanks to the human heart by which we live, 
 Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears. 
  
CLOSING EVENING PRAYER: 
 
 I thank you Father for this day, which you have given me.  I see your love and 
understanding in every thing that surrounds me, and through the light of the day I can 
behold your ways in every form of life.  It is through these senses, so alive by day, that I 
behold a path of contemplation and know that your lessons are bound in all living 
things.  I thank you for these eyes, which see, these ears, which hear, and for the heart 
which sustains my body.  There are no words to express the wonders I perceive by day, 
but I thank you for the lessons learned and Light by which I experience them.  As 
darkness closes my eyes, let me not forget this day, which you have given me.  
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BEFORE SLEEP:  
 

Take a gift to give to Him who gave you life.  Let it be a flower, a leaf, a tiny 
vial of water, or a blade of green grass, some reminder of the day of life which has been 
given to you.  Focus on the good of day as you journey into the night toward mystic sea 
of non-remembrance, and when you have given your gift to Him allow yourself to be 
absorbed into His light and sleep to overcome the memory of this day which shall never 
be again. 
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 

 
Week 12 

 
Life is a Miracle 

 
 
The Grain of Wheat 

 
Beethoven wrote:   
 
 “Wrapped in the shadows of eternal solitude, in the 
impenetrable darkness of the thicket, impenetrable, 
immeasurable, unapproachable, formlessly extended.  
Before spirit was breathed into things his spirit was, and 
his only.  As mortal eyes look into a shining mirror.  It was 

a fortuitous meeting of the chordal atoms that made the world; if order and beauty are 
reflected in the constitution of the universe, then there is a God.” 
  
 While the silent black ribboned road winds its way endlessly through the waving 
fields of golden grain we are reminded of a tiny grain of wheat which has reached 
beyond its limitations to become a million yellow kernels traveling throughout the 
world to produce the elixir of life.  It comes to rest in breads, soups, pasta, pancakes, 
rolls and cereals, and it is all-powerful in its complete surrender to the purpose for 
which it was created.  As a tiny seed becomes a flower in full bloom beneath an azure 
sky, or an acorn becomes a mighty tree, we must behold the unlimited power, which 
exists on earth and in the universe of the stars.  How then can man be less than the lilies 
of the field. 
 Everywhere the eyes may search they can behold nothing but a miracle of life.  In 
everything in the sun and under the sun, there is a breath of fulfillment through 
surrender, strength through unity, power through creating, and love through 
reproduction.  From a tiny seed is born a baby, from a tiny seed is born a hero, and from 
a tiny seed is born a master.  This seed of divine light can be used for human bondage 
because we fear surrender of self will, or it can become more powerful than any grain of 
wheat and give us courage when we are weak, and build greatness from mediocrity.  It 
is more powerful than the tiny grain which pushes through the heavy top soil to reach 
the light, it is stronger than the strongest rope, for the soul can never be broken, and it is 
more powerful than the towering rocks for it can never be destroyed.   
 Journey we  among the fragrance of the roses, the green green grass, the tall pines, 
and the mighty mountains.  When we have done these things we will then understand 
the power which made them - made us, and that through the miracle of nature we can do 
nothing more than to behold the potentiality which rests deeply buried within the hidden 
recesses of our soul.  We shall never realize this potential until we unleash it from the 
grave in a surge of creative effort to do what may have once seemed to be impossible.  
Only when we trust this power can we cease the dream and become as the great oak 
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upon a distant shore.  Surely when we see the fields of golden grain waving in the wind, 
or a flower dancing under the sun, we must realize that we too are a part of the song and 
dance of nature. 
 
 Ralph Waldo Emerson once said,  
 
 “Think me not unkind and rude that I walk alone in grove and glen.  I go to the 
god of the wood to fetch his word to me.  Tax not my sloth that I fold my arms beside the 
brook. Each cloud that floated in the sky wrote a letter in my book.  Chide me not, 
laborious band, for the idle flowers I brought.  Every aster in my hand goes home 
loaded with a thought.  There was never mystery but tis figured in the flowers; was 
never secret history but birds tell it in the bowers.  One harvest from thy field 
homeward brought the oxen strong.  A second crop thine acres yield, which I gather in 
a song. 
 
Take a position of meditation. 
Say out loud. 
 
Reveal to m, Oh Father,  
Through the river of golden grass bending in the wind, 
The secret of the tiny seed, 
The miracle of the golden sun, 
And the mystery of the flowers. 
Let me behold in everything I see, 
 The answers to my thousand questions, 
Feel the power, which I have not yet unleashed, 
And find the mysterious path 
By which all living things in heaven and earth must journey. 
 
I seek to approach the Masters of Cosmic Order, 
 And honor the Earth, mother of life, with reverence, 
As I do those who sustain the universe. 
I seek to walk with the Holy winds, 
Which carry the seeds of life from place to place. 
I watch the moon and the sun, 
And the stars, 
For they are without beginning, 
Self-determined and Self-moved, 
And from them I know 
That I too, if I can but surrender,  
Shall become free of limitations, 
And join all life on the holy journey though time. 
 
Most of all, 
I seek communion with you, oh Lord,  
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Who is the moving cause of cosmic order, 
The essence in the Days and Nights, 
The Seasons, the Plants and the Woods, 
The life within the grain of wheat  
Which bears forth twenty grains in its time of harvest. 
 
 
MEDITATION:  (Min: 20 minutes) 
 
1.  The life force in the grain of wheat 
2.  Strive to see the power with which the tiny grains move the earth.  Try to see 
that in the wheat’s surrender it does not cease to exist, but becomes more.  
Perceive how it reaches toward the light and that this magnetic pull is the key to 
the power within you. 
 
CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 I thank you Father - that you have placed yourself in each of us, that you are the 
force which enables the child to grow from a tiny seed to an adult and yet are the 
creator of the myriad of stars.  When I behold the newborn spring, I behold the birth of 
life and I am caught in its ever-budding miracle.  Now I see that all things can become 
my teachers, for each possesses the qualities I must develop.  I must seek to nurture this 
spark of fire, which you have placed within my soul; by exposing myself to wisdom, 
which shall shine upon me as the sun.  I shall strive for good health and long life; and 
by exposing myself to the wonders of heaven that my mind may flow upward like the 
wind.  May you help me in understanding these miracles which you have bestowed on 
all living things, that I might dwell in your kingdom forever and ever. 
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 

 As the sun sinks behind the mountains and the land is 
covered with the tints of orange and indigo, and the 
lengthening shadows of the forthcoming night, we behold 
the rivers of golden grass dancing in the subtle breeze of 
even’s tide.  A single grain is too weak to stand alone, but 
bound together by its unity to the distant fields it is made 
strong.  We are like the tiny grain, for alone we may not be 

strong enough to challenge the winds and floods, but together we are more powerful 
than the ravages of floods, famines, and pestilence. What mysteries we behold in the 
tiny yellow kernel also exist in us. And when we have found this fire of life, we too 
shall become one with the movement of cosmic order, one with God. 
 
Longfellow said,  
 
“All are architects of Fate, Working in these walls of Time.  Some with massive deeds 
and great, and some with ornaments of rhyme.  Nothing useless is, or low. Each thing in 
its place is best.  And what seems but idle show strengthens and supports the rest.   
 Our today and yesterdays are the blocks with which we build.  Think not, because 
no man sees, such things remain unseen.  In the elder days of Art, builders wrought with 
greatest care, each minute and unseen part; for the gods see every where.  Therefore, 
let us do our work as well, both the unseen and the seen.  Make the house where gods 
may dwell, beautiful, entire and clean.   
 Build today, then strong and sure, with a firm and ample base.  And ascending 
and secure shall tomorrow finds its place.  Thus alone can we attain to those turrets, 
where the eye sees the world as one vast plain, and one boundless reach of sky.” 
 
CLOSING EVENING PRAYER: 
 
 I thank you Father for the miracles in this day.  I know now that I must look 
beyond the empty shadow of life, for from events of this day I have learned that there is 
a reason and a purpose for all things.  I thank you for the more enduring goals revealed 
to me through all things, which you have created.  And I thank you for your guidance 
and rededicate myself to the eternal path of growth and discovering. 
 
 
BEFORE SLEEP: 
 
 Envision yourself, like the grain of wheat, growing toward the light.  Free 
yourself from the shackles of earth’s bondage, just as the grain of wheat moves the soil 
of the earth.  Feel yourself flowing in the evening breeze, bending in harmony with the 
flowers beneath the stars.   And lastly, allow yourself to become one with the Spirit of 
God, as the golden wheat, oblivious to its individuality, and one in the sunset and dawn. 
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 

 
Week 13 

 
Wonders of Nature 

 
 
 Summer 
  

 Summers will come and go, but this summer can 
never be lived again.  It begins its birth through the mist 
of April’s rains, rises in great splendor amid the flowers 
of May and falls suddenly in the warming days of June.  
Flowers of every hue, from red poppies to the stately 
roses, bring a splendor not found in any other season. In 
the meantime, the fertile fields become alive with 
waving grains and fruit begins to ripen on the trees.   
 Without the summer’s sun to touch flowered 

petals of fruit yielding trees, the limbs would become like a widowed woman with no 
children to nurture, and without the summer sun the rose would not fulfill its bud.  High 
in the mountains, which have gathered, the winter’s snow there would be no 
nourishment for the rivers and streams, for it is the heat of the summer sun which 
causes the snow to melt.  Then it pours in curling tresses down the mountain’s rocky 
cliffs to regenerate the life giving force of the mighty waters.  Our bodies, like the 
winter’s dormant seed, regenerates themselves with the spring rains, but stores for 
winter during the summer sun while drinking its draught from the golden rays of light. 
  
James Russell Lowell wrote:   
  
 Earth gets it price for what Earth gives us; The beggar is taxed for a corner to die 
in.  The priest hath his fee who comes and shrives us.  We bargain for the graves we lie 
in.  At the devil’s booth are all things sold, each ounce of dross costs its ounce of gold.  
For a cap and bells our lives we pay bubbles we buy with a whole soul’s tasking.  Tis 
heaven alone that is given away.  Tis only God may be had for the asking.  No price is 
set on the lavish summer, June may be had by the poorest comer.  And what is so rare 
as a day in June?  
 Then, if ever, come perfect days.  Then Heaven tries earth if it be in tune and over 
it softly her warm ear lays.  Whether we look, or whether we listen, we hear life 
murmur, or see it glisten.  Every clod feels the stir of might, an instinct within it that 
reaches and towers.  And, groping blindly above it for light climbs the soul in grass and 
flowers.  The flush of life may well be seen thrilling back over hills and valleys.  The 
cowslip startles in meadows green, the buttercup catches the sun in its chalice.  And 
whatever life has ebbed away comes flooding back with a ripply cheer.  We are happy 
now because God wills it.  No matter how barren the past may have been, tis enough for 
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now that the leaves are green.  We may shut our eyes, but we cannot help knowing that 
skies are clear and grass is growing, while a breeze comes whispering in our ears. 
 
 Remember the days when we ran barefoot through the grass and our skin turned 
from whitened pale to gold hued brown as we absorbed the summer’s sun after the 
manner of the trees; how we turned to the streams and rivers and lakes, for swimming, 
boating, and camping.  All these things prepared us, although we did not understand it 
that way, for the long winter months, which would come upon us in stealing shadows.  
No, we never saw things quite that way.....we thought we were just having fun.  All too 
often we feel that we are masters of ourselves and forget that even as small children we 
sought to wade in the shallow pool, rolled in the green grass and played ball beneath the 
summer sun.   All these things we did without thought, enjoying ourselves through the 
long wonderful days of earth’s fulfillment.  Now we see that we too were designed as 
an integral part of nature and now we see that our earth brought through us a desire for 
life.  We are therefore not unlike the trees, the flowers, and the rolling meadows, for we 
are a part of earth dependent on the wonder of summer. 
 The seasons teach us about life, for from the tiny infant of spring must come the 
summer days to nurture and raise the child to prime.  Successful in its pursuit of life 
spring begins to mold the golden leaves of fall.  Then it shall seek a snow-white casket 
for its bed, only to rise once more to a wedding mid morning song.  We too are born, 
mature to prime, enter old age and die amid the whitened hair of winter’s early cold.  
We too shall rise once more in birth’s early song. 
 
Take a position of Meditation. 
Say out loud. 
 
My outer being is reborn within. 
I dwell within the Presence of God 
As my body dwells in the sunshine of summer. 
My spirit claims the fellowship of greater values, 
To see that which I have not seen before, 
To hear with ears tuned to hear that which I have not heard, 
And to behold the wonder of God’s creation, 
Through nature’s spring, summer, fall and winter, 
To learn that in all things there is a season, 
A time to live, 
And a time to die. 
 
I give thanks to you, oh Lord, 
For thou hast illumined my face 
With the light of your covenant. 
Day by day I seek you 
And ever you shine upon me as bright as bright as the perfect dawn. 
 
I behold my link with all nature, 
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With the seasons of the year, 
I am born with spring, 
Mature with the ripened fruit, 
Nourished by the mountain snow. 
I seek the golden age of wisdom, 
Even as winter touches my aging countenance. 
Yet, because of your Spirit in me, 
I shall never taste of death, 
But be as the holy plants, 
Resting upon the wind, 
And rise newborn once more amid the splendor of life. 
 
In me you have planted a tree, 
Which blooms with flowers unfading, 
Whose boughs put forth-thick leaves, 
Which stands firm-planted forever, 
And destined to give shade to all creatures, 
As does the mighty Oak. 
My soul strives constantly to reach toward heaven, 
While my body reaches into the earth, 
To drink from the holy river of life. 
  
I give thanks to you, O my God, 
For you have wrought a wonder with dust, 
And have shown forth your power, 
In the heavens   
And in the earth, 
In the seasons.  
And I shall behold the miracle of summer 
As I have beheld the miracle of the winter. 
 
MEDITATION:  (Min: 20 minutes) 
 
1.  Summer 
2.  Seek to understand the beauty and benefits of summer in order to understand how all 
things are perfect. 
 
CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 I thank you, Father, for summer, for I know now that it brings the light of life 
and that you have created it for the good of all living things.  I shall strive to enjoy this 
wondrous gift you have given us.  With the longer days I shall have more opportunity to 
live, to love, and to give; To walk in the mid day warmth and feel the cooling waters; 
And from the summer days I shall draw life that I might be of good health and strength 
through the winter’s cold.  I behold your perfection, even through the changing seasons. 
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 

 Raises early the summer sun and all creatures sing 
its song.  The robin will take her newborn children to 
bathe in turning sprinklers.  Later, she will teach them 
to fly beneath the azure sky.  The fragrance of 
flowering trees and plants fill the air with rich perfume 
and when dusk falls the night blooming jasmine carries 
on with the enchanting odors of night’s bloom.  With 

the coming of summer’s night the birds are still, but the music of the frogs fill the 
countryside with nocturne’s song, while the tiny fireflies flit with flaming lanterns in the 
evening shadows.  Cooling is the eve’s summer breeze and warming is the sun in 
summer’s dawn. 
  
From The Garden of the Prophet by Gibran: 
 
 “Master, I am afraid of time.  It passes over us and robs us of our youth, and what 
does it give in return?” 
 And he answered and said:  “Take up now a handful of good earth.  Do you find 
in it a seed, and perhaps a worm?  If your hand were spacious and enduring enough, 
the seed might become a forest, and the worm a flock of angels.  And forget not that the 
years which turn seeds to forests, and worms to angels, belong to this Now, all of the 
years, this very Now. 
 “And what are the seasons of the years save your own thoughts changing?  
Spring is an awakening in your breast, and summer but a recognition of your own 
fruitfulness.  Is not autumn the ancient in you singing a lullaby to that which is still a 
child in your being?  And what, I ask you, is winter save sleep big with dreams of all the 
other seasons.” 
 
CLOSING EVENING PRAYER: 
 
 I thank you, Father, for this day, for I behold the wonder of your creation.  
Through the summer’s sun and wind I perceive the nourishing of earth, that through the 
coming winter my life can be sustained by the ripened fruit and husked golden grain.  I 
behold your perfect plan throughout creation, for without spring the summer is but a 
hollow mother.  Without summer the harvest would bear no fruit and without death 
there can be no spring.  I shall strive to seek you throughout all things in my life and 
when I have learned these things well I know I shall rise in a new Spring, not of earthly 
womb.  
 
BEFORE SLEEP 
 
In the eye of your mind sit yourself upon the grass, or in a rolling meadow, and feel the 
warmth of summer day.  Turn your gaze toward the night sky where glows the shining 
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moon..... and behold the splendor of God.  Journey deep into the knighted splendor to 
God and there dwell within his presence as you dwell in the summer sun. 
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 
 

Week 14 
 

Mankind 
 
People 
 

 Bowed was the back of the woman with her basket of 
belongings.  Her hair was the color of faded wheat with streaks 
of matted snow.  She wandered down the street pushing her 
basket, her eyes blank and hopeless.  A Passerby paid little 
heed to her, for she might touch their garments with her 
uncleanness. 
      Bowed was the back of the man who was bent over the 
jackhammer, his hair matted with sweat beneath his hard hat.  
His ears no longer heard the fearful noise which came as the 
bit dissolved the concrete before him, for he now lived in a 

muted world of summer winds and children’s laughter.  No one paid him heed because 
they were offended by the terrible noise he made. 
     Gone was the smiling face of the child who once was his parent’s pride.  He 
now stood alone, unwanted, beneath the swaying swing.  There were no hands to push 
him, no heart to bear him, no tender good nights, for he was no one’s child now.  No 
one came for him because he was too old, or too young, or too difficult.  His sadness 
went deeper than the powerful river which tore at his soul like the winds of a hurricane, 
but he couldn’t understand his pain, because he was but a child. 
       The woman stood there with her child against the waning sun held in the throes 
of darkness because she could not afford a place to live.  An old canvass tent lay at her 
feet, but she could not raise it because too many pieces were missing.  Tears now dried 
in her eyes because she did not want her child to see the loneliness and desolation, 
which held her heart, bound to the sorrows of the world.  The man she once loved didn’t 
care about her now because he had found a new love.  So he left the child with the 
woman to go to the comfort  his new home and lend the arms which had once been hers 
to cling to.  Now she faced the night alone. 
 These are the children of God. 
 She who now journeyed down the street with her basket of belongings had once 
been a wife and a mother.  Although she appeared useless now she had raised a son, 
who was a husband and father, a daughter, who was now a wife and mother.  Would 
they become like she one day, forgotten and untouchable.  No, because she was a child 
of God, who had done her job well, although she could not remember those days very 
well anymore.  Nor would she die alone, because she had been an integral part of the 
continuity of all life.  Angels would come for her one-day, and because she was good 
she would sing once more. 
 As the man bent over his jackhammer he thought only of the great cities he had 
helped to build.  Everyday people came to admire the great structures, to shop in the 
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sparkling malls, to pay homage to the great statues.  These were the things he had made 
with his hands.  He was a child of God.  Although his hearing was gone, this would pass 
away.  Although his back was bowed, this too would pass away.  He had given his life 
to help build a world for human life and God saw that this was good.  He would not die 
alone, for one day angels would come and crown him with laurel leaves because he was 
brave and strong. 
 One day he stood against the cold and frigid beam of an iron bridge.  Below him 
the swirling waters called offering him oblivion and freedom from his pain.  But he was 
a child of God, a vision of the future, a destiny yet unfulfilled.  So God sent a winged 
seraph from heaven’s holy mold.   
 
 “Do not die this night,” he said, “I am your life, a time not yet lived, a vision not 
yet born.  I am you in prophecy’s enlightened dawn, An angel lost in enchantment’s 
mantled morn. There upon the windswept cold and shrouded steel, a hand unshackled 
the metal’s slated rails.  Aflame that he, who slumbered mid fate’s dark halls, would 
one day ascend aloft on angel sails.  The bridge still endures in winter’s mantled 
brume, though gone is the ghost of death’s withered beam.  It became the scalpel of a 
surgeon’s skill and healed a crippled child’s wishful dream. 
 
 A kindly hand would reach out to the lonely woman by the broken canvass tent, 
for she was a child of God.  Her dried tears turned to hope as she was given shelter mid 
the tall pines.  Stood she there in the lengthening shadows beside the running stream.  
She was a nurse and touched the world with healing hands.  The lives she touched 
might not remember her, but God would not forget her, for she was good and kind...and 
gave life to those who might have died. 
 If we ever doubt the beauty of human worth, we have but to look at the 
magnificent cities, the blooming orchards, the patchwork patterns of green fields which 
lay in panoramic splendor across the world, the strength in the strong hands of the truck 
drivers, the charcoal darkened faces of our fire fighters, the chattering teeth of 
exhausted lineman fighting to bring power into the frozen homes of winter’s chill.  Let 
us honor the hope of the earlier settlers who braved fevers, cold, and burning deserts for 
the dream we now call home.   Do not forget the brawn of the powerful woodsmen who 
carved out the wood for our homes, or callused hands of every mother and father, the 
spirit behind the one who cleans the sewer drains, the doctors, lawyers, and merchants 
who share our life.  Without each of them our lives would be filled with surviving and 
they will be the masters of tomorrow for each bears the spirit of God. 
  
Take a position of Meditation. 
And say out loud. 
 
My body is but a temporary dwelling place for my soul. 
Because I am an integral and undying part of this great universe 
I abide in God and know that He abides in me. 
And as I behold this in myself 
I see the smile of God in every passing face. 
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When first the world began 
You did shed your Holy Spirit 
On all you did bring into being,  
And make them all to attest, 
Your wondrous mysteries. 
 
You did show your handiwork 
In all that you made. 
You revealed your glory, 
In all their varied shapes, 
Your truth is in all their works. 
On all who kept your charge, 
You bestowed grace abounding, 
And mercies never failing. 
To those who keep faith with you, 
Behold, you crown their heads 
With glory everlasting. 
 
You have given your Holy Spirit, 
To the righteous and wicked alike, 
Your Holy Spirit can not pass away. 
The fullness of heaven and earth attests it, 
And the sum of all things 
Stands witness to your glory. 
 
I know that through your good will towards man, 
You have bestowed upon him a rich heritage, 
Less he might go astray, 
And stumble on the steps of life. 
Because of your power, your glory, and your mercy, 
All things have been endowed with the Pilgrim’s path to enlightenment. 
I know that not one single living soul has been denied this Light, 
And that all shall one day manifest it, 
And that together we can build a New World of peace. 
 
 
I, as is all life, am a holy aspect of your wondrous creation, 
I have been designed to walk and talk with the angels, 
To bear a seed of greatness 
And to leave a noble mark upon the world. 
May each day bring the presence of your Sprit in me, 
Closer and closer to my soul, 
That I might become a reflection of you on earth, 
To instill light where there is darkness, 
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Hope where there is hopelessness, 
Peace where there is war. 
 
 
Meditation:  (Min:  20 minutes) 
 
1. Seek to find the value of human worth. 
2. Behold the immortality of yourself is the immortality of God. 

And behold the magnificence, that the human beings which have built this world 
upon which we live, for that is none other than the Spirit of God. 

 
CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 Thank you, Father for this day, which you have made.  As I begin to behold the 
good in others I behold it in myself.  As I began to feel your spirit in me I began also to 
perceive it in others.  Mighty are you, O Lord.  It is your power, which fulfills my needs.  
From You comes my confidence and when I have called upon you, you have answered 
me and mended my broken heart.  When I have slumbered, or slept, or dreamed, I have 
always awoken.  When my heart has been smitten you have upheld me, and when I have 
had cause to cry out, it is You who have rescued me.  As You are to me, so are you with 
all others who call upon you.  May the day dawn when my love for all life reflects your 
love, when my mercy is like your mercy and my understanding sees with your eyes. 
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 
Gibran wrote:   

  
 “To be robbed, cheated, deceived, ay, misled 
and trapped and then mocked, yet with it all to look 
down from the height of your larger self and smile, 
knowing that there is a spring that will come to your 
garden to dance in your leaves, and an autumn to ripen 
your grapes; knowing that if but one of your windows is 
open to the East, you shall never be empty; knowing that 
all those deemed wrongdoers and robbers, cheaters and 

deceivers are your brothers in need, and that you are perchance all of these in the eyes 
of the blessed inhabitants of that City Invisible, above this city. 
 “And now, to you also whose hands fashion and find all things that are needful 
for the comfort of our days and our nights. 
 “To be is to be a weaver with seeing fingers, a builder mindful of light and 
space; to be a ploughman and feel that you are hiding a treasure with every seed you 
sow; to be a fisherman and a hunter with a pity for the fish and for the beast, yet a still 
greater pity for the hunger and need of man. 
 “And above all, I say this: I would have you each and every one partners to the 
purpose of every man, for only so shall you hope to obtain your own good purpose.” 
 
CLOSING EVENING PRAYER: 
 
 I thank you Father for this world which you have made, for I have beheld your 
handiwork in every star, in every flower and every flowing stream.  But most of all I am 
beginning to understand the miracle of life and I seek to behold your Spirit in every 
human being.  I shall strive to remember that this world upon which I live has been built 
by every living soul and that only good shall defeat evil, love defeat hatred, and peace 
defeat war.  I am beginning to see that I can learn from every human being, if I will but 
set aside the barriers, which separate me from them.  I thank you for all life, for this, my 
life, and most of all that you in your wisdom and love implanted greatness in every 
living soul. 
 
 
BEFORE SLEEP: 
 

ake yourself to a mountain, or perch upon a cloud, and behold the splendor of 
earth from a distance.  See the lights, which shine, in the homes of your fellow man, the 
great architectural structures, dams and monuments, which have been made by human 
hands.  Give thanks to the explorers who faced all hardships to build a New World.  
Now feel yourself as a part of the Spirit of God and pierce the darkness within to find 
His Light within your soul.  Journey.....Journey.....onward....through the moving colors 
of black and indigo until you find the fire of His stars. 
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 

 
Week 15 

 
Perseverance 

 
Rocks 
 

 When one is free to travel the open road one is caught 
in the grandeur of the rugged mountains standing etched 
against the sun.  In these hushed moments of such scenic 
wonder a person all too often perceives only the beauty and not 
life’s purpose.  It is not wrong to do this, only incomplete.  The 
stark splendor of the snow crested peaks gather snow 
throughout the winters, collecting the diamond-studded crystals 
to form them by a natural freezing process.  This method quite 
possibly helped some inventor conceive the idea for our 
modern refrigeration.   

 During the magic of the winter months clouds cover and shroud the mountain 
summits with mystery and solitude.  Through the long winter the snow lays in icy layers 
across the summits, but when the sun begins its longer journey across the sky the frozen 
crystals begin to melt.  Water flows toward the rivers and streams, which in turn nourish 
the land and its entire people. 
 This land upon which we live is not only nourished from the rushing rivers and 
gentle streams, but also revitalized from the nutrients in the rock which help provide a 
variety of minerals necessary for life.   Thousands of different shapes and colors 
enhance the already beautiful earth, while stabilizing the earth’s surface.  In the 
beginning of time there were perpetual volcanic eruptions and rivers of molten lava 
cooled and formed rocky contours on the face of the land.  Mountains rose from the 
volcanic rock, then spread from sea to sea.   These rocks gave life, sustained life and 
made continuation of earthly progression and existence possible. 
 Granite statues stand tall in city squares, chiseled out of rock by those who 
sculpt, for in every rock presides the image of a hero. 
 

Chisel in hand stood a sculpture boy 
With his marble block before him, 

And his eyes lit up with a smile of joy, 
As an angel-dream passed o’er him. 

 
He carved the dream on that shapeless stone, 

With many a sharp incision; 
With heaven’s own light the sculpture shone, - 

He’d caught that angel-vision. 
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Children of life are we, as we stand 
With our lives uncarved before us, 

Waiting the hour when, at God’s command, 
Our life-dream shall pass o’er us. 

 
If we carve it then on the yielding stone, 

With many a sharp incision, 
Its heavenly beauty shall be our own, 

Our lives, that angel-vision. 
 

We learn patience and perseverance from the rocks, for as small pebbles or huge 
boulders they are earth’s sentinels and earth’s preservers.  They reflect the unfailing 
strength of God, the eternal power of God and the stalwart endurance of God.  Man too 
must learn the way of the rocks.....to stand strong through good and bad, as the 
mountain’s glory stands strong in rain and snow, for that is the steadfastness of God. 
    Each must learn that hardships help to purify just as the water is purified during its 
flow over stone, for as there are rapids there are also calm seas.  Therefore, for every 
storm we endure the peace of dawn will follow.  In the meantime the mighty mountains, 
masters of the rock family, remind us that they are our protectors, that they give us 
shelter in times of need and help build strong bones in us.  We see in them both the 
reflection and perfection of God’s movement of cosmic order. 
 Gravestones adorn the graves as bodies turn to dust, while the deep violet 
amethyst adorns the home of the living.  Great city buildings and homes are built of 
stone, even as stone arches open to delicate gardens where beautiful carved statues hold 
court.  Concrete made of stones becomes the foundation for the homes of both poor and 
millionaires alike, and rocks stabilize the road while it runs along beautiful riverbeds. 
 Diamonds, rubies and emeralds.......all are stone. 
 
 
Take a position of Meditation. 
Say out loud. 
 
Within me the perfect plan is being born, 
Even as it is being imprinted in the holy stones. 
I recognize new worth in everything I touch. 
I seek to give the world a fellowship, 
Strong and enduring as the mighty rocks. 
 
I praise you oh great Creator, 
For you have given me life. 
You are the Fount of all Light, 
Even that Light which pierces the granite stone. 
You make visible the Path for all;  
You are the Lord of Joy, 
And love, 
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And you open wide the double gates of the Horizon. 
 
Hail to you!   
For you are the great,  
For you are the eternal, oh Father of the gods. 
God ancient from the beginning; 
Who fashioned me,, 
Who brought forth all creation, 
Who made the light as prime overseer, 
Who created all, who came after it, 
You made the heavens, 
And from your heart. 
You founded the earth  
 
You are the giver of life even beyond the mighty stone mountains, 
And you have created a fortune, 
That is greater than those of emeralds and diamonds. 
Fate is subject to you, 
For you are the Lord of Eternity, 
And the giver of life to all beings. 
You give the sun its glory and power. 
You give the powerful rocks strength and endurance. 
You give the moon its increase and her decrease,  
And unto all, even myself, 
You did ordain a course. 
To thee I pray, O Lord, 
That I may perceive you in all living things, 
And like the mighty mountains, 
Lift my eyes to thee each day, 
And be strong and enduring in the course you have set before me. 
 
Meditation:  (Min:  20 minutes) 
 
1. Seek to realize that rocks beneath your feet are a living thing & provide strength to 
your bones that you might walk & play. 
2.   Behold the beauty of precious gems, for they are but stones before they are polished. 
As the polishing cloth and stone cutter makes them beautiful, so too, do the difficulties 
of human life make beautiful the souls of earth. There is no ugly person upon the earth, 
for each is a gorgeous diamond in the process of being polished & cut.  Seek something 
beautiful in every one you meet & meet every obstacle with perseverance that you 
might become as strong and lasting as the rocks beneath your feet. 
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CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 I thank you Father that you have built this planet from the mighty rocks, for they 
reflect your strength, your perseverance, and your wisdom.  When I see the towering 
mountains I behold the majesty you have instilled in all living things, and when I see the 
mist gather itself upon the river banks and mountain tops I behold the outer and 
mysterious grandeur of that which is so deeply hidden in the eternal strength of all 
things.  And powerfully does it display itself within the rocks.  I have seen this grandeur 
displayed in the adornments made for human wear and I marvel over the hardness of 
the diamond and the deep green of the emeralds as I marvel over the pearl made by the 
humble oyster.  Then I too must possess some unknown depth yet to be carved out of the 
hard granite of the corporeal world and I await the moment of my own unveiling.  
Thank you for the wonder and mystery, which is surrounded by such beauty.  
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 

 The walls of these valleys are made up of rocks of 
different sizes, partly separated from each other by narrow 
gorges and side-canyons.  Every rock seems to glow with life, 
like a thousand feet, they advance their brows in thoughtful 
attitudes beyond their companions, giving welcome to storms 
and calms alike, seemingly conscious yet heedless of 
everything going on about them.  Awesome in stern majesty, 
yet associated with the beauty of the frailest and most fleeting 
forms, their feet are set in oak-groves and gay emerald 
meadows, while their brows touch the sky.  They are bathed 

in light, while clouds and the winds shine and surge and wreathe about them as the 
years pass.  Nature has taken pains to gather her choicest treasures into the stones, but 
seldom does the human eye perceive their kindness, perseverance, and enduring 
strength. 
 Hail to the mighty rocks that have helped to build the earth. 
 
CLOSING EVENING PRAYER: 
 
 I thank you Father for the discoveries of this day, for helping me to see the 
majesty of the rocks which have revealed to me the good in all things, for if a rock be 
good.....then good indeed lives in all things.  I would that I become as strong as the 
rocks, that I too might persevere in the task you have assigned me with the same 
fortitude.  In that the rock reveals its alignment with your Divine plan, I know that all 
living things are not only part of your plan, but possess an individual aspect of it within 
itself.  May this day be the beginning of those discoveries, which encompass the 
universe of the stars, and those that live within me. 
 
BEFORE SLEEP: 
 
 Walk along the rock-hewn path by the running water.  There behold the light, 
which is in a drop of water, and know that the same light is in the stone.  Then look 
toward the stars and know that the same light dwells in every star, and then behold the 
same light within yourself.  Close your eyes and in the eye of your mind move through 
the dark shadows and deep indigos toward the Light, for that is the light within yourself. 
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JOURNEY OF A THOUSAND SUNS 

 
Week - 16 

 
Patience 

 
 
Light of God 

 God is the splendor in everything the eye 
beholds.  If the eyes are unclouded by personal 
beliefs, emotions and thoughts, then one can perceive 
that all things are working together in such a manner 
as to produce something more wonderful and perfect 
than the mind has ever conceived.  As the water must 
flow over rocks to become clean and pure, or the 
flower be exposed to both water and sunshine to 

reach its bloom, so it is with everything in the world.  Each thing, whether the eye 
beholds it as evil or good, is working in such a manner as to produce the perfection of 
earth.   
 Only a Master Craftsman that is greater than any master, teacher, poet, or 
composer, can create such a miracle.  At the same time the perfection being wrought is 
causing the perfection of each individual as well as that of a planet, and so designed as 
to assure that every living thing can progress only by doing the task at hand well.  For 
one to live in heaven on earth is to perceive these remarkable phenomena and to seek to 
live within its perimeters. 
 God does not live in the stars, He is the stars.  God does not live in human,  He 
is the human, although human consciousness may seem to control the divine factor for a 
time, it is shortly lived.  Eventually each human being will unveil the light of God 
because he designed it that way.  Therefore, He is everything beautiful and everything 
good.  Contrary to popular belief there is no duality in the universe, for each form of life 
is merely attempting to develop the undeveloped aspects of itself through the task 
master of cause and effect.. 
  
Beethoven wrote:   
  
Wrapped in the shadows of eternal solitude, in the impenetrable darkness of the thicket, 
impenetrable, immeasurable, unapproachable, formless extended.  Before spirit was 
breathed into things his spirit was,  and his only.  As mortal eyes compare the finite 
with the infinite of things they look into a shining mirror.  He who is above, O, He is, 
and without Him there is nothing.  There is no loftier mission than to approach the 
Divinity nearer than other men, and to disseminate the divine rays among mankind, for 
Heaven rules over the destiny of both human and inhuman beings, and so it will guide 
me, too, to the better things of life. 
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 Ralph Waldo Emerson wrote in his poem, The World Soul......the following 
words; 
 

When the old world is sterile, 
And the ages are effete, 

He will from wrecks and sediment, 
The fairer world to complete. 

He forbids to despair; 
His cheeks mantle with mirth; 

And the unimagined good of men 
Is yearning at the birth. 

Spring still makes spring in the mind, 
When sixty years are told; 

Love wakes anew this throbbing heart, 
And we are never old. 

Over the winter glaciers, 
I see the summer glow, 

And through the wild-piled snowdrift, 
The warm rosebuds below. 

 
 

 God is the strength which gets us through the dark days.  He is the love which 
draws us into its enchantment for our seasoning, and the warmth which shines through 
the summer sun.  Above all He is the power, the love and the wisdom which flows 
through, guides, and materializes all living things...and one with Him in the beginning 
we were sent into the vast world of space, not to be punished, but to become, for God is 
life itself.  We have become individualized and Light is overcoming darkness.  Now we 
seek to work and live in harmony with that which we have always been, not as an 
unborn potential but in the radiant maturity of a destiny which He instilled in every 
atom.  Love is the secret key which will unlock the door to the King’s Palace, but 
beware, a dragon guards the entry. 
 
Take a position of Meditation. 
Say out loud. 
 
I enter the holy temple of God within my soul with reverence. 
I strive to meet the life of everyday with appreciation and fortitude, 
I know that life is for my growth. 
Within my body the healing peace of God abides. 
My ambitions are sustained in the highest realization, 
I seek to free myself from bondage to a world of transient things. 
 
I shall hold it as one of the laws, 
Engraved of old on the tablets, 
To offer to God as my fruits - 
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The praises of my tongue, 
And the melody of my lips. 
Only where God sets bounds, 
The unchangeable bounds of His law, 
Will I too set my domain. 
 
At the onset of fear and alarm, 
Or when trouble and stress are at hand, 
I will bless him with special thanksgiving, 
And muse on His power, 
And rely on His mercies always, 
Whenever distress breaks out, 
I still will praise Him; 
And when His salvation comes, 
Join the chorus of praise. 
 
He has parted light from darkness, 
And, through His discerning wisdom, 
He has transformed dawn into the brightness of day. 
He crowns the hillsides with that which gives us life.. 
Blessed is God, 
Who by His power made the earth, 
By his wisdom founded the world, 
By his understanding spread out the skies. 
Who first brought forth the winds, 
Made lightning with the rain, 
And lifted the mists from the horizon. 
 
May I finally attain, 
The triumph of righteousness, 
World without end, 
And receive the blessings you shed, 
On those marked for honor. 
May I reap the harvest of that vision, 
That was created by you, 
And may I become a part, 
Of the prophets dream. 
 
Blessed for ever more, 
Be my memory of you. 
 
. 
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MEDITATION:  (Min: 20 minutes) 
 
1. God - As the beginning of Creation: 
2. Seek to perceive the Light as God of Creation moving outward from His being to 

become the universe of the stars. 
 
CLOSE MEDITATION: 
 
 Thank you, Father for bringing my life into being.  Thank you for the seed of 
greatness you instilled in my soul a seed of greatness which will one day be harvested, 
for I am coming to realize that I am because you have willed it.  I seek to commune with 
you, because you are the heart of my soul, my eternal companion through eternity and 
that you alone are with me when I am born and when I die.  My gratitude knows no 
limits when I remember that you will never leave me and that I will never again suffer 
loneliness, for you are with me through sickness, health, poverty and wealth.  You are 
my completion.     
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AT BEDTIME - BEFORE SLEEP 
 

 As God has made the waking hours, He has also 
made the night.  Even as we sleep He covers us with a 
blanket of stars, although we have always believed that 
is only the sky.  His magic came to us as He awakened 
us with the touch of spring rains in the silver-gray of 
earth’s seasonal transformation, or perhaps he touches 
us most when the rays of the morning sun flood our 
rooms with light and instills in us the urge to rise and 

live.   But what can be more tender than the hours of darkness when He cloaks the earth 
with star light and moon beams, when for a brief moment before sleep closes ours we 
behold the wonder of his universe.  Gone, and a million things leave no trace.  Loosed, 
and it flows through the galaxies, a fountain of light, into the very mind.  Dabble in the 
flow, delight in the shallowness of the stream.  Within one inch-square of the happiness 
of the heart one can fill the whole space between heaven and earth, for there is a Secret 
One inside us; and the planets in all the galaxies pass through His hands like beads. 
 Jesus once said, And when darkness gently closes the eyes of the angels of the 
Earthly Mother, then shall you also sleep, that your spirit may join the unknown angels 
of the Heavenly Father. 
 
CLOSING EVENING PRAYER: 
 
 I thank you Father for this very special day which brought me another 
opportunity for learning, another day of life.  As time passes I am beginning to 
understand that life is deathless, and that you created us immortal, that we shall out live 
the mighty mountains of earth and all earth’s rivers and streams.....even the powerful 
sea.  And where shall we be then Father, this human you have reared from a tiny atom 
to live and breath upon this planet which you have built?  Will we be a light upon the 
cosmic wind, or perhaps a guiding hand for some human soul?   
 Ah yes!  a being of great light with wings of gold dancing on the epochs, your 
breath upon the future tides of time.  Help me Father, to endure the difficulties of 
human life and remember that I, an infant, shall one day be an adult.  Then shall I know 
the full wonder of the Light and dwell with you forever. 
 
BEFORE SLEEP: 
 
 Behold a golden bridge which arches to the sky and there amongst the stars 
behold the Light.  Move upward....upward....toward the Light.  Then enter into its very 
core, where the golden radiance becomes pure white more brilliant than any diamond.  
Allow its flame to encircle you, fill you, and lift you into oneness, where night and day 
not exist.  There in the midst of this holy sanctuary behold the presence of God. 
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CLOSING PRAYER 
In the name of God the Father, 

The Son and the Holy Spirit,  
And in the name of the guardians of 

the four walls of  
the Cosmos, 

And in the name of the yellow moon 
and golden sun, 

We ask for…. 
 Peace, 

Protection, 
Love, 
and  

Understanding. 
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AUTHOR BIOGRAPHY 
 
      The Author entered Cosmic Consciousness during the early 
seventies.  At that time the mysteries pertaining to the creation of the 
universe were revealed. Shortly thereafter, she renounced a personal life 
to serve as a spiritual educator. Elizabeth has devoted over a quarter of a 
century to the study of ancient Christian manuscripts.  Considered one of 
the foremost authorities in the world on the life of Christ, Elizabeth has 
deciphered some of the most complex work ever written, including St. 
John’s Revelation. Author of several books, she has appeared on 
hundreds of radio and television shows, and is listed in Who’s Who in 
America.  
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