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Author’s note

Microstories is a collection of 44 bite-sized taldssigned to inspire, entertain and inform.
Each Microstory is accompanied by a spiritual sumyntizat can be used as a meditative
statement. Since the stories and summaries asel&tontained, Microstories can be read

from start to finish or by choosing pages at randgnjoy.
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She was a femme fatale like no other. Incredibhygréul, her reach was as wide as the
ocean is deep. When she came calling, most wolltmioAlthough her calls took on many
different forms, there was always a common thr@ads seductress promised so much. The
promises never lasted, but her hold did. And therréal journey began.

Beyond the initial excitement and ecstasy layfiedint experience. She would usher
her captives through isolated fields. Away from ilgrand friends, these were desolate
places. They were devoid of companionship. Here veds the only companion. It brought
new meaning to the wom@one

Along the way she would teach the fine art of deritngrossed in this, few even
noticed the valley. It ran as deep as the deegsgtagr. In this dark and dismal place, hope
became a distant memory. If only she would blocktbe pain. Instead she kept leading the
way into it.

At the base of the valley was something worseals the obvious, yet not obvious,
destination. It was an abyss called hell. Intdhé& s/ould walk, exerting her pull. Desperately,
many wanted to break away from her grasp. Few shoted that the first step in doing so
was to call her name. Even fewer knew what thatenawas, for her disguises were so grand.

If only they could see, if only they would realizesr name was Addiction.

The first step in dealing with addiction is acknedgementself'honeSty IS
a pl’lce|eSS g |ftt.is a platform upon which great things can bétbu
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Everyone on the island knew about the dragon. kheyv it patrolled the ocean in search of
sea vessels. They knew it breathed fire and wadthntly kill anyone who dared cross its
path. Finally, they knew it was stealthy. It wasssealthy that no one had ever seen it, but
they knew it existed.

Because of the fearsome dragon, the islanders nentured beyond their island
home. To do so would mean death, so they agreesirtain where they were. Although this
adopted paralysis blocked them from moving forwamd experiencing new things, many
considered it a better alternative to being dragonl.

But one brave explorer begged to differ. Her resoin the name of discovery and
growth, was so strong that she decided to leavestaed or die trying. In search of better
things she was prepared to face the dragon head on.

As she rowed out to sea her heart pounded. Bullish&ot stop. Nor, strangely
enough, did she encounter any dragon. There wasinéul death—only a beautiful ocean

and the thrill of the unknown. It all awaited onery brave explorer.

Monsters of the imagination come in all shapessamis.Face yOUI‘ feaI’S

tOday Don’t create monsters where there are none.
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The dream seemed so real. A lady who looked likeldnvitch/shaman was saying some-
thing. Perhaps it was a curse/warning. The dreavo&e in terror/peace. That was when she
smelled the smoke. While she was able to save Ihatere was little she could do about the
house. Watching it burn she latched onto a sirigaght. “I am, in this instant,
homeless/alive and so angry/grateful because of thiais repeated in her head.

With her house in ashes, the victim/survivor krieat she would have to relocate.

So began her journey through the woods. In trdth,considered the woods to be a God
forsaken/inspired place, swarming with native flaral fauna. As she walked she noted the
many weeds/flowers which grew aside the path. dbeipied her mind.

It was a few hours into the journey before shéized that she was lost, alone and
afraid. Many of her prayers began, “I curse/besgechGod ...” In the back of her mind
she denied/embraced the belief that everything érapfor a reason. This added to her
despair/hope.

Lost in the woods by/with herself she knew she todaecome self-sufficient.
Fortunately there were plenty of berries to ead, stme could drink water from the stream.
This would be the only way to make it through thightmare/challenge. Hopefully she was
just desperate/courageous enough to survive.

After several days it was hikers who found an@duesd her. She confided that the

experience had brought her closer to death/lifa theer before. After all, not only did she
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have to survive physically, she had to survive méntShe had to tolerate/love herself. This

woman was a jaded/better person because of it.

One event can be seen in vastly different w&st“tUdeS and b6| |efS
determine perceptiofw doyou see things?

“Why is there so much pain and suffering in the ld®rAnd why doesn’t God do something
about it?” inquired a student of a sage.

“Let me tell you the story about the silenced sthkh was a school much like any
other. The students were lively, loving to sing ahdut. Curiosity seemed to be etched in
their nature. In their spare time they would getapll manner of mischief. Often this was
good-natured such as playing practical jokes. Qona#ly the mischief took on a more
spiteful form such as teasing. Their lives, mu&k ltihe sports they played, were typically
fast-paced and active.

“They enjoyed a relatively high level of freedomt it came at a price. After all, if
little unstable legs run too fast on rocky surfatkere can be cuts and abrasions aplenty.
You see, sometimes those practical jokes backfifedsing, even the light-hearted kind,
often lead to conflict. Big, loud voices engendesetk throats. And those much loved

sporting games would sometimes result in bumpsbanides, even broken bones.
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“As it happened, one day a new headmaster arttvegplace the departing one. This
new headmaster was very austere. He refused tat®lany behavior whatsoever that had
the potential for harm. So he imposed a stricoééans, restrictions and rules. Students
were no longer allowed to run, yell, joke, disaggday sports or take risks. They were no
longer allowed to do the things that were a patieshg human.

“With the introduction of these new rules, theaahnstantly transformed. The
sickbay was empty. There was an eerie quiet. Tadrhaster was thrilled ... until the
students started to become ill. First one, thenymiaitially minor, then severe. The reason
was simple. By taking away their freedom, the heaster had taken away part of
themselves.

“Why do we have pain and suffering in the world®cBuse we choose it. We choose
it every time we choose to judge, criticize, lias, cheat, gossip, blame, hate—whenever
we choose to act out of fear. Why doesn’t God gi@ip and suffering? Because God would
have to restrict our free will, removing a parairselves. Instead God waits for us to reduce

and ultimately conquer pain and suffering oursellagschoosing only acts of love.”

Pain and suffering exist as a by-product of choGhO|C€S cre ate
con Seq UENCE restrict choice is to restrict freedom.
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Carl was a vampire! He was a parasite who would tdeothers. Deep down he hated
himself because of it. He hated who he was and tvhdad become. Still, he needed the
fixes, he continued the hunt.

Of course, discretion was called for. Carl woutdaipout his affairs carefully so as
not to bring unwanted attention to himself. Eanyte learned how to blend into the back-
ground and mask his antisocial behavior. His vistihis prey, were unsuspecting.

When it came to choosing his prey Carl wasn'tyjuSometimes they were young,
sometimes old. It didn’t matter whether they weideror female, black or white. Carl was
simply out for his fix. As far as he was concern@gkryone was fair game, everyone was a
potential target.

Carl never imagined he would be caught, espeamityby his sister. That's exactly
what happened the day she walked in on him whiledefeeding off one of his victims. No,
blood wasn't splattered everywhere. No, Carl wabitihg his victim’s neck. He was
laughing at someone less fortunate than he was.i$hiow emotional vampires feed. They

feed off the hurt, pain and misery of others.

Putting others down to lift yourself up never worgelf'es'teem |S
Wa”OW SenS|t|Ve¥ou can only lift yourself up with love.
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The grass was definitely greener on the other side didn’t Sid know it. He knew it, or
believed he knew it, because he spent all dayyeleaey looking at it. While his fellow sheep
were more than happy with the bountiful supplyatdh or rather hoof, Sid was tormented.
There was something about the grass in that oitbler ft beckoned. More accurately Sid
told himself it beckoned, he told himself he hadhave it.

A barbed-wire fence stood between Sid and his yegrpromising danger and
struggle. Sid didn't care. Fuelled by stubborn deteation and misplaced longings, he
forced his four-legged body between the razor shpiles. Sid was left bloodied and
bruised for his troubles. But he made it. He washenother side.

“Baaaah.” (“Oh, God no.”) To his absolute horrad &alized that the grass, which
had appeared so lush from a distance, was ticktedle What had seemed like a certainty
contained hidden traps. These particular trapsshadp teeth and enjoyed the taste of
mutton.

Returning home Sid still felt he was missing oatsomething. Then he noticed the
grazing area beyond the lake. The lake was freemitdyand contained jagged rocks. But
little details like that would not stop Sid. Heelially took the plunge. It was a miracle he
emerged on the other side.

“Baaaaaaaah.” (“Bloody hell.”) This new field wladl of underground rabbit
burrows. Like a minefield it made walking, espdgialith four legs, perilous. One
misplaced step and someone would be stuck. Sidheasomeone and he was not at all

pleased. In this place he couldn’t move, he coulde’himself.
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Sid the sheep learned his lesson, or so he thoBghdre too long his wandering eyes
noticed yet another pasture. Again, not conterth witere he was, he made the move. This
time he braved four lanes of traffic, at peak howitess.

“Baaaaaaaaaaaaaah.” (Translation withheld.) Téus pasture was plastic. On closer
inspection Sid came to realize it was one of thagean contraptions, littered with yellow
balls and painted with white lines. This pasture a&a illusion.

Having found out the hard way, these days Sidiiskgto offer advice to others.
When translated his wisdom is both learned and lsimi@/hile the grass may indeed look

greener on the other side, beware illusions, hidcsgs and things that bite!”

When the green-eyed monster strikes, bewgrealousy |nV|teS

tl’OU ble .Gratitude is the first step in getting what younva

The Cartwrights were a loving, close-knit familynststing of father Wayne, mother Julie
and four-year-old son Zac. They lived in an aversgaurb, drove two cars, had plenty of
friends and few worries. Then it all went bad.

It happened on a Sunday. Zac had been right it &@btlhhem only minutes before,
now he was missing. The calling of his named weaingwered. A louder call was followed

by what seemed a longer silence. They couldn’t fimd in the house. “Could he have gotten
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outside?” asked Wayne. A hasty outdoor search geavihe heart-wrenching answer. Zac'’s
tiny body floated facedown in the backyard pool.

Over the following months Wayne and Julie wenbtigh the usual grieving process.
Both of them rehashed the events of that fatefylader and over again. They both asked,
“What if ...?” They both lamented, “If only ...” Withaeh blaming themselves, and
occasionally each other, they experienced hellastheThey were caught in a pit of darkness
from which, as time would show, only one would egeer

It was in a moment of insight that Julie camedalize a greater truth. While she
could no longer see his innocent face, smell thellsh his hair, touch the softness of his
skin, hear the sound of his voice, or taste hissteavhen she would kiss them away—she
knew in her heart that her son lived on. He livaccategorically in her memory and literally
in spirit. He was part of something much biggerisTinowledge helped her to find peace. It
changed everything.

With a difference in perspective came a differeoicepinion. When Wayne talked
about the terrible, unfortunate accident, Juliecedled that it felt terrible. It seemed so
unfortunate. But she drew the line at calling iteaaident. If there was a God, and she knew
there was, it was no accident. It was Zac’s timedpart.

This was a contentious issue which often set Waytoea rage. He would argue that
their son was too young, that no child deservdsate their life taken. Julie looked at it in a
different way. Perhaps it wasn’t taken so muchiasng given back to God.

“God? Where was God when our son died?!”

“God was there with him, comforting him, helpingrhio leave his physical body,

thanking him for his time spent on earth, and tgkim to a better place.”
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“I refuse to believe that, Julie.” And that is pesty why only one of them would

emerge.

Physical life is part of a bigger picture. Despi]:epearancedeath comes
by deS|g Nwhen someone dies, know that it was their timegjoart.

Once upon a time, in a distant land called MakeeBe| there lived an ardent queen. The
world in which she lived was dramatic. It was exgt It was intense.

The weekly inner-circle news had it that a promineuple were on the verge of a
breakup. The court advisor had apparently takehdarink. Someone had been pilfering
from the coffers. With her husband away, the Gdisenafe was running wild. The priest
was allegedly doing less than priestly things. Andt went.

The queen made certain that she was privy td, iaadl what a mess it was. Infidelity.
Scandal. Turmoil. Placing the back of her palmeéoforehead, the queen sighed. What was
a queen to think? What was a queen to do?

As it happened, one day a traveling wizard entéredand. Upon hearing about the
frenetic events, he kindly offered his servicesxchange for temporary lodgings. The queen

graciously accepted.
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The next day the proficient wizard set to work.aWleg powerful magic he
employed an archaic spell designed to end crisise 8nough the chaos ceased and the
wizard, his task completed, left the land.

Despite the new peace, or perhaps because lo¢ igueen cried. She was

inconsolable.

Constantly in other people’s business and fullazsfsj;p,d fama q ueens
a'['[I’aC'[ d fam a:hange the focus. Learn to say, “Not interested!”

Gary was a gardener. The plants he tended weradlsher. They were mystical plants
imbued with human qualities. Each plant was naneedraling to the unique quality it
possessed such as love, courage, pride and so alhtthey were a microcosm of life.

Gary came to realize that the creator of thesetplaas very wise. Their creator was
wise because, for every quality that was presenofiposite quality was also represented.
Happy and sad. Responsible and irresponsible. Ges@nd greedy. Each plant had its twin.

Of course, in the early days, Gary had consid#risdo be a foolish decision. He
wondered why their creator would risk releasindampsuch as sadness into the world. It

didn’t take him long to understand the reason. Rapposites provide comparison. They
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provide a measure which ultimately allows us toezignce. Without sadness we would not
be able to fully appreciate happiness.

Gary also discovered that another benefit of popgosites is choice. As the gardener
he had the choice of which plants to nurture. Atediy the forces which animated these
plants meant that they could never truly be killeggn if starved of all nutrients. Still, those
which received little attention remained saplingbgereas those nurtured became tall and
strong.

Certain plants made Gary feel better than othethease were the ones he typically
nurtured. Occasionally he would forget and noutigise plants which did not make him feel
so good. Whenever he did this he would notice arease of that particular quality in his
life. Although unfavorable he knew that this was woong per se. There was no right or
wrong in the garden. There was only choice anth@gardener, he had to deal with the

results of it. Gary did so marveling at the platig, system and their ever-so-wise creator.

Each time you embrace or demonstrate a qualiuy)ilvg.Wh atever yOU
g Frow yOU reap'he garden of life depends on the gardener—you.

Making mistakes was for losers! Gina was no loSke never made mistakes. Instead she

had a simple but effective strategy. If even thghsést possibility of making a mistake
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presented itself, Gina didn’t try. She would simiggore it, avoid it or move onto something
else. By doing this Gina spared herself from wihat considered embarrassment, what she
called losing face.

As a child Gina was very bright. She would ofteme first in her class and was
referred to as a high achiever. This was her sedfge. It was also what prompted her to start
avoiding what she called overly difficult tasks,an effort to maintain her image.

The avoidance tactics that Gina employed workeé fohile. In fact, Gina felt
somewhat superior watching those around her steuéml, fall on their faces and embarrass
themselves. They were making numerous mistakesrimerous endeavors. Making mistakes
was for losers. Gina was no loser. She was alwsg/srart one.

Then Gina started to notice a change. The mortakes her classmates made, the
more they seemed to improve. Gina had never corsldhis. She had always assumed they
would simply give up. Some did quit but many peesis They eventually excelled.

Gina can’t quite recall exactly when it happenatithere came a time when those
struggling to keep up with her suddenly surpassdThey left her behind. Of course, Gina
refuses to acknowledge or even consider that hetlake-avoiding strategies could
themselves have been a mistake. How can she wihestibelieves that making mistakes is

for losers?

Mistakes teach you what to do and what not toM'StakeS hel p yOU

g FOW.Don't be afraid of making mistakes.
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Includes
The Christos

Technique

CHRISTOS: A Metaphysical Thrillés a gripping blend of fact, fiction & spiritualit The fast-paced story centers on Kate Yves,
a psychologist who finds herself in jeopardy aléarning about the classified Christos Projectthsdanger unfolds, readers
embark upon a mind-expanding journey, coveringd®puch as reincarnation, dreams, the afterlifaeition, spiritual develop-
ment, karma, universal laws and abundance. Thenglmeaking Christos technique—a psychological mlaoeto access past

lives—is also included, making this interactive k@m unforgettable experience. Available from bdoles and online retailers.



The shopkeeper sold the plain looking talisman witartling promise. She claimed that it
had the power to influence the lives of otherssMsas a tempting proposition. Too tempting
for Rylan to resist. And so began his journey.

Rylan’s intentions were well-founded. He wantedhétp others. Specifically he
wanted to help his three sisters. The eldest waseawho was experiencing a lull. The
middle sister was an aspiring dancer who longgeetéorm. The youngest happened to be
the busiest with too many pursuits to keep up Wiitd so Rylan called for inspiration, fame
and peace respectively.

Sure enough the wishes came to be and the sistgrged the benefits of each. But
then something unexpected happened. From nowhgpeations flooded Rylan’s mind. At
first this was a bit of a novelty. But Rylan nettlaeted on nor wanted this, so it quickly
became a torment.

Rylan shared this predicament with some closadise Suddenly word spread. In a
matter of days Rylan was the talk of the town. ically he had become famous. But it was
for all the wrong reasons and, once again, he tidant this. For Rylan fame was
harrowing.

At a loss to understand his fluctuating fate, aftad Rylan suddenly remembered

the callings, the wishes. Just when he thoughbl&lo’t take it any more, Rylan recalled

daniel brako © 2011 www.danielbrako.com microstories 16




the final gift—peace. It brought an instant smifeadief to his lips, the first smile in many

days.

Be careful and mindful of what you give to othemcdwsg |ftS I‘etu 'n tO

Sender'lihis can be both a blessing and a curse.

The sage studied the ocean before turning to haest. “Take the empty bucket and fill it
with water.”

When the student returned from his task, the sagk “When you place ocean water
into a bucket, it retains the same properties araities as the ocean. The two remain one.”

Next the sage retrieved a tiny glass and filledliih water from the bucket. “The
bucket represents your soul, and this glass repiegeur personality. It represents you.”

Reaching into his pocket the sage withdrew sevaaak glasses and began filling
each. “Your soul gives birth to many personalitielsese personalities form your past and
future lives. Each incarnates, gains experienc@shices, then returns to the soul.” He
emptied the contents of each glass into the bucket.

“Can you guess where your soul will one day re2liasked the sage, smiling.
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You are only one component, only one aspect, of youI.The SOU' IS
expanS|Vet is not limited by time, matter or space.

One day a mysterious stranger entered the villdgenad no possessions other than a
rucksack, spun from golden threads. Dugan, thd lneachant, knew that such a rare item
would fetch a huge price. But the stranger woultsedl. This prompted Dugan to adopt a
different approach.

When everyone was asleep, Dugan crept into thandrstole the prized possession.
Like a tailored garment, it proved to be incredildgt and a perfect fit. It also proved to be
cursed. To Dugan’s absolute horror, he was unablerhove the bag from his back. “Tis the
devil’'s work!” The rucksack refused to budge. Duganly option was to flee his beloved
home, lest he be discovered as a thief.

Journeying from village to village, it did not &@long to realize that the bag had
other qualities. Whenever Dugan would get angry Jdhg would increase in weight. It was
becoming heavier and heavier. Of course, Duganédadaime bag, the poor weather, the
people who incited him to anger ... anyone but hifnsel

The increasingly heavy bag was causing Dugan’k tmhunch. Everyone shunned

him, except for a little girl who became his frieddheir friendship was tested one day when
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the girl accidentally spilled boiling soup on himstead of embracing anger, Dugan chose
forgiveness. To his utter astonishment the bag dre wecame markedly lighter.

Dugan had learned an important lesson and stmpattit into action. Before long
the bag slipped from his shoulders and he wastarkgrson because of it. When asked by
the little girl why he was leaving the village, Cargresponded, “Others need to learn the
lesson of lightening the load.” With those words,ratrieved his rucksack and walked off

into the sunset.

Negativity is deadweight on your shoulder.O I’g |Ve Ness p I’OVI d es

freedom it frees you from an otherwise heavy burden.

Lola’s life could best be described as comfortablas description had nothing to do with
wealth. Rather it was comfortable in terms of bdagiliar, safe and known. Lola would
have it no other way.

When it came to her job, on good days, Lola careid it to be okay. Not great but
okay. Occasionally she imagined doing somethinight, something better. Of course, that
would mean a new start. Everything would changmidtht even involve a period of
discomfort. In the end Lola sacrificed the posgpibf doing something better in favor of

doing what she knew.
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Lola had a boyfriend. They'd been together fory@ars. She loved him a lot but she
was not in love with him. When Lola confided thisdose friends, they asked why she
remained in the relationship. Lola couldn’t offed@cent answer, other than the fact that they
had been together so long and it was comfortable.

This resistance to change applied to all ared®laf’s life. It affected everything
from where she parked the car when she went shgpjarthe items she placed in the trolley.
In each instance familiarity—comfort—was soughtuled! In fairness it has to be said that
Lola’s life was not made bad because of this. ¥ Wawever mediocre. It could never be

more than mediocre. Lola would not allow it.

If you want more out of life, be preparedm ove beyO nd yOUI‘
(0{0) me I't Z0Nex not, mediocrity will be your prize.

Drifting high above the earth’s plane was a sqlitdoud. Her name was Cilouise. Whenever
she cried, the storms came. At first this was oient but then things happened to make
Cilouise walil. The storms raged.

Cilouise was responding to humankind. They buth@tys which polluted the air.
They cut the trees which maintained the balancey™estroyed the ozone layer which was

her friend. They did so many foolish things. Thegda her cry.
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The tears that fell were tears of pain. CilouiseskIf was in pain because the
evaporated water which returned to her had a wast. Acidic. But that was not why she
cried. Cilouise cried for loss—the loss of beautg &alance. She cried for life—the
destruction of what existed and the hurting of wdasts. Finally, Cilouise cried for what
was to come—the devastating effects of environnhevdeare.

While she longed for improvement and change, @Gkknew the outcome was

beyond her control. It remained in the hands of &sn If only they could see her tears.

The environment is not only a resourthe enVII’OH ment |S a
I|V| ng SySte Mtegral to life. To hurt the environment is torhaneself.

A traveler was climbing an isolated mountain. Staswn a spiritual sojourn, in search of
answers and seeking to better understand the hpgivesr.

On the third day of her journey, Jesus appearéeto’l am the way,” he announced
before promptly disappearing. Contemplating theseds; the traveler came to the
conclusion that Jesus is the way and the only way.

No sooner had she decided this than Jehovah rstedteHe stated, “I too am the
way,” and then was suddenly gone. The travelerm@asentarily confused. Was it Jesus or

Jehovah who offered the best path? She concludgdt thust be western religion in general.
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Feeling that she had discovered the truth, theekea was shocked to see the glowing
form of Buddha. “Eastern religion also holds thewaers.” Like the others, he then
disappeared. Was it western or eastern religiochvbifered the best path? She decided that
it didn’t matter. The point was that the corredhpaas signified by a male God—take your
pick.

The traveler took a few more steps but didn’'tfgebecause there, in front of her,
stood the Goddess. “l am female and | am also the™Wrhen with those words she was
gone. Was it male or female who offered the best@he traveler was, by now, utterly
confused.

Glancing towards the peak of the mountain, coofusuddenly evaporated as the
truth became apparent. There are many paths suthenit. While different pathways offer

different scenery, they all eventually lead to shene place.

T .
There are many pathways to, and representatiorhlsmSourceDOn t ||m |t

the IimitIeSSStop trying to place the Source in a box.

Janice had a secret. She kept it hidden in the bilskr closet. It was buried in there behind
all of the clothes and under some of the boxesa#t pushed to the furthest, darkest corner

where no one would see it.
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Janice was always weary when her parents camsitpwhen the cleaner cleaned,
when friends popped in. She was worried that someaight peep inside the closet and
discover its hidden secret. The thought petrified h

To avoid this happening, Janice came up with ektbastories designed to keep
others off-track. To those closest to her she uppednte by revealing partial truths. In such
instances she was still avoiding the full truttvigg only the information and details she
thought they could handle.

In the beginning Janice’s tactics seemed to waek Whe problem was that after a
while she got confused between the lie she toklghrson and the lie she told that person.
To make matters worse, people were starting t@estking questions. They were starting to
suspect that all was not what it seemed.

The lying, the half-truths and the fear of howesthwould react was constantly
weighing on Janice’s mind. It was a struggle topkee, but Janice was determined to
maintain the charade. Unfortunately, in the procsise neglected to realize the state her
closet was in. It was an old closet and, as it bapd, on the day Janice decided to hold a
party, one of the rusted hinges broke. The cupbdaad fell open, hurtling out its contents,

exposing Janice’s secret for all to see.

If your closet is too full, things will pop ouEm bI’aCe tl‘uth and
honeStyecause lies and secrets have a way of reveakmgsttlves.
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Effie and Costa were siblings. They were fastidisibéings who were going places. Able to
think ten moves ahead, Effie was the strategisteany situation she’d always know the
best and most appropriate response. Costa wadsleevant one. He was sharp. Individually
their talents were impressive. Together they madavweesome team.

Costa got his big break when he was tasked wittesandercover work. He simply
had to observe the goings-on of a certain individna compile a report. A covert operation
complete with adventure and intrigue. This was texgistuff.

Like her brother, Effie also had a part to plag ahe played it well. Armed with all
the surveillance data she too compiled a repotitidiser unique talents she outlined a
carefully thought-over, recommended course of adbefitting the observee’s needs.

Years on, Effie and Costa still have the same Jdiey still perform it to perfection.
In fact, they are now famous. Haven't heard of tAdim sure you’ve heard of their

pseudonyms: Cause and Effect.

Everything you think, say and do is acaLN.O cause gOES un-

nOtICGd Jhis simply means, for every cause there comesffant.
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After their lesson on the beach, the student atkedage, “How can | know myself?”

The sage was impressed. After all, most assumeatinegdy know the answer to this
guestion but how can one know what lies beneathéfhas never looked? “It begins with
complete self-honesty and self-reflection.”

“And | achieve that by ...” baited the student.

The sage wondered what had happened to the daysanieev cryptic answers were
enough to satisfy even the most ardent of pup¥isu‘achieve that by asking some pertinent
guestions of yourself.”

“Questions?” echoed the student.

The sage pushed aside a feeling of exasperatian attempt to be clearer. “The
central question you need to discover is who aifolRnow this, try asking: what do | like?
Why? What do | dislike? Why? What are my intent®ighy? What are my goals? Why?
What are my beliefs? Why?”

“Oh!” interrupted the student, “so basically, | lesto pay attention to my thoughts.”

“Yes. Become aware of your thoughts but become ewhyour actions and words
also. By becoming conscious of each choice you raaklewhy, you will start to gain greater
insight of self. When the answers come without hgto ask, you have succeeded in

knowing yourself. You are living consciously.”
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Make a conscious and genuine effort to search miD ISCOVGI’ the e a.l

yOUby looking beneath the lies, conditioning and ursoious acts.

Albert had no tongue. He could neither sing a saftgeauty nor utter a vile chant. From the
time he was born Albert was forced to lead a lifgilence. But that was fine by him. Albert
suspected that words, especially when misplaceghtitead to experiences unwanted. Time
would soon tell.

One cold winter’'s morning, a traveling wizard egtéthe town. He had just come
from a distant land called Make Believe—but thaswaother story. The wizard was in need
of food supplies, water and a horse. In returnffezed an unusual crystal, fashioned in the
form of an ear, which had the power to manifeskepalesires. There was no debate, the
townsfolk instantly accepted the offer.

It was truly marvellous. One had to only speakulvchatever it was they wanted and
it would magically appear in their lives. Clothingyellery, cattle, wealth ... all manner of
treats were called into being by all people. Altept Albert. Since he was mute the process
did not apply to him.

As more and more treats and treasures appeam@geparted to gossip. “Did you
see what she was wearing? Look how fat he has lcehe makes me sick ...” This was

followed by insults, lies and further criticism. Athen the physical effects came.
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Unfortunately the wizard had neglected to mentiwt the magic applied tl
words, not just desires. The judgements, insultslias produced an array of consequences.
Sometimes this took the form of physical illnessnpstimes external problems, always
misery. The only person spared from this was Allidetwas spared the effects of a wicked

tongue.

Over time, habitual words tend to manifest as e'EpeesWO rdS ({0) nta| n

pOWG I' Be careful of the things you say about yourself aitners.

Mimi was bleeding. She was bleeding badly and ifluatson was getting worse. Although
Indera stood nearby she was unable to do anytBwven if there was something she could do
Indera doubted she would. She never really likechiMi

Indera and Mimi had grown up together. They wegigimbors. They also happened to
work together. Although, as far as Indera was corez they worked together more out of
necessity and circumstance than anything elsefadtehat they made a really good team
seemed irrelevant. Indera believed she didn’tyeadled Mimi. That was her first mistake.

There were many mistaken beliefs. There weregsishany truths which escaped

Indera. She and Mimi shared so much more than mibxi They were uniquely bonded. The
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existence of one benefited the other. Working tegietnothing was beyond them. Although
they seemed different on the outside, deep witigy ivere essentially the same ...

Of course, this knowledge can be applied to ath&ams even though Indera and Mimi
were not themselves human. That is to say they marauman in the complete and
traditional sense. Indera and Mimi were digits. iiwere the index and middle fingers

respectively. Unquestionably linked, unquestionaghorant.

Despite the illusion of separateness, despitexpereence of being aloneve I'y-

th | ng |S ONEiis a manifestation of Spirit.

The labyrinth was vast, stretching out in all dilees. Neatly manicured hedges formed an
intricate network of passageways and twists. Oocadlly a stretch of hedge was punctuated
by a doorway. Although closed doors forbade actbssge which were opened encouraged
entry. Of all the paths and doorways, some leccdeends while others resulted in
advancement. As an added extra, there were sus@igktreasures aplenty.

The maze was designed in such a manner that, tiermdnere one stood, there were
a number of choices available. Do | choose thik pathat path? Left or right? This

direction or that direction? Do | walk through tklgor or that door? If one particular door is
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closed do | wait for it to open or try another® lwise to retrace my steps or should | try
something new?

Even more amazing, the labyrinth was one giamhlag tool full of rules and
patterns. The people who took the time to invegifaund that the rules were fairly
straightforward such agshen one door closes another opehs for the patterns, certain
choices produced certain results. Choosing a péaticlirection for example would
consistently result in getting lost. If a persomdpattention to their choices and the
corresponding results, they were better able toemnaer through the maze.

Overall the labyrinth could be extremely excitmrgutterly dull, intensely joyous or
totally harrowing. It all depended on the persgrésception and how they played the game.
In a similar sense it could be simple to understamdimaster, or completely perplexing. This
depended on the person’s knowledge of the rulestiadtion to detail. Call it a maze, call

in a labyrinth, call it life.

Like a labyrinth life has many rules, pathways patterns.U nderStand
hOW I|fe Work$nd your journey is made easier.
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CUBEOLOGY: Are You Brave Enough To Play@an urban fantasy, with interactive elementstiSe 1 invites youo play an
ancient game called The Cube. This real-life mataes into the subconscious mind and gives eagleptadifferent message!
Utilizing the imagery of the game, Section 2 présexfictitious tale in which a group of friendsclbver the joys of magic and
the pitfalls of messing with reality. Finally, sext 3 completes the interactive journey by proviginstreamlined Interpretation

section, illuminating your Cube message. Magicr®ger been more chilling. Available from bookstoaad online retailers.



Sheila liked pretending. A natural actor, she eagbgnanipulating the truth. The problem
was that Sheila didn’t know when to stop. She didnbw when acting gave way to deceit.
Nor did she know of the consequences.

It all began in childhood with innocent gamesaérplaying. Sheila was always the
best, the most convincing. So she decided to exteadalent beyond the classroom, such as
the times when she would feign sickness and besextfrom school. The most memorable
time was when Sheila had everyone believing thatdgewas injured. She loved the fuss
and attention lavished upon her but that was ngtitwvas memorable. It was memorable
because a few days later Sheila really did inj@elég. She remembered the shock and
regret.

Sheila’s habits remained with her into adulthosthen she inherited a large sum
of money the habits were really pushed to theiitiimt seemed that everyone wanted a
handout and they saw Sheila as the banker. An@garbher cries. Instead of simply saying
no to the requests, Sheila spmverty.It was very convincing.

With honed acting skills, a number of stories wiereented such as Sheila having to
use the inherited money to pay off supposed dé&bisn there was the story about her
mysterious illness which required large amountsohey for medication. Sheila even went
so far as to buy some of the medication which wqgusd happen to be sitting on her coffee

table, in clear view for all to see.
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Sheila’s face showed it, her words said it, heo®ons expressed it ... she was poor.
Everyone believed this act and Sheila couldn’t &epier. Then, just as in childhood and
much to her horror, the false act came true. Sleieloped a serious illness and although

she survived, it depleted her wealth. It broughtitto her claims.

The human mind is both powerful and far-reach%retending |eadS tO

be| ng What you act as if you are you become.

Motivated by frustration, Maisie approached thertsweclusive inventor for assistance.
“There’s far too much ugliness in the world. | tokit. Why should | have to witness the
pain and suffering of others? | beseech you, h&pestape this hindrance,” she pleaded.

With an unnerving smirk the inventor produced & phglasses. “These are no
ordinary glasses,” he said. “They have the abibtynake the unsightly appear beautiful.”
Next he offered a pair of earplugs. “When worn &l transform the harshest of shrieks
into the most beautiful music. You may have them.”

With false perception the world was instantly sfanmed. Now when Maisie walked
past the homeless they were no longer dressedtynrdgs. They were adorned in beautiful

garments. Gone were the pleas for money or aseestémtheir place surfaced poems and
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beautiful songs. Once decrepit buildings looked aed inviting. Exotic flowers sprung up
from places where there were only weeds. It wasgsishe wanted.

It seemed so much easier to live in this new wadrtee absence of truth seemed a
small price to pay given the absence of uglinesgl #0 Maisie determined never to remove
the glasses and earplugs again. She kept this gedom years, during which time she was
blessed with a wonderful husband and equally wdaobehildren. Her life seemed perfect.
Then things went horribly wrong.

When walking one day Maisie noticed a distant catiom. A group of people were
playing what looked like a lively game. Maisie et had time to watch nor get involved so
she continued on her way. It was only later thatlshrned the apparegamehad in fact
been a vicious attack. The recipient, her sistbe Jhock of this revelation, mixed with guilt,
caused Maisie to pass out. When she awoke it wassnier glasses and plugs. It was to a
world of truth—an abusive husband, out of contioldren, mounting debt and so much
more that was previously ignored. Maisie wantedddack to sleep, to close her eyes to

the truth, but that was how her problems began.

Focus on positives rather than negatives, butothte point of deniaIDer"aI

b“ngs a b|tter St|ngo avoid the sting, look for and to the truth.
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He wielded an unusual type of knife. While it wasredibly sharp, the knife was not
physical. Instead it was psychological and emotionaature. This did not make it any less
potent—just the opposite.

The assailant would strike without warning, usamgarray of different attacks.
Sometimes the damage inflicted was superfiélack. More often the assaults penetrated
deep into the psych8&tab Perhaps fasBlash Sometimes long and drawn oliear.

Whatever the method of attack, targets were alwhgsen with care. They were
typically people who were different and/or percelias a threat. By attacking them the
assailant attempted to keep control, to keep power.

And now it was time to hunt again. Lost in conaien, the two targets were
unaware. The knife lashed out wounding the firsth#ven greater speed it moved towards
the second individual. Then the unimaginable hapgemhe knife struck an invisible force

field. It was deflected. The assailant—Discriminati—was left impotent.

When you strengthen yourself, you weaken adverEQ/ISCH mi natlon
CUtS deepIyAvoid such cuts by loving, honoring and cherishyogrself.
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The landscape was barren. There was nothing bes@ate sea of sand sculpted by dry and
hot winds. It was through this environment that Rapa not so wise traveler, traveled. With
camel and supplies in tow he wandered aimlessly sitdting sands.

After a few days of traveling Ramoén found an oagiere he decided to rest. Here in
the midst of an unrelenting environment grew luim{s and trees. This meant one thing.
Beneath the land was an ample supply of watemltiin of life.

As it happened, Ramon had only recently finistedlast of the water which he
carried with him. For this reason he decided theas no point in digging a well because he
wasn't thirsty. Instead he was content to sit,xead do nothing. How wonderful it was.

Unfortunately it didn’t remain wonderful. Afterfaw hours Ramon was thirsty, his
mouth dry. Hastily he began digging a well. Ramadunid that digging was hard work which
only increased his thirst. It caused the dehydnatitaving left things too late it occurred to

him that he could be digging his own grave.

Don’t wait until you're thirsty before digging a \H/.eDO Wh a.t needS

d0| ng .Ignorance and/or laziness are poor excuses.

She was always going to be a nobody. She knewrtrisan early age. She heard others say

this about her, whispering in secret. Some pedip&bold ones, even said it to her face. She

daniel brako © 2011 www.danielbrako.com microstories 35




chose to believe their words, accepting and emhbgatiem as the literal truth. The fact that
she lived in poverty, came from an uneducated faemld couldn’t imagine herself doing
any different, only cemented her beliefs. Sincewshs going to be a nobody, she didn’t
bother studying at school. No one was surprisedhwehe failed. Nor were they surprised
when she dropped out. There was no point in loofoan@ job. Why waste the time? After
all, who would want to employ a nobody?

He was her twin brother. Coming from the same aofinobodies, others said he
would fail. He chose not to believe this. It waseisy. In fact, it was a constant battle
between what he believed and what others weregitginmpose upon him. He fought it by
means of journaling, praying and studying. He mdy sought to educate himself
academically but spiritually too—in order to bettenpower himself and take control.
Surrounding himself with positive people helpeddabkthe affirmations. He even found
some time to help others. He was always going ta figccess, anyone who knew his belief

system could tell you that.

Not only do they determine actiorbe“efs affeCt the phyS|Ca|

WOI’| d . What do you believe about yourself?

Uno was a genie. He wasn't just any genie, he hasnost powerful genie ever. While most

of his contemporaries served but one master, Un@denany. As a general rule, whatever
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his masters spoke of most, Uno would manifestithtteir lives. By doing this Uno far
exceeded the customary three wishes. He offereshdliess supply.

In all truth, Uno didn’t much care for the wordshi In many ways it was an
invitation to laziness. After all, if a person isshing, they are not doing. Uno favored a more
shared approach. It was simple really. He rewatdeske who helped themselves.

As far as Uno was concerned, actions, words amuabthts were all powerful tools to
be used in the creation process. To emphasizelthswould manifest habitual thoughts,
words and actions. Uno rewarded repetition.

Overall, the people who received most support ftémo were those whose actions,
words and thoughts were all working together,rakllignment. In such instances it was easy

to grant their wishes without the temmsh even entering into the picture.

Continually manifesting your habitual pattertshe U nlverse |S ahve
and I'eSpOﬂSIV@au are the cause. The real genie lies within.

Sid was a sheep who was simply not happy withirskifInitially he tried to fix this
problem by manipulating his external environmegtseeking greener pastures, but this
didn’t work. Sid was forced to find a different appch. He chose one which he had heard a

lot about lately. It had become a type of catclapbr—love thyself.
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Sid knew that before he could even begin to lawesklf, he had to accept himself.
He dreaded this because he realized it involvedducepting all those things that he’d done
in the past. All of them! This wasn't easy for $iecause he had been the king of making bad
choices. Still, he worked hard to put them to bgsseeking the forgiveness of others and,
more importantly, by forgiving himself.

One of Sid’s biggest challenges was to honor hiim§kis meant doing what he
instinctively knew was best for himself, and dostgconsistently. Things such as being
honest. Focusing on positives rather than harpingematives. Keeping all commitments.
Only associating with sheep who were positive iefices. Being careful about the types of
grass consumed and trotting/exercising regulaiys Was about accepting responsibility.

Then there was purpose. In fact, Sid knew all apagpose. He knew that everything
in existence has a purpose. Most importantly Selkwhat his purpose was—to keep the
grass neat and tidy and to provide wool. The faat he was actively living his purpose
meant that he could skip to the next step.

Sid’s last challenge was to master his words hodghts. He stopped saying
anything bad, negative or unflattering about hifhaetl others. Sid also made an effort to let
go of anger, blame and self-pity. He worked hardhange his mindset.

The more Sid loved himself, the more peace andihapp he found. The funny thing
was that while he was focused on his internal @mvirent, his external environment started
to change also. He was relocated to a larger, grgesture where he met like-minded sheep
and that special someone. He often reflects ondreat it is to love not only himself but, for

the first time in a long time, life!
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The single best thing you can do is to love yodirslai nd WayS tO |OV€
yOU rselfand everything else will follow.

See me in all you see for | am there. Hear a samaddknow | am that. To embrace me,
embrace gratitude and reverence. Not for an idatis&nt, demanding God. But for small
things. A beautiful flower. A smiling face. A ray sunshine. Find simple pleasures, and you
have found me.

| do not reside in a church. | reside in a templéemple called body. A temple that
is you. Only when you surrender your expectatidnstat | look like will you stop
searching and start experiencing. To find me, fiodrself. Know yourself. Accept yourself.
Love yourself.

I am one with you and feel your pain. | know ydéear, your confusion and dread.
But | know it in the context of the truth. | awé&itr you to see the power of free will, the
transitory illusions it creates, and the powerosf to heal all. | am love. | have not
abandoned you. | am the rock upon which you stand.

| am the high of mountains and the canyons debe.hbt of fire and the cold of ice. |
am the freshness of nature and the chip of concget® me in all you see for | am there. Hear

a sound and know | am that. Touch an object andayetwouching me. Smell a scent and
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know that | am the wind that has carried it to yloarn the scent, | am in you. Taste me in all

you taste for | am sustenance. | am life.

Use your senses in a new way. Look, touch, smedir,hasteperce|ve the

WOI’|d ANEWhperceive it as a manifestation of Spirit and acbadingly.

There once stood a small isolated village atop antan plain. The name of this particular
village has long since been forgotten, howeveremgithe people who resided there it can be
remembered as the Village of Neediness.

The Village of Neediness fostered a certain frafmind. It taught learned
helplessness. This was the ethos. It applied toyteg, turning people’s needs into
nightmares.

Of course, having needs is neither unusual ndslenaatic in and of itself. It quickly
becomes a problem, however, when the needs aréeuodile met. This was what happened
in the Village of Neediness. Many of the needs wamhet because the inhabitants were
each waiting for someone else to come along td fb¥ needs. No one came.

Many were looking for those who could help themaficially. These people were not
employed, they were too busy looking for someone whs. A few residents felt that they

lacked humor in their lives, so they were looking ¢lowns. Some of the clowns believed
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that they had spent too much time being funny atdnough time being serious, so they
were looking for bookworms. A large number of bookms believed they had nurtured their
minds at the expense of their bodies, so they Ve@teng for buffed bodybuilders. The
bodybuilders were out looking for love. And so bwent.

Trying to help oneself financially seemed too htardnany of the poor, just as
lightening-up seemed beyond the reach of the seridaaven forbid that a clown should
pick up a book, or a bookworm should work out. Axsdfor love, why bother loving yourself
when you can get all the love you need from othéitshe risk of repeating myself, the
others didn’t show up!

By looking to others to make themselves compléee villagers failed to fulfil their
own needs. They forgot that if you sit back, foogson your needs, waiting for someone
else to come along and fix everything, your neetlssunply get bigger. Even if someone
were to appear, the most they could do would kfer a short-term solution but ultimately
they would make things worse.

Unable to help themselves and unable to find stixdyo could, the residents of the

neediness village ceased to exist. They becameveorgeHopefully a lesson.

Try to be, embody or do the thing you seek fromtlaeroAlwa.yS S'[al’t
W|th yOU rselfAct as if you are your own salvation.
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Peta was running. She was not running a physical Rather, she was running from herself.
It began with what others said. It began with #uants.

Peta had an unusual voice, one that was surpiysiiegp. Others made fun of this.
“Hello, my name’s Peta,” they would jibe in deemak tones. Peta hated their imitations.
After a while she simply hated her voice. She diétnbow it but she was running.

Another bane was her appearance, especially tsex ttovas crooked and, Peta
believed, far too large. Because of this, beautyrsal a distant prize. Just about every
magazine she read enforced this belief. At firstisated those unrealistic ideals. Then she
simply hated herself.

These issues weren't Peta’s only concern butwesg typical of the problems she
faced. In most instances she had two options—tk eeternal changes or to accept things as
they were. For example, she could go straight tgesy, or bypass surgery and go straight to
the heart—Iloving self as is.

Of course, in some circumstances external chaagéde a beneficial thing, a positive
thing. But to know this one has to stop—be still-d-ask, “What is genuinely best and most
appropriate for me?” This should be done not tagtkaothers but in order to honor oneself.

Peta couldn’t do this because she was running.

]
Change is great only when it’s for the right rea;sDOﬂ t Fun fI‘Om

yOU I’SG|f.To change yourself for others is to run an unbdatastTe.
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The traveling wizard had finally reached his desion. It was a magnificent crystal castle,
home of the humble and judicious magician. The wizmntered bracing himself for battle.

Although surprised to find the magician awaitingnhthe wizard felt confident.
“Magician, they say you are the most powerful maggaver in all the lands. | come to test
that claim. | challenge you to a duel.”

The magician replied, “In a distant land calledkél®&elieve your spells fixed the
symptoms but neglected the cause. In a chatteiilage you brandished an ear-shaped
crystal but neglected to explain it properly. Negl®llows you.”

The wizard was both unnerved and incensed. Heuwasrved that the magician
knew so much, and incensed that anyone would ihgult Summoning all of his power the
wizard unleashed his considerable might at the creagi

In a furious and unnatural tempest, a battle efg@nand magic raged. Ancient forces

fought for supremacy. It was a war the magician swas to win.

When you attempt to prove yourself you Ianguié\.rrogan ce breEdS

negleCtWhen you attempt to improve yourself you grow.
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It began as a small matter. Almost inconsequentia. old dam was starting to leak—again!
This was nothing new but the appearance of seeemaks at once was. It meant more work
for the repairer, Marcus. The problem was that Msittad many other responsibilities to
tend to as well. Too many. He needed help.

Perhaps because of pride, perhaps because obstuelss, Marcus decided not to
ask anyone for assistance. He would handle it Hfpredeng with his many other tasks. And
so he got to work trying to undertake several jatbsnce. But he was only one person, one
person who considered help to be a nasty fourrletbed.

Unfortunately but not unsurprisingly Marcus wdgtée slow in fixing the cracks. As
such, those which were unattended got bigger, whdee hairline cracks appeared. The
scenario seemed to unfold like a domino effect. €aek would facilitate another and
another, and so on. With more and more water |gakifarcus tried harder but still resisted
the urge to seek help. lll-equipped to handleljtred found that things were quickly getting
out of control.

It was bound to happen sooner or later. The daist.oMarcus was swept away by
the sudden onrush of water. As he splashed abawtlanker on dry land yelled to him, “Do
you need any help?” Although Marcus couldn’t swiar,some reason he didn’t respond. In
his mind, to do so would have meant weakness. Wassobviously a greater concern than

stupidity!
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If you don’t ask for what you need, the need withg. ASk fOf Wh at yOU

needind be ready to receive. This is not a sign ofkweas but humility.

The pink peach wanted to be a purple plum. Thelpyrfoms were more popular. Eaten by
the handful they were in constant demand, they Vesed. It wasn't difficult to understand
why. The pink peach considered them to have bgkiar—better complexion. The purple
plums had smaller figures too. They also tastefémdint. The pink peach assumed they tasted
better. Sitting in the fruit bowl, the pink peaditfalone and unwanted. He longed for
someone to eat him—to love him.

In the absence of any visible love, the pink pedetiermined to love himself. Where
possible he made a few external improvements daiming riper—more presentable. But
the majority of changes were mental. He told hifndaily that he loved himself. Instead of
focusing on the negatives, the pink peach begausfog on the positives. He realized that he
was of the peach tree—the Creator. He also camederstand that he had many great
qualities and was perfect just as he was.

It took a bit of work but the pink peach succeed¢el came to love himself,
becoming the love which he sought. Wouldn’t youwrit as soon as this happened he

found love with another. It was a human who loveslgmell, taste and texture of peaches—
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all of his qualities. Someone who appreciated lanhfm. The pink peach couldn’t be

happier.

Internal love precedes external love, so love yemrsYou are WOnderfU|
and u n|q U&:cause you are of the Creator.

Although Lesley knew what responsibility meant sbger experienced it, she never
accepted it for herself. In Lesley’s mind, acceptiasponsibility was tantamount to
accepting fault. It would mean she did wrong ... sbeldn’t be trusted ... she was bad ...
she was a failure ... Instead, when things would gang Lesley would point the finger at
others, blame God, put it down to circumstancessanoin. She thought this would somehow
save her. It did the opposite.

Unable to accept responsibility Lesley’s life happdto her. As if she were an
observer Lesley was powerless on all levels. Tlas mever more apparent than during and
after the assault. It happened when Lesley wasimgtiown the street, minding her own
business. She was the recipient of a vicious crare@ime which was both unprovoked and
unexpected. After the incident Lesley sought tHp béa psychologist. These sessions were
helpful until responsibility was mentioned.

“Lesley, as difficult as it may seem, we needxplere the issue of responsibility.”
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“But | didn’t do anything wrong. | didn’t provokdaém. | didn't ask to be assaulted. |
did nothing wrong!”

“| agree with you, Lesley. You did absolutely notpiwrong. Responsibility is not
about blame but ownership. The people who didtthigou are responsible for their actions.
Just as you, Lesley, are responsible for your astamdreactions”

Pausing briefly, the psychologist continued. “Tkof it this way, a victim is a person
who has done nothing wrong but is held captivéneowhims of others and life. A victim is
powerless. An empowered individual can also makectdim that they have done nothing
wrong, but they are not powerless. They recogriaee¢ach choice—even if it's choosing to
walk down the street—brings certain experiencesiesonforeseen. They own their
experiences. If a bad experience is encountergdcth@ose how to react, how it affects
them—not so much physically but mentally. Do Itles weaken me or do | let this
strengthen me? Do | hate myself or do | love myselfe? Do | get stuck in blame or do |

move forward? ... A victim cannot ask these questidhgir only option is to suffer.”

]
When life gets tough, take control by acceptingoesibility. DOn t be a

Vi Ct' m. Instead, recognize your power to create and/orw#hlsituations.

daniel brako © 2011 www.danielbrako.com microstories 47




If you have ever listened carefully you might héaeard the whispers of, “What if ... what if
... what if ...” Chances are these came from Elliewhat-ifing elf.

In many ways Ellie was not unlike other elvestiany ways that is, but one. Ellie
had the hindering habit of constantly askivigat if? She allowed this fear of the unknown to
rule her life. It was what stopped her from doing.

From an early age Ellie had wanted to visit theainding kingdoms. Instead she
kept putting it off, fearful of what may be. “Whidisomething happens to my family when
I’'m away? What if other lands are not safe? Whaggt lost? What if the weather’'s
miserable? What if | get elf-napped?”

When it came to dating, Ellie didn’t. She didritbav herself to become romantically
involved. There were plenty of reasons. “Whatggt rejected? What if | fall for someone
who doesn’t love me back? What if | get my headgklen? What if | meet a psycho-elf?”

Ellie loved art. She herself would have loved ¢caln artist. It was not to be. “What if
my parents don’t approve? What if others don't kg work? What if | end up wasting my
time and energy? What if | fail?”

All of this what-ifing did not escape the attemtiof the chief elf, who summoned
Ellie for a timely discussion. Ellie’s response waslefend her inaction and inability to
move forward. She tried to justify herself by offfey an almost endless supply of what-if
scenarios to the chief. After all her ranting aadimg, the chief presented a what-if question
of his own. “What if, on your death bed, you loakck over your life only to realize and

regret that there was so much more you could hase?What then?”
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, .
Don't be overcautious to the point of inactiDon t Wh at'|f yOUI‘
I|fe awa.y yjpecause you may just live to regret it.

Do you believe in monsters? Timmy did. This wasswprising given that he was in
possession of one! Mind you, it was not your ortyrraaring, stomping, run-of-the-mill type
monster. No. It was the prevalent but rarely talabdut Chaos Monster.

Living up to its name the Chaos Monster had thitylo cause chaotic life events to
occur. It did this often. Accidents, injuries, plaims, dramas, disputes ... you name it.
Almost all painful events were the result of tmsidious pest.

Because it was Timmy’s monster, Timmy was thepieai of all the chaos. Time and
time again Timmy found himself smack-bang in thedig of all the bedlam. Of course,
Timmy did his best to placate the monster by fegdiand tending to its insatiable appetite.
Still, the chaos kept coming in an endless cydenfivhich there seemed to be no escape.

The thought of not feeding the monster had ocduaelimmy but he rejected it. He
rejected it because he feared the consequences.aifthe had never starved the monster
and had no idea what would happen if he did. Imfiied the only option was to continue
with life as usual.

The day eventually came when Timmy had had enddghdecided to make a

change. Mustering all his strength and determinati® withheld food from the chaos
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monster. The monster was enraged. Sure enougleyidets flared up. All chaos reigned. But
Timmy remained steadfast refusing to back downp&gingly, painful life events eased

slightly. Then a little more. At last the Chaos Muer didn’'t seem so chaotic.

If you want to reduce pain and sufferirﬁ,top fGEd | ng hate and

fe arbecause without sustenance life’'s monsters wilhghr

She cradled the earth in the palms of her handsubih those hands radiated immense
power, the power of harmony and vitality. This anhit had always been. But recently, in
the last few centuries, she had noticed a resistadpposing energies were working against
her own. As she struggled to hold on, Gaia remeath&od/dess and how it all began ...

In the beginning, before time existed, there wayg a non-physical energy called
God/dess. God/dess created the physical univedsthan divided part of itself into tiny
pieces called spirits. These spirits entered ihtgsjzal bodies in order to animate them. The
spirit that entered into the earth became know@as.

Gaia was tasked with sustaining earth. She dg] tmimpeded, for millennia. In fact,
Gaia did such a good job that God/dess was aldertd life-forms to inhabit the planet. This

brought Gaia great joy which only increased adifadorms evolved. But there came a time
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when some of the life-forms, those known as hurbagan to break the balance. They
threatened Gaia’s very existence.

Hunting animals to extinction, bulldozing the fase$olluting the water, these were
some of the ways in which the balance was beinggalesd. Despite her great power, Gaia
could feel the earth slipping through her fing&ke knew, should this ever happen, it would

mean the end of all physical life. From one spaianother, she prayed ...

The spirit of the planet is calling upon us to ql]B.lChange |S a|WayS

pOSS| blel.t begins on a small level, it begins with oneself

“Let me ask you a question,” began a wise man a&ddrg a crowd. “If a child steals a loaf
of bread, is that wrong?”
“Yes,” was the prompt and collective response.
“But what if a child steals to feed his or her giag family?” pressed the man.
There was silence before someone volunteered,g$git depends on the motive.”
“But what if the motive has been borne of deceptfonexample, rich and greedy

parents lying to their offspring about their trirgaincial situation, thereby unjustly

encouraging theft?”
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More silence was broken by a new voice. “If a chittesn’t know any better, then a
child cannot be blamed.”

“But what if the child was actually an adult? Canaalult’s ignorance be excused?”

Unable to see where this was going, some in thedliecame angry. “What is the
point of this, old man?” demanded one such onlaoker

“I tell you this: there are two laws—the law of theople and the law of the Universe.
The law of the people is based on the beliefs @fdduy. It dictates what is right and wrong,
and can sometimes be bent depending on circumst@hedaw of the Universe is based on
the knowledge of eternity. It makes no judgemestaight and wrong, and can never be
bent.”

“What good is such a law?” questioned a bystander.

“It ultimately ensures fairness: for each actidrfrings a consequence. Most
importantly it looks within the heart, seeking imtien, and acts accordingly.”

“If this is all true, such a system must make judgats,” asserted yet another.

“No, it responds impartially. We infer judgemerittHe consequences are painful we
typically label the choice wrong. If the consequesnare joyous, we label the choice right—
but it is all relative.”

“How can you say such things when God has alrealdyus what is right and wrong?
You only need to look to the ten commandments,’ugdd someone from the back of the
crowd.

“The commandments of which you speak are simplydeti—no more, no less—to
bring joyous consequences while avoiding painfldsoWhether or not they are followed is

a choice we each individually have to make.”
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By operating on an impersonal system of cause ﬁedteG Od never

JUdgeSLt is people who judge, it is people who determigét and wrong.

The land which Jake owned and lived on was actaathound of dirt. It suited him just fine.
In fact, Jake considered it better than fine. Is\weal. You see, one of Jake’s favorite
pastimes was slinging dirt. He found it so much fun

Jake would typically mix the dirt with water, proging an instant supply of mud, a
ready form of ammunition. He would hurl the mughassing cars. He'd throw it over the
neighbors’ fence. Rooftops were a simple targetoSavere the local cats and dogs. He
would even fling it at unsuspecting passers-by.

As a result of his thoughtless actions Jake’s rdafrdirt quickly became level. He
was too busy slinging the stuff to even notice. Nidrhe notice when the newly flat land
took on a groove. Nor when the groove became avurthe furrow became a ditch. The
ditch became a hole.

Before Jake knew it he had dug himself into a hableery deep hole. It was a place
that was dark, dank and miserable. It was alse@dibly lonely. Stuck in the hole of his own

creating, Jake wondered if the people whom he ligidWwould come to his assistance.
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As wisdom has it, if you throw mud you lose grouB.ay atte ntIOn '[O

I|fe otherwise you may end up in a ditch. A very deeghdi

Faint, dizzy and weak, Suki was lost. She had besirfor days in the wilderness and feared
that death was now upon her. Suddenly, somethieged to shimmer into existence.
Though her vision was blurred Suki could make batform of a woman. A very beautiful
woman.

“I am an angel sent to you by God. If you beliav&od heed my words. Head due
north where you will come to a stream. Beyond theasn lies safety. But be warned, the
stream has two sections: one which appears compteten and one which has ripples. Do
not attempt to cross at the calm stretch. Althotigisks little from you it is treacherous.
Choose the other. Initially it will require mordeat but ultimately it is the best and only
way.”

Aware that she may be hallucinating Suki deciadeldgad north anyway. She had
little to lose and so much to gain. After walkiray some time she eventually found it. The
stream. Great joy filled her but this quickly digstied when she realized that the stream was

indeed composed of two distinct sections. It mélaat a difficult and all-important decision

needed to be made.
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In the end Suki trusted her heart. Bracing hedsdfwaded out into the rippled
stream. The water froze her body and shocked haal.mit one point she didn’t think she
would make it. Then Suki remembered something.tloefaith. She had faith not only in

God and the angel, Suki had faith in herself. Is W reason she made it to the other side.

Spirituality requires not only commitmerspiritu al |ty req u | reS

falth . Faith in a higher power. Faith in the process. faith in yourself.

The Supreme One wanted great things for Mirna senreisted her with a pair of wings.
These wings were so beautiful, so radiant that toeyd not be seen by the human eye. They
were heavenly.

One of Mirna’s wings fluttered constantly as aereal reminder of The Supreme
One’s love. Despite this Mirna was unaware of theg® attached to her back. In fact, she
was oblivious that The Supreme One even existed.

Mirna’s awareness, however, was expanding. She khe lived in a world which
cultivated the five senses and dazzled. She alsw lshe had an inner voice which was
immune to superficial distractions.

Although The Supreme One wanted great thingsdordnly Mirna could determine

her fate via the choices she made. As it happévieda chose responsibly by listening to
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her heart, the inner voice which transcends theiphal Responsible choice caused her
dormant wing to stir.
When the wing ofesponsible choicbeats alongside the wing giface,a person can

fly into endless possibility. This is what MirnaddiShe soared.

Grace is an ever-present gift of assistan@race a|WayS surrou ndS

yOU . It asks only that you make a diligent effort.

And it's beautiful

But it wasn't always so
And it's beautiful
Forever, | shall know
And it's beautiful

But it used to be so bad
And it's beautiful

| rue what | once had
And it's beautiful

| used to be so lost

And it's beautiful
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| used to hate God
And it's beautiful
Now | love myself

And it's beautiful

No matter where you are, no matter what you've ggpeed, you calcreate a

beaut|fU| I|fe But first you have to find the beauty within. Steday.

"
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