MEMORY AROUND
THE CAMPFIRE

The dawn of another scorching day was fast approaching in The Empty
Quarter. Many animal tracks were testimony to the desert’s bustling
night activity, but now all was quiet in the four-legged animal kingdom.
Only one two-legged animal was rustling. | was hungry to
witness a sunrise in its purity, showering the ‘desert beings’ with more
power than hardship. | quietly emerged from my tent, trekked over two
sand dunes to a place where [ truly felt like the only human partner of
Mother Earth, and laid my body in the rippled contours the evening
breeze had left behind. | experienced the last of the evening's coolness
from the earth’s soul. My eyes were aligned on the very cusp, where the
sand ran away down the lee slope of the dune.
And then it happened. | became ‘at one’ with the desert. | was
simply a grain of sand, equal with all others. Size and shape emerged
with clarity. Time stood still. Peace, joy and eternal calmness embedded

itself into my very being.

il H E M B E R

The quest for the ‘here and now’ is worth waiting for! Clear yourself,

and allow it in!



