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Sarah is enjoying New Hampshire RVing with her family this summer and happy that every day 
feels like a wonderful and glorious vacation ... sweet!  They’re visiting beaches, hiking, following their kids’ 

newfound passions, seeing old friends and reconnecting with relatives.  Barb is in the throes of 100° heat in Texas and 
finding more and more ways to do “work” in the pool... reading, researching, writing, thinking, planning.  

And what a great office it is!  Thank goodness she is not at all afraid of the sun and relishes the big doses of Vitamin D 
she is soaking up.  We have an amazing issue for you with lots of food for thought... 

we hope you challenge yourself and enjoy the process!

What’s this issue about?
Barb Lundgren

a lover tells us about her evolving passion for love
Shellie Smith

welcome to the new and vibrant world of true love
Inok Alrutz

 our contributors 

how do we allow love to become the central guidepost for everything
 we think about and every action we take?
Quinn Eaker



 
.  Love .

a short conversation between the REM publishers
Barb Lundgren & Sarah Parent



Our entire issue is devoted to just one story.  
It’s a story of monumental depth, rich with vulnerability, feeling, introspection, growth and change.  

It’s a story of love.  Revolutionary love.  Plus three half hour videos.





 

I have been watching with much love, curiousity and wonder 
as my son and his longtime partner Shellie developed a deep and meaningful partnership 
despite their age and other dramatic differences.  Then, over the last year or so, Quinn’s 
inspiration and expansion led him on a path without Shellie as a result of fear and attach-
ment that was limiting their partnership, and the strength of what they shared diminished.  
Quinn spent several 
months traveling on 
his own through-
out the country, 
facilitating New 
Paradigm activa-
tions with families 
and adults and it 
seemed as if he and 
Shellie might be a 
thing of the past.  

Inok entered  the 
picture and she 
and Quinn felt an 
immediate, passion-
ate and deep connection.  A pregnancy resulted and impending  parenthood took precedent 
over all else.   As the two of them considered where to make their home among several excel-
lent options, Shellie emerged with a a radical, love centered idea.  Over the following weeks, 
Quinn and Inok chose to explore the beauty of life together in the Garden of Eden under 
the same roof as Shellie, rethinking everything they thought they knew about love, respect, 
responsibility and freedom.

What follows here in Issue 7 is each of their incredible, heartfelt stories of change.  Sarah and 
I follow them up with a short dialog of our own about what we’ve learned and what we’re 
thinking about.  

Love,

Barb



Living the Love 
has been Profound, 

with much Contraction 
and Expansion, 
Sadness and Joy, 
Fear and Love

An incredible journey I have had and am experiencing with 
this Lovely Bearded One!  Many lifetimes within this one 
lifetime I have enjoyed with him… one grand, exquisite ad-
venture.  This relationship is incredibly vast; its many facets 

immense.  We have deeply immersed ourselves in a magnificent journey in co-creation so very beautiful and rare.  I 
feel more love and more heart connection than I have ever known possible… unconditional love Quinn has shared 
with me as expansive and divine as the Universe itself. 

My personal evolutionary journey began when I was young.  I grew up in the Colorado mountains, spent summers 
outside under the aspen trees, making forts, playing in the creek with the water skippers, making snow angels and 
snow forts, and riding our ponies.  Toys were rarely something we purchased but mostly created.  My mother sewed 
much of our clothing (including our underwear and prom dresses).  We grew our own food, raised our own chickens 
and pigs, baked our own bread, used the outhouse when the electricity was out, thrived on fresh well water, heated 
our house with the wood we spent our summers chopping from our land, and shoveled the blizzards of snow from 
our really long driveway by hand.  “Going to town” was a special trip a few times a month to get groceries or to visit 
my grandparents.  Eating out was a rarity for our family, as we made the majority of our meals from scratch.

I loved being in nature and remained deeply connected to my creative self through her example.  I communed with 
her spirits, talked with the trees, breathed her fresh breeze, and marveled at her intricate creations.  I continue to 
experience my most peaceful moments in nature’s arms.  My creative expressions (of which there are many) and my 

.Love Ever True.
                                  .  . . Part I

All, everything that I understand, I understand 
only because I love.

Everything is, everything exists, only because I love.
                                                       Leo Tolstoy



energetic frequencies are most soulfully aligned when I am in connection.

I grew up and lived in the city, near the water, in foreign countries, with lovers, 
with friends and with my family, but never alone all by myself.  I have experienced 
a huge array of realities owning businesses in catering, framing, aerobics and im-
porting, working for lawyers, connected with embassies and foreign political lead-
ers, but mostly sharing myself as an artist and mother.  I have eaten delicacies and 
danced in my many travels all over the world, driven Porsches, had condos and 
country houses, slept on beaches, in tree houses, in boats, tents, and trucks…. and 
shared my heart with a man I married with a full-on commitment for 25 years.

We often basked in the delight of how blessed we were in 
this love that most people never get to experience.  I was 26 and he was 42 when 
we married.  I always assumed he would grow old with me as we sailed around 
the world together in wedded bliss.  I was certain I would outlive him and then 
perhaps create a new life adventure for myself when he was gone.  His adventurous 
spirit took him all over the world for the money we used to sustain our lifestyle, 
while I was honored to be home and present with our two unschooled children 
creating our own sacred space on our Kennedale, Texas property (Quinn and I 
now call the Garden of Eden).

Here my children have lived and loved, climbed the trees, played with bugs, slept 
under the stars, and built their childhood memories.  Our home was always the 
place to gather, to retreat, to eat, to revive, to share the love.  We homed the home-
less, rescued the abused, hosted the parties, and foreign exchange swimmers.  So 
many people, mostly children, have been a huge part of the energetic beauty in the 
creation of this space.  

Once when we were going to sell our home, my children’s friends rose in opposi-
tion saying this would all not be without us here and asked if the new owners 
would be okay with them just popping in for a meal or to crash on the couch in 
the middle of the night.  Most were in awe of our unschooling journey which we 
shared with those able to hear it.

Unschooling has played a huge part in my evolution and was a natural exten-
sion of my journey toward pure connection and freedom.  I recognized that my 
children were already perfect.  It was me who was jaded and fearful from life’s 
experiences, with countless ideas, attachments, and judgments.  I opened to the 
ever-increasing opportunities to truly look at myself as the student, instead of the 
teacher.  I knew the importance for me to follow my heart and hold space for the 
freedom of our children.  I grew in uncountable ways through this process and it

 I recognized that my children were already perfect.  
It was me who was jaded and fearful from life’s

 experiences, with countless ideas, 
attachments, and judgments. 



became increasingly apparent that my husband was not on 
this path with me.  Though he was truly a free spirit at heart, 
he got caught up in the world of intense Old Paradigm real-
ity, entangled with endless shoulds, have to’s, and musts.  As 
I glimpsed new realities, living life with such constraints was 
unbearable for my soul desiring to be free.  We never mar-
ried “til death do us part” so our moving on was not a failure 
for either of us, but a completion of this part of our life’s 
journey.  It was still intensely emotional in letting go of what 
we once shared so 
joyously, letting go of 
the projections for our 
future, and standing 
vulnerably present and 
raw in the now.  

I have known Quinn’s family for many years through un-
schooling as the kids and I have attended the Rethinking 
Everything conference for about 13 years.  I consider Quinn’s 
mother, Barb, to be one of my best friends ever.  She has 
been with me through years of unschooling, my marriage, 
and divorce, always challenging me to look within and 
embrace my own truth.  I feel Barb was very instrumental in 
my evolutionary process to be conscious enough to connect 
with Quinn on such a deep level.  My daughter briefly dated 
Quinn’s younger brother and lived with both of his siblings 
and we have shared many holidays and even family vaca-
tion together.  Though not romantic in nature, Quinn and I 
shared many moments of connection in energetic exchange. 

Occasionally five or six years ago, Quinn would come to 
help me at the house, trimming trees and with upkeep on 
the property.  Once I was building a yin/yang garden and 
he shared with me in the creation of the design, as well as 
lovingly nurturing a broken tree back to life.  The property 
responded well to his presence, and we connected over awe-
some food, a beer or two, and genuine communication.  He 
could feel my sadness at the dwindling of my marriage and 
offered to give me acrosage, a yogic type of massage therapy.  
I asked “Will it make me cry?”  He replied… ”You know you 
don’t have to pretend with me.”  I was in full awareness that 
he already KNEW what I was going through and accepted 
his offer.  My ability to let go and embrace his touch of  
course brought tears, as well as acceptance of what was in my 
marriage.  We laid on the floor for hours together, spooned

  Oh how we eternally know each other.  
In his eyes I see me.  

With him I am “home.” 

in tender vibrational purity, present to open space and 
breathing in the release of years past. 

At the Rethinking conference that year, we felt the attrac-
tion and closeness of our energies.  As he spoke in one of the 
sessions in his usual “Quinn way” someone asked me, “Do 
you get him?”  I smiled inside. “Oh yeah, I get him alright!!!”  
I knew at that moment there was something powerful going 
on.  We spent that whole night laying on the grand ballroom 
floor together, massaging each other, laughing, sharing choc-

olate, and immersed in the 
beauty of the opening we 
were both feeling so power-
fully.  We continued to play 
and wrestle, to touch, and 

be touched physically and in our hearts.  Everyone around us 
could feel the pull we were experiencing.  

Quinn has always intently gazed straight 
into my eyes.  Something incredibly profound was go-
ing on in there and in the past I didn’t dare look too deeply, 
lest I fall into them and never return.  In a moment’s release 
of denial and fear, I let down my guard, gazed into his eyes, 
and there we were… Souls living truth.  Oh how we eter-
nally know each other.  In his eyes I see me.  With him I am 
“home”.  With him I am with myself.  

It was somewhat awkward for our families and our friends 
who were witnessing the explosion of our intimate commu-
nion.  He had been only a child and I was married during 
our previous years of connection.  Now, we were both free 
to love if prior programming didn’t get in our way.  Nothing 
could get in our way.  We were immersed in the attraction in 
an upward spiral.  My heart chakra began spinning, my feet 
left the ground.  We shared most of our moments in silent 
embrace, engaging our knowing of how beautiful it was to be 
immersed in this love.  

Our unschooling community put in their two cents worth… 
”Don’t get involved with Quinn — he is so unattached to 
everything.  When he is done with his dreads he just cuts 
them off and throws them away.  Imagine he could be that 
way with relationships too.  We don’t want to see you hurt!”  
Regardless of what anyone else thought, I was embracing our 
connection fully – love was ours.  We fell deep into love… or 
more likely, it fell into us.  I asked Quinn if he was afraid to  



bed with him.  He would awaken as my energy entered the 
room and I could feel his warmth reach out to me and pull 
me in next to his nakedness in his single bed.  We made love 
under the covers with such sweet innocence, being silent 
with our mouths so as not to awaken his brother, instead 
communicating with our eyes.  

A few weeks into our relationship, he would come to stay 
with me for days on end.  We slept in the upstairs bedroom, 
sometimes staying there all day.  An occasional trip to the 

kitchen for crystal 
water or some 
yummy creation, 
and we were 
back in bed eat-
ing with our fin-
gers, massaging 
each other, and 
awakening again 
to our sexual 
selves.  We had 
no phones to an-
swer, no prom-
ises to keep, no 
one depending 
on us, only com-
plete immersion 

in the moment.  
Time stood still, months went by, he stayed with me longer 
and longer; love could not possibly grow any grander.  He 
gradually moved his things into my bedroom and we made 
a home together, enjoying all the beauty of sharing intimate 
space.  No desire for separation.  

For nearly a year, we mostly stayed at home alone together.  
We laid in the sun, played in the grass, built pottery by the 
fire, massaged each other with each magical touch.  Every 
waking moment we tuned in to each other, me in total 
amazement of what we were experiencing.  He always kept 
me in check when Old Paradigm thoughts would come.  
Sometimes his awareness of my dysfunction was painful, as 
I felt so vulnerable in the sharing of it.  I knew quickly that 
I could tell him anything and I knew he would love me any-
way.  I had never been so honest or authentic with anyone.  
His undying love for me was steady.  He helped me 

be in love with me.  He, of course, said no but I didn’t be-
lieve him.  I felt since he had not been in a serious relation-
ship before that he didn’t really even know what love truly 
was.  He admitted to me that he didn’t know what it was 
like to be a companion or share himself so fully.  I was afraid 
because I felt I did know what love was and was just getting 
over the pain of the break-up of my marriage. 

Not wanting to have regrets or hold myself apart from this 
encounter, I dove in head first, not questioning its power.  
I embraced love, not fear, chose to live for the moment in 
the enjoyment of such a 
beautiful opening of love’s 
light, and breathe the ex-
quisiteness of the feeling of 
my expanding,  spinning 
heart.  I engaged with him 
fully, for the moment, for 
NOW, for the experience 
of divine appointment.

For several years after our 
hearts connected in this 
dance of romantic love, we 
were inseparable, spending 
nearly every moment of 
our existence in physical, 
emotional and energetic 
sweetness together.  There 
is no describing the way my soul still feels when he touches 
my skin.  I shutter and melt into him with his warm breath 
brushing my neck.  My heart spins in constant motion as 
the inertia shoots love out into the Universe.  We need not 
say “I love you” as those three words are said too much… 
they’re not enough.  We rarely speak on the phone, we just 
breathe within each other’s breath.  Our few experiences 
apart are rarely shared in words as we delight in the now 
presence of our oneness.  And together we need not speak 
too much, as he knows what I am feeling, he feels what I am 
thinking, I listen to his heart beat, we cuddle in the pleasure 
of touching the soul, we massage for the knowing of each 
other’s physical form.

When we connected, Quinn was still living with his parents 
in their guesthouse with his brother.  I would sneak up there 
sometimes while he was sleeping to surprise and crawl in 



grow through so many years of old conditioning and held 
space for my true freedom without sugar coating things or 
killing me with his laser-edged 
sword.  He never rescued me 
when I wanted him to protect 
my feelings or give me com-
fort, but held me true to take 
responsibility for myself.

We have shared so many ex-
quisite passions, both engaged 
deeply in photography, pottery, 
jewelry making, harvesting, 
camping, traveling, gardening, 
the discovery of amazing food, 
fashion, adventuring into the 
woods, creating events, playing 
music, dancing, hunting for 
treasures, volunteering at a lo-
cal brewery, collecting recipes, 
starting a boutique and the 
Uber Dank High Vibe Cuisine 
Café, living sustainably, and in 
constant embrace of experiencing new things.  We wrapped 
ourselves around each other in lots of unusual configurations 
that our heights and flexibility allowed us to enjoy.  We sat 
in each other’s laps, shared the same plate, and always fed 
each other with our fingers.  We bathed and dried each other, 

groomed each other, made our own special sound, he twirled 
me upside down with my legs wrapped around his waist like 
a child, I rode Quinny-back all over our gardens, we bathed 
naked in the sun, snuggled under his hand-made cloak we 
were embellishing together, nurtured and slept with our 
“baby” (the starter yeast for his homemade bread) during the 
cold nights of winter, and spent a good portion of our days 
in massage and intimate connection.  

From the very beginning it was wild and powerful and over 
the top — nearly unbearably intense.  I wrote once in my 
journal, “I feel out-of-my mind and out-of-control and  

He never rescued me when I wanted him to protect my feelings or 
give me comfort, but held me true to take responsibility for myself.

scared and elated and in a totally different reality.  I can’t 
even believe this is me!  I am flying all over the place, so 

beauti-
fully out-
of-touch 
with 
anything 
physical 
outside 
of this 
intimate 
us.”  For 
months 
on end, 
we hiber-
nated in 
our own 
sacred 
space 
doing 
every-
thing we 

wanted to do.  We were so alive in this companionship, so 
free to explore the depths of our new found love.

Many comments have been made about our relationship.  I 
am 24 years older than he, twice his age at the onset of our 
relationship and some people have thought I was his mother.  

It is possible that in another reality I once was.  (I found it 
quite surprising how so many more people expressed their 
limitations about my being with a man so much younger 
than I, even more so than they did about my having been 
married to a man so much older.  Perhaps it is just that 
people are feeling freer to express their opinions with us, or 
the idea that he is so close to the age of my children is harder 
for them to embrace!)  Some have been uncomfortable at 
our unfiltered display of affection with each other.  Neither 
of us has considered stifling our connection for the comfort 
of their dysfunctional realities.  We have been told that



psychics and ancient divinations say we will be together for 
a very long time.  We have been told we are twin flames, we 
are the greatest example of love yet witnessed, and that we 
are truly “hot” together.  There are so many labels and ideas 
to honor and hold on to, creating so many labels and ideas to 
release.

I have never felt a love so profound as with 
Quinn.  Even with my children in our unschooling jour-
ney, I have had conditions and ideas that have limited my 
love for them.  I didn’t know how to give unconditional love, 
as I was becoming attached to the intricate ways Quinn and I 
were becoming entwined and the juicy, sweet feeling of every 
moment’s divine interaction.  Though my original choice was 
to live with him in the present, after years of being with him 
mostly one-on-one, enveloped literally in each other’s arms, 
I fell so deeply in love and felt it so intricately infused in my 
being, that even the mere thought of losing it was incred-
ibly frightening.  I could evolve and grow and let go of and 
embrace so much in this journey with him, but there was one 
thing I could not do…. would not do…. not even for enlight-
enment… I could not let go of this love, of this relationship, 
of his presence within me.

Coming into alignment with the opportunity to experience 
letting go was manifesting in my physical reality.  The pain 
and suffering of my perceived loss has been one of the most 
difficult, gut-wrenching, debilitating, and sorrowful things 
I have ever lived.  And it has also been the most freeing, 
life-giving, awakening and joyful experiences of my life.  This 
dichotomy was always within my awareness, such that in 
letting go I could have everything, but fear held me hostage 
to the release and embrace.  From the beginning I thought 
I knew what love really was because I had felt it.  I was now 
realizing that love was not what I thought love was at all.  
Quinn was sharing with me the depths of true, uncondi-
tional love.

I have known there is something very big we 
are to do together, Quinn and I.  I first thought 
this big thing was our love that was so touching to others, as 
they witnessed the intimate communion we were sharing.  
People could feel it and expressed their joy in the beauty of 
our being together.  Even people we have never met would 
come to us or write to us and tell us how we inspired them to 
know that love is available to us all and how much delight



they take in being in the presence of it.  

I have thought that perhaps the creations we enjoyed through the Garden of Eden,  our 
photography, pottery, jewelry, travel, sound vibration, or just the magic we shared one-on-
one with others through this love was that “big thing”.   

Now another whole level of love has shown up in my release of the love that was, and new 
possibilities for sharing and experiencing the next “big thing” are opening.  Perhaps the 
“big thing” is that we have yet to experience, as life unfolds in grander and more magnifi-
cent ways.  

I questioned myself every day with Quinn about everything.  About why I brush my teeth, 
why I sleep like I do, what I eat, how I breathe, how I stretch, what I think, what I say, 
and how I say it.  I have questioned myself so deeply about relationships with others and 
especially my relationship with my children and with myself.  I learned through unschool-
ing the beauty of allowing the genius of a child to shine through.  I knew that Quinn had 

insight into what was available for me to remember, if I could just let go of my beliefs that 
I actually knew anything at all.  I chose consciously to sit in witness and then engage in the 
newness he brought to my life, whether it was in the way of gardening or driving, or playing 
with a child.  Being in silence to allow new energy to shine has opened up huge pathways 
to new understandings for me.  I had given myself up to the newness of the experience, and 
at one point actually felt a stranger to myself and everything I had once known.  I did not 
want to become Quinn and so held myself back from taking on all the upgrades he offered 
me.  Yet I did not truly know my own self anymore.  I was not him and I was not me.  

In September last year I could feel Quinn pulling away and he made clear his desire to be 
experiencing some things on his own to activate and accelerate his own journey.  He went 
on the road to do New Paradigm Activations with clients throughout the U.S.  Though we 
were not spending our days and nights together, we were still connected.  I felt deeply our 
separation, though we were in contact nearly every day as he was driving around the coun-
try and I remained at home. 

He was gone for a couple of months when we met in Colorado for Thanksgiving with his 
family.  There were definitely some shifts in energetics between us and I felt how much 
he had grown and expanded in his journey without me.  We had some of the most real 
conversations with each other we had ever had.  He made it clear he didn’t wish to have a 
“girlfriend” or be attached to an idea of us.  He wished to simply spend time together in 
whatever opened in the moment, and I embraced that as it was what we had been doing all

In real love you want the other person’s good.
In romantic love you want the other person.

Margaret Anderson



along.  We still made sweet love together, renewed in the op-
portunity to touch each other again.  The way I felt when he 
touched me was still just as potent, his warm embrace still as 
genuine, our enjoyment of each other still as true.

We returned home together for a few weeks before his next 
activation appointment.  One night by the fire he said he 
had feelings of giving up all the traveling he was doing, all 
the clients he was seeing, and just lay with me by the fire 
immersed in the perfection of the moment.  My heart was 

pounding through my chest at the possibility that he would 
leave behind what had lately become so important to him 
and come back to the Garden with me.  He was adept at be-

ing rebirthed in the dawn of a new moment and I immersed 
myself in the beauty of the joyous emotions I felt in his pres-
ence.  Several days later, he left to go on the road again.  So 
saddened I was to see him go.  It was incomprehensible to me 
how he could drive away from me.  I had no idea if he would 
ever return or in what way our experience would unfold.  
Though I felt it in my best interests to detach myself and let 
go completely, I kept myself entangled with our love, at the 
same time he was becoming free to explore the next experi-
ence.  He was out on the road engaging in the next moment, 
and I was at home living in our home, void of his presence.  
In spending time apart, I experienced such pain for the loss 
of him and of myself - a huge, gaping hole inside me that 
remained in his absence. 

In my fear of losing Quinn, I tried to love him less so that, 
should he not return, it wouldn’t hurt so much.  I wanted

Only someone crazy would walk away from a gift like that. 

to keep my heart from breaking, wanted to run away and 
protect myself from the pain of this perceived loss.  I justi-
fied that if I didn’t have this endless well of love to pour 
into him, I could redirect that love to myself, as if love was a 
finite source.  I struggled to find my life without him; I grew 
older in my sadness.  That is the way most people handle loss 
or pain or fear after all.  Shut down or run!!!  I knew deep 
inside that love is endless and eternal, that it was my attach-
ment to our love that was the dysfunction, not that I loved 

him too much.  But old patterns of denial, fear, sorrow, and 
self-protection made me feel it would be easier to love less.  
I wanted to stop loving him, but holding myself apart from 

this love just made me feel worse.  

Some of my fear of losing him was tangled in the web of 
projection for the future.  He had been such a huge part 
of my evolution, with love so deep and tender, intense and 
beyond words.  Only someone crazy would walk away from 
a gift like that.  I couldn’t imagine my future without him.  I 
have never known anyone as enlightened as he was.  I wasn’t 
willing to consider having a relationship with anyone less 
evolved or with someone who had more dysfunction than I.  
I loved his sense of humor, his unwavering ability to face fear, 
his clarity, his willingness to share himself, and all the facets 
of co-creation that were so prevalent in our lives.  I could not 
imagine being without all this.  The unknown was too scary 
to face.  All these projections and attachments were thwart-
ing my mere existence.  



The things I love most about Quinn are also 
the things that have been the most challenging - his abil-
ity to be unattached, to die in this moment for the next, to 
embrace the fullness of each experience as it shows up.  These 
are the things I used to create my biggest fears.  Yet I appreci-
ate and honor his ability to always stand in his own truth.  
His example has been a guiding light for me as I remember 
the perfection of one’s personal truth.  

Quinn returned from his travels, surprising me as he walked 
into the house where I was asleep by 
the fire.  I felt his energy take up the 
entire room as we immediately fell 
into embrace, wrapping ourselves 
up in each other’s love.  Tears flowed 
in a constant stream, feeling the 
pure presence of the moment.  He 
made love to me there in front of 
the fire, no words spoken.  He had 
returned to me and I opened to him 
as if he had never left.  Two days of 
blissful connection and excitement 
before our travel to India together.  
Though I was going to India for my 
own evolution, I was very much at-
tached to my ideas of our relationship.  In enjoyment of our 
present connection, I placed major importance and expecta-
tion on the continuation of our divine connection.  Making 
love in particular was so meaningful to me, a true indication 
of our being “in love”.  I rationalized that his making love to 
me and his willingness to leave for an undetermined period 
of time (which is something during our first several years to-
gether we were never wanting to do), must mean that he has 
no one new in his life with whom he is connected.  Knowing 
that we could be traveling together for two weeks or perhaps 
6 months, I felt the opportunity to go with the flow and see 
what would open and unfold between us.

I found out about Inok and the baby as I overheard Quinn’s 
conversation with her while we were going through airport 
security on the way to India.  Overwhelmed with emotion, 
I felt as if I’d been punched in the stomach.  The pain in my 
heart shattered it into pieces and felt unbearable.  Grasping 
at my chest could not hold the pieces of my heart together.  I 

felt I had lost the love of my life.  I was breathless, devastated 
in the knowing, angry and sad in the realization of my worst 
fear.  I felt the intensity of our love shifted.  

I could not believe he did not have the guts to tell me about 
Inok before we were set to embark on this journey together.  
Though I knew this leg of our journey was not the full-spec-
trum love we had shared, his insensitivity to my well-being 
and my feelings was powerfully present.  I blamed him and 
judged him for being so selfish and thoughtless.  I could 

hardly stand in his 
presence as I felt his 
power so diffused in 
the awareness of the 
dynamics of the situ-
ation.  I have never 
felt so betrayed nor so 
cheated, not so much 
in his engaging with 
another woman (as I 
already felt this pos-
sibility strongly), but 
in his inability to step 
up and tell me about 
her, allowing me to 

find out in this awkward way.  I chose to go to India anyway, 
as I somehow knew this was a path of growth for me.  I had 
nothing more to lose, nothing more to fear, nothing more to 
face… except myself !

The plane ride was, needless to say, a very long one.  I cried, 
I cried, we talked, I cried.  I was mad, I was understanding, 
I was inquisitive, I cried.  I blamed, I judged, I cried.  He 
shared with me the intricacies of their meeting and of their 
sexual attraction.  We read together her departing letter to 
him as tears streamed down my cheeks.  We cuddled in the 
moment of NOW… of being together in this NOW… of hav-
ing shared such profound love… of sharing love still.  I em-
braced this new opportunity to examine all my projections 
of what this trip meant to me and what his new relationship 
meant to our future, all the ideas to which I had given such 
importance and the many expectations and beliefs to which I 
had held on so tightly. 

India was all I envisioned it would be - endless moments of 



new awareness, of awakening, of acceptance, of adjustment.  
I would often wake up in the middle of the night crying, or 
be elated, or be uncontrollably moved to another state of 
consciousness.  Quinn recorded an encounter we had one 
night (with intent of sharing the recording with everyone), 
when I was in the peak of the most emotional journey I have 
ever experienced.  I was intensely angry at him for recording 
it and putting me under such pressure - pressure of not only 
having to recover myself, but pressure of being exposed to the 
world in this moment of 
devastation.  I knew I had 
the choice to stop speak-
ing, yet I knew that this 
session could be the most 
powerful experience of 
my life thus far, and I was 
not willing to abandon 
the process mid-stream.  I 
was so tempted to share in 
the recording the details 
of this pregnancy and the 
intricacies of this situation 
to expose him, to hold 
something over his head 
to keep him from sharing 
the tape.  Even though I 

knew he could edit it out, that he could totally deny it, or 
never speak with me again, I didn’t want anyone to hear that 
tape.  I did not want anyone to judge me, as I was judging 
myself so harshly already, and I was judging him right along 
with me in the process.  This was yet another prime opportu-
nity to question my motives, to stand in my own fire, to look 
inside myself and discover who I really was.  I was not going 
to run or hide behind anyone or anything else, but be present 
with what is and grow.  Though he pretended to turn the re-
cording off at one point, I felt he was still recording; just one 
more level of pushing me to my limits.  It no longer mattered 
as I had already exposed myself at my angriest, most dysfunc-
tional moment of my life.  

At one point during the recording I said, “I don’t even 
know what responsibility is.”  I thought I knew 
how to take responsibility for myself, for 
my thoughts, my actions, my feelings... I 
thought I knew.  Through the intensity of this mo-
ment, I remembered the depths of what responsibility really 
is.  I released Quinn to the responsibility for his part in 
this reality and his own journey, and consciously embraced 

responsibility for mine.  
I took responsibility for 
his not telling me about 
Inok, as the truth was I 
had not been ready to 
hear and even told him 
so months ago when he 
shared a hypothetical 
situation where he could 
possibly bring a lover to 
the Garden of Eden.  I 
took responsibility for 
not knowing until the 
trip began as I realized I 
may have likely decided 
to shut down and change 
my mind about traveling 

together and miss this opportunity for expansion.  I took 
responsibility for bringing Inok into my life in the first 
place as I feared so much the loss.  I took responsibility for 
the opening of a new experience and the fullness of it, and 
all the little details I wished to blame on Quinn, realizing 
that my soul knows its desire for the rich experience of 
freedom. 
 

Quinn’s number one thing of importance in our relation-
ship, from the very beginning, was always freedom.  If I 
could not honor his freedom, I could not honor him, limit-
ing our ability to experience real love.  In walking through 
this experience consciously, I was opening to true freedom 

  I was not going to run or hide behind anyone or anything else, 
but be present with what is and grow. 



for myself.  By allowing others to be entirely responsible for 
their experience and in taking 100% responsibility for my 
own experience, I am free.  Quinn never rescues me nor dis-
empowers me by claiming that which is mine, regardless of 
the intensity of the experience.  He has been my most potent 
and powerful reflection.  Through him I so clearly see myself, 
all that I am.

It was the middle of the night when I awakened 
to the knowing that love is eternal.  It was no longer just 
something I’d read about, something I thought about or 
talked about or a concept or an idea.  I knew I could still love 
him completely.  Regardless of who he loved, I didn’t want to 
love him less because he loved too much.  I remembered that 
I don’t deserve his love more than anyone else, nor is anyone 
else more deserving than I.  All relationships are sacred, our 
love is eternal, it needs no protection, and it cannot be lost.  
I came to the awareness that I had not truly lost the love of 
my life at all.  I knew then that he was never mine to lose and 
that all the love we have ever shared still exists, now ampli-
fied by freedom, honor, and truth.

I realized that, though he 
was sleeping naked next to 
me, that we were massaging 
each other, bathing together, 
feeding each other, that his 
love for Inok had not died 
nor been diminished by 
our continued love for each 
other.  His traveling with 
another woman under these 
circumstances would have 
once been threatening to 
me.  Existing on the “out-
side” of this relationship, I remembered the power of love.  
Quinn did not stop loving me, but just started loving her.  
There is more love where that came from.  He didn’t have 
to take it from me to give to her.  Love is so expansive that 
he can love us both, and I can love them both… all three of 
them…. and not have to cut myself off from love.  

I continue to expand in love in the deepest ways imaginable 
and unimaginable, keeping my heart open, and just loving 
for the sake of love… burning in the fire of my own creation

even when I falter in my connection.  Looking deep 
within myself I have remembered that I am 
love.  It is not something elusive, or something to be found.  
Love simply is!  Love is EVERywhere.

I have come to full awareness that I am going to continue to 
love, and that is all that truly matters to me.  Regardless of 
what form that takes, all that is important is to love.  I truly 
embrace Quinn and love him unconditionally as he has loved 
me.  Opening the Garden of Eden as a home for a New Para-
digm Eco Village is the most inspiring and powerful reality I 
can imagine experiencing with my property, and I know that 
Quinn is the one to share in this vision.  I have such faith in 
his ability to live true and activate this village that I have cho-
sen to gift this property to him.  I’ve had no doubt that my 
release of ownership, attachment, and control will open fresh 
opportunity for the revitalization and thrival of the space…. 
abundant and clear energetic space for honesty, children, and 
unconditional love.  I envisioned all three of them coming 
to live and share the abundance that was already gracing 

the Garden of 
Eden.  Quinn 
says he would 
love to see Inok, 
their baby, and 
me grow up 
together; to 
be free again 
as children.  I 
embrace this 
grand opportu-
nity to love and 
honor myself.  
I surrender to 

my soul’s desire to experience freedom.  I am letting go of 
EVERything, becoming increasingly free of ideas, thoughts, 
beliefs, attachments, and expectations of many Old Para-
digm realities that have held me hostage.  I am releasing my 
attachment to the reality of my family’s history in this home, 
my attachment to the land, and to the house as it has been.  I 
open to the expansion of what can be and embrace the free 
flow of new energy to be experienced in this space.  In the 
letting go, I am receiving physical and energetic freedom.

Quinn did not stop loving me, 
but just started loving her.

There is more love where that came from.  
He didn’t have to take it from me to give 
to her.  Love is so expansive that he can

 love us both, and I can love them both… 
all three of them…. and not have to 

cut myself off from love. 



As I stretch my wings, I become lighter, I fly. 

As friends express their concerns about my releasing this 
property, I recognize the fear that breeds feelings of financial 
insecurity, feelings that there is not enough, that we need to 
prepare for the future and that property ownership is a nest 
egg to potentially satisfy one’s desire to have control.  I once 
had all those fears myself.  
Their expression of genuine 
concern for my well-being 
gives me the opportunity 
to reflect and tune into my 
own ideas of what I am 
feeling, where I am com-
ing from, and what my 
energetics are.  Limitations 
are experienced when one 
views life through the eyes 
of Old Paradigm and when 
one is unwilling to change 
as greater realities come 
into awareness.  

This property is like gold 
to me.  It begs to be shared, 
not kept in a vault to be protected and saved for something 
yet to be known.  I consciously embrace what feels good - I 
already have EVERything.  This opportunity to share EV-
ERything with others requires pure clarity in the transforma-
tion of my beliefs.

I returned from India, sleeping on the futon in front of the 
fire, unable to return to our bed alone for over a month.  I 
sat with myself, there in the bed, writing, crying, laughing 
at myself, realizing the damage I had done to my insides.  In 
that gut wrenching moment at the airport I created a block 
in my colon, cutting off my body’s nourishment, cutting off 
my nourishment for life.  It could have been a life-threaten-
ing situation…. one must die before they can be reborn. 

I was releasing judgment of death as bad… the idea that 
death is for those who could not deal with life.  I recognized 
death as a choice, neither good nor bad.  It just is.  I believe 
it to be much easier to die than to live fully.  I admit I was 
much more afraid of living than of dying.  I told Quinn 
while in India that I would either die or fly.  The dichotomy 

of both became apparent.  I was dying to myself before being 
able to sprout new wings to take flight.  I knew I had not 
gone through all this suffering to die, but that I was going to 
consciously embrace this opportunity for expansion.  I sat 
with the intricacies of all that I have lived.  Though I know 
it is possible to take a giant leap and release all the dysfunc-

tion of the past all at once, live life freely without dredging 
up all the old stuff piece by piece, I needed to sit with it all, 
to revisit the feelings and fears I was still holding onto.  I had 
to come to terms with all I had experienced and find peace 
within myself.  

One day as I sat in front of the fire, I read two pieces of 
wisdom that resonated deeply within me: “The Ancients 
say that there will come a day that you have to choose, and 
that day is knocking on your door right now!”  And “… a 
collapse of time, space and dimensions into the present now.  
Everywhere, all at once.  This explained the feeling I’d been 
having, like the tension of an approaching storm that never 
breaks through and rains.  It will not rain until I have made 
a choice!”  Perfect words to express the pressure I felt so 
greatly.  So much build up of tension, so wanting to just let 
the rain pour down; release from wanting that evolutionary 
leap to come and make this transition more fluid; wanting to 
stop having to constantly question myself and everything I 
do and have done, what I think, and how I feel.  I embraced 
the opportunity to remember to be where I am, that wishing 
and wanting is only holding me in the place of not having 
and disconnection.  If the rains don’t come everything dries 
up, the earth cracks open, all things wither and die.  There 
is no life.  There is no complete nourishment without the 
rain.  What I had to do is choose, and the rains would come.  
I walked across the kitchen floor and it hit me, I knew it 
was time to choose… and I chose… chose between fear and 
love.  I chose love.  I chose to experience real unconditional 
love.  And guess what…. the skies of Texas opened up, and it 
rained!

 

I believe it to be much easier to 
die than to live fully.  

I admit I was much more afraid 
of living than of dying. 



I breathe in the sunlight through my skin, 
breathtaking shimmers of light and love!  

I feel your beauty and grace present here in the gardens with me.  
I breathe with you the emerging life force springing from the ground 

and all the love here to nurture and grow well-being. 
I feel and embrace the glorious gift of your presence in my life - 

in ways seen and unseen.  
I feel the blessing that is being bestowed upon me through our connection, 

and am for EVER grateful for this opportunity 
to expand and experience love for the sake of love.  

How beautiful the depths of love we share for this being who has brought us together.  
He shares himself like no other human I have ever known.  

I extend to you all that I am.  
I open to you my heart and embrace the beauty that is 

unfolding for us both in this blessed journey.  
Today I embrace the light that shines for our communion.

Today, I breathe the joy of your coming into my life… 
into my remembrance of our oneness.  

Today, I plant seeds for you and the tiny sprouting life of creation inside you.  
Today I open fully to your thrival and entrance into the Garden of Eden. 

Welcome Inok, with my most heartfelt of blessings.

I have asked for this experience of unconditional love.  I have aligned perfectly with everything I need to be 
living in real true love.  There is love all around me, everywhere in everything, in joyous breath waiting for me 
to choose to breathe it in, in every moment.  The New Paradigm is here, completely open to me.  It is right here 
in my own back yard.  I have everything… everything is already within me.  And I have not had to experience 
a physical death to remember this oneness.  Quinn has been with me through this death as he always said he 
would be, and is still holding me true in the magnificence of rebirth.

I was clear and I was ready.  On my futon in front of the fire, where I had all my daily comforts at my side, I 
sobbed.  Tears of joy poured down my cheeks in a non-stop stream as my fingers typed this invitation to Inok.



It took a day or so for Inok to receive my message.  I received 
this text from Quinn as she was feeling my words: 

OMG Ever Love -
Inok is writing you now*

I have not witnessed something 
such as this 
in this life -

In grace I am honored

Inok responds through her tears to my inbox and we wrote 
back and forth to each other for days, awestruck at the 
outpouring of powerful love from the bottom of our hearts.  
With Quinn in witness of our opening to each other, all 
three of us felt the magnificence and expansion of endless 
possibilities.

Now, as you can imagine, actually experi-
encing things in physical form is quite different 
from reading about it, talking about it, understanding or 
even knowing the concept.  Activation on this physical plane 
is indeed another whole energetic frequency.  It has been 
quite a journey in the unfolding.  Inok accepted my invita-
tion and agreed (though definitely not her ideal preference) 
to come to the Garden of Eden.  She was driving here with 
Quinn when she totaled her car in an accident just outside of 
Sedona.  I was grateful for their safety, though I viewed it as a 
sign of her unreadiness to stand in the power of this journey 
with me.  I knew that much of my transformation would be 
dependent upon our actually physically engaging in the space 
together.  I examined my ability to fully embrace the oppor-
tunity and to again release attachment, being okay with her 
coming or not coming.  I let go… and she came. 

I have not been angry with Inok for falling in love with 
Quinn.  To me she is simply the messenger.  This is all 
about my journey and my evolutionary 
process.  She is here for my expansion and my experience.  
I am receiving her gift of reflection to look within.  We are 
facing each other in honest exchange, standing in our truth, 
shaken by our insecurities.  I have had some nagging 

moments of unclarity and disconnection...

She rides on his back….. No, I am the bundle on his back.

She sits on the counter…. that is my place on the counter see-
ing him eye-to-eye, his arms embracing me, my legs snuggled 
around his waist.

She sleeps with him in the room where “we” started, be-
ing fed by his fingers, receiving nourishing meals he makes 
for her.  She plays with his hair and enjoys the touch of his 
skin, and receives the look of love he once gave to me.  And 
I stand in the presence of that in the space “we” have loved 
together and watch her in the relationship I felt was mine.  I 
have been asked “Why are you doing this?” or “Why don’t 
you just put all this difficult stuff in a box and stick it in the 
closet?”  To me this is a metaphor for hiding things away, 
adding to the other emotional things I have not dealt with 
in the past, things I have wanted to shelve or blindly hide, of 
denial or fear or inability to look within myself.  My closets 
are overflowing and dysfunctions are spilling out all over the 
floor.  No way am I going to consciously put one more thing 
in my closet.  I am going to undo my dysfunctional self, one 
moment, one step at a time.  I am energetically connected to 
all of those things hiding in my closet, and yet I am releasing 
them, no matter how difficult the process. 

Physically, our closets are full too.  To accommodate all of 
us in the house and create together a home, I am physically 
releasing most of my personal belongings in order to share 
space with the whole.  Quinn and Inok graciously began 
helping me weed through the years of accumulation of my 
family’s physical history.  Quinn picked up a Christmas 
stocking and said, “Well, you don’t need this” and threw it in 
the give-away pile.  Even though we hadn’t celebrated Christ-
mas in years, I got all choked up and the tears started rolling.  
Though I appreciated their help, it was pristinely apparent 
to me that this was something I had to do by myself.  I wasn’t 
going to go through their things, make judgments, or tell 
them what to keep or discard.  I had a lot of history in this 
house and it was deeply ingrained in my being.  

Quinn and Inok took off for Sedona for a couple of weeks 
to go through her things and terminate her leases, while I 
stayed home alone to dig through my treasures.  Inok is very 
cut and dried with her belongings.  If it has no purpose, it is 



gone - no attachment.  She is great about letting go of things 
and loves shopping for the new.  The things I own have his-
tory. 

Each cup in the cupboard has been hand-selected from a 
special trip, an anniversary or a matching cup from a pair 
that another friend owns.  There are hand-made baby sweat-
ers, gifts from friends, furniture my sweet neighbor uphol-
stered for me.  There are homemade Halloween costumes, 
my children’s artwork, gifts from my first wedding anniver-
sary, my grandfather’s books, little letters and notes tucked 
inside boxes and books, and the piano from my childhood 
on which I learned to play.  Of course among all the treasures 
are also tons of useless things that had just been 
sitting on the shelves or tucked in trunks as 
well.  I delved into it all, piece by piece.  I felt I 
was divorcing not only my ex-husband as I went 
through the remnants of our lives together, but 
my children’s childhood, my own childhood, 
Quinn, and my home.  All the memories I had 
held so dear came back in floods of emotion as I 
breathed through the process of letting them go. 

Inok has admitted her own jealousies and shared 
her moments of dysfunction.  She has admitted 
hating being here, hating the carpet, the house, 
the yard, the area, and at times even being in this 
space at all. 

I have found myself always seeking to justify to 
her why things in the house or property weren’t 
the way I “normally” keep them.  I have felt judged by her 
and felt she was attached to the form and need to be in 
control.  I had prayed for someone to come who would care 
for the organization of this space as much as I do.  What I 
was not specific about in the asking was having someone 
here who “loved” it here too.  I have never had anyone at the 
Garden who has not loved being here.  It has been difficult to 
embrace her desire to “fix” and change things to her liking, 
while feeling she is not doing so from a place of love.  But, 
regardless of her seeming lack of love for it, she is inspired, 
engaged in, and passionate for its clarity… and she’s so freak-
ing good at it too!!!  In my perception of her judging me, I 
felt me judging myself; judging myself for letting this space 
be less than clear as I like it to be; recognizing it as a

representation of my internal process.  I judged myself for 
not receiving her gift.  Freedom has come through release of 
this judgment.  I remind myself there is no need to justify 
anything to anyone, and I delight in how far I have come in 
releasing my own controlling tendencies about my home that 
I too, like she now, once experienced.  
  

Through these realizations I have stepped 
up to release my attachment to form and   remain 
in the knowing that all is well, it is all part of the process, 
and love is more powerful than fear, if we are in embrace of 
its fullness.  My journey is enhanced by all that I have moved 
into alignment with and, regardless of how she is feeling, I 

can keep my heart open and breathe into love.  When I feel 
that little cringe in my stomach, I know it is for me alone to 
look at and breathe.  If I hold myself apart from her, I hold 
myself apart from myself and from love.  As I open to wel-
come her being, she is free to be responsible for her experi-
ence in whatever way she chooses.  

Because I have lived many emotions similar to what Inok is 
encountering, I can feel where she is coming from, though I 
know not her personal experience as I have never carried his 
child nor lived under another lover’s roof.  I feel how intense 
this journey is for her, heightened by pregnancy and her love 
for him.  And in moments I have wanted her to be gone.  
And in moments I have embraced her fully with my heart 
wide open.  I have wanted her to just love the house and be 



here in appreciation of all that is offered, and I have learned 
to allow her the space to find or not find this love for herself 
without attachment or expectation.  I have felt her anxiety, 
and her moments of pure connection and grace.  I feel her 
beauty shining through the most uncomfortable moments 
of this existence.  I love her for showing up to stand in the 
face of this incredibly hard yet expansive experience.  I love 
her for loving him, for standing tall in her awakening to the 
remembrance that love is all there is, and for sharing herself 
with me.

I told them both I was giving myself therapy as I take photos 
of them together.  My passion spills into the realms of appre-
ciation as I stand in witness of the beauty of love.  I feel the 
love they share with each other and open myself to embrace 

their relationship as a personal blessing.

I once shared with Quinn the perfection of a vision I had 
one day of a love relationship so free.  He asked at the time if 
I could have this relationship with my husband, but I knew 
it unlikely since we already had plenty of entanglement.  As 
Quinn and I began to experience our own love expand, I 
was intrigued that perhaps Quinn was the one with whom 
I would experience this relationship.  Even though I had ex-
perienced the vision, I recognized that, as time went on and 
we became intensely intertwined, my attachment to our love 
would not allow for the freedom with him I had envisioned.

Now, with this new level of love and experience, the opening 
for such real connection exists in my reality again. 

I had another vision, about a year ago.  Quinn came to me in 
the yard by the yin/yang garden.  We embraced so deep and 
sensually, we held each other closely, and he shared with me 
his journey during his recent travel.  I was joyous at his     

expansion, knowing that what enhances his experience also 
enhances mine.  I was free to love him full-on, without at-
tachment or expectation, knowing our connected souls are 
EVER LOVing the pure, divine blessing of unconditional 
love through this freedom.  There was no missing him when 
he was away, as I was present with myself and my life during 
his absence, but also never experienced a moment without 
him.  As we were EVER in each other’s hearts, EVER in 
each other’s awareness, EVER present with the beauty of 
the divine love we shared.  There was no sadness, no fear, no 
blame, no judgment, only vulnerable, unfiltered, open EVER 
LOVE. 

EVER LOVE is the sacred name he gave me years ago.  As 
our love for each other expands, we experience the eternal 

nature of our connection.  Regardless of our physical prox-
imity or any other love connections, we share a love EVER 
lasting, EVER infinite, EVER growing, EVER one.  He has 
also called me his Lil Lambkin and his bundle.  He’s been my 
Table and my Lovely Bearded One.

Every moment is a new beginning - which 
Quinn has shown me so clearly.  EVERy day we look in each 
other’s eyes and share true and honest expression of what we 
are feeling.  This is a journey of two women in love with the 
same man, coming from two completely different worlds, 
two different backgrounds, two different times, two different 
experiences of love.  Yet, so incredibly alike in so many ways, 
opening to the evolution of love’s light.  I offered to take 
Inok’s hand as I walk this walk, unattached to her doing it 
with me, blessed then to receive the blessing of her presence 
in this reality.  I hold space for our realizing the beauty that is 
unfolding in the free experience of love divine.  I hold space 
for the gifted opportunity to remember love through 

 I feel her beauty shining through the most uncomfortable 
moments of this existence.  I love her for showing up to 

stand in the face of this incredibly hard yet expansive experience.  
I love her for loving him, for standing tall in her awakening 

to the remembrance that love is all there is, 
and for sharing herself with me.



the purity of a child.  I embrace this as my time for growth 
and my time to experience the fullness of unconditional love, 
in freedom.   I accept the challenge of intense introspection 
as I feel my way through the opportunities revealed to me, 
embracing the unknown in the knowing that anything is 
possible and that it all unfolds with 
divine grace.

When people ask me, “Why are 
you doing this?”  I am quite clear.  I 
do this because I am free.  I do this 
for the releasing of attachments, 
expectations, and ideas;  for honor-
ing the awakening to real love, not 
just theoretical love or as a concept, 
but in the living of it.  My heart is 
feeling the expansion, as intensely as 
it was in the breaking, so physically 
engaged as the energetic knowing.  
It is as if I could explode on the 
spot in the center of this swirling 
spiral of out of control energy that 
encompasses EVERything…. it is so 
very, very, very HUGE!!!  My 
physical body sometimes feels it 
cannot contain its magnitude.  

As I continue to 
evolve, let go, and consciously embrace, my 
love for Quinn is more free, open and more beautiful than 
ever.  We KNOW each other.  My appreciation and grati-
tude for his presence in my life and evolutionary process 
is beyond measure.  My heart overflows with love, greatly 
expanding and spinning with every breath.  He continues 
to hold relentless, pure, connected space for my growth and 
I am in awe of the glorious blessings he has bestowed upon 
me.  This Lovely Bearded One is with me, even when he is 
not.

I am so ever grateful to be alive in these moments of major 
shifts and changes.  I am excited and authentic in my engage-
ment of rejuvenation of this sacred land at the Garden of 
Eden, my relationships with my family and friends, and espe-
cially with myself.  I do this because I NOW know the power 
of this opportunity to share my knowledge, connections and 
sacred space with others.  I do this because it feels so very, 

very good.  I do this because I am free to choose anything 
I want as my life unfolds with greater understanding.  I do 
this because I am capable of letting go of the past.  I do this 
because I embrace the unknown and know its unfolding will 
be miraculous.  I do this because I now live for myself and 

empower others to be responsible for the things in their lives 
that are important to them.  I do this because I can, because 
I want to, because I already have everything… because I 
KNOW.  I do this because love is all there is - unconditional, 
unlimited love - love for the sake of love!  Mmmmm!  How 
sweet it is!

Someday I may share a more expanded version of our lives 
together.  I actually always intended to write a book called 
The Evolution of Me….my life with Quinn.  We have shared 
an incredible journey, and for me the expansion has been 
immense.  I have known the sharing of our experiences could 
be inspiring to others, so I have written some pieces here and 
there, though mostly for my own internal process.  I have 
preferred to engage full-on in the present moment with him, 
engulfed in the beautiful, magnificence in its unfolding. 
 

In taking photographs to share with others, there are those 
moments unable to be captured by the camera - moments I 

I am so ever grateful to be alive 
in these moments of major shifts and changes. 



know are so intimate and pure that they require no witness.  
This is my journey with Quinn… so much to be grateful for, 
so much to be breathing in, so much knowing and presence 
of divine being.  I am living the essence of gratitude and no 
pictures, words, or tears can express.  I am.  I breathe.  I am. 

  

 

Comments?  Tell us!  We love hearing from you.
publishers@rethinkingeverythingmagazine.net

Enlightened space, 
the place of unconditional love,

cannot be achieved until and unless one is 
willing to be comfortable

with paradox and confusion.
Ralph Walker

Part I of the video recording, with Quinn and Shellie:



What is Love, anyway?  
True Love… Unconditional Love… 
What does that even mean? 
And what is an “ideal” 
relationship, for me?  
How can I give and receive love most 
optimally - the most freely 
and beneficially…?
These are questions which have perhaps been the driving force 
of the latter half of my life.  I spent a lot of time 
meandering down paths which sought to explore both old and new ways
 of answering these questions.  From about the ages of 16 to
 28, there were only a few months, cumulatively, during which I was not either in a relationship or dating; mostly the 
former, but certainly with good sprinklings of the latter. 

Love has always been important to me, though it was not until recently that I came into true awareness and full con-
scious embrace of this truth as the truth which is most important to me.  Dysfunctional compulsions, driven by the sup-
pressed yet true and genuine desire for love, were very slowly refined and transformed into more functional dysfunctions 
through trial and error, relationship after relationship.  Conscious exploration of Love arose largely out of the frustration 
and heart wrenching devastation of trying to Be true and free and Love in “traditional” relationships.

Searching for a balance between the two aspects of living which have largely been most important to me, Love and Free-
dom, I began in my mid 20’s to let go of traditional forms of relationship, since they obviously weren’t working for me.  
My trend shifted from being in a committed relationship to various forms of “dating,” as I played with concepts of

You do not have to be good.
You do not have to walk on your knees 

for a hundred miles through the desert, repenting.
You only have to let the soft animal of your body love what it loves.

Mary Oliver

. Love  EverTrue .
. . . Part II



experiences might benefit me and others.  With 
graduation around the corner, it is time to move 
onto the next part of my life.  There are many 
options for a passionate anthropologist with 
my background.  Sitting at a desk from nine to 
five is not an option.  I am looking at non-profit 
organizations that may have me working in 
Latin America with my unschooled daughter 

attachment vs. non-attachment, fidelity vs. freedom, self-sovereignty vs. 
partnership, etc.

Indeed, by the time I met Quinn, I had come to a pretty highly func-
tional place within my relationship to Love and Self and Other.  I had let 
go of the deeply engrained Disney idea that someone else was ever going 
to bring me happiness or create a fulfilling life for me, and I had em-
braced full responsibility and empowerment for creating Love and Life 
for myself.  I felt strong and active in both my masculine and feminine 
aspects, and was daily fine tuning the balance and relationship of 
my own “inner marriage”.  Having let go of the need to be with 
someone, I was finally free and happy to just Be, with Me, or 
whomever else happened to enhance my experience.  I had let go 
of many ideas and judgments about myself in favor of offering 
myself the unconditional Love I have always so desired, as best 
as I knew how, and was actively co-creating my life based on my 
true preferences and desires.  In fact, I was the most happy and 
fulfilled and clear I had ever been in my life, up until that point…

I met Quinn in my own kitchen, in fact, late one 
night at a little after-concert soiree I hosted in early October, 
2010.  He came with a girlfriend of mine, so at first considering 
him “hers”, I did my best to ignore him.  It was not long into the 
evening before a moment came when we connected.  He looked 
at me, and I looked at him, and I could feel him, and I knew in 
that moment that he could 
truly see me.  Our eyes were 
locked and a vortex enveloped 
us.  The rest of the house, the 
party, and the world faded 
from perception as we simply 
sat and gazed into one another 
for several minutes.  

The rest, my friends, is not 
exactly what you would call 
history, simply repeating itself 
once again in the same old love story.  No, after that magical moment, 
what followed has been nothing short of Revolutionary!

Quinn came to my party that night and ended up staying at my place for 
over a week.  He was there with a client who had come from London to 
receive New Paradigm Activation, and I gladly hosted both of them to 
prolong my interaction with him.  I, too, was getting activated, in more 
ways than one.

Our first night together set the tone.  After dallying about the rest of the 
party with much spatial avoidance yet my full awareness and attention 
on Quinn, I invited those guests remaining to make themselves comfort-

able for the night in the living room, if they 
wished, and bid them goodnight.  In a bold, yet 
somehow obviously “right” move, I asked the 
tall, beautiful, captivating man if he wished to 
sleep in my room with me.  He said, “I would 
love to” and we very casually and quietly went 
to my room, undressed, and got into bed.

Lying in bed, I could feel my conflict about 

being there with a man whom I knew to be the 
current love-interest of a close friend.  It was 
obvious that Quinn could feel my state be-
cause he invited me to speak about anything of 
importance to consciousness.  Thus began our 
first real conversation, lying there in bed, naked 
in the dark. 

His manner of communication and openness 
to receiving my communications were quite 
unexpected, yet warmly embraced.  He was 
beyond bold, candid, and intelligent.  He 

 I had let go of the deeply engrained Disney idea
 that someone else was ever going to bring me happiness 

or create a fulfilling life for me, and I had 
embraced full responsibility and empowerment 

for creating Love and Life for myself. 



was enlightened.  We talked at length about concepts of right and wrong, 
ideas about sex and attachment, energetics of embrace and denial, explor-
ing consciousness, and each other.  Conscious process was thus initiated as a 
“normal” part of our version of pillow talk.  We fell asleep without so much as 
touching one another, physically that is…

As days went on, our conversations 
continued, and I felt opened and sup-
ported in ways which I had never before 
experienced.  Quinn was utterly with-
out judgment, attachment, expectation, 
or agenda, holding pure and powerful 
space for the unfolding of my conscious-
ness.  We would spend hours lying in 
bed late at night or after waking, me 
exploring at great length and depth the 
make-up of my core beliefs and operat-
ing programs.  Within days of meeting, 
I had shared with Quinn all of the most 
intimate, powerful, and vulnerable parts 
of myself and my story.  

In his presence, I experienced, 
for the first time in recollec-
tion, Unconditional Love.  
This being, this man, whom I barely 
knew, was spending time with me, for me in a way that was utterly unfamiliar, 
yet at the same time felt like my heart’s true home.  With such intense focus 
and clear presence, Quinn held open a vortex of unwavering unconditional 
Love in which I felt free to explore my own consciousness to every depth I 
was capable of seeing.  With this pure, clear reflection gazing back at me, I 
was able to see myself more clearly than ever before.  Recognizing and owning 
my own judgments, expectations, attachments, ideas and beliefs, I was daily 
detangling pieces of the web of limitations that I had not even realized I had 
woven for myself.  I was truly re-thinking everything. 

He really didn’t even have to do or say much to have the powerful impact 
on me that he had.  The combination of his pure presence, total acceptance, 
intense focus, and unwavering upholding of accountability was plenty of 
support for me to swing from one point to the next through the jungle of my 
conditioned being.

It is all Ok.  Truth is relative.  If it is true for you, own it.  With responsibility 
comes empowerment.  With vulnerability comes opportunity.  Let go of that 
which does not serve.  Tune into that which feels good.  Right Now.  Right 
Now.  Right Now.  Right Now.  Right Now.

It was in this place of freedom, expansion, acceptance, and focused Now Pres-
ence that our bond took root.  Love flowered and flourished and flowed from

this space.

I can hardly say we “fell” in Love.  It was 
as if we just were in Love, right from the 
beginning, as if we had always been in 

Love, but were just then remembering one 
another.

Making Love was an easy and natural devel-
opment.  One day while lying in bed in the 
morning, curled up towards one another 
with our faces together, our lips met for the 
first time, followed by our hands and bod-
ies.  In such a state of pure presence, forget-
ting all past and future, it was like making 
love for the first time. 

Quinn was in full-on activation 
mode and had other clients lined up 
across many states and many weeks.  No 
promises were made between us, as this is 
a bit ridiculous in the fluid stream of New 
Paradigm presence.  So as he left, I had no 
idea whether he would ever be back again.  
I did, though, have some new tools for 
embracing the unknown and surrendering 
to truth and importance in each moment, 

 With this pure, clear reflection gazing back at me, I 
was able to see myself more clearly than ever before.



trusting that the unfolding of reality would be in 
alignment with the truth and importance of the 
Love I felt between us.  We remained in almost 
constant contact during his absence, texting away 
all day and, more importantly, tuning in to one 
another energetically, feeling the connection live 
and grow.  This I very much enjoyed playing with, 
at times dedicating whole meditation sessions to 
tuning in and feeling him.

Much to my heart’s 
delight, he did 
return a week or two 
later, and stayed for 
about three days.  
Having some fun 
with the unknown 
aspects of his return, 
I told Quinn not 
to tell me when he 
would arrive.  I knew 
only that he was 
more or less on his 
way, sooner or later, 
and when exactly he 
arrived would be a 
surprise.  He arrived 
late at night, after 
driving a long way, straight from Utah.  Upon his 
arrival, he came straight into my darkened bed-
room, startling me as I had gotten up from trying 
to sleep and returning from the bathroom un-
aware of his presence.  He grabbed me, kissed me, 
held me, and made passionate love to me with-
out uttering a word.  Although we had engaged 
sexually during our initial week together, it was 
during this second visit that the sexual exchange 
between us really began to flourish.  Indeed, 
even the physicality of his sexuality had changed, 
enhanced in response to the new importance of 
sex in the development of our connection.  I asked 
him about it and he said that his body was simply 
responding to new importance.  Sex had never 
been this important to him before.  It was just me 
and him that time, and without a client there we 
were completely wrapped up in each other, totally 
focused, totally present, totally in Love.  For those

few intense days we lived a fluid stream of ecstatic orgasmic bliss.  
Ahhhhhh!

Parting was more intense after that visit.  He stayed late into the 
night, as long as possible, leaving himself just enough time to ar-
rive, after a long straight-shot drive, at the site of his next activation 
within reasonable proximity to the agreed time frame.  I had never 
before felt a Love so strong and so deep.  I was stirred in every aspect 
of my being, to my very core, and now manifesting an experience 
which combined feelings of the emotional and physical bodies 

into this curious 
and consuming 
burning sensation 
in the center of 
my chest.  As he 
departed from my 
again darkened 
bedroom, my 
heart was on fire.

Again, would he 
ever come back?  
My heart said 
yes, and never 
mind the mind…  
Surrendering to 
and embracing 
the unknown was 

again the best possible option. 

Perfect.  So much intense process occurred whenever I was with 
Quinn.  It was highly beneficial to afterwards take time to continue 
my own personal process of new paradigm activation independently 
and focus on the integration of new energetics into my daily life and 
core operating system from a place of self-existing empowerment.

Loving so intensely, and learning so quickly, I was blown away by the 
power of our interactions and the enormity of the opportunity they 
held for my benefit.  Attachment was not a path I wished to explore 
though I was challenged by the seeming conflict between my strong 
desire to be with him and the reality that he was away, and not at all 
guaranteed to return.

We spoke on the phone for the first time, at great length - many, 
many hours.  I was small-talking him a bit, and then, also for the first 
time, he really called me out.  It was so uncomfortable and difficult 
for me to remain in such a state of vulnerability, and in his absence 
I slowly started to shut down.  I justified and defended my distance 
saying that “I was just loving him to the extent that he seemed avail-
able to receive it.”  He said flat out that I was forsaking our Love and 



that I was blaming him for not showing up to receive my 
conditional love.  I was blown away at how direct he was in 
this assertion, yet without apparent accusation of wrong-
doing or personal offense in his tone.  Such is his level of 
clarity and non-attachment.  At first I tried to deny it, but 
within moments I saw that it was true, and acknowledged 
it with a big OMG.  I had yet little awareness that I had 
slipped into an old pattern, a defense strategy that was not 
in alignment with my Truth… until I was called to account-
ability by “the sword”.

Upon hearing his words and feeling their truth, I realized 
that I had two options: I could either truly embrace vulner-
ability, or I could consciously forsake True Love and also 
therefore Truth itself, since the true reality was that my con-
nection with Quinn was already the most important thing 
in my life.  The choice was obvious for me. 

Surprisingly, embracing vulnerability turned out to be both 
liberating and empowering.  So many choices and actions in 
my past had been driven by the fear and avoidance of true 

vulnerability.  Now, by accepting it and embracing it, I 
was actually free of the dysfunction that stemmed from its 
avoidance.  By taking full responsibility for my Love, aware 
that it was in my power alone to embrace or deny its truth, 
and by letting go of attachment to outcomes and even re-
turn of that love, I was fully empowered to love truly, freely.  
I realized that it was all up to me to Love however I wanted, 
as much as I wanted, and that the aspect of Love which 
benefits me most is actually my love, not the love of another 
as I had thought.

Wow! For the first time in my life, I had 
given myself permission and power to 
LOVE, truly and freely, without attachment 
or expectation, but simply for the sake of 
Loving, simply because it felt so good, sim-
ply because it was true.  Of course I still actually did 
have attachments and expectations, but this experience held 
the least of them I’d had up to that point. 

Quinn’s next visit was longer and even more powerful 
than the last.  In November, he came to Sedona and stayed 
for about a week, just before Thanksgiving.  He arrived 
in the middle of the day, and I greeted him ecstatically in 
my driveway.  I noticed that he looked a little bit different, 
though not physically per se.  But when I looked at his face 
and into his eyes, I could see a slightly different man stand-
ing before me.  Indeed, every time we are apart for some 
time, I can see he returns to me a changed man.  Such is 
the speed and depth of his constant process of upgrade and 
continual refinement of his being.  Dying and being reborn 
anew to each new moment, ever ready to embrace new 
importance, he is constantly changing.  Amazing.

Exploration of consciousness continued, as did the expan-
sion of our Love.  I was learning more about the importance 
of clarity and how that plays into the manifestation of ener-
getics.  In perfect effortless alignment, opportunities arose 
for me to be clear on what was truly important to me, what 
truly felt good, in both mundane aspects of life as well as in 
overarching themes of being.  

It was during this time period that I became aware of and 
interested in his connection with Shellie.  In asking him 
about his recent past and his living situation, I saw that he 
still considered his home to be her home and that she was 
still very important to him, though in what ways, I did not 
yet understand.  I noticed that he would receive fairly regu- 

I had yet little awareness that I had 
slipped into an old pattern, a defense 

strategy that was not in alignment 
with my Truth… until I was called to 

accountability by “the sword”.  



that Shellie was coming along with his parents to see him 
in Colorado, at his sister’s place.  Though my blood rushed 
and my heart raced, I chose to consciously let go, as best as 
I possibly could, and let life play out.  Let go of attachment, 
let go of expectation, Love for the sake of Love.

Admittedly, from where I was at the time, this required 
that I tune out a bit, for a few days.  New York City and the 
apartment of an old friend provided a welcome haven of 
interest and intrigue to distract me from wondering about 
what kinds of interactions Quinn might be sharing with 
Shellie.  A few text messages sent between us here and there 
were warm and loving, yet brief.  I was most reassured that 
I was still in his heart by his declaration a few days into my 
tune-out that he could feel me energetically ignoring him.  
He sounded mildly displeased and that is a lot of reac-
tion for this man.  Apparently he had truly been with me 
throughout, and he did actually care.  I was pleased. 

My Love safe again and renewed, I wanted to be with him 
immediately.  At the end of my trip to NY, I stood in the 
airport considering changing my flight to rendezvous with 
him in Denver.  It didn’t flow, so I want back to Phoenix 
and Sedona.  Yet once there, still I only wanted to be with 
him.  He was back in Texas soon after and I asked about 
going to visit him there, at the Garden of Eden, the place 
where he had lived with Shellie.  I was clear that I would 
only go if Shellie were open to my presence, and would not 
crash her place uninvited.  He asked her about the poten-
tiality of him having a lover come to visit him there, and 
she said she was not open to it.  Fair enough, I thought.  
And, though I still wondered about their interactions and 
relationship, it was clear in my heart that our love yet lived 
and grew, and I did not bother myself with concerns about 
them.  

It was at this time that I was first inspired to contact Shellie, 
though I ended up not, at that time.  But I felt a connection 
blossoming with her, and knew somehow that there were 
matters of importance to be shared between us.  Yet I felt, 
after hearing her response to our request, the time for mak-
ing contact had not yet come.

Another New Paradigm activation session scheduled about 
a week after that kept him in Texas for the time being, yet 
he and I were both holding space for our reunion, as soon 
as possible.  In about mid December, he finished his session 
in Texas and came immediately back to Sedona, again mak-
ing a long straight shot drive through a day and night.

lar text messages, and often very late into the night.  And 
though he spent virtually no time communicating with 
her, I could see and feel that her communications to him 
were warmly received.

Jealousy began to flare within me in short but uncontrol-
lable flashes.  It was a most uncomfortable and unwelcome 
feeling, and I struggled even to allow it to come into my 
awareness, though the physical sensation that accompa-
nied it made it difficult to deny. 

After getting over some judgments of myself for having 
these undesirable feelings, I allowed myself to embrace 
the genuine curiosity I felt about her and their connec-
tion, little by little.  I asked Quinn many questions about 
their relationship - the general story of their time together, 
their recent past, his present feelings for her, the nature 
and style of their interactions.  Although he was totally 
open and willing to answer all of my questions, the vast 
difference in our perceptions of the world made it at times 
difficult for me to understand his answers.  So for months 
I continued to ask questions as they arose, and he contin-
ued to answer. 

As I searched for reassurance of my place in 
his heart, he reminded me that Truth must be felt, and 
neither words nor concepts can be equal replacement of 
the knowing that comes from this.  Feeling the truth and 
power of our Love, I was daily overwhelmed with grati-
tude to be blessed with such an experience.  Lifetimes of 
others are often lived without so much as a taste of what 
I had been feasting on for many weeks.  I was clear that 
even if jealousy was a part of this experience, that it was so 
because it was of benefit, and that I would rise to the oc-
casion and face it, as often as necessary, and that it would 
not divide us. 

I had my first real opportunity to face my jealousy and fear 
in regards to Shellie over Thanksgiving.  I had left Sedona 
and beautiful Quinn in my home, after days of delaying 
departure, to finally go to New York for a trip that would 
then run about 2 weeks.  I cried and yelled in the car as I 
drove away, feeling the intensity of leaving my Love.  It felt 
insane to go anywhere he was not while he was available.  
Yet I felt it was important, and I went.

And after a day in Rochester and a night in Connecticut, 
feeling sharply the contrast of time spent with Quinn vs. 
time spent with anyone else, I received his text message 



Lost the aspiration, not the inspiration.  I received him with the full embrace of open heart and my 
entire being, along with a feast I had prepared of his favorite 
foods.

We would spend over two weeks together this time, rev-
eling each day in such great enjoyment of one another’s 
simple presence.  Among our favorite activities, aside from 
the exploration of consciousness of course, were feasting on 
delicious uber dank foods (aka mouth-jamming), watching 
anime series, basking in the sun, making love, and simply 
gazing into one another’s eyes in the sublimely blissful vortex 
of Love, with big smiles all 
over our faces.  

My curiosity and questions 
about Shellie continued 
at intervals during this 
period.  I noticed again 
the frequent text messages 
bearing the name “Ever 
Love”, which I confirmed 
was Shellie.  And although 
Quinn was clearly pres-
ent, focused and in Love 
with me, bouts of jealousy 
would at times flood my 
experience in response to 
either her messages to him 
or to seeing some photo of 
them online, or something 
of the like. 

One night, as we were 
sitting on the double 
chaise in my living room, feasting and watching episodes, I 
asked Quinn about Shellie’s nickname, Ever Love.  He told 
me that this was not just a nickname, but his True name for 
her, which had come to him through divine consciousness.  I 
asked more questions, contrasting his experience and feelings 
for me and for her, still wanting to understand more clearly 
the nature of their relationship and what that meant to him, 
and therefore what it meant to me-and-him.  I was won-
dering silently when I would get a True name, yet felt this 
wonder tainted with jealousy, and decided to let it go until 
I could express it from a place of clarity.  Then, as if reading 
my mind, he told me.  “My true name for you is True Love” 
he said with a soft, sweet smile.  I giggled and squealed with 
delight and kissed him all over his face. 

The power of our connection was overwhelming and all 
other people and activities faded away.  In every mo-
ment together I felt my Love so strong and true, ringing 
through eternity, as if there was not a period of time in 
existence in which I did not Love him.  Each kiss felt 
like the first, last, and only kiss ever kissed between any 
beings that ever were.  In all my life, I had never seen or 
heard of a love as pure and true and great as ours.  I won-
dered if other people knew this kind of Love was pos-
sible, as it had far surpassed anything I had ever heard 

of, conceived of, or even dared to dream of.  “Everyone 
must know! This story must be told!” I thought, and 
said aloud to Quinn in between the sheets and the fluid 
stream of epiphanies and orgasms that were taking place 
there. 

Yet, as the weeks passed, all this awesomeness eventu-
ally begged the questions, what do we now do with this?  
Where do we go from here?  How do we integrate the 
importance of our connection and togetherness into 
each of our lives?  What is ideal for us?  Intertwine-
ment?  Perhaps not…

An opportunity for Quinn to do sustainable building 
consulting in India provided a powerful draw and an 

Love is when I am concerned with
 your relationship with your own life,

rather than with your relationship to mine ...
There  must be a commitment to each other’s well-being.

Most people who say they have a commitment don’t;
they have an attachment.

Commitment means,
“I am going to stick with you and support 

your experience of well-being.”
Attachment means,

“I am stuck with you.”
Stewart Emery



Lost the aspiration, not the inspiration.  important point of contrast within the context of our 
present query. 

After much exploration of potential realities of Love 
lived true, and a few days delay of his initially intended 
departure, Quinn finally felt clear that India was most 
important at that time, and that he would go.  He asked 
if I wanted to go to India too, and we talked about me 
joining him there.  I had already been inspired to travel 
for some time and looked into getting a visa ASAP, but 
didn’t make a 
solid decision 
on the matter 
right then and 
there.

Though I was in many 
ways in support of his 
choice and empowered 
freedom, it broke my 
heart to see him go.  I 
cried for hours, both 
before and after he 
left.  Who knew when I 
would see him again or 
how long his business 
would keep him in In-
dia.  In many ways it felt 
so good to allow the sad-
ness, and I appreciated 
loving someone so much 
that my desire to be with 
him was so strong.  And without explicit confirmation 
or attachment to that reality, my heart knew with the 
certainty that only the heart can know that we would be 
together again soon. 

Days went by, and I noticed I was waking up ravenously 
hungry in the mornings, unusual for me since it was 
usually late afternoon or evening before I ate… and also I 
was feeling sleepy in the middle of the day… and that my 
breasts had been tender for many more days than usual 
that month… and…

So when next I went out on some errands, I picked up a 
pregnancy test.  As I purchased it, I knew what it would 
tell me and could hardly wait for confirmation of what I 
already felt to be true.  I pulled over on the next available 
dirt road, not far since I was in the small town of 

Cottonwood.  I squatted there next to my car and peed on 
the little stick with the purple cap.  A little blue plus sign 
emerged immediately.  O-M-G!!!!!!

My heart and mind raced.  I was both excited and afraid.  A 
myriad of questions flooded my mind, some rational, some 
not so much.  Would he resent me for tying him down in 
this way?  Would he be angry with me for conceiving with-
out his consent?  Would he reject us both outright?  Would 
I again be faced with the potentiality of having an abortion?  

Did I expect him now to 
stay in the States and not 
go to India?  Would I even 
want that?  Was I setting 
myself up for disappoint-
ment?  Would this destroy 
our Love? 

Quinn was the freest man 
I had ever met.  We had 
just discussed potential 
intertwinement and 
determined that it was 
not really an ideal set-up 
for our particular natures 
and lifestyles.  When last 
we spoke of it I had asked 

“how do two fiercely independent people make a life togeth-
er?” and he replied, “maybe they don’t, maybe they just play 
together sometimes.”  I wanted to talk to him immediately.  I 
wanted his counsel, his calm, his clarity. 

I called, not knowing how to share, or if that was even best at 
the time.  I did my best to tell him about the feelings of my 
dilemma without revealing its source, so that he could help 
me find clarity for myself first.  Although he was quite busy 
running around making final stops before boarding his plane 
for India, he made time to speak with me at length, though 
in bursts.

Eventually, it was clear that the truth and im-
portance of this reality could not be denied, 
only delayed.  So with a deep breath, and a long exhale, 

A little blue plus sign emerged immediately.  O-M-G !!!!!! 



Lost the aspiration, not the inspiration.  tion blackout, as he would not have phone service at 
all after leaving the country, or internet service until he 
arrived at his destination. 

There I was, pregnant and alone, yet feel-
ing more connected than ever to Quinn 
and to Love itself.  I felt an intense desire to be 
with him and knew that one way or another, that we 
would be reunited soon enough.  When exactly that 
would be, I would just have to wait and see. 

I wrote to him via e-mail several times a day, starting 
almost the moment we got off the phone.  A couple 
days later, I received the first reply.  He had journeyed 
by planes and bus to arrive finally at his destination.  We 
discussed the once more possibility of me going to join 
him in India, and after some consideration I realized 
that I would rather stay at home.  I would be more com-
fortable there, and it would likely be three weeks until 
I even got a visa.  Though he still wasn’t sure exactly 
how long he would stay in India, he felt it important to 
return to me as soon as possible while still honoring his 
agreements with the people in India.  He said he would 
most likely activate that property quickly and come 
back to me as soon as possible, perhaps a month or so…

I was checking my email for replies or, even better, a 
chance to chat with him quite frequently throughout 
the day, and following his posts on Facebook.  Though 
he was far away, I could feel very clearly that our Love 
was thriving and his presence was available to me in 
the depth of my heart.  Digital communications added 
third dimensionality to the connection and I was grate-
ful for both aspects.
 

One day while checking out his photos on Facebook, 
I noticed a photo of Shellie sitting at a table, clearly in 
India.  OMG, she is actually there with him?!  Why 
did he not tell me this?!  I was really pissed, and a little 
confused, for about an hour or two.  I resisted the urge 
to react with an angry, accusatory e-mail.  As I was not 
enjoying the sense of disempowerment from which 
these feelings stemmed, I quickly took the opportunity 
to take greater responsibility for those feelings.

Quinn had been totally forthcoming in regards to ev-
erything I had ever asked him about so far.  It was clear 
that if his intention had been to hide something from 
me, that he could have done a much better job, for 

I let go of my fears and told him what I knew I must at some 
point or another. 

“I am pregnant” I said quietly, and held my breath waiting 
for a response.  His response, surprisingly to me, showed no 
personal reaction to the pregnancy at all.  He seemed still to 
be purely holding space for my process with this revelation.  
So calm and gentle, I could almost feel his loving embrace.  I 
felt so relieved after having finally worked up the courage to 
tell him, which was actually the scariest part of it all to me 
at that point.  I shared with him many of the fears that had 
been holding my tongue on the matter for the last couple of 
hours and he just listened patiently and energetically held me 
close to him.

There was a brief pause in our conversation while he stopped 
for a quick visit at his parents’ house on his way to the air-
port.  When he called back, I was pacing the forest behind 
my house, having found about a dozen heart shaped rocks 
within minutes, reassurance from the divine that I was on a 
path of Love. 

Our conversation resumed.  “So much for not getting 
intertwined,” he said, laughing.  Together we OMG’d at the 
surprise and yet also the obviousness of this reality.  He told 
me that if I chose to embrace this pregnancy, then his whole 
life would change, and nothing that was important to him 
before would be important to him anymore…. Well, one 
thing would be... He told me that he was ready to be in full 
support of this pregnancy and the potential reality of a baby, 
if that was what I wished.  My heart both melted and soared 
at once.  Standing there under the clear blue Sedona sky, feel-
ing utterly immersed in Love, I felt safe and warm and free.

As we began to briefly explore the potential 
trajectory of the pregnancy, he reminded me 
that we still only have right now, and what 
we had at that moment was not a baby or 
intertwinement, but simply True Love and a 
pregnancy.  How that would unfold had yet to be seen.  
All that mattered now was the same as ever - truth, clarity, 
presence, embrace of what Is, right now, and of course, True 
Love. 

There was another brief pause in our conversation while 
he went through security and boarded the plane.  I waited, 
breathing deeply, staying as present with myself and this new 
reality unfolding.  We exchanged a few final words of love 
support of one another before a seemingly long communica-



Lost the aspiration, not the inspiration.  meet one of his family members.  He sent me his cousin 
Wyatt’s phone number and said to text him for his address 
and meet him at his place.  I said I would probably be there 
at about noon the following day. 

I woke up the next morning, tired and with a hint of a head-
ache, and rolled over to sleep some more.  Dallying about, I 
debated going to Tucson, about a 2 hour drive from Phoenix, 
but eventually decided to go.  I got in my car about noon, 
and texted Wyatt to let him know that I was coming late. 

I arrived in Tucson sweaty and full of pee, grateful for the 
GPS on my phone that guided me directly to Wyatt’s house.  
A slim, slightly scruffy looking young man stood smiling at 
me in the driveway.  We greeted with a hug and I quickly 
asked about using the bathroom.  As he led me toward the 
house, out from behind the side wall, as if in slow motion, 
appeared QUINN!  He was decked in a beautiful ivory col-
ored Indian robe and pants, with big silver cuff bracelets and 
sunglasses.  The whole scene was beyond surreal and a total 
surprise.  

I shrieked with joy and jumped immediately into his arms. 
Still in disbelief that this all was real, I re-
moved his shades and examined him closely, 
looking deep into his eyes, to make sure he 
was really him.  As was typical with him, he looked 
slightly different than when I saw him last, because he was.  It 
was indeed my True Love, returned from abroad to surprise 
me in the surprise of the century!  I remained in a state of 
mild shock at his sudden appearance for hours, yet totally 
overjoyed that he was indeed there with me.  We spent the 
day cruising the last of the gem show, though I really did 
not care much about any of the show at that point - a mere 
shadow in the light of True Love reunited.

He had flown back from India over the few days before, stop-
ping home in Texas for a night and then boarded a plane to 
Tucson.  He said later that it was suddenly no longer impor-
tant for him to be in India, and that it then became most 
important to get back to me as soon as possible.  A surprise 
return, he knew, would delight me beyond measure.  He 
knew I was in Phoenix and that Tucson was the nearest place 
he could fly into without alerting me to his presence since 
he had never been to my apartment in Phoenix, nor did he 
have the address.  It all came together perfectly when I said I 
wanted to go to the gem show…  Feeling truly safe and sup-
ported with him again at my side, I was grateful to sleep the 
whole way home to Phoenix as he drove. 

one, and also that this was not really his way.  Indeed, I 
had not specifically asked him who he was going with, if 
anyone, nor did he really even have much opportunity 
to share this information with me.  I wrote him eventu-
ally, telling him of my pissed-ness and my process with it 
all, and was even able to laugh at myself a bit as I wrote. 

This was one of many opportunities I have had to recall 
that he is his own man, and that how and with whom 
he chooses to spend his time is entirely up to him.  Yes, I 
could have easily justified being angry or feeling betrayed 
or misled… but truth is relative, and were these the 
truths I would consciously choose to align with?  Would 
these energetics be of benefit to me?  Clearly they would 
not, so I let go of that which was not serving me, and 
embraced responsibility and empowerment once more. 

The next month passed slowly.  Each day 
I was super present with my body, as it 
was demanding more food and rest than 
ever before.  I felt that in hosting this baby-to-be in 
my body, I was becoming like a baby myself- feeling so 
vulnerable, prone to quick and intense emotion, sleep-
ing and eating all day and night.  I embraced the physical 
changes I was experiencing, and treated myself with the 
nurturing and responsive love that I would give to an 
actual baby.  I took naps whenever I was tired, prepared 
food for myself that was nourishing and delicious and 
exactly what I wanted.  So far, I loved being pregnant.  
Though I was thoroughly enjoying this super-commu-
nion with myself, and still felt strongly my connection 
with Quinn, I also missed his presence so much.  At 
times, I felt him there with me so strongly that I was 
almost surprised, for just a split second, to look over and 
find he was not there next to me. 

At the beginning of February, I was staying at my apart-
ment in Phoenix for a bit, making and spending money 
as my energy levels would allow.  Quinn had disappeared 
for a few days, having not responded to any e-mails or 
been available for chat.  I thought of going to the Tucson 
gem and mineral show, which was just about to end.  
Sharing this with Quinn via e-mail, he suddenly reap-
peared online and offered to have his cousin give me a 
tour of the place, since it was a bit of a zoo and spread all 
over town.  I was so happy to hear from him again, and 
gladly accepted and embraced the opportunity to 



Lost the aspiration, not the inspiration.  I then realized that pretty much my entire adult life had 
been centered around making enough money to have 
and do the things I wanted.  In fact, the last two years 
were specifically geared toward expediting the process of 
making money so that the reality of spending my time 
however I wished could be a more present reality, and 
not some future pipe dream.  I had enough awareness at 
that point to know that when something “exists” in the 
future, it is likely to remain there.  I wanted to be free 
now.  

Though I was already in a place of great freedom, need-
ing to work only a few days a month to support even a 
relatively expensive lifestyle, I saw that my yet unrealized 
ideal reality of total freedom from the need to make 
money was being now offered to me on a silver platter.  
In the light of recent epiphanies about the way the world 
actually works, I was eventually able to let go of the need 
to control and trust in the perfection of alignment, and 
the call of true importance. 

Where we would go from there we had not yet decided 
but we were considering a few options.  Hawaii and 

Costa Rica were both appealing options on the table.  
Yet for some reason, I kept having these visions of living 
in Texas at the Garden of Eden… with Shellie?

One morning, Quinn was making me something deli-
cious to eat and I was checking messages online.  I was 
surprised to see a message from Shellie.  I don’t recall 
whether or not Quinn and I had yet actually discussed 
the potentiality of us moving there, and all of us living 
there together.  But I do know that at that point I had 
at least considered it as result of my intuitions, and I felt 
clear that Shellie’s attitude toward me would be a major 
factor.  I was willing to check it out, but only if she 
were willing as well.  A message I received from Shellie 
answered any doubts I may have had about her position, 
without question.

We decided to remain in Phoenix for the better part of next 
few weeks so that I could make as much money as possible 
before taking my “maternity leave”.  I had quite the expen-
sive lifestyle, with a house in Sedona and an apartment in 
Phoenix, both leased and, though shared, both in my name.  
In divine alignment, both leases expired at exactly the same 
time - the end of April.  The plan was that I would work until 
I had enough to cover my expenses for the remainder of my 
leased time, and then I would be supported, if I so wished.  

We discussed how, with the potential birth of the baby, it was 
most likely given my nature and disposition, that I would not 
be interested in much else besides being a full-on mother.  
As parenting has always been a matter of high importance 
to Quinn, well before he even considered becoming one 
himself, my full availability for mothering was something he 
would most certainly be in total support of. 

I was so happy to have suddenly manifested the opportunity 
to live free, without the concern of making money, to be 
focused each day on whatever was important to me.  “It’s 
the New Paradigm, Baby,” Quinn said in reply to my joyous 
revelations of how easy and enjoyable life can be. 

Yet it was not without some hesitation that I embraced this 
reality.  I had always worked and made my own money, and 
found great empowerment and freedom through the means 
money allowed me.  I got my first job at the age of fifteen, 
and had even moved out at seventeen.  I had been paying my 
own bills, renting my own place, and calling my own shots 
since then.  Also, I had for many years been resistant to being 
reliant upon another, particularly a romantic partner, for the 
provision of my material matters.  I found these relationships 
to be unstable and had witnessed many suffer financially 
when their relationships ended.  I had no desire to be a part 
of those realities and had been relatively motivated by this 
idea, and the fears associated with it, to develop financial 
freedom and stability for myself.  I had, indeed, become very 
efficient at making money quickly.

I was so happy to have suddenly manifested the opportunity to live free, 
without the concern of making money, to be focused each day on whatever 
was important to me.  “It’s the New Paradigm, Baby,” Quinn said in reply 

to my joyous revelations of how easy and enjoyable life can be. 



Lost the aspiration, not the inspiration.  As I read her words, I felt her, and was overwhelmed by the sincerity and intensity of the feelings and Love she shared 
with me in that short message.  As I read, I began to sob.  She expressed her embrace of the Love that Quinn and I 
shared, and the new life we were creating, and invited me with open arms and open heart to join her at the Garden of 
Eden, and share with her the immense beauty that was flowing through this manifestation.  I replied immediately, over-
come with emotion and inspiration. 

OH SHELLIE !!!!!!
Overflowing with gratitude! 
And AWE
And LOVE
Tears flowing from my eyes, breath deepened and quickened
Heart ablaze

Oh Shellie!
I feel You!
I feel the power of these words and the Love and embrace from which they stem!

There aren’t words to express to you HOW MUCH this means to me!
How much your love and embrace mean to me

I feel the path which has brought you to this now place of embrace,
which I know was challenging to walk
I have also been challenged by this journey, and so grateful for this opportunity to grow in love and freedom

And even though I have honestly felt you my nemesis at times past, 
You are now my Hero, my inspiration, the embodiment of my greatest fears faced, and my greatest aspira-
tions of love fulfilled

I AM SO GRATEFUL for this connection with You
for your presence in my life,
for the Integral role you have and do and shall play in my unfolding
for your embrace and welcoming me into your life
and into your home
and into the heart of one whom I know you Love truly and deeply

I am deeply inspired by your ability to Love
To embrace, to share, to open yourself
Your beauty astounds me



Lost the aspiration, not the inspiration.  that would make her a part of it daily?  Or what if I just 
plain hated it there?  What the hell was I getting myself 
into?

All these questions flooded my mind, along with many 
others.  Yet, looking at all these questions, I recognized 
that all of my resistance and hesitation stemmed from 
fear.  I saw that even in what I felt at the time would be 
the “worst case” scenario, where the two of them were in 
Love and a couple again, and I was left on the sidelines, 
even then I would actually still have everything I really 
needed to engage full-on and be totally supported in 
what would likely be most important to me then- moth-
ering my baby.  I saw from looking at this that my fears 
were all based on aspects of myself which I no longer 
wished to support or empower to make decisions.  I 
would not base my decision on material or ego or ideas 
about what I thought would make me happy.  I would 
base my decision on those aspects that were truly most 
important to me - freedom, expansion of consciousness, 
sustainability, and above all, True Love.  It was plain to 
see that my fears were limiting me from Loving truly and 
living freely.  So, I would meet the challenge with full 
embrace.  I would go to Kennedale and see... 

Quinn and I had spent many a night in Phoenix explor-
ing the aspects of consciousness underlying my feelings 
about this potential reality.  I asked more questions 
about Shellie, still trying to understand their connec-
tion and relationship.  I heard her voice for the first time 
when I listened to a recording of a conversation they had 
in India.  She was processing her experience of learning 
about me and my relationship to Quinn, and her feel-
ings about the matter.  Although it felt a bit invasive, I 
was glad to have some direct experience of at least one 
example of their communications with one another, 
even if it was not typical.  I wanted very much to have 
more knowing about their relationship, which seemed 
would naturally dispel much of the fear that comes from 
not knowing.  While that knowing took a long time to 
accumulate, this was a welcome piece of the puzzle.

Most of the time during a solid month of 
togetherness, we were immersed in Love.  
Playful and joyful with one another, we passed the 
month with great enjoyment of one another, working in 
a little “work” here and there.  I would frequently be so 
overcome with the power of Love and such deep grati- 

Thank you! Thank you, thank you thank you! 
For showing up in my life
For being all that you have and are and shall be to me
For the opportunity to know you 
For the opportunity to share in your life 
For Being, SO AMAZING!
And for these words you have sent me

I Love you Shellie!
I embrace you Shellie!
With all my heart, with all my being

Xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxo
          
It was decided that we would visit in early April for a couple 
of weeks.  Quinn would do an event at the Garden of Eden, 
and I would have an opportunity to feel out the place before 
making a decision on whether to move there or not. 

Though I had not yet agreed to move there, it seemed like 
there was almost no way I could turn this down, or persuade 
Quinn to live somewhere else.  Sometime between India and 
that point, Shellie had come to the clarity that she wanted to 
give the Garden of Eden to Quinn.  Yes, give it to him, fully 
to be his.  If it were his property, owned outright and legally, 
it would seem silly of us to live anywhere else, since there was 
no where else that either of us owned free and clear.  He had 
told me that he had put much energy into cultivating soil 
and gardens there, one of his many great passions, but had 
felt very limited by Shellie in regards to the property while it 
was hers.  Now it would be his and provide not only a home 
for us to live in and potentially raise our child, but also ample 
space for him to activate sustainable gardens and even an 
eco-community.

Was I really considering going to live with his “ex”?  I still did 
not fully grasp the nature of their present relationship, and 
was not even sure if “ex” was a fully accurate term.  I could 
feel the truth of his Love for me, and could see by his physi-
cal actions and manner with me that I was highly important 
to him, perhaps even most important to him…  But where 
did she fit in?  What did she really mean to him?  And was 
she a legitimate “threat” to our Love?  What if we got there 
and his feelings shifted, if his preference changed to be with 
her?  Was I a fool to move there voluntarily and choose a life 



Lost the aspiration, not the inspiration.  tude for all the blessings with which I was graced, that 
I would daily well up with tears of joy.  I would linger 
before sleep, wanting to be with Quinn a little longer, 
and thanking him and the divine for such an amazing 
and enjoyable day together.  I would wake joyously, my 
heart shining and my face smiling to find myself blessed 
with yet another opportunity to be with him.  “Yaaaay! 
I’m awake now and I get to be with you some more!” 
I would say, giggling and cuddling up next to him.  I 
loved the smell of the air breathed from his nose in the 
morning, and would then frequently do “hits” of Quinn 
breath, savoring the sweet aroma of Love. 

The time for our visit came seemingly quickly.  We set 
out from Sedona, after gathering many things we had 
purchased for deposit in Kennedale, and were headed to 
Texas via the I40.  Shortly after passing through Flag-
staff, POP!  Our rear tire had blown out.  I was driving, 
and had experienced a blown tire before, but this was 
different.  As I let off the accelerator and gently steered 
toward the right curb, the car was pulling and veering 
all over the road.  As we headed for the guardrail on the 
left, I turned the wheel right just in time to avoid hitting 
with the front of the car. Yet the back end fishtailed into 
the steel rail, jarring the car pretty severely, and throwing 
my head against the window.  I apparently passed out 
from the blow, because Quinn said I stopped steering 
and slumped down in my seat. The car then spun around 
and glided relatively smoothly to a complete stop in the 
left side shoulder, though facing into traffic.

I woke just a few seconds after the car stopped, confused 
and disoriented as I saw we were facing into traffic and 
had no idea how we got that way.  Quinn was calm and 
collected, and reached over to get a better look.  Seeing 
I was shaken, he softly pulled me towards him and held 
me, saying nothing for a few minutes.  We were still just 
sitting there like that when a highway patrol car pulled 
up right in front of us. Presumably, someone witnessed 
our car and called for help.  A few seconds later, a fire 

truck and an ambulance also arrived on the scene.  After 
being checked out in the ambulance for a few minutes, I de-
clined to go to the hospital.  I said that I knew I was in much 
better care in Quinn’s hands than any doctor.

After a night in Holbrook AZ, in a town without a single car 
for rent, we were rescued by a sweet, funny guardian angel, 
who happened to passing by the area that day, and happened 
to have a minivan large enough to accommodate our truck-
load of stuff. Even more amazingly, we found out that her 
home was only about 15 minutes from mine.  Divine align-
ment showed up that day in perfect form.  We became fast 
friends with her and her partner, and ended up spending that 
weekend with them.

My Toyota Camry was totaled and taken to Phoenix.  For-
tunately, I happened to have another vehicle, having had 
almost two of everything at that point.  It was in Phoenix 
being used by a friend of mine who gladly drove it up to us in 
Sedona.

Finally, after about a week’s delay, we set out again for Texas.  
We drove all through the night in my little black pick-up 
with the busted tailgate that needed to be manually secured 
each time.  We arrived late morning, both a little fried from 
the drive.  I could feel that Quinn was happy to be there, and 
that he was eager to see Shellie, and noticed how I felt mildly 
slighted by that.  There was music playing so loudly that we 
could hear it outside.  He walked in ahead of me, and I fol-
lowed.  We set our things down in the kitchen and went into 
the living room where Shellie lay in the center of a carpet 
curled face down in a ball with her arms outstretched.  He 

crept up behind her and laid his hands on her back.  Turn-
ing, and seeing him, she immediately melted backwards into 
his embrace and held his head and cried.  I sat in witness, of 
them and of my feelings.  I felt awkward, yet so curious and 
open to what would unfold. 

After a few minutes of me sitting there in witness to their 
embrace, she looked up and reached out and pulled me into 
a long embrace.  I could feel the intensity of her emotion, 
and felt a mix of feelings rush through me as well.  We

After being checked out in the ambulance for a few minutes,  
I declined to go to the hospital.  I said that I knew I was in 

much better care in Quinn’s hands than any doctor.



Lost the aspiration, not the inspiration.  We had shared with very few people at that point, and 
most of them had actually made educated guesses to the 
affirmative.  We had planned to share with them that 
day, and were waiting for just the right moment.  Quinn 
jumped in and said plainly, “September.”  “I knew it!” 
Barb replied with a hearty laugh, delighted.

Shellie had joined us there, and though I was a bit disap-
pointed not to have my first meeting of the family with 
just the family, I let it go and decided to enjoy myself 

as much as possible.  I considered how this 
must also be a difficult transition for her, 
as she and Barb were friends even before 
she was with Quinn.  She was in tears at 
the table as we shared our news with Barb, 
and eventually took leave of the rest of us to 
process her feelings.  When she came back 
into the house, Quinn and I were cuddling 
on the couch, and she pulled up a stool to sit 
with us. We sat for a long time as she cried 
and shared her feelings, and together we 
stroked her head and held her hands. 

I was developing a lot of mixed feelings 
about Shellie.  On one hand, I thought that 
she was the most courageous person I had 
ever known.  In lieu of losing the love of her 
life, she was opening her heart and home to 
his new Love and allowing for new forms of 
Love to take the place of old ones.  The cour-
age and the Love that she displayed inspired 
much respect and appreciation in me.  Yet 
at the same time, on a daily basis, I was still 

resistant to her presence, and even more resistant to 
any small amount of affection shared between her and 
Quinn.  I still felt like she was a potential threat to that 
which I had come to value most in my life - my relation-
ship with Quinn.  These feelings waxed and waned in 
contrast with one another, and I did my best to be true 
and authentic to my feelings while recognizing and own-
ing responsibility for them. 

Our days passed there much as they had when Quinn 
and I had been alone together in Phoenix.  Though 
Shellie would join us for a meal here or there, and she 
was definitely a bigger part of working with Quinn in 
the garden than I was, he and I were still clearly “togeth-
er”.  I was, for the moment, reassured that my worst 

held each other and cried and shared some words about the 
beauty and importance of sharing this experience together.  
It was just like in a dream I’d had a few weeks before, the 
beauty of our meeting.

Quinn and I were exhausted and we went upstairs to the 
master suite that would become ours, if we chose to move in 
there.  When we woke, he asked what I wanted to eat, and 
then he made me the uber dank pancakes I had requested.  
We sat all together and ate on the living room floor.  I no-
ticed how uncomfortable 
I was with sharing this in-
timate act with Shellie, as 
we ate with our hands, him 
feeding each of us in turns 
at first, before I started 
hand feeding myself too.  
I knew that this was the 
typical style in which they 
were accustomed to eating 
for years, yet it was uncom-
fortable for me witness and 
be a part of it all together, 
in great contrast to the 
secluded intimacy of weeks 
past.

Upon our first visit to 
Quinn’s parent’s home, 
about a thirty minute drive 
from the Garden of Eden, I 
was warmly received by his 
bright and sharp mother, 
Barb.  As soon as I walked in the door, she opened her arms 
and said, “Welcome to my family” and I could feel that she 
meant it sincerely as she embraced me.  Quinn had told me 
a lot about her, as they were very close, and I was just a little 
nervous before meeting her.  There in her presence, in her 
tasteful, artsy home, I felt an instant connection and any 
nervousness quickly faded.  I loved her candor and curiosity, 
the intriguing and bold questions she asked.  As we sat down 
to lunch, Barb got right to it. 

She asked me when I first fell in love with Quinn.  I replied 
that it was immediate, as if it had always been so.  Without 
hesitation, she then asked, “So, when are the babies com-
ing?”  I paused and drew my breath, knowing that Quinn 
had not yet told his mother about her budding grandchild.  



Lost the aspiration, not the inspiration.  and possessions, almost everything was new, usable and 
sellable.  Most would be sold at a three day estate sale, some 
donated, a little consigned, and a bursting trailer load would 
be brought along back to Texas.  Those two weeks flew, as I 
was busy all day every day, making preparations to leave.  I 
was glad too to have Quinn all to myself again, for just a little 
while longer before taking the social plunge of moving in 
with Shellie.

I noticed a significant contrast to the dynamic between 
Quinn and I there in Phoenix, when compared to our visit to 
Kennedale.  It seemed like our Love was more present, more 
tangible during our time alone together.  Was that true?  And 
if so, Why?  Was Shellie’s presence distracting Quinn from 
me, creating a wedge between us?  Or was it simply that 
there was so much more for him do to and engage in there at 
the Garden of Eden than at my place, and those things were 
distracting him from me?  Or was it perhaps my feelings and 
reactions to my perception of social dynamics that allowed 
me to be more loving and present with Quinn?  I had a feel-
ing it was the latter, but had not yet let go of the fear of the 
former just yet, still needing more observation and experi-
ence before I would find true clarity on the matter. 

The load we brought back to Texas was way more than either 
the trailer or the truck was designed to carry.  But it was very 
well packed, in an unusual style.  Every piece of furniture 
was loaded onto the trailer and then stuffed with clothes and 
other small things, so that everything fit super tight.  The 
whole thing was then shrink wrapped, trailer and all.  Only 
Quinn was capable of the focused attention necessary to 
drive that load as smoothly as was necessary to make it all 
the way without endangering our lives, so he drove the entire 
twenty hours in a straight shot.  The best I could do was stay 
awake almost the whole time to keep him company.  The 
Force was strong with us, as we later saw that the trailer had 
held out just long enough.  It broke down within a week of 
arriving in Kennedale, the wheel basically collapsing onto the 
axle while empty. 
 

Upon our return to the Garden of Eden, I had my first 
experience of true appreciation of the Love that Shellie and 
Quinn shared.  As we walked into the kitchen, she jumped 
into his arms and wrapped herself around him.  Allowing 
myself to just be in witness of this, I sat down to observe this 
interaction between them and my feelings about it.  Letting 
go of ideas and expectations as much as possible, I was able

fears had not come to pass, at least not yet…  Each Now 
was all I had then, or would ever have, and so again I 
breathed in presence and awareness, consciously appre-
ciating Isness, and surrendering to the unknown of the 
next moment. 

Taking in this new environment as openly as possible, I 
surveyed the place, and found it to be less than appeal-
ing in many ways.  It was messy, for one, inside and out.  
There was stuff stuffed in closets and trunks, almost to 
the ceiling in the garage, and in piles all over the yard.  
I didn’t like the layout of the house, nor the wall to 
wall carpet in almost every room, including the master 
bathroom.  I wasn’t a fan of the style of décor either, 
which seemed different in every room, and some rooms 
seemed to lack a particular style at all.  I didn’t even need 
to nitpick to have points of dissatisfaction with the place 
itself. 

Yet, in expressing these opinions to Quinn, he easily rec-
ognized and pointed out that I was using my displeasure 
with the physicality of the place, the form, as an excuse 
to justify my resistance to living with Shellie, which was 
indeed true.  I was so clouded by my emotions, particu-
larly my fears.  While I was aware of this dark cloud, I 
was not able to really see through it.  Though like one is 
always aware the sun does indeed shine, even if it can-
not be seen, I knew that Quinn had my best interests 
in mind.  I shared with him how I knew that this place 
offered the most abundant and expansive option imme-
diately available to us in terms of a home, and that was 
why he wanted us to live there.  It seemed pretty obvious 
that moving there was the best choice even before the 
decision was expressly made – though that did not keep 
me from resisting in many ways for quite some time.  
Eventually, through much fear and resistance, I too came 
to see the value for both of us in moving to Kennedale, 
and agreed and embraced this path.

Leaving Kennedale in mid April, I had two 
weeks to deal with 4000 square feet of all my material 
belongings in two homes in Arizona.  Fortunately, most 
of the furnishings in the 1000 square foot apartment in 
Phoenix belonged to the other girl with whom I shared 
the space.  Everything in the Solarium, as I called my Se-
dona home, was mine.  But, as I had only lived there for 
two years, and tend to be very practical about my space 



to see and truly appreciate the genuine Love they shared.  
She looked childlike, so small in comparison to him, and 
so vulnerable in her embrace.

This was actually the most authentic ex-
pression, in my perception, that I had ever 
witnessed of her interacting with another in 
live, real time.  For the first time since meeting Shellie, 
I could see and feel her being really true and authentic.  I 
realized in that moment that, as for me, he offered a pow-
erful space of Love in which she was able to Love freely.  I 
recognized that this was among his most powerful abilities 
and that to begrudge him or her or anyone else the sharing 
or receipt of this gift was to forsake Love itself. 

The following days provided great contrast to this experi-
ence, when jealousy again flared with great intensity.  I 
was still resisting the forms of the house and of Shellie’s 
presence and this, of course, manifested in some serious 
discomfort.  But with that came also great opportunity for 

expansion, awareness, and responsibility. 

We were in the kitchen, Quinn, Shellie and I.  Shellie was 
perched on the counter with Quinn standing next to her, 
as she massaged his arm.  I was uncomfortable and unsure 
of what to do about it.  So I spoke up about it, offering 
my vulnerability in hope of some counsel from Quinn.  I 
expressed that I was jealous of their interaction, and that 
a part of me just wanted to push her right off the counter 
and take her place there next to Quinn.  He spoke of the 
importance of being true to feeling and of the value of 
experimentation, and with that I pushed her, hard!  She 
didn’t fall, catching herself and supported by Quinn who 
caught her and braced her with his body.  It actually did 
not feel good at all, which I said aloud and immediately 
and sincerely apologized, a few times.  Not only that, but it 
actually backfired.  Because of their reaction to the poten-

tiality of her falling, he was now standing much closer to 
her than before, and right between her spread legs. 

Frustrated, I shared with them how I didn’t know how to 
handle the jealousy, and did not want to continue living 
with it, so much that I considered just “running away.”  
Quinn called my bluff immediately, and I admitted that I 
didn’t really want to leave.  He reminded me that actions 
taken from a place of disempowerment and fear only lead 
to more of the same.  I recognized aloud how my fears 
about their potential intimacy were running rampant, 
ruling me, and also manifesting in situations for me to face 
them, as this one had.  I remarked how, if I didn’t somehow 
make peace with my fear soon, at this rate of escalation I 
would manifest them having sex on the kitchen floor right 
in front of me.

The next morning, after tossing and turning for much of 
the night, I woke again while it was still dark to find Quinn 
amiss from our bed.  My heart raced, and I knew that my 
premonitions of earlier in the day had indeed come to be.  

“They are together now, being intimate, 
exchanging sexually” I thought.  I knew 
it was true.  I could feel it.  Fear gripped 
me, and my blood rushed. 

“What do I do?! What does this 
mean?! What will happen?! Aaaahhh-
hhhhh!!!!”
“Breathe, just breathe…  Just be present.  
Love myself, unconditionally.  Embrace 

what Is.  Appreciate what Is.  Right now, right now, right 
now…”

I had many options, as we always do.  I could go downstairs 
to Shellie’s room and interfere or try to manipulate the 
situation…  I could stay upstairs in my room and suffer in 
jealousy…  I could get in my car and leave and see what hap-
pened…  I could do any number of things to try to manipu-
late or control the situation to look more like something I 
was comfortable with. 

But what was the most empowered choice?  
What was the path that would embody those energetics 
which I value most?  Freedom, truth, empowerment, true 
and unconditional Love… 

After dallying about, going up and down the stairs, getting 
beverages, smoking cigarettes, all the while processing in-
tense feelings madly, I came to a place of peace.  Instead of 

 

I expressed that I was jealous of their interaction, 
and that a part of me just wanted to push her right off the 

counter and take her place there next to Quinn.  
He spoke of the importance of being true to feeling and of the 
value of experimentation, and with that I pushed her, hard! 



trying to change anything around me, I could examine all 
the ideas, expectations and attachments that were support-
ing my unwanted feelings, and consciously align with that 
which felt good, right then.

Sitting outside on my little bedroom balcony, 
I was able to just truly be present with myself 
and let go of Quinn.  Embracing each breath, 
the freshness of the air, the beauty of the morn-
ing sunlight, cast through vibrant leaves of 
the trees, the sound of the birds and the sight 
of the butterflies fluttering about, I realized there was so 
much to be appreciated in even this moment. 

I accepted full and total responsibility for my experience in 
that moment.  I could choose to give focus and attention 
to any number of things at that moment.  What I chose 
would determine my state of being, my enjoyment of that 
moment, and this was the case in any and all moments.  
Maybe Quinn was not available to me at that moment, but 
there was so much beauty that was.  It was fully my choice 
to align with energetics of benefit, or not. 

Maybe he would never even come back, 
but in truly letting go of attachment and 
expectation in regards to him or potential 
future realities, I was free in the moment to 
Be in the moment.  I felt amazing!  Wow!  
No matter what was happening, even if my 
greatest fears were manifesting, I could still 
be ok!  I could still feel good!  I could still 
consciously tune in and align with the en-
ergetics of my choice!  All these beneficial 
realities were still possible!  Incredible! 
With responsibility comes empowerment.  In these mo-
ments I had the greatest breakthrough of my life in real-
izing and embodying that dynamic of energetics.  Grateful 
for this, and letting go of ideas, attachments and expecta-
tions, again and again and again, each moment, I realized 
that it was my true desire and therefore the most empow-
ered option to go downstairs and see Quinn.

My heart pounded in my chest as I crossed the living room 
floor leading to Shellie’s bedroom.  There was another small 
room attached and preceding her bedroom, with shutter 
doors that opened into her room.  Both the door to that 

room and the shutter doors into her room were wide open.  
I walked in quietly, not sure exactly what was going on at 
that point, nor what I would do about it, if anything.  Just 
as I arrived at the opening to Shellie’s bedroom, Quinn 
popped through. 

I was a bit startled by his sudden appearance, but he was 
not at all shaken by my presence there.  Clear and calm, he 
smiled at me and said, “Hey baby, perfect timing. I was just 
coming to find you.”  His warmth and the genuine, pres-
ent feeling of his Love calmed me immediately.  We put 
our arms around one another and walked across the living 
room.  I stopped and embraced him, so relieved that he was 
with me once more.  I noticed that he smelled like Shellie 
and though I did not exactly appreciate it, I would not let 
it interfere with loving him in that moment.  I certainly did 
not feel any interference from him to his Love for me.  He 
was clear and present and Loving with me. 

We went up to our bedroom and lay down, and I asked him 
if he would tell me about his time with Shellie.  He closed 
his eyes, and breathed deeply, and told me in detail about 
each moment of the interaction, asking once or twice if I 
truly wanted as much detail as he was providing.  My heart 
skipped a beat as he confirmed what I already knew to be 
true.  Yet I still wanted him to share.  What was most im-
portant to me in that moment was that we could be open 
and honest with one another, and that our connection 
would not be hindered by this or anything else outside of 
our True Love. 

He told me of how he woke and saw me sleeping, and felt 
called to go and see Shellie.  So, without agenda, he went to 
her room and knelt down beside her as she slept.  She was 
startled and surprised to see him there at first, but quickly 
embraced him and he crawled into bed with her.  In the 
intensity of this moment, the most physically intimate they 
had shared in many weeks or perhaps even months, he felt 
a rush of feelings.  As sexual desire for her came forth from 
within him for the first time in a long time, he also felt for 
the first time in many years true fear.  Yet still, he said, he 
could feel the importance of this interaction, and casting 
aside judgment and fear, he began to touch her.  She 

With responsibility comes empowerment. 



of empowerment, I couldn’t sleep, and went for a walk 
while Quinn was still sleeping.  I picked wildflowers along 
the way, as I often like to do, and reflected on the night’s 
revelations.  When I returned to the house, Shellie was 
in the kitchen.  I felt so liberated by the experience, and 
so thankful for that.  So I embraced her, offered her the 
flowers and thanked her for participating in an event from 
which I had benefitted greatly.  She returned my embrace 

with tears and some words about the 
importance of what she and I were 
helping each other to learn.  

I went back upstairs to find Quinn 
still asleep.  I gazed at him with True 
Love shining brightly in my heart, and 
deep gratitude for all that we shared.  
Letting go of ideas and expectations 
allowed for a much enhanced sense 
appreciation of all that was in that 
moment.  There was so much Love, so 
much to be thankful for.  And I could 
have easily justified other feelings 
like claim, or entitlement, or jealousy 
or anger or betrayal, backed by ideas 
about right and wrong, good and bad, 
should and should not…  Yet how 
would that have served me and that 

which was most important to me?  It would not have.  So I 
consciously let it all go to my great benefit and enjoyment.

Quinn and I spent the rest of the day as much in Love as 
ever, if not more, taking much time to ourselves in the pri-
vacy of our room.  After a nap and a shower, we made pas-
sionate, playful love, a few times if I recall correctly.  Quinn 
was excited and turned on by my free and empowered state, 
and was quite apparently more attracted to me than ever.  
“You’re so hot when you’re free and empowered, baby!” he 
remarked while pleasuring me in the shower.

The following morning, I woke startled by the 
crashing thunder of a storm.  Quinn, to my surprise and 
dismay, was not beside me.  I tuned in and could feel that 
he was again with Shellie.  Oh shit!  Not again!  I went 
through it once, but wasn’t that enough?  I don’t need  this 
experience the way I did yesterday, so why is it happening?!  
I breathed, recalled the freedom and empowerment I had 
found the day before in pure presence of the moment, and 
in letting go of attachments, expectations and ideas the day 

responded receptively, and quickly began to consume him.  
They made love.  And after, lying together in a space of 
Love, she massaged him, as this was one of their favorite 
ways of sharing and interacting together, and they relaxed 
together for some time.  Then, as he had been aware of me 
and my energetics the entire time, he felt it was time to 
come and see me and got up.

I listened intently, breathing deeply, with quickened pulse 
at times.  I shared with him my 
experience during that time.  
As I knew intuitively what 
was going on, I had spent the 
entire time intensely engaged 
with my own personal process 
of dealing with the emotions 
and attachments, ideas and 
expectations from which they 
stemmed.  I shared about 
my breakthrough of true 
responsibility and conscious 
alignment with energetics of 
feeling good, and how I felt 
free and empowered.  He was 
delighted that I had been able 
to benefit so much, and even 
a little impressed at my leap of 
consciousness. 

Most of all in that moment, I felt so appreciative to be to-
gether, sharing openly and intimately about the experience. 
My worst fear was that sex with another person, particu-
larly one already so intimate, could somehow automatically 
mean severe degradation or even the end of our relation-
ship. This was not the case, and in many ways I was actually 
really relieved to have lived the experience, and faced the 
fear that had been slowly tightening its grip on me, stran-
gling my ability to love and live freely. 

Overall, I felt like this experience had actually facilitated 
huge benefit for me and for us.  Not only did I now have 
proof that sex with another would not necessarily do or 
mean anything for us, but felt truly free and empowered 
still in taking full responsibility for my feelings, actions and 
my True Love.  I was happy to know that I was still able to 
Love him, and that one condition to that was well on its 
way to non-existence. 

Still high from the intensity of the experience and the juice 



Quinn came in and asked about some household matter.  I 
thanked Shellie for her honest communication, and went 
to talk to Quinn.

We went to our bedroom balcony, and puffing an herbal 
cigarette, I asked him plainly and directly why he had not 
told me about them having sex that morning.  I told him 
honestly and vulnerably and as responsibly as possible that 
I felt betrayed and was angry with him.  Though I had not 
asked specifically about sex, it was plain and obvious that I 
wanted to know specifically that information.  He replied 
that I was totally justified to feel that way, and that he did 
not necessarily intend to conceal it from me, yet at the time 
we spoke about it, he simply did not feel like sharing that.  
He said that he knew I would find out, one way or another, 
and admitted that this unpleasant outcome was due to his 
lack of communication.  Even mistakes are potentially ben-
eficial in the New Paradigm, because as we sat discussing 
the miscommunication, we gained renewed clarity on the 
importance of open disclosure, particularly in light of these 
sensitive issues and dynamics. 

Though I was willing to forgive immediately, I noticed 
how I felt somewhat guarded and closed off for days.  My 
physical attraction for him had virtually disappeared, and 
its absence became very apparent the next night.  When 
he started kissing and touching me, I felt a strong desire 
to repel him.  I gently pushed him away, and we began a 
conversation exploring the consciousness of how I was 
feeling.  We talked more about sex and what it meant 
within our relationship, and also I asked much about what 
it meant to Quinn in the context of his relationship with 
Shellie.  Clearly there was much contrast, and it helped me 
a lot to understand clearly where he was coming from, and 
what was important to him about their exchanges.  Love, 
freedom, benefit, and the expansion of consciousness were 
at the very foundation of everything he did, and this was 
no exception. 

I shared with him about how in my attempt to let go of 
my attachments and ideas about sex in the context of our 
relationship, I had explored the possibility that perhaps sex 
would be better left out of it.  If I was unable to feel good 
about sharing him sexually, then perhaps eliminating sex 
from our relationship altogether would allow me to con-
tinue Loving him while also embracing his true freedom.  
Love and freedom were certainly more important to both 
of us than sex.  And, while I would rather have eliminated 

before, and I did my best to recall these energetics.  I re-
minded myself again that how Quinn chooses to spend his 
time was up to him.  It was up to me to Love as truly and 
unconditionally as possible, and to shape my own experi-
ence by aligning with energetics of my conscious choosing, 
simply because it feels so good.   

I quickly remembered that we had opened our new 
memory foam mattress to breathe on the front patio, and 
rain was starting to pour from all directions.  I rushed 
downstairs, and approaching the front door and Shellie’s 
bedroom, I called to Quinn.  Popping my head into the 
open door of the attached room, I could see them through 
the shutter doors, cuddling on the couch.  Quinn sprang 
up and popped out of the room in response, and we moved 
the bed inside.  Putting my arms around him back in the 
living room, I sniffed at his chest and remarked that at least 
he was not covered with a scent not of his own, as he had 
been the morning before.  Without a word to Shellie, we 
returned to our bedroom and lay down. 

I asked him again if he would tell me about his time with 
her that morning.  He described it to me briefly, not at all 
with the focus or detail from the day before, and said that 
he had gotten a massage, and relaxed with her, and not 
much else.  I asked a few more questions about the nature 
of their time together, but nothing was said specifically 
about sex.  We again fell back into a space of Love, napped, 
and made love when we woke.  I smelled just a hint of 
Shellie’s scent on his pubic hair, and thought I missed a 
spot in the shower the day before, and so dismissed it.

Later that afternoon, I went to Shellie’s room to connect 
with her, to hear her feelings on the events of the days past 
and share with her mine.  Our conversation was as candid 
and sincere as we had ever been with one another.  As we 
were discussing the unknown factors about how dynamics 
might play out between the three of us, she shared with me 
how important it was for her that there was open com-
munication about whatever was to happen, and asked, in a 
way, if I wanted specifically to be made privy any time they 
were intimate.  With that, she mentioned their time to-
gether that morning and I asked her to tell me her version 
of it.  She told me that they had massaged and made love, 
and she could tell by my face that Quinn had not told me 
everything…  I staid my reaction and observed how I felt 
about not being told, and listened to what else she had to 
say about it.  After a few more minutes’ conversation, 



what the “or else” would be.  I also felt strongly that it was 
ultimately of greater benefit to me to allow things to play 
out so that I could continue to identify the core energetics 
from which my unwanted feelings stemmed. Even if they 
were to stop engaging sexually, that would not address the 
core energetics from which my insecurities stemmed.  This 
form was facilitating a huge awareness and upgrade of the 
formless within me.

I continued to give much of my attention to 
this process for many days.  Quinn patiently would 
stay up late answering questions I had already asked, and 
offered his continued support of my process, for which I 
was very grateful.  Though a part of me wanted him to tell 
me in words how much I meant to him and to reassure me 
that my place in his heart was secure, I knew that my inse-
curities came from within me, and only from there could 
they be resolved.  I knew that taking full responsibility for 
my feelings was the only path to empowerment, and also 
that words could easily be fabricated, never to replace true 
knowing.  If I wanted to really feel secure, I would have to 

align with that energetic myself, and only then would it be 
real and sustainable.  If I wanted to be sure of his True Love, 
I would have to feel its truth and presence in that moment 
alone, for Love and Truth live only in the Now. 

Another instance of intimate exchange between Quinn and 
Shellie soon offered me a welcome opportunity to be pres-
ent with my feelings on the matter, and check in on what 
progress I had made.  Though I was not in true full embrace 
of their intimacy, I felt also that it happening was the only 
way to further my process.  When he returned to our bed, I 
felt genuinely happy for the chance to check myself, and at 
the improvement of my feelings on the matter.  I had come 
to a place where I felt only mildly jealous, not consumed by 
it as I had been the first time. 

I could feel for the first time a true appreciation for the 
ways in which this exchange was of benefit to Quinn.  I 

it from the world outside our relationship, it was only 
within my power to modify what I participated in, not 
what he participated in.  Upon exploration of this potenti-
ality in conversation, I realized that this was not the most 
free and empowered option, yet I still did not know what 
that was. 

I wanted so much to feel totally comfortable with any 
way that Quinn might spend his time, and to be able to 
Love him without conditions - not only because I knew 
this would benefit me the most and feel the best, but also 
because it was important to me that our relationship be as 
sustainable as possible, able to flow with whatever circum-
stances came into our lives.  Yet in truth, though I had 
made progress, I was still feeling rather stuck on the whole 
sex issue.  I still perceived Quinn’s Love and intimacy with 
Shellie to be a detractor from his Love and intimacy with 
me, even though I had witnessed that this was not neces-
sarily so.  What could potentially make it so would only be 
my reaction to it.  If this reaction was stemming from fear 
and judgment, which cut me off from my Love, and there-
fore Love itself, then my fears would be indeed realized.

He reminded me that I could only be where I truly was, 
and that wanting to be anywhere else was not of benefit.  
He spoke to me of form and formless, and how I was still 
really focused on the form, that being the act of sex in this 
case.  I asked more questions, many which were repeats of 
previous conversations, about what Shellie and his inter-
actions with her meant for him.  I wanted to understand 
his perspective, the formless within him from which these 
forms were manifesting.  His answers were both revealing 
and confusing at the same time.  Though he was clear, I did 
not fully understand. 

Quinn even suggested one night that I give him an ultima-
tum.  He so enjoys the intensity of confrontation and how 
it brings matters to a head quickly, with one truth coming 
out as the clearest and most powerful.  A part of me did 
indeed want to demand that this stop, but I had no idea 

Quinn even suggested one night that I give him an ultimatum.  
He so enjoys the intensity of confrontation and how it brings matters to a 

head quickly, with one truth coming out as the clearest and most powerful. 



carefully how I would feel in either of their positions.  I re-
called how I had felt when past lovers had placed demands 
of fidelity and monogamy on me.  It did not seem at all like 
true or unconditional love to say, “I love you and want to 
be with you, but only if you only love me, and/or only have 
sex with me.”  That was certainly not the kind of “love” 
I was interested in receiving, nor giving, as it is not True 
Love at all.  I also recalled how I had felt at times when I’d 
had more than one lover, and how my feelings for one had 
virtually nothing to do with my feelings for the other.  Love 
is limitless, and so it’s not as if someone only has so much 
to spread around… 

What if I had been in a relationship for years with someone 
whom I genuinely appreciated and loved and who genu-
inely loved me?  What if they wanted to share time and life 
and Love with me, so much that they went so far as to give 
me their home and open it up to my new partner as well?  
What would be my reaction if my new partner would be-
grudge me any of these highly beneficial aspects? 

Or what if I had been in an amazing, loving relationship 
that had changed yet still had 
much Love remaining?  And in 
deep gratitude and total surren-
der to the call of Love still sound-
ing, what if I offered my both 
my Love and my home to that 
“former partner”, and his new 
Love?  What if I wanted simply 
to have as much Love in my life 

as possible, and therefore to continue to be a part of the life 
with the one whom I loved most?

These questions helped guide me to the formless underly-
ing everything.  My fears and insecurities began to fade, 
replaced with genuine appreciation for the whole process, 
every part of it.

I felt as if I had gained a deep level of understanding of 
many of the dynamics which interplayed in this process.  
Love, freedom, responsibility, and expansion of conscious-
ness were surely being served through this dynamic explo-
ration, much to the benefit of all. 

I was clearer, freer and more empowered than ever in my 
relationship to myself and to that which is important to 
me.  I could feel more fully the power and truth of the True 
Love that Quinn and I shared, and had come to the full 

was happy that he got such a great massage, which I know 
he loves and appreciates from a place of true importance.  I 
recalled that when I am in a state of Love, I benefit simply 
from that, and that the same would be true for Quinn and 
Shellie.  I was able to appreciate the benefit to him of Love 
for Love’s sake, and the free place from which he was able 
to have that experience.  I was also quite happy he was back 
in bed and in Love with me too.

As I shared with him my pleasure at how minimal was my 
displeasure, he offered the only word-based statement of 
reassurance he has so far ever given me.  In a sweet, playful, 
“duh!” sort of way, he said, “You’re my True Love, baby!” 
with a big smile. 

Weeks went by and everyone was busy with 
the property.  Each day was filled with much time in 
the garden or the kitchen or bustling about the house.  I 
was much more relaxed about Quinn and Shellie’s interac-
tions, which previously I had monitored like a hawk.  Some 
fear still crept in about whether I would wake to find him 
next to me or not, but these bouts were fewer and milder 

than ever.  I continued to consciously embrace the ener-
getics of importance and let go of attachment, ideas, and 
expectations and daily found myself feeling more free and 
more Loving towards both of them.

Quinn and I had a couple stretches of time without Shellie, 
which I appreciated, noticing how much more relaxed I 
was.  We spent a few days house and dog sitting at Quinn’s 
parents’ house one week, and the next week Shellie went 
away for a few days.  This contrast provided for interesting 
reflection. When Shellie was around, I was still a bit on 
guard about how our day was playing out, and whether I 
was holding Quinn’s attention enough to keep him occu-
pied with me and away from her bedroom.  I saw how even 
this relatively small but pervasive sense of fear was still a 
limitation to True Love and also to my own true freedom.

I also began to put myself into their shoes and consider 

It did not seem at all like true or unconditional love to 
say, “I love you and want to be with you, but only if you 

only love me, and/or only have sex with me.” 



Yet there I sat, unmoved from my focus and feeling still 
totally connected and in Love.  I was genuinely glad that 
he was free to share and Love however he wished, and even 
happier that I could finally truly embrace and support his 
freedom and all that was of benefit to him. 

When he returned to bed, he was surprised to see me still 
awake at seven in the morning. He remarked how he en-
joyed seeing me so focused and I agreed that it felt great.  

I asked him how he had spent the last few hours and he 
confirmed that there was indeed intimate exchange be-
tween he and Shellie.  With a big smile, I sat in witness to 
the pure clear presence I felt in that moment, unhindered 
by fear, resistance, jealousy, ideas, expectations, or attach-
ments.  Free to Be.  Free to Love.

I went on for a few minutes about how happy I was in to 
be in True Love and support for him and how great it felt 
to have reached such a free and empowered place in my 
process with this social dynamic.  He smiled at me sleepily 
and lovingly, and cuddled up next to me, as we embraced in 
Love.

realization of responsibility and empowerment for the life 
of this Love.  I could see that nothing and no one else had 
the power to “make or break” us - that was something we 
alone had power over, and only each moment of Right 
Now was that power available.  I could feel and appreciate 

the Love that Quinn and Shellie shared.  I recognized that 
anything that benefits Quinn also has the potential to ben-
efit me too, and it was up to me to allow and embrace that 
benefit.  I saw how letting go of attachments, ideas, and 
expectations were key to true freedom in each moment.  I 
saw clearly how True Love is only true if it is also truly free.

As I sat writing this very story, (interestingly and perfectly 
the part about Quinn and Shellie’s first sexual exchange 
since we have all been living together), I had yet another 
opportunity to check in on my process with this.  Writing 
late into the night, Quinn had finished his writing and told 
me he was going downstairs to see how Shellie was doing 
with hers.  As the hours ticked by, though I was totally 
focused on my writing, I sensed that there was intimate 
exchange going on between them.  I was not at all sur-
prised, since Shellie had been gone for a few days and was 
tearful and emotional when embracing Quinn upon her 
return.  It appeared to me that she had missed him while 
she had been away and was likely highly appreciative of the 
opportunity to spend time alone with him and shower him 
with her Love.  That her attraction to him remained was 
also occasionally apparent to me.  Quinn lives in Love and 
so is always open to sharing and receiving it when it is true 
and important. 

Knowing that they were together, I noticed 
my feelings and to my amazement, there was 
scarcely a hint of discomfort or displeasure.  
It was so liberating to feel so free!  I was doing exactly what 
I most wanted to be doing at the time, writing this story, 
without fear or attachment to whatever Quinn might be 
doing, and it felt great.  In fact I knew what he was doing 

With a big smile, I sat in witness to the pure clear presence I felt in that moment, 
unhindered by fear, resistance, jealousy, ideas, expectations, or attachments.  

Free to Be.  Free to Love.



Comments?  Tell us!  We love hearing from you.
publishers@rethinkingeverythingmagazine.net

We have arrived at Now in this story. 

As I sit here, re-reading, editing and revising these words, 
life and this story continue to unfold. 

The divine dichotomies continue to 
reveal themselves more clearly, and my 
awareness of these dynamics of being 
continues to enhance my experience. 

Consciousness continues to expand, and there is always 
room for upgrade.  Yet there is also always perfection 
in Right Now. 

In this now, I am so thankful for the immense ben-
efit I have received from these experiences. 

I am so thankful for the opportunity to share this all 
with you. 

I am so thankful to Love Ever True.

.. there is also always perfection in Right Now. 

The need to understand had passed.
All that was left was love and wonder.

Rebecca Wells

Part II of the video recording, with Quinn and Inok:

Inok Alrutz
has a blog in which she posts her 

ongoing evolution with love: 
truelovelives.wordpress.com



I am fulfilled with this breath.  The rest is Bonus.

Words mean nothing.  It is where words come from that 
dictates “meaning”.  Almost all words are manipulated, far 
from truth, and full of judgment.  Because this is so “nor-
mal”,  most do not even see this.  The reality is that if you 
believe in good or bad, everything you witness, you judge.  
There are many who are exploring the concept of living 
without good/bad or right/wrong but their operating sys-
tem is still based on the integration of it.

Most parents will say that they love their children.  Many 
of these parents will say that their children are the most 
important part of their life.  I have no doubt that there is 
a shred of truth here, yet the more truthful reality is that 
99% of all parents are forsaking their children and the 
unconditional love these children are connected with from 
day one.  Because this is so normal, 99% of people doing 
this will also not be aware of this, nor see it within them-
selves.  I am writing these words for intense clarity and 
expanded awareness, with love and respect.

Parents forsake their children’s true love from day one by 
putting them on feeding and sleeping schedules, by giving 
birth in hospitals, by putting them in cribs, and it only con-
tinues in severity as the child grows older.  Children are not 
treated as fully capable, divine conscious beings and thus 
do not develop as such.  This is, of course, not seen as abuse 
by most, and is exactly why it must be looked at in order to 
live in the New Paradigm.  One does not need to judge or 
feel shame for forsaking their children or for being forsaken 

Love
True Love
This is the foundation of my life 
and the energetic that allows the re-
ality that is this story to be possible.

Ideas are on the other side of the spectrum.  As love 
becomes intertwined with ideas, true love no longer 
exists, and in its place is just a projection of what love 
is and what a relationship should be.

Life is a relationship and there are many forms.  Re-
lationship with oneself is the foundation for all other 
relationships.  It is our relationship with self that 
dictates our relationship with the earth and all the 
people on it.

I have been in love with my self and my life for many 
years and because of this I am complete NOW.  I am 
fulfilled now.  I am ABUNDANT NOW.  I often say

. Love  Ever True .
. . . Part III

To love oneself is the beginning 
of a life - long romance.

Oscar Wilde



as children.   Simply taking this opportunity NOW to let 
go of the old and embrace the new is all that’s required.

The reason why parents are forsaking their children rather 
than honoring them is because they were forsaken and are 
thus no longer consciously aware of TRUE LOVE.  This 
then, of course, plays out in ALL of their relationships - 
relationship with oneself, earth, children, and romantic 
partners.

One of my favorite stories is that of my birth.  When I was 
born, my mother thought she loved her husband as much 
as she could love.  She thought she knew love.  Yet it was 
not until she gave birth to her first child in her own bed in 
her home and was holding this baby in her arms that she 
realized that, in contrast to the love she was now feeling, 
she did NOT know what True Love was.  Because she was 
conscious of this, she was able to embrace her child as pure 
potential, as a divinely conscious being.  Thus began her 
life of Rethinking Everything.

This is a perfect example of how we ONLY know what we 
know and what we know is the boundary of our reality.  
She thought she knew love until she became aware that 
she did not.  Until we are exposed to, or experience, a new 
level of   con-
sciousness, 
experience, 
or possibility, 
life contin-
ues on as it 
has.  There is 
nothing right 
or wrong 
about this, yet when consciously pushing the envelope and 
embracing expansion, life perpetually becomes more and 
more enjoyable.

That is the reason for which this story is being shared, to 
share possibility - not of what is right or better but what is 
possible in contrast to what is.  The rest is up to you.

When we feel good, it matters not where we are, what 
we have, or WHO we are with.  It’s ALL good.  The rea-
son people do what they do is to feel good or to try and 
keep away the things that feel bad.  Yet, because children 
are forsaken at birth, when they become adults they are 
disconnected with what True Love is.  So, instead of living 
a playful life of simplicity and freedom in a joyful state of 
unconditional love with life, they are striving to acquire the 

people or things that they think will make them feel good 
when they have them.

When I get my dream house then I will be happy…  When 
I finish school then I will be free…  When I get a good job 
then I will be successful…  When I have a lot of money 
then I will be respected…  When I get control of this then I 
will be powerful…  When I finally meet the right person

then I will be in love… etc., etc.  It may feel really good 
when you first get that nice new car, home, or set of cloth-
ing, yet this is not true fulfillment; just as when it feels 
really good to have hot passionate sex and to lie together 
with a new lover.  This may feel really good yet, this too, 
will fade 99% of the time.

What often happens when two lovers come together is 
that, in the passion of love, they are able to let go of ideas 
and experience feeling good - maybe even true love.  Yet, 
when one begins to think, begins to have fears and doubts, 
and thus begins to attempt to hold on to that which feels so 
good or keep from happening that which is feared - there 
are many forms of this control and commitment is a 

When we TRULY love another, 
we desire NOTHING for or of 
that person but that which is 

inspired in truth for them



very common form - one strays from TRUE LOVE.  For all 
we have is NOW and it is only in TRUE presence of now 
that TRUE LOVE can be felt, shared, experienced.  Desir-
ing commitment from another or striving to get commit-
ment from another only comes from a place of fear and 
NOTHING else.

The truth is this:  When we TRULY love another, we de-
sire NOTHING for or of that person but that which is 
inspired in truth for them - that which is most impor-
tant to them, that which feels good for them, and comes 
freely without pressure or any kind of manipulation.  Yet 

sacrifice, compromise, and settling are the core of almost 
all relationships.  These unsettling characteristics are so 
common in relationship that most people believe this to be 
an essential part of a dedicated relationship of importance 
and, in fact, without being willing to compromise and 
sacrifice for another, “love” is not possible.  This is a perfect 
example of how TRUE LOVE is not even comprehended 
but is only an idea of what love is.

There is nothing wrong with wanting to be with someone 
or even wanting someone else to be with you, yet it IS 
possible to be open and authentic with one’s desire to be 
with someone in expression of love and appreciation for 
another, without NEEDING it or having one’s happiness 
depend upon it.  It is also possible to love and appreciate 
another without wanting to control them in the way they 
live their life.  Whom they spend their time and relation-
ship with and in what ways they are interacting with whom 
matters not.  It is not only possible but ideal to love some-
one completely, truly, without attachment or expectation.

It is at this place where TRUE LOVE begins to be possible 
and sustainable.  In romantic love this occurs when we can 
choose to be with someone because right NOW love is the 
most important thing, when it feels SOOO good to em-
brace the exchange NOW, to then fall asleep together and

wake up and upon waking, feel the unquantifiable grati-
tude for waking up and being with this person.  As soon as 
this is no longer true, for whatever reason, one then is free 
to consciously embrace what IS important NOW.

The reality is that even long time relationships that “work” 
or where the individuals in the relationship still “love” each 
other, there is MUCH more to the relationship than just 
being together every single moment.  Work, children, hob-
bies, arts, bills, education, family, entertainment, friends, 
addictions, and more are a large part of most peoples’ lives 
even in relationships that “work”.  So during all this time 

when the lovers are not even together, there are still many 
rules, expectations, and regulations attached to the rela-
tionship and each other that govern life which bring up 
jealousy, attachment, control, manipulation, shame, guilt, 
fear, and feelings of life becoming less than blissful.

This brings us to human’s core traditional operating system 
which is one of compromise, sacrifice, settling, and of life 
being a struggle - a life where not everything comes easy; 
where there are only rare occasions when one can be vul-
nerable, comfortable, and exchange in “love”; a life where 
bills have to be paid, work is a necessary part of life, and 
doing what one really wants to do is reserved for weekends 
or holidays.  Because this is the core RELATIONSHIP 
with oneself, of course this manifests in personal relation-
ships of “love”.

In the New Paradigm love is EASY.  It is abundant.  It is 
EVERYWHERE.  Love is no longer special or limited, 
thus no longer needs to be controlled or HELD onto for 
fear of losing it.  One can love freely and enjoyably, know-
ing that LOVE IS and it manifests in many forms.

I am thankful that, because of Inok and Shellie, I need not 
write much story here for they are the story.  I can simply 
share the consciousness that this story is founded upon and

There is nothing wrong with wanting to be with someone or even wanting 
someone else to be with you, yet it IS possible to be open and authentic with 

one’s desire to be with someone in expression of love and appreciation for 
another, without NEEDING it or having one’s happiness depend upon it. 



why it is so revolutionary.

Because I have been in love with self and life 
for so long, I am not subject to control or 
manipulation by others, even the ones I am 
most intimate with.  The reason for this is because 
I do not NEED them nor anyone.  Yet simultaneously I 
can love fully and unconditionally those around me.  And 
because it feels sooo good to exchange in love, both Shellie 
and Inok  chose to continue to sit in the fire of process, 
thus purifying Old Paradigm baggage and ideas of life and 
love.  Because they have done this, 
life has continued to blossom in 
love and the form that is unfolding 
is representing this consciousness 
beautifully.

The foundation for my relation-
ships with both Inok and Shellie 
was based on consciousness.  It was 
not on sex.  It was not on rules.  It 
was not on promises or ideas of 
any kind.  From day one, I made it 
very clear that this love feels really 
good right now and as long as it is 
of high importance then we would 
be together.  Day by day, moment 
by moment, exchange of love 
unfolds, and as these moments pass, 
the connection grows deeper and with this comes a more 
and more intense process.  The more important/powerful 
a relationship is, the more intense the reactions to ideas/
circumstances.

In the beginning of a relationship, while the love was true 
and intense from day one,  it is much easier for the Old 
Paradigm mind to not need to control, to have less attach-
ment and to be ok without certain promises, but as the re-
lationship together develops over weeks/months, the mind 
has many thoughts, many ideas and fears about the future.  
I tune into energetics and am aware of where one is in one’s 
consciousness and, even though someone close to me may 
have many ideas, may try to control or manipulate me or 
feel fear, this does not effect my being able to love.  I LOVE 
not to get, to prove, or to manipulate, but LOVE for the 
sake of LOVE.  I love because being in love feels good and 
because everyone deserves to be loved unconditionally.

After many years of living and of having intimate interac-
tions with people of all ages, men and women alike, I have 
found it to be VERY common for people to feel, at the 
core of their being, non deserving of love or unworthy of 
true happiness.  If this is the case, then true love or happi-
ness is NOT possible.

The very unique thing about Shellie and Inok is that they 
were both truly willing to explore consciousness and be 
responsible for every aspect of life - every day being vul-
nerable, feeling passionately, continuing to let go of ideas, 
attachments, and the fear of loss.  By living true, I am 

continually pushing the envelope, bringing up the resis-
tance/fear within others.  The question is:  Is one ready to 
be checked?  Is one ready to look at this?  To feel this and 
to be responsible for this?  Every day our relationship with 
each other is evolving and continues.

I live on the razor’s edge.  The things that I 
do and relationships I am a part of are con-
tinually pushing the envelope and, if looked 
at in isolation, would seem crazy, inappro-
priate, or otherwise unheard of.  Yet, because I 
am living true, all form aligns with this truth.  I am not try-
ing to change Shellie or Inok yet I am consciously pushing 
the envelope of consciousness and thus change happens.  I 
don’t need them to be any certain way, yet I do NOT com-
promise what is true or important for me and, because of 
this, it is they that naturally let go of what they believe,



fingers, laying in the sun, getting lots of fresh air, enjoy-
ing freedom and conscious embrace of what feels good on 
a daily basis, free of have tos, supposed tos, shoulds,  and 
sharing in lots of sex, massage, art or whatever form TRUE 
LOVE manifested in.

All of this was possible because of the embrace of NOW.  
In the true presence of now, LOVE is natural and ideas 
do not exist.  Because I consciously hold this space, when 
one wavers I am able to offer a check and provide the op-
portunity to consciously choose to let go of the ideas and 
come back to now, rather than go astray on the pathways of 
thought projections.

There have been moments where it took longer than a mo-
ment for Inok or Shellie to remember TRUE LOVE.  Yet, 
because I remain true and unwavering, the growing feeling 
of not feeling good inspires surrender and vulnerability in 
exploring consciousness, thus letting go of whatever ener-
getic was manifesting the forsaking of TRUE LOVE.

Once, Inok was justifying conditional love with the 
reasoning that, because I was not in physical proximity of 
her, that she was loving me as much only as I was allowing 
her.  She blamed me for not being with her, thus justifying 
her conditional love.  I simply told her she was loving me 
conditionally and blaming me for it.  She did not see this 
until I checked her.  It was intense and she resisted for a 
few moments, but she breathed and was able to really look 
at this and be responsible for it.  Just like that, a huge wave 
of consciousness was slashed with the sword of truth and 
our relationship and life was upgraded because of it.  When 
there is a true conscious upgrade, it takes effect NOW and 
affects all of life.

On another occasion, she was telling me about a dream she 
had.  As she was telling me, I felt very little consciousness 
behind the story, so I brought up a facet of the dream that 
I intuited may be important to consciousness.  She said, 
“no, there was no significance in this dream,” so I said, “I 
have no desire to hear about anything that is not significant 
or important.  If you want to talk about meaningless shit, 
call one of your friends on the phone - there are plenty of 
people that you can have nice chats with.  I am not one 
of them.”  I got up and left.  I gave her what she calls the 
“wall” which is basically tuning her out and focusing on 
realities that do not involve her.  She can feel this and does 
not like it because she likes being in presence with me. 
She tried many things to try and win over my attention or

because limiting TRUE LOVE does not feel good.

It is my unconditional love that inspires exploration, be-
cause it feels so good to feel/exchange TRUE LOVE.  Yet, 
it is my unwavering sword of truth that is accelerating the 
transformation, for without it, change would not happen.

Even though most people, including Inok and Shellie, have 
many Old Paradigm perspectives, I do not treat them as 
incapable or as Old Paradigm.  I hold space for the pure 
potential that IS - that is possible for EVERYONE in every 

moment.  It is up to each individual to rise to this opportu-
nity or to deny it.

Both Inok and Shellie have tried to control me, manipulate 
me, and otherwise scheme to support their ideas and fears.  
Not only did their efforts fail but I knew exactly what they 
were doing and was thankful for it, loving them no less.  I 
simply use this as fuel for transformation, to fuel the puri-
fier, cutting away baggage with the sword of truth!  Because 
they tasted what TRUE LOVE feels like and because I 
did not waver in love, even in my intense confrontation of 
truth, it became obvious to them that they needed not to 
control, promise, or set rules to feel and share in TRUE 
LOVE, nor did it benefit this process in any way, rather 
inhibiting the potential to experience such LOVE.

This dynamic allowed us to spend most of our “time” 
together in a fluid stream of orgasmic ecstasy - eating amaz-
ing foods while feeding them to each other with our 



to try and get me to “forgive” her but none of them worked 
because I was aware of where she was in her consciousness 
and would not respond to anything coming from such a 
place.  After some time, she accessed her truth and vulner-
ability and took responsibility for talking unconsciously 
about meaningless shit and for her attempts to scheme a 
connection between us in the void that is the “wall”.  There 
was never a point where I loved her less, nor where she 
needed my forgiveness, yet at the same time, there was no 
way I was going to interact with unconsciousness or any 
manipulation/control attempts.  I simply disconnected 
and allowed it to play itself out and for clarity to manifest 
naturally.

Consciousness is not something that needs to be developed 
or expanded.  Consciousness is, and one must simply let go 
of the limitations on it.

Shellie and I were together for several years.  For two of 
those years neither of us had a job and neither of us had 
to do anything we didn’t want to.  We simply lived the 
dream of traveling, eating, playing, dancing, creating, and 
ENJOYING being alive and together in this experience of 
life.  For 3 years, 365 days of each year, we spent each day 
together, most of the day, which included taking showers 
together, often even washing and drying each other, eat-
ing together fed by each other’s hands, doing art projects 
together for days on end, watching movies all night long, 
getting massaged for hours every week, snuggling, being in 
LOVE.  Never once did I make her a promise, never did I 
fill her mind with what our future held nor did I (almost 
ever) tell her I loved her.  I was living true, NOW, and be-
ing together every day, all day, in bliss was physical form of 
LOVE.  As long as this was important, it would continue 
to manifest however it manifested.  As soon as this was no 
longer important our relationship would change.  Shellie’s 
fear and attempt to control love wound up being the core 
energetic for our “separation” which then provided the op-
portunity for Inok and I to meet and connect, which 

in turn allowed for the empowered evolution of Shellie’s 
relationship with self and thus our relationship with one 
another as well.

One of the most beautiful things about life is that every 
moment, every situation is an opportunity to fine tune.  
Even though Shellie and I “separating” was the “worst” 
possible outcome, it was of ultimate benefit because it was 
old paradigm aspects of the operating system that  mani-
fested this result.  So it is not about changing the form but 
about becoming aware of what energetic is at the core of 
the result and letting go of that.  When one begins to let 
go of attachment to form and begins to operate from the 
conscious formless, a whole new spectrum of possibility 

becomes accessible and a much greater spectrum of poten-
tial is activated.

As for me, because I am continually embracing the ever 
changing importance, this pathway also led to expansion of 
my experience of this life.  I am now living a life in LOVE 
with Inok, and our baby thrives in her belly and will alter 
the fabric of this universe in ways beyond comprehension.

There are infinite forms of enjoyment, benefit, and love.  
When living in non-attachment, it matters not what form 
they are in - only that true love, fulfillment, and enjoyment 
is.  The form of Shellie’s, Inok’s and my reality now com-
ing together in very unexpected ways is more abundant, 
free, and enjoyable than ever before.  We are all now living 
under one roof,  taking day by day, in honest vulnerability 
with what comes up and regardless of whether it is uncom-
fortable, remembering that every moment is an opportu-
nity to fine tune process and find solutions that feel good 
and are beneficial for all.  This is only possible because of 
the continual letting go of attachment.  

When TRUE LOVE was birthed and blossoming for me 
and Inok, while simultaneously dying for me and Shellie, 
Shellie and I could have gone separate ways, no longer be-
ing a part of each others lives and perhaps even not want-
ing to be around each other or developing resentment or  

There are infinite forms of enjoyment, benefit, and love.  
When living in non - attachment, it matters not what form they are in  - 

only that true love, fulfillment, and enjoyment is. 



New Paradigm 
is a state of  consciousness just as Old Paradigm is also state of  consciousness.  
Old paradigm consciousness is based on ideas, e.g., right/wrong, good/bad, wor-
thy/unworthy, supposed to, have to, should.

All this provides is limitation on pure potential.  One is continually trying to prepare 
for life, secure a promise/guarantee from a place of  fear that there is or will not be 
enough.

New Paradigm is based on NOW awareness, where ANYTHING is possible.  We 
are free to be and evolve, continually letting go of  the limitations of  the mind and 
thus our experience of  life form quickly changes in ALIGNMENT with that which is 
being consciously embraced, based on what feels most 
true/important/enjoyable.

In the New Paradigm we do not need to be taught or seek outside the self, but 
are connected with source, having access to all that is important WHEN it is impor-
tant.  There is always enough, and, though life may not be figured out, planned or 
guaranteed, a true knowing of  faith in an abundant universe provides a continually 
shifting form of  abundance in the now present moment of  the unknown.

New Paradigm parenting is simply providing a space for children to self  de-
sign based on individual inspiration for that which is important.  Honoring children 
in their divinity rather than as if  they need to be taught everything and are inca-
pable until trained is fundamental.  The awareness is that children are BORN pure 
potential, thus parents can only condition them AWAY from this purity.

New Paradigm relationships are based on responsibility and freedom.  
Rather than being co dependent, each individual is a self  existing being coming 
together with another because it feels true/important/enjoyable. 

There is no need for one another, yet life feels enhanced, amplified or upgraded by 
each other’s presence ... There is no need for sacrifice because each is support-
ing and uplifiting each other in an accelerated process of  evolution.  Togetherness 
exists as long as it is truly enjoyable and when it no longer is, separation becomes 
an upgrade.

Promises of  the future are no longer a foundation for being together and replaced 
with how powerfully potent the now moment is when together.

As each individual changes so does the relationship, and if  conscious empwoered 
beings are together, it is only because it is of  high importance, rather than fear of  
loss, fear of  being alone, need for resources, protection, status, or any other void 
of  lack to be filled.

Because we love ourself, being able to share in that with another is bonus.  Because 
we are fulfilled, we naturally hold space for the true connection of  our lover rather 
than try and mold them into the “partner” desirable.  We naturally desire for those 
around us to live by their inspiration and connection with self  design.  Simultane-
ously, there is no need to pretend or hide aspects of  self, as vulnurability is now a 
key aspect of  importance. 

blame toward each other.  Yet instead, 
our relationship died and was REBORN, 
different yet more conscious, clearer and 
freer of Old Paradigm limitations than 
ever.

There are so many opportunities to get 
caught up in form, reacting to form, and 
allowing it to dictate experience.  Yet form 
actually is not what is dictating experi-
ence.  It is the PERCEPTION of the form 
that is dictating the experience.

When Shellie found out about me, Inok, 
and the Baby, she had moments of blame, 
anger, jealousy, resentment, pain, and lots 
of judgment.  I did not meet her there nor 
did I hold space for any of it nor provide 
fuel for it to grow.  I simply breathed in 
presence remembering LOVE.  By doing 
this, I was providing fertile ground for 
the seeds of love to sprout and blossom 
in whatever form they took should they 
choose to be watered.  I did not know 



A New Paradigm Activation 
is my purpose for being here on this earth and is a part of  almost 
every project/interaction I am a part of.  This can most simply be 
summarized in three stages:
1. Awareness
2. Responsibility
3. Infinite Possibility

This is simple yet extremely complex. 
EVERYTHING is in alignment and 
whatever is, IS a direct manifestation 
of  consciousness and thus is changed 
instantaniously as concsiousness shifts.  
It is most common that one is trying to 
change/control/manipulate form, what-
ever form that is, when in actuality it is 
FAR more effecient to simply shift in the 
formless and allow form to manifest 
from there.   

We need not actually do anything to 
change/manipulate/control any form, 
just simply shift perspective/conscious-
ness and the world around us incluid-
ing people change, disapear or appear.

This is where responsibility comes in.  
Blame is disempowerment.  EVERY-
THING is in alignment with consciousness, so experience that is 
unfolding which does not feel enjoyable/important is a perpetuation 
of  disconnection to source and nothing else.  As one honors self  
while simultaniously being responsible for that which is unfolding in 
ALL aspects, change is very possible.  There is nothing wrong or 
bad about any experience but there is a huge difference between 
feeling really good and feeling really bad.  So, if  one wants to FEEL 
good then one must be responsible for being a part of  ANYTHING 
that does not.  This includes relationships, jobs, living situations and 
all else.  There is NOTHING else we have to do.

This brings us to infintie possibility.

EVERYTHING is not only possible but it all awaits alignment.  As one 
aligns with new perspective/consciousness, new reality unfolds in 
alignment with this.  The only limitation is one’s limitation of  con-
sciousness.  There is no need to expand consciousness or develop 
consciousness.  Simply let go of  all the limitations of  it which are 
mostly all ideas.  Living in the unknown is an essential part of  hav-
ing access to pure potential, for as soon as you know, possibility is 
highly limited.  There is nothing wrong with this, yet being aware of  
this is important.

When one is aware of  what is and responsible for what is while 
simultaneously knowing ANYTHING is possible, one is existing in 
the New Paradigm.

I facilitate this process for anyone who is ready. This may take 
place on the phone, via email or in person. There is no formula 
or set time/space rules on how this unfolds or at what pace this 

unfolds.  It is all relative to the individual, 
how much baggage/conditioning there is, 
but mostly just how vulnerable one is will-
ing to be to truly let go and explore new 
possibility.

I have an option on my web site called “A 
Week with Quinn” where I spend a week 
in one’s house or one comes to my place 
and EVERY aspect of  life is looked at from 
NP perspective.  I provide awareness, 
like a movie, of  what is, and how/why it 
is playing out.  I then hold one totally ac-
countable for responsibility for all aspects 
of  life, while simultaniously sharing/holding 
space for INFINITE possibility.
It is a process of  death and rebirth.  Let-
ting go of  what was/is and embracing 
what is possible NOW.

This plays out differently each time as 
each person is different, yet the intensity and amazement is 
standard.



somed in LOVE. 

Inok did, indeed, experience a wide spectrum of feelings 
that were far from feeling good and she did, indeed, spend 
many days in a place of limited love for and with me.  Yet 
I knew our LOVE to be TRUE, and so did not pressure 
her to be in any place nor try and make her feel anything.  
While it was not as blissful as most of our exchanges 
together, it was of great importance for a powerful process 

was taking place and 
it was taking place on 
her terms at her pace.  
I breathed FREE of 
attachment or expecta-
tion to what would 
happen or where she 

would come to in her clarity.  I was ready for whatever hap-
pened, still feeling true in my path of LOVE.

While I always knew it to be possible and, though I am not 
surprised, I am still amazed at the form that these relation-
ships are blossoming in.  This experience, this dynamic, this 
life is TRUE testament to the power of LOVE, and a per-
fect example of how it is not form that dictates experience 
but the perception of it.  While it is not essential nor may 
not even be a part of the unfolding to come, Inok is already 
at peace and even in embrace of Shellie and I exchanging in 
intimate form.

The SAME form, the same dynamic, yet a WHOLE new 
experience of it.  Shellie too, once in a place of fear and 
attempt to control is now not only in LOVE with me more 
than ever, but also embracing this love in the form of me 
and Inok being together in the same home as she.  This is in-
deed powerful!  This is, indeed, TRUE LOVE and it is not 
just a story or a concept of possibility, but a living, breathing 
reality of now, one that we are sharing in day to day. 

I am thankful for this NOW.  I am thankful for Inok.  I 
am thankful for Shellie, and I am grateful beyond words to 
witness them showing up so authentically for TRUE LOVE 
and the rich and beautiful and cohesive form that manifests 
from this.

We know not what the future holds, nor do we need to 
know, but we do know that as long as we dictate our life 
based on love for the sake of love, LOVE will be abundant, 
effortless, and EVERYWHERE!

Comments?  Tell us!  We love hearing from you.
publishers@rethinkingeverythingmagazine.net

I knew our LOVE to be TRUE, 
and so did not pressure her to be in any place 

nor try and make her feel anything. 

what would happen.  I did not know what Shellie would do 
or say from her place of disconnection from love, nor did I 
judge or feel angry about it.  It did not take long for her to 
remember love, and the WHOLE situation instantaneously 
changed as her perception shifted.

Intense and very real situations, circumstances and dynam-
ics show up in form all the time while experiencing this life.  
They are easy to justify with reason, proof, morals, teach-
ings, or any sort of reason, and 
the resulting reality which 
causes one to become upset, 
angry, judgmental, unworthy, 
lacking, abused, or a multitude 
of other emotions and behav-
iors does not feel good.  Yet, if 
we make decisions for our life from this state of conscious-
ness, all form that manifests will be in ALIGNMENT with 
the formless that does not feel good at all.  It matters not 
how much reason there is.  There is always an opportunity 
to take a breath and base decisions or actions on what feels 
good, or at least better.  There is always a solution that feels 
good but is not accessible while in a state of blame, judg-
ment, or any other form of disempowerment.

The best example of this in our story is the dynamic of sex.  
There is probably no other aspect of life that is more inter-
twined with ideas than sex.  Sex in itself is a powerful force, 
an integral part of being a human.  Compounding this is so 
much acquired baggage that comes with sex.  Before Inok 
and I ever even met, Shellie was terrified that I might share 
with another in such an intimate way.  This fear, of course, 
manifested.  Upon sharing the same roof as Shellie, Inok 
constantly feared me and Shellie sharing intimately, not 
just in sex but in massage or any other form of intimacy.  I 
never once judged them or told them that they were not al-
lowed to feel that, yet I also did not base my truth on such 
fear or resistance.  I simply breathed in truth, allowing form 
to manifest in alignment with this.  As I felt the pull and 
importance of an intimate physical exchange with Shellie, 
I did not feel guilt or shame but I DID feel fear for I felt 
the possibility of Inok being so upset she may have done 
or chosen something rash from a place of disconnection 
from love.  Yet I breathed in the intensity of the fire, feeling 
this very real fear for the first time in a very long time.  I 
knew the importance of this.  I could feel the power of this 
exchange and what opportunity for evolution it would 
provide.  I breathed on in truth, embracing form as it blos-



Quinn Eaker
has a website with lots more information on all sorts of 

New Paradigm ideas and happenings: 
www.quinneaker.com

About Quinn
I grew up free of school and many common condition-
ings that must suffer.  I have been choosing for my self and 
applying my strengths consciously to those things which I 
feel to be most important since ...birth.

When I was 17 I consciously chose to channel all my sexual 
energy into spirituality because I saw only dysfunction in 
regards to sex around me, especially among the teens my 
age.  I had no desire to compromise, pretend, lie, promise 
or play the games required to engage in sexual exchange.  
Because I was 17 I had lots of sexual energy and because I 
consciously chose to 
channel ALL of it into 
spirituality, my life 
completely changed 
and for the next 5 years 
my life was dedicated 
to consciousness.  I 
didn’t party, I didnt 
hang out, I just trav-
eled, meditated, read 
and wrote basicly 
every day for 5 years.  I 
didn’t have a girlfriend, 
I didn’t think about 
sex or even have desire 
for it.  I feel this was 
the best choice I ever 
made.

After having my full 
spiritual awakening at 
18 nothing mattered 
except being in connec-
tion with source.  I was fulfilled, I was in love with breath 
and the rest was bonus.

By the time I chose to engage in relationships of sexual 
nature at 21 or so, while I was not experienced in sex, I also 
had no attachment, expectation or even need for it.  This 
allowed me to be in relationships free of influence from the 
power of sex.
This allowed me to base my relationships on consciousness 
and simply have sex be a part of the relationship.  I still do 
not feel sex to be a primary reason for being in a relation-
ship, though it can be highly enjoyable and an intense 
connection of intimate communion.

Because of this I am able to hold CLEAR conscious space, 
not only for my self, but also for the one I am in a relation-
ship with, free of manipulation and reaction to the the 
typical drama that unfolds.  By the time I met Shellie, who 
was more than twice my age at the time, I was so conscious 
and powerful that ideas and judgments did not interfere 
in any way and I was able to hold space for the death and 
rebirth of her consciousness.  Over the many years, there is 
much that was a part of this, yet all that really matters was 
my unwavering non compromise and conscious embrace of 
love for the sake of love.  Even in the face of her being mar-
ried for 25 years and having 2 children who she was very 

close with and 
still lived with, I 
was not phased.  
This journey was 
intense yet as 
important as it 
gets.

When I met 
Inok it was just 
time.  As soon 
as I met her,  the 
connection was 
so strong that 
to do anything 
else but com-
pletely honor it 
in full embrace 
would have 
been ridiculous.  
Without attach-
ment, expection 
or an agenda of 

any kind, I embraced her in present awareness of NOW, 
breathing as the unfolding of a whole new spectrum of pos-
sibility began.  Inok was the first female I had encountered 
that I actually felt I may want to have a child with.  This 
manifested very quickly.  While we have only been together 
7 months it feels like a life time.

Right now is All that I have and eternity awaits me.



Ultimately, all love comes from within.
We are deluding ourselves when we believe that another person is who we love; 

the other person is a pretext by which we give ourselves permission to feel love.  
Only you can open and close your heart.

Deepak Chopra

Part III of the video recording, with Quinn, Inok and Shellie:



Sarah:  

Love.  You and I talk almost incessantly 
about love, Barb.  And yet that’s what I had to con-
tinue to remind myself we’re talking about here.  When
discomfort crept in (on many occasions) as I was reading 
these stories, I had to consciously come back to what I know 
to be the absolute foundational meaning of true love - abso-
lute, unconditional, unfettered love for oneself and others.  
Why is this so hard?  Because love (and I only have my own
American cultural references to draw from) has been bas-

tardized in its mingling with institutions - institutions of re-
ligion, politics, marriage, parenting, commitment, etc. - and 
cultural stigmas - monogamy, polygamy, financial security, 
single parents, gay/lesbian couples and parenting, etc.

External influences once again confound something so 
simple and pure and have made it incredibly complicated 
and loaded with pain, control, fear, and manipulation.  These 
things are not love.  Why, when we love so deeply, is it inevi-

Love
 

tably countered with the fear of losing?  Songs talk about it.
Movies portray it.  Parents lament it for their teenagers - less 
the depth of loving than the pain of losing.

Barb: 

This is profound and provocative inquiry 
here Sarah.  I am so happy to be co-publishing with 
you!  How did we, as a culture of human beings, become so 
lost in love?  How did self-doubt and living to please others 
come to replace glorious, selfish devotion to one’s own hap-

piness and joy and fulfillment?  Isn’t that what we’re talking 
about here?  One of my favorite quotes comes from Richard 
Bach, the author of Jonathan Livingston Seagull and many 
other works who said “Anybody who’s ever mattered, any-
body who’s ever been happy, who’s ever given any gift into 
the world has been a divinely selfish soul, living for his own 
best interest.  No exceptions.”  This has given me much food 
for thought over the years since I have been contemplating it.  

a  short conversation between publishers Barb Lundgren and Sarah Parent

Why, when we love so deeply, is it inevitably countered with the fear of losing?



The act of selfishness is grossly misunderstood and mis-
construed in our vernacular and yet perhaps the very act of 
selfishness is at the root of what is required for genuine and 
authentic joy, contentment, self love and deep satisfaction.

What does it mean to be selfish, to live selfishly?

Sarah:  

Selfish, yes! - another loaded word...  And 
yet, in the end, isn’t everything rooted in ‘self ’?  In the 
context of this quote you speak of, we are talking about both 
being self aware and a primary loving of self which are the
keys to absolutely everything in our physical and emotional 
experience of this life.  Fear, manipulation of others, need 
to control or be controlled - all stem from personal inse-
curities - lack of self awareness and self confidence.  This is 
all validated societally by pervasive ‘rational’ concerns like 
security, stability, and, yes, even appearances.  If we truly love 
ourselves, we are free to love others unconditionally.  And 
yet, we must discern here that selfishness in this context also 
means selflessness when we extend it to others.  Loving with 
expectations is not love.

Loving with measures or promises or containment is not 
love.  It is self doubt.  

Here’s a more famous quote: “If you love something, set it free; 
if it comes back it’s yours, if it doesn’t, it never was.”

It never was?  What was it?  There is a commonly held belief 
about the chronology of love and life - courtship, commit-
ment, ever after (whether you like it or not).  Divorce is, at 
best, failure and, at worst, a prolonged, miserable inconve-
nience when there is sharing of children.  Are we capable of 
loving only for NOW or loving ourselves to the extent that 
we can love others in the NOW without conditions and 
expectations?  Is commitment detrimental to love? 

Barb:  

This sounds like such a simple question but 
is, in fact, revolutionary when I consider the 
ways of dissecting the meaning of commit-
ment.  Personally, I don’t believe in marriage, although I 
am married.  I don’t believe in monogamy although I have 

been monogamous for the entire 38 years I have spent with 
my partner.  Let me explain.  Marriage and romantic com-
mitment are culturally established rituals and traditions, 
institutions even, that are entirely manmade with their roots 
in the development of agricultural property ownership and 
with that, ownership of women as wives and mothers and 
caretakers/supporters of all that is required with property 
ownership.

Pre-agricultural history as well as history of indigenous 
cultures up to present day do not value such institutions.  
Rather, romantic love revolves around what feels good 
and joyful now, sex is pleasure oriented for both sexes, and 
commitment as we know it does not exist.  A wonderful, 
extremely well done book that sheds much light on this was 
published last year called “Sex at Dawn” and authored by 
Christopher Ryan and his partner Cacilda Jetha, a research 
psychologist and psychiatrist living in Spain.

If I lived in a sex-for-pleasure culture it’s entirely possible I 
would not be able to claim a 38 year reign on monogamy, 
however I don’t.  Nonetheless, monogamy has been a con-
scious choice for me as I both choose to value the good and 
positive that exists between my partner and I every day and 
allow that to expand and evolve, and consciously consider 
the feeling-based ramifications of how my life might shift if I 
stepped outside my partnership for sexual pleasure.  I admit 
there is some element of fear wrapped up in what I think

What does it mean to be selfish, to live selfishly?

Love is the only emotion that expands intelligence.

Dr. Humberto Maturana



Sarah:

In commitment, I have found that it is the love 
itself to which we commit rather than some con-
tractual obligation.  I, too, am married and have been 
in a monogamous, committed relationship for the past 17 
years.  We are committed not to monogamy, per se, but to 
our love for ourselves, our loving union, and each other.  At 
age 35, I look around at my peers and am aware of discon-
nected relationships, malicious divorces, and (as to which 
Quinn attributes misunderstanding of love) perpetual ma-
nipulation of and conditional love for children.  My partner 
and I have been told we’re ‘lucky’, have been asked innumer-
able times how we have achieved this bond, and even had 
requests to give marital/relationship  counseling!  We have 
sat together and pondered, “Are there other people who love 
like us?”  We have talked about love of self here and that has 
been a progression for both my partner and I - love for and 
deep understanding of ourselves grew out of our deep love 
for each other - a backdoor, if you will, given our tradition-
ally molded upbringings.  The personal evolutions that we 
have and continue to experience are supported by our

about here, but what I connect with more authentically is
strength: I believe my relationship with my partner has
taught me that commitment (not attachment) is a necessary 
and natural right in relationship.  As a mother, I have learned 
that my children have a natural right to have a mother who 
is committed to their well being, to their right to freedom 
of thought, expression and action.  Love stems naturally and 
rightfully from this powerful relationship.  This same type of 
commitment is what every relationship asks for and even has 
a right to.

In my friendship with you, you have a right to expect that 
I will support your right to freedom of thought, expression 
and action.  I have a right to expect the same from you.  In 
my romantic relationship with my husband, he has a right to 
expect  my support for his freedom to think, express and act
as he chooses.  This all becomes muddled and tricky in our 
culture due to the enormously dysfunctional messages that 
have conditioned us, as you have eluded to earlier here.  We 
could fill volumes with the discussions of how all this has 
come to be and how to resolve the resulting dis-ease that 
most of us feel on some level.  Regardless, what we need to 
realize is that, despite how complex it may seem, solutions 
are supposed to be simple and can be.

While I generally find that great myths are great
precisely because they represent and embody

great universal truths,
the myth of romantic love is a dreadful lie.

Perhaps it is a necessary lie in that it ensures the survival
of the falling-in-love experience that traps us into marriage.

But as a psychiatrist I weep in my heart almost daily
for the ghastly confusion and suffering

that this myth fosters.
Millions of people waste vast amounts of energy

 desperately and futilely attempting to 
make the reality of their lives

conform to the unreality of the myth.
M. Scott Peck



Love has no chains.
Love has no expectations.

Most of us were raised to become prostitutes.
We have the illusion that with good behavior,

good grades, lots of awards,
pretty clothes, nice smiles, we can buy love.

How many ifs were you raised with?
I love you if you make it through high school.

I love you if you bring good grades home.
Boy, would I love you if I could say my son is a doctor.

You become a doctor or a lawyer,
or whatever your parents never were able to become,

with the illusion that they will love you even more.
Love can never be bought.

There are people who spend their lives prostituting themselves,
pleasing other people in the hope of getting love.

They will shop the rest of their lives for it 
and they will never find it.

Elizabeth Kubler-Ross
 

unconditional love for each other.  Our communications are 
soul-bearingly open and we dissect our judgments and their 
origins.  Fear is recognized as a challenge to understand.

Communication has been especially important and enjoy-
able with regard to our feelings about, enjoyment of, and 
experimentation in sex.  We recognize sex as a very impor-
tant aspect of our relationship and relish opportunities to 
give and receive physical pleasure.  

I have not reached the pinnacle of understanding and re-
thinking, if there even is such a thing.  Parts of each of these 
three stories shook my understanding of love and affected 
me uncomfortably.  It was wonderful.  I have unearthed 
fears that I never felt the need to rationalize because they are 
widely accepted and so, to my ego, acceptable.  The window 
of these three perspectives on love yields, for me, a new

opportunity to be more in tune with my love for self as I 
consider how I perceive, receive, and give love.  

Even for those not yet ready to apply unconditional love in 
their own lives, these stories provide an opportunity to cel-
ebrate free will, challenging oneself to overcome fear rather 
than be controlled by it, and going in the direction of what 
feels good.  And that’s what it’s all about.

Comments?  Tell us!  We love hearing from you.
publishers@rethinkingeverythingmagazine.net
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And in the end, 

the love you take is equal to 

the love you make.

The Beatles

Join us for our 15th annual international conference event!


