The

Cosmic
Dream
Book
This is not a children’s story book; it is an adult’s story book. This was written in the late 1970s when I was
a late-blooming flower child, a hippie hobo traveling around California, U.S.A. I planted myself in Santa
Cruz, California. There were many colorful street folk living there during the late 70s. Many were homeless
by choice, street artists, musicians, Viet Nam vets, truth seekers, and healers. The community embraced
and supported diversity. It was a moment in time.
The experience began a transformation in me. There is freedom in not owning or owning little. Confidence
and self-reliance grew from the knowledge of how little we actually need. The advertising industry tries to
convince us otherwise. I learned human ingenuity and creativity are boundless. Though it was not always
easy, I will ever be grateful for the experience.
A fellow transient/traveler bought me a set of colored pencils and paper and I began to draw and write. As
I drew the pictures, I told the story. I included the characters around me. The story was not written until all
the pictures were done. The original was 12” x18” full color illustrations. That version was destroyed, but
that’s another story. The current illustrations exist because I sent a rough black & white 8.5”x 11” version
to my mother to read. She saved and gave it back to me about 20 years later. (This is that copy scanned
and resized to 6.5 x 8.5 or 7.5 x 5.5 – 226 resolution –colored borders in word table properties.)
It was part of my journey. I made many mistakes and took risks that seemed necessary at the time. I
considered many new ideas and ways of being. They didn't all work. I learned to not "throw the baby out
with the bath water". I learned to toss what did not work and hang onto whatever helped me be more
loving.
I had thought about making this into an epic song story with illustrations. But maybe not, sometimes, it’s
best to release what comes through and move on.

There was a land both far and near.
To the Little Traveler, the dream was clear.
She needed adventure, to explore and to see.
Travel, it beckoned. It was a call to be free.
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But there the Little Traveler was pushing her friend the broom.
Abiding in her hometown, she worked inside her room.
She cleared and cleaned the closet out; with love, all chores got done.
"It's time for imagination!" she said "It’s time to have some fun!”
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She moved to the magical meditation mat. Inspiration filled the air.
She loved to sit silent, to contemplate, to remember all life in prayer.
Inner visions lifted her; they raised her spirits high.
With clear and loving being-ness, her heart and mind did fly.
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Ah! Sweet imagination! The door it opened wide.
The path interestingly infinite; she chose “Life” for her guide.
“Life” is truth and “Life” is love. It's experienced and wise.
“Life” softly sang "Open your heart. Open your own mind's eye".
"I want to; I will", she said, as she stepped into the dream.
"What does the future hold", she thought "Is there a cosmic scheme?"
"The future?" spoke Life, "Learn and be love. That's our eternal theme."
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"I'm ready now", she told her guide.
"Gear's all packed and organized".
The road it called her onward, intriguing was the song.
For soul inspiring adventure, her heart and mind did long.
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Before her, the timeless tunnel did instantly appear.
In the distance, the sun shone brightly; she stepped to bring it near.
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A prayer to life she sweetly sang before it was time to roam.
Life said, "Remember, inside is peace, inside yourself is home".
"Alright!" she said "It's all inside.
Love and truth are eternal inner guides".
8

Her sign said Kalifornia; her thumb high in the air.
She had a peaceful, easy feeling. She knew that life was fair.

Then rumbling across the desert, drove a lady and a man.
With comical expression, they traveled by wizard van.
They picked her up and filled her cup with story and song and cheer.
On the way to the Kalifornia coast, they built a foundation; it was clear.
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They reached the rocky seascaped shore, and each they went their way.
It touched the Little Traveler's heart, for she made new friends that day.
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"Here comes another ride", said Life "Another with whom you can share".
"What a great gift Life has given", thought she "And all for daring to care".
They rounded the bend, cheerful city line in sight.
She had heard it was a Mecca, a free-spirited artist's delight.
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Little Traveler went downtown, and looked around. What did she find?
Right in the center sat the Kozmick Ladye, who called herself persona of the mind.
Colorful indeed she was; she thought herself a world savior type.
"When the world gets cosmic," she said "You'll see this is no hype."
She shuffled thru her papers, her pockets, her bags, her book.
"The cosmos is so exacting." she said "Here, just you take a look."
Koz gave her a two minute world solution, on the back of an astronomy wheel.
The Little Traveler having read the script, said, "Is this Ladye for real?”
Hers was many multi-meaning messages, the Little Traveler checked it out.
Another way to view the world, of that there was no doubt.
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She moved on to the next movie, on to the next picture frame
Where she met a loving writer; Warren Windows was his name.
Sharing ideas of peace and goodwill, simplicity was the plan.
He created his books with loving thought, in his curb-bound office van.

14

By this time, the Little Traveler was hungry, but long since had run out of cash.
Her stomach was grumbling very loudly. Flash! I know I'll go dig in the trash.
And as she climbed in,
She started to grin.
"Hello, my name is Chaos Pig, your acquaintance a pleasure my dear".
"Come on jump in and dig around, there's plenty for everyone here".
They spoke on many levels; they analyzed worldwide waste.
They nourished their bodies, minds, hearts and souls, quite a delectable taste.
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After lunch, Chaos Pig still wanted to munch, but together instead they walked onto the park.
So many people there, gathered all to share, they danced and played until the sky grew dark.
To Chaos Pig the Little Traveler spoke, "I really like your vibe,
And if you would like bosom buddies we can be, traveling side by side."
"Well, that's all well and good ", said Pig, "But you see I like to maintain my separate space."
"I know", said she "and I can hold my own, whatever we happen to be, where ever the place."
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They agreed that day to keep their friendship dear,
To keep communication open, and all between them clear.
They set out for new adventures, they followed the winding road.
Experiences enlightening, the blossom began to unfold.
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They visited the gypsies dancing by the sea
Who were responsible and caring, and daring to be free.
Trucks and buses and vans they called home.
Wealthy in spirit, they chose this life to roam.
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Next they traveled to the magical mountains, to the tee-pee of an Indian fair,
By the rainbow rocks and the river that rolled, where the moon floated lightly in air.
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Broken Feather, as legend would have it, knew of the bounty of life,
And the gift of giving with no thought of return, to rid oneself of ill strife.
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As an offering of friendship, Broken Feather gave the traveling two
A magic ant and a few wise words, as sages often do.
"Keep your eyes wide open, keep your heart and mind in tune.
Experiences will keep on happening, like cycles reflected in the moon.
Even this little ant has its message. We each have our part to play.
I preciously treat it; it is life too. Blameless, I can live no other way.
I can only tell you of what I do and know, of what I have seen to this day.
I keep in tune with all of life, creating within my means, this I pray.
So take and make friends with this magical ant, for t'is time you were on your way.”
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They turned to see Sundara Sparkling Moonlight dancing in nature free.
Butterflies circled her aura so sweet, glowing so naturally.
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Then bubble-bound and rainbow-winged, a butterfly appeared psychedelisized.
It scooped the dancer into the air. They were so surprised.
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Brilliantly colored patterns, the glory that loving life brings.
What a spectacular sight to behold. The angel soared on butterfly wings.
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They traveled over the hill, and around the bend,
To the land of words, to make words their friends.
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Thru the tiny tunnel, the watcher at the wait wall they met.
And if not for an end to their discussions, they might still be waiting yet.
He told them of infinite patience, how it would make easier all of their tasks,
How it opens the door to understanding and strips away illusory masks.
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They stood before the alphabet tree of life, to see what the word worm would say...
"Words are powerful tools." the worm said, "We're creating with words every day."
So please, please be conscious how you use them, be mindful of the words you say!
It’s worth repeating. Wake up, be aware of the words you say.”
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"Hell, fire and damnation!" shouted Chaos Pig, "That's ridiculous indeed."
They found themselves in a cracked and burning earth, trouble like this they did not need.
"Oh no!” cried Little Traveler, "Chaos Pig, look what you've done.
Let's get ourselves out of this mess, for I'm afraid the trouble's just begun."
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Life supplied them with proper words to build a ladder strong.
They piled and lived each carefully, it didn't take them long.
They climbed out of the fire, and marched on into the sun.
Where they found a heaven bound ladder, their task was not yet done.
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"Divine union, Chaos Pig", the Little Traveler laughed
"That's our destination; it's the place we're climbing to."
And with relieving sigh, they both then realized,
All ways, all paths, all roads go that way too. Whew!
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So on they went, but soon did hesitate.
They needed to cross the great river and their time was getting late.
It scared them considering those shaky bridges three.
"Delusion, Illusion, and Confusion", the Little Traveler read, "They only trouble me".
"Oh no!" sobbed the Little Traveler, "What are we to do?
We can not cross those bridges three or surely we'll be through.
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"It will further our goal to cross the river", said Pig, "So let's build us a boat.
With persistent cooperation and conviction, across the river we'll float".
The river rose up, the boat turned and tossed, as they set out to cross the river wide.
Whirling, wavy water, the turbulent current whisked them downstream for a ride.
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Downstream to the sea of the subconscious, they panicked as they drifted to sea.
They grabbed the paddles they were used to, doubt, fear, and useless worry.
Their emotions were getting them nowhere, so they vigorously tossed them over the side.
"Let's use our good judgment" said Chaos Pig "I'm tired of taking myself for a ride.”
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"What's this I see?" asked the piggy with glee, "Are these words that will take us to shore?
Love and wisdom, heart and mind, I wish I had thought this before."
"It's useless to dwell in the past," the Little Traveler said, "to get lost in what we should have done.
So you navigate and we'll paddle homeward bound, to the Divine Union Shore where all is one."
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They made it to shore, but still there was more, one more reminder of words and their use.
So watch what you say, don't just chatter away. It's dangerous, a tongue on the loose.
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"Look!" pointed the Little Traveler, "There sailing across the sky, high above the plain,
It’s Spirit calm riding a unicorn with a flowing, fiery mane.
Hey Spirit! Hey Byrd! Come on down to earth. Would you please take us for a flight?"
They heard and turned and gracefully touched down. It was a most remarkable sight.
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With Blissful Byrd, the unicorn, and the flighty Spirit shy,
Above the lands, betwixt the clouds, all four were flying high.
"What a ride! What a ride!" squealed Chaos Pig,
“I've never before been on such a rig."
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Then they danced upon a cloud puff, for entertainment and exercise.
They moved to the tune of the eternal now; into the heavens they did rise.
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The music of the spheres called them onward, forward in flight thru the air.
The message was to fly to the rainbow bridge, where adventure awaits with cosmic flair.
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The Little Traveler and Chaos Pig returned to earth, and passed time before the rainbow bridge.
While Byrde and Spirit strong moved their trip along, up, up and away, over the rocky ridge.
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Then, onto the scene pops the Cosmic Kid, with yin-yang wand in hand.
He offered to take them onto inner/outer realms, to a most amazingly brilliant starlit land.
"Enough of this traveling already", thought Chaos Pig, "I'll skip this one, I choose to stay behind."
For the Little Traveler, there surely was no doubt, new experiences was what she had in mind.
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"Wow!" exclaimed the Little Traveler, as she floated out in space.
"I used to hear about heaven; l reckons this must be the place."
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Quite quiet and quick, in a rainbow flash appeared
Eliohim, the creative, towards the Little Traveler he neared.
He sang, "If you watch very carefully, you too, will surely see.
There really is no difference; one in spirit, are you and me."
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Well, as the rainbow spaceships fly,
Who next do you think did catch their eye?
In-mo, the creature from the black hole in space,
Was sucking up the universe, slurping all over the place.
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Satelliting onto the next planet, they viewed spirits of the luminous kind.
Glowing and flexible, these mellow beings each had a light bulb in mind.
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"Well, alright!" said the Little Traveler, "This one I recognize.
There sits brother Krishna, before my very eyes."
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They saw Morning Star traveling via asteroid, making his way through space.
Was he lazy or enlightened? Just what was the case?
Goddess Lakshmi flew by and flipped the Star a coin.
With an offering of friendship, their powers pure did join.
The Sparkling Morning Star fulfilled, was sweetly heard to say,
"The phrase I coin is sharing; I know no other way."
Little Traveler thought, “There are so many characters to meet.
There are so many ways to live. It’s sweet!”
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Next, they viewed the Cosmic Christ in the sky who finally wiped the tear from his eye.
"Forget the suffering number", said Christ, "Mamma Earth is heaven bound.
In balance the peace is becoming, centered on sacred ground.
Universal, harmonious living, reunion is the plan this time around."
"What a magical time to live in", the Little Traveler did quote,
"And I really dig his message; it adds such a positive note."
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"Come on," said Cosmic Kid, "there's so much more to see.
I want you to meet Moon Seven Divine, a very dear friend to me.
She's working on a project, almost beyond any earthly belief.
It’s quite a heavy program. When finished, it will be a relief.”
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Now, what have we here? Is it a conscientious, cosmic collector
Crazily gathering floating cosmic debris?
"Little Traveler, what do you think?" queried the Cosmic Kid,
"Are the reflections getting plainer now to see?"
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It was time for a little nourishment, so they visited a family fair.
The galaxy way station, Stoney Manor, was a place for treatment with care.
Independent space travelers gathered; their hearts, bods, minds, souls did repair.
And though the dwelling was floating in space, it had an earthly flair.
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"Cosmic Kid", said the Little Traveler, "I miss earth and friends left behind.
I want to return, to share what I know, this infinite peace of mind."
"Whatever you wish Little Traveler, that's what we will do.
Besides it's time to carry on, this phase for you is through."
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Little Traveler marched over the mountains and through the woods.
Along the roadside, she went; traveling felt good.
As she rounded the bend, she spotted a new friend.
"Poof!" he said "That's my name. I'm a stony dragon of unmagical fame.
I sit by the roadside all day and all night, in this earthly garden, smoking herbal delight.
Do you want to take a toke and join me? There's plenty for us here."
"Oh no!" cried the Little Traveler," I long to be with Chaos Pig, a friend to me that's dear."
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"Howdy Little Traveler!" the Watcher spoke, "Your searching's near an end.
You'll find those friends you're looking for, just around the bend."
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"The watcher was right." thought the Little Traveler "Could these happenings be fate?"
There sat comfortably Chaos Pig, in the trash, in a ditch, in quite a typical state.
And just as destiny would have it, all traveled to the same spot to meet.
Byrd, the unicorn, flew high in the sky and Spirit journeyed by feet.
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Together they talked of all they'd been through.
Stories caught up, now what to do?
They set out to climb a mountain; they reached the top of the hill.
In view was the amazing Rainbow City; to travel there was their will.
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They neared the city entrance. They had heard it was a very special place.
It was a community of conscious loving beings, respectfully maintaining each their space.
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They made it to the Rainbow Gate, the door it opened wide.
They caught a glimpse of a spectacular sight. Just what did they see inside?
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All of a sudden, awakened from her dream, came a knock on the closet door.
It was then the Little Traveler finally understood infinite imagination is forevermore.
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In every moment, in each life, a journey awaits and more.
And if we are ready to learn and to love, all we do is open the door.
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