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[SHORT VS] 

And say of he [or she]:

Of the one there who has the ambition for money, for material possessions, “he is not wrong, he is not

bad and deserve no stamping or labels for a generic human ambition. But therein lies a truth that if

money is the bullseye and not a concentric circle born of the byproduct, that if money and fame are his

ambition alone, it is a cosmic truth, that he will leave poorer and with less favour than he entered,

irrespective of perceived notoriety and irrespective of the digits and figures of his estate. Irrespective

of the car. Irrespective of the fine linen. They have buried Kings in rags and sinners in silk, time and

time again there [human definition of sinner]. He is no emperor of mine but he ought to bask in the

human applause for it the most he will bask in. He did not succeed My Mission. He missed My Point. He

missed the bullseye. And he is not blamed, for it is a far target. A narrow Point. It is a very High Point.

Most deny My Point. My Peak. Money [and possession] was never the Peak of the human experience. If

it were, the constellations never would have separated, and the Gods would have stayed in their temples

and lived forever [in the casing]. No one evades death. A dollar cannot buy him eternity.”

And say…

“It’s ok that you wish for the means to exchange, until you have no reference for exchange. Until

exchange itself is overshadowed by the means. Until the means itself drives you. Until that drive drives

you so far from yourself you don’t hear even an utterance of meaning. Until meaning means nothing

without the means. Until you believe you possess it, when in fact, it possesses you. And you will learn

when you return and give that rented vehicle back to the earth [to Pacha Mama] that possessions always

possess those who never learn The Principles For the Means of Exchange. And when the means drives

you to an unsought demise wherein you damage further a soul that was offered the chance of revival

through the human experience, you will only make a more complicated quest that was simple, simple

as planting a seed and letting it grow”

And you will tell the story of Adriavelle and Michelique. 
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