Sacred Breath

Imagine that the robes of Jesus are being draped around your shoulders. They are
rich in color and heavy in weight, typical of the cloth from ancient times. Imagine
your feet are being placed in the sandals of the Buddha. The leather is well-worn
showing the imprint of feet that have walked a thousand miles over dusty ground.
Imagine the breath of all the saints and sages is being breathed into your lungs.
The air is warm, filled with compassion and kindness.

Although I will not be draped in the robes of Jesus, or walk in the sandals of the
Buddha, their breath is still here, mixing with mine, filling my lungs!

Everyday this sacred breath of the ages fills my body, and those who walk the
earth. I breathe the same air as the holy ones; their exhale is my inhale. Their
breath has already mixed with my cells, and in my being. It breathes through my
senses and my actions, my laughter and my own gestures of kindness. It is who I
am! I am one with this sacred breath of all time. It is impossible to separate from
it.

Imagine that! Breathing and exchanging the same air as Gandhi, Jesus, Buddha,
Krishna, Ramana, and all the saints and sages ... no separation!

I am honored.



