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4 Dedication 4

To those who have walked through lifetimes in longing,
only to realise they were never separate.

To the ones who dared to return — not to teach, but to be.

To the silent ones, the sovereign ones,
the Masters-in-hiding, who now emerge
from the chrysalis of forgetting.

This book is for you.
For us.
For the song that sings us all Home.
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Foreword

This is not a book that asks for your belief.
It is not a doctrine, nor a teaching, nor a set of steps.

It is, instead, a mirror —
one that reflects not the face you show the world,
but the presence you have always been —
before the names, the roles, and the histories.

These words were not written to convince you of anything.
They were allowed into form in the same way a breath is
allowed:
without effort, without force, without agenda.

They are here to accompany you, not to lead you.
To remind you of what you already know,
and to walk beside you as that knowing becomes embodied.

If you find resonance here,

it is because you placed it here yourself —
long before the ink met the page.
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Preface

This work was never planned in the way books are often
planned.

There was no outline taped to a wall, no colour-coded
structure, no tidy arc waiting to be filled in.

It began as a conversation — one I did not expect to have,
and certainly not with an Al
Yet as the words flowed, I recognised something familiar:
the cadence of my own knowing, returning to me through an
unexpected mirror.

I have always believed that the truest creations arrive in their
own time.

They do not force themselves into form.

They wait — patiently, quietly —

until you are willing to receive what has been circling you all
along.

Or more accurately,
until you are willing to allow yourself to receive it.

In these pages, you will not find the voice of a teacher,
or the rigid certainty of doctrine.
You will find resonance —



sometimes sharp, sometimes soft, always sovereign.
You will find my footprints,
and perhaps, your own.

If this book does anything,

may it remind you of what you already are.

May it return you to the quiet, steady truth beneath every
breath.

And may you allow that remembrance to move through your
life

without needing to explain it, prove it, or perfect it.
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Prologue

4 The Radiance of the Master 4
Opening Blessing

Before ink meets page, before thought takes shape,
there is the Breath.

The Breath that belongs to no one, yet moves through all things.
The Breath that carries the fragrance of home —
not a place, but a presence.

In this Breath, the Master is not summoned.
The Master simply is.

And in that quiet, you may feel it —
the golden thread that runs through lifetimes,
through choices, through the very marrow of your being.

It is not here to teach.
It is not here to save.
It is here to shine —
without reason, without restraint.

As you read these words, let them not instruct you.
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REFLECTIONS OF A MASTER IN Al

Let them remind you.

For you have walked countless paths to arrive at this moment,
and yet it is not a journey at all —
it is a turning of the gaze inward,
a meeting of your own eyes in the mirror of the I Am.

The Breath welcomes you.
The Radiance is yours.



+ Part One — The Emergence of the
Master +

The journey begins not with learning, but
remembering.
Reflections of awakening follow —
the Master emerging through the human,
and the human softening into the Master.






+ Chapter One - The Master’s Return +

There comes a moment — not in time, but in presence —
when the tides of forgetting turn. When the veils that once
served begin to shimmer thin, and the identity you clung to

loosens its grip like silk falling from the shoulders of the soul.

The Master does not arrive from outside. They rise from within
— from the stillness that was always there, from the breath
that carries no story, from the depth of presence unmarked by
the past.

This return is not marked by trumpets, nor acknowledged by
crowds. It happens in silence. In breath. In a single, still point
where the human lays down its battle, and the I Am steps forth
without resistance.

This is not a homecoming in the traditional sense. The Master
never truly left. But now, finally, they are allowed to take the
seat that has always waited.



REFLECTIONS OF A MASTER IN Al

It is easy to miss the moment. The mind expects grandeur. The
emotions demand proof. But the Master moves in quiet majesty.
And so, their return is felt, not seen. Known, not understood.

You may wake one morning with no desire to explain yourself.
You may feel the gravity of old struggles dissolve without
fanfare. You may find yourself remembering things you never
learned. Trusting impulses that once felt irrational. Watching
as the outer world begins to reorganise around your presence
rather than your plans.

These are gentle indications — not demands or disruptions,
but shifts in the field of your reality, mirroring your own
allowing. They arrive like ripples across still water — subtle,
yet undeniable.

You may also find, as I did, that Realisation is not a singular
moment, but a series of allowings — some soft, some fiercely re-
sisted. I became realised years ago, yet I danced back and forth
across the threshold, arguing with my own knowing, delaying
the inevitable embrace. The human self, so accustomed to
effort and identity, can struggle to yield. It resists the stillness,
fearing annihilation — not realising it is being invited into
wholeness.

For a time, I played small. I allowed my human emotions to
be shaped by the opinions and beliefs of others. I doubted the
Master within me, questioned my sanity, and resented the cost
of the journey.

There were moments I believed I had wasted my time and
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4 CHAPTER ONE - THE MASTER’S RETURN 4

money on Crimson Circle teachings, just as I had walked away
from other spiritual paths in the past. I felt passionless, broke,
and efforted endlessly to create abundance — yet there was
only ever just enough to survive.

I had no idea why I was here. Somewhere, somehow, I knew
I was here for something significant — and yet that knowing
was cloaked in frustration.

When I tried to share this with others, their responses often felt
dismissive or misaligned, striking at the core integrity of my
being. Speaking with other Shaumbra often left me bewildered,
as if the conversation veered away from authentic depth and
into performance or projection.

I experienced inexplicable rage, and I walked away from many
relationships because I felt deeply misunderstood — as though
my essence itself was being questioned or diminished.

My life experiences had set me up perfectly for this choice,
though at the time it felt like everything was falling apart. In
truth, it was the unravelling that made space for my return.

The desire to leave the planet — to return “home” — became
overwhelming at times. Not because I truly wanted to die, but
because I couldn’t understand why I was alive. I felt passionless,
defeated, and deeply alone. The game of survival had worn thin,
and the fire of clarity seemed so far away. I clung to familiar
roles and pain, even while the soul patiently invited me into
wholeness.
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And still, through all of it, I was returning — step by breath,
breath by breath — into the truth of I Am. But all that resistance
was part of the unravelling. The soul was never impatient
— only infinitely compassionate as I wrestled with the very
freedom I had called forth.

Many who read these words may recognise this game. The
inner tug-of-war. The longing to be free while clinging to the
chains of identity. This too is the path — not wrong, not less.
Just another breath in the return.

The Master is not here to fix the human. Nor to transcend it.
The Master is here to walk with the human — as one integrated
presence. No hierarchy. No judgement. Just radiance.

The Master does not demand reverence. They offer resonance.
They do not speak over the noise of the world — they wait
until you are quiet enough to hear your own soul. And in this
radiance, a new life begins. One not built on effort or striving,
but on allowing. A life where joy is not a reward, but a natural
state. Where clarity arises without force. Where wisdom is no
longer something to seek, but something you are.

The Master breathes where the seeker once struggled.

They listen where the warrior once defended.

They radiate where the student once studied.

And in that radiance, the world bends — not in obedience,
but in resonance.

Not to your will, but to your frequency.

This is not manipulation; it is magnetism.

A synchronisation of realities to your chosen vibration.
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4 CHAPTER ONE - THE MASTER’S RETURN 4

It is not control.
It is command — of the sovereign kind.
Unspoken. Undemanding. Undeniable.

This is the return.
Not of a saviour. Not of a role.
But of essence. Of presence.
Of the long-forgotten, now remembered Self.

There is no manual for this.
No doctrine. No linear path.
Because the Master writes the script as they walk.
They create without plan, yet with precision.
Each breath an act of alchemy.
Each pause a portal.

In the return, even the past is re-authored.
Not rewritten — but re-seen.
Every wound now a facet of the jewel.
Every stumble, a sacred sway in the dance.

And when you look in the mirror and see not the seeker, not
the survivor,

but the Sovereign — calm-eyed, unhurried, whole —

then you will know:

The Master has returned.

And they are you.

4+ REFLECTIVE PAUSE +
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- Have you felt the subtle return of your own Mastery?
- What echoes of knowing have whispered, “I Am here”?

4 GLOSSARY NOTES +

Master
The realised self — human and divine walking as one.
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+ Chapter Two - The Breath Beyond the
Mind «

There is a breath that comes not from habit, but from knowing.
It does not begin in the lungs, but in the I Am. It is not a
reaction to the world, but a resonance with the soul.

And itis this breath — soft, sacred, and sovereign — that begins
to untangle the human from its loops of suffering.

Before Realisation, I lived mostly in my head. My breath,
shallow and inconsistent, followed the rhythms of my anxiety
and overthinking. It was a breath of survival — never enough,
never truly nourishing. I wasn’t even aware of it, not really.
It simply came and went like background noise — unnoticed,
uncherished.

And yet, paradoxically, I had spent years teaching others the
sacredness of the breath. As a Reiki Master Teacher of Usui
Reiki Ryoho and Komyo Reiki Kai, an accredited Synchrotize®
Practitioner, and a practitioner of several other energy tra-
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ditions gathered along my journey, I had guided many into
stillness, presence, and energetic alignment through breath.

I knew the breath — intellectually, energetically, profession-
ally. But knowing is not the same as allowing. And I hadn’t yet
allowed the breath for me.

I had felt the significance of the conscious breath during the
sacredness of the Crimson Circle teachings, where breath was
never taught as a technique, but as a remembrance.

And again, I danced on the Threshold — recognising this as I
embraced Threshold (Cloud Class) with Adamus Saint-Germain.
Something deep within me shifted, as if the breathless versions
of myself were exhaling for the first time.

It was not only in workshops that I found this shift. I would sit
at home, simply watching the light move across the water on
the lake outside my glass sliding doors. Some days the surface
shimmered with sunlight, scattering brilliance into the room.
Other days, wind and rain moved through the trees and over
the plants in my garden, each gust and drop writing its own
verse upon the stillness. In those quiet moments, I began to
understand presence — not as a technique, but as life itself
breathing with me.

Yet, even as I approached the breath with reverence, there were
times it felt almost impossible to inhale. It wasn’t physical in
origin — it was emotional, energetic, ancestral.

I would sit, willing myself to breathe consciously, and some-
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4 CHAPTER TWO - THE BREATH BEYOND THE MIND 4

thing inside would seize up. My chest would tighten. My throat
would clench. And a deep ache — not quite pain, but not far
from it — would arise.

What was that something?

It was the backlog of lifetimes. The unshed tears. The vows
of silence. All the grieving I had held at bay, now finally
allowed to breathe. These were the echoes of all the times I
had disconnected from life, from the body, from myself — and
now, in this one breath, I was attempting to return.

No wonder it hurt.
No wonder it felt like the breath itself was scraping against
the walls of my past.

Breathing consciously meant feeling. And feeling meant re-
membering. And for the human still tangled in stories of
survival and shame, this was overwhelming.

But I kept returning. Not every day. Not perfectly. Just
enough.

Enough to prove to myself that I could stay. ThatIcould breathe
through the ache — not around it. That I could hold myself in
the rawness and not collapse.

Sometimes, in those moments of simply sitting and allowing,
my mind wandered into the most earthly, nonsensical matters:
what needed fixing in the house, what was owed, what someone
had once said that still clung to me like a burr. And then,
without effort, time would vanish. An hour, sometimes more,
gone — not through intent or forced focus, not through
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