Thc chief was sitting at the cclgc of the vi"agc, obvious|5 clccP in thought. [He sat
there for hours and hours, sccmingly unmoving, T he tribe was bcginning toget
worried and restless, but nobody wanted to disturb him. An elder cvcntua"y gotup
his courage and walked over. 'Chief,' he asked, ‘what's going on? Youlook so
troubled!” T he chic{:just sat there, and the elder thought that he had not heard.
]:ina"y the chief sPolcc.

He said: "You know, it's like there are two dogs Fighting inside of me all the time A clog
of g|owing Iight and bcautg, and a clog of fire and smoke. T his clog of fire is not
glowing with the Iight but, life cho‘cing smoke and consumingmcirc. [He is mean, irritable,
and angry. Hc is Fighting for me to stay isolated. His venomous bites fill me with anger
and resentment like things will never get better. Hc wounds my sense of bcing with self
righteous or self destructive Priclc. His blows have me Fccling fearful, anxious,

juclgmcntal and spiritua"}j disconnected.

The clog of g|owing Iight is Fighting for me to shine Iiglwt from the inside. As he bites in
to the fire and smoke clog I'm brought to live Fcarlcsslg outside mgschc with love,
Passion and kindness. | feel his bites sinking in to me like goocl Pain, when | go the
extra mile or Push through fear. Hc slashes at the smoke and fire clog with Forgivcncss,
grace and hoPc for the future. T his clog shines bright, [He is the me that longs to live
with purpose. This clog is my God given soul my authentic self, my essence and my
creativity flow from here, as does my intuition, faith, and sense of connection and
comPassion. Thc mystery of the glowing Iigl'ﬂ: dog has me rcaching to know more

about the clcPths of vibrant, real, unconditional love and sPiritua| connection.

Behind these eyesis a battle. T he fire and smoke clog is constantly Fighting the
glowing |igl1t clog.'

T he elderlooked at the chief and said cluict|5, '(Chief, so which clog wins? | he chief

sat cluict[tj for a moment,

and then rcPIiccl: ithe clog | feed.



