Copy




| had been sleeping for quite some time. The dseseemed more like illusions until this
one time when | was walking by myself through treods. | was watching the sun light
as it beamed through the branches of the treesgmehred to glow. It was one of those
moments that stops you in your tracks and makesappueciate the awesome beauty of
the surroundings. | focused on the silhouettab@branches against the blue sky. In
between the branches you could see the individyal of light peaking through and
painting the forest floor with some color. Thehligand limbs were dancing as the gentle
breeze swayed by. It was quiet. | became pahefmoment and took it all in. | wasn’t
thinking of something that went wrong the other.dayasn't thinking of anything |
needed to do later. |recognized for a momentlthets not thinking. If | wasn't

thinking, what was | doing? This was a questiat thould be answered later in the day.

| looked for a place to sit and noticed a fallezeta little off the path. The sunlight
continued to poke its’ rays through the forestdrag | found my way. There was bark
piled neatly beneath the tree which left it smaantd grey from age. | found a place
where a large branch was veering off and sat davdecided to spend some time there
because it was more comfortable than | thoughti going to be. Then | noticed
something off in the distance glistening on theugish | got up to check it out and

noticed how a ray of light filtered through thedgseand was reflected into my eyes. Once
| got closer | could tell that it was some soradfook. | reached down and picked it up.
The cover had a mirror like quality which allowe@ mo see a reflection of myself.

Where had all the time gone? | looked at my rédléeémage on the books cover and
noticed the receding hair line. There were a lotergrey hairs than | had remembered.
Well 1 still felt young most of the time. My eyésdn’t changed that much. They were
the same eyes | remember seeing throughout my&8.ydhey were soft and brown

like my moms. The sparkle my dad said | was baith was still there. It's funny how
our physical appearance changes even though someathour eyes remains the same no
matter our age. | thought about thé"3@ar reunion | had recently attended and
remembered how | recognized my old friends by teges. Twenty years had gone by
and the only thing my friends had in common wite timages in my mind were their
eyes and the memories we shared.

On the cover of the book was written “Copy and &ast opened the book and noticed
that many of the early pages were stuck togeth#ipped past that section and started to
read. It described how | was walking through the$t and watched the sun light peak
through the branches. It told how my breathing sladved and my thoughts were calmed
as | took in the moment. The details of what | send how | felt were reflected on the
pages with perfect accuracy. It recorded how gleih out the moment and marked it as
special. How | found the fallen tree and rested @aoticed off in the distance something
glistening. It described how | approached the baadk looked at my reflection in the
cover.

| dropped the book and couldn’t believe what | hesd seen. | stared at the book on the
ground for a couple of seconds as disorganizedgtitsuan through my head. What was
it? How could it be? Where was it from? | pickedp and immediately flipped to the

section that | had been reading. It now descrihatll had dropped the book in disbelief.
In clear type it displayed my every thought andewgry action. As | held the book open



| began to flip forward through the pages. Theyemeery thin with nothing on them. |
came back to the page | was on and saw how that Ipadychanged. It now described
how I had flipped forward in the book to see whakwhere and noticed how thin the

pages were. | closed the book.

How is it possible that all my actions and thoughése being recorded in this book? My
head was spinning and | dizzily walked back tofttken tree and sat down. | looked at
the cover and read the title “Copy and Paste.” yiMaere the only words on the entire
book and were etched into the reflective surface.

What does “Copy and Paste” mean? | know on my coenp can take something that is
already there and highlight it. | can then mak®py and paste it somewhere else. Is it
possible that someone or something is taking mgeepces and copying them and then
pasting them in this book? It was more than péssilwas probable. Who is doing it
and why?

| opened the book again and tried to open the pidigésvere stuck together. | was able
to turn to a page when my son was in a chess tmena He was 5 years old at the time
and competing at the Kindergarten level. | waingjtat a table with a few other parents
waiting for the competition to end. It told how t@me to me after one of the matches
and told me that he had won. He was very excitedibse he had beaten*sgtader. |
congratulated him by saying, “Great job!” Theresveabig smile on his face as he looked
around the room to see if there was anyone elsetld tell. There was a smile on my
face as | watched him.

It described how in that moment | began to thinkgbmy father teaching me to play
chess when | was just a boy. He showed me mowksteategy. We were at the chess
table in our lower family room in the childhood henvhere | grew up. | was not much
older then five myself. My mom called out thatviis time for bed. “One last game
mom, ok?” | said. My dad said, “I think it's time/ou have school tomorrow.” “Can |
ride your back?” | said. And he carried me to badny favorite daddy chariot. My son
sat down and started playing with his hand hel@®igame and some other boys
crowded around to watch. |looked at my son attdhat | became my father looking at
me. Wow. | felt my dad’s love for me. Or wasy love for my son. | don’t know. It
filled me and became me.

| turned back deeper into the pages and found riysebllege walking to one of my
classes in the morning. | had my walkman on ant@iilins was in my ears. It was
cold outside and the wind was blowing. | was sgerany people as | walked by but |
didn’t appear to notice any of them. | was on pilitd to my class not paying very much
attention to all that was around me. | was thigkabout my girlfriend from that time and
the fight we had the night before. “Why would siag I'm selfish?” | was mad because
we were at this bar and we had been drinking. \Weewith some of her girlfriends.
They were talking under the loud music and laughihgias trying to hear what they
were saying but couldn’t and felt left out. | $éat walking around the bar glancing back
to see what they were doing? They were havingwchrfun | felt like 1 didn’t belong. |
was lonely and jealous. | thought we were goingawee a romantic evening. Now | was
walking around a crowded bar by myself wonderingywhad even come. | went back



to my girlfriend and said that | was leaving. Sh@l, “See you later.” The look on her
face told me more than the words she said. | kiestvshe was disappointed in me.
Hidden deep inside me | think | agreed but saidhtught we were going to have a good
time tonight - together.” She said, “We are. jtist my friends didn’t have anything else
to do.” She looked back at her girlfriends andtsthlaughing and stopped to look at me.
The feeling inside me made me turn and walk awdyeard her say “You're selfish!”

| kept looping the experience over and over in ragchas | walked to class trying to
figure out what | was going to say next. | guesss selfish. | had certain expectations
for the evening and realized that it wasn’t goiogvork out that way. | turned the events
into something much worse than what it could haaenb | could have accepted what
was and tried to have a good time. But | didn’t.

| turned the page back to where | had originaldytsd from and read how | looked back
into the book to rediscover those times from myt.pasvas able to see the experience as
they originally happened and then again from my pevspective. | studied how the
words and expressions | received from my old gaifd were typed directly into the
book. Now | remember that day clearly. It didseem very special at the time. It was a
day just like any other - essentially forgettable.

But it was not forgotten. This book had every detcorded. The words, the
expressions, and the feelings were all there. orthething that didn’t seemed to be there
was me. | was there but was | really there? lilkis I've been on autopilot this whole
time. When | was walking to class | barely notiegtat was going on around me
because | was so focused on what happened theb@fgre. And the night before | was
more focused on my expectation than on what | cdal@vith what | had.

| guess at the time it was all | could do. | didkmow then how each experience affects
another. That each choice made leads to a ditfergnome. How each moment passed
is a moment gone. | have taken so many of thoseants for granted. When the
sunlight caught my attention today | stopped amd ibin. | marked that moment by
being in it and appreciating it. There have beemany moments that have invited me
to experience them and be with them. | have bedusy, to selfish, to unaware to
notice, to focused on the past or waiting for sdatere.

| closed the book and started to think. Where a@ddlebe information originally come
from? This book is recording all my experienced Hroughts as they happen. It records
my perceptions of what other people say to meedords what | see and smell and feel
and hear. It records these things based on miyyatiosilunderstand them at that time.
There are things that happen that | do not rede®oause | am focusing on something
else. Like when | was at college walking pastlatise people and didn’t even notice
them because | was focusing on a fight | had tghatrbefore. And the fight was the
result of expectations that | created that werenmett

It appears that | spend so much time thinking abimngs that | have little time to
actually experience things for what they really. akdy judgments are in the way. My
expectations are in the way. My conditions arthe way. I've been in the way. At



least that is what my observation is telling mel Have been in the way then what am |
supposed to do and why am | here? These questioms also be answered today.

| decide to look into the book to see if | coulddithe answer to these questions. |
noticed in the earlier years all the contributitimst my parents had made to my book.
What | heard and felt them say filled my pageser&hwere more positives than
negatives. Do this. Don't do that. Say pleaSharing is caring. Stop! Clean up your
room. I'm disappointed in you. You did great. Woan do anything. You are so
handsome. | love you. Do you want to play cat¢tetime to cut the lawn. Did you do
your homework? We need to talk.

| watched them hold hands and kiss when dad camme fimm work. | saw them argue
about how to spend money. My dad would do yarckvemrd my mom would string
pearls. | watched my dad shave in the morningrapadnom put on her face. There was
a lot of laughing.

The TV shows | used to watch were there. | fouitsldnd pieces of Gilligan’s Island,
and Flintstones, and Brady Bunch. There were@esf movies | watched, books |
read, and pictures from magazines. | found dagrdse nightmares, and fantasies.

There were lots of conversations. Talking anetistg. There were arguments and
apologies. | was able to see how my anger woutdess itself in several directions and
fill the pages with itself. It's almost as if Idbght | could get rid of it by spewing it in
different directions. | could see the temporatefdut now | realize | was just adding
more anger to the book from which to draw upon.

My book was filled with information pasted from mgrception. Once it was recorded it
was there to stay. Even if | tried to cut it ontlglace it somewhere else it would show
up in my book again. | was starting to underst&dapy and Paste.” It wasn’'t about my
experiences being copied and pasted into this btokas about how we develop and
grow. How our experience of life is shaped by peirceptions.

Of course | now realize that you can never “cut paste”. You can only “copy and
paste”. Because if you draw from a moment in Jdemwhen you are angry and you
take that anger and try to place it onto someaose ybu end up replacing it back on you.
Now it shows up in your book again. It's in a nplace. It's in a new way. And even
worse it now shows up on someone else’s book ¥ gtlew it to. If they believe you.

Now | know that the information that people presente is just that. It's their
expression. | do not have to except it into mykhoMaybe when | was younger and
didn’t know better. You don’t have a choice unlgss know you have a choice. Now |
know. That is why it is so important to be carefilat we say to each other, especially
to children. We place a little bit of ourselvese&ch other’s books the same time that we
reinforce the expression in our own book. If al express is anger than our book gets
filled with it. Our most valuable resource is tiree we can draw upon. The reflection of
the world we see comes from within our book. Westmhoose wisely our expressions
as they reinforce the structure of our way. Oulitglto choose gives us the opportunity
to have understanding.



If someone says “you’re an idiot.” It could getoeded “he says I'm an idiot,” but |
know he is wrong.” Or it could get recorded “hgsdém an idiot,” and | wonder if he is
right. Or, he is right. We can not completely wohthe information that we receive but
we can control how it gets recorded in our book.

All this thinking was inspiring me. But it was naswering the two questions that still
were on my mind. Why am | here? And what am | siggpl to do? With out the answer
to these questions it seemed meaningless. Smkdpgle book and tried to find the
answer to these two questions. | felt like | wofihdl them if | looked. It is said, “Seek
and you shall find” so | was seeking.

| looked further into my past and found the dayt th@as born. | noticed that there were
pages before this day so | started to peel themt.apphey were blank like the pages
apparently reserved for my future. | was able¢e fone page after another until | finally
got to the very last page. This was the first pafgdae book. | had peeled several pages
prior to my birth with nothing on them. | startexdget discouraged as the blank pages
revealed no answers. Why am | here? And what supposed to do?

And now | was about to turn the final page. | cbahly hope that there was something
there for me to learn from. My growing anticipaticevealed the page as my eyes looked
for something. Nothing. Blank. It was not gbgs There had to be more. | closed
my eyes as tears formed and fears of unanswerediop® surrounded me in the
darkness. | felt alone. Empty. That was it. @&hewer | was looking for was not there.

| opened my eyes and looked around. 1 still saaityht of the sun shinning through the
limbs of the trees glowing in the woods. It wagtgand peaceful. The trees were still
dancing in the breeze and swaying with the windso/ of grateful appreciation came
over me and in me. | thought about special tintesd experienced. Like this one. Like
when | was a small child looking up at the sky tyon my back in an open field.

Making shapes of animals out of the clouds. Theree ducks and flying horses. And
when night came | looked at the stars and sawaimdtions. How far away the light
had traveled to reach my eyes. So many starsnady galaxies. What for? Why was it
all here for me to experience? What was it trym¢ell me?

| looked back at that first page and thought | miggive seen something that | had missed
earlier. Out of the corner of my eye | saw a spafckomething in the middle of the page.

| brushed my hand across the page and felt thietebgvariation. There was something
there. But what was it?

| began to focus on it. 1tried to remove all titber thoughts from my mind. | tried to
get rid of all the distractions. | let my mind gptiet. The sense of gratefulness for this
moment surrounded me. The image began to getrlergey mind as | continued to
focus on it. Larger and larger it became untbuilc almost make out what it said. |
repeated in my mind, Why am | here? What am | sgp@@o do? Why am | here? What
am | supposed to do? Why am | here? What am Icaqupto do?



And there it was. Right there in the center of\they first page of my book. The answer
to both my questions. Why am | here? And what @umpposed to do? The answer did
not come from my teachers and it didn’t come frognparents. The answer could only
come from one place. And I received it loud arehcl When | closed the book | looked
at the cover and no longer just saw a reflectiomypéelf. | saw something more
wonderful. | saw things in a way that | had neseen them before. | wanted to share it
with everyone, but how would I do it. | know. lllshow them the book. So that’s
what | did. | ran out of the woods to find my fik

When | got to the edge of the woods | saw my basnd. | screamed at him, “come
here” as | ran. “What is it,” he said. “Look, kyahis book shows everything | ever did.
Everything | ever thought.” | handed it to him amellooked at the cover and saw his
reflection. He said, “Copy and Paste,” what i92h&said, “It's an amazing book that
records all my thoughts, actions, and experience"opened the book and recognized
the section of pages that were stuck togetheropésed it past that section to where the
book naturally opened and started to read. “ldheay friend scream at me telling me to
come here. "Look, look" | heard as | saw him rmgnioward me. He handed me the
book and | looked at the cover wondering what ithe was about. | opened it up past a
section that was stuck together and started towdach brings me here.” He closed the
book and handed it back to me saying "What kind ke is this?” My thoughts were
someplace else. | opened it up and read how regdrhad read the words in the book
and thought | was playing a joke on him. It s&idttl was wondering why he was
reading events in his life when he looked at it hrehd about events in my life when |
read it. This wasn’t just a book about my experéen This was a book that records
every experience. It then reflects those expeegack.

| said, “Look! This is no joke. This book is anvag. It's more amazing than | had
originally thought. Look again and see what itssayHe took another look and dropped
the book. “What is going on?” he said. | told Hww | was walking through the woods
and how | found the book on the ground. | told hiow | looked into my past and read
about my experiences. |told him how | openedpihges that were stuck together and
discovered the answer to why we are here and wlatrevsupposed to do. He examined
the book more closely and started to peel into sohteés pages. He was laughing at
some of the pages and crying at some of the others.

| asked him to try to look back before he was dmwhhe was unable. There were pages
left but none of them would come apart for hintoltl him what my first page said and
showed him how | was able to open up to it. Handlisee anything when | showed him
my first page. He said “why don’t you make a capyl enlarge it?”

| showed the book, “Copy and Paste” to three petiy@ieday. Each person had a
different reaction to the miracles that were witiihpages. Everyone was skeptical until
they finally looked into the book deeper. Theyrsed to feel the book was amazing but
didn’t know what to make of it. One of them wag able to peel into any of the pages
that were stuck together. One was able to getsoioe of the pages but was unable to
get to the first page. And there was one thataids to get to the first page but was
unable to see anything on it.



| got in my car and drove to the copy store. Irmgzbthe book to the first page and laid it
flat on the copier. | placed the cover over thelh@djusted the magnification to 500%,
and pressed the green copy button. There wasladldight that seemed much brighter
than | was used to. | opened the lid and toolbtiak out. None of the pages were stuck
together anymore but every page was blank. | ld@lehe first page the way | did
earlier and was still able to see the messagé. fliped through the blank pages | was
able to see the same message on every single pgggbbed the copy that rested in the
dispenser and looked at it. It was a blank pidaghite paper. | flipped it over and the
other side was also blank. | showed the bookfeweother people that day but everyone
just saw the blank pages.

My life and the way | saw the world had changednseh after | found the book. | now
knew why | was here and what | was supposed tol #oew how special we all are and
what an outstanding opportunity we have to expeaen

So I decided to write a book about the book | fobedause | knew that it might help
remind people to focus on the beauty that surrousdand is us. When you understand
the message the book reveals on the first pagevilbfind beauty everywhere. It may
sound silly but that is how | now feel.

I will try to share with you the information | réan that first page. Hopefully you will
be able to understand “Copy and Paste” for the mtapo message that it reveals.

| will take you back to the day | first found thedk, “Copy and Paste” and discovered
the message that it contained. As | read the expegs from my past | noticed how the
things that were said to me were recorded on mggagalso noticed that what | said
was recorded. All my thoughts were recorded. fdges of the book were like the
pages of my mind. The only difference is that kvable to easily access each and every
moment. | was able to study how my perceptionsvehts and expressions affect me in
a profound way. | was also able to observe thatmeople are not aware of how
important their thoughts and perceptions are. o seems to wonder, “How did | get
here?” They can’t believe that maybe they areiplyseesponsible. | understand their
way of thinking because | have been there befbrave seen how the words were
pasted in my book and how they affected the wawl the world.

Our unique perception shapes and is shaped byothene of information contained
within. But there might be something more. Thaight be an expression in our book
that exists without us. | believed that | coulacaver it.

The evidence of the blank pages before | was haggessted that there was more. |
needed to discover an expression that came befpgenception. There must be a
message in the book that is pure and without motiMas message must come without
judgment. | looked for a message that came witeapectation. And finally | must
understand the message that was without condifitis is the message that would
answer my questions. This is the message thaw kieep inside had to be there.

As | peeled the pages toward the beginning of mokdavondered if | would ever find
anything but the blank pages that were reveal@gtlought that there would be pages of



information that would guide me. | figured theaaho be volumes of knowledge that |
could draw from. With each page | turned my disapiment grew. Where was it?

How could the pages be blank? There was nothiinge loneliness | felt in those
moments was beyond painful. | felt like | was dyirMy lungs were so heavy | could
hardly breathe. My heart was pounding so loudulddarely hear. My eyes were so
filled with tears that it was hard to see. Buepkturning because I felt that there had to
be something more than a bunch of empty pagesot Wolumes there must be
something. There must be some kind of a messisiggbe even just a hint.

| got to the last page. It was the first page inbook. And now | know it was the first
page in everyone’s book. This was a message tayeme to understand. | knew the
book that | was reading was “Copy and Paste”.ad learned that we can not “Cut and
Paste.” Nothing ever gets removed. It is all rded in our books and our minds. The
more we express hate the more hate exists withifhe more we express fear the more
fear lives in us. And | knew that | was looking tbe answer to two questions — Why am
| here? And what am | supposed to do? | had bepyirg from all my experiences
based on what had been copied onto me. And | bad pasting this onto myself and
others this entire time. And now | looked to thage with a sense of faith that there was
something more.

| focused on the page with a sense of gratefulthegd generated from moments in my
life that | had remembered. Like sunrises andstsnsind the stars above, and clouds
that fly by, and smiles, and laughter, and rainbawsl being held in my mother’s arms,
and watching my children being born, and making]and the feel of warm sand
between my toes, and seagulls flying, and waveshaorg, and the taste of chocolate ice
cream, and the light shining through the treesvaalk, and each breath of air that fills
my lungs. These thoughts of gratefulness overpeavery empty feeling of loneliness
and that’s when | saw the glimpse out of the coafeny eye. There was a speck in the
middle of the page that | reached for and touchigd mvy hand. | knew it was there.
And it was. | now knew the answer to my questionfy | was here and what I'm
supposed to do? | focused everything | had andythieg | was and with all my faith |
read, and | heard, and | smelled, and | tasted] &itiwhat the words revealed to me. |
now know where the words came from and why theyewleere. Look at the next page
and see if you are able to see what | understaatdspfecial day.



LOVE

(Copy and Paste)

This page reflects a magnified copy of tligpage from the book “Copy and Paste” that | foutidiou are able to see and understand
the message that it represents you should feelrfaté to be among the few. Hopefully we will eveily be among the many.
LOVE — Copy and Paste.
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| discovered the presence of unconditional lovéhenvery first page. It has always been
there for us to find. It's so simple and obviousen we are ready for it. It is there to
receive it and express it. Copy and paste ite flore we paste it the more it fills our
book. The more unconditional love that we havdraaw on the more we can give. The
greater capacity we have. The more fulfilled wal.feThe more love we see around us. |
now recognize that | am surrounded by it. Thd hreathe, the sun that shines, the
snowflakes that fall, and the trees and flowers, gnass, and bugs, and animals, and
especially the people.

All of my questions were answered with a singleregpion. | had overlooked it all these
years. What an incredible little speck of uncaodil love that fills the universe. | see it
now. There itis. Within each seed is the potdnt realize itself. Within the moment is
the opportunity to discover our self. John Lockeswrong about one very important
thing. We are not born withBabula Rasa or a blank slate. Each page and each day of
our life starts with the most powerful messagés tlie message of unconditional love.
When you know that, it will transform your life.

| thought | was awake my whole life until | stoppléhking and woke up. | guess you
could say that I'm a recovering thinkaholic. Feliag is the 4 — step program that | have
been working with.

1) Observe without judgment.

2) Intend without expectation.

3) Love without condition.

4) Be

It's as easy as breathing if you can get yoursafod the way. You can't think about it.
That is the challenge. Let it in and out with eobath. Let it in and let it out. Copy it
and paste it. It will expand you. It will grow yo It will go with you. It will show you.
It will know you. It will lead you. It will follov you. It will love you. It will be you. It
will be. It Will. Be.

Love.

Copy and Paste.

Believe?
Be love.
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