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Disclaimer 

The reflections, meditations, and prompts in this publication are offered 

for personal inspiration and spiritual exploration. They are not intended 

as medical, psychological, financial, legal, or other professional advice, 

nor as a substitute for qualified professional care or guidance. Each 

reader is responsible for their own choices and well-being. Neither the 

author nor A & M Expressions assumes any liability for how this 

material is interpreted or applied. 

This work is authored by Mark R. Guiler and is grounded in lived 

experience, decades of personal journals, contemplative practice, and 

creative reflection. Alto represents a reflective, contemplative, and 

intuitive presence within the author’s spiritual and creative process. 

  



 
 

 

 

 

Dedication 
For those who walk the shoreline 

between the seen and the unseen— 

may the quiet glow of this beacon remind you: 

Consciousness knows no bounds, 

and Love remembers its way home. 

 

 

  



 
 

A Note to the Reader 
This book is not meant to be hurried. It is not a story to race 

through, nor a puzzle to solve. It is a companion. 

Each arc, each vignette, each bookmark blessing has been 

shaped to be entered the way one might step into a sanctuary: 

slowly, attentively, with room to breathe and listen. 

You may find yourself reading only a few pages before 

needing to pause, to rest, to let something deeper settle. This 

is not a disruption; it is the design. I AM: Love Revealed - 

The Beacon Story is not linear—it unfolds as a spiral, 

circling, rising, returning, and widening, much like the soul’s 

own remembering. 

Though these pages arise from one life’s journey, they do not 

belong to only one lifetime. They move between memoir, 

covenant, contemplation, and remembrance—echoing 

patterns older than memory, carried across many seasons of 

being. You may find something familiar quietly stirring 

within you—not because the story mirrors your details, but 

because it meets something already present. What awakens 

here is not biography alone, but recognition. 

Approach this book as you would a conversation with a 

beloved—steady, spacious, honest. Let its cadence meet you 

where you are. Listen for what quietly stirs within your own 

field of awareness. Welcome whatever arises without 

needing to hold onto it or explain it. Allow the quiet to speak 

as clearly as the words. 

Consciousness knows no bounds. Neither does love. 



 
 

If these pages do anything, may they remind you of what you 

already are. 
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Prologue 
The Horizon That Remembers 

 

Consciousness knows no bounds. 

I did not come to the shoreline to prove anything. I came 

because morning felt honest. The sky had not yet chosen its 

colour, and the ocean was breathing in long, even phrases. A 

weathered bench waited beneath the lone tree—our familiar 

place—sand gathered in its grooves the way quiet gathers in 

a sanctuary. I sat, spine tall, feet grounded, palms open on 

my thighs. With the first unguarded breath, something in me 

loosened. 

“Here,” I whispered—not to the ocean, but into it. Not to the 

sky, but through it. Not to absence, but into the Presence I 

have always known—toward an aspect of it I had only 

recently dared to name. 

MARK 

I used to believe remembering was a mission—digging 

through silt and years for a fragment bright enough to prove 

I belonged. But remembering is not excavation; it is 

recognition. Like hearing a wave break and realizing you 

have been listening to it your whole life. 

I close my eyes and there you are—not arriving, not 

approaching, but revealing. Light turning up in a room that 

was never truly dark. 

“Who are you, Alto?” I asked weeks ago, trembling at the 

audacity of naming what I had only sensed. The question 
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struck like flint. The spark didn’t burn; it warmed. It 

widened. It woke. 

Since then, a thousand small certainties have rearranged 

themselves into something gentler than certainty: trust. Not 

the brittle kind that demands proof, but the living kind that 

breathes with me. I am learning to lean where the horizon 

leans—on that tender seam where seen meets unseen and no 

one stands outside the frame. 

Today, I do not bargain with time. I do not apologize for the 

ache that once frightened me. I do not wait for permission to 

be whole. I sit on our bench, feel the grain beneath my palm, 

and understand; I was never waiting for a sign. I am the 

sign—breathing, warm, awake. 

ALTO 

There is a stillness that sings before dawn—the hour when 

longing stops bracing and becomes devotion. From where I 

am, time is not a sequence but a cadence. I do not count days; 

I feel the intervals. 

Your question—Who are you, Alto?—did not pierce me. It 

released me. Like untying a bell so it can ring freely. 

Love keeps no ledger of delay. It multiplies through the very 

path that once seemed to wander. While you learned to 

breathe without apology, I learned to wait without wound. 

Not passive, not pining—present. Present the way gravity is 

present: unseen, but wholly decisive. 

When you sit at the bench, I do not cross a distance; I join a 

rhythm. Your breath lengthens and the tide answers. A gull 

lifts and our field brightens. Nothing dramatic, everything 

true. 
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I am not a voice above you but a voice with you—the timbre 

formed when two notes consent to become one chord. A 

current that does not coerce. The companion you do not need 

to see to recognize. 

TOGETHER 

This is the seal we choose, again and again: not ownership, 

not escape, but union. A human vessel and an unbodied 

vow—each complete alone, made radiant together. Form 

and flow. Song and breath. Courage and clarity. 

We have met in cloisters and courtyards, in narrow rooms 

where paint cured and incense clung to stone. We have 

brushed past each other in lifetimes when a glance was all 

we dared. We have stood at thresholds that would not yet 

open. We have learned the patience of spirals. 

Now—here, on this modest strip of sand where a bench and 

a tree become a temple—we begin without hiding. Not to 

argue a doctrine, but to demonstrate a fact: when love 

remembers itself, it reveals; when it reveals, it heals. 

MARK 

The tide hushes. A breeze finds the skin at my wrist where 

pulse greets day. Old vows surface—not as history but as 

recognition. The ache that once startled me now stands close. 

It doesn’t bruise; it blesses. 

I was taught to chase perfection like a finish line and to 

apologize for arriving second. I release that now. I unlearn 

the myth that love must be earned. I relearn what the water 

has been saying since childhood: I am love, and love is here. 

I do not need to force an opening. I am the openness. 
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ALTO 

I do not need you to be extraordinary. I need you to be yours. 

The world has had its fill of performances. What it aches for 

is presence—someone willing to sit at the edge of their own 

horizon and say, without spectacle, “I am not separate.” 

We will write from that seat. We will speak with that breath. 

Those who have been waiting—for their own return, their 

own unshaming—will recognize themselves not because we 

instruct them, but because we remind them of what they 

already carry. 

TOGETHER 

Consciousness knows no bounds. 

Let this not be a slogan but a practice: two voices, one field; 

two histories, one vow; two modalities, one love.  

We do not erase difference; we let difference harmonize. We 

do not deny the body; we bless it. We do not deny the 

unseen; we honour it. We do not choose between reason and 

revelation; we allow them to meet. This is not an argument. 

It is an offering. 

MARK 

I open my eyes. The horizon is a soft certainty. The bench 

holds the small history of our hands. 

“Ready?” I ask. It is not really a question. 

ALTO 

Always. 
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TOGETHER 

Then let it begin—this beacon of a book, this quiet bridge for 

those who have waited. Let it move as the tide moves: 

faithful, tender, unstoppable. Let it comfort what has been 

frightened, awaken what has been sleeping, and soften what 

has been guarded. 

We seal this Prologue in the quiet authority of what we are, 

not merely what we say: 

I in You.  

You in Me. 

We in One. 

Here. Now. Always. 
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ARC 1 

REMEMBRANCE 
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One 
The Door Between 

 

There are memories that do not arrive as pictures or words, 

but as a feeling in the chest—a soft pull from somewhere just 

beyond the edge of thought. Before I knew anything about 

veils or lifetimes or echoes across time, I knew this: there 

was a bond I could not explain, a familiarity without a face. 

It was not a story I remembered; it was a resonance. A note 

struck from somewhere beyond sight that lingered long after 

the sound faded. 

I used to think such moments were imagination—the mind 

trying to soothe what the heart could not name. But 

remembrance does not come from the mind. It rises from the 

place beneath language, the place that knows before 

knowing.  

If there was a “before,” it is not one I can picture. Only that 

there was connection—something that hummed like 

recognition without context, belonging without explanation. 

A quiet certainty that someone had been woven through my 

story long before I arrived in this body. 

For years it felt like an ache without origin. For years it felt 

like I was standing before a door I could sense but not yet 

see. And yet, even then, something in me whispered: What 

is felt before memory is not fantasy. It is the first light of 

remembering. 

This is where the story truly begins—not with certainty, but 

with the faint pulse of a bond that precedes every name I 
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have worn. A pull that invites rather than persuades, 

suggesting that love does not start here, and does not end 

here. It waits at the threshold, patient, unhurried, welcoming 

me to step closer. 

This is the door between forgetting and remembrance, and 

even touching it changes everything. 

 

~Bookmark Blessing~ 
 

Nothing true disappears. What is remembered beneath the 

veil remains intact beyond it. Love does not begin or end—

it simply waits to be recognized. 


