
FollowTeal Swan
A Teal Swan fan run blog
May 26, 2014 · 4 min read

Blog Post #3 – Teal’s Blog – Medium https://medium.com/teals-blog/blog-post-3-d71bc378efbe

1 of 6 11/24/17, 1:20 PM



It is amazing how the universe 2lls in voids. The minute that one

person leaves your life, another enters. I am feeling enthusiastic today.

It is one of those days that I feel excited for what is to come for me. And

only time will tell what potential life path I will walk down. The

unknown is as exciting and alluring, as it is frightening. I went on a

walk this morning with some of “the girls”. Graciela, Bonnie and

Melanie. It feels so good to connect with women. I’ve never had women

friends. On an interpersonal level, women have always scared me. I

never knew what their motive was for spending time with me. That

deep, soft energy is unfamiliar but wanted. It makes me feel

vulnerable. But that there is the beauty of a woman; the strength that is

inherent softness. Cars were honking at us as we walked by. I think we

all enjoyed the aJrmation. There is a moment that happens on rare

occasions when there is an epic stillness in the present moment and

you realize that you have opened the door to everything you’ve ever

wanted and you’re entering the room. Sort of like “Oh my god… My

dreams are coming true”. And you feel so much gratitude for your life

that all the pain you went through just makes sense. For me, the dream

is to lead a revolution. For me, the dream is to stand in a spotlight so I

can tell people what they really need to hear. I want to help people 2nd

themselves. I want to tell them that there is nothing that you can’t

come back from. There is nothing that is un-healable. I guess, I want to

say to them what I wanted someone to say to me for so long (what I had

to 2nd out for myself). I want to be able to make other people’s dreams
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possible. I want to look back at my life and think, “I’ve really done it… I

took all of the ugliness and cruelty that I was fed and I turned it into

beauty. I turned it into compassion and kindness.” To me, that is the

ultimate win. And sel2shly, I want publishers to chase me down,

begging me to write another book. Haha. I’ve been having a lot of these

moments today… Crossroads moments where you can just feel in the

air that your life is about to change.

I received a death threat in the mail yesterday. I’m averaging 1 to 10 of

them a week now via standard mail and e-mail. Most of them of course,

compliments of the “Christian Right Wing”, who think I am the

incarnation of Satan or Lilith (the succubus). After all, I teach that

people are an extension of God. Which is to say that you are indivisible

from that which is god. Which is to say that you are God, which to

many in the Christian community is a sin worse than murder. It is

blasphemy. I try to relate to what they must be feeling and how

dangerous they must feel that I am. I always say that you are not trying

on someone else’s perspective enough, until you would see yourself

making the exact same decision that they made. Including the decision

to write a death threat letter. But it’s hard to do that to be sure. It’s a

weird feeling to read death threats for me. It’s hard not to take them

seriously when people getting killed was a reality in my childhood

instead of something I only heard about in the news. I had to make a

decision before I stepped onto the world stage. The decision I had to

make was whether or not it was worth it to risk more torture and

potentially death for the opportunity to say what needs to be said. The

other people that I have been in healing groups with (who have

escaped from similar situations) think I am insane. They know how

dangerous these cults are. They know what lengths they will go to in

order to conceal themselves. Many of them have made a deliberate

point of never talking to me again out of fear of me exposing them.

They write me letters warning me that if I don’t stop doing what I’m

doing that everyone around me, including myself will end up dead or

worse. I made the decision long ago that I know personally that there

are worse things than death… like silence. Like suppression. Like

spending your life hiding from something. And so, I decided that the

freedom of self-expression is worth anything, even torture and death. I

also know that there are two ways of hiding. One is to try to disappear

so no one 2nds you again. The other is to be so fully in the public eye,

that it is hard to disappear without someone noticing and coming after
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you. There’s just one thing I can’t seem to get over… My son. It takes

true haters about one second to 2gure out that the best way to truly

destroy someone is to go after their children. This year, was the 2rst

time that people started to target my son and express their intentions of

taking him away from me, so I couldn’t corrupt his soul (and yes, if

anyone is wondering… I am doing shadow work as to why I am a match

to all this… but this is a blog about the real, raw truth of who I am).

And I have to admit. It is far easier to stop caring what happens to

yourself than it is to stop caring what happens to your child.
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