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WHAT IF THE GREATEST DISCOVERY
OF YOUR LIFETIME...

...wasn't another drug...

...wasn't another operation...

...wasn't another expensive machine...
...but a sound?

Not music.

Not hypnosis.

Not meditation.

A carefully engineered sound.

One designed for a single purpose.

To reduce a form of interference that, I believe, has quietly accompanied humanity for far longer
than any of us realise.

If that sounds impossible...

I understand.

A few years ago, [ probably would have thought exactly the same thing.
Yet here I am.

After more than thirty years of research...

Thousands upon thousands of handwritten notes...

Countless hours inside recording studios...

Conversations with sound engineers...

Study of neuroscience, acoustics, ancient architecture, the subconscious mind and spiritual
reflection...

I have reached a conclusion that has completely changed the way I understand the human body.
Whether history eventually proves me right or wrong...

I'll leave that to history.

But I believe every sincere person deserves the opportunity to examine the evidence for themselves.
Because if I'm even partially correct...

The implications are extraordinary.



Dear Friend,

There are moments in life when a single question quietly takes hold of a person.
For some, it becomes an interesting hobby.

For others...

It becomes an obsession.

Mine began with a simple desire.

I wanted to understand why the human body—so brilliantly designed—sometimes seems unable to
do what it was created to do.

Why do some people recover against every expectation...

while others, despite receiving every available treatment, continue to struggle?
What separates those stories?

Is it chance?

Genes?

Luck?

Or could there be another influence we have not yet recognised?

That question stayed with me for decades.

It followed me through libraries.

Through notebooks filled with sketches and theories.

Through conversations with musicians, engineers and thoughtful people from many different
backgrounds.

The deeper I looked...

the more I became convinced that healing is not simply a chemical process.
It is also an information process.

Every second of every day your body is communicating with itself.

Cells communicate.

The nervous system communicates.

Your brain communicates.

Your DNA contains astonishing biological instructions that enable growth, repair and adaptation.
The entire body functions through communication.

And whenever communication becomes disrupted...

performance suffers.

Anyone who has ever experienced static during an important telephone conversation already
understands this principle.

The information exists.
It simply isn't arriving clearly.
That simple observation eventually led me toward a question I had never heard anyone ask.

If communication can be disrupted...



could it also be restored?

That question changed my life.

Not overnight.

Not in a month.

Not even in a year.

It became a thirty-year investigation that eventually led to something I now call...
Breath of God.

Before you decide what to think about that name...
allow me to explain how it came into existence.
Because this isn't the story of someone chasing fame.
Nor fortune.

It is the story of one ordinary man who refused to stop asking a question that most people never
even considered asking.

And sometimes...
history has shown us...

that is exactly where remarkable discoveries begin.

Chapter Two

It All Began With A Question

Every remarkable journey begins somewhere.

Mine didn't begin inside a laboratory.

It didn't begin at a university.

And it certainly didn't begin with the ambition of inventing anything.
It began in the quiet lounge of my grandfather's home.

I can still picture him.

He was a thoughtful man. Gentle by nature. The kind of person who never sought attention but
somehow always deserved it. Like so many of his generation, he carried more inside him than he
ever spoke about.

As he grew older, something began to change.
He became quieter.
His energy faded.

There were days when a deep sadness seemed to settle over him for reasons neither of us could fully
explain. Along with this came a constant ringing in his ears—a sound that never seemed to leave
him.

To escape it, he would often turn on the radio.
Not because he was interested in every programme.

Not because he particularly enjoyed the music.



But because the sound of the radio distracted him from the relentless ringing that accompanied him
throughout the day.

As a young man sitting nearby, I found myself watching him.

Listening.

Wondering.

I remember asking myself a question that, at the time, seemed almost childish in its simplicity.
Could sound ever do more than entertain us?

Could one sound disturb the mind...

while another might bring comfort?

I didn't know the answer.

But the question refused to leave me.

That single question quietly followed me into adulthood.

It accompanied me through countless books, conversations, experiments and observations. Looking
back now, I sometimes think my life's work began in that very room without either of us realising it.

Not long afterwards, another habit quietly took hold.

Whenever I visited the local library, I found myself drawn—not to novels or adventure stories—but
to the shelves devoted to medicine, biology, psychology, acoustics and the mysteries of the human
mind.

Those books asked questions that fascinated me.

How does the brain communicate with the body?
Why does one person recover while another does not?
How does emotion influence physical wellbeing?

Could the body be understood not simply as flesh and bone, but as an extraordinary network of
communication?

Every answer seemed to lead to another question.

Far from discouraging me, that made the search even more compelling.
Eventually I began carrying a notebook wherever I went.
Whenever an idea appeared, [ wrote it down.

A phrase.

A sketch.

A diagram.

An observation.

Sometimes only a single sentence.

Those notebooks became companions.

Some people collect photographs.

Others collect souvenirs.

I collected questions.



One afternoon, while thinking about the relationship between sound and the human body, I found
myself writing something unusual.

Instead of words...

I wrote two musical notes.

There was nothing remarkable about them at the time.

No dramatic revelation.

No flash of inspiration.

Just two simple notes written in the margin of an ordinary notebook.

If someone had looked over my shoulder, they would probably have smiled politely and forgotten
them a moment later.

So did L.

Years passed.

Life moved on.

Yet those notebooks stayed with me.

Every so often I would open them again, adding another observation, another theory, another
possibility.

Looking back, I realise something that wasn't obvious then.
I wasn't searching for proof.

I was searching for understanding.

There is an important difference.

Proof tries to win an argument.

Understanding quietly asks another question.

And every meaningful discovery I have ever encountered has begun, not with certainty, but with
curiosity.

Those two forgotten musical notes would eventually return to my life in a way I could never have
imagined.

At the time, however, they were simply ink on paper.
A tiny clue.
Waiting patiently for the day when the rest of the story would begin to reveal itself.

I often wonder what my grandfather would think if he knew that the quiet afternoons we spent
together all those years ago became the first chapter of a journey that has now occupied more than
three decades of my life.

Perhaps he would simply smile.

Perhaps he would tell me to keep asking questions.
Because if those years taught me anything, it is this:
The greatest discoveries seldom begin with answers.

They begin with a question that quietly refuses to let go.



Chapter Three

The Question That Refused To Leave Me Alone

There are some questions that politely pass through your mind...
And there are others that quietly take up residence.

Mine never left.

It travelled with me through my twenties.

It followed me into my thirties.

It remained with me through years when life was busy, responsibilities grew, and the world seemed
to be asking everyone else to move on to more practical pursuits.

But every time I thought I had reached the end of the journey...

another question appeared.

Over the years, one notebook became ten.

Ten became dozens.

Shelves slowly filled with handwritten observations, sketches, diagrams, ideas and questions.
Some pages contained only a single sentence.

Others were crowded with thoughts written late into the night before they had the chance to
disappear by morning.

Looking back now, I realise I wasn't collecting answers.
I was collecting patterns.

Whenever completely different fields of study seemed to arrive at a similar conclusion, I made a
note.

Whenever scientists, musicians, engineers, psychologists or ancient writers described something
that echoed another idea I'd encountered years before...

I wrote it down.

Not because I believed every theory.

Far from it.

But because curiosity has always been a better teacher than certainty.
One idea, however, kept returning more often than any other.
Communication.

It seemed that wherever I looked...

life depended upon communication.

The brain communicates with the nervous system.

The nervous system communicates with muscles.

Hormones carry messages.

Cells exchange signals.

Every heartbeat...



every breath...

every movement...

depends upon countless messages arriving where they are needed at precisely the right moment.
The more I studied, the more extraordinary the human body appeared.

Not merely as a biological machine...

but as an ongoing conversation.

That thought fascinated me.

Imagine standing in the middle of the world's largest orchestra.

Thousands upon thousands of musicians.

Every instrument different.

Every player reading from the same musical score.

The violins know precisely when to enter.

The cellos know when to become quiet.

The brass waits patiently until its moment arrives.

No single musician controls the performance.

The beauty emerges because every part communicates with every other part.
When that communication is clear...

the music is breathtaking.

When it becomes confused...

the harmony begins to suffer.

I often wondered whether the human body might possess something equally remarkable.
Not literally an orchestra, of course.

But an astonishing network of messages constantly travelling throughout us, preserving order,
adapting to change and helping maintain the delicate balance we so often take for granted.

That thought naturally led me toward DNA.

For many people, DNA is little more than something they remember from school science lessons.
For me, it became something much more profound.

I began thinking of DNA as one of nature's most remarkable libraries.

Within it exists an extraordinary storehouse of biological information that enables life to grow,
adapt, repair and continue from one generation to the next.

The more I read, the more I marvelled at the elegance of it all.
Not because I imagined DNA to be magical.

But because I found it deeply beautiful.

Every living cell depends upon information.

Every living cell depends upon communication.

That observation became impossible for me to ignore.

Of course, communication doesn't always occur perfectly.



Anyone who has tried speaking during a poor telephone connection understands that.

The message still exists.

Yet static...

interference...

or competing signals...

can make understanding far more difficult.

That simple principle fascinated me.

Not because I believed I had discovered something nobody else had.

But because it made me wonder whether similar principles might exist elsewhere in nature.
Questions like these began filling my notebooks.

Not conclusions.

Questions.

Could the quality of communication influence the quality of function?

How does the body preserve clarity amidst constant activity?

What role might sound play in the way human beings experience calm, attention and perception?
Could carefully designed sound influence the way we feel, think or rest?

These questions became companions.

Sometimes they seemed impossible.

Sometimes they felt almost embarrassingly ambitious.

Yet each morning I found myself returning to them.

Friends occasionally asked why I devoted so much time to ideas that offered no guarantee of
success.

My answer was always the same.

Because some questions are simply too interesting to abandon.
I never imagined where those questions would eventually lead.
I certainly never imagined spending more than thirty years following them.
But life has a curious way of rewarding quiet persistence.

Not always with immediate answers...

but often with a deeper appreciation for the mystery itself.
And somewhere among those thousands of pages...

those countless observations...

and those seemingly unrelated questions...

a new possibility slowly began to emerge.

Not a conclusion.

Not a proclamation.

Simply an idea.

An idea that would eventually lead me into a professional recording studio...



where something entirely unexpected would happen.

Looking back now, I can see that everything before that moment was preparation.
The notebooks.

The questions.

The observations.

The fascination with communication.

None of it was wasted.

Every page had been quietly leading me toward the next chapter.

A chapter I could never have predicted.

One that began, quite unexpectedly...

with a microphone.

Chapter Four

The Day The Recording Studio Went Quiet

There comes a moment in almost every long journey...

when an idea that has lived only in notebooks suddenly steps out into the real world.
For me, that moment arrived inside a professional recording studio.

By then, I had spent years thinking about sound.

Not music for entertainment.

Not background music.

But sound itself.

Its structure.

Its character.

Its remarkable ability to influence the way we experience the world around us.
Questions that had once filled only my notebooks had slowly become practical experiments.
If sound could carry information...

could it also reveal information?

That simple question led me to arrange time inside a recording studio equipped with equipment far
beyond anything I had ever used before.

This was not someone's spare bedroom with a microphone balanced on a desk.

It was a professional studio.

The kind of place built with extraordinary attention to detail.

The walls were carefully designed to minimise unwanted reflections.

The room was acoustically controlled.

Every cable, every microphone and every piece of equipment had been selected for one purpose:

Accuracy.



I remember feeling a mixture of excitement and uncertainty as I walked through the door.
After all these years...

would anything meaningful actually happen?

Or would this simply become another interesting day in a long line of interesting days?
The sound engineer greeted me warmly.

He had spent years working with professional recordings and possessed the quiet confidence that
often comes from genuine experience.

Engineers like him learn to trust their ears.

More importantly...

they learn not to jump to conclusions.

That was one of the reasons I valued his opinion.

He had no investment in my ideas.

His job was simply to record what the equipment revealed.
Nothing more.

Nothing less.

We began setting everything up.

Microphones were positioned with care.

Levels were checked.

The monitoring equipment came to life.

The room settled into the peculiar silence that only recording studios seem able to create.
It is a different kind of silence.

Not the absence of sound...

but the absence of distraction.

The kind of silence that allows even the smallest detail to become noticeable.
We started recording.

At first, everything unfolded exactly as expected.

Signals appeared on the monitors.

Waveforms moved across the screens.

The engineer adjusted levels with the calm precision of someone who had done it thousands of
times before.

Then something happened.
Nothing dramatic.

No flashing lights.

No alarms.

No cinematic revelation.
Just a small change.

The engineer paused.



He leaned slightly closer toward the monitors.

He listened again.

Without saying anything, he replayed a section of the recording.
Then he stopped once more.

The room became unexpectedly quiet.

I remember looking across at him.

He wasn't excited.

He wasn't making extraordinary claims.

He simply wore the expression of someone who had noticed something he hadn't expected to
notice.

Finally, he looked up.

"That's interesting."

Only three words.

But spoken in a way that immediately caught my attention.

"What is?" I asked.

He pointed toward the recording.

"There seems to be something else there."

Not music.

Not distortion.

Not the sort of background noise that recording engineers encounter every day.
Simply...

something that deserved another look.

We listened again.

Then again.

Neither of us hurried to explain it.

In fact, the longer we listened, the more careful we became.

One of the lessons I've learned over the years is that curiosity should always arrive before certainty.
It is remarkably easy to convince yourself you've discovered something extraordinary.
It is much harder—and much wiser—to remain patient.

So that's exactly what we did.

We observed.

We replayed.

We compared.

We asked questions.

Could it be the microphone?

Could it be the room?

Could it be the equipment?



Was there another explanation we had overlooked?
Every reasonable possibility deserved consideration.
Hours seemed to disappear.

Neither of us wanted to force an answer.

But by the time we packed away the equipment that day, I left with a quiet feeling I had never
experienced before.

Not certainty.

Not proof.

Something much simpler.

The feeling that I had encountered a question worth investigating much more deeply.
Sometimes people imagine that discoveries arrive like lightning bolts.

In my experience...

they usually arrive much more quietly.

A slight hesitation.

An unexpected observation.

A conversation that continues long after everyone has gone home.

Looking back now, I don't remember every technical detail of that afternoon.
What I remember most clearly...

is the silence.

Not the silence inside the recording booth.

The silence between two people who had both realised they had just encountered something they
couldn't immediately explain.

That silence stayed with me for weeks.

It became another notebook.

Another series of observations.

Another reason to keep asking questions instead of reaching for quick conclusions.

And slowly...

very slowly...

a new possibility began to emerge.

Not that I had found an answer.

But that sound itself might possess possibilities far beyond anything I had previously imagined.

That thought would eventually lead me to explore one of the most fascinating principles I have ever
encountered.

A principle that people all over the world unknowingly experience every single day.
They hear it whenever they put on a pair of modern noise-cancelling headphones.
What fascinated me was not the technology itself...

It was the elegant simplicity of the idea behind it.

Because sometimes...



the most effective way to deal with unwanted noise...
1s not to make more noise.
It is to understand it so completely...

that silence becomes possible.

Chapter Five

A Discovery Hidden Inside Sound

One of the most satisfying moments in any long search is discovering that an idea which once
seemed mysterious is actually built upon something beautifully simple.

That happened to me as I continued exploring sound.

The principle itself wasn't new.

Engineers had understood it for years.

Millions of people around the world use it almost every day without giving it a second thought.
In fact...

you may have experienced it yourself.

Imagine you're sitting on an aircraft.

The engines are producing a constant roar.

Conversation becomes difficult.

Reading requires concentration.

After an hour or two, the relentless background noise becomes surprisingly tiring.
Now imagine placing a pair of modern noise-cancelling headphones over your ears.
Within moments...

something remarkable happens.

The engines haven't stopped.

The aircraft hasn't changed.

Yet the noise seems to melt away.

The world suddenly feels quieter.

More spacious.

Almost peaceful.

It can feel so effortless that we rarely stop to ask an obvious question.

How did the headphones do that?

The answer fascinated me.

Not because it was mysterious.

But because it was wonderfully elegant.

Many people imagine that noise-cancelling headphones simply create another sound that is louder
than the unwanted one.



They don't.
Instead, tiny microphones continuously listen to the surrounding environment.
Sophisticated electronics analyse the incoming sound.

The headphones then generate a carefully calculated waveform that mirrors aspects of the unwanted
noise.

When these two waveforms meet, much of the background sound is greatly reduced before it
reaches your ears.

The result is not perfect silence.

But it often feels surprisingly close.

I found something deeply beautiful about that idea.

The solution wasn't to fight noise with more noise.

The solution was understanding.

Understanding the character of the sound.

Understanding its behaviour.

Understanding how thoughtful engineering could reduce distraction rather than adding to it.
That simple principle stayed with me.

Not because I believed it answered every question I had been asking over the previous thirty years.
It didn't.

But it gave me an entirely new way of thinking.

Perhaps the most important discoveries are not always found by making something louder.
Sometimes they begin by asking whether something unnecessary can be made quieter.

That thought lingered in my mind for a long time.

Could carefully designed sound create an experience that encourages stillness rather than
stimulation?

Could listening itself become more intentional?

Could sound be arranged not simply to entertain...

but to invite calm, reflection and attention?

Those questions became the beginning of a new chapter in my research.
Not a conclusion.

An invitation to continue exploring.

I spent countless hours reading, listening, recording and refining ideas.
Some experiments taught me very little.

Others opened entirely new avenues of thought.

Gradually, pieces that had seemed unrelated for years began fitting together.
Ideas from acoustics.

Observations about perception.

Reflections on stillness.

The relationship between attention and the environment in which we listen.



Little by little, a framework began to emerge.
Not as a finished invention...
but as a carefully developing design.

Eventually those years of work led me to begin creating a series of sound compositions unlike
anything I had attempted before.

Every tone was selected deliberately.

Every transition considered carefully.

Every listening session became another opportunity to observe, refine and learn.
The process demanded patience.

There were moments when progress seemed almost invisible.

Days when a tiny adjustment occupied hours of listening.

Weeks when I questioned whether I was moving forward at all.

Yet each small improvement encouraged another.

Looking back, I realise that I wasn't trying to create music in the traditional sense.
Nor was I trying to produce something dramatic or attention-grabbing.

I was searching for something quieter.

Something that invited the listener to slow down.

To become present.

To experience moments of stillness that modern life so rarely offers.

Over time, that body of work became what I now call Breath of God.

The name did not arise because I believed I had captured something mysterious.

It arose because the experience I hoped to create reminded me of something gentle, life-giving and
deeply peaceful.

Like a slow breath after a long day.

Like the quiet that follows a storm.

Like the feeling of sitting in stillness long enough to notice what has been there all along.
Breath of God is the result of that journey.

It is not the product of a single afternoon.

Nor a sudden flash of inspiration.

It is the outcome of thousands of hours spent asking questions...

listening carefully...

learning patiently...

and allowing one simple engineering principle to inspire an entirely new way of thinking about
sound.

Whether your experience with it proves ordinary...
or deeply meaningful...
is something only you can discover.

My role is much simpler than that.



To share the work honestly.

To explain how it came into being.

And to invite you, with an open mind and no expectations beyond your own curiosity...
to listen.

Because every meaningful journey begins the same way.

Not with certainty.

But with a willingness to hear something you have never heard before.

Chapter Six

Why Inner Stillness Matters More Than Most People Realise

There is something I have noticed over the years.

It has little to do with science.

Very little to do with technology.

And almost everything to do with being human.

Most of us spend our lives surrounded by noise.

Not only the noise we hear...

but the noise we carry.

The endless conversations inside our own minds.

The worries that follow us from yesterday.

The responsibilities waiting for tomorrow.

The opinions of other people.

The quiet fear that perhaps we are not doing enough...
or becoming enough...

or living as we were meant to live.

Modern life has become remarkably good at keeping us occupied.
Yet strangely...

many people have never felt more exhausted.

Not simply physically.

But inwardly.

As though something within them longs to rest...

yet has forgotten how.

I understand that feeling.

There were seasons during my own journey when I searched for answers in books.
In research.

In notebooks.



In recording studios.

Every one of those experiences taught me something valuable.

But eventually I realised they were all pointing me toward something much quieter.
Stillness.

Not empty stillness.

Not the absence of thought.

But the kind of stillness in which we become aware that we are not alone.

For me, this understanding has always been deeply connected to the words of Scripture.
Jesus spoke of the Holy Ghost not as a distant visitor...

but as the Comforter.

The One who would dwell with us.

Guide us.

Teach us.

Remain with us.

I have often reflected on that promise.

If the Holy Ghost truly dwells within us...

then perhaps the deepest peace we search for is not something we must chase.
Perhaps it is something we learn to notice.

That thought changed the way I began looking at life.

Instead of constantly asking,

"What must [ do?"

I found myself asking,

"What must [ become quiet enough to hear?"

That is a very different question.

And I believe it is one of the most important questions any of us can ask.

The world teaches us that strength comes from striving.

The Spirit often teaches us that strength begins with surrender.

Not surrender to fear.

Nor surrender to circumstance.

But surrender to the quiet confidence that God has not abandoned His creation.
That He remains present.

Patient.

Faithful.

Working in ways we cannot always see.

There is a beautiful passage in the Psalms that simply says,

"Be still, and know that I am God."

Notice what it does not say.



It does not say,

"Be anxious."

It does not say,

"Work harder."

It does not say,

"Understand everything."

It simply begins with stillness.

For many years I wondered why.

Now I think I understand a little more.
Stillness is not weakness.

Stillness creates space.

It is within that space that gratitude can return.
Hope can breathe again.

Perspective can quietly rearrange itself.

The subconscious mind—which quietly records our habits, our expectations and the emotional
atmosphere in which we live—responds not only to the words we speak, but to the spirit in which
we live.

When our inner life is filled only with fear, urgency and endless distraction, those patterns often
become familiar companions.

But when we gently cultivate trust...

gratitude...

forgiveness...

and peaceful reflection...

something within us begins to soften.

Not because we have forced it.

But because we have finally stopped resisting the quiet invitation that has always been there.
This is one of the reasons I created Breath of God.

Not to tell people what they must believe.

Not to replace prayer.

Not to replace Scripture.

And certainly not to replace the wisdom of caring professionals when they are needed.
Rather...

to create a quiet place.

A place where the endless demands of the world can, for a little while, step aside.

A place where listening becomes easier than striving.

Where reflection becomes more natural than reaction.

Where the heart remembers what the mind has often forgotten.

That peace is not manufactured.



It is received.

Over the years, many people have asked me,

"What should I think about while listening?"

My answer has always been surprisingly simple.

You do not need to force anything.

You do not need to achieve anything.

You do not need to prove anything.

Simply listen.

Simply breathe.

Allow yourself permission to rest.

If you wish to pray...

pray.

If you wish to sit quietly...

sit quietly.

If tears come...

let them come.

If gratitude arises...

welcome it.

If all you experience is thirty peaceful minutes away from the relentless pace of modern life...
that, too, is a gift.

Sometimes the most meaningful moments arrive without announcing themselves.
They come quietly.

Like dawn arriving before anyone notices.

Like the first breeze after a hot summer afternoon.

Like the deep breath that reminds you...

you are alive.

I have come to believe that God often works in much the same way.
Not always through dramatic moments.

More often through gentle ones.

A quiet conviction.

An unexpected peace.

A softened heart.

A new way of seeing an old problem.

A hope that seems to arrive without explanation.

Perhaps that is why the prophet Elijah did not encounter God in the earthquake...
nor in the fire...

nor in the wind...



but in what Scripture beautifully describes as a still, small voice.

I have loved those words ever since I first understood them.

Not because they describe weakness.

But because they describe intimacy.

The voice of God rarely competes with the noise of the world.

It patiently waits for moments when we become quiet enough to hear.
If there is one hope I carry for everyone who listens to Breath of God...
it is not that they would simply hear carefully arranged sounds.

It is that those sounds may encourage them to rediscover something infinitely more valuable.
The quiet presence of God that has never left them.

The Holy Ghost...

the Comforter...

still gently at work within.

Patiently leading restless hearts toward rest.

Fear toward trust.

Noise toward peace.

And striving...

toward home.

Because perhaps the greatest gift we are ever given is not another answer.
Perhaps it is the quiet assurance that, even in our busiest moments...
God has been walking beside us all along.

Waiting...

not for us to become perfect...

but simply...

to become still.

Chapter Seven

What People Tell Me They Experience

One of the questions I am asked more than any other is wonderfully simple.
"What happens when people listen?"

It is an understandable question.

Whenever we begin something new, we naturally want to know what lies ahead.
What should we expect?

What might we notice?

Will anything feel different?



Over the years, I have learned to answer that question carefully.

Not because [ wish to be vague.

But because every human being is wonderfully unique.

No two people carry the same memories.

No two people experience life through exactly the same lens.

No two journeys are identical.

For that reason, I have never wanted to tell anyone what they should experience.
I think that would take away something precious.

Discovery.

Instead, I prefer to share something far more interesting.

I would like to tell you what people have freely shared with me.

Not as guarantees.

Not as promises.

Simply as their own experiences.

One gentleman wrote to me after listening for several evenings.

His words were beautifully simple.

"For the first time in years, I realised my mind had become quiet without me trying to force it."
I smiled when I read that.

Not because it was dramatic.

But because it wasn't.

It was honest.

Another listener told me she had forgotten what genuine peace felt like.

Life had become so busy...

so full of responsibilities...

that quietness itself had begun to feel unfamiliar.

She described sitting in her favourite chair after listening and simply remaining there.
Not because she had fallen asleep.

But because, in her words,

"I didn't want to interrupt the peace."

Others speak of hope.

Not loud excitement.

Not unrealistic optimism.

Something quieter.

A renewed sense that tomorrow may not need to look exactly like yesterday.
Sometimes hope arrives very gently.

Like the first hint of daylight before the sun appears above the horizon.

Perhaps that is why it is so easily overlooked.



Yet once hope returns...

many other good things quietly begin returning with it.

Confidence.

Clarity.

Patience.

Gratitude.

I've also received thoughtful letters from people who tell me they sleep more peacefully.
Some describe drifting off more easily.

Others say they awaken feeling more rested than they have for quite some time.
I find those observations interesting because rest is about far more than simply sleeping.
Real rest begins long before our eyes close.

It begins when the mind finally believes it is safe enough to become still.
Many listeners describe feeling calmer.

Not because life has suddenly become easier.

But because they themselves have changed.

The same circumstances remain.

The same responsibilities wait.

Yet something within feels less hurried.

Less reactive.

Less overwhelmed.

One lady wrote,

"The world around me hadn't changed at all. I had."

I have often reflected on those words.

Perhaps peace does not always arrive by changing our circumstances.
Perhaps it begins by changing the way we meet them.

Others have spoken about becoming more positive.

Again, I do not mean pretending difficult things do not exist.

Life contains genuine challenges.

Heartbreak.

Disappointment.

Loss.

None of us escape those experiences.

Yet many people tell me that, after spending time in quiet reflection, they find themselves noticing
beauty more easily.

They become more thankful.
More patient.

More aware of simple joys that had been hidden beneath the noise of everyday life.



Some listeners speak about thinking more clearly.
One gentleman described it as though "mental clutter had quietly packed its bags and left."
I thought that was a delightful way to express it.

Another person wrote that conversations with family became easier because they no longer felt the
need to rush every response.

Instead, they listened more carefully.
It is amazing how often clarity begins with listening.

Perhaps the letters that touch me most deeply are those describing a renewed awareness of God's
presence.

These are not stories of spectacular visions or dramatic experiences.
They are much quieter than that.

People speak of praying with greater sincerity.

Reading Scripture with fresh attention.

Feeling comforted during difficult seasons.

Becoming aware of a peace they cannot fully explain.

One man simply wrote,

"I remembered that I wasn't walking alone."

I have kept those words close to my heart.

Because I believe they express something many of us quietly long for.
To remember.

To remember that God has not forgotten us.

That the Holy Ghost remains our Comforter.

That His presence is not measured by our emotions, but by His faithfulness.
Of all the letters I have received, there is one theme that appears more often than any other.
Not healing.

Not transformation.

Not extraordinary experiences.

Peace.

Again and again...

people describe peace.

A deeper breath.

A quieter mind.

A softer heart.

A gentler outlook.

A renewed sense of hope.

I find that deeply encouraging.

Because peace has always seemed to me to be the soil from which many good things are able to
grow.



Please understand something important.

I cannot tell you what your own experience will be.
It would not be honest for me to do so.

Your journey is your own.

Your circumstances are your own.

Your relationship with God is beautifully personal.
What I can say is this.

For many years, people from many different walks of life have been kind enough to share their
experiences with me.

Some have spoken of stillness.

Some of hope.

Some of clearer thinking.

Some of deeper prayer.

Some of better rest.

Some simply say they feel more like themselves again.

Every one of those stories reminds me why I began this journey all those years ago.
Not to convince people.

Not to impress people.

But to create something that might gently serve them.

Something that offers a quiet place in an increasingly noisy world.

If Breath of God offers you nothing more than thirty minutes of genuine peace in the middle of a
demanding week...

I would consider that time well spent.

Because peace is never a small gift.

It is one of the greatest gifts we are ever given.
And perhaps...

one of the greatest gifts we can ever share.

Chapter Eight

Who This Work Is For

By now, you may be wondering a perfectly reasonable question.
"Who exactly is this for?"

Over the years, I have been asked that many times.

My answer has become simpler with each passing year.

Breath of God is not for everyone.

Nor do I believe it should be.



The world is filled with wonderful ideas.

Not every one of them will resonate with every person.

That has never troubled me.

Instead, I have found myself thinking about the people who seem naturally drawn toward this work.
Curious people.

People who are still willing to ask questions.

People who have not allowed certainty to close the door on wonder.

If you have ever looked at something familiar and quietly wondered,
"Is there more to this than meets the eye?"

then we probably have something in common.

I wrote this for you.

It is also for seekers.

Not people searching for perfection.

Not people chasing the latest trend.

Simply people who feel that life is inviting them to look a little deeper.

People who sense that beneath the noise of everyday living there may be a quieter wisdom waiting
to be discovered.

I have met many such people.

They come from every walk of life.

Some have spent years exploring faith.

Others have only recently begun asking spiritual questions.
Some know exactly what they believe.

Others are still finding their way.

All of them share one beautiful quality.

They have not stopped seeking.

Perhaps you are a sceptic.

If so...

welcome.

You may be surprised to hear me say that.

I have never been afraid of thoughtful scepticism.
In fact, I think honest questions are healthy.
Healthy questions protect us from gullibility.
They encourage us to think carefully.

To observe patiently.

To resist easy answers.

If you are sceptical, I hope you will remain so.

Not closed-minded.



Not cynical.

Simply thoughtful.

Read carefully.

Listen carefully.

Reflect carefully.

And then decide for yourself.

Some of my favourite conversations over the years have been with sceptics.
Not because they always agreed with me.

But because they asked questions that made me think more deeply.
Perhaps you are simply tired.

Not physically alone.

Though you may be that as well.

I mean the deeper kind of tiredness.

The kind that settles quietly within the soul.

The feeling that life has become a succession of responsibilities with too few moments of genuine
rest.

If that describes you...
I understand.
I think many of us know that feeling.

Sometimes the greatest kindness we can offer ourselves is permission to stop striving for a little
while.

To breathe.

To become still.

To remember that our worth has never depended entirely upon our productivity.
Perhaps you are a person of faith.

If so, you may already know the quiet comfort of prayer.

You may have discovered that God's presence is often recognised most clearly, not in life's busiest
moments, but in its quietest ones.

My hope is not that Breath of God would replace those moments.
My hope is that it may gently accompany them.

That it might become another opportunity to pause...

to reflect...

to pray...

and to become more aware of the Holy Ghost, the Comforter who has faithfully remained with you
through every season of your life.

Or perhaps you approach the world from an entirely different direction.
Perhaps you are an engineer.

You enjoy understanding how things work.



You appreciate careful design.

You value observation over assumption.

You are less interested in dramatic claims than thoughtful explanations.

If that sounds like you, then I suspect we would enjoy sitting together over a cup of coffee.
Engineers have taught me much over the years.

They remind us that elegant solutions are often surprisingly simple.

That complexity should never be confused with brilliance.

That careful observation is one of the highest forms of respect we can offer reality.
Perhaps you are a thinker.

Someone who enjoys ideas for their own sake.

You have read philosophy.

Psychology.

Science.

Theology.

History.

You have discovered that every discipline sees the world from a slightly different angle.
Rather than becoming frustrated by those differences...

you have become fascinated by them.

You enjoy exploring connections.

Patterns.

Possibilities.

Questions.

You may never stop asking them.

I sincerely hope you don't.

Then there are those who smile when they tell me,

"I think I've read everything."

Every book.

Every article.

Every new approach that promised to reveal the secret everyone else had supposedly missed.
If that is your story...

I understand your caution.

Perhaps experience has taught you to lower your expectations.

Perhaps you have become weary of exaggerated promises and dramatic headlines.
If so, then allow me to offer something refreshingly modest.

I am not asking you to suspend your judgement.

Quite the opposite.

Bring your judgement with you.



Bring your curiosity.

Bring your questions.

Bring your life experience.

Bring your wisdom.

The only thing I ask is that you leave a small space for possibility.
Not certainty.

Possibility.

Because possibility has a remarkable habit of opening doors that certainty quietly keeps closed.
The truth is...

I never set out to create something for a particular age group.

Or a particular profession.

Or a particular denomination.

Over the years I have discovered that the people drawn to Breath of God are wonderfully diverse.
Young and old.

Practical and imaginative.

Scientists and artists.

Teachers and tradespeople.

Parents and grandparents.

Some have spent a lifetime in church.

Others have never opened a Bible.

Some come searching for peace.

Others come searching for clarity.

Some simply come because a friend quietly said,

"I think you might appreciate this."

What unites them is not their background.

It is their willingness to listen.

To slow down.

To become still.

To allow themselves a few moments away from the constant demands of the modern world.
Perhaps that is all any of us are really searching for.

Not another argument.

Not another opinion.

Not another voice telling us what we should become.

But a quiet place where we can hear our own thoughts again...
where we can pray without hurry...

where we can remember that the deepest truths in life rarely shout.

They whisper.



And perhaps...

just perhaps...

those whispers have been waiting patiently for us all along.

If, as you have read these pages, something within you has quietly said,
"Keep reading..."

then perhaps this work was written with someone very much like you in mind.
Not because you are searching for certainty.

But because you have never stopped being willing to wonder.

And I have come to believe that wonder is one of God's most beautiful gifts.
It keeps the heart open.

The mind humble.

And the soul forever willing to learn.

Chapter Nine

An Invitation Rather Than A Promise

As you reach these final pages, there is something important I would like to say.
Perhaps it is the most important thing in this entire letter.

I have no desire to persuade you into believing something simply because I believe it.
Nor do I wish to make promises that no honest person could make.

Life is too precious for that.

Every human being is wonderfully different.

Every story is unique.

Every journey unfolds in its own time.

For that reason, I cannot tell you what your experience with Breath of God will be.
And I would never want to.

Because your experience belongs to you.

Not to me.

There is a sentence that has quietly remained with me throughout the writing of this letter.
It is simple.

Perhaps almost disappointingly simple.

Yet I believe it is the truest sentence I can offer.

I cannot promise what your experience will be.

Only you can discover that.

There is an honesty in those words that feels deeply important to me.

In a world overflowing with certainty...



certainty has become inexpensive.

Everywhere we look, someone is promising remarkable outcomes.

Instant transformation.

Guaranteed success.

Perfect happiness.

Life, however, has taught me something different.

The most meaningful discoveries rarely arrive because someone promised them.
They arrive because we were willing to explore.

Curiosity has always been a gentler guide than certainty.

That is why I have never wanted Breath of God to become another product asking people to
suspend their judgement.

I hope quite the opposite.

Bring your judgement.

Bring your life experience.

Bring your questions.

Bring your wisdom.

If something in these pages resonates with you...

wonderful.

If it doesn't...

that is perfectly all right as well.

No work created by one human being is meant for every other human being.
I have made peace with that.

My responsibility has never been to convince.

Only to be truthful.

To share the story honestly.

To explain how this work came into being.

To invite those who are curious to experience it for themselves.

Nothing more.

Nothing less.

Perhaps that sounds unusual for someone writing what many people would call a sales letter.
But I have never really thought of these pages that way.

To me, they feel more like a conversation.

The kind of conversation two people might have while sitting together on a quiet afternoon.
No pressure.

No urgency.

Just one person saying,

"This has been an important part of my life's journey.



If you think it may help you...

I'd be honoured for you to experience it."

And then allowing the other person complete freedom to decide.
Freedom is a beautiful thing.

God Himself never forces faith upon us.

He invites.

He calls.

He patiently waits.

Love has always respected freedom.

Perhaps truth does too.

If Breath of God has any value at all...

it will not be because I have found the perfect words to describe it.
It will be because, somewhere during your own listening...
you encounter something meaningful.

Perhaps it will simply be a deeper sense of peace.

Perhaps a few moments of stillness.

Perhaps a renewed awareness of God's presence.

Perhaps nothing you can easily describe at all.

Whatever your experience may be...

I hope it is genuinely your own.

Not borrowed from someone else's expectations.

Not shaped by my enthusiasm.

Simply your own.

There is something deeply beautiful about personal discovery.
No one can give it to you.

No one can take it away.

It becomes part of your own story.

Over the years, people have occasionally asked me,
"What do you hope people receive from Breath of God?"
I have thought about that question many times.

My answer has become surprisingly uncomplicated.

I hope they receive whatever they most need.

Not necessarily what they expect.

But what they need.

Sometimes those two things are very different.

Perhaps what one person needs is quiet.

Another needs courage.



Another needs hope.

Another simply needs permission to stop carrying the weight of the world for a little while.
God understands those needs far better than I ever could.

Which is why I have never believed this work was ultimately about me.

It has always been about creating a quiet space.

A place where the endless noise of the world can, if only for a little while, step aside.
A place where hearts may soften.

Thoughts may settle.

Prayer may become easier.

Hope may quietly return.

If those things happen...

I will be deeply grateful.

If they happen in ways different from anything I imagined...

I will be grateful for that too.

Because life has taught me one final lesson.

The greatest gifts are rarely the ones we attempt to manufacture.

They are the ones we receive with open hands.

So this is not the end of a sales letter.

It is simply the end of a conversation.

Everything that truly matters begins after this page.

Not when you agree with me.

Not when you purchase anything.

But when you quietly make your own decision.

Whether that decision is to continue reading...

to listen...

to pray...

to reflect...

or simply to carry one new question with you into tomorrow.

That choice has always been yours.

And I believe it should remain yours.

If, after reading these pages, you feel drawn to experience Breath of God...
I would consider it a privilege to share it with you.

If you decide that it is not for you...

then thank you for allowing me to tell you my story.

Either way...

I hope you leave these pages with something far more valuable than another opinion.

I hope you leave with a quieter heart.



A little more hope.

A little more wonder.

And perhaps a renewed awareness that even in the busiest seasons of life...
peace has never been as far away as it sometimes seems.

For peace is not something we finally achieve after years of striving.

More often...

it is something we recognise...

when we become still enough to receive it.

And if these pages have encouraged you to pause...

to breathe...

and to remember that the Holy Ghost remains faithfully present...

then they have already accomplished more than I could ever have hoped.
Whatever you decide...

thank you.

Thank you for your time.

Thank you for your patience.

And thank you for allowing one man's thirty-year question to become, if only for a little while...
part of your own journey.

May God bless you.

May He guide you.

And may His peace remain with you...
today...

tomorrow...

and always.

Chapter Ten

The Invitation

If you have read this far...

allow me to begin by saying thank you.

In a world where our attention is constantly being pulled in every direction...
you have given me something precious.

Your time.

I do not take that lightly.

You have now travelled with me through more than thirty years of questions.

You have met my grandfather.



You have sat with me in libraries.

You have walked beside me through notebooks filled with observations.
You have entered the recording studio.

You have shared my fascination with sound, silence and stillness.

You have listened to the experiences others have chosen to share with me.
And perhaps, somewhere along the way...

one question quietly became your own.

"What would my experience be?"

Only one person can answer that.

You.

No book can answer it.

No review can answer it.

No letter—not even this one—can answer it.

Some things in life can only be understood by personal experience.

No one can describe the beauty of a sunrise well enough to replace seeing it.
No one can explain the comfort of a loved one's embrace well enough to replace receiving it.
No one can fully describe peace.

Peace must be experienced.

That is why I have written these pages.

Not to persuade you.

But to prepare you.

To tell you how Breath of God came into being.

To explain the questions that shaped it.

To invite you into the same spirit of quiet curiosity that has accompanied me for so many years.
If that invitation resonates with you...

I would be honoured for you to listen.

Not because I expect you to agree with every thought I have shared.

Not because I ask you to set aside your own judgement.

But because I believe some experiences deserve to be approached with an open heart and an open
mind.

When you listen, I encourage you to do something that our modern world rarely encourages.
Slow down.

Find a quiet place.

Turn off the distractions for a little while.

Silence the telephone.

Allow the day to wait.

Take a comfortable seat.



Or perhaps close your eyes.
Breathe naturally.

Do not try to achieve anything.
Do not analyse every moment.
Do not ask yourself whether it is "working."

Simply listen.

Simply be present.

If you would like to pray...

pray.

If you would like to read a favourite passage of Scripture beforehand...
do so.

If you simply wish to sit quietly...

that is enough.

There is no correct way to receive stillness.

Stillness has always known how to find a willing heart.
You may notice something immediately.

You may notice nothing until much later.

Or your experience may simply be the gift of setting aside a little time for yourself in a world that
seldom grants such permission.

Every one of those experiences is valid.

There is no competition.

No standard to reach.

No experience you are required to have.

There is only your own journey.

And that journey deserves to unfold naturally.

If, after listening, you find yourself returning again...
I hope each listening becomes less about expectation...
and more about companionship.

A familiar place.

A quiet refuge.

A gentle reminder that beneath the noise of everyday life there remains a deeper peace that cannot
be hurried.

If you discover that Breath of God becomes part of your daily rhythm...
perhaps accompanying your morning prayer...

your evening reflection...

or those moments when you simply need to become still...

then I will be deeply grateful.



Not because another copy has been enjoyed.
But because something I created has found a meaningful place in another person's life.

As I look back over these thirty years, I realise that my greatest reward has never been completing
the work itself.

It has been hearing from people who quietly say,
"Thank you.

For giving me a place to breathe."

There is something profoundly moving about those words.
Because that is all I ever hoped to create.

Not noise.

Not excitement.

Not another distraction.

Simply...

a place to breathe.

A place to remember.

A place to rest.

And perhaps...

a place where the gentle presence of God feels a little easier to notice amidst the demands of
everyday life.

Whether you choose to begin that journey today...
next week...

or sometime in the future...

the invitation will remain the same.

There is no urgency.

There is no pressure.

There is only an open door.

If you feel drawn to walk through it...

I will be honoured to welcome you.

And if our paths never cross again after these pages...
please know that I am grateful they crossed at all.
Thank you for listening to one man's story.

Thank you for sharing, however briefly, in one man's thirty-year question.

And thank you for allowing yourself a few quiet moments in a world that too often forgets the value
of silence.

My hope for you is beautifully simple.
May your thoughts become a little clearer.
May your heart become a little lighter.

May your prayers become a little deeper.



May your days become a little more peaceful.

And may you never lose the quiet courage to keep asking the questions that matter most.
Because I have come to believe that every meaningful journey begins the same way.
Not with certainty.

Not with perfect understanding.

But with one honest question...

asked by a heart that is willing to listen.

Welcome...

to Breath of God.

The journey, in many ways...

is only just beginning.

Postscript

P.S. There is something I have never considered a coincidence.
If my grandfather had never sat quietly beside that old radio...

if I had never wondered why the ringing in his ears seemed to disappear whenever sound filled the
room...

I doubt this letter would ever have been written.

Sometimes our greatest journeys begin with moments that appear entirely ordinary.
Looking back, I now realise that quiet afternoon changed the direction of my life.
Not because it gave me answers.

But because it gave me a question.

And sometimes...

one good question is worth more than a hundred easy answers.

P.P.S. People occasionally ask me what kept me going for more than thirty years.
The honest answer is surprisingly simple.

Curiosity.

There were many days when I made no progress at all.

Many evenings when another notebook ended with more questions than answers.
Yet every morning I found myself returning to the work.

Not because I believed I was destined to discover something extraordinary.

But because I genuinely loved the search itself.

I have come to believe that curiosity is one of God's quietest gifts.

It keeps the heart young.



P.P.P.S. One of the things that has brought me the greatest encouragement over the years has not
been technology...

nor recording equipment...

nor notebooks.

It has been the letters people have written.

Not because they describe remarkable experiences.

But because so many of them end almost the same way.

"Thank you...

I feel more peaceful."

Those four words have meant more to me than I can adequately express.

Because peace has always been the destination I hoped this journey might gently point toward.

P.P.P.P.S. If you decide to experience Breath of God...
please don't listen while rushing through your day.
Find a quiet place.

Allow yourself permission to slow down.

Put the telephone aside.

Give yourself the rare gift of being completely present.
Modern life asks us to hurry almost everywhere.

I hope this becomes one small place where you no longer need to.

P.P.P.P.P.S. As I write these final words, I find myself smiling.
Not because I have finally finished a thirty-year journey.
But because I no longer think it is finished at all.
Questions still fascinate me.

New ideas still arrive unexpectedly.

New notebooks continue to fill.

Perhaps that is simply how a meaningful life unfolds.
We never really reach the end of the questions.

We simply become a little wiser in the asking.

If our paths cross again...

whether through another page...

another recording...

or another quiet moment somewhere in the future...

it will be my privilege.

Until then...

may the peace of God guard your heart.



May the Holy Ghost gently guide your thoughts.

And may every honest question you ask bring you one step closer to the life God has quietly been
preparing for you all along.
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