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D E D I C A T I O N

To my dear Sylvia… You guide me. You protect me. Your love for me 
has released a deep and powerful love from within me… and all of it 
is for you.

30-years together was not nearly enough You are my entire world 
and I know that we are bonded through eternity.

I know you miss the “US” that we once had here too and I know 
you’re hurting just as much as I am.  I’m happy that I asked you to 
remain married to me “on the other side” and your instant response 
was “of course”. I still wear my wedding ring. You placed it on my 
finger and only you can remove it. I have your wedding ring on a 
chain around my neck. Hoping one day to place it on your finger 
once again.

When you’re near me now, those are very special times indeed. I 
look for you every day and call your name often. Although I see a 
vast expanse of space and time between us, you see it as a “blink of 
an eye”, I know that one day very soon, we will be together again… 
and when we are, I will never let you go!

— Your ever-loving husband, Paul





Before
I

Begin



As I write this, it hasn’t even been 2-weeks since My Sylvia has 
crossed over to the other side. So even writing this part is not easy 
for me.

What you find within these pages is the true account, as it was 
happening, of what my wife and I went through during her last 3-
weeks in this reality. The paragraphs are unformatted. The words are 
rough and the grammar won’t even make sense most of the time. In 
other words, this book contains the actual eMails I sent out — 
unedited.

On April 16th, 2011, I held a memorial service for My Sylvia. This 
book not only includes the handouts I created for those in 
attendance but it also includes the actual text that I read from 
during that Service. I want you to have as complete a picture as 
possible, of how my Sylvia and I dealt with those final 3-weeks 
together.

After my wife and I arrived at a local hospice, I had a friend go back 
to our home a few days later and get Sylvia’s (MacBook) computer. I 
then collected every eMail address she had stored in there and 
began typing an eMail message to everyone on that list. I didn’t have 
time or the mind to play games with it. So I sent the same exact 
message to family, friends, customers from our Insight Data 
computer business, members of a local Macintosh user’s group, the 
acupuncturist Sylvia used, the psychic healer we went to and more!

I was going mad from the news that My Sylvia and I would no longer 
be together. Up to now, Sylvia and I have not been more than 100-
feet apart for over 21-years… and were very happy! I needed an 
outlet so I used several eMails as therapy to at least “help” me get 
through some of my clouded-mind sessions.
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Basically, I opened a new message window and began typing. It was a 
real stream-of-consciousness! To this day, I don’t know what I 
wrote. I didn’t read them before sending them and I can’t go back 
now to read them because it’s just too painful. Several people have 
told me that those eMails have touched them in some way or that it 
made them feel closer to their loved ones. They tell me I opened my 
heart and poured out my very soul.

Because of the feedback I’ve received, from those who were on that 
eMail list, I decided to share those eMails with the rest of the world. 
Since Sylvia kept telling me to “tell our story”, as she lie there in the 
hospice bed, I’d like to think that’s what I’m doing here. If it touches 
you in some small way then Sylvia and I are happy that we opened 
our lives and shared this experience with you.

— Paul Rego

P.S. (Sylvia and I always thought of this as “Paul” and “Sylvia”)

In the eMail message, on page 15 of this book, I state that I cannot 
tell you what is written on that melamine board because it’s 
“private”. Well, now I can. Here is a reproduction of what Sylvia saw:
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 Sylvia (yes, you silly)
1.Get rid of the cancer.
2.Get back into your body.

 — Your ever-loving husband Paul





eMails

Paul & Sylvia Rego 1
(Macintosh)

NOTE: I wrote “Macintosh” in the Subject line of my first eMail because 
that’s how most people would know us. My mind was clouded and I had 
to quickly think of a word or phrase that would get everyone to read my 

message without trashing it. This was very important to me and Sylvia, so I 
went with the first “best word” I could come up with.



From: Paul & Sylvia Rego
Date: March 27, 2011 7:21:10 PM EDT
Bcc: Everyone
Subject: Paul & Sylvia Rego 1 (Macintosh)

I'm using Sylvia's MacBook and sending this message to everyone in 
her Address Book. This covers family, friends, M.A.C.S. members, 
Insight Data customers, etc. (This is simply the best way for me to 
deal with this.)

- - -

NOTE: As you read this, keep in mind that my mind is not totally 
clear. My goal is to simply provide a complete picture of what is, and 
has, happened to Sylvia, so I only have to state it once.

My mind is not totally clear right now, so I'm not quite sure where 
to begin. Maybe I'll start where Sylvia and I "thought" this whole 
event started…

About 6-years ago, Sylvia bumped her head (lightly) getting into our 
car. A few weeks later, a bump formed on her head. It grew to the 
size of a golf ball. (This is why some of you started seeing Sylvia 
wearing hats.) We then learned that a local store had some special 
Chinese herbs, which were created by a doctor living in the US. 
Sylvia took those herbs, 3-times a day, for over 5-years. The bump 
did go almost completely down during that time.

Over time, different things would happen to her body, which we 
attributed to those herbs doing their job and cleaning out even 
more problems. Last March, Sylvia had a "feeling" that she should 
stop taking those herbs. So she did. In April (2010), she started 
having a period — 24/7. This lasted until… she's still having it.
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In October, Sylvia had "level-10" pain day and night. There was no 
relief in sitting, standing, laying down… nothing. Now, Sylvia and I are 
EXTREMELY close — physically, mentally, spiritually, psychically, etc. 
We haven't been more than 100-feet apart since 1993. I've been 
taking care of her since October. At first, it was to simply help her 
up from a chair. By the middle of December, Sylvia could no longer 
walk.

One day in January, Sylvia and I were shopping in EarthFare (a local 
organic grocery store). She could only walk while holding onto the 
cart and me helping her. At one point, I had to run back (about 30-
feet) to ask one quick question of the employee we were just talking 
to. I was only gone about 30-seconds. When I returned, Sylvia was 
talking with an older, white-haired woman… "I was just telling her 
that she looked like she could use some help so I started talking to 
her." I explained what had been happening lately and she told us to 
go see a certain local acupuncturist. She mentioned that doctor's 
name many times during our 1-minute conversation. After she 
walked away, we talked about it… "Where did she come from?" 
"We're in the middle of the store but she wasn't carrying any 
groceries (she didn't have a cart)." Sylvia doesn't like needles but 
because of the way this happened, we thought it was a message from 
some "unseen" helpers who "beamed in" long enough to give us that 
message. So in February, Sylvia started acupuncture treatments. (This 
doctor also prescribed herbs for Sylvia but these were fresh and 
almost common ingredients, such as cloves.)

After the first week (1-treatment and a few days of herbal drinks), 
Sylvia's "period" lessened a lot! After the second treatment I asked 
the doctor if going twice a week would cure her twice as fast. He 
said "yes", so we did.
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When Sylvia could no longer walk (with my assistance), I would roll 
her through our mobile home in her office chair. I even put it in the 
car and used it to get Sylvia "in" and "out of" the doctor 
appointments. During this time, she was improving (very slowly) in 
some areas and getting weaker at the same time. (In October, food 
no longer tasted good and she pretty much stopped eating. By the 
end of December, Sylvia had gone from a 14/16 dress size down to 
skin and bones — in my "guess", probably a size 7!!!)

Over time, from October, I had been doing more and more for 
her… Getting her from bed to wheelchair (our bed is on the floor, 
so that is no easy task, believe me), to the toilet (and cleaning her), 
fixing the doctor's herbal drinks, changing her clothes, rubbing her 
swollen legs (her legs have always been swollen) with arnica (for 
pain) and tiger balm (for circulation). (This is what the acupuncture 
doctor said to do.) Basically, I did everything but change her tampon 
and put the food into her mouth (during January through March, 
when she started to eat again. (Well, I have to qualify that… Most 
days would consist of 6- to 18--ounces of herbal drink (6-ounces, 3-
times a day), a cup of yogurt and MAYBE a half cup of chicken broth. 
(Yes, we are vegetarians but the acupuncture doctor told us that she 
needs to build up her body with protein and that chicken and beef 
were the best ways to do it. Because we were ready to do anything 
and everything we could for Sylvia, she was willing to switch, 
temporarily, to chicken-based foods.)

Here (in this message), I have to say that Sylvia and I don't really 
have any local friends. We do have a few "soul friends" but they live 
in Albuquerque, NM, where Sylvia and I first met. We really didn't 
need any friends. To us, we are "compete" in every possible way. 
Sylvia and I are not only "like-minded" but we have similar tastes and 
can drill down into the details of just about any subject and not only 
understand the concepts but also would learn various things from it 
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— like a concentrated, 1-hour class on that subject. (I'm not talking 
about social trends. I'm talking about time travel, rotation of the 
planets, magic, marketing, corporation tactics, etc.)

During September, Sylvia and I decided to let some new friends into 
our lives… but who? So we said… Maybe just "putting that out 
there" is enough and we should just sit back and see who fills that 
void. Well, it didn't take long. During the October M.A.C.S. meeting 
(http://web.mac.com/macsnc) a member with the initials "G.S" came 
into our lives. (We had known her through M.A.C.S. for many years 
prior to this.)

G.S. has not only been supportive in our sometimes "goofy" 
decisions of how to help Sylvia but as she sees that we need 
something, she just brings it to us… from disposable underwear and 
bed pads to a (loaned) wheelchair and even to go so far to loan us 
the money so our landlord would build us a wheelchair ramp!!! 
(Before that, she was driving 35-miles (1.5-hour drive) from her 
home to ours, so she could help me get Sylvia up our 6-steps to our 
mobile home!!!) There is no "more giving" person on this planet!!!

Last Friday, I spoke with G.S. and told her we had a computer 
appointment helping a customer who had hired us through our 
company "Insight Data" (http://web.mac.com/macosmos). Without 
blinking, she said "what time do you want me there?" She drove up 
to our home, so she could follow us to the customer's house and sit 
in the car with Sylvia so Sylvia wouldn't be disoriented, could be 
watched while I made a little money and made sure Sylvia took her 
herbal drink on time!!!

By the time G.S. arrived I was COMPLETELY EXHAUSTED! That 
morning was the first time I couldn't get Sylvia to stand (with my 
assistance) and lock her legs while she hung on to the bathroom 
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sink, so I could clean her. It took me 2-hours to get Sylvia from the 
bed to the toilet then to the wheelchair. She not only slid to the 
floor once (from the wheelchair) but I was putting red blotches on 
her delicate skin — which I didn't realize, even though G.S. pointed 
this out to me 2-weeks before. I even put two 2-inch tears on her 
left arm, trying to get her out of bed. (Believe me, I am TRULY 
SORRY for doing that.)

So, after explaining all this to G.S. she said "You can't go on like 
this". I kept pacing the floor saying "But I don't know what to do." At 
one point, I had left the room to do something and by the time I had 
returned, G.S. had asked Sylvia if she wanted to go to the hospital 
and when Sylvia said "yes", G.S. phoned 911 and got the ball rolling.

So last Saturday, March 19th, the ambulance rolls up to our mobile 
home and takes Sylvia to the hospital. Because I WILL NEVER leave 
Sylvia's side, they allowed me to ride in the front. G.S. followed in 
her car.

After sitting in the emergency room for about 8-hours, doing tests, a 
doctor enters and tells us that Sylvia has a kidney and bladder 
infection… and cancer! The first two items, they began treating right 
away and right now, I believe, those are cured. The doctor 
mentioned that Sylvia has a "large mass" in her middle (stomach?) 
area and tells us what they may do to resolve it!— but they didn't 
have all the test results and a specialist would have to look 
everything over and give us all the information.

They brought Sylvia to the women's ward and I was right by her side 
every SECOND! When I wasn't sleeping in the chair next to Sylvia, I 
was doing MELTDOWNS (crying, pacing, trying to breathe and 
getting pains in my chest) in the hall about every half-hour or so. 
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Whenever a nurse, chaplain or social worker would come by to ask 
me questions I would also begin another meltdown.

Now, Sylvia and I have been "tuned" to each other for some time 
now. So, even though she may have been sleeping or "out" from the 
medication, she could still here me yelling in the hallway and begin 
crying. This would also upset me and my meltdown would get 
worse!

On Sunday afternoon, Sylvia was asleep when two specialist doctors 
came in and told me the "really bad" news…

(I'm trying not to cry again, while writing this but this "long-winded" 
message is really acting as "therapy" for me right now.)

The doctors said Sylvia has a large mass of cancer in her abdomen 
area and it's spread to her lymph nodes. They said normally they do 
a major operation and open her up, remove the "large mass" and 
then give the patient chemotherapy to kill the cancer on the lymph 
nodes… "but she's too weak. She wouldn't survive the operation 
and even if she did, the chemo would be too much for her." With all 
option stripped away, I was now facing cold (very cold) reality square 
in the face. I said… "Now I have to ask the question that I didn't 
want to ask yesterday… How much time are we talking about, days, 
weeks, months?" The doctor said "days, weeks". I told the doctor "I 
must be in shock. I should be doing a MAJOR MELTDOWN but I'm 
not."

I also asked if the taking of those Chinese herbs could have caused 
the cancer and I think the doctor said "probably not". They seemed 
to indicate that Sylvia's cancer had started before that.

On Monday afternoon, Sylvia and I arrived at "Solace" (a hospice):
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ATTN: Sylvia Rego, Room 102
CarePartners Hospice and Palliative Care
John F. Keever, Jr. Solace Center
21 Belvedere Road
Asheville, NC 28803

Our mailing address is:
Paul & Sylvia Rego
P.O. Box 2297
Candler, NC 28715

Now, before I explain the current "plan", I have to provide you with 
a little background on us…

Sylvia and I are not only "family", not only "husband and wife" but we 
are actually more than "soul mates" too. In the beginning, we did 
disagree on various things but over time we realized that something 
(like finances, cooking, cleaning, etc.) that one of us didn't want to 
do, the other would not only "not mind" doing it but was probably 
better at it. So as we discovered these "blendings" the one who 
didn't need to do that any longer could now get rid of those brain 
cells. (This also fed into my meltdowns because now I have to deal 
with decisions and information that Sylvia has been so expertly 
handling all these years.)

Try this one with your own family… Some time ago, Sylvia and I 
discovered that whenever we're outside, "I" am totally lost. My sense 
of "outdoor" direction is pretty much opposite to what it should 
be. Outdoors, Sylvia has no problem finding her way. She instinctively 
knows north from east and which way to go. Indoors, Sylvia is 
completely turned around but I know (instinctively) which way to 
turn and how each room connects to the others. So, whenever 
we're outdoors we rely on Sylvia's directions and when we're 
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indoors we rely on mine. So, even though Sylvia and I have been to 
someone's house before, if I had to find that place on my own, I 
would most-likely get lost.

A few years ago, I new "thought" entered my mind and I gave it 1-
year to "gel". I knew it was a very big step and I wanted to be 
absolutely sure this is what "I" wanted to do. After that 1-year, I 
mentioned it to Sylvia. I said "We've come through a lot together 
and we're extremely close on all levels. I would like us to be married 
on the next level." Without thinking, Sylvia said "without a doubt". 
This means, no matter what happens to one of us in this "life" or to 
both of us at the same time, we will still be married through that 
"veil" (and through "to that" veil). Whether the earth tears apart 
tomorrow or a UFO lands and Sylvia and I walk onboard, WE will 
still be married to each other.

Sylvia and I met in 1980 in Albuquerque, NM. She was the music 
director for a Science of Mind church. (Sylvia is a virtuoso 
keyboardist.) So we started as musicians. (I've played drums all my 
life and am a synthesist — using a synthesizer, I can create various 
sounds from scratch.) Life kept getting in the way and my knowledge 
of computers (without any formal training) paid the bills. So our 
"music life" kept being pushed back. Last November, Sylvia said, we've 
been living off of my social security check and food stamps have 
been helping with the food, why don't we continue this level of 
living, drop the computer business and go full-time into our music 
(writing original songs, selling them and performing). So we talked 
about the various aspects of how to put it all together. Sylvia calls it 
a "lifestyle change". Before we can begin that era in our lives 
together, we have to get through this.

This brings our story closer to "now".
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After arriving here at Solace, my meltdowns continued — probably 
on an "hourly" basis. This is a great place for what it is and the staff 
will go out of their way to do anything they can for Sylvia (and me). 
(I still haven't left Sylvia's side — I never will. I rode here with her in 
their ambulance and I'm sleeping in a small bed next to Sylvia's. I 
rarely leave her room further than 10-feet. I have nurses bring me 
coffee and soup. During our times together, even when we're 
together 24/7, I've always cherished Sylvia's beautiful smile, sparkling 
hazel eyes, her melodic laugh, her wit and her wisdom. During these 
questionable days, I cherish them all even more.)

On Wednesday night around 9pm, I was talking to one of the nurses 
and still melting down but she said something that I, somehow, 
needed to hear. She said she can tell when someone's ready to leave 
this plane and Sylvia wasn't there yet. (she said it better than that.) 
With my mind still clouded, I went to sleep around 10pm. As I did, 
several things that the staff here had been telling me since Monday, 
along with the million things Sylvia and I have discussed over the 
years, started to swirl around my head. Just before dosing off, I linked 
in to Sylvia's sub-conscience (with mine). By 11pm "I had figured it 
out". All the pieces now fit together. I had "clarity". I remembered 
something Sylvia told me when we first started living together in 
1981. (Our ages are 18-years apart but it's never bother us.) She 
said she had "come in" (was born) first to learn a few things and get 
things started before I came to get her. Now, I'm thinking the same 
thing may be happening again. "If" she leaves before me, she's simply 
going ahead to "set things up" but she'll also be helping me while I'm 
still on this side.

So, right now Sylvia and I have a "double-sided plan"… Since there 
are stories of people having "out of body" experiences (and living to 
tell about them), we're going to use that information for a "Plan A". 
It's been said that during those experiences, people float about their 
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bodies and look down and can see their own physical body. I now 
have a melamine board with a message that I wrote today for Sylvia 
on it. I can't tell you what the message is yet because !it's private 
until that point in time when it happens. Sylvia and I have already 
talked about the "double-sided plan" and she agrees with me on 
this. When the time comes for her to leave her body, she will float 
up, look down, see the message, rid her body of the cancer and get 
back in her body. That's "Plan A".

If that doesn't work for some reason, then "Plan B" will 
automatically happen. This is where Sylvia goes ahead and sets things 
up but still helps me with everything here.

So no matter which way this turns out, there will always be "me and 
Sylvia", we will be creating original music for the world and we will 
always be married.

- - -

Sylvia and I understand that all of this "double-plan" idea may turn 
out to not work… but we look at it as… we have just one chance 
to try it and since the odds are "50-50", why not go for it?

At this point in time, Sylvia's on a light dose of constant oxygen and 
cannot talk. She can barely swallow a fourth-teaspoon of water at a 
time but we're not giving up.

I may or may not follow up with another message after Sylvia 
decides to "stay" or "leave". I also don't know when I can go home 
and stare at those 4 walls and be left alone with all those 
memories… and I don't know what I'll do for income, if I'm left here 
without Sylvia or if when Sylvia and I will start our music life 
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together. Right now, we're stranded in "limbo" and surrounded by 
"endless time".

----------
Paul & Sylvia Rego
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Paul & Sylvia 2
A New Hope or Are We Just Fooling Ourselves?



From: Paul & Sylvia Rego
Date: April 1, 2011 11:50:16 PM EDT
Bcc: Everyone
Subject: Paul & Sylvia 2 A New Hope or Are We Just 
Fooling Ourselves?

(Before I begin, if you're a member of!M.A.C.S., (web.mac.com/
macsnc) "yes" there will be an April meeting on the 2nd Thursday of 
the month.)

- - -

I'm not really ready to answer any eMail right now but I'm sitting 
here while Sylvia tries to get some sleep. It's only 7:45pm and I 
know it's going to be a very long night. My own thoughts are starting 
to haunt me again, based on what happened a few days ago and 
spending over an hour watching Sylvia trying to cough and clear her 
throat. I think I still need a bit more therapy or at least an outlet on 
how to deal with all this. So I'd once again write about what's 
happened — to inform others and to clear my own mind…

After sending out the first batch of messages last Friday (I think it 
was Friday. Time really does play tricks on us here), G.S. told me the 
next day that I had overlooked one person. "You didn't send it to 
N.F.… and while you're at it, be sure to send one to B.C.

I went back to Sylvia's MacBook and found about 25 M.A.C.S. 
members who weren't in the first mailing list. N.F. and B.C. were also 
in there.

I think it was the next night when I received a reply from B.C. One 
VERY significant thing he mentioned was this…
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i wish i had told you about daily supplementing with barley grass 
long ago, but perhaps it's worth making mention of it now. !do some 
searching for "barley grass" online and read about its very effective 
effect of moving the ph level of one's body away from acidity and 
toward alkalinity — cancer thrives on an acidic environment. !
therefore, many claim that if one changes the body's ph level toward 
alkalinity, cancer will cease to thrive.

About 8:15pm that night
What he said about "barley grass" made sense when I read it. I 
immediately did some online research and saw that many other 
people HAVE been cured of their cancer because of it.

About 8:30pm
I then mentioned this to Sylvia and she agreed with me… that we 
need to get some barley grass as soon as possible! (Since G.S. had 
left about an hour before, for her long drive home, I couldn't contact 
her.) I quickly remembered that another M.A.C.S. member (J.S. no 
relation to "G.S."), and customer of ours, had been here two days 
before and said she lives 10-minutes away… and if we needed 
anything, to let her know. I got on the phone and left a message on 
her cellphone as well as her home phone.

By 8:45pm, she had not only returned my call but said she had the 
barley grass IN HER HAND! (I guess she was at the store when she 
phoned.) She was in the middle of something else and couldn't get 
here until just before 10pm. As soon as she left, I mixed the barley 
grass powder with water and gave it to Sylvia through a straw.

At 5:30am the next morning, Sylvia woke up and said it's time for 
"green powder". (By her mentioning this as her first waking thought, 
it reaffirms to me just how much we both want this to work.) While 
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I mixed it in some applesauce she mentioned that she had already 
started to feel better and she mentioned one or two specific things.

Hours after the second dose, I was sitting at the computer checking 
eMail and just happened to glance at Sylvia's urine bag hanging from 
the bed. It had been there for a few days and the liquid inside it was 
always black. I was now pleasantly surprised to see that it was dark 
yellow and almost normal in color!

Later that day, I began to gather the items, so I could give her dosage 
number 3. At one point, I looked at Sylvia and she had a look of pain 
on her face. I immediately asked what was wrong and she said "They 
don't want me to have the third dosage." What? "They're going to 
keep me from having the third dose." Who is? "I don't know."

I didn't know what she was talking about so I continued mixing the 
barley grass powder with water. As I did, my "conscious" mind must 
have been busy while my sub-conscious was studying what Sylvia just 
said. Then I realized what she meant and where the message had 
come from. Since the barley grass was already showing signs of 
working, I felt that the message was coming directly from the cancer 
itself. It was trying to scare her so she wouldn't take any more! This 
told me that the cancer was afraid and knew it couldn't stand up to 
the barley grass! (I told this to Sylvia.)

Except when she's sleeping, I've been trying to give her a dose of 
barley grass every 4- to 5-hours.

At some point Wednesday afternoon, one of the nurses mentioned 
that they have a supply of ice cream, which the patients can have at 
any time day or night. A couple hours later, Sylvia remembered this 
and asked me to get her some vanilla ice cream. "You bet!" Anything 
Sylvia wants, I try my best to make happen!
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Wednesday night, I did a little more research on "barley grass and 
cancer cures" and the part about it changing one's physical system 
from acid to alkaline stood out.!Everyone mentioned that cancer 
thrives on an acidic system and hates an alkaline system. During this 
research I discovered that sugar turns the physical system ACIDIC!!! 
Oh great! Sylvia and I spent all that time trying to flood her system 
with alkaline just to have a simple 4-ounce cup of ice cream reverse 
some of our efforts!

I really don't know what I'm doing, regarding all this, but I'm doing 
the very best I can while flying by the seat of my pants. Sorting out 
truth from fiction and facts from here-say, on the Internet, is a 
nearly-impossible job — especially if you don't have a clue about the 
subject you're involved with.

While exploring the "alkaline" part of my research, I thought about 
the water I had been using. Although it is filtered ("Dasani" made by 
Coka-Cola), it didn't provide any alkaline energy. My research took 
me to "Essentia" — supposedly, it's got the highest alkaline balance 
of any water (at 9.5PH). I immediately thought "If I can get some of 
that water, we'll have two alkaline-based tools to use against the 
cancer and will be able to cure Sylvia much faster! Again (and as 
always) I mentioned this new information to Sylvia, to make sure she 
is in agreement and she was.

NOTE: Some of the people I'm dealing with everyday (mostly 
doctors and nurses) believe in "pain medicine" so much that they 
think I'm either speaking my own wishes or influencing Sylvia's 
decisions when she's asked whether or not she wants pain 
medicine. Yes, to-date, she's had about 3 small doses of pain 
medication and I went along with it because that's what Sylvia said 
she wanted during those times. Before all these hospital events 
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started unfolding, Sylvia always told me she doesn't want to be 
hooked up to machines, in order to stay alive and that she doesn't 
want to take medicines. We haven't even had aspirin in the house for 
decades!

Now, a handful of people that I had sent the first message to told 
me to contact them if I need anything. With both G.S. and J.S. 
unavailable for a few days, I began to think about who I could 
contact. It was fairly late at night and my own logic crept into my 
mind and began to cause confusion and indecision… "This person 
lives in Skyland. This person lives in Fairview. So, I really shouldn't 
impose on them even though they told me to contact them." and 
around I went with my own thoughts.

Since I had to wait until the next day anyway, I thought I'd ask one of 
the volunteers who come by each day and see if they can run out to 
Greenlife Grocery and buy us some Essentia water. I found out it's 
not something they had done before but they CAN run errands for 
family members and still be "on the clock". I gave him some money 
for the water. (Actually, it was the money G.S. had given me while we 
were at the hospital, so I could buy some food in their cafeteria.

NOTE: This is crazy. I'm actually trying to live here with Sylvia and 
run part of our household "remotely" at the same time. I knew the 
rent is due on the third and I found one blank check in Sylvia's purse 
but I didn't have a stamp or an envelope. The chaplain found me an 
envelope and a nurse gave me one of her own stamps. (At every 
turn, Sylvia and I are continuously amazed at how overly helpful 
everyone here truly is. One nurse washed my laundry in the staff 
washing machine. The same nurse gave Sylvia her special strawberry 
& yogurt smoothie. Another nurse went outside Sylvia's window and 
moved the bird feeders so Sylvia could see them while lying down! 
etc. The kitchen staff here doesn't know what "vegetarians" eat. I'm 
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not making this up. One of them mentioned several meats and I kept 
telling her we don't eat ANY meat. "Well, I have to ask because 
some vegetarians eat meat." The meal ticket for our food tray always 
states "vegetarian / white meat only".)

Speaking of food… Yesterday's supper contained a bowl of vegetable 
soup. With it, came 3 packs of saltine crackers. After moving the 
different items on my tray around, I moved the crackers to one side. 
As I did, I noticed that one of the packs contained only ONE 
CRACKER! The other two had 2-crackers each and none of the 
packs were open! I immediately took this as a "sign" that Sylvia and I 
are on the right track. As a nurse passed by I said "I think I just won 
the lottery. This pack only has 1-cracker in it. (How often does a 
mass-production machine make a mistake like that? The cracker is 
edible, un-opened and in otherwise perfect condition.)

Sorry. I'm babbling again…

Yesterday and today, Sylvia's voice has been a bit clearer with a little 
stronger energy. This morning, after the nurse looked in on Sylvia (at 
5am), Sylvia told me "I've got something to tell you." What's that? 
"I'm only going to tell you one thing at a time… Take this tube 
off." (She started taking a small amount of oxygen about 4-days ago 
and now she's telling me the she doesn't want the tubes on her face 
anymore.) I removed them and thought "this is great" — more signs 
of improvement. (Keep in mind that we just woke up, I'm still groggy 
and Sylvia is almost barking orders at me.) She then said "I'm not 
going to have any more pain medication. It makes me foggy and it 
takes me too long to get out of it." (All I can do is agree at this 
point.) The next thing she said was that the dose of barley grass was 
too strong and that the new "magic water" (the "Essentia") was too 
much. (Although I started her on a half-dose, during the first 3 or 4 
doses, I quickly increased the dose to a full teaspoon and instead of 
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putting it in 6- to 8-ounces of water, like the bottle says, I was 
putting it in about 1-ounce of water. My thinking was "Since her 
cancer was a "large mass" and probably spreading quickly, I was on a 
real race against time to flood her body with alkaline before the 
cancer could do any damage to her vital organs. ) She wanted me to 
cut the dose in half and use the other (Dasani) water with it. So I 
did.

Later today, I noticed that the urine in Sylvia's bed bag was still dark 
yellow but also had a small area of darker "mud". I took this to be 
some of the cancer itself, leaving her body!… another tangible and 
positive feedback. (Yes, I realize you can "read" anything into any 
information you receive but on this new track (I'll call "Option 1"), 
I'm grasping at any and all "hope" I can find. I know it's a huge gamble 
and I know that "Plan A & B" may come at us like a locomotive but I 
have to do EVERYTHING I can for the person I love most in this 
world!

After concentrating all of her time and effort on us, G.S. had not 
been here for the last two days, so she could catch up with her own 
life. Having her here today was, once again, helpful — even though 
Sylvia slept through most of her visit. G.S. dragged me out of the 
room and we sat in the hallway, next to Sylvia's door, so we could 
talk and give Sylvia some quiet time to sleep. At one point, I heard 
Sylvia coughing so I jumped up and ran to her. It took over an hour 
for her to clear her throat and settle down. (Even after the nurse 
had cleaned out her mouth.)

Here's where the tough part comes in (and my reason for writing 
this)…

During the clearing of her throat, someone mentioned that maybe it 
was the barley grass powder that was causing her to cough and 
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make it difficult for her to swallow. I immediately thought about all 
those doses (maybe 6 or 7 up to now) and how I always noticed the 
green powder coating her teeth and tongue. WHAT A SUPREME 
IDIOT I HAVE BEEN! Why didn't I see, after the first dose, that this 
powder wasn't dissolving completely and that I should have switched 
to the liquid version?

Now my stress-level is increased and I'm beating myself up thinking 
that "I'M" the cause of Sylvia's new discomfort!

A nurse tried to calm me down saying that "anything" could have 
caused her to cough and create a mucus (slime) build-up in her 
throat.

Ok, that wasn't bad enough but then the phone rings and it's "Bo". 
(Bo is a Reiki master who sweeps over your body with her hands, in 
order to clear blocked energies. Before meeting Bo, another Reiki 
master told me "Bo will be here tomorrow. She's a wise woman" 
and she is. Bo is a very powerful being and may even do psychic 
readings — I don't know.) I pick up the phone and Bo tells me she's 
been thinking about me and Sylvia all day. She also tells me that 
Sylvia looked like she was worse yesterday than she was the week 
before. To me and Sylvia, Sylvia is getting "better" but because I'm 
starting to suspect that Bo knows something (psychically) that we 
don't, I'm now beginning to worry about Sylvia's condition and 
progress. (Once we had discovered the barley grass, I completely 
abandoned our previous "Double Plan A & B". Partly because we 
were now completely focused on the barley grass and partly 
because we both feel that the barley grass will truly cure Sylvia's 
cancer!)

During our conversation, Bo mentioned that she could run out and 
buy us the "liquid" version (barley grass juice or barley grass juice 
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extract). However, after falling into self-doubt, because of some of 
the comments made to me today, I had to know if Sylvia still believes 
in the barley grass as a cancer cure. So I asked her if she still wanted 
to continue the doses if I could find a liquid form… She has a blank 
look on her face. I ask if she can hear me. She nods "yes". I ask the 
question again in a different way… and wait. Again, a blank look.

At this point, I told Bo I would talk to Sylvia about it tomorrow and 
Bo said she'd phone here tomorrow to see if I still wanted her to 
buy the liquid barley grass.

Tomorrow (Saturday) will be two weeks since Sylvia and I were 
"dropped in it" and began this unbelievable nightmare.

Right now, as I sit here writing this, I'm a bit concerned about being 
left alone again with my own thoughts… Am I simply "buying into" 
what others are trying to convince me of or do I truly believe the 
barley grass WON'T work or do I continue with what I THINK I 
believe in and continue to flood Sylvia with alkaline — knowing it 
may aggravate more than help her?

At this point, I feel like it's a race against time between me & Sylvia 
and the cancer. I'm doing everything I know but I really don't know 
what I'm doing. I know I have to push ahead with everything I know 
MAY work but, at the same time, I'm gambling with my true-love's 
life and that's the greatest pain anyone can face. (Well, that just 
triggered some tears. My mind is beginning to cloud-over again. I just 
want Sylvia and I to get off this bizarre carnival ride and go home. 
The only problem is… I'm supposed to protect her and I can't find 
the door… more tears.)

I have to stop now. Sylvia's eyes are open and she's coughing once in 
a while.
----------
Paul & Sylvia Rego
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Paul & Sylvia Rego 3
Believing In Sylvia & Trusting The "Bigger Picture"



From: Paul & Sylvia Rego
Date: April 5, 2011 2:33:56 PM EDT
Bcc: Everyone
Subject: Paul & Sylvia Rego 3 Believing In Sylvia & 
Trusting The "Bigger Picture"

Once again, I'm turning to this medium as a type of therapy to sort 
things out in my own mind. It also offers those who care, a glimpse 
into this portion of our adventure in this reality. I realize that I'm 
revealing a lot of the "inner self", which makes up both myself and 
Sylvia. If I were my "normal" self and had a clear frame of mind, I 
would not reveal a fraction of what makes us "tick" but Sylvia wants 
our story told so that's also why I'm doing this.

(Once again, I'm sending this out to every eMail address I could find 
in Sylvia's MacBook. I'm not bothering to sort through my thoughts, 
I'm just "dumping" so that family, friends, M.A.C.S. members and 
others will receive the same information as everyone else. All eMail 
addresses above are "BCC" — Blind Carbon Copy.)

A few random thoughts:
• !To date, we've had 38 responses to the eMails I have sent out.
• !I'm still not answering eMails directly.
• If you want or need to communicate with us, I prefer eMail or 
stopping by. I find myself almost annoyed whenever I have to use the 
phone while we're here. (If you want to stop by, we're both here 
24/7. If Sylvia's sleeping, I can sit and talk with you outside her door.)
• G.S. has been putting an incredibly large amount of energy into 
helping us and we are grateful. However, I think it's beginning to burn 
her out. If you feel like calling her about something relating to me or 
Sylvia, it would probably be better to simply send me an eMail.
• If you'd like to send a card or flowers, that's fine but keep in mind 
that Sylvia won't see them unless I hold them up and say this person 
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sent you a card. She has a lot to process on a daily basis. So, even 
though I have one florist-donated rose on the window, so Sylvia can 
see it, I really don't think she "registers" that it's there.
• If you'd like to send money, that's fine. (Yes, we're poor. We 
probably have a $1,000 bill on our credit card and there's $400 
worth of car repairs coming due before we can get our inspection 
sticker this month. Of course that's going to wait until Sylvia and I 
get out of here.) Sylvia not only handles all of our finances but she's 
an absolute wizard at taking nearly no money and still paying all the 
bills on time and getting us out to eat at least once a week. I'm not 
that good. Even if I were, it will still take me a long time to figure 
everything out on my own.) However, one way to make this 
(possible money donation) a "win-win" (if it can be called that) is if 
anyone wants to buy some of the designs I've created over the years 
and placed on CafePress. (I really can't believe I'm stating all this. If 
Sylvia knew I was pouring all of this out to everyone, she would be 
extremely mad at me. but as I mentioned before, I'm still a bit 
confused and I really don't know any other way to handle all of this.) 
This is our main website:

http://web.me.com/macosmos

This will explain the Macintosh books I wrote. Clicking on the 
"Shop" button (down the left side) will explain how to see all the 
designs I created at CafePress. (If you look through our "Insight 
Data" site, you'll see that we make $65 an hour for those on-site 
services. However, it's a case of "the money's good if you can get it". 
Macs just work and our business has been falling off over the last 
several years. At our peak, we've never had more than 9 customers 
in one month! We've been living off of Sylvia's social security check 
and if Sylvia decides to "leave" AND if those checks don't continue, I 
will be royally screwed. Sorry. I really never swear but I keep feeling 
the cold arm of reality swinging a 2-by-4 at my head. Why will I be in 
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trouble? Because I don't know how long it will be before I can think 
clearly enough to function as a computer technician AND because 
Sylvia is my navigator. Without her, I won't be able to find most of 
the houses Sylvia and I have visited over the years — I really do get 
lost easily!)

- - -

I was originally going to simply update everyone each Friday night 
but now I just need to dump this latest information out of my 
head…

I think my previous message ended with Sylvia coughing and trying 
to clear her throat. That lasted for a few hours and then she finally 
settled down to a fairly restful sleep.

Although this facility (Care Partners - Solace) offers a lot of 
services, and has a lot of kind, extra-helpful employees and 
volunteers, some of that support falls off on the weekends.

By Saturday (the day after my previous eMailing), I was questioning 
the "clarity" I had achieved from the week before. This was due to 
me telling Sylvia that I thought the barley grass powder was coating 
her throat and that I wasn't going to give her anymore of it. Then I 
went online I discovered there is no commercially barley grass 
JUICE that I would trust. All that I found was made in China. Then I 
began explaining all this to Sylvia and told her I'd have to continue 
with the powder that we currently have but I would be sure to 
dissolve it thoroughly in water, applesauce, smoothie or soup. At that 
point, Sylvia started "zoning out" on me. This is when she stares out 
into space and just ignores me. I can handle this most of the time 
but now I felt that I'm racing against the clock and doing my best to 
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save her life… but she just lies there with "no comment" on her 
face.

My mind started racing, I began to pace the floor and some of the 
nicely-sealed boxes in my mind started to develop holes. Completely 
processed and trusted thoughts now began to seep out and mix 
with some of "society's garbage" that a few people were bombarding 
me with over the previous days and nights.

I think it was between 6pm and 9pm when I just had to leave Sylvia's 
room for a minute because I was almost mad at her for not wanting 
to save her own life! Just before returning to the room, I stopped by 
the nurse's station and asked if there was a chaplain still in the 
building. The nurse said "no" but I can call one. I said "don't bother". 
Then she asked if she could help. Not knowing where to turn, but 
knowing I had to get my mind to stop swirling, I told her my 
conflict. She provided enough insight for me to return to the room 
and get some sleep.

I was determined to talk to Sylvia about the barley grass the next 
day but I wanted to find the right timing and the correct words. 
However, before speaking with Sylvia a few other people mentioned 
that I should just add the barley grass powder to whatever Sylvia 
eats and let her tell me if she doesn't like the taste. I would have 
done that but Sylvia didn't eat anything that day. Even if she did, I 
need to give her barley grass powder about every 4-to 5-hours, in 
order to flood her system with this cancer fighter and to counteract 
the hold that the cancer already has within her body. This meant I 
would have to find some way of getting lots of different food or 
drink into her and that just wasn't going to happen without her 
questioning why I wanted her to eat or drink throughout the day.
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On Sunday, the weekend chaplain stopped by and I told her about 
my conflict. At one point, I told her that Sylvia's normal method of 
bringing in "higher-self" / "other side" information is through 
dreams. My way of doing this is to let the question or problem "go", 
get around water (even if it's not running water) and, if I'm tuned-in, 
a picture, words or some sort of impression enters my mind. The 
chaplain then suggested that we go into Sylvia's room (we were 
talking just outside the door), wash our hands (getting close to 
water) and do an energy sweep (to brush away any negative energy 
which may be within our aura). She also said we should have a 
container of water nearby. (Last week!Gudger's Flowers, here in 
Asheville, NC dropped off a donation of enough nicely-arranged 
pink roses in glass vases for each of the 27 rooms in this hospice 
facility!) I put the vase, with its pink rose, on the floor between us. 
We sat quietly and focused on the moment. After about 3-minutes, 
she quietly got up and left — she was only there to start me and 
guide me on a possible "vision". I remained still and just about that 
time, I saw a person get up from ME (he came right out of me). He 
was much taller than me and was wearing the clothes (not the 
armor) of a knight. (Including the cloth which completely covers the 
head.) I couldn't see his face but as he got up out of my chair, he 
kneeled (with one knee on the floor) at Sylvia's side and place his 
hands on her bed next to her. My "vision" only lasted about 5-
seconds.

That's all I saw. I took it to mean that a past-life of "me" was coming 
forth to see and / or communicate with the "this life" of Sylvia. This 
was also trying to reassure me that Sylvia and I have been together 
in past lives and that we'll be together in future ones.

A short backtrack: During November 2010, Sylvia and I went to 
psychic healer H.Y. At one point, while she was giving Sylvia and 
energy treatment she glanced over at me. (I was sitting quietly on 
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the couch, about 8-feet away, while Sylvia lay on a massage table.) 
H.Y. said "let me check something". At that point, she tuned in to her 
Guides (helpers,which we all have, from the other side). She then 
said "You two have been together for so long and have had so many 
lives together that I actually have to treat YOU (Paul) before I can 
treat Sylvia. We scheduled another session for December, so she 
could do this.

This reaffirmed, to us, that Sylvia and I HAVE had lots of lives 
together. This makes things just small bit easier to deal with Sylvia's 
current situation. (I still don't like this current situation (I truly 
HATE it) !but this other information helps me cope a tiny bit 
better.) I also remember, years ago, when Sylvia told me "I think I 
had to come into this life before you (we're 18-years apart in age) 
so I could learn some things and get things ready for US". Part of me 
knows she MAY be about to do this again. I still ABSOLUTELY HATE 
that I may lose the physical part of my Sylvia. No one should have to 
face this… no one.

Yesterday (Monday)
I told the nurses that any time a Reiki healer is in the building be 
sure to send them to Sylvia's room. Yesterday, a Reiki master named 
Jennifer (who we hadn't seen before, and we've been here 2 full 
weeks now) stopped by to give Sylvia an energy treatment.

After working on Sylvia, we sat here in the room and talked. She 
told me that Sylvia's energy is extremely powerful. So much so that 
she mentioned it a few times and said she never encountered 
anyone with that much energy. She asked if I wanted a short energy 
treatment and I said "yes". Afterwards, we talked a bit more. She told 
me "You are pulling in LOTS of energy from everywhere. I've never 
seen anyone do that or to pull in so much energy, constantly." I had 
no idea I'm doing this.
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Since we've been here, Sylvia has been wanting me to tell our story 
to anyone who is interested. (Reiki healers come everyday and 
typically stay about 15-minutes with each patient. Jennifer stayed 
about an hour with us.) After explaining our story, I discovered that 
Jennifer is also a bit psychic and can pick-up information from the 
"other side". (Whenever you are in contact with this type of person, 
I've found it a good idea to shut up and listen to what they bring 
through for you. You may just learn something special.)

Jennifer sad "I feel that you and Sylvia have been together for many 
lives and that there's something going on here, with her current 
situation, that's huge (extremely important). I don't know what it is 
but it's very special. Although you've always protected Sylvia, your 
job, during this, is to simply be centered (clear of mind and heart) 
and let Sylvia guide this part of your journey together." There was 
more that Jennifer said that I can't remember but there was 
something in WHAT she said and HOW she said it that made sense 
and brought a bit of calm and peace over me. The message I was 
getting is that I have to trust in Sylvia and just "make happen" 
whatever she instructs me to do.

A fun-day note: Sylvia actually mentioned that she wanted to stroll 
around the building and go outside, this afternoon! We had seen a 
woman pushing her husband in a special rolling bed-chair a couple 
days before. I mentioned Sylvia's request to the nurses and they 
made it happen. I first took Sylvia on a slow ride around the outside 
of the building. Then we came indoors. As we neared the fountain at 
the end of one of the halls, Sylvia said "just leave me here". So we 
stayed there for about 15-minutes. We then strolled to the main 
hall, a sort of large living room area with a fireplace, lots of couches, 
a baby grand piano (which is out of tune) and a bookcase. Someone 
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was playing the piano and singing so we stayed to listen (about 20-
minutes).

Most of that is "background", so I can explain the reason for me 
writing this message "today"…

Last night, Sylvia's daughter, Joanie, phoned G.S. at home and told her 
to tell me something that she (Joanie) discovered on the Internet. 
The information has to do with the fact that cancer cannot thrive in 
an oxygen-rich environment. I didn't know this. (Now, this is going to 
sound like I don't care but believe me THERE IS NO ONE AND 
NOTHING I CARE MORE ABOUT THAN MY SYLVIA! If I have to 
realign the planets, in order to have more one-on-one, physical time 
with her, I would find a way to do it!) Sylvia had just gone to sleep 
and I had just turned the computer off (after doing my own cancer-
fighting research) that I really didn't feel like jumping back into a few 
more hours of Internet research.

As I laid down to sleep I almost instantly remembered one thing 
Jennifer had said… That I was brining LOTS of energy into me. I 
thought… "Maybe some part of Sylvia knew this and knew that the 
only way (or quickest way) for me to discover this and put it into 
practice was for me to cure Sylvia. (I realize that even if this were 
true, there are other thing "in play" here and other "higher-self" 
reasons why Sylvia has put herself through all this. So I'm not saying 
that Sylvia "got cancer" so I would discover I'm a "healer".) I jumped 
up and did an energy sweep of myself, so I could get grounded, 
centered and clear. I then focused on the energy I was pulling into 
myself, placed my hands over the area where Sylvia's cancer is 
"mostly" located and projected as much healing energy as I could 
muster out of the palms of my hands and into the cancerous area. 
Immediately, I noticed that one point on one hand became almost 
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unbearably painful. I struggled with this but continued to pour 
energy out of me and into her.

When I finished a couple of minutes later, and in the morning, I 
looked for signs of improvement or change and because I found 
none, I figured "well, that wasn't it. I'm not a healer."

This morning, after feeding Sylvia some cream of mushroom soup 
(her 2nd favorite food in this place, next to one nurse's homemade 
smoothie), I turned on the computer and began to verify Joanie's 
information. (When it comes to Sylvia, I leave NOTHING to chance 
or "someone told me this". I GET THE FACTS BEFORE ACTING.)

After finding the information about the oxygen (which was just as 
Joanie described to G.S.), I also discovered that broccoli is also a 
great cancer-fighter. I then remembered that last week I had learned 
that red and purple grapes fight cancer. So the few times my meal 
here came with a cup of those grapes, I used my fork and spoon to 
crush them into juice, which I then gave Sylvia to drink.

Now I was starting to form a small plan of cancer-fighting tools that 
we could use to drown out the cancer and bring Sylvia back to 
health. I was now filled with hope again.

I told Sylvia that I could give her barley grass on a regular basis, re-
connect her oxygen (last week she told me to remove the tube 
from her face) and that I would talk with the kitchen staff to find a 
way for them to give you broccoli soup and freshly-squeezed grape 
juice for every meal. All of these things together, along with the 
alkaline water I sent out for last week, would give us a fighting 
chance to cure Sylvia of the cancer!
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After thinking about all this for a few minutes, Sylvia told me "no". 
NO! I'm trying to save your life! Maybe you know something I 
don't… "Yes", she nodded. At that point, I remembered that Jennifer 
had told me the same thing yesterday… That Sylvia knows what's 
going on. She knows something the rest of us don't and that she 
needs to direct this part of your adventure together. Let her tell 
YOU what needs to be done — instead of you trying to steer HER 
toward what you "think" needs to be done.

Then I remembered what Sylvia had told me a few years ago… 
Don't over-reasearch everything. Once you decide on something, 
stay with it. You'll usually find that it was the best choice afterall. I 
also remembered that this is exactly how Sylvia "shops". Whether 
it's for food or clothes. She'll look things over for a short time, put 
her hands on the grapefruit, shirt or whatever and be done with it. 
I'll watch her and say "Don't you want to look at these? Maybe this 
one's better." She'll say "I already have this one. I'm done with that." 
I've learned a tremendous amount from Sylvia and I still am. I truly 
want to continue this with her physically by my side. So I'm still 
looking forward to "Plan A".

At this point, I'm in a bit of a "limbo". I'm doing my best to ignore 
the "traditional" statements various people are trying to feed me 
and am, instead focusing on my belief in Sylvia, me and US. In some 
ways, I feel like an astronaut floating in space without a horizon line 
to focus on or ship to catch-up with. Just waiting in the dark 
unknown… Will our ship come in and allow us to climb aboard and 
ride off together or will our world shatter — trowing me across a 
vast expanse of space and into the sun?

----------
Paul & Sylvia Rego
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Paul & Sylvia Rego 4
Grasping At More Pieces Of Sylvia’s “Grand Plan”



From: Paul & Sylvia Rego
Date: April 7, 2011 4:12:43 PM EDT
Bcc: Everyone
Subject: Paul & Sylvia Rego 4 Grasping At More Pieces 
Of Sylvia’s “Grand Plan”

(I’m now sending this out to 125 people… family, friends, M.A.C.S. 
members and others. I’m still sending it as “BCC”, Blind Carbon 
Copy, so you’ll only see your eMail address listed — or not at all.)

NOTE: If you are a M.A.C.S. member, it should be obvious that there 
will be no newsletter this month. (Sylvia has been designing the 
M.A.C.S. newsletter every month for the last several years. The last 
2 or so issues were produced by me, because she wasn’t capable of 
doing that type of work.) There WILL be the usual (April 14th 
meeting) but, of course, Sylvia and I won’t be there. It will be the 
first meeting we’ve missed since we joined M.A.C.S. in 1994!

- - -

Two nights ago (4/3/11), I told a nurse I had a dream that I saw a 
skinny, black chicken just outside our window. She said there have 
never been any chickens around here but the night before, a patient 
swore he saw a chicken outside HIS window.

Around 6pm tonight (4/5/11), while I was sitting next to Sylvia, we 
were holding hands and she told me a few things which I took to be 
insights from her “grand plan”…

I don’t remember how the conversation started but at one point 
she said “Can you do this?” At that point, she hummed a note — 
probably middle C. So I hummed the same note back to her. Then 
she hummed a slightly higher note — probably the G above middle 
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C. I repeated her note. She said “A fifth”. I echoed that “A fifth?”. She 
nodded “yes” and said “a perfect fifth… powerful”. I said “powerful?
… ok”.

After a few minutes of just sitting there holding hands, Sylvia said “I 
already have our first project worked out”. I jumped up “you do?” 
She nodded “yes” and said “if you like the format”. I said “what 
format?… !I don’’t understand.” She said “You don’t have to 
understand”.

About an hour later, I remembered a customer of ours recently told 
me about a psychic (Steven Lumiere — www.energyreality.com) can 
heal people remotely, through a phone call (the psychic is in 
California). She told me a friend of hers had cancer and he cured it. I 
jumped up and did an Internet search and found his website. I 
quickly looked through his online information thought it was 
doable… I could set up an appointment for us to call him and have 
him speak with Sylvia and cure her.

I then mentioned this to Sylvia and she said “why do you keep doing 
this?” She wouldn’t let me tell her anything about this “new hope”. 
She continued to give me a hard time about constantly trying to find 
ways to “help her”. Then she said “layers”. I said “what about 
layers?”. She restated something which I had told her earlier that 
day… that I would simply let her “drive the truck” (be in control)… 
that she is in charge and I’ll simply do what she tells me. I 
mentioned, yet again, that she must know something that I don’t… 
again, she nodded “yes”.

Now, I know about energies, spirituality, spirit Guides, star visitors, 
walk-ins, channeling, psychic phenomena, 2 souls in one body and a 
host of other “seen” and “unseen” realities but Sylvia is now making 
me a bit concerned about what she knows is going to happen. I 
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guess the thing that bothers me the most is that I’m walking down 
the path of our “Plan A”, where we both physically walk out of here, 
and Sylvia may be working on “Plan B”, where she crosses over and 
we work together “across the veil”. I even asked Sylvia this 
morning… “You’re still planning on you and I walking out of here 
together aren’t you?”… she nods “yes”. I told her I believe in her 
and that I trust her. I just hope she’s not telling me one thing, 
because I want to hear it, knowing deep inside that she’s really 
planing on leaving this life behind.

After tonight’s conversation, part of me really did just “give up”. As 
much as I hate to say this… I’ll stop researching ways to cure her 
cancer. (What a stupid statement. I really hate all this and none of it 
seems to get any easier as the days go by.) Right now, I’m going to 
do my best to keep myself together, do whatever Sylvia tells me and 
simply let her have complete control in all this.

Before going to sleep, Sylvia said that she has to have lemon water 
as the first thing in the morning. After the nurses came in at 5:30am 
this morning(4/6/11), to clean her and change her position in the 
bed, Sylvia told me to get her some lemon water. She was insistent 
that it had to be made with real, organic lemons (not the lemon 
packets they have around here) and purified water. (G.S. had gone to 
EarthFare, on my request, and purchased a bag of real, organic 
lemons for us. We are continually grateful for all of her efforts on 
our behalf.) I put everything together and she drank a total of about 
3-teaspoons of it. I guess that was enough.

Most of MY day was spent fighting off the intrusions of any 
memories beyond this hospice room. Afterall, almost ALL of my 
memories have to do with Sylvia… From the boxes of kleenex 
which can be found in most every room to the food we eat (she 
taught me to add freshly-squeezed lemon to green beens to bring 
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out their flavor and add some vitamin C) to the twinkle in her 
amazing hazel eyes, her beautiful smile, her smooth soft skin, her 
flowing waist-length waterfall hair to that perfect aroma of her skin 
when I place my nose on her cheek. Even parts of “who I am” and 
“how I think” are due to Sylvia’s influence! Yes, I’ve “got it bad” for 
her and if we weren’t already married some of you would be saying 
“get a room”! Well, we’re in a room but it’s no room I would have 
EVER planned on. It’s more like a magic box with 4-walls, 2 people 
who love each other more than time and space care to remember 
and a click that makes a ticking sound EVERY OTHER second. (You 
notice these things when the walls seem to close in on you.)

As I continue to bang out these assemblings of characters-to-words-
to-sentences to try to make sense of my pain, I remind you that I’m 
still not completely mentally sound. I’ve had better days (even while 
we’ve been here) and I have had several worse days recently.

Today’s mental pain was lodged in the fact that… although Sylvia and 
I have talked about and agreed to follow the “clarity” of “Plan A and 
Plan B”, I was trying my best to explain to my inner-self, and to 
Sylvia, that I really want us to both go home hand-in-hand. I 
reminded her what a psychic told her in the early 90’s. (Sylvia had a 
“reading” at a psychic fair, when we lived in Jacksonville, Florida.) 
That psychic told Sylvia… “Your voice is special. I don’t know how 
you should do this but you have to get out there (in the public) and 
sing. You’re supposed to share your voice with others.” 

(Yes, everyone’s told me “to be strong” for Sylvia and for my own 
sanity… Baloney! To me, if I don’t tell her that I’m hurting inside 
because of all this, then I must not care about her. Sylvia can be mad 
at me and others can be mad at me but this experience was set up 
by me and Sylvia on some level. If I need to show or explain an 
extreme emotion, this is my only opportunity to do it, while we’re 
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both in this physical realm. So I’m just going to “go with the flow” 
and take things as they come.)

I then told Sylvia that there is no one, on ANY planet, who loves 
ANYONE more than I love you! I said “I want to talk with your 
Higher Self and let her know that I love to be able to take care of 
you, if that’s what it takes for you to stay here with me — for us to 
be together. I will even give you some of my energy. I just want her 
to know that I will do ANYTHING for us to leave here, hand-in-
hand.

Some background on grabbing this experience with both hands…
When I entered 9th grade, high-school, they held a “freshman 
initiation day”, just as they do in most high-schools. Before this day 
came along, however, I made the mistake of listening to all the 
rumors of how bad it is to get caught by a senior. So, once I entered 
the school building that day, I planned every move carefully, so I 
could avoid being caught. It didn’t take long though, before a senior 
stopped me and another 9th grader and told us to do something 
like kneel on the floor and say “seniors are the best”. I never was 
caught again for the rest of the day, because I was extra careful. 
Then, just before the last hour or so, I had been listening to the 
various stories from other 9th graders about what actually 
happened to them that day. At that point, I realized that the “bad 
things” the seniors were having them do were almost fun or 
interesting. I was actually missing out on some great experiences. I 
then darted into the hall hoping to be caught by a senior — and I 
was. Me and a few others had to stand on the teachers desk and 
dance (or something like that).

This is why, especially now, I’m trying to catch every special moment 
that’s thrown at me. Anything that involves looking at or talking to 
Sylvia, I cherish. Some others, like the different things which trigger 
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those haunting memories in my mind, come at me like hot cinders 
from an erupting volcano before I can dart out of their way.

Where’s the door out of this “time of torture”? I just want Sylvia 
and I to get off of this carnival ride and go home! A few times, even 
weeks ago before we came to this hospice place, I had a weird 
thought… maybe “I’M” dreaming and when I wake up, it will be me 
lying there in the bed and I’ll see Sylvia sitting in the chair next to 
me wondering “if” and “when” we can go home physically together.

I’ve said this many times (to myself and others)… I just don’t get it. 
Some part of me knows that Sylvia and I have veered off into an 
alternate reality… that none of this was supposed to happen to us. 
We both came together to be with each other and to give the 
world some type of special, healing music. I can feel it. It’s like I see a 
large rock with our mission etched into its surface. Then, as I look 
up past this image, I see a broad expanse of sky and I have a sense 
that there’s some Higher Power / Grand Plan that’s still guiding us to 
fulfill our purpose here TOGETHER — hand-in-hand! But as this 
cold, hard reality stares back at me like a haunting echo of a room 
without a door, I’m fairly furious and thinking “I didn’t sign up for 
this! WE didn’t sign up for this! We are supposed to create music 
TOGETHER. I can’t play the piano like Sylvia can AND I cannot sign 
like Sylvia. I need her by my side and the world needs to hear her 
beautiful voice.

This is why I’m continually torn… I have this HUGE feeling that 
Sylvia and I are not supposed to be in this particular reality and yet 
we’re currently locked in it!

Thursday, April 7th
As I was waking up this morning, I saw a single-frame, psychic image 
of Sylvia surrounded by a skinny egg. This egg was without shell, like 
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a soft-boiled egg but, although she was completely inside of it, the 
middle section (about a foot in from either end) was thin (extending 
almost a foot out from Sylvia). I took this to mean that Sylvia was 
using this as nourishment for her body on some level. As soon as I 
had that thought, I then saw the egg replaced with a full-size egg. It 
was almost as if Sylvia (or someone else) didn’t realize that most of 
the nutrients in the skinny egg had been used up and that it was 
time to surround her with a new and enriched egg. (This may or 
may not have something to do with the skinny, black-feathered 
chicken I dreamt about previously.)

Once again, Sylvia wanted lemon water at the crack of dawn (after 
the nurses turned her to her left side at 5am). She told me that 
everybody should also drink lemon water now.

Around 10am, Sylvia was staring out the window in front of her, as 
she normally does to look at the birds (this is a 1-story building), 
and she told me there are 3 family members standing there. I named 
some names and asked if these are the people she is seeing and she 
told me her mom and dad are out there as well as “her brother 
Jack”. I’ve never heard of a brother named Jack. As far as I know, she 
only has a half-brother named Steve.

I told Sylvia that they can help you but you have to tell them what 
you want… “Do you want to GO?” Sylvia shook her head “no”. “Do 
you want to STAY? Sylvia nodded “yes”. I immediately broke down 
again and through my tears, I said “You tell them that. You tell them 
you want to stay!” Just about this time Reiki master (and “wise 
women” that I mentioned in a previous message) Bo opened the 
door and broke the energy of the moment. So I stopped. I told Bo 
what had just happened and, instead of giving Sylvia an energy 
treatment, she just sat in quiet meditation while she held Sylvia’s 
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hand. (After about 15-minutes, she did give Sylvia and short energy 
treatment.)

After Bo left, I talked to Sylvia again… This time, things were 
different… I mentioned that she said she wanted to stay and asked if 
she had been able to explain this to her mom and dad and “Jack”. 
(Now she’s telling me that Jack was a brother who died early.) At 
this point, Sylvia is telling me that she has to GO! There’s some sort 
of Higher Purpose for her and she can’t stay. She then tells me she 
just doesn’t know WHEN. “I CAN’T DO THIS WITHOUT YOU!!!” I 
scream! She nods “yes”. So, although I really don’t want to hear this, 
Sylvia’s telling me that I CAN do this without her. “We’ll still be 
married, right?” She says “That will never change”. I then say “We 
will still work together from the Other Side, right?” She nods “yes”. 
YOU HAD BETTER COME AND FIND ME THE FIRST CHANCE 
YOU GET!!!

After things settled down a bit, I asked Sylvia if there was ANYONE 
(on the Other Side) that she could talk to and tell them that she 
needs to stay, so we can continue to work together. “You say you 
have a Higher Purpose on the other side, what about the Higher 
Purpose you and I came into this life to do together? We haven’t 
fulfilled that yet. We need a 2nd chance, so we can help the world 
with our special music. Please, please talk with someone ANYONE 
and tell them we need to finished what we’re supposed to do HERE 
first!

At this point, there was a knock on the door and C.S. (I’ve forgotten 
her married last name) came to visit. She brought a clear plastic cup 
with 2 daffodils in it. After explaining just how close Sylvia and I are, 
she said “that’s why I brought you both THIS flower. I picked it in a 
friend’s yard. There are two daffodils on a single stem — sort of 
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representation of me and Sylvia. This was very kind and insightful of 
her.

Sylvia and I consider ourselves “spiritual” more than “religious” but 
the information, prayers, company and flowers C.S. brought were a 
welcome comfort and escape from this current bit of hard reality.

I was going to send this later tonight but right now, Sylvia is sleeping 
and I’ll be either sitting here or pacing the floor and holding my 
breath. Even though I now “think” I know which “Plan” will rear its 
ugly head.

If this is the way all of this has to unfold, how does ANYONE 
physically “go home” after losing someone so close to them? I may 
just come back here to this hospice (Solace) and sleep on one of 
their couches in the big living room for a few nights. It’s going to be 
tough enough for me to face our “4 walls” in the daylight but the 
nights are going to be fiercely dark for me for a while. Dam! I truly 
H-A-T-E this!!! I just want to find an empty room and SCREAM! I 
have an image of Sylvia leaving like a kite which was let-go-of by a 
boy who was flying it and now I’m running through the fields trying 
to catch up with that kite before it get too far away for me to 
follow.

----------
Paul & Sylvia Rego
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Paul & Sylvia Rego 5
I'm Going To Need Some Help



From: Paul & Sylvia Rego
Date: April 7, 2011 8:28:25 PM EDT
Bcc: Everyone
Subject: Paul & Sylvia Rego 5 I'm Going To Need Some 
Help

Making friends is one thing, pouring my heart out (as I've been doing 
lately) is something else but I spoke with the chaplain tonight and he 
suggested I let people know what I'm about to face and that I "may" 
or "may not" want some help…

So, I thought I'd better write this while I'm still coming from the 
small bit of "strength" I may still have. (As long as Sylvia is still 
breathing, I'm not coming apart at the seams.) Since she now feels 
strongly about "needing" to cross over, I really don't know what I'll 
be like when that moment comes.

- - -

Statistics
• Sylvia was born in Oregon
• I was born just outside of Boston
• Sylvia has a Bachelor's degree in music
• Sylvia taught 4-year olds (for a few years) in the Yamaha School Of 
Music
• Sylvia plays keyboards and has a beautiful singing voice (I play 
drums)
• Sylvia and I have been together since 1981.
• Sylvia and I were married on August 1, 1987
• Sylvia and I haven't been more than about 100-feet from each 
other since 1993
• Sylvia and I haven't been home since March 19th
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• Sylvia and I have been in this room since March 21st (Our car is 
home. Even if it was here, where am "I" going. I'll always stay right at 
Sylvia's side.)
• 6 kind people have sent cards or letters. Thank you.
• Two very kind people have sent (or are going to send) some 
money. A big "thank you".
• 6 people have stopped by to visit since we've been here.

- - -

Here's the help I think I need…
Every time I think about going back to our mobile home (our 
house), I see nothing but darkness and haunting memories. In order 
for me to get through the front door (let alone spend the night), I 
"may" want a few people there with me. Keep in mind that it's 
probably going to be an emotional roller coaster and I wouldn't 
blame anyone for not coming forward to help me get through this.

I may also want a few people to spend the night, at least the first 
night or two.

I also ask that any females who want to help me in this, MUST 
already have a romantic attachment to someone (married, 
boyfriend, girlfriend, I don't care). I would like everyone to honor the 
fact that Sylvia and I will ALWAYS be married and I don't want 
anything to interfere with that. Of course, I'd also ask that at least 
one male be present whenever a female comes over.

If you'd like to spend a few hours or the entire night at our mobile 
home, send me an eMail along with your phone number. !(It's a 1-
bedroom mobile home. The other bedroom is being used for 
storage and we don't have any furniture — except for 2 office chairs 
and 2 or 3 folding chairs.)
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This (Solace) hospice does offer lots of listening and talking help 
(people), including bereavement classes, as well as one-on-one 
bereavement sessions but they don't have anything in place which 
provides hand-holding while a family member goes home for the 
first few days. C.S., who visited today, told me about a Jewish method 
of dealing with this… I don't remember its name but whenever a 
loved one passes, members of their church (or Jewish community, I 
don't remember) stop by every day for one week. They bring food, a 
shoulder to lean on, a kind ear to talk into, etc. I thought this was a 
very helpful thing. I guess this is what I'm looking for. Of course, as I 
mentioned previously, I really won't know until the time comes 
whether I want people there to help me cope or whether I'll want 
no one there because all of Sylvia's things are "sacred space". I 
mentioned this to the chaplain and he said it might be good to reach 
out and explain things before the time comes (before Sylvia's 
passing), just in case I need it. "Before Sylvia's passing"… it sounds so 
strange and so wrong. A few days ago, I had to call and select a 
crematory. I did it but I felt like a traitor. I felt as though I was 
betraying our belief in each other and trying to get her cremated 
while she is still here. I REALLY HATE EVERY PART OF THIS! The 
pain just doesn't seem to stop. I HAD "clarity" and then Sylvia's 
newest information has unraveled that. I feel like I'm a robot and 
Sylvia's been my programmer, instructing me in various things — 
she's all I've come to know as "my entire world". Now, the 
programmer is about to leave the building and the robot will be left 
with a partial program — bumping into walls, walking in circles and 
basically LOST without the essence of that special caring person.

Yes, I'm hurting… I'm hurting bad and I know it's going to get worse 
before it gets better. Right now, "I'm" the only person I can rely on 
and that's a bit empowering as well as completely frightening. (I 
realize I've stated that many times in different ways. I guess I keep 
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thinking… each time I mention it, the pain will lessen just a bit… but 
it doesn't.)

Right now, there's a spear through my heart and I still have to face 
the shattering of my world. Already I can feel the fragmented shards 
of that upcoming explosion beginning to pierce my soul.

----------
Paul & Sylvia Rego
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Paul & Sylvia Rego 6
I Forgot To Mention Something



From: Paul & Sylvia Rego
Date: April 7, 2011 9:28:55 PM EDT
Bcc: Everyone
Subject: Paul & Sylvia Rego 6 I Forgot To Mention 
Something

I just realized I forgot to mention that Sylvia and I live in Candler 
(past west Asheville, NC).

- - -

G.S. phones any night she can't come by. I just got off the phone with 
her… Initially, the people who work here, in Social Services, told me 
I would continue to receive Sylvia's social security checks. Well, G.S. 
told me she was at the social security office today (on another 
matter) and was double-checking the information I was given… She 
was told that I have to be "60" before I can begin to get Sylvia's 
checks! Right now, I'm 56. So ANOTHER brick wall has just fallen on 
me!

From time-to-time, I was examining what I "thought" was already in 
place…
• Sylvia coming into this life in 1936, so we (and then "I") could live 
on her social security checks.
• This would help me pay the bills while I worked on OUR music 
and got it in sellable condition for the world to hear. Although I have 
snippets of songs ready to be made into complete audio Works, I 
don't know how many months of full time effort it will take me 
(since I'm going to be doing this alone).
• Rent is $450 a month.
• The only other bills I think we have are electric, telephone 
(Internet), gas for the car, car maintenance (Sylvia always does 
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"maintenance", in order to prevent "repairs") and the $1,000 or so 
that's on the credit card.
• I think there are a few online companies which allow musicians to 
state that they need "X" amount of money for a music project and 
fans can contribute whatever amount they want ($5, $100, etc). 
Once the dollar amount is reached, the company gives that money 
to the musicians. If the musicians don't follow through, everyone gets 
their money back. We were going to use this to pay for the pressing 
of our first CDs. I can still do this, I guess, but now I have to pay all 
the bills for enough months before I can ask those "potential" fans 
for donations. Even then, it will only allow me to create the CDs and 
offer them for sale online. It won't bring in any money from CD 
sales until people "discover" our music and then start buying the 
songs.

I think if my mind were clear, I would think of some way to raffle off 
my Macintosh services but my brain just isn't aligned for that right 
now. (Actually, anyone who wants to know what I know about how 
to fix a Macintosh can simply buy my yellow book. Even though it 
was written during "Tiger" (10.4), pretty much everything in there 
will still keep you on the right track for fixing even Snow Leopard 
(10.6) Macs. Since lowing the prices of all of my CafePress items, 
including my books, we really only make $1-to $5 profit per item.)

I'm not trying to plead with anyone to send me money or pay my 
bills. That would be great but even in my currently-clouded state, I 
realize that everyone has problems and everyone could use more 
money. I'm really just trying to "flush" my brain, so I can figure out 
what the current situation is and how I'm going to deal with it.

----------
Paul & Sylvia Rego
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Paul & Sylvia Rego 7
"Plan B"



From: Paul & Sylvia Rego
Date: April 9, 2011 5:23:58 PM EDT
Bcc: Everyone
Subject: Paul & Sylvia Rego 7 "Plan B"

Yesterday left me with very little sleep, because the nurses wanted 
to turn Sylvia (change her position in the bed) every 4-hours instead 
of every 8-hours that Sylvia wanted. This was because she was 
getting more bed sores.

I got out of bed around 7am. Not only was I extremely tired but I 
had the sinking feeling that "today was the day".

At one point, I mentioned to G.S. that more people have visited (or 
just entered) Sylvia's room than any other day since we've been 
here. I took this to be feedback that "today IS the day".

One of those "visitors" was sent by C.S. (see message 4). He 
introduced himself as a deacon from a nearby baptist church and 
said that "someone named ____ !____" (which is C.S., her now-
married name is C.M.) told him to stop by. I didn't know exactly 
what he wanted at first so he began explaining some things about 
"Jesus" and "being saved". I politely (too politely) explained Sylvia and 
my viewpoint on this… We're "spiritual" NOT "religious" — was my 
basic point. Then, he got to the real reason for his visit… He said 
Sylvia is a sinner and would go to hell if she didn't ask Jesus for 
forgiveness. I told him "Sylvia and I are actually BONDED together 
and she's not even responding to ME. I'm her protector and I will 
move HEAVEN AND EARTH to keep her safe. There's no way I'm 
going to let you do that." He kept pushing… "Let me just ask her to 
repent her sins." Just as I was telling him to GET OUT, a hospice 
employee came in and told him to leave. "I don't believe this" he 
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said. As he stood in the doorway, he turned to the 5 of us and said 
we'd all be going to hell because of this (or something like that).

NOTE: If you have a religious slant, please keep it to yourself!

At one point, a nurse came in and wanted to see how Sylvia was 
doing. As she walked toward the foot of the bed, she said she 
wanted to see how Sylvia's feet were doing. Since I say her feet 
yesterday but not today, I got up to also take a look… I immediately 
"lost it". I had to run out into the hall. Sylvia's feet and legs, up to her 
knees, were covered in a purple marbled color — a sign her system 
doesn't have enough energy to circulate blood to every limb.

One of the volunteers sitting with me, Sylvia and G.S., earlier in the 
day, was Ginger. She 70-years old and crochets while she visits with 
the various patients. (I found out later that she was the one who 
quietly went out and got the hospice employee.) Ginger mentioned 
something about an organization called "The Eleventh Hour". This is 
where different volunteers will come in and sit with an about-to-
pass patient, if they have no family or friends to sit with them during 
that frightening time. Because no one knew how I would react as 
Sylvia begins to pass, the organization made an exception for me and 
Sylvia. So someone arrived around 6pm. She sat and talked with me 
until about 11:30pm. During this timeframe, Sylvia looked as though 
she was having a difficult time breathing. Now, I know Sylvia doesn't 
want any drugs but the nurse assured me that it would ease Sylvia's 
breathing and make her more comfortable. In all, I think 3 or 4 
doses of pain medicine and 1 dose of anxiety medicine were given 
to her.

Earlier, I had placed our "Plan A" sign on a table next to Sylvia's bed 
— facing it upwards, so she could see it whenever she decided to 
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leave her body. Now that this event has passed, I can tell you what 
was written on that 24-inch by 18-inch melamine sign:

"Sylvia (yes, you silly)"
"1. Get rid of the cancer.
"2. Get back in your body."
"Your ever-loving husband Paul"

Under the last line, I used a purple melamine marker and drew the 
symbol which represents our band. (Since we want to trademark 
this symbol and copyright the name of our band, I can't tell you 
more about either at this point in time.)

Another 11th-hour volunteer replace the first one, around 
11:30pm. However, instead of staying with us until the next 
volunteer arrived, a nurse knocked on the door around 1am and 
explained that another patient was about to cross over and she had 
no one. So our 11th hour volunteer left.

This turned out to be a great synchronicity for us… I leaned over 
the bed a bit and placed my cheek on Sylvia's cheek or my head next 
to hers, on her pillow. Either way, I fell in and out-of sleep several 
times. At first, I could still hear the breathy "huh" Sylvia had been 
making for the last few hours. Over time, I noticed that this sound 
was getting more and more subtle. At one point, I thought Sylvia 
stopped breathing completely but I looked closely at her lower 
neck / upper chest area and could still see slight movement. So I 
continued being as close to Sylvia as I could get and went back to 
sleep.

It must have been about 10-minutes later (between 2:15am and 
2:30am) that a nurse came in and quietly said "I think she's gone". 
Believe it or not, I was entirely calm. Even while the nurse checked 
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Sylvia's pulse, I knew Sylvia "had" or "was about to" cross over and 
SOMEHOW I seemed to be at ease with that.

The nurse asked if there was anyone I wanted her to phone. I told 
that G.S. had left her number with the 11th Hour people and told 
them to call her "if" and "when" Sylvia passed. The nurse told me she 
wouldn't call the crematory (AH! I HATE using that word and 
"Sylvia" in the same thought… It just hurts!) until G.S. arrived. I told 
her that it will take G.S. an hour and a half to get here. She said 
"that's fine".

Sylvia was still laying on her right side. So I got as close as I could to 
her and nuzzled her face, neck and hair and gently kiss her lips, 
cheeks, forehead, neck and ears for the next 3, wonderful hours. 
(G.S. was somehow running late and I was glad.) I say "wonderful" 
because I was happy for this opportunity or extra time to, once 
again, breathe in and admire the aroma, textures and contours that 
make Sylvia "Sylvia".

I think the first thing I said into Sylvia's small ears was "I know you're 
not really in this vessel." "I know we'll be together but I don't know 
how long it will take. You be sure to come and find me the MINUTE 
you're able to."

Once G.S. arrived, the nurse said she wanted to get Sylvia ready for 
the crematory people — lay her flat, clean her and put a diaper on 
her. She told me it normally takes them 45-minutes to get here.

Once again, I got as close as I could to Sylvia and I nuzzled her neck, 
cheeks and face and I continued kissing her lips, cheeks, forehead, 
neck and ears for the next hour. (They were also running late and I 
was, once again, glad.)
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While I was enjoying every opportunity to be close to Sylvia, G.S. 
was gathering all of our items from the room and making several 
trips out to her car.

Sining the papers with them was tough and I broke down once 
again. I mentioned to G.S. that I was fine through all that happened 
during the last 4-hours but now I'm coming apart! I opened Sylvia's 
purse to get the credit card and picked up a hair-tie by mistake… 
my unraveling continued another notch. In looking to see if Sylvia's 
Social Security Card was in her purse, I discovered a $5 bill tucked 
away in an odd place — I remember this being the type of thing 
Sylvia does to be sure we would always have SOME money in an 
emergency, if needed… my unraveling instantly hit two more 
notches and BANG a loud sound was heard as I drove my fist into 
the nearby wall.

I then stood outside Sylvia's door, while a nurse and the crematory 
person moved Sylvia from her hospice bed to his. As the door 
opened, I turned my back. Although Sylvia was probably completely 
covered, I just couldn't watch as her silhouette was pushed past me 
one last time.

Eventually, I found myself at the front door and outside the hospice 
for the first time in almost 3-weeks! G.S. drove me to Panera Bread 
and she bought me (and her) breakfast.

We then started that haunting memory I've had — of driving home 
for the first time. The closer we got, the more I found myself 
stomping my foot and taking quick, short breaths. Once we arrived 
and the vehicle stopped, I opened the car door so fast, I almost 
spilled out. I was still panting and stomping my feet.
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I opened the door to our mobile home and went inside. The heat 
wasn't on (of course) so I was hit with an enveloping grasp of cold 
air. I was surprised that nothing I saw "set me off" more than a lot of 
stress and some stomping.

G.S. didn't stay long and that's when I really came apart! I started 
looking for the blank checks I know Sylvia must have purchased and 
put away somewhere. I couldn't find them so I found myself yelling 
"SYLVIA", "SYLVIA". I then went through the file drawers in Sylvia's 
desk. I was looking for some documents, which I "thought" Sylvia 
was keeping. I couldn't find them. Once again, I began yelling 
"SYLVIA, I CAN'T DO THIS! YOU TOLD ME I COULD BUT I 
CAN'T! WHERE ARE THE BLANK CHECKS?"

After about an hour of being home alone, and several more 
outbursts of yelling (sometimes mad) at Sylvia, I knew I had to get 
out of there. My first thought was to go back to the hospice. There, I 
would at least be surrounded with volunteers and employees who 
would know what I was going through and offer some support. Since 
it's a 24-hour place, I could take Sylvia's computer, take my time 
typing out the last message for everyone and then spend the night in 
their big living room by napping in one of their comfortable chairs… 
So I gathered a few things, loaded them into the car and left.

Driving for the first time after almost 3-weeks felt a bit strange. A 
couple of times, I thought I was going to veer off the road.

After making my way to the nurse's station, next to Sylvia's room, I 
told one of the nurses about my plan. He immediately said "you can't 
do that". What? I didn't saying anything more to him but I was 
confused… It's a 24-hour place, people come and go throughout the 
halls all night long. What's the harm of me sitting and napping in a 
chair?
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I think I've brought this up in a previous eMail but I'm really feeling it 
now… Solace has a lot of great employees and volunteers and their 
various support services are extremely helpful. However, during 
nights and weekends, that much-needed support seems to stop. I 
called their bereavement number before I left home and the 
"recording" stated "Monday through Friday" hours.

Before beginning this message, I sent a note to M.W. asking him if he 
could spend the night tonight, since he volunteered to bring his 
sleeping bag and keep me company for one night. At this point, he 
hasn't responded yet and this message now seems to be complete.

At this point, people have sent us a total of $800. Thank you. Even 
the small amounts do add up. The credit card bill came yesterday and 
it's now at $1,600 — of course, it doesn't reflect the $685 for the 
crematory or the upcoming $400 car repair.

Right now, I don't know if I'm going to continue sending eMails. I 
don't know when I'll be able to really handle telephone calls and I 
don't know when I'll be able to fully function in the outside world 
again.

----------
Paul & Sylvia Rego
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Paul & Sylvia Rego 8
Facing This Cold, Hard Reality



From: Paul & Sylvia Rego
Date: April 11, 2011 6:24:32 PM EDT
Bcc: Everyone
Subject: Paul & Sylvia Rego 8 Facing This Cold, Hard 
Reality

NOTE: Judy B., please forward this on to Jill S. She was kind enough 
to meet me at Atlanta Bread Company today, and buy me lunch (I 
just wanted to talk). She told me she hadn't been receiving my 
eMails but I forgot to ask her eMail address and there's no phone I 
can use here at Solace (hospice) (we don't have a cellphone).

- - -

In a way, I'd like to focus on the "Higher Purpose" that Sylvia and I 
are supposed to do… which, at this point, still seems like it's some 
type of music project. However, I keep feeling the rude finger of 
society poking me in the eye. This is why I'm continuing to write 
these messages. Again, they're really for my own therapy. I don't re-
read them before sending them and the next day, I really can't 
remember what I wrote. I know everyone on this list really doesn't 
want to continually hear me babble-on about the ups and downs of 
my "days since Sylvia's passing". So I'll try to taper them off or only 
send something out if it's important but, as I said, I still need this as 
therapy.

There are moments when I'm doing a bit better and, of course, 
there are moments when I'm a mess of confusion, clouded-thinking 
and a small amount of lost time. This happened Sunday (yesterday). 
After heating the last frozen waffles in the toaster and making "camp 
coffee", I found myself standing in the kitchen and not knowing how I 
got there or what I was doing. So I knew I may be a hazard to 
myself, so I got out.
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- - -

"Camp Coffee" is something Sylvia taught me. Place coffee water in a 
sauce pan and bring it to a boil. Then add enough coffee-grounds for 
1 or 2 cups. Let it sit for 3-to 5-minutes and strain the coffee out 
while pouring it into a cup.

- - -

Saturday
(Maybe this happened on Sunday. I just can't remember.) While I was 
sitting in the big living room at Solace, typing my previous eMail, I 
began "talking" with Sylvia from time-to-time. At one point, I 
CLEARLY heard her say "The veils are getting thinner. I'll be with 
you soon."

The person who had offered to bring his sleeping bag and sleep over 
(M.W.) for my first frightening night at home, couldn't do it afterall. 
The events in his life didn't match Sylvia's schedule. He did come 
over and he found 3 older, blank checks and that was helpful. 
Although he couldn't stay very long, he had phoned a friend of his 
and had him come over and stay with me for a few hours. After he 
left, I did get some much-needed sleep and woke around 6am 
(Sunday). I wanted to get more sleep but my mind kept thinking… If 
I turn slightly, or if I glance over there, I can actually see Sylvia 
standing there or lying in the bed next to me. By 7am, I realized my 
mind was filling up too much and I wasn't really seeing Sylvia. So I 
got up.

Sunday
As I was getting up, it "struck me" (or maybe it was information 
from Sylvia) that there's a metal file box in the bedroom closet and I 
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haven't looked in there for any important papers. Maybe the 
insurance policy is there!

I actually took a shower and ate some breakfast. I pulled out the 
metal file box and went through it. I did find 2 or 3 papers which 
referred to an insurance policy but no actual policy. I went online 
and tried to get some information about it but the site would not 
accept the policy number. So I'd have to wait until Monday to learn 
whether my future has been taken care of or if I have to flounder 
for a while.

I used those 3 blank checks and got the bills ready for mailing. I 
don't think I gave any other thoughts about what to do that day but 
that's when I noticed that I was "standing here" or "staring over 
there" and didn't know how I got there. So I knew, once again, that I 
had to get out of there. I phoned H.G. and asked if he had any free 
time that day. He said "absolutely, do you want me to come over?" I 
told him "no", that I still needed the comfort zone of Solace 
(hospice) and could he meet me there? "Of course".

(Everyone has been very kind to us, since this "disaster" started. We 
do appreciate the money, the opportunity to have a kind "ear" to 
talk to, etc. It's all very important for calming my mind and my 
integration into the "real world". Thank you. I really think everyone 
would have been just as kind "sooner" but even Sylvia and I didn't 
really know what was happening with her.)

As I approached the nurse's station, here at Solace, I noticed a 
person in white clothes talking with one of them. I went into their 
big living room and sat down at one of the tables. At that point, 
Jennifer came in and sat down next to me. (Jennifer is a Reiki master 
who had visited Sylvia and myself last Monday. Of all the people I had 
spoken with, over the last 3-weeks, she was the one I understood 
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the most — somehow her information was "getting through" my 
block head.)

Jennifer told me… "I had been thinking of you and Sylvia for the last 
2-days. My husband and kids are going on a picnic today but I told 
him I just had to get to Solace and check on Sylvia and Paul. (Now, 
this is one of those "it's supposed to happen this way" 
synchronicities.) About this time, H.G. came in and sat next to us. 
Jennifer was on very limited time but she was kind enough to spend 
almost an hour with us. (Far more than I know she had planned on.) 
H.G. has always offered very open-minded and insightful 
information, whenever we talk but even HE mentioned later that 
Jennifer really knows how to communicate without "telling" you 
what to do.

When my step-dad passed away, it took about 1-year for me to see 
him. (He was a carpenter for most of his life.) I was in the living 
room at home one day and I suddenly received an image or him and 
his voice saying "They build with shapes here." Because of this 
timeframe, I figured most people wouldn't be able to return to a 
loved one for about a year. Thinking of this, during these last 2-days, 
really hurts because I was thinking Sylvia wouldn't be able to make 
herself known to me for that same amount of time.

While speaking with Jennifer, she mentioned that her mom had 
passed away a few years ago and after just 5-weeks she felt her 
mom's presence. I immediately said "That's encouraging! As close as 
Sylvia and I are, she may be able to communicate with me a lot 
sooner!"

Before Jennifer left, she offered me a Reiki treatment and I thought it 
would be helpful, so I agreed. We went into an unused room and 
closed the door. I sat in a chair and Jennifer stood behind me and 
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placed her hands on my shoulders. Sometime during the next 10-
minutes or so, I "thought" I felt Sylvia's presence near me. I 
mentioned this to Jennifer and she said "I DID feel Sylvia's presence 
in this room."

After Jennifer left, H.G. drove and treated me to lunch at a nearby 
Brueger's Bagels. (Thank you.) I then returned to Solace for another 
hour or two. I started for home but was going to stop at J & S 
Cafeteria for a bite to eat. (It's on the way and inexpensive.) As I was 
driving down I-40, I received this "impression" of Spanikopita. (It's a 
greek dish of spinach and feta cheese and comes with a large greek 
salad.) Sylvia and I have enjoyed this dish for many years at Apollo 
Flame Bistro. (In the last year or two, Sylvia has liked the one on 
Brevard road more than the one on Hendersonville road.) This same 
time this "impression" appeared, I noticed a song was repeating in 
my head. The song is called "Ride The Flow" — and Sylvia wrote it. I 
can hear her playing the keyboard and her beautiful voice singing the 
words. Basically, it means "go with the flow". I looked at the "maybe 
empty" passenger seat and started talking to Sylvia… "Are you 
trying to tell me that I should have a real meal, instead of a few 
random vegetables at J & S?… Ok. Fine. That's what I'll do."

I still can't believe I did that. It's only been 1-day since Sylvia left and 
already I find myself eating alone, in public for the first time! The 
experience was a bit surreal.

The waitress asked "how are you today" and I said something about 
"I've been better" and tried to not start "dumping" my situation on 
her but as I stared at the menu I noticed I was starting to mumble 
and babble so I said "Don't feel like you have to walk on eggshells 
but my wife passed away yesterday". Anyway, I ordered, and slowly 
ate, the Spanikopita and a glass of wine. I was trying to eat what 
Sylvia and usually eat. I wasn't sure about the dessert until the 
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owner's wife placed a small piece of white cake with white icing on 
my table and said "thank you for celebrating 10-years with us". I 
looked across at Sylvia's chair and said "Ok, you want me to have 
the dessert as well." So I did.

The owner's table was close by and I stopped by and said "I just 
want you to know how much my wife and I have appreciated your 
Spanikopita all these years." She looked around and started to say 
"Where is she" when I said "she passed away yesterday". I then 
broke down. (I had been doing pretty well up til then.) I stood in line 
to pay the bill when she came over to me, ripped the ticket out of 
my hand and said "I've been called to take care of this". I said "I 
didn't tell you that so you could do this." "That's ok. I want to do 
this." I tipped the waitress and as I was leaving I passed by the 
owner's table again (because it's by the front door) and a man who I 
didn't really see there before said "My name is Randy Flack. I work in 
Heath Schuler's office. If you need any help with red tape, give me a 
call and I'll see what I can do." (or something like that)

Later that evening, G.S. phoned to see how I was doing. (Thank you) 
I mentioned the older checks that M.W. had found and she said 
those checks may not be valid. (Of course, she couldn't see them. So 
we didn't know for sure.) Since I had already mailed the bills I paid 
with those checks, I knew this would be one of the questions for the 
bank manager on Monday.

Before going to bed, I got my next day actions worked out. It was 
beginning to seem overwhelming.

Monday
First thing… Take the wheelchair, toilet chair and a few other items 
back to The Loan Closet. I still need to get everything out of the 
house which reminds me of Sylvia being sick. I tried to phone them 
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first but getting up a 6am actually placed me in an "earlier than 
everyone else" timeframe. Usually, Sylvia and I would get up around 
1pm and, by the time we got out the door, we'd only have about an 
hour to interact with most businesses.

I then called the insurance company but they don't open til 9am.

After paying the Post Office Box rent, I went to the bank. I entered 
the manager's office (Sylvia and I have known her for several years) 
and said "I need to talk to you about a few things". I started closing 
her office door and said "We'll have to close the door because I've 
been having meltdowns." She probably thought I was going to rob 
the bank but I quickly told her what happened to Sylvia.

I was so out of it, I had to have her cash some checks (so I could pay 
the crematory) and deposit others. I later used their phone to call 
the insurance company… I held my breath as I made my way 
through New York Life's phone menus. Someone finally answered 
and I explained that I had a policy number but their online system 
wouldn't accept it. He looked it up and said that policy had been 
cashed in the year 2000. (I sort of remember Sylvia doing that now.) 
At that point, the last holdout I had for a little monthly sustainability 
(while I work on our music and get it ready for sale) had just 
crumbled on top of me.

I really don't mean this to sound like "poor me" but in the last 3-
weeks…
• I've had to face Sylvia's illness,
• The fact that I can't use Sylvia's social security checks for 3.5-years,
• The fact that there is NO insurance policy,
• The fact that I do have skills which will keep me from taking a 
minimum-hour job BUT Macs don't break down enough for me to 
get enough income from Macintosh-related work and, although I'm 
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not the best drummer in the world, I have been in a working band in 
the mid-70's and have done some recording studio work but 
because I haven't listened to the radio since 1980, I don't know ANY 
of the current songs. Now, the one good thing about my "drumming 
ability" is that I learn drum parts by hearing them not by reading the 
sheet music. Sylvia is the other way around. (Even if I tried to 
immediately get back into computer or drumming work, I really 
don't know when my mind will be clear enough to focus on either 
one.
• and the cold, hard reality that I just lost THE MOST IMPORTANT 
person in my entire world!

I am now free-falling and totally screwed!

- - -

Right now, I have a bereavement session scheduled for tomorrow 
(Tuesday) and the 4-hour car repair scheduled for Wednesday 
morning.

- - -

Memorial Service For Sylvia
(dam, that sounds so weird and difficult to face)
I spoke with the main chaplain at Solace today. I confirmed that the 
use of their small chapel is free if you had someone as a patient 
here. (The maximum chapel capacity is 40-people. There's also a 
hallway that people can spill-out into, if needed. At least that's my 
thought about it.)

So, this Saturday from 9am to 11am, I'll hold a service for Sylvia. If 
you're interested, just show up at that time. I don't really know what 
I'm going to do but, right now, I'm thinking of playing a CD with one 
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song, which I think they're singing about Sylvia. During the service, I 
may also play a CD of Sylvia's songs. Since most of you have never 
heard us play, or heard Sylvia's golden voice, I thought this would be 
something special and it would allow me to share that part of Sylvia 
with the rest of the world.

If you want to send me money, it's always welcome. If you want to 
send flowers or other things, I would ask that you!make a donation 
to Solace in Sylvia's name. (If you do, I think I would like to know 
about it.) This web page will tell you more about Solace and it 
explains how to get here:

www.carepartners.org/pagedisplay.cfm?mainpage=6&subpage=25

One thing I would ask that you do…
If you are going to make a donation to Solace, could you please 
express my concern about their lack of support "after 5" and "on 
weekends"? Yes, the chaplain and, I think, one other "support" person 
who can be called (by a nurse) around the clock but:
• The general volunteers who will sit and talk with you,
• The bereavement counselors,
• The Reiki volunteers,
• The Heart Song volunteers,
• The music therapy volunteers,
• The social workers (who work here), and some others
All go home at 5pm during the week and don't come in at all on he 
weekends! Because Sylvia left early Saturday morning, I had NONE 
of that support at that time and I felt as though I was being kicked 
out!

I mentioned to Brenda (a chaplain) and Ginger (a general 
volunteer), on Friday, that Solace should at least have some sort of 
"summary" support where you would talk with someone who would 
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make sure you had all the documents you need, know which 
documents (in the real world) you're going to have to pick up and 
pay for (like the death certificates) and other facets, so you won't be 
floundering like I am. Granted our situation may be unique… Most 
people may have relatives and friends who can help them with the 
tougher problems but being left alone and without any foreseeable 
income, is not something anyone should have to face ESPECIALLY 
AFTER LOSING THE PERSON YOU LOVE THE MOST IN THIS 
WORLD! Even now, it still bothers me that Sylvia, MY SYLVIA is 
lying there in the crematory staring at the ceiling in some cold room 
AND I'M NOT THERE TO KISS HER CHEEKS AND NUZZLE HER 
FACE like I did here for 4-hours! I know she's not there. I really do 
understand that MY Sylvia is no longer inside that vessel but I still 
want to be close to that part of her which I've come to know. I 
don't really care if anyone calls it "weird". That part of my Sylvia is 
there and I should be there so I can continue to drink in that 
essence.

- - -

Summary
This Saturday from 9am to 11am, I will hold a service for my Sylvia.

Location:
CarePartners Hospice and Palliative Care
John F. Keever Jr. Solace Center
21 Belvedere Road
Asheville, NC 28803
828/210-3150

- - -
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I've been sitting here in the big living room at Solace for over 4-
hours now. During that time, I've glanced over at the empty chair to 
me left — the same chair Sylvia sat in 2-days before and told me 
that exciting news about the "veils getting thinner". Today, however, I 
don't feel her presence. So I feel even sadder and, although it's only 
been 2.5-days since she left, I feel like it's been months. I find myself 
fighting through the painful memories of seeing her lying there for 3-
weeks trying to deal with her changing body functions. I'm searching 
for those good and happy pictures of her in my mind but right now, 
my clouded-mind is still in a very confused state. I'm sure that when 
I get home, I'll be calling her name again. Right now, I don't see that 
that will ever stop. I think more and more people, who see me in 
public, will see me talking to Sylvia and think I'm even stranger than 
we've shown ourselves to be in the past.

----------
Paul & Sylvia Rego
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Sylvia Rego’s Memorial Service / Solace Center, Asheville, NC 
4/16/11

Sylvia Irene Rego
September 22, 1936 - April 9, 2011

(74-years young)

Family:

• Born “Sylvia Irene Leverich” in Tillamook, Oregon to Donald 
Myron Leverich & Anna Irene Brecken

• Has a half-brother “Steve Leverich” who lives in Oregon.

• Has one daughter: Joanie (52), who lives in Dallas, Texas.

• Had one son, Richard, who took his own life in the late ‘70s, during 
Sylvia’s 3rd or 4th marriage.

• Sylvia is a 3rd cousin to (now passed) actor “Victor Joey”.

Marriages:

• (1) Married Ben Kisor, while still living in Oregon.

• (2) Married Al Ward, while still living in Oregon (they later moved 
to Albuquerque, NM)

• (3 + 4) Married Dick Scalf (twice, the 2nd time for “paperwork”), 
while living in Albuquerque.

• (5) Married Paul Rego on August 1, 1987, while living in 
Albuquerque.

Sylvia and I:

• I met Sylvia when I moved to Albuquerque, NM in October 1980.

• After her 4th marriage, Sylvia, myself and 3 other people formed a 
music company.
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• Sylvia, me and one other “music company” person (B.B.), lived 
together beginning in 1981.

• 1982, B.B. forced us to “buy him out”. So Sylvia and I spent several 
years paying off a $5,000 loan.

• Sylvia and I have never been more than 100-feet apart since 
moving to Jacksonville, FL 1989 (Over 21-years)

Music:

• Sylvia has always been an “A” student. (I’ve always been a “D” 
student.)

• Sylvia won at least 2 (that I can remember) piano competitions 
when she was young.

• During the years surrounding 1971, Sylvia was a music teacher at 
the Yamaha School Of Music, teaching piano and music skills to 4- 
to 12-year olds.

• Sylvia has a Bachelor of Music degree from the University of New 
Mexico.

• Sylvia was the music director for a “Science of Mind” church in 
Albuquerque, when I met her.

• Sylvia’s played baritone horn (I think), tenor recorder, guitar, 
organ, piano and probably a lot more.

• Sylvia’s been a waitress, musician, music instructor, bookkeeper, 
secretary, graphic designer and more!

• Sylvia’s favorite musical “key” is D-flat.

• When we lived in Florida, we played music (monthly) at 12 
different nursing homes — 2 of them were every week. We always 
played for the patients in the alzheimer’s unit. The music we played 
was from the early 1900’s… Sunny Side Of The Street, Five Foot 
Two, My Blue Heaven, 42nd Street, etc.
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• While living in Asheville, we’ve played music at several different 
nursing homes (in their alzheimer’s unit) but played at Highland 
Farms once a month for 14-years.

• Sylvia has a golden alto voice, which will truly be missed.

More:

• Sylvia has always looked young for her age.

• Favorite Color: Purple

• Favorite Number: 5

• Favorite City:  Albuquerque, New Mexico

• Sylvia doesn’t like to cook. (Neither do I)

• Favorite Movie: Probably the music and baby scene in “2001: A 
Space Odyssey”

• Favorite Composer: Rachmaninoff (Sylvia can play some of his 
concertos, as well as other composers’)

• Sylvia loves chocolate and enjoys wine — all in moderation.

• Sylvia and I are the same height… about 5’ 4” but her legs are 
longer than mine.

• Sylvia enjoys learning new things. Sylvia’s explored sewing (buttons 
& small holes), various religions, zodiac, horoscope, numerology, 
crystals, pyramid energies, chakras, color therapy, sound & music 
therapy, dreams & dream symbology, art (paper and computer), 
various healthy-eating strategies and MANY more!
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Sylvia Rego’s Memorial Service / Solace Center, Asheville, NC 4/16/11

THE WIZARD (by Uriah Heep)
Words modified by Paul Rego for Sylvia Rego

She is the wizard
Of a thousand kings
And I chanced to meet her
One night wandering
She told me tales
And she drank my wine
Me and my magic girl
Kinda feeling fine

She has a cloak of gold
And eyes that inspire
And as she spoke
I felt a deep desire
To free the world
Of its fear and pain
And help the people
To feel free again

Why don't we listen to
The voices in our hearts
‘Cause then I know we'd find
We're not so far apart
Everybody's got to be happy
Everyone should sing
For we know the joy of life
The peace that love can bring

So spoke the wizard
In her mountain home
The vision of her wisdom
Means we'll never be alone
And I will dream of my magic girl
And her beautiful twinkling eyes
That guide me with their light
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I NEED YOU (by America)

We used to laugh, we used to cry 
We used to bow our heads then, wonder why 
And now you're gone, I guess I'll carry on 
And make the best of what you've left to me 
Left to me, left to me 

I need you like the flower needs the rain 
You know I need you, guess I'll start it all again 
You know I need you like the winter needs the spring 
You know I need you, I need you 

And every day, I'd laugh the hours away 
Just knowing you were thinking of me 
And then it came that I was put to blame 
For every story told about me 
About me, about me 

I need you like the flower needs the rain 
You know I need you, guess I'll start it all again 
You know I need you, I need you 
I need you like the winter needs the spring 
You know I need you, guess I'll start it all again 
You know I need you, I need you 

I need you like the flower needs the rain 
You know I need you, guess I'll start it all again 
You know I need you, I need you 
I need you like the winter needs the spring 
You know I need you, guess I'll start it all again 
You know I need you, I need you, I need you…

NOTE: The music on the CD is “rough”. (It hasn’t been rehearsed enough 
or recorded properly.) All of the songs were written, performed and sung 
by Sylvia Rego. (Any rhythms were performed by Paul Rego.) The last 
“Track” is 59-minutes long and contains part 1: “Harmony For Sound 
Health” part 1 and some of part 11. It’s a live recording from a church in 
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Jacksonville, FL called “Cosmic Church Of Truth (CCOT - 
thecosmicchurchoftruth.net). It’s the only time Sylvia and I performed 
those songs live. We took their cassette, through the air, recording, and 
transferred it to VHS tape (I don’t remember why) and, later, into the 
computer. If you know of anyone in the music business, who would like to 
help me bring Sylvia’s song to the world, please let me know. If you know 
of a publisher, who would like to convert my eMails into a book, please let 
me know.
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Sylvia Rego’s Memorial Service / Solace Center, Asheville, NC 4/16/11

Paul & Sylvia’s Wedding Vows (we wrote every word)

Sword and Veil… Wind In The Sail
The Marriage Celebration of Paul & Sylvia Rego

was held 1am, August 1st
Nineteen Hundred & Eighty Seven

4300 San Mateo NE - Albuquerque, New Mexico
[MINISTER]
We are gathered together here today to celebrate the oneness of 
these two who are here to acknowledge their love in a formal 
wedding ceremony. They have been brought together by a destiny 
that their timeless love has created…When time itself is but a 
memory, and all that you have is each other, what symbol of your life 
do you reveal; what do you contribute to this sacred bonding that is 
an element of your inner self? Paul Joseph Rego I ask this of you, Of 
what do you bring?…

[PAUL]
I bring my sword. This sword I have worn beneath my heart all my 
life. It is my symbol for something that I have cherished since the 
dawn of my time — TRUTH. I reveal it now so that we may both 
know the reason for my being.

[MINISTER]
And you, Sylvia Irene Scalf Of what do you contribute to this sacred 
bonding? What do you bring this day that will symbolize this sacred 
event from this day and for ever?

[SYLVIA]
I bring my veil. This is my symbol for compassion through which all 
relationships should be viewed. The compassion that comes with 
knowing “I am an energy being — one with all that is… I am 
another yourself.”
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[MINISTER]
And these two elements shall be the backbone of your new age 
together. From this day on the sword of might shall only be wielded 
through compassion. And this, thereby, shall bring forth TRUTH. And 
as you both grow in harmony together may you each understand 
and live the wisdom set forth here today. For love comes from the 
heart and symbols are but a reminder. Just as the essence of your 
souls is joined in the marriage today… so, with the wind to caress 
the sail, a simple piece of cloth can move the world. Now please join 
hands… And now I ask this of you: Do you Paul Joseph Rego, pledge 
your life in the holy union of matrimony to Sylvia Irene Scalf on this 
day and always?

[PAUL]
I do

[MINISTER]
And do you Sylvia Irene Scalf pledge your life in the holy union of 
matrimony to Paul Joseph Rego on this day and always?

[SYLVIA]
I do

[MINISTER]
Paul, please take this ring and repeat after me… I Paul Joseph Rego, 
do hereby pledge my love to you, Sylvia. May this ring be a symbol of 
my love for you and the unending bond of love and light that we 
share.

Sylvia, please take this ring and repeat after me… I Sylvia Irene Scalf, 
do hereby pledge my love to you, Paul. May this ring be a symbol of 
my love for you and the unending bond of love and light that we 
share.

And by the powers vested in me I hereby pronounce you husband 
and wife.
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1. 2.

3.

1. We pose for an Infinity 
band photo

2. Wedding pose with 
sword & veil.

3. Our wedding 
rings

4.

4. Sword & veil 
at wedding
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Apple ][+ and 
Alpha Syntauri 
music system 
Sylvia’s 
synthesizer 
keyboards: 
(top) Roland 
SH-09, (mid) 
Syntauri, 
(bottom) ARP 
2600. The 
controller for 
this one is by 
Paul’s elbow.

5.

6.

7.5. Visiting Sylvia’s step-
mom, Midge, in Oregon.

6. An early concert / 
service at Unity 
(Religious Science)  
church in Albuquerque, 
NM

7. Same concert / service 
but a different view.
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Before I begin… If you don’t have a hand-out and a CD, please get 
them now. If you know anyone who’s in the music business and 
would like to help me bring some of Sylvia’s songs to the public, 
please let me know. If you know of a publisher who would like to 
turn my eMails into a book, THAT would also be helpful.

The songs on that CD were recorded about 10-years ago. The notes 
on the bottom of page 3 of your hand-outs explains how the 
original recordings came about.

My normal way of talking in front of a crowd is to either totally 
“wing it” or at least jot down an outline of what I’d like to say. 
However, since I’m still a bit foggy, I thought it best to write 
everything out beforehand and just read it today…

I am grateful, really, to those of you who have come here today and 
for the supportive eMails, letters and cards I’ve received. Thank you. I 
am especially blessed by the hand-holding support and the money 
I’ve received from several very kind souls. The money will help me 
deal with that part of society that keeps coming at me like a bad 
snowball fight and the hand-holding helps me keep my mind clear.

At this point, I’d like to play a song which sums up the magic I see in 
My Sylvia. The band is from the ‘70s and is called “Uriah Heep”. The 
song is called “The Wizard”. Now, when I thought of this song in the 
past, I thought I would use it as a tribute to any of my relatives who 
pass but in the last 3-weeks, I began getting the strong feeling of 
relating this song to Sylvia. My Sylvia. The song you’ll hear hasn’t 
been changed but the words you have in your hand-outs were 
modified by me to fit the story of me and Sylvia…

[AT THIS POINT, PLAY “THE WIZARD”]

Hospice and Grief: Paul & Sylvia’s Love across the veil

Paul’s Talk! 96



Here’s the website, if you want to hear it:
www.youtube.com/watch?v=u0iuaxvkXv4

My goal here today, is to share a few more facets of “My Sylvia” with 
the rest of the world. At the beginning of our nearly 3-weeks here, 
she told me to “tell our story”. Which meant to explain how she got 
sick and the various pieces of our painful journey to this hospice and 
to tell those stories to any of the employees and volunteers here 
who were offering me their ear to talk to and shoulder to cry on… 
and there were several! So, in a way, I’m continuing that today… but 
today is really all about “Sylvia”. The real Sylvia who is typically 
happy, like to joke and make puns, have a glass of wine, a piece of 
chocolate and play music. You’ve heard enough of the un-healthy side 
of Sylvia’s life, through my eMails. So I’ll try to stay away from that 
information.

Everything I’ve mentioned in my exhaustive eMails and everything 
you will see and hear today only describes a fragment of My Sylvia. 
What I’m doing today would be like trying to describe nature to 
someone. I might capture the essence of a stone or a tree but I 
could never express the beauty and playfulness of the water or the 
sky.

Sylvia passed away on 4/9/11. I feel this is an important number for 
the world… because if we remove the “4”, we have “9/11”.

My girl was born “Sylvia Irene Leverich”. She was born in Oregon on 
September 22nd 1936. Because I stayed BY HER SIDE every minute 
of our 3-weeks here at Solace (hospice), I never went home to find 
any papers explaining her last wishes. However, I didn’t have to. On 
that first Saturday night, when we were told she had cancer and that 
she wouldn’t survive the operation, I remembered that Sylvia once 
told me she wanted to be cremated. I picked up her ashes yesterday 
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but did not bring them today, because I know she’s not in there. It 
was the same the instant she crossed over… the first thing I said 
into her ear was “I know you’re not in there.” For the next 4-hours, 
I kept caressing and kissing her face and talking to her, because it 
gave me a sense that I had a better connection to her spirit.

This room, today, contains several images of Sylvia and I know she is 
here with us now. The sword and veil you see here are the same 
ones we used in our wedding vows, in 1987. Which I’ve included, 
word-for-word, in your handouts.

The first memory I have of Sylvia is during a church gathering in 
Albuquerque, New Mexico. The Science Of Mind church, Sylvia was 
Music Director of, held a Christmas party and I went. It was 
December 1980. I was standing in a large room, talking with a few 
other people. At one point, I instinctively turned to my right and 
looked down the hall, which entered into the room I was in. I saw 
her husband at the time, on her right wearing an almost white suite. 
I then saw Sylvia. She wore a flowing, black gown, a necklace full of 
native American turquoise and a few other embellishments that 
bring out Sylvia’s natural character. I noticed her pretty face and her 
2-foot-long hair, flowing down her left side. To me, there’s still 
something magical about that moment. Looking back, I see the man 
at her side as a knight of the Crown… guarding and escorting the 
queen (Sylvia) to the king (me).

In the last 10-years or so, I call her “My Special Sylvia”. She’s my 
wife, my best friend, my teacher, my secretary, my linguist, my 
navigator, MY protector (in some ways) and the most beautiful 
image to look at, since the sun first rose up from the horizon. 
Sylvia’s my entire world and my everything.
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Sometimes I would nuzzle her neck or kiss her cheek, while she was 
using the computer, washing dishes or playing her music keyboard. 
Sometimes this would overwhelm Sylvia a bit but she would always 
embrace the moment and nuzzle me back before those rare times 
of telling me “I need to work on this”. This next song not only 
expresses those moments but also HOW MUCH I love My Sylvia. 
The song is called “I Need You” and the band is called “America”. 
Please follow the words in your handouts.

[PLAY “I NEED YOU” BY AMERICA]
Here’s the website, if you want to hear it:
www.youtube.com/watch?v=wAeofmvcUwY

The minute Sylvia left her body, I told her “I know you’re not in 
there”. I know she’s in just as much pain as I am… because we’re 
now separated. But I know she still exists and I do feel her near me 
sometimes. So I’m always going to refer to Sylvia as “she is” not “she 
was”. If I slip, I don’t mean to.

Sylvia was born in Tillamook, Oregon, was married 5 times to 4 
people… She married the 3rd husband twice. The 2nd time was 
pretty much for the paperwork.

Sylvia has a son, Richard and a daughter Joanie. Richard took his own 
life sometime in the late ‘70s and Sylvia never got over it — why 
should she? Joanie moved to Dallas, Texas when Sylvia and I still lived 
in Albuquerque.

Sylvia and I are 18-years apart. “Age” was just a number with us. It 
never got in the way of our love for each other. Sylvia was 74 when 
she left. She never looked her age, because she always had a young 
heart, playful character and enjoyed puns and finding cute and funny 
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things to say about the various experiences we would find ourselves 
in.

Sylvia has always been the perpetual student. She’s always reading 
everything she can. Since I’m not a “reader”, we are a natural fit for 
each other. (Again, showing us that Symbiotic relationship we have.) 
She reads and digests the information and then either tells me the 
parts I should know or we’ll begin discussing that subject in such 
finite detail… by the time we come out the other side, the 
information shared would be the equivalent of a CONCENTRATED 
Master Class on that subject. Sylvia’s interest in the following 
subjects will give you an idea of “how” and “why” we look for the 
magic in our daily lives: sewing (she would sew on buttons & stitch 
up small holes in our clothes), she explored various religions over 
the years and was even a “religious fanatic” herself in the beginning. 
Sylvia also examined the zodiac, horoscope and numerology.

Sylvia was always an “A” student. Because math came easy to her, 
numerology was a natural fit. She could not only quickly add up the 
numbers in someone’s name but could tell you both the “positive” 
and “negative” attributes of that number and how that person can 
utilize those energies. Sylvia also figured out or found in a book, a 
system of determining a person’s “life path” numbers. This would be 
similar to a zodiac chart but with numbers.

Sylvia also enjoyed learning about crystals and crystal healing. When 
she studied pyramid energies, she actually made a pyramid for 
herself. It was large enough to sit under and this is where she 
meditated, and generally “tuned herself up”, for several years. (This 
was before I met her.)

When Sylvia and her second husband were parting their ways, she 
gathered some stones from a pile of rocks they had both 
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accumulated over the years. One of the items in that pile was a 
quartz crystal. Here it is here. Over the years, Sylvia learned all she 
could about crystals, and specifically, HER crystal. She discovered a 
tiny triangle on it and this makes it a “master” crystal. As far as I can 
remember, she’s always carried that crystal with her everything she 
went. For about 10-years, Sylvia would actually SLEEP with her 
crystal in her hand. It would never fall out because the crystal was 
not only “tuned” to Sylvia’s energies but her hand seemed to shape 
itself around the contours of this crystal. Because Sylvia has always 
been “tuned in” to the various unseen energies surrounding her, 
she’s actually able to use her crystal to focus her own energies, in 
order to heal. If I banged my arm or had a pain somewhere, she 
would wave her crystal over the area and she’d say “Can you feel 
that?” I would say “no, I can’t”. I’m just not as sensitive to those 
energies as she is. I would then ask her if SHE could feel those 
energies and she would say “yes”. When Sylvia began having “level 
10” pain in October, I asked her at one point, if she could use her 
crystal on that area and heal herself. I handed her the crystal and as 
she barely turned the crystal toward her stomach, she “ouched” in 
pain and said “It’s too powerful. I can’t do it.” From that point on, she 
never even held her crystal.

One of Sylvia’s biggest interests is in dreams and dream symbology. 
As far as I can remember, she has always written down every dream 
she’s ever had… or pretty close to every dream. Before we met, she 
started cataloging various dream symbols and what they meant to 
HER. She would use them as reference, from time-to-time, but I 
think she might have created her own “dream dictionary” at some 
point. We did talk about this once or twice over the years. Although 
she never told me “there’s a proper way to listen to someone else 
tell their dreams”, I realized years ago that there is a sort of “dream-
listening etiquette”. This is where you listen to the other person 
without saying anything until they’re done. If you have questions or if 
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you notice key words, you write them down and when you explain 
what you thought about their dream,  you might mention… “did you 
realize you said this word instead of this word?” and you explain 
what you felt about their dream without telling them what they’re 
dream means.

Other subjects which caught Sylvia’s interest were the human 
energy chakras, art (both paper and computer), color therapy, sound 
& music therapy and MANY more! Earlier this week, while driving 
down the highway, I looked over at Sylvia’s passenger seat in the car 
and said “WHERE ARE YOU? WHAT ARE YOU DOING?’ She 
immediately told me “Learning”. So I know she’s not only settling in 
but she’s happy to be exploring new things. It still hurts and I know 
her heart is torn as much as mine but I’m happy that she’s doing 
something she enjoys.

While sorting through the various songs, photos and memories 
about My Sylvia, I’ve come to realize that pretty much mastered 
every subject she dove into. There just wasn’t room enough in this 
chapel to bring ALL the important things which have touched me or 
which help explain her. I’m still trying to make sense of what 
happened to the US that we had. In looking at the few items here 
and many items at home, I don’t really understand how any ONE or 
all of these together can represent an entire life. It was hard enough 
for me to look through all of Sylvia’s photos but on Wednesday, 
when I listened to her singing AND sorted her photos, it tore me 
apart several times.

At this point, I’d like to explain some of the items I brought today…

I’ll start with this. I then pull my amethyst crystal out from my shirt. 
On its chain, we see Sylvia’s wedding rings. For the last several years, 
she always wore both her wedding ring and her engagement ring on 
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the same finger. They can be seen here on the left side of my crystal. 
I placed them on the left because I always stand, sit and sleep on 
Sylvia’s right side. Since I’m her protector, this allows me (the knight) 
to guard her while still being able to pull my sword from its sheath. 
Sylvia’s legs have been swollen most of her life. The swelling would 
vary at times but her hands never swelled very much… except 
once. I don’t know what she did or ate but her left hand became 
very swollen at one point. It was so bad, we thought her ring (she 
only wore the wedding ring at that time) would cut into her finger. 
So, I got out the tin-snips and (it wasn’t easy) cut her ring, in order 
to save her hand. Later, we had the ring put back together and she 
began wearing them again. During the first week here at Solace, I 
noticed that her left hand was fairly swollen. About the same time, 
one of the nurses said her rings should come off before they cause 
more problems. The nurse lubricated Sylvia’s finger and, as she was 
trying to pull off her rings, Sylvia realized what was happening and 
began crying and shouted “NO”! I told her “I will put them back on 
your finger when the swelling goes down”, but the swelling never 
went down enough, or stayed down long enough, for me to do this. I 
new Sylvia didn’t want to leave me and this was another sign. Some 
part of her, on some level, knew that the removing of her rings was 
another step closer to her leaving.

[AT THIS POINT, EXPLAIN THE ITEMS I BROUGHT]

[For those of you who weren’t at Sylvia’s Memorial Service, I 
brought one of her hats, her turquoise necklace, her crystal, the 
sword and veil from our marriage ceremony and 5 pencil sketches 
Sylvia had done around 1952. Each is of a female modeling very 
stylish clothes… and the drawings are actually very good!) I also 
brought an empty roll of toilet paper, which has a note from Sylvia 
stapled to it. The note simply reads “Thank You” and has 2, pink, 
heart, Post-It Notes… I had seen that she needed a new roll of 
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toilet paper, at some point, and I replaced it without telling her. 
Later, I found this empty roll and note on my desk. I brought this so 
everyone could see the type of humor Sylvia has. She really does like 
to have fun with life! I brought the actual melamine board, which still 
has the original message for Sylvia and my “Plan A”. I also brought 
several color and black & white photos of Sylvia, me and Sylvia 
playing music together and our wedding photos. Some of the items I 
brought were done because I felt “moved” to bring them — as it 
Sylvia was guiding me to bring them. This includes the triangle 
envelope and triangle card Sylvia made for me for my birthday one 
year. I also brought the actual bottle of barley grass. Sylvia and I refer 
to this as “green powder” and I brought a bottle of the high-alkaline 
water (Essentia, brand), so everyone could relate more to what I 
explained in my eMails. Sylvia and I refer to this as “magic water”.]

Although Sylvia’s had different jobs in her life here, music is always 
her first passion. I’m truly sorry we didn’t spend more time creating 
our own songs and playing music together. Sylvia’s played the 
baritone horn, tenor recorder, guitar, organ, piano and more. I’ve 
seen My Sylvia play an organ which had 2 keyboards AND play the 
pedals with her feet AND turn the sheet music AND sing, with that 
golden voice… ALL AT THE SAME TIME! She did the same thing 
after we purchased some modern synthesizers. My Sylvia is just an 
incredible girl. The top-right photo in your hand-outs shows just 
such a complicated musical setup. There, you’ll see Sylvia in front of 
THREE music keyboards. She handled them effortlessly, while also 
controlling the Apple][+ computer they were connected to AND 
singing AND following her notes on what to do next.

Keep in mind that this recording was “live” and that Sylvia doesn’t 
have rhythm. She never needed it. As a girl, she lived in a small town 
in Oregon and would go to a nearby “Grange Hall”, where they 
would hold dances on the weekend. As a young girl, she would sit 
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there and bang on the out-of-tune piano but over time, she taught 
herself a few songs. Because she played “solo”, she didn’t need to 
keep a rhythm. A few years later, her parents bought her an organ 
for her bedroom. Again, playing solo meant she didn’t have to follow 
the tempo.

I’m going to let you hear one of Sylvia’s songs. It’s a very short piece 
of piano music and I don’t think it’s on your CD. Sylvia wrote this 
herself and this is her playing it. It’s called “Open My Eyes”. I’m 
playing the drums. The basic words are “I open my heart, I open my 
eyes, I open my ears and mind”. If you listen carefully at the 
beginning, you’ll be able to hear Sylvia counting “123456, 123456”, 
trying to keep her rhythm straight…

[PLAY THE FIRST OF SYLVIA’S 3 SONGS]
[This song is called “Service1-Open My Eyes”]
You can download it from this page:
https://public.me.com/macosmos

During Sylvia’s 2nd marriage, she road a motorcycle (not a Harley) 
on roads and highways surrounding Albuquerque, New Mexico.

Sylvia can sew. Several times I’ve seen her stitch up some loose 
threads on our clothes or sew a button back on. Her favorite color 
is purple. She’s not one for exercising but she does enjoy sitting out 
in nature. We would sometimes sit on our front porch… partly to 
get some sunshine and partly because Sylvia learned that the 
sunlight not only provides a few vitamins but that it also gives you 
“information”… from a Higher Plane. She told me… when she was 
much younger and lived in Oregon, she would enjoy sitting on 
Haystack Rock. A huge rock projecting up from the ocean. Sylvia 
loves clothes. I found some pencil sketches from 1947 that she had 
drawn of women wearing elegantly-stylish clothes… and those 
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drawing are actually pretty good. Sylvia enjoys “dressing up”. Not in 
trendy “gowns” but in clothes that make a statement, project a 
feeling or simply make her feel good. She didn’t know she liked to 
“play dress up” until I mentioned it one day. Just a few short years 
ago, I mentioned how much I love her “hazel” eyes. She said “What 
are you talking about. They’re blue.” I described the fact that they 
change from blue to green and every shade in-between and she was 
at bit surprised. The number one thing Sylvia and I have is the 
AMOUNT of love we have for each other. Next to that, we have our 
love of music… playing it, listening to it, examining the works of 
others and so forth. We do have some musical equipment but aside 
from our 2 office chairs we only have 2 folding chairs (that we use at 
the kitchen table) and a rocking chair. Even our bed is an inflatable 
mattress — the professional kind, but it’s on the floor. There are no 
box springs or frame. It just sits on the floor. A few years ago, we 
talked about getting one piece of furniture and that was going to be 
a “couch”. We thought it could serve 2 purposes… to allow us to sit 
together to talk about music and to allow us to sit even closer 
together and snuggle.

I know Sylvia and I are inseparable and I know she still loves me very 
much. One feedback of that is when she told me, about a week ago, 
that she saw her mother and father outside the window. At the 
time, I asked if she wanted to “go”. She shook her head “no”. “Do 
you want to stay?” Sylvia nodded her head “yes”. At that point, I 
thought things had changed and that she WOULD be able to stay. So 
I told her to “tell them you want to stay and they’ll help you do 
that”… Now, I know she was really telling me that she knew she 
was supposed to “go” but that she really didn’t want to leave me… 
or that she didn’t want to leave “us”.

Sylvia always enjoys looking up at the stars. She would tell me that 
she’s from Sirius. She would always look for Orion’s Belt and know 
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that it points to Sirius. I never felt like “I” was from Sirius and I 
would say “You’re from over there (pointing up at Sirius) and I’m 
from over there (pointing to an almost opposite point in the sky).

Sylvia likes anything that’s “creative”, “open-minded” or just plain 
“fun”. In the last 8-years or so, she enjoyed working on the local 
M.A.C.S. newsletter. It gave her an outlet for her visual creativity. In 
the last couple of years though, she was really feeling the drudge of 
doing most anything on a “computer”.

Sylvia also likes nature. Although she’s not one to go hiking or 
camping, she would keep track of the earthquakes every day. She 
also likes to watch the clouds and rainbows. Before visiting her step-
mom in Oregon, several years ago, Sylvia had a feeling about helping 
the Earth. She had this “sense” that she should create a huge triangle 
on the planet. So, she brought a few stones with us. While we were 
there, she placed 1 or 2 in the water by an inlet. She then collected a 
few Oregon stones and brought them back with us. Sometime after 
we arrived home in Jacksonville, Florida, we went to a nearby small 
pier and she placed a few of the Oregon stones in the water. On our 
first trip to Asheville, just to check things out, Sylvia and I drove to a 
small stream and I watched as she “centered” herself and said an 
inner prayer to the Earth — just as she had done at the previous 
locations. Sylvia then placed stones from Florida and Oregon in the 
water. She feels that this “triangle of points” across the country is 
very important. Although “I” still don’t know why.

When mentioning how much time Sylvia and I have spent together, I 
know I kept saying “1993” but I forgot about “Florida”. Sylvia and I 
have not been more than about 100-feet apart since we moved to 
Jacksonville, Florida in 1989… over 21 wonderful years. Over time, I 
noticed and told her about, all those “Sylvia characteristics” which I 
fell in love with from the beginning. I’m glad I told her, and kept right 
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on telling her every day. I cherished every day with her and when 
she started having “level 10” pains in her stomach area, I cherished 
her even more. Not realizing that we each had EVEN MORE inside 
us, during the 3-weeks Sylvia and I spent here at Solace, we became 
even closer and appreciated each other even more… and with ALL 
OF THAT closeness, it’s not enough. I still want more.

This next song was also written, played and sung by Sylvia. It’s called 
“Come And See”. It’s another small sample of My Sylvia’s glorious 
alto voice…

[PLAY THE SECOND OF SYLVIA’S 3 SONGS]
[This song is called “Service2-Come And See”]
You can download it from this page:
https://public.me.com/macosmos

After Sylvia passed last Saturday morning, I have had 2 extremely 
important messages directly from her. The first one, I mentioned in 
an eMail, where she told me “The veils are getting thinner. I’ll be with 
you soon”. The second one came the next day, while I was here at 
Solace. As I felt her near me, I heard her explaining that she’s now 
able to select what she will look like… the different attributes of 
her physical being or visual representation. She then asked me if I 
wanted her to look a certain way. I told her “Anything you decide 
will be fine with me”… and in Sylvia’s typical, cutesy, playfulness she 
immediately said “What about a monkey?” I said “Ok silly.  You know 
what I mean.”

I’ve asked that if any of you have any dreams of Sylvia to please tell 
them to me. Two people have already done so. Keep in mind that it’s 
only been 1-week today that My Sylvia crossed over and already 
several things have happened, to connect me with her.
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In the first dream, (from L.T. & C.T.) Sylvia must have asked this 
couple to send me some money because Sylvia told them to tell 
me… “Tell Paul to only use this money for rent” and that’s exactly 
what Sylvia would do with that money, if “I” was there and “she” was 
here.

The second dream (from J.T.) is also interesting. Here it is as it was 
sent to me…

I am looking down from above.
There is a very high swing on the edge of an ice shelf next to an aqua 
blue ocean.
There is an older couple. !She is in the swing. !He is pushing the swing 
higher and higher.
She is so enjoying it, and I can tell that the two are very much in love.

Suddenly, as the swing arcs out over the water, the center of gravity 
shifts, and the swing falls into the ocean and disappears, along with 
the woman. Without a moment's hesitation, the man dives into the 
ocean and also disappears.
I feel an overwhelming sadness.
Then I see him floating in a vertical position several feet under the 
surface of the water.
He has her in his arms.
He either cannot make it to the surface or chooses not to, I cannot 
tell which.
But he seems to swell up with a certain energy, not in size but more 
in spirit.
It builds and builds and then the force of that energy blows the water 
away from them so that although they have not moved, they are no 
longer surrounded by water, but are floating in air that is full of the 
sparkling force of the energy he had expelled. 

Then I woke up.
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I can relate to this dream. The energy the man used, reminds me of 
what 2 or 3 Reiki masters told me after doing Reiki on me, while 
Sylvia and I were here at Solace. They told me “You’re continually 
taking in a tremendous amount of energy from everywhere. I’ve 
never seen anyone do this… at least not pulling in as much energy 
as you are. I don’t know why you’re doing it but it’s there.”

Even “I” dreamt of My Sylvia Friday night… I was visiting her again (I 
don’t remember doing this before) but here I was “again” and she’s 
in a sort of “recovery center”. There are no doors, the floors are 
medium gray cement and there’s at least 3 patients in each room. As 
I approached Sylvia’s assigned room, I saw a man kneeling at the foot 
of a bed while he talked with his young son — who was lying on the 
bed. The bed just past this one was Sylvia’s but she wasn’t in it. I 
noticed there was a semi-transparent, rectangular oxygen mask on 
her bed. This told me she HAD been using it but now no longer 
needed it. I then walked down the hall, thinking she must be in one 
of the “observation” areas, where people can look out into the 
surrounding nature. I passed several other people and rooms. As I 
was turning the corner, to the first “observation” room, I could hear 
My Sylvia talking to the nurse who was sitting beside her.  I then saw 
Sylvia sitting there and I said “You sound pretty good today!” That’s 
all I remember.

I believe this dream is simply telling me that My Sylvia is “recovering” 
and adjusting to “the other side”. Actually, it tells me that she’s 
adjusting very quickly… It’s only been 1-week today and already she 
doesn’t need the “oxygen” or “basic life support” and her health has 
improved enough where she now has a normal “voice”. (Symbolically 
speaking, she can now have a “say”, or “speak up for herself”, and 
generally participate in whatever she needs to on the “other side”.
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This next song was also written and performed by Sylvia. It’s called 
“Fall In Love With Love”. The words are a bit difficult to understand 
because of the poor recording but it will still give you an idea of My 
Sylvia’s beautiful voice…

[PLAY THE THIRD OF SYLVIA’S 3 SONGS]
[This song is called “Service3-Fall In Love With Love-S”]
You can download it from this page:
https://public.me.com/macosmos

If anyone has anything they’d like to say about Sylvia, please raise 
your hand.

At this point in time, I’m going to do my best to find a way to pay 
the bills and work on our music. I still think the world needs to hear 
something Sylvia and I have to offer and I believe this is the “Higher 
Purpose” she said that “her and I” are really supposed to do. Me 
from “this side” and Sylvia from “that side”. I don’t like it… but here 
we are.

Sylvia is the most beautiful person I’ve ever known. Sylvia has a 
pretty smile, adorable nose, small ears, cute facial expressions and 
sparkling hazel eyes.

Sylvia and I NEVER had any secrets from each other.  Even when we 
were here at Solace, I told her… “We’ve never had any secrets and 
I’m not going to start now. “ We know everything about each other 
and I’m glad for that. I truly am.

I know she’ll be with me, and helping me, whenever she can. I’m now 
looking forward to the day her first comment comes true… “The 
veils are getting thinner. I’ll be with you soon.”
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Before you leave this room, it would make Sylvia and I happy if you 
would stop by these tables and view the items I brought.

In the remaining time of my journey on this planet, if I “fail”, then 
attribute it / contribute it to me being clouded… but if I am a 
success, I’ll look at it as a tribute to My Sylvia and the various things 
she taught me.

Thank you for attending this Service today. Sylvia and I really do 
appreciate it. Please meet us at Carrabba’s, near the Asheville Mall, 
so we can all talk more casually. Be sure to take your hand-outs and 
CDs.
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eMails Continued…

Paul & Sylvia Rego 9
Two Steps Forward & One Step In The Twilight Zone



From: Paul & Sylvia Rego
Date: April 13, 2011 10:51:00 PM EDT
Bcc: Everyone
Subject: Paul & Sylvia Rego 9 Two Steps Forward & 
One Step In The Twilight Zone

I did go to the first bereavement session yesterday but I felt as 
though I had walked straight into Darth Vader's headquarters (Star 
Wars movie reference).

The first thing I had to do was fill out some forms. Two of them had 
questions that I had to mark with a 1-to-5 rating on how I felt about 
each statement in regards to my grief-, depression- and suicide-level. 
Now, for those of you following my explanation of Sylvia and my 
"symbiotic" relationship will remember that Sylvia is my "linguist". 
Really! Sylvia was always an "A" student in school. I've always been a 
"D" student. When I went to college, I went to a junior college and 
ONLY took music courses. I did not take English, Math, Science, etc. 
during those 2-years. Even if I had, it wouldn't have made much 
difference… I think my mind is just wired a bit different than most 
people's.

Anyway, I asked the receptionist what the first question meant. (Yes, 
I got stuck on the first one.) In my mind, the question could have 
meant two different things. I don't remember the question but this 
similarity comes to mind, as a way to explain how my mind works, 
when reading such questions. Let's say this is one of the questions:

"Does the sun shine brightly through the tree?"

My mind thinks about the sun sitting behind the tree and I don't 
know if there are any clouds in the way. Either way, the sun is there 
and it shines so I will probably see it. My mind also thinks of this 
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as… the tree allows the sun to shine through it… or does it? Maybe 
there are too many leaves on the tree.

Thats not a great example but it gives you a glimpse as to how my 
mind can interpret society information.

Anyway, I answered the questions best I could. Then the counselor 
came out and brought me back to her office so we could talk. Now, I 
should have known something was wrong when I first noticed that 
she wasn't taking in my story like everyone else. She was completely 
serious, non-sympathetic and wrote down a LOT of information. At 
one point I said "I" did such-and-such and I immediately corrected 
myself and said "Sylvia and I" and I continued to speak about Sylvia 
as thought she was still there in the room — which I mentioned in a 
previous eMail that I would like to continue this BECAUSE SYLVIA 
IS NOT GONE. I JUST CAN'T SEE HER. Then the counselor told 
me "You realize you're talking in the First Person?" (I was confused 
when she said this because "First Person", to me" means I was 
referring to "me" and "me". Maybe it's still the way my mind 
processes social comments.) The counselor then said "You realize 
she's no longer here?" I said "Of course."

The session was only supposed to last an hour but I think it was 
close to 2-hours when I FINALLY got out the door. Before I was 
done, she told me that my score was too high. (I had the 
receptionist total my score, because I couldn't focus enough to add 
up the numbers and she told me what my score of "40" meant in 
their system… it meant "Moderate".) I told the counselor 
"Moderate is high?" She said 40 is in the high part of Moderate. Then 
she told me something which pretty much scared me. She said you 
have a high depression score and I want you to see a professional 
psychiatrist for a complete evaluation before continuing here. She 
gave me a piece of paper containing a few medical companies which 
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give this type of screening. She said "Just call one and read the line at 
the bottom of this paper." The line reads "Ask for a psychological 
evaluation for therapy and medication monitoring." Since she didn't 
get all the information SHE needed, she scheduled me to come back 
for another 1-hour appointment on Friday.

At this point, I'm thinking… Because my mind doesn't work like 
anyone else's, anyone who gives me a mind test will want to put me 
on drugs or lock me away! I actually left there a little "disturbed". It 
really bothered me. Which is the opposite of what their 
"bereavement" program was supposed to be doing!

Once I got home, I phoned H.G., because he told me he and his wife 
had gone through a bereavement program a few years ago and found 
it very helpful. During the conversation he asked who the counselor 
was. He said "She's the same one we had!" Things must have changed 
because I felt like I was being forced into military control or 
something. I then phoned the counselor back and left a message for 
her to cancel the Friday appointment and to take me out of their 
system.

Just for the record…
I don't think I mentioned this previously but Monday (I think it was 
Monday) when I got home, there was message on the answering 
machine from a guy we don't know. He mentioned that "C.S" had 
told him to call me and that I should call him back. (Of course, I 
won't!)

C.S. is the "person" who came to our room one day, grabbed my 
hand and Sylvia's hand and "prayed" for about 10-minutes. I say 
"prayed" because, basically she simply spit out a few religious words 
and repeated them at least 5-times each. Last Friday, she sent the 
deacon from Biltmore Baptist Church to our room. Sunday, she sent 

Hospice and Grief: Paul & Sylvia’s Love across the veil

eMail - 9! 116



a guy from HER church. etc., etc. Why can't she just LEAVE ME 
ALONE!

- - -

Now, if I didn't make it clear in previous eMails, let me state it 
again… When Sylvia and I were together, on THIS SIDE of the "veil", 
we really did live off of MAGIC! It was wonderful. We would go 
happily skipping through life and various things would happen to us 
(all "good") and we would marvel at and be grateful for, them. Sylvia's 
input from "the other side" or "a higher plane" comes from her 
dreams. Mine comes from my intuition when I'm "in the zone" and 
near water. Over the last several years, Sylvia and I have understood 
this and she's allowed and, later, even encourage me to explore that 
psychic side even more.

So Sylvia and I have spent MANY years being a sort of poor, "happy-
go-lucky" couple. Enjoying each other's company and life in general. 
We had no money but we had each other and, everyday, we 
mentioned how much we truly appreciate each other. We NEVER 
took each other for granted!

- - -

Fast forward to the present…
It was bad enough dealing with what I thought was going to be a 
helpful "bereavement" program but ever since Sylvia left (last 
Saturday, yes it hasn't even been ONE WEEK) that everything has 
been coming apart for me. First, I couldn't get Sylvia's social security 
checks for another 3.5-years. Now, I just learned that social security 
may want this month's check returned to them!
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Then, while I'm at Apple Tree Honda, waiting 4-hours for our car to 
be repaired (so it will pass inspection, which is now overdue), I 
phoned some of the numbers the social worker at Solace (hospice) 
gave me. The first number is for financial assistance. They told me 
they can only help me if I actually have an eviction notice in my 
hand!!

I then called "211". Everyone told me that this is the "catch all" 
resource for everything. If it exists, the "211" people will know about 
it. I explained my situation and she took some notes. She looked up 
some things but told me "All the agencies which will pay your bills 
will only do so if they are past due. There's an organization that will 
give you gas money but they want to know that the gas is getting 
you 'to and from' work. Oh. There's 'Council On Aging'… oh wait, 
you have to be 60-years or older for them to help you."

The one good thing about today is that I phoned "H.G." last night 
and asked if he had some free time today to sit with me. I just didn't 
know how I was going to cope with my memories and a large block 
of blank time. He gladly said he'd meet me there and we talked for a 
few hours. During that time, I had a few ideas about what I "might" 
be able to do to bring in some income. He offered some suggestions 
and helped me sort a few things out.

After he left, they told me the car was repaired… Well, it "was" and 
"it isn't". They told me they did replace the faulty oxygen sensor 
BUT it won't pass inspection because the sensor isn't giving the on-
board computer any information. They told me I have to drive the 
car for about 100-miles and then bring it back and they'll try to run 
it through the inspection process again. "What?" It takes us a long 
time to drive 100-miles! Plus, doing that will mean I have to use 
more of the money people are sending me TO SURVIVE just for 
"gas"!
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Again, things seem to be going from "bad" to "stupid" for me… ever 
since Sylvia left. There must be something about our energy 
together that attracts the "good" magic and maybe I can get that 
back one day if I can clear my mind but right now, society is just 
using me as a dumping ground!

Another good thing that happened today, happened after leaving the 
Honda dealer, while I was driving down the highway. At one point, I 
turned to Sylvia's (passenger) seat next to me and said "Where are 
you? WHAT ARE YOU DOING?"… and I immediately heard Sylvia 
say "Learning".

This told me several things:
• Sylvia has finished with the initial processing and basic orientation 
and has moved on to the information-intake part of the process. 
(That's my girl… always ahead of the class!)
• If Sylvia has already finished with other aspects of processing (on 
the other side), and because it hasn't even been 1-week, this tells me 
that either Sylvia is an advanced student (which she is) or the "veils" 
HAVE gotten thinner (as Sylvia told me earlier this week) and the 
System on the "other side" has sped-up how it orients and trains the 
various Beings they receive… and THIS means that I WILL be seeing 
My Sylvia "soon".

- - -

If any of you have a dream about My Sylvia, PLEASE share it with 
me. This is important to me. I mention this because I received a 
letter today from "L.T." In it, she mentions that she saw Sylvia in a 
dream and that Sylvia told her to send me some money and that I 
was to only use that money for "rent". I'm really glad that L.T. not 
only had a dream of Sylvia, and told me about it, but I do believe that 
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it was My Sylvia because telling me to use that money for rent is 
exactly what she would do herself. So this tells me that Sylvia is also 
communicating with others and maybe helping me through them.

I do read your cards, letters and eMails. I still receive money once in 
a while and even the (I hate to say "small amounts") but ANY 
amount is very much appreciated. As I stare out towards the next 
month that's coming at me, it's a bit scary. So even $1 is more than I 
had before… thank you. Words really can't express how grateful and 
inspired Sylvia and I are at the out-pouring of support from those of 
you who have stopped by Solace, sent cards and letters, sent money, 
sent eMails and generally kept us in your thoughts these last few 
weeks… thank you! Most of the time, when a card or letter arrived 
at our Solace room, Sylvia wouldn't be able to respond more than 
just open her beautiful eyes wide and raise her eyebrows. This was a 
cute expression. (I thought I was handling this better but that was a 
painful memory to bring up.) I would tell her that we just received a 
card or letter from this person or that person and each time, she 
would put on that expression and I would know that she was just as 
surprised and as touched as I was… thank you, again.

Although I have been keeping track of how much money I have 
received so far, I can't tell you that it will be enough to help me pay 
for 1 or 2 month's bills, because I still have to talk with social 
security about returning Sylvia's check and also the food stamp 
office, to see if I have to use my money for groceries in the future.

I do know that I'm going to do what Sylvia told me to do a couple 
months ago… While we were still at home (not in hospice), she had 
me write the checks and pay the bills. She told me to only pay the 
minimum payment on the credit card — which is now at $28. I'll try 
to pay off a little more whenever I can but if I pay it all off, there 
won't be ANY money left and even "I" know NOT to do that!
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- - -

I've been working on my "talk" for Sylvia's Service on Saturday, as 
well as the hand-out sheets I want everyone to have. I look at this 
event as placing some personal items, such as Sylvia's photos, on a 
table in the chapel for everyone to look at but some people may still 
want to take something home with them. So I'm putting together a 
4-page hand-out which will have some statistics about Sylvia, words 
to 2 songs that I'll play (on CD) and some color photos of Sylvia.

I'm also planning on having one of Sylvia's photos enlarged and 
bringing that on Saturday. I found the "sword" (I carried) and the 
"veil" (that Sylvia carried) during our wedding vows. I'll bring both 
and display them in the chapel on Saturday for everyone to see. 
(Yes, we're a bit weird, but we've always liked it that way!)

Of course, I won't have any idea of how many people will show up 
on Saturday.) So I don't know how many hand-outs to photocopy… 
but I'll figure it out. If you can't come to the Service, I'm thinking of 
eMailing (as an attachment) both my "talk" pages and the hand-outs 
as PDF files. So, even if you're not there on Saturday, you'll be able to 
read what I said and also have something to keep, if you choose to.

Also… If you want to dress up, that's fine. If you want to dress more 
casual, that's fine also. Sylvia's favorite color is purple. Mine is blue. 
When we put them together, we (usually) place them on a black 
background.

The Service will be held from 9am to 11am in the chapel at Solace 
Center. Because I'm going to move their tables around a bit, I'll have 
to stay when it's over and put things back.
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After the Service, I would like anyone interested, to meet me at 
Carrabba's Italian Grill. (They open at noon for lunch on Saturdays.) 
(The one near the Asheville Mall, not the one in Arden.) Everyone 
will simply pay their own bill. The chapel Service will be a more 
formal, traditional (well, I'll be running things, so it won't be that 
"traditional") event but the Carrabba's meeting will give everyone a 
more casual atmosphere and more time to talk. (If you get there 
before me, just mention "Sylvia and Paul" and they'll know what to 
do. I spoke with Chris, the franchise owner today, and he told me 
they will do whatever it takes to provide us with a enjoyable 
experience — they always have. This is why THIS Carrabba's location 
has been Sylvia and my favorite restaurant for MANY years now. If 
you've never eaten there, be sure to ask them questions about how 
you want your meal prepared. They make almost everything FROM 
SCRATCH and they use the best ingredients!)

If you can't make it to Sylvia's Service, feel free to meet me at 
Carrabba's if you can. (Just remember, everyone will have to pay for 
their own meal.)

----------
Paul & Sylvia Rego
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From: Paul & Sylvia Rego
Date: April 14, 2011 7:19:24 AM EDT
Bcc: Everyone
Subject: Paul & Sylvia Rego 9 (one quick item)

I forgot to mention in my number "9" eMail that Sylvia has been 
cremated but her ashes won't be at the Service. I wanted to tell 
everyone this, in case some of you might be afraid to attend the 
Service — because you may be wondering if Sylvia's body would be 
there. It won't. Sylvia WILL be with us in Spirit though.

If you "can't" or "don't want" to attend Sylvia's Service, that's fine. 
We understand. The timing of this is interesting though… By 7am 
this morning, I've already had eMails from 3 people saying they can't 
make it because they are going out of town or have another Service 
to attend. (No problem.) I mention this because Sylvia and I believe 
in synchronicity (at least what "I" remember that word to mean). So 
the people who DO attend will be those who were "called" or 
"moved" in some way to do so… and that's fine also. It doesn't mean 
these people care more for Sylvia and/or myself than the others. It 
simply means that their energy is necessary, on some level, for 
"them" and for "Sylvia and I".

I don't want to over-analyze this. So I'll stop now before my babbling 
gets out of control again.

----------
Paul & Sylvia Rego
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Paul & Sylvia Rego 10
Moving Forward & Calling For Sylvia!



From: Paul & Sylvia Rego
Date: April 17, 2011 7:13:37 PM EDT
Bcc: Everyone
Subject: Paul & Sylvia Rego 10 Moving Forward & 
Calling For Sylvia!

Sylvia's Memorial Service is now complete. (Ouch. That hurts… It 
sounds so final.)

I brought several items relating to Sylvia including the sword and veil 
we carried during our wedding ceremony. In my spare time at 
home, I worked all week writing notes for my Talk, gathering 
information for the hand-outs and sorting through photos. On 
Wednesday, I made the mistake of trying to narrow down which 
photos to bring WHILE screening Sylvia's songs and listening to her 
glorious voice… that was a VERY intense combination! I was a 
wreck most of the day.

Most of the items I did bring seemed to be the result of Sylvia 
guiding me to choose them.

For some reason, I didn't get much sleep Friday night. I kept waking 
up and looking at the clock every 30-to 45-minutes or so. Finally, I 
got up a 5:30am (this was my goal anyway) and I took a shower. I 
reasoned out the night before that I could save a lot of time by 
eating at the nearby J and S cafeteria (jandscafeteria.com). So I 
did.The omelet I had wasn't cooked all the way through and I could 
see & feel the mushiness of the white part of the egg. If SYLVIA were 
sitting there with me, she would have told me whether it was ok to 
eat or not. I didn't know if this type of uncooked egg would give me 
some type of chicken disease, like salmonella (or whatever that 
bacteria is called), so I spoke with one of the cooks. She said it looks 
alright but in the end, she said "I'll cook you a new one and I'll do it 
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myself." So my day was off to a shaky start… very little sleep and 
questionable food.

I arrived at Solace (hospice) around 8:15am and shortly after M.W. 
appeared and then H.G. and G.S. They all helped me rearrange the 
chapel the way I wanted. I still had no idea how many people would 
attend the Service, and the rainy whether outside wasn't helping, but 
I wanted the chapel's 2 tables up front by me and the center-aisle of 
chairs to be moved so there were 2 aisles — one coming up each 
wall.

Now, I could say "You missed an interesting Service" and leave it at 
that. I know I said only those who were "moved" to attend will 
attend… and that's still fine but the absence of LOTS of people 
made me realize just how special those in attendance really are! 
These are the only people who attended My Sylvia's Memorial 
Service:

• Me

• M.W. - Drove clear across town that first, dark Saturday night, to 
sit with me for a few hours and listen to our stories, arranged for a 
friend of HIS to stay and talk with me when M.W. had to leave (and 
his friend has some interesting insights about my situation) and gave 
me some money.

• H.G. - Has provided an ear for listening and a shoulder to cry on, 
bought me lunch, gave me money and even loaned me his scanner, so 
I can start a website-design business (that I'm thinking about doing), 
etc.

• G.S. - Tireless help of all kinds, day or night and at the drop of a 
hat.
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• T.L. - Helped by attending the Service, wearing a tie which had both 
purple (Sylvia's color) and blue (my color), and telling me how Sylvia 
and my "experience" has made him and his wife look a bit closer at 
what they have. He was the last person to keep me company at the 
Carrabba's luncheon — thank you.

• J.S. - Purchased the barley grass powder, bought me lunch and gave 
me some money.

• B.C. - Told us about the barley grass powder! He arrived a bit late 
and told me 2-nights before that he would attend but had to be in 
Flat Rock, NC by 10:30am. (I think he stayed longer than he should 
have, because Flat Rock is pretty far away.)

• Phil Sherlock - He's the Solace volunteer who, using his own gas 
and time (I gave him money for the water), went to Greenlife 
grocery and brought back the "Essentia" (high-alkaline) water for us. 
Sylvia and I refer to this water as "magic water". Phil's arrival at the 
chapel was very magical. I started the Service 20-minutes late, to see 
if anyone else was coming, and just when I was in the middle of 
explaining how Phil went out and bought the magic water, he just 
APPEARED in the doorway wearing a deep blue suite and matching 
tie. I think I stopped talking and was staring at the back door when 
everyone turned around and saw him standing there. They were a bit 
shocked as well.

• Charlene (the weekend chaplain) - I was surprises, and glad, that 
she stayed for the entire Service… she was supposed to be going to 
the various patient's rooms and helping with whatever they may 
need. Charlene is the one who provided me with a lot of 
information and helped me meditate that day I saw the knight rise 
up out of me and kneel by Sylvia's bedside.
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• Jennifer - She's a Reiki master and the person I've had the best 
exchange of information with, while at Solace. Although I had been 
hoping she would attend, I didn't think she would, because I didn't 
have her phone number and I didn't think anyone would phone her. 
When she walked in, I just broke down.

That's right. Only TEN people showed up.!After the Service I spoke 
with a few of the nurses and 2 of them told me they thought the 
Service STARTED at 11am!!There's something going on here. I think 
there's something very special about those who attended, on some 
level. On THIS level, each of those people is a Hero.

The luncheon for Sylvia, at Carrabba's, was also interesting… Some 
of the people who attended the Service couldn't make it to 
Carrabba's and 3 people who couldn't attend the Service DID 
attend the luncheon. So, including me, there were 7 people at Sylvia's 
Carrabba's luncheon. Maybe they thought it would be too painful for 
me to talk about My Sylvia, because only a small part of our time 
together was done talking about her. Oh, well. I figured I just had to 
go with the flow of things. Here's who attended the luncheon:
• Me
• G.S.
• H.G.
• T.L.
• S.G.
• R.D.
• A.Y.

(They're all members of M.A.C.S.)

When Sylvia and I go to Carrabba's, we take an average of 2-hours 
to eat. I was going to get some dessert and thought we could all sit 
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for a bit, drink some coffee and talk about Sylvia but everyone had 
to leave for one reason or another… I really shouldn't complain. 
Afterall, I'm asking almost "strangers" to instantly drop what they'er 
doing and spending some time with me while honoring someone 
(Sylvia) that they really don't know. So I AM grateful for the time and 
effort everyone made (at the Service and Carrabba's). Thank you. I 
really don't mean to complain here. I'm just trying to dump out 
what's in my brain, so I can make sense of it all. Again, I'm still using 
these writings as therapy.

For those of you who weren't at the Sylvia's Carrabba's luncheon, 
you missed a TREAT… The Wednesday before, I had gone to 
Carrabba's and spoke with franchise owner Chris Stark. He's known 
Sylvia and I for a while now. I told him I had no idea how many 
people would be coming. My thinking was… if there were going to 
be a small number of people we should probably go in their side / 
private dining room. I'm still known to have outbursts of "emotions" 
from time-to-time and didn't want to bother their other customers. 
Chris told me "Don't you worry about it. We'll take good care of 
you."… and he did. Not only did Chris pick up the check for the 
entire table but he also gave me one of his own personal checks, to 
help me out! I'm telling everyone this because Sylvia and I want 
everyone to know just how special Carrabba's (THIS Carrabba's) 
really is. You've heard talking about all the great food they make, for 
years now but here's an example of them NOT being a "company" 
who simply wants your money but a team of people who work 
together to be helpful, friendly and to provide you with the best 
dining experience they can. Sylvia and I thank them for that they've 
done for us over the MANY years we've been dining there.

For those of you who have been kind enough to read my eMails, I 
have found a way for you to have a sampling of the Service without 
actually being there. Go to this web page:
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https://public.me.com/macosmos

You'll be asked to enter a password. The password is:

sylviasongs

This is the storage portion of our business site, Insight Data. I have 
uploaded all of the songs, which are on the CD I handed out 
(numbers 1 through 9), and the 3 songs I used during the Service 
("Service1",2 and 3). You'll also find 2 PDF files. One is the actual 
handout I gave to everyone who attended the Service and the other 
is my Talk during the Service — pretty much word-for-word.

You can make copies of the CD, the songs on that web page and the 
PDF files on that web page but Sylvia and I "reserve all rights". Once 
you listen to My Sylvia's golden alto voice, or read through the text 
in those files, if you have any comments, I'd like to hear them. Again, 
if anyone has a dream about Sylvia, please tell me what it is. It may 
not make sense to you but it may just be a piece in a larger puzzle 
that I'm supposed to figure out.

If you'd like to know more about My Sylvia from information she 
placed on the Internet herself, a few years ago, go to our business 
site:

http://web.mac.com/macosmos

Then click on the button (on the left) marked "Sylvia's Blog". The 
image at the top of her Blog page was created by me. I made it 
especially for My Sylvia. It's called "StarBeam" but we always refer to 
it as the "Crystal Tree" image. Sylvia really enjoys that image… partly 
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because of the tree made out of crystal but mostly because of the 
purple colors.

- - -

I don't like it. I REALLY don't but I'm doing my best to keep moving 
forward. Mostly to keep busy and keep my sanity. (I really miss My 
Sylvia.) It would be nice to have someone to talk to, here at home. I 
don't want to have a "roommate", not even a temporary one.

I find myself eating standing up and then pacing the floor. I "can" 
cook. Nothing fancy, just simple pancakes, a basic salad, pasta, fried 
potatoes with egg, celery, carrot and onion, etc. I would always do 
the cooking for me and Sylvia. Then she would wash the dishes and I 
would dry.

I still say Sylvia "set me up" or "groomed me" / "trained me" to live 
alone and do everything for myself, by myself. In October of last 
year, when she had "level 10" pain in her stomach area, she couldn't 
eat much. Some days, she wouldn't eat anything. Whatever I prepared 
for her, had to be special or was simply different from what I was 
going to eat. So, even then, she had me cooking for "one" instead of 
"two". In January and February, she wasn't able to write so she had 
me do the physical part of paying the bills, while she directed me as 
to what to do. THIS was also training on how she did SOME of the 
finances and how I should pay the bills after she leaves.

30-years of living together, while loving and enjoying EVERYTHING 
together, WAS NOT NEARLY enough time for me to spend with My 
Sylvia. I really need her back.

What did I do today?… I got up a 6am (now that's a statement I 
never thought I say again). 0As I was getting out of bed, I called out 
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to Sylvia. Then got dressed and called out for Sylvia. I made breakfast 
and every time I thought I saw movement out the corner of my 
eye… I called out for Sylvia. I did manage to wash 3 loads of clothes 
— don't ask me "how" and… calling out for Sylvia. I began typing 
this eMail fairly early in the day and it's very long, I know, but my 
calling out for Sylvia and pacing the floors, kept me busy.

I still can’t deal with Sylvia’s clothes. It was bad enough having to get 
into her purse on that last Saturday, to give the credit card number 
to the crematory person. At one point, I reached in for something 
and pulled out one of Sylvia’s eyebrow pencils… I just started 
crying! About a week ago, I looked in the mirror at my face and 
noticed that my left eyebrow was sticking out a bit in the middle — 
but not the right one. Then I remembered… this is because I always 
sleep facing Sylvia… and she’s always on me left. So my left eyebrow 
gets frayed by the pillow while I sleep. There are just TONS of “Sylvia 
reminders” surrounding me. As I’m able to move through all this and 
settle my own thoughts, I know her memories will be happier ones 
but right now every memory is a thorn.

Even though I must have called Sylvia’s name 100 TIMES today, each 
time I call to her, it feels like she’s just in the next room and should 
hear me and respond. Then I get upset because I think “she’s right 
there, why doesn’t she answer me!”

- - -

When I'm by myself, at home or in the car, I find that I'm almost 
always calling her name SYLVIA!… and feeling mad. Mad that she's 
not here. Mad that our 30-years together was NOT enough. Mad 
that the plans we made won't be fulfilled… at least not the way we 
imagined. Mad that I can't find the things she so carefully "organized" 
away. Mad that I can't see her face, hear her voice, touch her cheek 
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or kiss her lips… and just plain MAD! I still feel like Sylvia and I 
turned the wrong way at some point, or were tricked, into entering 
a dimensional door that we weren't supposed to walk into. I still say 
Sylvia and I are NOT supposed to be here in this reality / dimension! 
This is not how it's supposed to be. It's not what Sylvia and I signed 
up for, with each other! If you're living a poor, but happy-go-lucky 
life, and enjoying each other's company while you explore the world 
around you and learn new things. At the same time, we're both 
contributing to the positive energies in the world and the 
universe… just by being happy with each other. Why, then? Someone 
PLEASE tell me "why" are Sylvia and I now separated and can't even 
communicate with each other? This now causes 2 broken-hearted 
souls to not only no longer contribute to the "positive" energies in 
the universe but now both are pouring "negative" energy into a 
universal black hole. Call it "grief"… call it "clouded thinking" or call 
it "insightful" but around the day after Sylvia passed, I was noticing 
the world around me in a sort of surreal way. The people staying 
openly-busy with their cellphones and self-imposed deadlines… The 
cars, society says we have to have, just to get from "point A" to 
"point B"… The clothes people were wearing… which helped them 
make a statement, conform to society or to lure someone new 
close to them for "romance" or "adventure". Even the surrounding 
nature was starting to lose its holographic effect for me that day. I 
started to see past the purpose of trees and rocks and realize that 
everything here is just made up of particles in a type of galactic Play. 
Maybe if I could focus harder, I could see past those particles and 
discover that lost dimensional door in the back of this "theater" that 
we're all somehow stuck in.

From my current, clouded mind, I see my role in this reality as simply 
"existing"… until that day I can go to My Sylvia or she can come her 
to me. Interacting with the world just seems so meaningless. Society 
says I have to have an income so I can have a roof over my head, 
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food on the table, gas in the car and to pay other "bills". I also have 
to have a car and insurance and legal papers and put myself in the 
middle of various bureaucratic agencies which are constantly 
spewing "red tape". It's just a big GAME. I can play the game… I 
don't want to but I CAN play it. But, no matter how successful I am 
or how much I fail, NONE of this will bring back My Sylvia to ME! 
So, it looks like my current "destiny" is to pretend to be happy, as I 
drudge through the various society games, knowing that I won't ever 
see my girl again, until I'm "on the other side" with her. What a 
CRAPPY life, Sylvia and I have now! Why were we separated? I really 
don't understand why Sylvia and I can't continue to fill out "Higher 
Purpose" H-E-R-E, with each other side-by-side!

I see older people in restaurants and grocery stores by themselves 
and wonder "How do they do it?" "How do they cope everyday, 
without that special someone in their life?" "How is it possible?" I 
there was a human endurance meter, that could measure someone's 
heartache / heartbreak, we see that most of those now-single 
people are truly suffering with broken hearts! If they then used that 
device on me, they would see that my heart has totally shattered!

As you can see, today, I'm just plain MAD.

Last night, I must have had a little calming in me because I felt a bit 
"guided" by something I did. Around November of last year, Sylvia 
and I talked about concentrating on our music. At that time, we 
wanted to "do it right"… as far as the "outside world" was 
concerned. This meant getting a domain name for our band name, 
which is "Infinity". (There I said it. We didn't want to talk about it in 
society, in case another band tried to steal it.) At the time, we 
weren't ready to act on any of these new ideas, so I didn't even try 
to look it up on the Internet, to see if the address 
"www.infinity.com" was already taken because some domain name 
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registration sites can instantly register the name you're looking for 
and charge you more money to get it.

During the early 1980's, Sylvia, me and another partner started a 
music production business in Albuquerque, NM. I still remember 
going to the lawyer's office to get the business "incorporated". I 
think I saw those papers somewhere in Sylvia's filing cabinet last 
week. Sylvia and I talked about (well, maybe it was just me saying it) 
getting the "Infinity" name incorporated again (maybe it still is) and 
the logo trademarked. However, after thinking about this for a bit, I 
realized that I'll have to hire a lawyer and this will probably cost over 
$1,000! If I forget about "incorporating" and just trademark the logo 
myself, without a lawyer, it will still cost me $325 (for electronic 
filing)… I can't be handing out that kind of money without knowing 
"how" or "when" it will be replaced. So then it hit me (or maybe 
Sylvia was making suggestions) that I should do what we've pretty 
much done with different things… "wing it". Sylvia and I should just 
move ahead with whatever work needs to be done, to reach 
whatever goal our "Higher Purpose" has in mind, and deal with the 
"possibility" of someone stealing the band name or logo "if" and 
"when" it happens.

Anyway, I wasn't even thinking about any of "domain names" when 
this information began coming into my mind. I think this was Sylvia 
telling me to go ahead with this part of the plan. Maybe this was the 
"project" she saw when she told me (about 2-weeks ago) "I even 
know what our first project will be… if you like the format." (I still 
don't know what any of that means.)

I found myself at the "Go Daddy" website. This is probably the most 
popular Domain Name Registration services on the Internet. Before 
I knew it (or could think about it and "second guess" myself) I was 
entering "infinity" in various ways, to see if there was at least one 
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address that wasn't already taken. I think I only had to try 2 or 3 
before I saw this in my mind…
i-n-f-i-n-i-t-y

I entered those letters, with the dashes in between and "bang", this 
one wasn't already taken! I was almost pushed into continuing. So I 
did. (I still think this was Sylvia's doing.) The bottom line is that Sylvia 
and I now have our first domain name… and it's for our band. You 
can go to this address but, right now it's set up to simply show you 
our "Insight Data" welcome page:

http://www.i-n-f-i-n-i-t-y.com

This only cost $32 per year and it includes 5 eMail addresses, such 
as "info@i-n-f-i-n-i-t-y.com". (That eMail address works now but no 
one knows about it, or the website name… except of course, the 
people on this mailing list.)

If Sylvia was guiding me to do that, it means that there's probably a 
lot of work that she and I have to do and that we have to do it 
quickly. I mean… talk about "fast"… My Sylvia has only crossed over 
1-week ago yesterday and now she wants me to create a business 
domain name for our music? That's fast… I'm still stuck thinking 
about, and yelling at, Sylvia whenever I'm not "doing something". This 
might be what Jennifer keeps telling me, and she said it to H.G. 
yesterday after the Service… "Paul has to draw from his own inner 
strength"… and… "There's something really big and important that 
Paul & Sylvia are going to do."

- - -

I just found a paper that Sylvia wrote… where she outlines probably 
all of the problems she's had to deal with in her body. From having 
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her appendix out, when she was 4-years old TO "overreacted 
typhoid shot (where she screamed, felt drugged up and this caused 
her to hate needles) TO having a slow digestive system and low-acid 
stomach but still ate steak, baked potato with butter and a margarita 
several times a week (in her 1930s), TO having 2 children, both with 
incomplete labor TO a diving board accident (1950s) where her 
heels went over her head and she couldn't catch her breath TO 
cracking her knees when she slipped walking up cement stairs in 
high school TO having mercury fillings in her teeth (but with no 
money AND bad memories, didn't want to have them fixed) TO the 
"stress / adrenalin" of using the computer and her responsibilities 
(this last decade or so) where she had the "feeling I do both S & P 
work — Now he awake + help". This means, she felt like she was 
doing HER computer work and responsibilities AND mine, for 
several years, but then she says, that I start to do more to help her. 
Of course, this hurts!!! I did tell her, for several years, "you're 
actually doing MY work. I should be doing that." I just didn't make 
my point strong enough. In hindsight, I would have gladly forced her 
to do LESS computer work. It still doesn't bring her back to me. It 
just "hurts".

As I look around and think about all the information Sylvia has 
written or created and organized into easy-to-find (for her) 
groupings, I realize even more that my girl is pretty remarkable. 
Almost every aspect of Sylvia's mind and character can be found in 
this information. The problem is… it would take someone a long, 
LONG time to go through it all and, for me to read ANY of it at this 
point, is just too painful!

I keep finding myself pacing the floor and either thinking about My 
Sylvia or thinking about her and calling her name! If I'm supposed to 
be doing something special (or not "special") with music, at this 
point, I don't know how I'm going to do that. I haven't touched my 
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drums since around January — so I'm out of practice. I haven't 
touched a music keyboard since sometime last year! There are ONE 
THOUSAND things I have to do, WHILE I THINK OF SYLVIA, and 
they're all coming at me at once!

At some point, it might be a good idea to get 1- to 5-people over 
here for several hours. It may help me go through the music Sylvia 
and I have, examine our musical instruments to make sure I still 
know how they work and maybe practice my drums a little. This may 
help me break this energy-lock I seem to have right now and put me 
on that "Higher Purpose" musical path. Of course, I still have to 
"immediately", find a way to bring in some money!

While H.G. and I talked, while waiting at Apple Tree Honda last week 
(for my car repair), one of the things we talked about was for me to 
do website design for the small, local businesses that don't already 
have a web page. I told him I would need a scanner, in case a 
company wants to have their "paper" logo on the site or wants me 
to match a certain color. He said, I only use mine once in a while, I'll 
be happy to let you use it for a while 'til you get going. So that's a 
"possible" option for short-term money. I still have to do some 
research on it, get a pricing structure together and print out some 
business cards and flyers… before I can even think about pursuing 
that type of work.

- - -

Lately, I feel like my eyes are getting worse. I'm guessing that the 
constant STRESS in my body and head is affecting my eyesight. I 
thought about using Sylvia's 3 remaining (and paid-for) acupuncture 
visits myself (if they'd let me do that) and have them work on my 
eyes. The problem is… I don't know how I'll react to getting 
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acupuncture treatments like I saw Sylvia get several times and I don't 
know if I'll be able to see afterwards, so I can drive the car.

I guess I'm seeing more "problems" than "positives" these days. Duh! 
I feel like a big cat locked up in box and can't find a way out!

- - -

I thought I was going to begin waiting in lines at the various "social 
systems", like Social Security, but the death certificate isn't available 
yet.

I picked up Sylvia's ashes from a funeral home last week. The 
cardboard box was heavier than I thought it would be and I knew 
Sylvia wasn't really in there but it was still difficult getting out the 
door and into the car. Before leaving, I asked about the death 
certificate… (only humans in a "red-tape" society would need a 
piece of paper to prove that another human is no longer living on 
this planet! What kind of disconnected "modern world" do we all 
live in!

The woman told me, at least I thought she told me, that the 
certificate is already at the department of records "so you can pick 
it up anytime". I asked her where the "old health building" is and her 
directions seem easy enough for me to find and it sounded like the 
building wasn't far away. So I went.

Of course "I" couldn't find it! I had to stop at a bank and ask for 
directions… I was about a quarter-mile away and had already circled 
the block once — thinking the building I'm driving around was it… it 
wasn't. I did finally find the right building but the clerk told me the 
certificate is not there yet! So I paid and arranged to have them 
send me 3.
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- - -

Even though I'm still using these "wordy" eMail as therapy, at this 
point, they seem to be more about "me" and what I'm going to do 
with my life without Sylvia. So, if anyone wants me to drop them 
from this mailing list, let me know and I'll see if I can remember to 
do it.

----------
Paul & Sylvia Rego
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Paul & Sylvia Rego 11
Stepping Into Society's Rusted Shoes



From: Paul & Sylvia Rego
Date: April 20, 2011 7:08:16 PM EDT
Bcc: Everyone
Subject: Paul & Sylvia Rego 11 Stepping Into Society's 
Rusted Shoes

Sunday (4/17/11), I phoned M.H., to see if she still needed some 
Macintosh help and to ask if I could do it tomorrow. I had been 
thinking about this most of the day and even looked up her address 
on MapQuest and Google and thought I could find her house. I 
phoned her 3 times but there was no answer. I was about to phone 
her the 4th time when I got "feeling". It felt like it came from My 
Sylvia. She was pointing out that… when I couldn't get someone on 
the phone, who's pretty much always home (because she works 
from home), I should take that as a sign of a "closed door". I then 
got the "feeling" that I should get the car inspected tomorrow… and 
that's exactly what Sylvia would have us do, if she were still here by 
my side!

Later, I noticed I had a sore throat. Maybe it was sinus dripping, I 
don't know. Sylvia would be able to help me with this. She's good 
about knowing what to do and has an "instinct" about what to ask 
me and what to suggest, so I could get on the right path.

It's a bit scary being alone with my mind anyway but just thinking 
"what if I get sick?" can be extra scary. If I fall and can't get up, for 
ANY reason, I'm in big trouble. There's no one checking on me or 
interacting with me. Even the landlord doesn't bother us. So it would 
probably be a month and a half before the landlord finally bangs on 
the door to ask for the rent! So I'm going to try not to think about 
that situation.

- - -

Hospice and Grief: Paul & Sylvia’s Love across the veil

eMail - 11! 144



Another sign of what I think was Sylvia getting me ready to live on 
my own came in January. I had put on a pair of pants and shirt that I 
hadn't been able to get into for several years. This time they did fit! I 
told her "Look at this" — showing myself off to her, "I've lost some 
weight and can now get into these clothes. I actually look pretty 
good!". Sylvia immediately said "That's because you're getting ready 
to be a rock drummer".

So, on some level, I think she not only knew I would be on my own 
but that I would be playing drums in public (or "for" the public, in 
recordings) again. If that's what I'm supposed to do, I haven't seen 
any signs pointing me in that direction yet. I'm still trying to figure 
out how to patch the hole of "no more money" when that wall of 
reality comes at me a few months from now. At "my figuring" (which 
is never right), I think people have sent me enough money for me to 
pay all the bills for 4 months. Sylvia and I never really had any big 
expenses… The car's paid for, our mobile home rent is just $450 a 
month, electricity seems to run about $150, telephone & Internet 
are $50 and I'm "guessing" that it will cost me about $50 per month 
for gas for the car (based on the current $3.80 per gallon price). Of 
course, there's also those bills which don't get paid each month. 
They seem to "pop-up" when you least expect it — like the 
randomness of targets in a carnival shooting gallery. I know there's 
the (Apple) MobileMe account, for eMail and web pages. I think this 
is $99 a year. I know we have car insurance but I don't know how 
much it costs… Remember, "this is Sylvia's domain". It's where some 
of her "wizard-like" talents really shine. So, not only DON'T I know 
how to work our finances but I don't even know "which bills" or 
"how many" bills are still out there!

Because I now have a HUGE financial unknown, I'm doing my best to 
be careful — not only of what I actually spend money on, but also 
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things like only turning on the light I'm going to use, turning down 
the furnace and stove a bit, planning my travels in the car. Of course, 
this is nearly impossible for me. A lot of times, when I DO plan an 
efficient route I will either get lost or the place I'm going to next is 
actually a backtrack from where I am NOW!

- - -

Sylvia's songs are available from this web page:

https://public.me.com/macosmos

If you would still rather have the CD, send me $10 and I'll send you 
one:
Paul Rego
P.O. Box 2297
Candler, NC 28715

Also… Someone asked me about the instrumentation on the CD. 
All the recordings were done "live". There were no instruments or 
sounds added later. I turned on the recorder and we began playing. 
When we finished playing that song, it was complete. All the sounds 
(except rhythm sounds) are being generated by Sylvia's "E-Mu 
Proteus MPS, 61-key synthesizer".
(www.emu.com/corporate/history/timeline.asp)

The drums, triangle, woodblocks, tambourine, telephone sound (on 
"Can You Come Out And Play"), etc. were all done by me. I played 
(with drumsticks) on an "Alternate Mode 
DrumKAT" (www.alternatemode.com) and the sounds came from a 
"Roland / Boss DR-770" sound module.

- - -
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Two people L.F. and G.S. have now told me that they have made a 
donation to Solace in Sylvia's name. Thank you.

On Sunday, April 17th 2011, L.F. sent me an eMail and told me he had

- - -

4/18/11
After turning off the computer this morning, I felt like Sylvia was 
"guiding" me on something to do… Maybe it's for the money 
(income) or maybe it's to continue to "tell our story but I got the 
"impression" that maybe I should take all the eMails I sent out so far 
and put them in a book. Since we already have an account on 
CafePress, I could easily, and without any cost, upload the book-
version of those files. They would then be instantly available around 
the world, 24/7 for people to buy. (The designs I've had on 
CafePress, for years now, have only made 1 or 2 sales. So the 
"potential" for this new book to be a "gold mine" will only happen if 
there's incredible word-of-mouth or I do some magical marketing.)

During that same "input", I could see that I'm also supposed to make 
Sylvia's Memorial Service CD available. If I could get it bound-into 
the book, that would be my first choice. Otherwise, it will have to be 
a separate purchase and then I'd have to hope those who bought 
one (the book) would also buy the other (the CD)… because they 
go together and explain each other.

My first stop today was at Apple Tree Honda. I finally got the car to 
pass its inspection!

On the way back, I cashed a check from L.T. (This is the money 
Sylvia told her to give me, during a dream and told me to only use it 
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for rent.) I thought it might be smarter to cash that check at ITS 
bank, instead of OUR bank. At least that's what someone told me to 
do… What do I know about all this? Not much. I'm still doing my 
best to adjust to the "real world". (I still remember leaving Solace 
(hospice) for the first time after nearly 3-weeks in one room! It was 
like being in a cave for a long time and finally seeing the sun and 
feeling the air. I was seeing nature for the first time in quite a while 
and it almost seemed a bit strange.)

Next, I picked up a $5 foot-long sandwich at Subway. I didn't eat it 
there for 2 reasons… 1) They wouldn't like me drinking the water I 
brought with me (they'd want me to buy one of their drinks), 2) I 
knew my next stop would be at Solace. I had found a few of my 
clothes that either don't fit or "aren't me", along with 3 cans of 
peaches that Sylvia was going to return to the store (because they 
have "sugar" in them), and thought I'd donate them to Solace for the 
patients or their family members.

I didn't realize it at the time but I think the nurse I gave the bag of 
clothes to was trying to tell me something. I said I would take the 
peaches to the Family Kitchen and she immediately said "That's ok. 
I'll take care of all of it."

I then went to the family dining, just off the kitchen and ate my lunch 
(and drank my water — I didn't even drink their coffee!). When I 
finished, I thought I'd setup Sylvia's MacBook in the Big Living Room 
and check our eMail. I wasn't in there long when the head chaplain 
and a social worker (from Solace) that I hadn't talked with before. 
The chaplain said, "Can you come with me?" As we walked out into 
the hallway he said "We'll go outside here and talk at that table." He 
was pretty serious in everything he said. He told me that one of the 
big bosses (I won't name names here) told the employees and 
volunteers (I guess it was to everyone) that if I came in again, to tell 
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me that I was no longer welcome there. I told him "I understand. 
You're running a business and you don't need people like me hanging 
around when the staff is trying to keep up with those they are 
supposed to be caring for." I then packed up my stuff and left.

THEY ACTUALLY KICKED ME OUT!

Now, I can understand it if I were causing problems or making a lot 
of noise, taking up space needed by others or asking employees and 
volunteers to help me… but I didn't. The Big Living Room was 
empty except for me, the 5 members of the "Grief Choir" (that's a 
strange title) and 2 nurses listening to them rehearse. There were 
still 3 large couches and about 15 comfy chairs that were empty. I 
was sitting next to the wall at a table in a hard wooden chair, 
checking our eMail!

Yes, I was upset when I left and I'm upset now… a bit… but as I was 
getting in the car, I was remembering what Jennifer and M.W. said on 
Saturday. H.G. told me this during Sylvia's Carrabba's luncheon… "At 
the end of the Service today, I was talking with M.W. and he said 
"Paul mentioned that he has fallen through every crack in the 
System (for financial aid). Maybe it means he's supposed look at 
these as closed doors and should go in another direction and look 
for an open door." H.G. then told me he caught up with Jennifer in 
the hall, just as she was leaving the building and SHE told him exactly 
the same thing!… and neither she nor M.W. had spoken to each 
other!

After leaving there, I stopped by to see T.L. at the "Downtown 
Market" (www.downtownmarketasheville.com). It's a large, 1-story 
consignment building with several free-parking places. It provides 
booth space for local, independent artists, crafts-people, etc. It also 
has a discount grocery store called "Amazing 
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Savings" (www.amazingsavingsmarkets.com) T.L. helped me a lot on 
Saturday, by remembering that I mentioned Sylvia likes purple and I 
like blue (so he wore a purple and blue tie) and for staying at 
Carrabba's with me, after everyone else had left. So I thought I'd see 
what he was up to these days. (He's a potter and creates very 
special pieces.) He personally gave me the grand tour. I felt like I was 
supposed to be buying the place. His kindness there made me feel 
very welcome. Something I had not felt just a half-hour before (at 
Solace)!

On my way home from T.L., I stopped at EarthFare. I'm not really 
sure why. I guess I just needed another place to "go to" or I just 
didn't want to face the emptiness of going home. I basically leaned 
on the cart and looked at the floor while seemingly "stuck" in 
different parts of the store. I just couldn't get my mind on what I 
needed to buy.

- - -

Tuesday, April 19th, 2011
I had been sneezing last night and went to bed with a runny nose 
and sore throat. This must be coming from my "stress"… but I've 
had stress before this… a LOT of stress before this and it didn't 
affect me like this.

One thought I have, is that… since my stomach has more acid (to 
break down foods) than Sylvia's, maybe I've made it TOO ALKALINE 
by constantly drinking the "magic water" (Essentia, with 9.5 PH, high-
alkaline water). So I thought I'd not drink any today, to see if my 
nose and throat would stop working overtime.

I also had the "impression", as I got up that Sylvia was telling me to 
have oatmeal, with banana and honey and green tea for breakfast. I 
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then remembered that this is what Sylvia and I would eat to kind of 
"rebalance" or just to make sure we ate a healthy meal. So I did.

Right now, I'm working on getting those previous eMails into a book 
format… in between blowing my nose.

It's interesting, looking at how seemingly un-connected tiny, thoughts 
and events actually turn out to be a powerful insight…

Initially, I was going to find all of the tissues Sylvia had stashed… in 
her pockets, desk drawers, purse, etc. I was going to use all of them 
up, including the various boxes of tissues all over the house and not 
replace them. I've only used tissues to blow my nose when I'm sick. 
To me, this is more sanitary than using a handkerchief (which is what 
I normally use) and I simply throw each tissue in the toilet when I'm 
done… even more sanitary than putting them in the trash. Now that 
I'm constantly blowing my nose though, I'm thinking "Sylvia did this 
because it's her way of getting through the day… but maybe there's 
more to it than that — since there are SO MANY tissues and tissue 
boxes around here! Then I remembered one part of my 
conversation with G.S. last night. We were talking about how I could 
organize the finances and at THAT POINT, I remembered seeing file 
folders in one of Sylvia's drawers — each has the name of a different 
month. This told me… If I keep saying that Sylvia is a financial 
wizard, maybe I should simply continue doing things the way she 
already setup!… and now this goes for the tissues.

Sylvia's clothes and personal items are still here, right where she left 
them. I'm still a bit overcome whenever I get near some of them but 
I want them around the house and around ME. It makes me feel that 
the house is not as empty as it really is and it gives me a sort of 
"comfort" thinking that My Sylvia is still here in some way.!Even so… 
sometimes I'll quickly look at something or something will pop into 
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my head and come apart. Every time I look at something here at 
home that Sylvia started, I breakdown thinking "Now, she's never 
going to finish that"… or "What a beautiful golden voice… now the 
rest of the world will never hear her unfinished songs". Of course, 
once in a while I still see things out of the corner of my eye. I turn 
quickly in that direction and call her name "Sylvia"… and this usually 
starts my broken record all over again… "Where are you? Why can't 
I see you? If any 2 people can communicate with each other, it's you 
and me! Why can't I sense you around me?"

Phil and D.D., at some point, had told me… when their wives had 
passed, they removed all of her clothes and personal items from the 
house. I don't think I can do that… At least not in the foreseeable 
future. (Now that's a strange thought to put in my mind… "the 
future"… all I can see is me filling my days with "society nonsense", 
calling "Sylvia" throughout most of them… just so I can wait for the 
day I see My Sylvia again! What a stupid way to "live"! At one point, 
the other day, I found myself telling Sylvia that I'm basically "going 
through the motions" of existing in this reality. HOW MANY YEARS 
DO I HAVE TO ENDURE THIS!!! I then heard Sylvia say "blink of an 
eye". I'm sure there's a huge part of all this that I don't know or 
don't understand but I told her… "A blink of an eye to YOU is just 
that but from this side of the veil it could be 30-years!!!… with 
EVERY day missing you, needing you and hurting because I can't even 
SEE you or sense you near me! This is no way for 2 souls, who truly 
LOVE each other, to exist! I DON'T LIKE THIS ONE BIT!!!

- - -

The day of the exploding plate…
It's only 10am and I'm hungry again… Sylvia and I never found 
oatmeal to stick with us very long. So I'm heating up something I 
bought at EarthFare. Right now, it's still easier and safer for me to 
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buy something that's prepared than it is for me to cook something 
from scratch. I'm still a bit foggy and I'm concerned that I'll have 
another moment of not remembering what I'm doing.

This happened in January (I think it was January)… Now, I know I 
can "multitask" but I didn't realize that this ability would be muddied 
by me constantly taking care of Sylvia and jumping up or changing 
direction (of what I was doing) at any instant Sylvia needed 
something. (I keep telling everyone… even when we were at home 
(before hospice), I was caring for her 24/7. I did everything but feed 
her and put in her tampons!

One day, I had placed Sylvia on the toilet and went out to the 
kitchen to start my breakfast. I "knew" I could still do 2 things at 
once… or so I thought. Three burners on the stove, had pans. The 
left-front burner had no pan. So I placed one of our black, glass 
dinner plates on this burner. I knew the burner was off. (Now, this 
breaks one of MY rules… "Never put anything on the stove you 
don't intend to heat.") I turned on the back-left burner and quickly 
went back to Sylvia. I helped her with a few things and, after about 
2-minutes (I think), I went back to the stove. I smelled a strange 
burning smell and thought the pan on the back-left burner had 
something spilled under it, so I turned that burner down… but just 
as I reached for the dial on the stove the plate on the front-left 
burner EXPLODED!!! I was standing right over it! We don't know 
how it happened but NONE of the molten-glass shards touched me! 
Not one! There ARE molten-glass shards melted into the linoleum 
kitchen floor ALL AROUND WHERE I WAS STANDING! Why I 
didn't get glass on my chest or in my face, no one knows!

So there's ANOTHER example of me and Sylvia being saved by 
some unseen force… but for what? (I say "me and Sylvia" because 
she would have been affected emotionally and I probably wouldn't 
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be able to help her with most of the things she needed me to do for 
her.)

- - -

I feel like I have to "run" with every short-term-money-idea I can 
think of… especially if that idea came from Sylvia's "influence". So 
I'm sitting here heating some lunch and working on putting these 
eMail in a book. The un-opened scanner box on the floor (from H.G.
… thank you), reminds me that I still have to work out more of the 
details of how I'm going to get THAT part of my income going. (I've 
already roughed out a few ideas but I'm not ready to take them to 
the "real world".)

- - -

2012
I still feel that there's something important about the year 2012, for 
me and Sylvia.

In the mid-1980's, Sylvia read the book "The Mayan Factor: Path 
Beyond Technology" by!Jose Arguelles. Ever since that time, we have 
based our lives on the upcoming 2012 changes. We feel that the end 
of 2012 will bring some type of huge and life-altering changes… 
Maybe a dimensional shift, where people will be able to see the un-
seen forces around us and walk into other realities. Maybe some 
type of cosmic doorway will open and allow UFOs to easily land on 
Earth and their inhabitants mingle among us. Maybe the enlightened 
will be whisked off of the Earth and placed on planets that have 
more peaceful, friendly and caring environments and races of people 
and cultures.
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At this point, I'll be looking for a UFO to land and for Sylvia to step 
out. No matter what type of "change" happens in 2012, I'm just 
hoping that it will bring me and My Sylvia together once again!

- - -

4/20/11
I spent most of the day yesterday on the phone with the Food 
Stamp office, car insurance people, and the IRS (Internal Revenue 
Service). I phoned them twice. Each time took about an hour. When 
we finished… "I OWE HOW MUCH IN TAXES!?"… another hit 
from the side by "society". I can't believe this. I really have to watch 
where every dollar goes now! I haven't done taxes since I lived alone 
in 1980. I remember Sylvia filling out a simple tax form and not have 
to pay ANY tax. It's not that she cheated. It's because we simply 
didn't make enough money from our "Insight Data" business. In 
2010, it got even worse because the Macintosh continues to get 
more reliable and because Sylvia wasn't well enough to go out to 
customer's houses or for me to wrap my mind around Macintosh 
problems, so I could help people on the phone or through eMail.

As for Food Stamps, I may still be able to get them!(and that will 
help)!but, at this point, I'm not sure.

Ok. I just figured it out… I looked through Sylvia's files again and this 
time I found a worksheet she had created for each year. I then 
noticed that she had listed "deductions" for tax purposes! I had 
forgotten about "deductions"! Yes, I did. Remember, this is ME we're 
talking about. I'm still flying blind here but I do remember a line on 
the tax form asking about deductions but didn't think we had any.

I still had to pay taxes but not nearly what I thought I'd have to pay. 
I'm glad that's over but really… at every turn I've been "dropped in 
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it"! Not only do I have to KNOW that I have to deal with Food 
Stamps and the IRS but I have be an instant expert in interacting 
with them on the phone and filing out their forms! This is just so un-
fair! Sylvia never explained how she does the taxes or files the Food 
Stamp papers. I keep calling for her and telling her "This is not fair. I 
have to deal with all this. I could really use your help with some of 
this… Well, if "I" were you, "I" wouldn't come back here just to work 
on taxes either… so I guess that's why you're not showing yourself 
to me just yet."

When I'm in those situations where Sylvia and I would lovingly 
interact with each other, I find myself upset that we can't continue 
to do that. I do miss My Sylvia, I really do but I also miss the "US" 
that we shared here. Yes, there's a difference. Missing My Sylvia 
means I can't see her twinkling eyes, cute smile or beautiful face. I'm 
not able to breathe in that Sylvia aroma that touches me deep 
inside, whenever I get near her face. The appearance and touch of 
her waterfall hair are also things I miss, when it comes to My Sylvia.

The "US" comes from that interaction between me and Sylvia… 
Whenever we're in a restaurant, I would always sit across from her. I 
never could understand why some couples sit NEXT TO each other 
in a booth. Although you can feel your loved one next to you, I'd 
rather sit across from My Sylvia so I could gaze into her beautiful 
face, reach across the table to hold her hand and sneakily brush my 
foot up against hers, when she wasn't looking around the room. 
She'd then turn to look at me and give me that beautiful smile that 
only she can give… (We'll, that crying was unexpected. I guess it 
wasn't really "unexpected". I just never know what will trigger it, so 
it surprises me sometime.)
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Whenever we'd go to the Post Office, to check our P.O. box, after I 
got out of the car, I would look back and we would both make silly 
hand waves to each other.

When it rained… Oh when it rained. That would be a special time 
of almost snuggling together, so we could both be covered by the 
umbrella. I will truly miss ALL of those "US" times and would gladly 
give ANYTHING for just one more!

As I interact and move through public spaces, I'm constantly noticing 
single people — or at least people who are by themselves. It makes 
me think a bit about my future without Sylvia. How do those people 
do it? I guess "life goes on" and "one day at a time" are the phrases 
they live by. I don't want to be one of those people who keep 
marking their existence by continually stating how long it's been 
since their loved one passed… "It'll be 1-year ago next month, that 
my dear ____ passed away." I may "think" that, but I don't want to 
DO that. I just want My Sylvia back!… I just want us to be together! 
or at least be able to communicate with her! WHO MAKES UP 
THESE STUPID RULES!!! When I'm home, there's no one here but 
ME. Why CAN'T Sylvia (or why ISN'T SHE ALLOWED TO) 
COMMUNICATE with me?! There should be some way for Sylvia to 
interact with me… blink a light, move a hanging string, show herself, 
make a noise or just KNOCK SOMETHING ON THE FLOOR! It 
the "power that be" would allow any ONE of those actions, I would 
actually be able to ask Sylvia "yes" and "no" questions. It would 
certainly remove a lot of my stress and anger that she's not here. In 
my mind, she doesn't need to do this, because she can already "see" 
and "hear" ME. I'm sure my constant stress isn't helping Sylvia. So 
even though a communication with her would be mostly for MY 
benefit, my stress-level would go down and THAT would help 
Sylvia… so both of us would benefit afterall.
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- - -

I just got off the phone with 2 credit card companies. One had a 
$1,400 bill and the other, Sylvia never used. I think it was just 
"backup" and I think she never used it because the interest is too 
high (or something). I phoned the $1,400 card company first and 
was told that the account is now "frozen" and can't be used. He also 
told me that the entire amount owe on that card has just been 
wiped clean! "I don't owe any money on it?" He told me, "not unless 
you're authorized to use it and I see here that you're not. So you 
now owe nothing on it." I then asked "Can that card be put in MY 
name?" At that point, I'm willing to pay the card off if they can put it 
in my name. Otherwise, there's no way any company will give me a 
credit card, knowing I have no known income!… but he said "no".

I called the 2nd credit card company and was about to ask if the 
card could be put in my name when she asked if Sylvia was available 
to authorize me to talk to them. I explained what happened and 
asked if the card could transferred to me but they wouldn't do it. I 
told them there's no amount owed on that card… it should be ok 
to transfer it in that situation, right? She couldn't do it.

So, the good news is that I don't have to pay back that $1,400 but 
the bad news is that I won't have the convenience of a credit card. 
How can I use Sylvia's brilliant financial techniques when I don't have 
a credit card? This was one of her key financial tools!

About another hour has gone by… I just got off the phone with the 
bank we have our checking account with. I had them issue me a 
"debit card". I really don't WANT a debit card but since I can't get a 
"credit card", I'll have to settle for the other. At least it will give me 
the convenience of being able to order things online, "if" and "when" 
I feel I have enough money to BUY anything again!
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I asked the bank person… "You know when you're a kid and you 
can't get credit until you HAVE credit? So you start with anything 
you can… like a lay-a-way and work up to real credit. Does having a 
debit card work the same way? If I have a debit card for a while and 
keep up the payments, will they give me more consideration when I 
apply for a credit card?" She said "no". Well, I had to ask. 
(Remember, this is "real world" stuff that I don't have a clue about.)

- - -

I just noticed that my sore throat from yesterday is gone. My nose is 
still running but not as much as it did this morning. I haven't had any 
of the "magic water" today but I still don't know if that's what 
caused this "almost head-cold".

- - -

At this point, I need to finish this eMail, add it to the others and get 
the "eMail book" ready for publication. Since this is the quickest item 
for me to produce, it's what I'll focus on first — in between society's 
callings of course! Then I'll put my attention on my new website-
design business… at least that's what I see as my next short-term 
income idea.

I just got through eating some supper here at home. This time, while 
I was standing, eating and pacing, I noticed that I began looking at 
this situation as what I call a "non resolve"… and this is not good! To 
me, a "non resolve" is a situation which cannot be resolved / fixed / 
answered / known. I like things to have a beginning, middle and end 
or some type of physical or psychological boundary but when I now 
look at my situation with Sylvia, I begin to see it without any 
answers… "She can't be HERE, I can't go THERE, I can't see her, hear 

Hospice and Grief: Paul & Sylvia’s Love across the veil

! 159! eMail - 11



her or in ANY WAY communicate with her!… THIS REALLY 
STINKS! How can someone USED TO BE HERE… IS ALWAYS 
HERE, IS SUPPOSED TO BE HERE… How can she now NOT BE 
HERE???!!! I just don't understand it! So I continue to pace the floor 
more frantically and get even madder at a problem that I CAN NOT 
figure out!

I'll have to keep busy. I'll try to continue working on getting these 
eMails into a book… after I send out this message.

I miss My Sylvia SO MUCH! I NEED HER BACK! I just want us to 
be together. That's all. Is that really asking so much? I told her many 
times… "All that really matters is YOU. That's all. Nothing else really 
matters to me."

----------
Paul & Sylvia Rego
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